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  Anya's Boys 1-20 Complete

1. A Hot Wife’s Date Night

I’m standing outside the bedroom door.

It’s my bedroom. Or at least, it used to be. Just like this house used to be mine, or at least partly mine, mortgaged by me and my wife not long after we got married. They say if you’re a guy, the house is never really yours; you’re just the one who gets to pay for it. Definitely, that’s true in my case. Then again, I can’t say with any claim to any kind of truth or accuracy that my situation is at all typical.

I stand outside the door, not moving a muscle, not making a sound. Internally, I’m writhing in desperate shame, humiliation and inadequacy at full-on war with a desperate desire beyond any I had once thought could exist. Because on the other side of that door is everything I crave and can’t have, everything I want, everything I fear.

On the other side of that door, my wife Anya is having passionate sex with another man.

Her moans of pleasure ring out, vibrating through the flimsy wood barrier close to my head. I hear the bed springs creaking, hear the bedframe rattling, hear the weight of two bodies bouncing up and down on the springs of the mattress she and I chose together. I hear his moans of pleasure too, the passionate groans of some unworthy man getting everything that should be mine while I stand here, rejected and emasculated and helpless to do anything about it.

But above it all, it’s Anya’s voice I hear. It’s her voice, raised in a kind of symphony of pleasure, howling as if she’s trying to bring the whole house crashing down with nothing more than the power of her voice. I hear the pleasure practically torn out of her, rising in great sobs that turn into wild cries to bounce back from the walls of our bedroom. It’s a wonder the neighbors haven’t complained. And I feel another flush of shame prickling my cheeks as I consider that, as I imagine what the neighbors may know or don’t know about our arrangement. These days, Anya barely even tries to hide what goes on in our house from anyone anymore. It’s almost like she’s proud of it. And why shouldn’t she be? I’m the one who should be ashamed. I’m the one whose wife sleeps around, having incredible sex with a series of lovers while I remain frustrated and denied.

And somehow, I let it happen.

I mean, I don’t really have a choice. Not much of one, anyway. With almost every day that goes by, my cruel wife tightens her grip on me, and it becomes harder and harder to resist whatever she wants to do all the time. Not that it was ever easy. But now, it’s like Anya has her claws sunk into my soul. She can make me do whatever she wants. It would be hard to imagine a clearer proof of that fact than this, me standing just the other side of the bedroom door, leaning on the doorframe while I listen to her get laid.

Her voice reaches an even higher and more urgent pitch. I cringe as I hear the way it catches in her chest, as if what she’s feeling is too powerful and too pure to even allow her to cry out. For a tiny moment that seems to last forever, she hovers there, in that moment of absolute measure, hovering on the edge of something unspeakably huge, unbearably beautiful, letting me hear every atom of what she has decided I can’t have.

Then, I hear the release that comes roaring out of her. I hear the air rushing out of her lungs, the cry of passion rising from her throat, the loudest yell yet that makes the air in the bedroom shake like a heat haze hovering above the road in summer. And at the same time, as loud as her cry is, I hear the unmistakable sound of her lover growling in similar pleasure, as if her orgasm summoned his out of him. Together, they are making something magnificent, some dark god of pleasure we all worship in our different ways. But for me, it’s something remote. Something I only listen to, a beauty I only spy on instead of experiencing for myself.

Because that’s what my beautiful, dominant, cruel wife has decided.

Still standing by the bedroom door, I keep listening. The cries of pleasure have stopped now, and the bed frame has stopped creaking to their frantic movements. I hear them talking, but their voices are muffled, quiet now. I hear Anya laugh at something he says, and I cringe even more as I listen to the wet sound of them sharing a sloppy kiss. It should be me, in that bed with her, enjoying that wild sex. But standing there, I have to admit to myself for what feels like the thousandth time the awful truth. Even back when Anya let me have sex with her, it never sounded like that. I never made her scream like that, never made the whole house shake with her cries of passion. And that’s why, now, I’m standing on the outside, my mind buzzing with wild images of what must be happening in there between my beautiful wife and her latest lover.

I hear movement on the bed, mattress springs compressing once again. And I feel the vibration of footsteps through the floor as I stand in bare feet at the door, listening to the sound of high heels walking toward me. She’s still wearing her shoes, of course.

The bedroom door flies open. I step back as Anya steps out, pulling the door shut behind her immediately as if she doesn’t want me to see inside. But the only thing I want to see is her. Somehow, she looks more magnificent than ever in the light of this latest betrayal, standing there in front of me looking high and haughty, her flawless skin glowing with the red flush of recent sex.

She’s still a little breathless. I’m not surprised by that, even if it does make my heart contract with another tightening of jealous rage. I know it can’t be true; since our married sex life took this unexpected turn, my wife has driven me wild with desire for her, every single day. She has put me in the most humiliating and frustrating positions, made me endure limitless disgrace, made me want her like I would once never have imagined I could want anyone. But in some ways, every time feels like the first. Standing there looking at her in front of the closed bedroom door, her beautiful body practically lit up with pleasure, I feel like I’ve never wanted her so badly.

The movement of her breasts rising up and down as she breathes is almost hypnotic to me, and I’ll admit, it’s the first thing that catches my eye. She’s always been stacked, blessed with big boobs that look even bigger on her relatively slender frame. And the corset she’s wearing just enhances that. I had to lace her into it myself, almost groaning with desire and despair as I watched it emphasize her natural hourglass figure, pulling in her waist and pushing her breasts up to give her a cleavage I wanted nothing more than to worship and admire. But of course, it wasn’t for me.

Her red hair is loose, cascading like liquid fire over one shoulder, raked back from her face on one side. It’s messier now than when I last saw it, when she had forced me to participate in getting her ready for her latest date. But that only made her sexier to me. Of course I knew what she had been doing; after the noise the two of them made together, it would be a miracle if the whole neighborhood didn’t know about it. This visual reminder only serves to hammer it home even more, to drive that spike of jealousy and despair and lust deeper into my heart as my eyes continue to travel over my wife’s magnificent body.

Her eyes are glassy with pleasure, her cheeks flushed. Her provocative pink lipstick is faintly smudged, and I think with another twist of shame and hatred of another man kissing her. Her corset is green, one of her favorites, since it matches with her hair and skin tone so unbelievably well. And as I follow the curving lines down over her body, my eyes sink inevitably between her legs.

Her panties are gone, along with the skirt I zipped her into. Now, I can see her sex, artfully framed by the neat strip of pubic hair she maintains above it. Or that I maintain, these days. And that red hair is curled, wet with the moisture of sex, just like her swollen and dripping lips. I can’t help it. I gasp as I look at her, the smell of pleasure rising off her gorgeous body and making me tremble with wild lust. Everything I want is standing right in front of me, and there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it. Anya knows that, of course. She knows all about my darkest desires, my kinky taste for this kind of humiliation and disgrace. If anything, she loves it more than I do. As well she should, I think to myself. She’s the one getting to have sex while I serve her like a pathetic slave.

In her high-heeled boots, she’s almost as tall as me. I bought them for her, of course, following my own inclinations and fetishes to make her look like the sexiest woman alive. They’re patent leather with a rounded toe, reaching the middle of her calves with laces up the front. The leather shines wickedly in the light, and the slender high heel makes her move with unbelievable grace, and just seeing her there in the outfit she made me pick out for her, that she made me help her wear, sends another surge of unrelieved desire racing through my desperate body. She looks sexier than anything I would ever have imagined, sexier than any mortal woman has a right to be. She looks like a goddess, and seeing her, I feel again all those submissive tendencies of mine popping to the surface once again.

It isn’t easy. It humiliates me so much to serve my wife like this, to be constantly denied the sex I crave just from the way she looks. But it turns us both on to a level neither of us once imagined. It’s not exaggerating in any way to say that the things we’ve discovered, about each other and about ourselves, have changed our lives completely. Yes, it’s hard. But there’s nothing more beautiful than seeing my wife so satisfied, so wild, so dominant. There’s nothing hotter to me than doing exactly what my goddess says.

“Oh my God, Lady Anya,” I say, the words bursting out of me before I can think them through. Nothing but an instinctive reaction to what I see in front of me, the torture I just went through of listening to my wife have sex with another man pushing me into that submissive state of mind again. “You look absolutely radiant from all that sex.”

Anya bursts out laughing. The sound fills the hallway of our house, not nearly as loud as her cries of passion had been, but closer to me now. That laughter is like music, but at the same time, it only seems to tighten the steel trap that has sunk its teeth into my heart, driving home all over again the shame and humiliation of this wild new life we’re living.

“Well, of course I do,” she says, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Of course I look good. I got exactly what I needed. I had a man who knows exactly what he’s doing in bed and can satisfy me completely. It’s a lot more than I can say for you, cuck.”

I cringe at her words, and Anya laughs again. Still, few things are more erotic to me than when she talks this way, when she mocks and taunts and humiliates me. When she flexes her dominant power, when she rubs my face in the fact that there’s nothing I can do to stop her, that I wouldn’t want to even if I could. That I belong to her now, and that my suffering, my emotional pain, turns my wife on.

It’s strange. It sounds insane. But despite it all, I never doubt that she loves me. In calmer moments, she makes that clear. But this isn’t one of those. This is the white-hot heart of the game we both love, and Anya’s role is to be cruel and mocking and demanding and completely selfish. Just as mine is to do whatever my wife says and worship the ground she walks on.

And I feel that urge more strongly than ever as I stand in front of her, worshiping her incredible body with my eyes. Her breasts rise and fall, threatening to almost burst out of the top of the corset she’s laced into, and above that majestic cleavage, her face shines with pleasure. Her blue eyes are locked on me, a sultry smile lifting the corners of her pink lips as she takes it all in, and I know that she can see the desperate desire on my face. I know it reminds her of who she is, of what she’s capable of. That she’s so sexy and so beautiful, that I love her so much, that she can do whatever she wants, and it will only make me desire her more.

And what just happened is nagging at me. I never really understand my desire for this pain and humiliation, but it only seems to grow stronger the more she feeds it. I want to know everything. I want to feel every ounce of my own inadequacy, to feel completely disgraced, completely worthless, completely submissive to this incredible woman who has taken control of my life so easily.

“Lady Anya,” I say, using the title she demands I use when we play like this, the term of respect that shows I know how far she is above me, “how many times did he make you cum?”

Again, Anya laughs. My submission, my taste for humiliation, never seems to stop being hilarious to her. Of course, that only makes it worse. Being laughed at by her reminds me just how pathetic I am, and it fuels my desire to submit in a delicious feedback loop that keeps us playing this insane game. Sometimes, it feels like neither of us truly understand it. Like we are both riding on the back of some monster that even she, goddess that she is, can barely control. As for me, I have no chance. I’m just along for the ride.

“I lost count, to be honest,” Anya says, her bright blue eyes staring right into mine. “When you’re getting nailed like that, counting orgasms is pretty much the last thing on your mind. But you wouldn’t know that, would you, cuck? You wouldn’t know what it feels like to make a woman lose count like that. Poor boy.”

But there’s no mercy in her tone, no true pity. It’s just another way to mock me, to drive home my inadequacy and lowly position in her life. And as always, it works.

I drop to my knees.

I don’t even think about it. It’s as if my body just does it, of its own accord, without waiting for intervention from my conscious brain. Somehow, in that moment, it just feels right. And of course it feels humiliating, degrading, shameful, and all those other powerful emotions. But Anya’s control over me is complete, and sometimes, all I can do is kneel at the feet of this goddess that I’m somehow married to.

Anya bursts out laughing again. It thrills her to no end to know this about me, to be worshiped like this. She was never a woman who lacked confidence, but lately, her self-esteem is through the roof. Being worshiped by her husband, knowing the total power she has over me, the pure desire I feel for her every second of every day, has transformed her into this incredible vixen. And she never gets tired of being reminded of it. She never gets tired of watching me bow before her beauty and the unrelieved desire I feel for the woman I love.

"Good boy,” Anya laughs. “That's where you belong. That's how you should always be around me. On your knees, waiting and begging to serve me. And that's exactly what I need from you now."

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I babble, practically twitching with the force of the fever pitch desire I’m feeling for her now. I’d follow her to hell just to see her smile. I’d worship the ground she walks on just for the privilege of being in her presence. And as she turns away from me, that gorgeous body swaying deliciously from side to side, her incredible curvaceous figure works its usual magic on me, and I’m struck almost dumb by just how beautiful she is.

“No, no,” my wife says, pausing for a moment in the hallway, half-turning toward me with her long red cascading over her shoulder. “I didn’t tell you to get up, did I? You can crawl behind me like a pathetic little puppy. After all, I don’t you thinking you’re in any way equal to other people, do I, cuck?”

“No, Lady Anya,” I breathe, sinking back down onto my knees.

“Good boy,” Anya smiles, turning away from me again and making her way down the hallway. “Heel.”

And I do. Like a well-trained dog, I hurry to catch up with my goddess as she walks away from me, keeping my head close to those sexy boots of hers.

It’s not possible, of course, to die from desire, from wanting someone you can’t have so badly you can no longer stand it. But sometimes, it feels that way. If it was possible, I’m sure it would’ve happened to me already, my desire for my wife so pure and intense it felt like it might be fatal. Completely sunken in submission, I followed along at my wife’s high-heeled boots.

Anya turns left, heading into the bathroom. I crawl behind her, watching the light reflected from those sexy shoes. As I move, I glance up at her, my eyes following her long legs up to that beautiful round ass that’s completely exposed. Now and then, as I crawl, I get glimpses of that pussy that I desire so desperately, and it keeps me desperate to serve.

In the bathroom, Anya stops and turns to face me. Her eyes shine as she gazes down at me. It feels as if the gears are turning in her head as she comes up with a new idea, and it was a feeling I had had many times before. I knew from experience that I never had to wait long. Anya’s creativity wasn’t the most surprising thing we had discovered recently, but it was still impressive.

“You were right. He liked my outfit.”

“Of course he does, Lady Anya,” I said, cringing with shame and embarrassment as I spoke, but trying not to show it. “You look absolutely amazing. Anyone would want you in that outfit.”

“Then you did a good job, cuck,” she smirks. “After all, it’s your duty to help me look good and turn my boyfriend on. And this definitely did the trick. He couldn’t keep his hands off me. And not just his hands, either.”

She giggles as she speaks, leaning against one of the bathroom walls and staring down at me where I crouched on the floor. The big mirror on the opposite wall showed another angle on that beautiful body that I couldn’t keep my eyes off, as if I was surrounded by her, completely lost in her beauty and desirability. I always am.

“Yes, Lady Anya. I’m glad you had a good time.”

“That’s a good cuck,” Anya says with a smile. “I know you’re not really glad. I know it’s driving you crazy knowing I just got fucked by a real man.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Good. That’s how a cuckold loser like you should always feel. Now, I think my boots got a bit scuffed while I was playing with my boyfriend. Lick them clean for me, simp.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

She laughs again as I crawl forward, a wild burst of laughter rising out of her as if she can’t quite believe how easy this all was. Of course, by now, she should be used to it. It’s never even a slight challenge for Anya to get me to do what she wants, no matter how humiliating and degrading it might be. In fact, the more humiliating it is, the better, for both of us, in our different ways.

I run my tongue over the glossy leather of her boots, tasting the bitterness of her footwear. And for a while, she just watches, looking down at me with those burning blue eyes. Enjoying the sight of me groveling at her feet, the husband she married reduced to this. A cuck. A loser. A pathetic man who never gets to have sex with a woman like her, but will do anything for even the slightest chance.

“Oh my God, you’re so pathetic,” she says at last. I watch the zipper on the side of one boot swaying slightly as she takes a step away. “Take them off.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

I don’t hesitate. I don’t question. I try to control the trembling in my hands as I reached for her gorgeous boots, pulling down the zippers on the side. She raises one foot from the floor, and I carefully slide off the leather ankle boots I just licked, setting it down on the bathroom floor. Adjusting her feet, she lifts the other one, and I slide that shoe off too while she watches me, savoring every moment.

“Take my corset off,” she says, her voice soft now, but her words no less an order for that.

I stand up. Gathering her hair and sweeping it over one shoulder in front of her, she turns her back on me. I pull on the bow I tied in the laces of the corset, holding it together in the small of her back, and it comes undone easily. Then, I hook my fingers under the laces and pull them away from her body.

She sighs as the corset loosens, taking a deep breath she hasn’t been able to take since I laced her into the provocative lingerie. It takes a while to remove the corset, but neither my wife nor I are in any hurry. Finally, I reach around her irresistible body, unfastening the garment in the front and sliding it away from her. Naked now, she watches as I step away and set the corset down on the bathroom counter. As unbelievably gorgeous as it looks, without her, it’s nothing. Just a piece of cloth and metal, deprived of all the magic it has when my beautiful wife wears it.

Anya steps into the shower. She turns it on, and I watch the warm water cascading over her body, wetting her red hair down, making his skin shine. She beckons me inside, and I immediately join her under the streaming flood. She hands me a washcloth, then points down to the floor of the shower at her feet. I know what’s expected of me. I drop to my knees at once.

“Clean me up,” Anya orders imperiously. “Clean his cum out of my pussy and get me ready for another round.”

And I tremble in horror and shame at her words. I bristle where I kneel on the floor, that small part of my brain that always protests against these scenes once again screaming at me that I shouldn’t do this, that I should have more self-respect, that I shouldn’t allow myself to be treated this way by anyone, no matter how beautiful and sexually desirable they are.

But it’s a part of my brain I long ago learned to ignore.

I run the washcloth over her body, and just that submissive act, just touching her like that, is enough to make my cock ache desperately in the steel chastity she keeps me locked in. Another reminder of her total power, a reminder of how I got into this mess in the first place. The truth is, my wife owns my cock, and it didn’t take Anya very long to figure out just how much power that gave her. She knows now that she can get away with anything, that she can make me do whatever she wants. She knows now that there’s no limit to what I’ll do to please her, no end to the lengths I will go to to have what I once assumed was my right as her husband.

“Fuck, that was so good,” Anya groans as I run the cloth over her pussy, wiping away the mingled juices of the sex she had just had with another man. “You know what makes it even better? Knowing how badly you want me, how jealous you are, and how you can’t have me. It makes me feel so slutty, so naughty, and I get the craziest ideas.”

“Like what, Lady Anya?”

I know what she wants. I keep my attention on my task, my eyes locked on her beautiful pussy as I clean it, but I’m listening, and I know when my wife wants input from me, and when she doesn’t.

“Like… Well, as you know, I’m having the best sex of my life right now. And the guys can’t seem to get enough of me. So what if I took a couple of them on at the same time?”

I pause, the wet cloth hovering just above my wife’s pussy. I don’t look up, but all the same, I can feel her eyes on me, taking in everything. Waiting for my reaction, knowing what she’s doing to me. And it works. I can’t help picturing it, can’t help imagining the gorgeous body in front of me in the throes of ecstasy, cavorting in bed with two men that aren’t me.

“If… If that’s what you want, Lady Anya.”

“I’ve never had a three-way. Never thought I wanted one. But now, you’ve helped me discover my inner slut, and I feel like now is the time. I bet I’d have no trouble getting a couple of the guys to do that with me, would I?”

“Of course not, Lady Anya.”

“Ooooohhh,” Anya groans in mock sympathy. She moves under the falling water, her big breasts hanging from her chest as she leans over me to take my chin in her hand and turns my face up toward her. My eyes meet the blue glow of hers, and I saw in them all the malice, all the excitement, all the thrill she felt at being as bad as she was, and knowing it only made me love her more.

“Don’t worry, cuck. It’s not all bad,” she says, still holding my chin in her hand. “I mean, you don’t get to fuck me anymore. You don’t get to cum. But you get to help me get ready for my date, to dress me up all sexy for them. And afterwards, you get to clean me up. So what do you say to your goddess, cuck boy?”

And I knew there was only one possible response.

“Thank you, Lady Anya.”


  
2. Anya Makes Her Point

The charm has never faded.

I say that with total honesty, though I know a lot of guys can’t. I’m still just as attracted to Anya as I ever was; maybe more so. The wild fire of my lust for her has never faded, and sex with her remains the absolute highlight of any day I get to have it.

Of course, it helps that she has barely aged a day.

No one who doesn’t know her believes that she’s actually forty-five. She still looks exactly like she did in her late twenties. Her body is still tight and toned, her face remarkably free of even the finest of lines that most of us accrue over the years. It’s good genetics, but it’s also because she puts in a tremendous amount of work. She’s at the gym multiple times a week, keeping that astounding figure trim and toned without going over the line into being overly muscular. She’s still outrageously feminine, hypnotically beautiful, and irresistibly desirable. She’s still everything I ever wanted, the woman of my dreams.

But every man has his limits.

Every man has his needs, his desires, and even the sexiest, most accommodating, most open-minded wife can’t do everything for him. There comes a time for all of us, even those who are still happily married, even those who still enjoy great sex with the wives we still want as badly as ever, when we need to take matters into our own hands.

I’m forty-seven. That means I’ve been doing this for decades. Every man’s solitary pastime, every guy’s solo retreat. I have my pattern down.

At least, I thought I did.

Anya was out shopping one day, and for whatever reason, the urge struck me the way it sometimes does. It could’ve been something as simple as a TV advert, a sexy weather girl, or a long-lost memory of a former partner. Doesn’t matter. I was horny, and my beautiful wife wasn’t there, and I decided to deal with matters myself.

I picked up my phone. These days, it’s too easy. An endless multitude of gorgeous women are only the press of a screen away, and no man can resist forever, no matter who he’s married to.

I took a little too long. After all, these things are designed to be addictive. I saw one sexy video that got me going, then clicked to see another, then another. Before long, I was scrolling this young woman’s whole page, the minutes ticking dangerously by while I watched one video after another.

And that’s how Anya found me when she came home, cock in one hand, phone in the other, having myself a time.

I didn’t hear the car in the driveway. I didn’t hear her walking toward the door. By the time it opened, it was already too late. From the front door of our house, you can see straight into the living room, and Anya immediately saw me sitting there on the sofa in my shameful state of arousal.

She gasped.

I spluttered, babbling nonsense as I desperately tried to stuff my cock back into my pants, as if that would change anything. As if she hadn’t already seen everything she needed to see to know exactly what I was doing. As if I could possibly move fast enough to undo what had already happened and change the inevitable outcome of my indiscretion.

“Oh my god,” Anya said. Her shopping bags dropped to the floor of the hallway as she pressed both hands to her open mouth, her bright blue eyes staring right at me, wide open in shock and surprise.

“Anya, wait, it’s not –“

But it was. We both knew it. It was exactly what it looked like, exactly what she thought was going on. And Anya dashed past me through the living room, hurrying to the bedroom as if the sight of me pleasuring myself was the most upsetting spectacle she had ever seen in her life.

After that, the moment was most well and truly gone.

Setting aside my phone, I put myself back together with a sigh. I knew I was going to have to face the music with my wife, but I wasn’t exactly looking forward to it. I let a few minutes pass, letting both her and myself regain our composure. Then I headed to the bedroom. Anya was sitting on the bed. She was still wearing the clothes she had gone shopping in, a pair of jeans that hugged her thighs and hips and a formfitting T-shirt that did nothing to disguise the heavy swell of her breasts. I did my best to ignore the hunger growling inside me, the hunger I always felt whenever I looked at my wife, no matter what she was wearing, no matter what was going on in our relationship. This was hardly the time to try and get some action.

“I’m sorry you saw that,” I began, as her bright eyes darted toward me. The fire that burned inside them sent a little tremor of fear racing through me.

“Sorry I saw it? Why aren’t you sorry you did it?”

“Because… Anya, all guys do that. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s just a natural bodily function.”

“And looking at your phone while you do it is natural, too? What were you looking at? Other women?”

“Well, you weren’t here…”

Anya snorted at my response, a sound that had absolutely no real amusement or joy in it. Instead, it was a sound of disgust, of disappointment, of bitterness, and my heart contracted with pity and shame to know I had made the woman I loved feel that way. Don’t get me wrong; in my heart, I was sure I was right. I was right that everyone masturbates, I was right that there’s nothing wrong with that. But since when did being right ever help a guy with an argument with a woman? Especially one as beautiful as this. Especially one he loves as much as I love my wife.

“And you couldn’t wait five minutes?”

“It’s not like that,” I said with a frown. “It’s just… Sometimes, you just need something quick and easy. Just a release. Trust me, you don’t want me bothering you every time I get the urge. You’d never have time for anything else.”

“How is that different from cheating?”

Anya’s eyes blazed again as she looked at me, and for a brief moment, I had no idea what to say.

“Cheating? It’s nothing like cheating. Anya, you know I would never cheat on you. You know I’m totally happy with our marriage. I love you, I’d never look at another woman.”

“You were literally just looking at another woman,” she pointed out. I really do hate it when she’s right.

“Yeah, but… You know what I mean.”

“No, I really don’t,” Anya said, her nostrils flaring as she spoke. It seemed she really was angry, and even though I still felt that I had a point, even if I couldn’t articulate it as well as I would like, I also felt that the debate was slipping away from me rapidly. I never really had a chance. I never did, when it came to Anya.

“As far as I’m concerned, that’s cheating,” she said, folding her arms across her chest where she sat on the bed.

“Well… I don’t agree,” I said lamely, as if that mattered. “Are you telling me you never think about other people? Not even for a minute?”

“Never,” Anya said adamantly. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said reflexively. “This is nothing to do with that.”

“How could it not be?”

And as my wife spoke, I heard a catch in her voice, saw the beginnings of a tear in her eye, and I knew instantly in that moment that I had already lost. I can’t stand to see her upset, can’t endure the sight of my wife weeping. Once those waterworks start, I’ll do anything to get them to stop. Maybe she knew that and maybe she didn’t, but either way, the effect was the same.

“It’s just… sex,” I tried to explain. “And not even sex. It’s just me. It’s just a natural urge, like scratching your nose.”

“Oh really? So you’d have no problem with it if you walked in on me just scratching my nose like that?”

“Actually, that sounds kind of hot,” I said, a slow smile spreading across my face as I tried to lighten the mood. There wasn’t much chance of that. A wild and aggressive energy vibrated in our bedroom now, and it seemed clear to me that I wasn’t going to be able to joke my way out of this one.

“Even if I was thinking about other guys while I did it?”

“Well, I don’t know about that,” I said, shifting my weight from one foot the other, feeling suddenly uncomfortable. And Anya seemed to sense that she had won. The smile that spread now across her beautiful face had nothing to do with amusement. There was a coldness to it, a kind of icy chill that scared me. Probably it would have scared me even more if I knew where that smile would eventually lead us.

Anya shifted on the bed. Reaching out across the mattress, she picked up her phone from where it sat on the side table, holding it in front of her face. She tapped the screen, her blue eyes enhanced by the blue glow of the phone screen as she stared at it. A few more taps on the screen, and her smile grew even wider. When she raised her eyes again to me, still holding the phone in front of her, I had absolutely no idea what to expect.

“Okay, stay right there,” she said. “Don’t move. Just watch.”

Anya lay back on the bed, her eyes returning to the screen of her phone. And I did as she said. I just stood there, confused, apprehensive, with no idea what to expect but an insufferable curiosity to find out. And as Anya reached for the front of her jeans, I gasped in shock.

She smiled up at me, just for a second. Then, she turned her eyes back toward the screen. I watched her eyes move back-and-forth across it, but I heard nothing. It seemed more like she was reading something than watching a video. And whatever it was she was reading, it was having a powerful effect on my wife. I watched her hands spread apart the open zipper of her jeans, watched her fingers move over the soft fabric of her panties, and desire bellowed like a bull inside me. I was feeling dizzy, lightheaded with lust, caught up in a situation I had never anticipated and absolutely could not control. And I watched my wife on the bed, the center of my fixed attention, her beautiful body soaking up every last scrap of mental focus I had, shutting out everything else.

My cock was swelling again in my pants as I watched. I watched Anya’s fingers slide underneath her panties, heard a soft sigh of pleasure escaped her parted lips as she moaned, watched as her pleasure grew unstoppably, uncontrollably, soon making her body shake where she lay on the bed in front of me.

Every cell in my body screamed at me to do something. My desire urged me forward, to climb onto the bed and take my gorgeous woman in my arms and do what we had done so many times before, but never gotten tired of yet. But I didn’t do it. I remembered her words, and I knew that despite the pleasure she was now giving herself, Anya was still mad at me. Interrupting her in whatever she was currently doing, ignoring what she had said, was only going to get me into worse trouble, and I wanted to avoid that more than anything. Maybe I even wanted to avoid that more than I wanted her in that moment, if that was possible.

So I stood there in silence, not saying a word. Not moving a muscle. And from time to time, Anya’s eyes flickered away from the screen in her hand and toward me, and every time they did, the smile on her face grew. Every time she looked at me, she let out an extra little moan of pleasure, as if to let me know what she was feeling. As if I could possibly forget. Or else it was because the sight of me standing there, frustrated and horny but still doing exactly what she said, turned my wife on.

At the time, that seemed like a crazy idea. It doesn’t seem nearly so crazy now.

Anya kept on manipulating herself, her fingers moving more rapidly between her legs. Watching, I could see a wet patch spreading on her underwear, and the moans of her desire got more and more frequent, louder and louder. I watched her thundering toward a climax, and even though I had seen my wife in the grip of this kind of passion before, it’d never been like this. I had never been nothing more than a frustrated spectator, just watching, barred from participation in the thing I wanted most in the world. It was an unbelievable feeling. I had never had any reason to even try and imagine what such an experience might be like, but if I had, I would’ve expected it to be maddening, teasing, frustrating, and humiliating. It was all of those things. But it was much, much sexier than I would ever have thought.

Anya gave out a loud cry as her orgasm overwhelmed her. I watched her body stiffen, watched her drop the phone she held to the mattress beside her convulsing body as she rode the powerful waves of pleasure that swept over her. Her voice seemed to catch in her throat again, leaving me in no doubt about what she was feeling, and my cock ached inside my pants as I watched every moment of it. I longed to reach out, to take my cock in my hand again, but I knew that in the circumstances, that would be the absolute worst thing I do.

Anya’s big breasts rose and fell as she took in a big breath, and sighed. Her eyes opened, holding mine as she stared at me across the air of our bedroom that still seem to vibrate with the noise of her pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed pink from the orgasm she had given herself, and she looked infinitely desirable as she smiled at me.

I hoped that smile was more genuine. I hoped that she had forgotten her rage with the rush of pleasure she had given herself. She had made her point, after all. I still wasn’t entirely sure I agreed with her, but I knew with absolute certainty that I wasn’t going to argue. If she saw masturbation as cheating, she had just gotten even with me, and maybe I could try and have a little more restraint in the future. Hopefully now, we could make it up to one another.

“You know what? You have a point. That was fun,” Anya grinned. And I grinned back at her. Stepping forward, I climbed onto the bed, the springs compressing under the weight of my body as I crawled toward her.

But as I positioned myself on top of her, Anya placed her hand on my chest and pushed me firmly away.

“No,” she said, smiling no longer. “If you’re really that turned on, you can go take care of yourself.”

*****

After a week, I was desperate.

In all the years we had been married, I can’t say that we had never gone that long without having sex before. But it was rare. If one of us was sick, or the few occasions one of us had had to travel without the other, it might’ve happened. But never willingly. This was the first time Anya had done anything like this, the first time she outright refused my advances.

It felt terrible. And yet every night, I tried again, and every night, got the same rejection from her. She didn’t say that she was withholding sex to punish me; she was smart enough to know how fucked up that would sound, how psychologically unhealthy that is. Still, that was undeniably the impression that I got. Ever since she had caught me jerking off, it seemed my wife didn’t want me anymore. And by the very first day or two, I felt she had absolutely made her point. But my beautiful wife didn’t seem to feel the same way.

Finally, it was the weekend again, the weekend that marked the seven-day anniversary of her catching me pleasuring myself. And I couldn’t take any more. I had tried to do what she wanted, tried to resist the urge to touch myself, but the longer we went without having sex, the greater the urge became. Certainly, I had never gone this long without an orgasm, and it had me feeling all kinds of complex emotions.

I have my pride. I didn’t want to give in so easily, to be so pathetic. But I also had urges like none I had ever felt before. And for the first time in my life, I experienced how quickly pride decays when sex is on the line.

Anya didn’t help, of course. Just being around her was becoming increasingly difficult, given how her presence inevitably fed my sex drive. And on the weekend, she stepped out of the shower and came to the living room where I sat on the sofa wearing nothing but a towel, her red hair slicked back from her beautiful face and trailing over her bare shoulders, and I couldn’t help it anymore. Without a word, I rose to my feet. I stepped toward her, and my wife smiled up at me as I took her hips in my hands, pulling her body against mine. The hard bulge of my cock pressed against her, leaving her in no doubt what I wanted, what I was thinking of. She smiled, those blue eyes shining, but she placed a single finger on my lips to stop me as I leaned in to kiss her.

“Don’t you have sluts online that you can jerk off to?”

Harsh as her words were, she kept smiling as she spoke them. But I groaned in disappointment.

“Are you still mad about that? You know tons of guys do that, right?”

“I’m not married to tons of guys. I’m married to you.”

“Anya, come on. It’s been a week. I’m desperate. What do you want me to say?”

“What do I want you to say?”

Her eyes sparkled as she echoed my words, and me, dumb as I am, had no idea of the danger I was in.

“Why? Would you say what I tell you to say, just to get me to have sex with you?”

“If that’s what it takes.”

“Interesting…”

Anya giggled as she spoke, and the sound sent a cold thrill racing up and down my spine.

“Okay, if you’re so desperate. Why don’t you beg me?”

“You want me to beg?”

“Yeah,” Anya said softly. “I do. I want you to beg your wife for sex so I know there’s no one you want more than me.”

“There isn’t.”

“Then show me.”

The smile never left her beautiful face. But I knew my wife well enough to know she wasn’t joking. Soft as it was, there was steel in her voice as she spoke.

I hesitated, but only for a moment. The pressure of my own desire was more than adequate to get me to do what she wanted. After all, it was just the two of us there. Just one of the many things that passes between husband and wife that the world doesn’t need to know about.

“Please, Anya,” I said, a smile breaking across my own face even as I said the words. “Please let me have sex with you.”

“You call that begging?” Anya said, raising her eyebrows as she spoke. She was still smiling, and I could tell from the sound of her voice that she was doing everything in her power not to laugh. Somehow, that seemed to help. It made this all seem like more of a joke, a game we were participating in together.

“Beg me properly. On your knees.”

Again, she spoke softly, but again, I didn’t doubt she meant what she said. And I hesitated again, but again, not for long. Anya laughed out loud as I lowered myself to kneel on the floor at her feet, and I felt my cheeks prickling with shame, but at the same time, I couldn’t stop smiling, either. Besides, she looked so good as I gazed up at her from the floor, the white towel she wore barely long enough to hide her pussy from my gaze.

“Please, Anya,” I said again. “I’m sorry for jerking off. Please let me have sex with you again.”

“Wow,” Anya laughed. “I cut you off for one week, and you’re literally on your knees, begging me for sex. What would happen if I made you wait two weeks?”

“Please don’t,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Okay. I have an idea. Kind of a… kinky idea.”

“Oh yeah?” My heart hammered in my chest at my wife’s words, my excitement rising by the second. I knew she couldn’t fail to notice the unmistakable bulge of my erection in my pants, and I wondered if she knew just how much power she had, just how helpless I was before her.

“Yeah. Come with me.”

Stepping away from me, Anya turned. I rose to my feet, following her down the hallway of our house, my excitement rising with every step we took toward the bedroom.

As I stepped through the door of the bedroom, I saw Anya retrieve something from one of her dresser drawers. It was a box, but I couldn’t tell what might be inside. She set it down just behind her as she sat on the edge of the bed, the towel sliding even higher up her thighs until it barely covered her at all. I was rock-hard and more than ready for action as I stood in front of her, and to my delight, my wife reached out and pulled down my pants and my boxers, and my cock sprang out in front of her face. She closed her fingers around it, slowly stroking, making me groan with unrelieved desire.

“You weren’t joking, were you?” she grinned up at me. “You really do want me so badly.”

“God, Anya, you have no idea,” I said.

“Well then. Seems like I have all the cards, don’t I?”

“What are you talking about?”

Anya lifted her hand away, leaving me throbbing in the empty air as she turned, reaching for the box behind her. She held it up between two hands, almost like she was advertising it on TV, and my eyes went wide as I looked down at the object, reading the print on the box.

“It’s a chastity device,” she explained. “Basically, it’s like a prison for your cock. I want to lock it up, and I’ll hold the only key. That way, I’ll know you aren’t cheating on me with those sluts on the Internet.”

“What the hell? Anya, don’t you think that’s a little… extreme?”

“I told you it was kinky,” my wife said with a shrug that made her breasts rise and fall underneath her skimpy towel. “Look, last week, I was reading this story, and it was really hot. And all this week, I’ve been reading a few more stories about stuff like this. It’s by this Canadian woman, and she writes a lot about wives who keep their husbands locked up. I know it’s weird, but there’s just something so sexy about to me. Plus, with your little… problem, it seemed like the perfect solution.”

“Not to me.”

“No? Are you sure? Because I feel like I could really make it worth your while.”

Carefully, Anya set the box down on the mattress beside her again. Then she reached out and closed her hand around my cock. I groaned, and as she leaned forward, opening her mouth with her eyes locked on mine, I groaned again. She took me between her lips, pressing them tight around my shaft as she gently sucked, lowering her mouth further down my shaft and taking more and more of me into her mouth. It was incredible. She always was good at that, and for a married man, I knew I couldn’t complain about the frequency of oral sex I received from my wife. Still, it was never enough. Still, it felt like a rare treat. One my wife knew I could never resist.

Pleasure swelled inside me, my balls tightened against my body almost instantly as Anya continued to suck. Her tongue moved teasingly over the head of my cock, and I trembled as I stood before her, the most amazing pleasure racing through my body as I stared down at this beautiful woman looking up at me. She knew exactly what she was doing, and even in my state of outrageous arousal, so did I. She was manipulating me, using her ability to give me pleasure and my desire for her like a weapon against me. Knowing what she was doing didn’t make it any less effective.

With a gasp, she lifted her mouth away from my cock that now shone with her saliva, and I let out another moan of pleasure and desire.  Anya slid her hand up and down my manhood, easily lubricated by her saliva, sending more shockwaves of bright burning pleasure through me.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, of course I do!”

“Well, I can make that happen. All you have to do is agree to let me lock you up. Just for a couple of days, just to see what it’s like. If it doesn’t work for us, I’ll let you go.”

My head was spinning as I stared down at her, and she smiled up at me. Even then, I knew it was a bad idea. Even then, I knew I should stand firm. But I also knew that I couldn’t. There was no way to resist her, even if I clearly saw the danger ahead of me. I just wanted my wife too badly.

“Okay,” I said with a gasp. “Do it. Lock me up after, if you have to. Just let me cum, please.”

And Anya didn’t say anything. But her blue eyes glowed with triumph as she leaned forward again, closing that velvet mouth around my shaft once more.


  
  3. Cuckold Date Night

“Careful.”

I’m always careful. Sometimes, I think my wife has no idea just how careful I am, how I walk on eggshells not to upset her, how willingly I do whatever she wants, no matter how degrading or humiliating it is. Of course she knows the power she has over me. Of course she knows that she owns me completely, that I’m her pathetic cuckold slave whose whole life now revolves around serving her every kinky whim. But I’m not sure that she really understands what it’s like to be me, and the lengths I go to not to upset her, the fear I have of ever displeasing her.

I’m not sure she would care, anyway.

But all I say is, “yes, Lady Anya.”

The razor moves steadily over her skin, and for a little while, that and the cascading water of the shower behind her are the only sounds in the bathroom. The bathroom where I have to serve her so frequently now, the bathroom where I had cleaned her after the energetic sex she had with the last boyfriend she had over, and sent her back to him for another round while I remained frustrated and alone in our living room, listening to the sounds of the woman I loved having endless pleasure with another man.

This is my life now. And it never stops amazing me how it all happened. It never stops surprising me that I put up with it, that I allow it. That in some way, I condone it.

Of course, as Anya was keen to remind me every chance she got, I didn’t have a lot of choice.

Kneeling on the wet floor of the shower, I carefully shave her pubic hair, stripping away the stubble that had formed at the edge of the neat strip she maintained. Her pussy is right in front of me, as tempting and fragrant as ever, the thing I most desire and can’t have, and I knew that was all part of this humiliating ritual. To tease me with it, to force me to tend to it, and know that it wasn’t for me. Anya’s beautiful body is now the plaything of other men, multiple men, and my life now is all about helping that happen.

My cock aches inside the chastity device, the constant reminder of the outrageous power my wife has over me. I have to do this. I have to do whatever she wants if I ever want to have an orgasm again. The thought of sex with this incredible woman hovers before me like a mirage, the motivation that keeps me going, and the more she denies me, as we had both discovered, the more I craved her. I have always wanted my wife, always loved her, from the first day we met through all the long years of our marriage. But I have never wanted her like this. Now that she’s seeing other man, I’m practically obsessed with her. That wild ferocity of the early days is back, when you want desperately to win the person you desire, when you know there’s competition. When you’ll give anything for them just to smile at you, when you feel like you’ll suffocate if you can’t have them. That was where I was now, and Anya was loving every single minute of it.

“This is going to be so awesome,” Anya says above me as I continue to shave her. “I really want to look my best for these guys. I want to be super sexy and turn them both on so that they’ll fuck me properly. Doesn’t that sound like fun for your mistress?”

“Yes, Lady Anya, it does.”

Just as I never get used to my new captivity, my humiliating submission to my beautiful wife, Anya never seems to get tired of hearing about it. She never seems to get bored of rubbing my nose in it, making me agree with her wild ideas. She gets off on the power. I know that. And to me, that only makes her sexier. For so long, I had had almost no interest in games like this, rarely seeing the appeal of dominance or submission. I mean, sure, I could admire the sexy outfit of a dominatrix on TV, but that was as far as it went. I had never imagined that my wife would turn into such a dominant woman, or that she would take total control of my body. And I certainly never imagined that we would both take such dark pleasure in such a kinky twist to our lives.

“Two guys at once,” Anya says, shaking her head. “What a slut your wife is. Seems like I’ll sleep with just about anyone who isn’t you, right, cuck?”

“Seems that way, Lady Anya,” I say. A bright peal of laughter rings out in the small space of the shower as Anya throws back her head, erupting in the wild joy of knowing she’s in charge. I tried to control the trembling in my hands as I wiped away the last of the shaving cream from around her sex, completely overwhelmed by the sight of it, burning up with lust as I kneeled at her feet as I had so many times before.

“But don’t worry. That’s not really true. As much as I like getting fucked by other guys, I do have standards. They have to be handsome. They have to be strong, masculine man. And they have to be at least eight inches to go on this ride.”

She laughs again as she speaks, while I cringe at her feet. I never had a complex about the size of my cock before. No one I had ever been with had complained, including Anya. But since she started seeing other men, since she made me into her cuckold, she rarely misses an opportunity to remind me that I don’t measure up. I’m not small; I’ve seen the statistics. My length is right around average. But for a woman like Lady Anya, average simply wasn’t good enough.

“What are you again, cuck?”

“Six inches, Lady Anya.”

“Oh, that’s sad. And there’s nothing you can do about that, is there? Your wife likes big cocks, and that’s all there is to it. You’re just lucky I found a use for you. You’re lucky I let you serve as my pathetic loser cuck and help me get ready for my dates.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

My wife laughs at me again as she hears the submissive words from me. These days, it sometimes feels like that’s almost all I say. After all, it was all my wife requires from me, all she wants to hear. She gives the orders, and I follow them, while she mocks me for doing it and taunts me with what I can’t have. It was unlike anything I had ever imagined for our relationship, but it was undeniably exciting. Even if, at times like this, I struggled to believe it was really happening.

“Good boy. Is my pussy ready for my lovers tonight?”

I cringe again. Her humiliating words have an almost physical effect on me, falling down on me like blows. Before we started down this road, I assumed that domination and submission was all about whips and chains, people getting off on hurting each other. But that wasn’t how it went with us. The truth was, Anya had all the power she would ever need already, and she knew it. She doesn’t even own a whip. She knows she doesn’t need one. All she needs is that inescapable chastity locked around my cock and the key that she keeps from me. Her control over my body, over my orgasms and my sexual pleasure, is more than enough to keep me in line, to keep me serving her in this unbelievably humiliating way.

I would say I don’t know where she gets her ideas from, but truthfully, I knew exactly what inspired her.

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Are you sure? Take a closer look.”

With Anya watching my every move, I lean forward. My nose brushes lightly against the soft lips of her sex, and, pushing my luck a little, I run it up and down, gently teasing her flower. I hear the breath escape her nostrils in a little puff of air as she watches, as if she was debating what to do next. And, emboldened now, I press my nose a little more forcefully against her, looking up at her all the while with all the nervousness of a man waiting for a volcano to explode.

“Stop that,” Anya orders after a few more up-and-down rubs. At least there’s no anger in her voice. She pushes my head away, but it’s more of a gentle, playful push than anything. As always, my cock is aching in my chastity device with my pure desire for her, waves of lust radiating out from the pit of my stomach to keep me hovering on the bright edge of desire, right where my wife can control me most easily.

“Get me a towel, cuck.”

Anya has really gotten used to giving the orders. She’s used to them being obeyed immediately. And this one is no different. Rising from my knees, I step out of the shower, grabbing her a fresh towel and turning back toward the shower door. Anya steps out, her beautiful body dripping, shining under the light in a way that makes me practically breathless just looking at her. And she stands there like a goddess while I towel her off, my monstrous lust never fading for even a moment as I run the fabric over every inch of her body.

It takes a while. I do a thorough job. After all, locked in chastity like I am, any contact with my wife’s beautiful body feels like a treat. Even if it only makes my captivity worse, even if it only makes me desire her more and makes my cock keep straining all over again against the steel prison Anya keeps it in. This is how it works now. This is what our relationship is.

“Come.”

Anya doesn’t wait to see if I’ll do as I’m told. She already knows I will. She steps naked out of the bathroom, and, dropping the towel to the floor, I quickly follow. I already know I’ll be the one who has to clean it up. That’s how it works now. I do all the chores in our house, cooking and cleaning and performing like a pathetic servant for my wife, because it frees her up to spend more time with other men.

It’s still unbelievable.

Anya moves toward the sofa, completely naked. I follow, watching cautiously, waiting for her next command, but for now, she ignores me. She picks up her e-reader from where she left it on the sofa, one finger swiping the screen, and I know what she’s doing. It’s like she’s addicted to these dirty stories now, tearing through them one after another then eagerly clicking, Buy Now on the next installment. She’s told me about a few of them, given me an idea of the kind of storylines she enjoys. B

eautiful, dominant women doing exactly what they want, enslaving their husbands and boyfriends and humiliating them in a variety of creative ways. But mostly, I find out by doing it. Anya uses Katt Ford stories as inspiration, to give her ideas of how to treat me next. What to say to me and what to make me do. The two of us are living in a kinky BDSM story written by Katt Ford, and it’s unquestionably the wildest experience of my life.

“Kneel.”

Anya doesn’t even look up from the screen of her e-reader as she points to the floor at her feet. She knows I’ll obey. And I do, dropping at once to my knees in front of her like I have so many times before. She’s sitting with her legs slightly apart, a glimpse of her pussy underneath her freshly trimmed and shaved pubic hair just about visible between her toned thighs. It’s making me crazy, and she knows it. And she’s made her point, again and again and again. Ever since that fateful day when she caught me jerking off to porn on my phone, she has driven home over and over again how it feels to have the person you love most in the world turned on by others. She’s gone far, far further than I ever would have. And she doesn’t show any sign of stopping yet.

On the screen, Anya turns the page. I’m watching her every movement, reading every micro expression on her face to try to understand what she’s feeling and what might happen next. Her eyes move over the device, and a faint coloring in her cheeks tells me she’s getting excited. Even more excited than she already was to have her husband preparing for a three-way tonight.

“Lick, cuck,” she says, pointing down with a single finger of her free hand at her pussy as she spreads her legs. Still, she doesn’t look at me. She’s still reading, engrossed in the story, and I know my place. I’m nothing more than a toy to her, a tool to help her get off while she puts herself into the story, more turned on by the words of a woman neither of us have ever met than she is by me. But all the same, I hurry forward on my knees, eager to do what she wants. Eager to have any part of her gorgeous body she’ll allow me.

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I say, and a moment later, I’m pressing my lips against that pussy. I’m sliding my tongue over those sensitive folds, licking her over and over again and feeling them swell against my mouth. As I slide my tongue inside, I can taste the juices beginning to flow, tasting the arousal she feels as she goes on reading that dirty story. And as a quiet gasp of pleasure escapes her throat, I feel that familiar feeling of my cock throbbing uselessly in its steel prison, unable to reach what I have my face buried in.

I take my time. There’s no rush. Besides, this moment between Anya and me is intimate, and I don’t get nearly enough of those. For now, before the madness truly starts, it’s just the two of us, enjoying each other’s bodies in our own ways. Maybe not the way I would choose, if I had a choice. But these days, my choices are extremely limited, and I do the best I can with what Anya allows me.

She goes on reading. But before long, she can’t hold it in any longer. Soon, she’s moaning in ecstasy, and I pick up the pace as I moved my tongue rhythmically over her swollen lips, sliding it inside once again as I bury my face between her thighs. I can feel the swollen bud of her clitoris against my nose, and I use it to rub the sensitive spot, and I’m rewarded with the feeling of her thighs clenching on either side of my face. She throws a leg over my shoulder, giving me better access to her sex as she slides forward on the sofa, but she’s still reading her story. After all, that’s what my mistress likes.

Her moans rise to a fever pitch. Finally, she sets her device aside, leaning back against the sofa with her eyes closed, her hair trailing over one shoulder. Her naked breasts rise and fall, and I study her hard nipples as I plunge my tongue inside her once again, swallowing the hot juices that spurt out of her as her orgasm comes.

Anya lets out a long squeal of pleasure, both hands now holding my head against her for just a brief moment as her climax comes and goes. I stay where she wants me, lapping up everything, unbelievably frustrated and humiliated but somehow, at the same time, grateful to her even for this. Even though I know it’s supposed to disgrace me, even though it drives home just how much I’ve become a tool for her pleasure, it feels good to please my wife in any way she’ll allow.

Then, Anya relaxes. Her eyes open in her flushed face, her face lighting up with a smile as she sees me still kneeling there between her thighs, staring at her with what must be obvious desire. I can’t look away. I cannot get enough of the sight of her, sprawled out naked on our sofa, so dominant, so selfish, so cruel, and so beautiful.

“Good job, cuck,” she smiles. “But they’ll be here soon. We need to get ready. I’m going to go put my makeup on, and you’re going to pick me out the sexiest outfit you can. I mean, I want to look really hot tonight. I want them to be unable to resist me, the moment they see me. Just think about what would really turn you on if you were a real man, and go with that.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

She giggles again, knowing exactly what she’s doing to me. Then, she rises from the sofa in front of me. From my knees, I watch her naked body step across our living room, heading back to the bathroom where her makeup is kept. She wants to look good for another man. It doesn’t matter how many times I hear it, how many times I’m forced to participate in it. It never stops being every bit as humiliating as it ever was.

But an order is an order.

Rising from my knees, I walk to our bedroom. Her bedroom, really, now. I can’t keep myself from looking at the rumpled sheets, the bed messed up from her adventures with her last lover two nights ago. She hasn’t had me make the bed yet, but I don’t doubt it’s something I’ll have to do sooner or later. Maybe after she’s cheated on me tonight. And in the tangled mess of the sheets and blankets, I feel like I can see the imprint of her gorgeous body, and I feel another swell of pathetic arousal that I try to ignore as I move toward the closet.

Anya’s clothes always occupied most of the closet we shared, even before she started cheating on me. But now, my few clothes are hanging in the guestroom, and she has this closet entirely to herself. It’s still not enough. More clothes are draped over the bedroom furniture, the drawers almost bursting with her outfits. It’s all part of the game. To feel sexy, Anya needs to look sexy, and the clothes she buys now, the clothes I’m sometimes forced to buy for her, achieve that goal admirably.

I have my favorites, of course. I know what I like. And as I go through the closet and the drawers, taking out some of my favorite items, I bristle with shame as I lay them out on the bed. The thought of other men enjoying her incredible body in these clothes makes my skull vibrate like a bell, and the fact that I have to do this, that I’m such a pathetic participant in my own humiliation, never escapes me for a moment.

A corset, then. I can’t get enough of them. With her big boobs and hourglass figure, Anya looks absolutely amazing laced into this old-fashioned lingerie, and we both know it. The green number of a couple of nights ago needs to be washed, so instead, I select a black one with deep red sweeps down either side. Then, my hands shaking as I go through the drawers that contain her extensive collection of underwear, I find a black thong, garter belt, a pair of nylon stockings. My wife’s going to look like a sexy pinup when I’m done with her, and I know she’ll appreciate my efforts. Though whether she’ll reward me for them or not is an open question.

Finally, I head back to the closet and take out a pair of boots. Tall leather boots that will rise up to her knees, with a high heel like almost all of her shoes now, and a cutout at the front to show off her toes. I stand the boots up on the floor at the side of the bed, trying to control the shaking of my body while I wait for my wife to come to me. And soon, she does.

Anya appears naked in the open doorway of our bedroom, a smile on her pretty face. A face made even more stunning now by the heavy makeup she has applied. Her hair shines, caught up in a loose ponytail and pulled forward over one naked shoulder. Her eyes glow, the bright blue iris shimmering in twin wells of smoke. Her lips are a bright and provocative red, her teeth showing white between them as she smiles at me, her eyes already moving to the bed where I’ve laid out her outfit for the night. And her smile grows even wider at the sight of it.

“Wow, we must really be on the same wavelength, cuck,” she says as she steps toward the clothing I’ve selected. “My lipstick matches this corset perfectly.”

She’s right. The red stripes on the lingerie are a perfect match for the color of her lips, and in my mind, I can already see exactly how stunning she’s going to lock all dolled up. Sometimes, I can’t decide how I prefer to see Anya. Does she look better completely naked, or dressed up for sex? Not that it matters, I remind myself. I don’t get to have her either way.

“Okay, get me dressed,” Anya says with a sigh. And I step forward, ready to do exactly as she says.

I start with the corset. Smiling at me, Anya raises her arms out of the way, her breasts rising on her chest as I wrap it around her. Fastening the front, I circle around to stand behind her and begin to pull on the laces. By now, I’m experienced at this task, far removed from my first fumbling attempts at dressing her. But I’m well aware that’s nothing to be proud of.

The steel boning of the corset creaks as I pull on the laces, and I listened to Anya breathing shallowly as the corset pushes her stomach in. But she doesn’t complain. She never complains. Looking sexy has become practically a primary goal in her life, and she’ll put up with all kinds of discomfort to make it happen.

“Tighter,” she orders, pressing her hands to her stomach as I pull on the laces. I watch over her shoulder as her beautiful breasts swell higher on her chest, the soft flesh almost forcing itself out over the cups as I continue to lace her.

Finally, she orders me to stop. I tie the laces in a bow in the small of her back, and as always, I’m reluctant to remove my hands from that incredible corseted body I can see in front of me, her natural hourglass figure enhanced and exaggerated to ridiculous proportions to make my cock throb relentlessly in its cruel chastity.

Anya turns to face me. She still has her hands on her stomach, still adjusting her breathing to the new tightness around her torso. And with every breath she takes, those majestic breasts swell against the satin and steel that barely contains them, and I can’t take my eyes away.

Anya smiles indulgently, letting me look. She knows the ferocious power she has, the power her beauty gives her. She wants me to see her like this, to admire her incredible body, to think about how I can’t have it but other, bigger men can.

I do.

“Keep going,” Anya says at last.

Jolted out of my daydream of frustrated horniness, I step forward. I pick up the garter belt and the stockings and drop wordlessly to my knees in front of her. And she watches, her hands on her waist exaggerating her hourglass figure even more as she watches me fasten the belt around her hips. The silky feel of the skin on her thighs haunts me as I adjust her suspenders, getting them just right. Then, I roll up one of the stockings, and Anya places a hand on my shoulder for balance as she lifts a foot, and I slide the stocking all the way up her shapely leg, fastening it to her suspenders with hands that won’t stop trembling.

This all takes place in silence. It’s almost like a ritual, almost something sacred in it. Kneeling at her feet, I feel like I’m worshiping the goddess she undeniably is, and as she smiles down at me, I wonder if she feels the same.

Once her stockings are on, I reach for the boots. Again, she looks on, allowing me to slide the footwear into place and zip it up her calf. And I do the same with the other boot, and now, Anya stands tall above me in her high heels, looking like the unbelievable sex kitten I know she can be.

Finally, I reach for the panties I chose for her. I know how it works. Those go on last so that they can be more easily removed, and Anya smiles as I slide them up her legs, reluctantly pulling them into place and covering the pussy I can still taste in my mouth.

“Kiss it goodbye,” Anya orders with a smile, and I gaze up her. She looks magnificent. Unreachable. Unapproachable. So far out of my league it’s like we’re not even the same species. No man deserves a woman like her, no matter how skilled he might be, no matter how well-endowed. But it’s her choice to give her body to other men, and as her cuckold husband, all I get to do is help.

So I lean forward, still on my knees. I gently hold her by the hips, pressing my trembling lips against the fabric of the front of her panties and feeling her swollen lips beneath the thin underwear. Anya giggles, and pushes my head away. For now, and maybe for a long time, that’s all I’m going to get.

“Such a good cuck,” she says, a faint sneer appearing on her red lips as she looks down at me. “You chose well. The boys won’t be able to resist me in this outfit. Now, they’ll be here soon. Get out of my bedroom. You can go wait in the guestroom until I find something else for you to do.”


  
4. An Early Tease

I had thought the previous week had been frustrating. But it turned out, I had no idea what sexual frustration really was.

Anya soon taught me.

It was all so sexy. Right there in our bedroom, she gave me the best, tenderest, most enthusiastic blowjob I had ever had in my life. In no time at all, her skilled mouth had me squirming with irresistible pleasure, charging over the edge of ecstasy as my orgasm overwhelmed me.

Once that happened, her kinky idea suddenly seemed a lot less appealing.

But a deal is a deal, and Anya was quick to remind me of that. She was smiling as she slid the device onto my manhood, giggling like a schoolgirl as she locked my cock away, giving the device a gentle pat once it was firmly locked on. But she was nothing less than absolutely serious about what she was doing. And once the device was on, I immediately felt its power. Just the simple fact of what was happening and what it all meant was enough to get me excited again. Almost from the moment my wife got me locked in chastity, I was turned on again. And when I told Anya that, she only laughed at me more.

“Well, you’re just going to have to deal with that, aren’t you?” she said playfully. “That sounds like your problem. Besides, it’s about time you learned that just because you’re horny doesn’t mean you get to cum. It’s not that simple. I know men are used to thinking about sex in their terms, but guess what, sweetheart? This isn’t all about you anymore. Now, it’s all about me and what I want. And I don’t want you to have another orgasm right now. So you’re not going to have one. Simple as that.”

And it was as simple as that. It was just that simple, just that humiliating, just that degrading. It wasn’t like I hadn’t known that allowing Anya to lock me up in chastity would give her incredible power over me, but I guess I hadn’t really appreciated just how much power we were talking about. Now I did. As soon as that chastity went on, I understood that now, my gorgeous wife had me completely under her thumb, and there was nothing at all I could do about it.

That was it, for the first day. Once Anya had me locked away, I was dismissed, left to my own devices. Only now, my wife knew what I wouldn’t be able to do without her permission. And of course, now that I couldn’t, that was all I wanted to do. All I could think about was her and about sex, and I soon learned the first lesson the chastity device had to teach me. Erections were painful. When my cock tried to get hard, the sensitive flesh pressed against the unyielding steel of the cage, making it feel far too small.

“Anya, I think I need to take it off,” I said, only a couple of hours into that first day. “It’s hurting me.”

“Are you turned on right now?” came the reply.

“Well, yes,” was my grudging answer.

“Well then it’s your own fault,” Anya giggled. “It’s not too small. Don’t flatter yourself. It’s supposed to hurt you when you try to get hard, you naughty boy.”

And her sadistic little giggle, her uncaring tone, only made it worse.

I couldn’t believe how much it was turning me on to be treated like this. And I couldn’t believe that my normally caring wife was now such a cruel and merciless mistress. Everything was changing so fast, and my head was spinning, and my wife had become a person I barely recognized. But a person I wanted so badly. I recognized on that first day for the very first time something that was going to become a huge part of my life from that moment on: not being able to have Anya the way I wanted only made me want her more.

Despite what my cruel wife said, it was impossible not to think of sex, not to be turned on. And for the first time, I experienced the complicated psychological loop chastity puts you in. Thinking about the sex I wasn’t allowed to have turned me on. Being turned on made my cock ache inside the cage. Being reminded that I was wearing a cage turned me on even more.

It wasn’t hard to see, even in those first few hours, where this path we were headed down might take us. And still, I couldn’t bring myself be mad at Anya. After all, I was the one who had stupidly agreed to this.

There was no sex that weekend. Not for me. It didn’t matter how I begged and pleaded, and believe me, I did. My pride lasted no more than a few hours before the pressure of desire made me crumble, but hearing me beg for her just made Anya laugh even more. If anything, it just confirmed in her mind that she was doing the right thing.

“No more looking at girls online for you, I guess,” she said at one point with a malicious little shrug. “I mean, that would just tease you more, wouldn’t it?”

She was right, of course. The last thing I wanted to do now was think about sex, and it was the only thing I could think about. I had no desire anymore to look at other women. There was no room in my mind for any of them. Anya and the chastity she had me in filled my thoughts, driving out absolutely everything else.

And it didn’t get any better as the week went on.

I had to go to work, and so did she. And despite what she had said about keeping me locked up for a week, I halfway hoped she didn’t mean it. How could I go to work like this, locked up and frustrated and desperately horny? But when Monday came around, Anya left me in no doubt that that was exactly what she expected from me. Just the stern look on her pretty face was enough to tell me there wasn’t much point asking for mercy from her. My gorgeous, beautiful, loving wife wanted me to suffer.

But soon became clear that Anya wasn’t in the least bit willing to go without herself.

One night, before the next weekend came around, Anya was in our bedroom. And I was horny, as always, my mind relentlessly full of thoughts of her all day long at work. At home, it took an effort of will not to follow her around, not to simply hang around my wife in the hope that she would take pity on me and unlock the chastity cage. She had said it would stay on for a week, but at the time, that didn’t seem like such a long time. But now that I was locked away, it seemed endless. It seemed like this week was never going to come to an end, that my freedom was never going to come, and it took enormous effort on my part to keep myself from trying to make it happen.

But this time, it was Anya who started things.

“Rob? Come here for a sec.”

She didn’t have to raise her voice to be heard; I was never far away. I stepped through the door of our bedroom to find her sitting up on the bed, her bright blue eyes fixed on me, a smile on her pretty face. She had changed out of her work clothes, but hadn’t bothered to put much else on. She was wearing a T-shirt and a pair of panties, and that was it, and the sight of her body sent a shockwave of desire through me like it usually did, amplified by this strange sexless phase we were going through.

And I could tell right away that something was up. There was something in the air, and it would’ve been easy to put it all down to my own desire, but I didn’t think that was the case. I was picking something up off her, too, and it made hope flare inside me like the beginnings of a forest fire to think that maybe, my wife had gotten turned on enough to change the rules of the game we were playing.

“Let me see it.”

Of course, there was no need for her to specify what she meant by “it”. We both knew right away. She was talking about my chastity device, and just knowing that made my cock throb again against the steel that contained it. Then again, it didn’t take much these days. Every time I glanced at her, I thought about her, or was reminded of the strange new reality we found ourselves in was enough to reawaken that particular pain.

I didn’t hesitate. I was still wearing my work clothes, but they dropped to the floor of our bedroom in a matter of seconds. Anya looked me up and down, a kind of predatory gleam in her eye. I welcomed it. I stood in front of her as she sat on the bed, feeling ashamed and humiliated to be displaying my pathetic captivity to her again, but also monstrously turned on. And so was she. Sexual excitement crackled in the air between us, and the more her eyes did their little dance over my body, the more that irresistible hope grew inside me, making me think that maybe, finally, tonight would be the night.

“Is it still hurting you?”

“Almost constantly.”

“Because you’re constantly turned on, right? Admit it. This is sexy. It’s sexy being my little prisoner, isn’t it?”

I took a deep breath before answering. I knew she was right, of course. That was something I had never expected, but as tempting as it might be to deny the truth, there didn’t seem much point lying about it. It was sexy. Maybe only because having this power clearly turned my wife on so much. Or maybe there was more to it than that. Maybe she had tapped into some side of my psyche that neither of us knew existed until now. Ultimately, I told myself, it didn’t really matter. What mattered was how it felt. And as frustrating and irritating and sometimes enraging as it was to be unable to do anything with my sexual desire, to be unable to relieve myself the way I had been doing for a lifetime, in many ways, it did feel good to be Anya’s sexual prisoner.

“Yes,” I admitted, and Anya laughed, a bright little burst of a laugh that was cut off abruptly by her teeth biting her lower lip.

“It’s so fucking hot, isn’t it? You know, I think about it all day long. At work. I think about you, at your office, all horny, with this little secret that only we know. I think about all the people you deal with in a day not knowing that your wife has your cock locked away, like my own personal property. God, it turns me on so much. You know, it’s not easy on me either, this chastity. I have needs too, you know.”

“Then let me out,” I said. Anya laughed at that too, though she had to know I wasn’t joking.

“What, and spoil all the fun? No, I don’t think so. We’ll just both have to find other ways to deal with it.”

As she spoke, Anya moved on the bed. I watched, my eyes unstoppably drawn to her, fixed on her, unable to look anywhere else. I studied every line and curve of her body, watching every move she made, watching in a kind of trance of frustrated desire as she crawled to the edge of the bed, swung her long legs off, and moved toward the closet. She grabbed one of my ties and stepped toward me, and in some dim part of my brain, I suspected what she might be up to, but I didn’t try to stop her. I couldn’t. As long as she had me in chastity, I knew I was in no position to deny her anything she wanted. And, in fact, all I wanted was to give her everything in the hope it would earn me the wild reward her being released. In the mood Anya was in, there didn’t seem to be much chance of that. But I also knew that keeping my wife happy with the game she was playing was really my only hope of getting released. With that in mind, she could do whatever she wanted.

“Give me your hands,” Anya said in a soft voice. And I did. I held out my hands, feeling my excitement growing as Anya wrapped the tie around my wrists, pulling it tight. She wrapped it around my hands again, and again, then looped it around one of the vertical slats of the footboard of our bed. My heart hammered in my chest as I watched her in silence, felt her tying me to our bed frame as if she needed to. As if I wasn’t already completely helpless when it came to her and anything she wanted to do with me.

When she knew she had me immobilized, Anya stepped away. Her movements were slow, leisurely, knowing she had all the time she wanted. Knowing I would be watching her every move. And I did, taking it all in as she circled back around to the side of the bed, climbing onto the mattress. She crawled toward the center of the bed, sitting up on her knees, smiling at me. Her breasts rose under the thin fabric of her T-shirt with every breath she took, and her red hair fell like a fiery waterfall over one shoulder as she smiled at me. Her knees spread apart, she ran one hand down over the huge swell of her breasts, over her flat stomach, sliding inevitably lower, down between her legs. I watched, my lips slightly parted, trembling with frustrated desire as I took it all in. And Anya giggled, amused by the desperate desire she could no doubt see in my face, the frustration that must be rising off me like steam as I stared at the most gorgeous woman I had ever known, right there in front of me and so unreachable, she might as well have been in another galaxy.

“Look at you,” she said with a smile. “I must be a bitch, because I love doing this to you. I love seeing how badly you want me. It makes me feel so sexy to know you’d give anything to have me right now. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Anya,” I said, my voice cracking in my throat with the force of my desire as I spoke. She noticed, of course. Her blue eyes flashed as she looked at me, desire sparking in them just as it sparked in me, the same irresistible force animating us both as I stood and she kneeled, both of us all but trembling with lust.

“Well, prove it,” she said with a mischievous grin that set my heart on fire.

“How? There’s not a lot I can do here,” I said, wiggling my tied hands to make my point. Anya laughed again, pleased with what she had done, what she had reduced me to.

“Well, you can still talk,” she said. “You can beg me for sex.”

“Please, Anya,” I said, without the slightest hesitation, knowing how little choice I had. And my wife burst out laughing again, a great gale of laughter rising from her open mouth, her heaving chest, throwing back her head and filling our bedroom with the sound of her sadistic amusement. I had to raise my voice to be heard over it, begging her desperately, as if I had never wanted anything more in my life. At that moment, that was exactly how I felt. As if it nothing had ever been more important, more serious, more desirable than she was as she kneeled on our bed in her underwear at that moment, her body beautifully displayed and teasingly out of my reach.

“Not bad,” Anya said once she had listened to my pathetic pleading for a while. “But I worry you’re not showing me the proper respect. I mean, a dominatrix needs a title, doesn’t she?”

“Is that what you are now? A dominatrix?”

Anya’s eyes flashed as she looked at me.

“Well, I’m definitely dominating you right now, aren’t I?”

I couldn’t argue with that. To me, back then, a dominatrix was a woman dressed in leather, brandishing a whip and yelling at a pathetic slave. I had never thought of my wife as one. And I had never imagined it like this, in the privacy of our own bedroom, with her wearing just a T-shirt and her panties, smiling, being as soft and loving as she always was, even as she gave me humiliating commands. But she was dominating me. There was no getting around that fact. And with that thought, I felt another little stab of strange arousal.

“I guess so.”

“That’s right. So you need to address me with respect at all times, understand? You need to call me… Lady Anya.”

“Seriously?”

Anya nodded.

“Yeah. I think that sets the appropriate tone. It’ll help you remember who’s in charge, and your new position in our relationship.”

“I don’t think there’s much danger of me forgetting that,” I said, dropping my eyes for a moment down toward my bound hands, my chastity cage. Anya laughed again, knowing what I was getting at. Leaning forward so that her breasts hung heavy in the T-shirt she wore, she crawled across the bed toward me with shining eyes. And every inch she came closer to me only made me more excited, more turned on, more desperate to feel that amazing body she was taunting me with, that I hadn’t had in a week, a week that felt like years.

Sweeping her hair back from her face, Anya leaned close to me. She placed one hand on my shoulder as she pulled me toward her for a kiss, her lips warm and invitingly soft against mine. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I channeled every ounce of desperate passion I felt into that kiss, letting my wife feel my need for her. I heard a soft moan deep in her throat, and I moaned too, the already-powerful sexual tension in the air of the bedroom only growing by every heart-pounding second as we kissed.

Then, Anya lifted her lips away from mine. Again, she tossed her long hair back from her face, smiling at me all the while. I suppressed a groan of regret and disappointment as she moved away from me again, shuffling on her knees back toward the center of the bed.

“Say it, then,” Anya said. And as she spoke, I couldn’t miss how she played with the front of her panties, her thumbs sliding under the waistband to pull gently at the elasticated fabric, revealing a glimpse of her pubic hair underneath it. “Tell me how badly you want to have sex with Lady Anya.”

“Please, Lady Anya,” I said, while my wife howled with laughter right in front of me, “please let me have sex with you, please!”

Saying the words was every bit as humiliating has my wife wanted it to be. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame as I spoke, and my cock raging inside its steel prison. There was no going back from this, I knew. Neither me nor my wife would ever forget that she had made me do this, had literally made me beg. But in that moment, I hardly cared. I wanted her far too badly to resist, and Anya had me right where she wanted me. I would say or do whatever it took to get what I wanted. If she didn’t know that already, she was about to find out.

“Oh, this is too good,” she said. “You know how many women my age have husbands who barely even touch them? And here you are, begging me for sex like we’ve never had it before, like back when we were first dating. I think I love having you in chastity.”

“I bet you do, Lady Anya,” I said, watching her bite her lip again. And those hands of hers weren’t idle. As I watched, she slid one hand underneath the waistband of her panties, and through the thin fabric, I watched her knuckles move, her fingers seeking out that soft sweet spot that I so desperately craved and couldn’t have.

I remembered this from last time. In fact, I couldn’t forget. It was one of the many things that had been obsessing me over the last few days, one of the thousand images I couldn’t shake, that popped unbidden into my mind at all hours of the day and made it impossible to think about anything but her. I remembered how she looked, lying on that same bed, touching herself while reading a smutty story to give me a taste of my own medicine. Now, I felt all those same feelings of desire and shame and helplessness as Anya touched herself again, her eyelids fluttering with pleasure as she played with her pussy right in front of me. I watched, mouth open, staring at the tiny spot of dampness visible on the front of her underwear, slowly spreading as she continued to masturbate. She let out a soft moan, then another, and I trembled where I stood at the foot of the bed, watching this beautiful body light up with pleasure that I had nothing to do with.

“Please, Lady Anya,” I begged without prompting, and my wife, her eyes closed now, let out a loud moan of pleasure at my words. She was right. I did everything I could to make that happen, saying whatever came into my head, whatever it felt like I needed to, begging and pleading while she used my pathetic submission as a soundtrack to her own pleasure. It was weird. It was wild. I didn’t know then that it was a vision of things to come, a symbol of how our sex life was about to change forever. All I knew was that I wanted her desperately, and that I couldn’t have her unless I did exactly as she said, submitting to her and acknowledging her sexual superiority while she taunted me with that magnificent body. So that was what I did.

“You’re so beautiful, Lady Anya,” I said through trembling lips, again raising my voice be heard over her rising moans of pleasure. “You’re so sexy. I want you so bad. I’ve never wanted anyone so badly. You’re a goddess. You’re amazing. Please, Lady Anya, please let me fuck you.”

That’s how, finally, my wife came. With me begging and pleading for sex, praising her beauty, saying anything I could think of to turn her on. And her not responding except with a swelling symphony of moans and gasps, her eyes closed, her body shaking as she thundered toward climax. When it finally came, she held nothing back. Watching her there in her lonely pleasure with the most beautiful torment imaginable. For all the probably thousands of times I had seen Anya cum, seeing it like this reminded me that it was different when I wasn’t involved. Even more intense, in a way, since I had nothing to focus on but her. Maddening and frustrating and wild, and undeniably exciting. Standing there tied and locked in chastity at the foot of the bed, begging my wife for sex she seemed to have no intention of giving me, it was impossible to cling to any semblance of pride, any idea of equality between us. She was in charge, completely. We both knew it, and it turned us both on.

When Anya’s climax finally passed, slid her hand out of her damp underwear. Her eyes opened, the pupils shrinking in the light, then swelling again as she looked at me. Grinning, she pulled her underwear down, raising one knee after the other and sliding the panties off completely. Her T shirt came off too, cast carelessly to the floor at the side of the bed, and as she crawled toward me naked, hope swelled more than ever in my heart, my cock throbbing relentlessly against the inescapable steel that encased it.

“You’ll do anything to fuck me now, won’t you?”

Anya’s voice was little more than a whisper now that she kneeled in front of me, one hand possessively on my shoulder, her face right in front of mine. Her eyes stared deep into mine as if she was looking for the answers there, reading my complicated feelings right off the surface of my brain. In that moment, I felt like I wouldn’t put anything past her. She was almost supernatural in her desirability. Who knew what other powers a woman like this might have?

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Good. Then agree to another week of chastity after this weekend.”

“Oh my God!”

There was almost nothing my wife could say that could terrify me more. And she knew it. She laughed out loud at my exclamation, completely absorbed now in her dominant persona and loving every minute of being in charge. And even in the depths of my fear of what was coming, I knew what I had to do. I knew I had no choice. I knew that Anya held all the cards, could make me do whatever she wanted me to do.

“Say it. I’ll let you out on the weekend and let you have sex with me then, but only if you agree to let me lock you up again for next week.”

“Okay, Lady Anya,” I gasped. “Okay. Yes. I agree. Just please, let me out now?”

“No.”

Anya shook her head slowly, her red hair sliding over her bare shoulder.

“Not yet,” she said. “Not until the weekend. Rules are rules. But I’m horny now, and it’s your job as a good husband to do something about that.”

I didn’t immediately see what she meant, but it didn’t matter. Anya knew where this was going, and she was completely in charge. Placing a hand on the back of my neck, she pulled down, and I bent at the waist, leaning forward over the foot board I was tied to. Anya shifted her position, sitting back, shuffling backward a little on the mattress as she spread her legs, and as she continued to push my head down, I realized exactly what she was up to. My wife forced my head between her legs, and I stuck out my tongue, eagerly licking her wet pussy that shone in front of me. Anya groaned in pleasure as I kissed her sex, absolutely desperate for her, denied and horny and eager to serve.

I didn’t know it then. As turned on as I was, I didn’t have the mental bandwidth to really think about the future. But that moment, like so many others in our marriage, was nothing more than a sign of things to come.


  
5. The Hardest Part

The worst part always follows the best.

It’s not easy to admit, even after everything that has happened. Even after I’ve had to accept my new role in our new life, the role of a cuckold husband. She’s trained me to serve her exactly the way she wants, exactly the way those dirty books she reads suggest she should. And it’s worked, astonishingly well.

I do what she says. I let her have her own sex life, one that doesn’t involve me, except as a pathetic facilitator, as the guy who prepares and cleans up and encourages his wife to sleep with a seemingly endless variety of man she hardly knows.

It’s still unbelievable, even now.

And it’s humiliating to admit that for me, the best part of Anya’s date nights is the bit just before. Getting her ready. The intimacy we share as I shower her, shave her, get her dressed. The frustrating joy of touching that beautiful body all over as I help her into a variety of sexy outfits that I pay for, that I pick out, that I choose to get her lovers turned on and make sure they give her the fantastic sex she craves. I love it, even though it hurts. I love it because it hurts. I love seeing her transform into the sex goddess I know she can be. Don’t get me wrong; Anya looks beautiful wearing anything, and even more beautiful wearing nothing at all. But dressing her up like a doll fills me with the strangest submissive pleasure, making me want her more than ever. Of course, the more I want her, the more it hurts. But I can’t help it. I’m like an addict, irresistibly drawn to what I know is destroying me.

Then again, I remind myself, it’s not like I have any choice. This is what Anya wants, and by now, it’s far too late to turn back. Maybe in the early days, when we first started playing these games, when my wife first locked me into chastity, I might have had a hope of resisting her. Maybe if I had put my foot down then, had drawn a hard line, none of this would have happened. But it’s too late for that now. Her control over me is total, and I’m so addicted to it that I can’t even seriously bring myself to wish it was any other way.

Still, the next part is hard.

The part that comes after I’ve showered her, shaved her, got her dressed, listened to her mocking me for my size, my sexual inadequacy, my submissiveness. All those strange, wild, cruel things that only turn me on more, only make Anya seem even more divinely sexy, as if she has a right to treat me this way.

But after that comes the sex. And as undeniably hot as it is, that’s always the hardest part to take.

I’m waiting in the guestroom. We only call it that out of habit. These days, it’s more like my room. These days, the only times I find myself in Anya’s bedroom, the bedroom we used to share, is to clean the place up for her, to give her sexual pleasure on the rare occasions one of her lovers isn’t available, or, every now and then, to watch. I can’t even remember the last time I slept in our marital bed. For me, it’s the guestroom, relegated from husband to Anya’s live-in personal servant. Except servants get paid. If anything, I pay for the privilege of living like this, an alarming chunk of my wages going on sexy outfits to make my wife look amazing for her lovers. Let’s call it what it is. I’m her slave.

And a slave spends a lot of time waiting.

There’s no TV in the guestroom. Lady Anya doesn’t want me getting too comfortable in there. She wants me focused on her even while she’s focused on other people, wants me unable to think of anything that isn’t my gorgeous wife and her endless infidelities. And that’s exactly what I do. With the chastity cage locked on my cock, I don’t really have the ability to think about anything else. And that’s especially true at times like this, when her guests are on the way, when I know exactly what is coming, when I hate and fear it, but that strange submissive part of me longs for it, too.

Outside the guestroom, I can’t hear anything. Anya isn’t watching TV either. I don’t know what she’s doing, but whatever it is, it’s quiet. And I think of her, sitting on our sofa wearing that unbelievable lingerie, excitement humming in her chest as she thinks of how she’s going to get fucked, by two guys this time, instead of one. Both bigger and better than me. And my heart hurts as I think about it, even as my cock aches inside chastity.

Maybe she’s reading one of her stories to get her in the mood. Her appetite for erotic fiction has become almost as voracious as her appetite for casual sex these days. If she’s not getting railed by a lover, she’s imagining it, reading Katt Ford stories to get her going, to give her new ideas of how to tease and torment and bully me.

But before too long, the sound of our doorbell jolts me out of my reverie, my desperate fantasies of the woman I love and can’t have. And I listen to her high heels clicking on the floor as she hurries toward the door, eager to let these men in and give them what she never allows me to have.

I hear their voices as she opens the door and ushers them inside. I hear them complimenting her outfit, and I hear her giggling coquettishly at their words. She loves it, I know. She loves the attention. She can’t get enough of their easy words of praise, even though she knows they’re just saying it to get her into bed. Not that they need to. These days, as much as it kills me to admit it, Anya is an easy lay. For just about anyone but me, that is. As long as you’re handsome enough and well-endowed enough, my wife will give you every inch of her magnificent body just for the sheer thrill of being a slut.

I listen to the couch springs groan under the weight of my wife and her new friends. Some music begins to play; Anya loves to have sex to music. I can hear their voices talking, muffled by the wall between us. The low rumble of the two men and the higher-pitched purr of my slutty wife. I can only hear fragments of what they are saying, but it doesn’t really matter. In some ways, the scenes always play out the same way. The talk is irrelevant, just a preamble to the physical acts that invariably follow. After all, Anya didn’t get dressed up like a pinup girl and invite two men she hardly knows to our house just to make conversation.

And then, it starts. I can’t pinpoint exactly when; first, everything goes quiet, keeping me in the dark about what’s going on. But soon, it gets to be unignorable. I hear something that gives the game away. A muffled gasp. The wet sound of lips on skin. Something that leaves me in no doubt that my sexy wife’s fun has begun, that I’m going to be betrayed all over again. And somehow, no matter how often it happens, it always hurts the same, just like the first time.

Now, it’s happening again. And I get that same sinking feeling in my stomach, that same wild despair edged with lust that I always feel to know that my wife is in the next room with another man, giving him what she almost never gives me.

I hear a groan. I hear a wet sound that makes me cringe. I hear Anya giggle, a bit of cheeky laughter that soon turns into a moan of passion. There’s no doubt about it. I can’t see a thing, but I can picture with lunatic clarity exactly what’s going on on the sofa we bought together, in the house we own. My wife, having her way with two men at the same time for the first time in her slutty life, and all I can do is sit there and listen while my cock aches with desperate denial inside the chastity device to which she holds the only key.

I stand up. I can’t help it. I know it’s only going to hurt me more, but I moved toward the wall the guestroom shares with the living room and press my ear against it, trying to hear everything. Trying to hear every detail of this latest humiliation, this latest betrayal.

The voices are still muffled by the wall between us. But it doesn’t matter. I might not know every detail of what’s going on, but I know the general pattern. They’re gearing up for sex out there, these two lucky men touching my wife’s body all over, enjoying the feel of her curves through the sexy lingerie I paid for and dressed her in. She’s probably kissing them. She’s probably touching them. If she’s not doing more than that already, I know she’s going to start soon, and it kills me to know that, just as it turns me on.

And then, I hear Anya’s voice, raised deliberately so that I can hear it, and I know that this humiliating night is about to enter a new phase.

“Cuck! Get in here!”

Sometimes she does this, and sometimes she doesn’t. The point is, it’s all up to her. How she enjoys her lovers and what part I play in that is something Anya decides on a day-to-day basis, and the fact that I have no say in it, the fact that I just have to go along with that, turns her on, perhaps more than anything else about me.

Moving toward the door of the bedroom, I take a deep breath, trying to prepare myself for something I know I can’t ever really be ready for. It’s not the first time I’ve been humiliated in front of her lovers. It won’t be the last, either. I’m sure of that. But it’s just another thing I’m not used to, another wild humiliation I have no choice but to endure to keep my gorgeous dominant wife happy.

With fear and shame bubbling in my gut, overwhelmed as usual by the wild lust I always feel at times like this, I open the door and step out into the living room, summoned by my gorgeous slut of a wife.

Anya laughs when she sees me. As well she might. There I am, naked except for the chastity device locked onto my manhood, an unignorable symbol of her power over me and my lack of autonomy over even my own body. But I don’t laugh. To me, the spectacle taking place right in front of me is many things, but funny isn’t one of them.

There are two men on the sofa, sitting on either side of my wife. Maybe I’ve met one or both of them before; I don’t know. I barely look at them. Partly because, in my state of deep humiliation, I can’t meet their eyes. And partly because, ultimately, I don’t care about them. They don’t matter to me except as objects, things my wife uses to please herself and torture me. They’re being used, and probably they know that, but I know they don’t care. If a gorgeous woman like Anya came to me looking like she does and wanted to use me, I would consider it the highlight of my life.

And Anya is on the sofa between them. She has one knee up on the sofa cushion, the other leg held out straight down, one high-heeled boot on the living room floor for balance. As I step out of the bedroom and into the living room, she reaches up with one hand to rake her fiery red hair back from her face, fixing me with those glittering blue eyes. She’s leaning forward over the lap of one of the men and his pants are open and halfway removed, bunched up with his underwear around his knees. His cock stands up proud from between his thighs, and even though I try not to look at it, it’s so close to my wife’s beautiful face that I can’t really ignore it. It’s shining with moisture, and a shiver races through my entire body to know why. Anya has been sucking his cock, giving this man pleasure I strongly suspect I will never feel again. She’ll do anything for her lovers, taking great pleasure in the fact that she won’t do the same for me.

Anya has one hand wrapped around the base of the man’s cock, the other resting for now on his thigh as she smiles at me. He’s sitting back on the sofa, eyes glassy with pleasure, startled by my appearance but too turned on by my wife to make a fuss about it. And behind her, the other man watches me warily. He’s sitting on the edge of the sofa, close to my wife’s ass that is right in his face. My cock throbs dully inside its cage as I imagine the view he must be getting, imagine how close he is to my wife’s sex. She’s still wearing her thong panties, but something tells me that’s not going to last long. Anya has big plans for the night, and as much as I sometimes struggle to keep up with this woman and her deviant, kinky imagination, I feel like I know exactly what she has planned with her latest boy toys.

“Fetch us some drinks, cuck,” Anya says, and I hear a low chuckle of laughter from both men as they listen to her. I’ve been through this before, even if that does nothing to dampen the shame of it. Sometimes, Anya loves to expose the true nature of our relationship to her boyfriends. Maybe she chooses only the ones she thinks can handle it. Then again, maybe a man will put up with any kind of weirdness for a body like hers.

I certainly do.

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I say, the words catching in my suddenly dry throat the way they always do. “What would you like?”

“I just need a glass of water,” Anya replies. “You guys want a beer?”

The two men mumble their agreement, clearly made at least a little uncomfortable by my presence in the room. Of course, that’s nothing compared to how uncomfortable I feel about it. And of course, none of that matters. All that matters is how Anya feels about it, and from the glow in her eyes and the smile on her face, I can see she’s having the time of her life.

I move toward the kitchen. I pour Anya a glass of water from the fridge and twist the tops off two bottles of beer. Trying without much success to steel myself again for more humiliation, I carry the drinks back to the living room.

Anya hasn’t wasted any time. As I come around the corner, I can hear her moaning deep in her throat, and she’s not the only one. The guy above her is moaning too, his eyes closed now, and my wife’s mouth is tight around his cock. Anya’s red hair bounces as she moves up and down, one hand still wrapped around the base of his cock while her lips move up and down, up and down, and it takes every ounce of self-control I have not to drop the drinks in my hands. I’m not shocked. I know what she’s like. Still, seeing it like that, right in front of me, seeing how little my wife cares about how it makes me feel, how she takes pleasure in how it torments me, never fails to make me feel weak at the knees, lightheaded and dizzy, overcome with betrayal and despair and anger and fear. But above and through it all, that monstrous lust never stops, and that’s exactly why Anya gets away with treating me like this. That’s exactly why I’m in this situation, locked in chastity, constantly denied and tormented with my wife’s infidelity, and why I can’t break free of the hold she has on me. Why I don’t want to be free. Why in some way, I even want this, even as it makes my heart vibrate with horror in my chest.

Seeing me, Anya slides her mouth off the cock of her lover, a broad smile spreading across her face as he groans in despair. I stumble forward with the drinks in my hands, and Anya takes her glass of water from me, taking a small sip before setting it down on the floor near her foot. I hand the men a bottle of beer each without looking them in the eye, and they take them without a word.

“Good boy, cuck,” Anya says, drawing out the last word as if she liked the way it tastes. I don’t even want to think about what else that mouth is tasting as she smiles at me with that look of wanton pleasure that continues to haunt my dreams, that continues to drive me deeper and deeper into submission to this incredible woman.

“As a reward, you can watch us, just for a minute,” Anya says.

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

She’s completely in her element as she turns her mouth back toward her lover. She’s completely in control, asking no one for permission to indulge in her kinkiest desires. Directing the whole scene even as she participates in it fully, three men in the room with her and every single one of us under her spell, albeit in different ways. I know it’s going to kill me to watch her do this, and she knows it too, and that’s exactly why she wants to do it, and exactly why I’ll let her.

She groans with pleasure as she wraps her lips around his cock again, as if she’s never felt anything so good in her life. As if nothing pleases her more than pleasuring her lover, a man she hardly knows. As if sucking his cock is more exciting to her than anything I’ve ever done over the course of our marriage, more fulfilling than anything I could ever possibly do. I feel it all, every ounce of that shame and humiliation, every teasing twist of the cuckold life she has manipulated me into. And I can’t turn my eyes away. I can’t stop watching, knowing the closest I can ever get to a blowjob off my wife is to watch her giving one to another man.

Behind her, her other lover isn’t idle. I can see him sliding his hands over my wife’s ass, exposed by the tiny thong I put on her earlier, and I watch her wiggle her hips, enjoying the feeling of his hands on her body. His eyes flicker toward me, just for second, as if he’s trying to confirm that I won’t do anything to stop him, that I’m nothing but a helpless spectator here. I lower my eyes away from his, unable to meet his gaze, staring instead at my wife kneeling between the two of them.

His hand strays down, over the stunning curve of her ass, between her parted legs. And Anya moans, her mouth full of the other man’s cock, as she feels the guy behind her press his fingers against her pussy through the fabric of her panties. She rocks her hips back as she continues to suck, and the man behind her, encouraged by her movements, presses his hand more forcefully against her sex.

He rubs her, slowly at first, but steadily picking up the pace. And the more he does it, the more Anya moans. The more she gives into the pleasure he’s giving her, allowing herself to be swept away by it, channeling all that wild sexual desire into sucking the cock of the man in front of her. Now our living room is full of moans, both male and female, everyone enjoying the promise of sex, the physical pleasure they can give one another, except me. As always, I’m shut out, allowed only occasionally to glimpse what my wife takes such pleasure in denying me. And my cock won’t stop pressing itself against the unyielding steel of the chastity device, never allowing me to forget even for a second that sex is something my wife has with other men, not with me.

The guy behind Anya reaches for the waistband of her thong. I remember again how she made sure to have me put it on so that it could be removed easily, knowing this would happen. And again, she wiggles her slutty hips to encourage him as he pulls her panties down, over the curve of her ass, sliding them down over her stocking clad legs, pulling them past her knees. He pulls them off one foot and lets them slide down her other leg, dropping to the floor around the ankle of the boot that supports her weight. That’s more than good enough for his needs. And Anya moans, louder than ever, as he slides two thick fingers into her waiting pussy, pistoning his arm in and out while she squirms and moans with wild cuckold pleasure.

It’s real. In some ways, these moments of deep humiliation feel more real than anything else in my life, as if everything else is a kind of nebulous dream that exists only to support these moments of intense passion and desire. But at the same time, it’s hard to believe it’s happening, even while it’s happening right in front of me. My wife, in these moments, turns into a porn star, the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen dressed up like a whore and giving her incredible body to anyone who’s not me. It’s so different from the way we always lived, so different from the loving relationship we built and nurtured over decades, but the fact it’s my wife, the wedding and engagement rings I bought for her glittering on her fingers as she wraps her hands around another man’s cock, is what makes this so unbelievably exciting.

Anya moans. Watching the fingers of the guy behind her sliding in and out, I can see how wet she’s getting. She was already excited, and now with him manipulating her pussy, she’s getting more and more turned on. I can see her juices starting to trickle down the insides of her thighs, can see her legs starting to tremble with excitement. It only makes her sluttier. Removing her mouth from the cock of the man in front of her, she sticks out her tongue and licks it, making long licks from base to tip that make him squirm and moan on our sofa before she closes her mouth back around it again. I can see her cheeks hollowing, and I know she’s sucking hard, practically worshiping the cock in front of her now, any faint inhibitions she might once have had burned away by the wild heat of desire. Her free hand fondles his balls, and from time to time, she pulls her mouth away from his cock to kiss and lick them, too, before returning her lips to his shaft to bring him pleasure.

Behind her, the guy who is fingering her has his other hand on her ass, sliding over the smooth skin. I watch, trembling with frustration and lust, as he lowers his face down between her legs and licks her pussy, licking her juices off his fingers as he continues to slide them in and out of her. And I watch Anya’s eyes roll back in her head as pleasure overwhelms her, listen to her corset creaking through her loud moans as she shifts on the sofa. She can’t get enough of it, her body on fire now, and as I see her legs stiffen, as I see her arch her back in the corset I laced her into, I know what happens next.

Again, she lifts her mouth away from the cock of the man in front of her. This time, she lets out a wild yell of pleasure, and all three of us men watch as her body convulses in orgasm. The sound of it fills the room, every moan and scream and gasp she gives serving to drive home another nail of despair and rage and jealousy and lust in my heart.

It’s incredible. It’s intoxicating. I don’t always get to watch Anya cum, but every time I do, it blows me away with how wild, how passionate, how beautiful, how sexy it is. And how completely emasculating it is to stand there and watch and not be allowed to participate.

Anya sits up, raising her head from the lap of the man in front of her. He watches her every move with a kind of disappointment, one hand on her corseted waist as she sits back on her knees. Behind her, the other man slides his fingers out of her dripping pussy, and she turns to smile at him over her shoulder. Then, those blazing blue eyes find me across the living room, and although she speaks to them, I know that her words are addressed at least as much at me as they are at her to lovers.

“I think we need to take this to the bedroom, boys,” she says. “I think this married slut needs you two guys to fuck what’s left of my brains out.”

“We can do that,” says the man whose cock she was sucking, and Anya giggles.

Placing a hand on his shoulder, she struggles to her feet. She stumbles a little in her tall high heels as she makes her way around the coffee table, her legs shaky with the powerful orgasm she just had. I know the men on the couch are both watching her, both still turned on, her incredible body wiggling from side to side in her lingerie and tempting them more than ever. But my eyes are firmly on her and her perfect hourglass body as she walks toward me, standing close in front of me. She reaches out and takes my caged cock in her hand, and I tremble with desire as she laughs in my face.

“You can clean up out here while I’m getting nailed in the bedroom, cuck,” she says, a sneer on her pretty face as her eyes flicker over my no doubt anguished expression. “And don’t disturb me or my lovers when we’re having fun. Don’t worry, loser. You’ll hear everything.”

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I croak.

And, still smiling, she releases her hold on my caged cock. Stepping past me, she heads toward the bedroom, turning her head to smile at her lovers as she goes. And they all but jump up from the sofa, following eagerly down the hallway to the bedroom where they will share my wife for the night.


  
6. Permission For Ecstasy

The air in our bedroom was on fire with sex. And my whole body was lit up with pleasure, every cell and nerve ablaze with wild delight. I moved on top of Anya, and she moaned and groaned beneath me, her own outrageous pleasure no less than mine.

It was monumental. It was primal and animalistic and passionate, and if I had had the mental capacity to think of anything except the pleasure of sex that filled my skull to the exclusion of all else, I might have considered that being made to wait, being teased with what I couldn’t have, was a huge part of what made it feel so good.

But I didn’t think. Sex is like that. It’s that thing that takes us out of time, that makes it impossible to live anywhere except the blissful present. And we live forever in that moment. We live a lifetime of delight in moments like this, and it makes everything else worth that.

Faster and faster, harder and harder, the bed shaking and creaking beneath our combined weight. Louder and louder, Anya’s screams of ecstasy filling the room around us, providing the wild counterpoint to my own moans and groans of desperate bliss. I felt her cum, and I gritted my teeth, growling like an animal as her already snug pussy tightened around me even more. Now my own body hovered on the edge of explosion, dancing on the threshold of release. But I held back. After all that time when orgasm was all I wanted, all it felt like I needed, now I found I didn’t want to give into it so soon. I wanted to delay it, wanted this infinite moment to last.

Somehow, I managed it. Somehow, I was able to resist the titanic wave of pleasure that swelled in my chest, my breathing hot and ragged, making stray red hairs on Anya’s head flutter and flail. I held back, pausing for only a moment, letting her body adjust while she screamed her passion at the reverberating ceiling.

And then I started again.

I don’t know how long it went on. Even if I could have kept track of time, I wouldn’t have wanted to. But it was a long time. The growing fatigue in my muscles told me as much, and the way my wife’s voice got raw and ragged from all her screams. The sex went on and on, and the longer it lasted, the better it felt. The more the minutes melted away, leaving just the two of us alone there, our bodies intertwined, in the hot bright focus of desire that filled us up completely.

I took Anya all the way back. Plunging my cock in and out of her, picking up the pace again, ignoring the cramp I could feel developing in my stomach muscles, in my legs, in my arms. None of that mattered. Nothing mattered except the white-hot heat we were chasing, the explosive pleasure we both so desperately craved, and the promise of more of this unbelievable ecstasy to come.

I held back. Now I was the one denying my pleasure, resisting what I wanted most in the world. But only temporarily. Sooner or later, the body asserts its authority over us all. I couldn’t hold orgasm off forever, and eventually, I felt it coming. That sudden surge and swell, that wild bliss of crossing over the tipping point and knowing you can no longer control yourself. I snarled like an animal as I emptied myself into Anya, and I heard her gasp at the intensity of the feeling. My cock felt as if it would never stop spurting inside her, pouring every ounce of my long frustration and denial into that incredible body she had been teasing me with.

I felt the energy draining out of me, and I gave a long sigh of pleasure, almost a sob. And I heard Anya sigh as I lay down on top of her, burying my face in her long red hair, inhaling the smell of her shampoo and her soap and her perfume and her skin with every breath. I was still inside her, but as I breathed, it felt like she was inside me, too. Like we were entering one another and merging into one single entity. There was no more separation between us. Joined by sex, there was no telling where she ended and I began.

I lay there like that for a long while, breathing her in while she breathed beneath me, her body warm and soft against mine. When I finally raised my head to look at her, I saw her shining blue eyes staring at me, smiling just as much as her mouth was. And as I looked at her, I felt a smile spreading across my own face. A smile of satisfaction and of disbelief at what we had just done, at what had brought us to this place I had never imagined we would ever be. I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing, more from pure joy down amusement. And Anya laughed right along with me, the musical sound bubbling out of her and filling my heart with love for this incredible woman.

Leaning forward, I kissed her lips. She kissed me back eagerly, her lips wet and warm, the movements of her tongue languid now, the hunger we had for one another temporarily sated. But I knew it couldn’t last. I didn’t want it to. Orgasm was still glowing inside me, still filling me with golden light, but already, I was eager for more. The desire I felt for her, that she had so skillfully used as a weapon against me, was undeniably the pathway to this enormous bliss. And so I wanted more of it.

“Holy shit, that was amazing,” I said. And Anya chuckled again as she looked into my eyes.

“Yeah, it was,” she said. “You know what I think? You probably don’t want to hear this. But I think you’re getting better at sex the less of it I let you have.”

She was right. I didn’t want to hear that. And it wasn’t as if I had forgotten. Maybe only at the true height of total bliss, when orgasm was almost upon me, had I been able to put the new reality we shared out of my mind. But now, it was very much back. A deal is a deal, after all. I had promised my wife something I didn’t want to give her, and although there was no denying that the sex had been worth it, I wasn’t keen to pay the bill. But clearly, Anya had not forgotten. Clearly, Anya had every intention of making me pay. And I’ll admit that for a fleeting moment, I thought about reneging. After all, it wasn’t like she could make me. I’m bigger than her, stronger than her, at least physically. And ultimately, even if it sometimes felt different, everything we did was by consent. I could refuse to let her lock me up again. I didn’t have to allow it.

But as I say, the thought was fleeting. I never seriously considered it. Because I knew that ultimately, this crazy game was what my wife wanted. And more and more, to my surprise and shame, I was finding that it was what I wanted, too.

“Oh, look at your face,” Anya chuckled. “Did you forget that I’m going to lock you up now?”

“No, of course not.”

“Is this going to be the part where you beg me not to?”

Anya was teasing me again, I knew. She was so good at it. It came naturally to her. And it worked so unbelievably well. Her words drove me crazy, a complex mix of emotions inside me. Part of me was mad at her. Part of me resented her for treating me this way. But most of me was too caught up in desire for her to really stay mad at her for long. Besides, I loved the woman. I still do. And I loved this side of her, too. I loved her dominant side as much as I loved every other part of my beautiful wife, even if it drove me crazy. Maybe because it drove me crazy.

“All right then,” Anya said, that maddening smile never moving from her lips. “We need to get you cleaned up first. And then, back in your cage you go. God, I love this. It’s so much fun, isn’t it?”

I didn’t say anything in response. There were lots of words I could use to describe this game of chastity and denial, but fun wasn’t one of them. Still, I already knew I wasn’t going to stop her. A man shouldn’t be scared of his wife, but Anya’s power over me seemed more or less absolute. Strange as it might sound, I still didn’t question her love for me, anymore than I questioned mine for her. But lately, she had shown depths to her psyche that were potentially dangerous. If only they hadn’t been so beautiful.

Anya moved underneath me, one hip pressing against my body as she raised it from the bed. I took the wordless signal. I pulled out of her, my cock sliding free of her pussy easily, lubricated by our mingled juices. The bed sheets underneath us were stained dark with the residue of our passion, and I rolled away from the stain, lying on my back on my side of the bed while Anya moved.

I thought she would go to the bathroom to clean herself up, and I would go after her. But clearly, my wife was full of surprises. Sitting up on the bed, she stretched out her hand to me, and I took it in my own, still feeling all the powerful bonding hormones that follow orgasm. And when she had my hand in hers, she pulled on it. Tugging lightly but insistently as she tilted her head toward the bedroom door.

“Come on,” she said, smiling playfully as she spoke. “Let’s get cleaned up.”

“Together?”

“Yes, together,” Anya said.

“But that’s just going to get me going again.”

Anya’s smile still didn’t falter. Still holding my hand, she moved on the bed, rolling over onto her knees. Her red hair hung down around her face as she leaned over me, her gorgeous features blurring as she moved her face closer to mine. She kissed me again, deeply and passionately, her tongue searchingly probing my mouth as I kissed her back. And then, slowly, she lifted her lips away.

“Maybe that’s the point,” she said slowly, as if she were dealing with someone exceptionally stupid. “Maybe I like getting you all hot and bothered. Maybe you should come with me to the bathroom and just see what happens.”

Maybe I am dumb. But I didn’t need more convincing than that. Anya giggled to herself as I sat up quickly and crawled across the bed, following her lead as she led me naked across the room, out of the door, and down the hallway to our bathroom.

She was completely naked, and so was I. It was the weekend, the weekend when I had been promised to be released from chastity, and Anya had delivered on that. We had no other plans but this, nothing else to do with our time. And as I followed my wife’s naked body down the hallway and into the bathroom, already, despite the powerful orgasm I had had, I could feel desire swelling inside me again.

Tanya stepped into the shower and turned on the water. A delicious shiver went through her at the feel of the cold water on her bare skin, goose pimples rising before the water started to warm up. I joined her inside, wrapping my arms around that incredible body, pulling her close to me as I kissed her neck. And she sighed happily, surrendering to my touch, her big boobs pressing against my chest, my rising cock reaching for her pussy.

But eventually, she pushed me away. Picking up a sponge, she squirted soap onto it and worked up a lather. Wordlessly, she handed it to me, her blue eyes looking straight into mine with an unspoken question, and I took it from her. Slowly, gently, as carefully as if that gorgeous body I had just pounded was made of glass, I ran the sponge over her skin, leaving a trail of suds everywhere it went. And the smile returned to my wife’s face, her eyes half closed in pleasure as the warm water cascaded over her and my hands did their careful work.

I soaped up her shoulders, her arms, her armpits. I spent a good long time moving the sponge and my soapy hands over her breasts, enchanted by the way her nipples poked through the soapsuds that slid over her smooth skin. I caressed them, watching her bite her lower lip in excitement, feeling the weight of her magnificent boobs as I hefted them in my hands.

And then, I moved lower.

I moved the sponge down, over her toned stomach, the faint line of muscle pointing its way down past her naval to where I wanted to go. I move the sponge over her sides, over her hips, reaching around behind her to coat each cheek of her ass with bubbles, pulling her body against mine again as I did it. And she let me. She let me touch her anyway I wanted, letting me play with her like my very own sexy doll. I could never get enough of that body of hers, no matter how long we had been married. And age had done nothing to dampen her allure. If anything, as far as I was concerned, it enhanced it. Maybe she was even sexier now than she had been when we first met. Older, certainly; but maturity had given her a confidence and poise she lacked as a younger woman. Certainly, it was impossible to imagine a 30-year-old Anya treating me the way this current version of her did. And I loved it.

Slowly, my hand moved around toward the front of her body. I ran the sponge over the rounded shape of her thighs, first one, then the other. I remembered how I had held back orgasm for as long as I could in the bedroom as I resisted reaching for her pussy, soaping up every inch of her body from neck to knees first.

But eventually, there was nothing else left. And as I ran the sponge over those soft warm lips, I saw a faint shudder pass through her, that had nothing to do with the temperature of the water and everything to do with the desire boiling between us both again.

I wiped the sponge over my wife’s pussy. And as I watched her, our mingled juices ran out of her, dripping down her thighs to disappear in the water of the shower. I cleaned her slowly, thoroughly, and with every minute that passed, our mutual desire grew.

Finally, I couldn’t help it. Switching the soapy sponge to my other hand, I ran my bare fingers over Anya’s pussy. Again, she let me. I curled my fingers up inside her, pushing past the faint resistance of her body, and she gasped at the feeling of me filling her once again. I stepped forward, pushing her back against the wall of the shower, the warm water pouring over both of us. And I slid my fingers in and out of her tight hole until she started to moan.

I dropped the sponge to the floor. With my free hand, I reached out and grabbed one of her breasts, less gentle now than I had been when I cleaned her. My fingers sank into her soft skin, and I heard her gasp again as I pinched her hard nipple, rolling it between two fingers. Her gasps grew louder and more rapid, the sexual moan beginning to enter her voice again, and I felt like a king as I stood there, pleasuring my wife. My cock was rock hard again, pointing toward her, the object of my desire, the subject of all my wildest dreams and fantasies. Anya, my wife and now dominatrix, didn’t look very in control at the moment, and I loved it. I loved making her feel this way, manipulating her body with my hands to make her feel pleasure, to make her respond in a way she couldn’t control. It was a moment of validation for me that stood in total contrast to the games we had been playing recently. And I’ll admit that it felt good to be in charge for a change.

But it didn’t last long. Even in the grip of such exceptional pleasure, Anya had other ideas. Somehow, she always seemed to know what she was doing. I didn’t know if it was those kinky books she was reading or her own wild imagination, but somehow, these days, my wife always had a plan.

“Look at you, horny boy,” she said, opening her eyes wide to look directly into mine. “You want to fuck me again, don’t you?”

“Of course I do, Anya,” I said. And although she kept smiling, her eyes blazed momentarily in a way that made me nervous.

“Lady Anya,” she said.

“Really? I thought I was just a heat-of-the-moment kind of thing.”

“Well, you thought wrong,” Anya said. “I’m the boss now, and I don’t want you forgetting that, no matter how horny you are. You have to address your mistress with respect at all times.”

“I suppose you don’t have to address me with respect?”

“Oh, no,” Anya said with a grin, shaking her head as the water cascaded over her scalp, sticking her red hair to her skin. “Not at all. I’m the beautiful dominatrix, and you’re just my little sex slave.”

“Is that right?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

The whole time we were talking, I never stopped sliding my fingers in and out of her pussy, bending them up inside her and seeking out that G spot I knew would make her cum. And I’ll admit that Anya did a good job of keeping her voice calm, but I could still hear her rising pleasure as I manipulated her. It made my cock throb as desperately as ever under the warm water. Not just to be playing with her body like this, but to hear her saying such outrageous things at the same time. I wanted her to be a Mistress. I wanted to be her sex slave. It was unbelievably exciting to me to think of my wife in those terms, and clearly, it excited her too.

“And do you know what a slave does for his mistress?”

Anya spoke softly now, and I had to strain to hear over the rushing noise of the water in the shower.

“No… Lady Anya.”

“He gets down on his knees and worships her.”

She was still smiling, but she didn’t even blink as she said the words. As if this was somehow all normal to her, as if we had done this a thousand times before. But it was all new. To me, it was wild and crazy and unbelievably exciting, and I could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth.

“You want me to… worship you?”

“On your knees, slave boy.”

She spoke the words with a smile and a warm tone, so different to how I might once have imagined a dominatrix would. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t giving an order. And again, I thought about disobeying. I could say no if I wanted, could refuse to participate. Why would I do that? It was all so exciting, so wild, so erotic. It was what Anya wanted, but the real magic of the game, what made me so vulnerable to her wild ideas, was that it was what I wanted too.

Some of what I wanted, anyway.

With some reluctance, I let go of my hold on her. My left hand dropped from her breasts, and I saw her eyelids flutter as I slid my fingers out of her tight pussy. She leaned back against the wall of the shower, her eyes shining, and her excitement showed in the fact she didn’t seem to be able to keep her hands still. They ran over her body, over her stomach, over her hips, caressing herself under the running water and flaunting her beautiful curves in front of me.

I sank to my knees. There was no denying it. As gorgeous as Anya looked, she looked even better from below. She stood above me like an absolute goddess, the running water making her skin shine, every curve glistening and making her look absolutely radiant. Somehow, from my position on the floor at her feet, her words suddenly didn’t sound quite so crazy. From there, she looked like a goddess who ought to be worshiped.

“Enjoying the view?”

“Very much, Lady Anya.”

“Yeah, you like to watch, don’t you?” she said in a voice that dripped with sexual energy. I watched wide-eyed as she ran her hand low over her stomach, running two fingers over the lips of her pussy while I watched, feeling again the first stirrings of that sexual frustration she loved to inflict on me.

“My little slave boy who loves to watch,” she said. “Like I’m your own personal porn star. Except sometimes, when you’re very, very good, you get to touch as well.”

Her fingers ran over her pussy, a tiny little moan escaping from her open lips, and my cock throbbed and surged desperately, pointing straight up her as if to identify what it wanted. As if there could possibly be any doubt about that. And Anya seemed to notice. Chuckling again, she raised one foot from the floor, tapping her bare toes lightly on the underside of my shaft to make it bounce.

“Look how hard you are,” she said, slowly shaking her head again. “Who knew you could recover that quickly? You were never that fast before.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever been more turned on in my entire life, Lady Anya,” I said, making my wife laugh again.

“So you do like it. Being my slave. You like being teased and locked up for your sexy wife, don’t you?”

Her fingers were moving faster over her sex now, and every word she spoke seemed to drip with sadistic desire. It was almost like she was in her own world, a world of pure power, pure dominance, and I could see for myself just how much it turned her on. Just as it turned me on to submit to her. The perfect synchronicity, in a way. I never would have guessed it even a few weeks before, but it seemed that both me and Anya were developing kinks that fit each other as perfectly as the pieces of a puzzle.

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I said, my voice catching a little in my throat as I spoke. It wasn’t the truth; not the whole truth, anyway. Yes, I liked it, but I kind of hated it too. My feelings were complex, too complicated for me to fully understand myself, let alone articulate. But I was learning the rules of this game. I knew what Lady Anya wanted to hear. And as excited as I was by all this, all I wanted to do was to give in to her.

“Good. But there’s no way I’m letting you fuck me again. You’ve had enough of that for one day, or one week. No, I’m a woman of my word. You got to have sex with me, and now you have to be locked away again.”

“Please, Lady Anya,” I groaned. And my wife giggled again to hear me beg, kneeling there on the floor of our shower while the water continued to run over both our naked bodies.

“God, I love hearing you beg for me,” Anya said. “You know what’s even more fun? Saying no.”

Stepping away from the wall of the shower she had been leaning against, Anya bent slightly at the waist, one hand on her knee while the other remained between her legs. Her breasts hung heavy from her chest as she smiled at me, looking me in the eyes, and I gazed up into those blue orbs and felt myself falling under her spell all over again.

“It’s not all bad, slave boy,” Anya said. “Just because I won’t let you fuck me doesn’t mean I can’t find a use for you. Besides, we’re never going to get that cock back into its cage like that, are we? So here’s what we’re going to do.”

She straightened up. Stepping closer toward me, she placed her hand on the back of my head, pulling me toward her. I leaned forward, wrapping my arms around her, placing my hands on the firm cheeks of her ass as I buried my face between her thighs. I saw her fingers slide out of her pussy as she took her hand away, and without needing to be told, I pressed my lips against hers, kissing her freshly cleaned sex, vibrating with desire all over again.

“See? You know what to do. Just like a good slave husband. Be good, and you get a reward. I’m going to let you touch yourself while you do that. Go on. Stroke your cock while you eat me out and fantasize about the next time I let you have sex with me.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

Immediately, I dropped one hand from her ass, wrapping my fingers around my throbbing cock. I began to stroke, my hands lubricated by soap and water, and again, I felt feelings of pleasure rising inside me. It didn’t compare to the intensity of the bliss I had felt in the bedroom with my wife earlier. But it was better than nothing. And as I stroked, I licked and kissed my wife’s pussy, losing myself in the act of serving her, debasing myself like this for her amusement, unable and unwilling to do anything else.

Anya laughed. And the sound of her laughter soon turned to another moan of pleasure, the same ones that had been ringing in my ears for a large part of the day. I felt her pussy opening to me like a flower all over again, and I plunged my tongue inside, chasing the nectar of the goddess who now so completely ruled over me while I rubbed my own cock at her feet.

“Don’t cum until I tell you, slave boy,” Anya said, her voice already dripping with rising pleasure again.

“Yes, Lady Anya,” came the inevitable reply.


  
7. A Job For A Cuck

I’m standing outside the bedroom again.

I can’t help it. In a way, it’s almost like a physical manifestation of the strange psychology of my new life as a cuckold. I know it’s going to hurt me. Just like it hurts me to even look at my wife, especially when she’s dressed up in one of the sexy outfits I buy for her and help her put on for her dates. It only makes things worse to know what’s going on, and yet I can’t help it. I’m hooked.

The more it hurts, the more I crave it. Like I have a deep-seated need that I don’t even understand myself to get every detail I can of my wife’s lurid sex life. Just the fact that she has a sex life apart from me is like a dagger in my heart and a jolt of electricity to my cock. Though sometimes, I console myself with the fact that we still share a sex life, really. It’s just different now. She gets to have all the sex she wants with whoever she wants, and I don’t get to have it with anyone, not even her. But I know that it turns her on to do this to me, to keep me locked in chastity and remind me of my complete sexual inferiority both to her and to her lovers. If only in the most kinky, humiliating, deviant way possible.

She’s having the best sex of her life with other men because she chooses skilled lovers, but I know that in her sadistic little heart, it’s better for her because I’m not getting any. And if that’s all the influence I have on Anya’s sex life, I’ll take it.

I hear them inside the bedroom. All three of them. I hear the mattress bouncing and creaking, hear the wet sounds of kissing and other things going on. I hear Anya moaning, over and over again, like an animal in heat, never getting enough. Often, I hear that her moans are muffled, and I think of her mouth full of another man’s cock, and my heart contracts like a fist in my chest while my cock rages against the relentless steel of the chastity she keeps me in.

Other times, I hear her voice raised in a wild cry of passion, and I cringe to know that she’s having another orgasm. The whole house rings with the sound of her pleasure, drowning out the music she put on completely. Every cry, every scream, every moan and gasp drives another hot nail of desire and frustration into my heart.

And as always, my cock simply will not stop aching inside its tight steel prison.

I hear her lovers too, of course. I hate them. I hate their low moans of pleasure, hate their sweaty grunts as they work together to plow my wife. I hate them for the pleasure they are receiving that I can’t have, for the beautiful body they get to use and abuse as they see fit. They’re not worthy of her. As far as I’m concerned, no man is. Clearly, that includes me, too. And I can’t bring myself to hate her, even though she’s behind all the pain I’m feeling. I love her. I love her now even more than I used to, my sexual obsession with my slut wife making me fall for her all over again, and deeper than ever this time. I tremble where I stand on the other side of our bedroom door, my regular spot for this ritual of sexual humiliation, and while my mind works overtime to picture what’s going on in there, I can’t find it anywhere in myself to even want to be anywhere else.

Anya’s voice reaches a new fever pitch. My breath catches in my throat, my heart seeming to skip a step as I listen. Her cry of passion sounds practically furious, torn out of her as if she didn’t want to let it go. I can only imagine what they are doing to her in there, but I imagine it with terrible precision. I can’t stop my desperate mind from picturing every moment of this latest betrayal, just like I did with the last one, and the one before that, an infinite regression of wild scenes stretching back into the past to compound my complete emasculation. What a strange thing to get addicted to. And yes, I long ago stopped trying to deny that I am.

And Anya’s orgasm shakes the bedroom air, her voice ringing out through the whole house as she once again climbs that wild peak of pleasure. And as always, I wonder if, for all the great sex we’ve had from time to time, I’ve ever made her feel quite this good. Have I ever made her scream like that? Certainly, she’s never acted like this for me. Never been this much of a slut, this wild, this uninhibited. I know she wants me to know that. I know it’s all part of the game. Just like this pain I carry around like a cannonball inside my chest.

Anya’s voice fades as her climax comes and goes. From the other side of the door, I hear her breathing heavily, trying to recover from another peak of pleasure. And I hear the murmured voices of the men, though I can’t make out what they are saying. I don’t know if they are talking to her or talking to each other, and I don’t much care. There’s nothing happening on the other side of that door that isn’t in some way humiliating to me. That’s the whole point.

And then, I hear something else that makes my heart take another one of those stuttering little steps. My wife’s voice, raised so that I can hear, but not in orgasm this time. No, for now, it’s a different kind of pleasure she’s after.

“Cuck, get in here!”

I take a deep breath as I reach for the door handle. It doesn’t even cross my mind to disobey. That ship sailed a long time ago. Anya controls my body, controls my sexual release, and it gives her all the leverage a woman could ever need to turn a man into her slave. As long as she holds that key, she can make me do whatever she wants. And we both know there’s no chance of her giving it up anytime soon.

I open the bedroom door, and I’m almost assaulted by the smell of sex that fills the air like the unique odor of a spent storm. Like some kind of trigger, it fuels my desperate lust, making my cock surge pointlessly again inside the steel prison that contains it. My wife’s multiple orgasms hang in the air like a intoxicating reminder of everything I can’t have, everything I want, everything beautiful and forbidden and desirable.

And I look at her.

And she looks back at me.

There she is, lying on the mattress we bought together, never thinking she would share it with anyone but me. But now, she’s sprawled on top of the sheets between two men, her face red with pleasure, her eyes shining with excitement. Her red hair is tangled over one shoulder, her breasts heaving in the top of the tight corset I laced her into as if struggling to free themselves. She’s still wearing her little outfit, the corset, the stockings, the boots I put on. Everything but the panties she left in the living room.

Her lovers, meanwhile, are completely naked. I barely look at them. They are like vague, dim shapes in my peripheral vision, one lying on the bed to one side of Anya, the other sitting up against the headboard. I hear their breathing; can hear them panting with the exertion of bringing her such outrageous pleasure. I feel them looking at me, can feel the pure disdain they must have for any man that would let his beautiful wife treat him like this. But I try not to think about them at all. I try, as always, to remember what they are: Anya’s pleasure. And in some dark sense, for mine, too. The drama that is happening in this sex-scented room is between me and my wife. They may be the ones fucking her, but the real energy is here. To her, they are objects for pleasure, muscular bodies with pleasing cocks attached. Nothing more. Better that, I know, then the horrible thought that sometimes haunts me that she might have deeper feelings for one of these men she gives her body to.

As always, my focus is all on her. And as always, Anya knows it. She smiles as she sees me, looking me up and down, her glowing blue eyes taking in the sight of my throbbing cock locked in chastity as if she could possibly forget the captivity she has me in. But I know it’s not that. She just likes to be reminded. It sends a little jolt of pleasure through her every time she sees it, to know the outrageous power she has. To know the depths of my submission to her beauty.

Anya doesn’t say anything right away. But I watch as she bends her knees, curling her legs up. She reaches down toward one of her boots and pulls down the zipper on the side, taking hold of the slender heel to yank it off her foot. Then, she throws it at me.

Her lovers laugh as the leather boot hits me in the chest, making me grunt as I fumblingly catch it.

“I need these polished, cuck,” Anya says, smiling as she speaks, making her lovers laugh again. “I know you just did it for my date, but they got a little messy. Well, let’s be honest. This one got cum on it. Look.”

Anya shifts on the bed, her movements made awkward by the tight-laced corset she still wears, her breasts bouncing over the top of the garment. And I watch as she draws one foot up toward her, pointing at the single boot she’s still wearing. I see the messy white puddle on the toe of her boot, and I gulp as if trying to swallow the shame and rage it gives me, tasting all over again the bitter humiliation my wife loves to inflict on me.

“How… How did that happen, Lady Anya?”

“How do you think?” Anya smiled. “I was having fun with one of these studs, and he got a little… Well, excited, let’s say. But that’s okay. These boys have plenty of stamina. Just because they cum doesn’t mean they need to stop fucking me. Does it, guys?”

There’s a murmur of agreement from the men on either side of her, but I never take my eyes off Anya. And she does look away from me, either.

“In fact, there’s cum everywhere in here,” she says. “Look. One of them came on my corset, too. You’ll need to clean that off later, but I’m not done wearing it yet. These boys seem to love it almost as much as you do.”

As she speaks, Anya’s hand moves from her leg up toward her torso. I cringe again as I see the white puddle of ejaculate on her stomach, highly visible against the black satin fabric of the corset. And I watch, open-mouthed, as my wife rubs her finger over it. Scooping up some of the juice, she slowly lifts her finger to her lips. She maintains that same deep eye contact with me as she takes her finger into her mouth, sucking it clean. It’s all I can do not to groan in desire and despair as I watch Anya be the wanton slut we both know she loves to be, humiliating me more and more with every thing she does, every word she speaks.

“So get to work,” Anya says. Leaning forward with some difficulty, she reaches for her boot again and unzips it. She throws that at me too, and I struggle to catch it, desperate not to let another man’scum contact my skin anywhere on my body. But for now, Anya is done with me. Finally looking away, she turns toward the man on her left, the one who’s sitting up against the headboard. She smiles at him, and he smiles back at her, and I watch as he lifts one arm and places it around her shoulders. She slides across the bed toward him. As she reaches again for his thick cock, already halfway hard at the sight of my wife, I quickly turn away.

Their laughter pursues me down the hall. I carry Anya’s glossy leather boots, still warm from her body, through our house, heading toward the kitchen. There’ll be no relief there, either. I here Anya and her lovers from all over the house, and soon, as their moans and groans of passion get louder, I know exactly what’s happening. Those tireless men are working together to fuck my wife again, and here I am, wiping that cum off her sexy boots.

Because they are sexy. There’s no denying that. The glossy leather shines darkly in the light, a kind of black mirror in which I see my own shame and depravity reflected back at me, and I’m no longer surprised by how closely linked disgrace and arousal are for me. Reaching for the paper towels, I tear one off and grimace as I wiped the cum off the toe of her boot. I can’t keep myself from trying to imagine what happened. Was he fucking her missionary, then pulled out right at the moment of ejaculation and sprayed on her foot? Was he taking her from behind? Was she rubbing this glossy leather, the slick leather I had polished to a mirror shine, on the shaft of his cock just to tease him, the way she sometimes does with me? The possibilities vibrated inside my mind, tormenting me further as I wiped away his seed and threw the paper towel in the kitchen bin. Then, to the soundtrack of my wife having her three-way again, I root around under the sink, find the shoe polish, and start polishing.

The kitchen floor feels cool on the skin of my backside as I sit my back to the cabinets. As always at times like this, I feel completely defeated, deflated, emasculated, worthless. I hold Anya’s boots between my thighs as I rub the polish into the leather, and I can’t keep my hands from taking on the rhythm of the noisy sex I hear her having. Again, the bed is creaking. Again, she is moaning in pleasure. Again, I hear her voice muffled as someone puts something in her mouth, and I don’t doubt what it is. My wife is full of their cum, drenched in it, along with our bed, and still, the slut wants more. I don’t need to ask, even though I know she’s going to tell me anyway. I don’t doubt for a second that this three-way is everything she hoped it would be, and more. It doesn’t matter if it’s the best sex of her life, though I find it easy to believe that it might be. What matters, what stings me all over again, is the thought that at any rate, it sounds much better than any sex she’s ever had with me.

And I sit there on the floor, polishing her boots like the lowly slave I am, my cock raging inside the chastity device as I catch the smell of her sweat rising from the leather. As if all I deserve of my beautiful wife is the ghost of her feet.

Once again, I hear her scream in orgasm. Once again, I hear one of the men grunting like an animal. I try not to think about what’s happening, but it’s impossible not to. They’re both reaching orgasm again, and I’ve lost count of how many times that’s happened tonight. Everyone is getting laid except me. These men are getting to have multi-orgasmic sex with the most beautiful woman in the world, and my wife is getting pumped full of the cum of well-hung strangers, and everyone but me is getting what they want. What they deserve, maybe. Maybe that includes me, too.

Silence falls in our house. Or something close to it. For now, all I hear is the sound of my brush moving over Anya’s boots, bringing out the mirror shine she demands from her sexy footwear. From the bedroom, I hear the odd murmur of conversation, but I’m far too far away to make out what’s being said. Again, it doesn’t matter. Maybe they’re talking about what a great time they’ve had. Maybe they’re talking about what a loser Anya’s husband is. Maybe they’re planning to do this again. The conversations my wife has with her lovers are none of my business unless she decides to make me listen, and when she does, it’s for the sole purpose of humiliating me further.

As I put the finishing touches to her gleaming boots, I hear movement from the bedroom. It’s the soft sound of bare feet padding down the hallway. I raise my head from where I sit on the floor to see Anya walk around the corner. She looks, of course, as radiant as ever. Again, her cheeks are flushed with the glow of orgasm, her fiery red hair a tangled mess that somehow looks even better than it did at the start of her date. Her corseted body torments me with its hourglass perfection, her breasts rising and falling in the tight garment as she takes a deep breath and lets it out in a long sigh. She stands at the entrance to the kitchen with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, and she knows I’m looking at her pussy. She knows I’m seeing the wreckage left behind by other men, the mixture of her and their cum shining on her swollen lips and slowly dripping down the inside of her thighs. She’s letting me look. She wants me to look, to see what the strangers have done to her. To see, all over again, what I can’t have.

“Look at you, sitting on the floor, cuck,” she says.

“I didn’t want to get shoe polish on the furniture, Lady Anya.”

“Quite right. You know I’d punish you for that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Good boy. Are my shoes ready?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Did you get all his cum off them?”

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I say, trying not to wince as if struck by a blow, without much success. Anya sees it, of course. And that sadistic little smile lifts the corners of her lips again as she steps forward.

Even in bare feet, her body sways provocatively with every step she takes. I’m absolutely transfixed by her curvaceous perfection, the swell of breasts and hips bracketing the narrow waist the corset enhances, making her look like an absolute vision of dominant femininity. I’ve noticed before how the spell she weaves over me, always unbelievably potent, only grows stronger the closer she gets. When she stands above me, like now, I’m completely helpless. I know exactly why I do these humiliating, disgraceful, outrageous things for the woman I love. Because she’s just too sexy to deny.

Anya leans forward. She places her hand on the kitchen counter above me for balance as she lifts one foot slowly from the floor, pointing her toes down. She doesn’t have to say anything. I know what she wants. I slide her boots onto her foot, carefully pulling up the zipper, and she sets her foot down, taking a moment to balance herself on the slender heel. Then she repeats the procedure with the other foot, and I put her other boot on too, zipping that up. My hands are trembling just from touching her, just from the pure desire that fills me the way light fills a room, and she knows it. She smiles down at me like a benevolent summer sun, beautiful and destructive and completely irresistible.

Tap. Tap. Tap. I groan as Anya taps the toe of one gleaming black boot on my caged cock.

“Yeah, they look pretty good,” she says, turning her foot a little to admire the shine of her boots.“You’d never know a guy just came on them, would you? Well, not unless I told you, anyway.”

“No, Lady Anya.”

“I bet you’d give a lot to be allowed just to cum on my boots right now, wouldn’t you, cuck? Even if it just meant you had to polish them all over again.”

“Oh, yes, Lady Anya,” I said, letting my wife hear the desperation in my voice, hearing her laughter at the sound of it.

“That’s so pathetic. I can tell you really mean it, too.”

“I do, Lady Anya.”

“You’d let me lock you up in chastity for another month just for that privilege, wouldn’t you, cuck?”

“Yes, Lady Anya!”

“Well, too bad for you that part of our relationship is over. I don’t have to bargain with you anymore. I’m keeping that cock locked up for just as long as I want. After all, it’s my property. I do whatever I want with it.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

By now, I’m a quivering ball of desire, if I wasn’t already. This kind of talk never fails to get me going, to make me tremble with the sheer audacity of the woman who has become my mistress. And the worst part – the best part, maybe, too – is that she’s absolutely right. I call this a game, but it’s hardly a game anymore. Anya really does own my cock. I don’t even get to touch it without her permission, and that permission seems to get more and more rare with every week that passes.

“Amazing,” Anya says, shaking her head. Her long red hair whispers over her bare shoulders, the fiery color contrasting beautifully with the deep black of her corset. And as I gaze up at her, I can’t help but see the white stain on that corset, the evidence of what she’s been doing with her boy toys, and it makes me shiver.

“Heel.”

Lifting her foot away from my cock, Anya abruptly turns on her heels. I listened to the rhythmic clicking as she strides across the kitchen, her ass swaying from side to side with every step, the muscles of her toned legs bulging through the stockings that cling to her body. And I scamper after her. I don’t even get up. I crawl on my hands and knees, knowing it will amuse her, knowing it always makes her happy to reduce me to this.

Anya walks out of the kitchen, across the living room, and sits down on the living room sofa with a sigh. Her black panties are still on the floor close to her feet as she crosses her legs, depriving me of the sight of her freshly fucked pussy dripping with the residue of her lovers. I kneel at her feet, gazing up her with undisguised hunger, awaiting further instructions. And she smiles at me as if she’s doing me a favor, as if she’s a kind and benevolent goddess instead of the unbelievably cruel dominatrix we both know her to be.

“You want to do something to turn me on right now, cuck?”

“You know I always do, Lady Anya.”

Anya chuckles.

“That’s right. You always do. Even though you know what happens next. I’m not going to have sex with you, am I? After all, why would I have sex with my husband when I have two beefy studs waiting in the bedroom for me?”

“You wouldn’t, Lady Anya.”

“No. I wouldn’t. But you just love getting me going, don’t you? You love turning your mistress on.”

“I really do, Lady Anya.”

“Then lick my boots. Give them a nice spit shine. I want you groveling at my feet, licking my boots while I sit here with another man’s cum dripping out of me.”

She can be so crude sometimes. But those evil words sound so unbelievably hot coming from her gorgeous lips. And as usual, she’s absolutely right. I may not be able to have sex with my wife, especially not on one of her frequent date nights. But I still love turning her on, no matter what it takes.

So I inch forward on my knees. I bend at the waist, placing my feet on the floor on either side of the one foot of hers that is on the ground. Her other shining boot hovers above me as she watches, and I press my lips to the polished leather, feeling the familiar sensation of their flawless smoothness against my skin.

I kiss her boot tentatively, tenderly, respectfully. Worshiping her the way I know she likes to be worshiped. The way she demands it. And all the while, my cock aches relentlessly in its steel prison, desperate for this woman I can’t have but can only serve, can only kneel in awe of while she torments me for her selfish pleasure.

I reverently kiss and lick my wife’s shining boot. And once she’s satisfied, she crosses her legs, then re-crosses them the other way, setting her other foot on the floor. I grovel in front of that boot too. And above me, my wife sighs happily, biting her swollen lower lip as she watches me debase myself for no other reason than the faint hope that if I do what she says, she might, one day, though not today, allow me to have sex with her again.

“That’s a good boy. You’re being such a good cuck lately. You must want me so badly.”

“I do, Lady Anya. You’re the sexiest, most beautiful woman in the world. I love you so much, I can’t believe I’m married to a goddess like you.”

“Awww, that’s so sweet,” Anya says, tilting her head to one side. “I love you too. I love that you do this for me. I love that I own your cock, and I never let you use it. I love that I get to get fucked by sexy studs whenever I like, and the meaner I am to you, the more you love me for it.”

I look up at her as she smiles down at me. My heart is vibrating in my chest, lit up as usual by my complicated feelings toward this unbelievable woman. Because I know she isn’t lying. This might not look like love to most, but to us, it’s the highest expression of the way we feel about each other. That, in the end, is all that matters.

Anya uncrosses her legs. As she rises to her feet, I catch another glimpse of that dripping pussy between her legs, and my cock throbs all over again in its tight cell.

“Well, I better get back to my boys,” Anya says. “You can stay out here and listen to how a real man makes me cum. Aren’t you a lucky little cuckold?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

And as crazy as it sounds, I actually meant it.


  
8. Anya’s New Idea

“Heads, or tails?” Megan asked me.

“Up to you,” I shrugged.”

Anya’s voice was the only sound in the room now, the only thing I could hear beside the steady beating of my own heart. She sat on the bed, leaning against the headboard, her bright blue eyes shining, fixed on the screen in front of her. She was reading me a story. But this was no bedtime story, no ordinary book. This was one of the erotic stories she had become so addicted to lately. One of those Katt Ford stories she couldn’t stop reading, full of dominant women and submissive men, the stories that, it seemed, were giving her all these wild ideas that I could barely keep up with.

And now, she wanted me to know exactly what she was reading.

“Well, I have to say, I’ve been hankering to fuck that cute little face of his.” Something about the soft drawl of Megan’s accent made her statement sound even dirtier than it was. Without further ado, she reached for the button at the front of her pants. As I watched her struggle with the skintight leather, I was glad I had worn a dress. But soon enough, she got her pants off, pulling them carefully over the high heels she refused to remove. Just like me, she had gone without underwear that night, and with a strange thrill of excitement, I was looking at my friend’s pussy. Framed by a neat strip of carefully trimmed pubic hair much like my own, her lips sparkled with the faint trace of moisture. It was amazing how…well, normal’s not the right word. How unremarkable all this felt. I’d never until that moment imagined that I would see Megan naked. But as she peeled off her sequined top and cast aside her bra, I gave a sort of inward shrug. What was the difference? Pleasure was what mattered here. We were playing by our rules now, not the ones society forced upon us. My own dress sprang away from my body as I pulled the zipper in the back down and peeled it off. My own bra followed Megan’s to the floor. I watched her body move as she walked towards Trevor’s head. Then she turned, pirouetting gracefully in her tall heels to face me again. Trevor’s hungry eyes gazed up at her as she straddled his head, her pussy lewdly on display to the captive man beneath her. There wasn’t even a glimmer of jealousy in my heart as I stepped forwards too, planting my own high-heeled feet either side of Trevor’s hips. Good friends share, don’t they? It wasn’t just the bond between my boyfriend and I that seemed to be accelerated by this chastity kink. I’d never grown so close to a female friend in such a short time as I had with Megan. The secrets that we shared bound us together, all of us.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, listening. Listening and watching. The rules of this game were perfectly clear. With Anya, these days, they usually were. I was there to listen. Not to act. And of course, with my cock still locked in painful chastity, my options for acting were limited anyway. She didn’t want me to touch her; not yet, anyway. What she wanted was for me to want her, while she filled my head with these kinky images, tormenting me with them and with the sight of her. She was sitting on the bed in a matching bra and panty set, exposing her beautiful body to me, and we hadn’t had sex in what felt like forever, and I was, as always, in a wild state of desire. Right where my dominant wife wanted me.

“Megan bent her knees as she lowered herself down onto Trevor’s face,” Anya read. “I watched her take the dildo gag in her hand, the dark head pressing against her as she crouched, positioning herself carefully while feeding it inside. The dildo slowly pushed aside her swollen lips as she settled down onto it, and her gasp of pleasure made my own desire flare up inside me as I watched. Megan’s knees hit the floor on either side of Trevor’s head, and his face disappeared beneath her as she sat on top of him, smiling delightedly. I could only imagine the view he was getting as the dildo sank inside her, filling her pussy just inches from Trevor’s gagged face. Unable to take it any longer, I sank to the floor myself, grabbing the strap-on dildo and forcing it between my legs. I gasped too, the sound making Megan smile as I fed the toy inside myself. I had already had my orgasms tonight, but there’s something about the delicious feeling of fullness that comes from being penetrated. I love having my pussy licked - by men and women, I had recently learned - but it’s nice to have something substantial inside you. As my nerves ignited in ecstasy, I wasted no time, rocking up and down on the dildo while soft moans rose from my throat.

“Charlie,” Megan said. Her voice was low, her breathing heavy. Her tongue seemed to curl around the word, caressing it slowly as she released it into the scented air. “Charlie, are you watching this?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he panted. I groaned out loud. Charlie had been silent most of the night, and I had forgotten that Megan made him call her Ma’am. It sent a ripple of delight through my body as I heard it again.

“Mmmm, Charlie, this cock just feels so gooood,” Megan went on. Her eyes closed as she raised her face to the ceiling, her hands on her hips as her stomach convulsed, grinding her clit against Trevor’s dripping face with the dildo buried inside her. “I bet you wish it was your cock I was riding, don’t you?”

“Yes Ma’am,” Charlie groaned.

“How bad, Charlie boy? How bad do you want me?”

“So bad, ma’am! Please!” Charlie’s metal cuffs rattled against the chair as he struggled uselessly. “Please let me fuck you, ma’am, please!”

“Oh, I don’t think so, Charlie boy,” Megan said, opening her eyes and flashing poor Charlie a devilish smile. “Kayla here’s told me about all the bad things you’ve done. You’re not going to have sex ever again, until I know you’ve learned your lesson.”

“Phew,” Anya said, fanning herself with one hand as the other held her e-reader.

At last, she raised her bright eyes from the screen to look at me. She was putting on an act, I knew, but that didn’t mean it was necessarily a lie. I could tell by the pink flush in her cheeks, the one I had become so familiar with over the last little while, that she was genuinely turned on. And the story she was telling me was insane, of course. But on the other hand, it was only a little bit more extreme than the things we had recently been doing in real life. Sure, we didn’t have the range of toys the characters in the story did. Our sex up to that point, if you could even call it that, had been confined to just the two of us. But it couldn’t escape my notice that it was the same in the details that mattered. What mattered was that she was completely in charge, her beauty giving her all power she needed to control and dominate me. In that respect, it was just like the story she was so eager to tell me. And I couldn’t help putting myself in the place of the characters, feeling my way into their emotions, imagining what it would be like to do the wild acts the author was describing. As usual - as always, when Anya was around - my cock was throbbing desperately inside the inescapable chastity, desperate for release that I had no reason to believe was coming anytime soon.

“That’s hot, isn’t it?” Anya smiled at me from her position on the bed. It was obvious what she wanted me to say. But the awful truth was, there was something kind of sexy about the story she was telling me. It was insane, of course. And I’m not stupid. I could see where the story was going, and it made me worry about what exactly Anya had planned for our future. But at the same time, there was that irresistible side to it, too. That strange thrill that came from doing these outrageous things, and hiding behind the fact that my wife made me do them. Anya didn’t have the faintest trace of shame about what she was doing, about treating me this way. I couldn’t say the same for myself. After all, shame, along with desire, was part of the engine that drove all of this. And at times, I envied her that poise that she had. My wife had found what she liked, and it was incredibly kinky, and she was absolutely fine with that. If I still wasn’t, maybe I was the weird one, not her.

“So she’s just going to fuck this other guy right in front of him?” I said, trying to keep my voice calm and level. Trying not to show the fear and doubt and uncertainty that vibrated inside me, even though I knew there wasn’t much chance of that. Anya smiled, and I knew she could see right through me. She could see everything I tried to hide, even from myself. After all, that was exactly how we had gotten to this point in the first place.

“Seems that way,” she said with a smile. “It’s going to be torture for poor Charlie, isn’t it?”

“I guess so.”

I shifted a little on the side of the bed as she spoke. I was completely naked, by her orders, except for the chastity device, of course. Generally, that was how Anya most liked to see me. She liked the reminder of the power she had over me, the total control over my body that the cruel device gave her. And like an idiot, I always happily went along with it, thinking that if I was naked, there was at least a faint chance of sex. By this point, I had of course realized that faint chances were all I got. The best I could hope for was for my wife to show me a little bit of mercy. But that wasn’t a quality she had been displaying a great deal of lately.

“It’s so sexy though, don’t you think?” And her eyes were shining as she shifted on the bed in front of me, setting aside her e-reader and leaning forward on her hands. “That kind of power. That control. Teasing him like that, with what he can’t have. You know I love to tease.”

“Yeah, I see that,” I said, making Anya laugh again. But I didn’t laugh. To me, it wasn’t funny. To me, it was just the truth I lived in now, my mind forever buzzing with a constant sense of erotic humiliation and desperate lust. And Anya loved nothing better than making it worse.

“And I love having power over you. And what would be a better display of that power that doing whatever I want? Even with another guy?”

My heart trembled in my chest.

Look, it wasn’t like I hadn’t seen this coming. It wasn’t like the thought, the possibility, hadn’t crossed my mind before. From the moment she locked my cock away, this had been my biggest fear, even if I didn’t even want to put it into words. I love my wife, and I couldn’t imagine life without her. I didn’t want to. Losing her was too terrible a thought to even consider, but now it was staring at me all the same, leaving me breathless with hatred and fear, terrifying me with its awful possibility.

“Anya, what are you saying?”

I spoke calmly, quietly, doing my best to keep my voice under control. All the same, I could hear how emotion made it quake. And Anya kept smiling, but I knew she heard it too. She knew what she was doing to me, and perhaps it was exactly what she wanted. That didn’t make it any easier to take.

“Well… Don’t you think it would be kind of fun?”

“What would?”

By now, I was running on pure intuition. Nothing in my life had ever prepared me for a conversation like this. I had no idea how to handle it, no clue how to navigate this strange situation I had been thrust inside. And my natural instinct for caution made me feel like the best thing to do was not to assume anything. Make her say whatever it was she wanted to say. Get it out in the open, then go from there. I didn’t know if that was right or wrong, but I stuck with it anyway.

Anya crawled slowly across the bed toward me. She still had that faint smile on her face, that look of wild joy in her eyes. And she knew exactly what she was doing, just like I did. Still, I fell for it anyway. It still worked. Knowing the tricks she was using did nothing to make me immune to them, and I could never get immune to her beauty anyway. Her breasts hung heavy in her lacy bra as she moved slowly toward me, closer by the second, her power growing with every millimeter she got closer to me. Maybe it was already over. Maybe, in our own ways, we both knew it. Since when did my sexy wife ever fail to get exactly what she wanted?

“Well, here’s the thing,” Anya said. Sitting close to me now, she stopped crawling on the bed, instead curling her legs up underneath her. Reaching out, she ran her hand over my arm, the softness of her skin sending another thrill of pleasure through me the way it invariably did. She could charm herself out of, or me into, just about anything. We both knew that. Still, if I was correct in guessing what was on her mind now, it was going to be her greatest challenge ever. Clearly, brimming with confidence the way she had been ever since she locked my cock away, Anya felt equal to it.

“They just go together, don’t they? Chastity and cuckolding. I mean, you want me so bad. It’s written all over your face. And I love that. It turns me on so much. The only problem is that I get so horny, and then I have sex with you, and then it’s not the same. Don’t get me wrong, honey, it’s good,” she said, sliding that hand that I supposed was meant to be reassuring up and down my arm again. “In fact, it’s been great lately. But these days, I’m a greedy girl. I want to have my cake and eat it. I want to be able to get fucked, but still keep you as my frustrated little chastity slave.”

“You want to sleep with other guys.”

“Well, there wouldn’t be much sleeping going on,” Anya said, giggling as she spoke. But her face turned suddenly serious when she saw that I was a very long way away from finding any of this funny.

“Look, honey, I know it’s a lot,” she said, speaking softly now, as if trying not to frighten me. As if it that ship hadn’t already sailed long ago. “And I’m totally happy with you. I really am. Especially now. I mean, you can’t deny that we’re having the best sex of our entire relationship now. When I let you do it, anyway,” she said, letting out another chuckle that I did not share. “This would just be another level of that. Still something between us. Still about me having power over you, about you being horny and frustrated. This would just be an even more intense version of what we’re already doing.”

What my wife was saying pulled off the difficult feat of being at the same time almost reasonable and just about the craziest thing I had ever heard. I didn’t want her to cheat on me, of course I didn’t. The thought of her with another man almost made me physically sick, and it hurt my heart in ways I couldn’t begin to describe. But as always with Anya and me and with these games we played, there was more at work here. My feelings were never straightforward, never clear, even to me. Even as she said it, even as my mind rebelled at the unbelievable idea, I could feel it taking hold of me all the same. A feeling I had felt before, a feeling I had learned over the last little while to be very wary of. It was the feeling of getting sucked deeper into Anya’s strange erotic world all over again, the feeling of losing my ability to say no, to insist on normal, reasonable boundaries. The feeling of surrender. In some ways, it was one of the best things about this new lifestyle we were developing together.

“I mean, we both know you like to watch,” Anya said, pressing her advantage, squeezing my arm again as she spoke. “Now, just imagine watching me get fucked by another guy. Watching me scream and moan and explode in orgasm, and knowing you can’t have that. Knowing that, as my husband, you just get to watch. Isn’t that about the sexiest thing you’ve ever heard? Isn’t your little cock just aching with desire in that cage right now?”

“Well, that’s not really fair,” I said. “It always is.”

Anya chuckled again, even though I wasn’t joking. This wild game of tease and denial had me desperate for release most of the time, and certainly any time when Anya was flaunting her gorgeous body in sexy underwear like this. It wasn’t fair. I was completely outmatched, completely enslaved by her beauty and my irresistible desire for her, so caught up in it all that even this new and completely outrageous idea did, if I was being fully and completely honest with myself, sound kind of sexy. Maybe Anya knew it, and maybe she didn’t. But she had already won.

“And I love that about you,” Anya said. “So wouldn’t it be fun to see how far we can take this? And I don’t even mean actually having sex with these guys, necessarily. I mean, it’s a hot idea to think about, but maybe that’s a step too far for us. For you. But that doesn’t mean we couldn’t play with the idea of it.”

“What do you mean?”

Of course, I knew I was walking into a trap. I knew Anya had prepared for this little talk, had probably rehearsed in her mind how she wanted it to go. I, meanwhile, was totally broadsided by it. Just another advantage my beautiful, cruel, dominant wife had over me. And yet I walked right into the trap anyway with my eyes open, my head up, willingly, at least on some level. Because after all, she wasn’t wrong. She was many, many things, but mistaken was not one of them. From the moment she mentioned it, I found myself thinking about it. Her, the woman I loved, moaning with pleasure while having sex with somebody who wasn’t me. Seeing that beautiful body in the throes of passion was unbelievably erotic, and lately, I had had more opportunities than ever before to witness Anya’s pleasure and passion without being directly involved myself. It was intoxicating. It was an addiction. It was something that, more and more these days, it was starting to feel like I needed, like it was something I couldn’t live without. Probably my wife knew that just as well as I did.

“Well, let’s start off small,” Anya said. Now, she wasn’t looking directly at me, those startling eyes resting instead on the bed sheets between us as she trailed a single finger up and down my arm.

“Just play around with the idea. Like… Okay, how about this? We go out. I put on something really sexy, and we go to a bar. We pretend like we’re not together. Let’s see how long it takes before a guy hits on me. That’s all. Just a bit of flirting, a bit of fun. It doesn’t have to go any further than that.”

It didn’t. She was right about that. It could have just ended there, a dark but relatively innocent psychological game, and a display of Anya’s power to attract other man that I never doubted, not even for a minute.

But even then, back when I could never have imagined how far all this would take us, the depths of submission to my wife to which I would fall, I had a feeling it would not end there. I knew my wife, and even if these crazy games had come as a surprise to me, it was clear even then the kind of woman I was dealing with. Anya loved it. She loved the power, and she loved the thrill, and she would do whatever it took to get what she wanted. Whatever she wanted. More and more, I was starting to feel like a passenger in my own life, just along for the ride. Just there to do as Anya said and submit to every wild idea this gorgeous woman had, no matter how crazy or humiliating or downright insane it might be. And of course, thinking of it in those terms only turned me on more.

“I mean… We could try that, I suppose,” I said reluctantly, already knowing it was over. But Anya’s eyes leapt up from the bed to meet mine, and I saw the look of wild excitement in them. I saw, all over again, just how much this all turned her on, and as much as it terrified me, as horrified as I was at what I had just agreed to, that look on her gorgeous face almost made it all worth it.

“Really? Oh my God, Rob, that’s amazing! Oh, I love you so much.”

And she almost threw herself at me, overcome by sudden wild passion. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me desperately, and I kissed her back almost instinctually, overwhelmed a little by this sudden display. But it didn’t take long for the old reflexes to kick in. Feeling her body in my arms, feeling her kissing me with such hunger, had a predictable effect on my libido. As always, my cock was throbbing inside the chastity device, hungry for her and that amazing body I could feel against mine.

The only difference was that, this time, it seemed like Anya was actually willing to do something about it.

She didn’t say anything at first. Disentangling herself from my arms, she moved past me on the bed, springing to her feet. I watched, not immediately understanding what was going on, as she moved toward her bedside table. The smile never left her face, her whole body seeming to be lit up with excitement now that I had agreed to her latest insane idea. And when she pulled open the drawer of her bedside table and reached inside, I still didn’t know what she was doing. Not until she moved back toward the bed, moving with her usual hip-swinging stride, sat down on the side of the mattress, and reached a hand between my legs.

I gasped when I saw it. She had the key. In this context, there was only one key it could be, only one thing it could possibly mean. And Anya smiled like she was giving me the greatest gift imaginable as she slid the key into the lock of my chastity device and turned it. The lock clicked open, and my heart swelled with excitement as she removed the steel tube, setting it down on the bed beside us. Immediately, my cock swelled to full erection, and I groaned at the feeling I had been waiting for so long, the constant pressure of the steel chastity device finally gone. It made me dizzy. It practically made me tremble with the pure power and force of my frustrated desire. Anya wrapped her arms around my neck again, kissing me again, and for a while, despite everything that had happened, despite all that had been said and done, it felt like old times.

“I love you,” she murmured.

“I love you too,” I replied. But it was more than a rote response. It was the truth. As strange as it seemed after the conversation we had just had, after the outrageous idea I had just agreed to, I felt deeply in love with my wife all over again. That was a feeling that, ultimately, never went away. But sometimes, it was more intense than at others. This was one of those intense times, a great swelling of love rising up underneath my heart so that when I looked at Anya, I felt like I could hardly breathe.

Detaching herself from me again, she moved on the mattress. Pushing herself back toward the headboard, she lay down on the pillow, sweeping her red hair away from her face. Her eyes were locked on me, the smile never leaving her lips, the peaks and curves of her incredible body calling to me the way they always did. Except now, for once, I could actually do something about it.

Neither of us needed to say a single word. It happened, as these things often do, more or less by itself. Desire for her overtook me, and I didn’t have to think about anything anymore. I crawled across the mattress toward her, and she smiled up at me as she watched, and I took the waistband of her panties in my hands, pulling them down in one swift motion. She laughed as I stripped off her underwear, surrendering to me for once instead of the other way around. Serving up that incredible body that I had never desired more than I did now, practically on a platter. She was mine. Despite what she had said, despite the crazy idea she had about playing with other men – or because of it – my wife was finally completely mine again.

And I took her.

I climbed on top of Anya’s body, desperate to feel her in my arms. Reaching down between her spread legs, I guided my swollen cock into the tight wetness of her pussy, and we both moaned in pleasure at the blissful feeling. I slid inside my wife the way I used to, the way I had been longing to fall what felt like forever, and for the first time in a long time, she allowed it. She welcomed it.

I moved inside her, gradually picking up speed, bringing pleasure to us both as I fucked her. If this was where her ideas led, we both knew that I would go along with whatever she wanted.          


  
9. Anya’s New Target

In the kitchen, I scrub carefully at the fabric between my hands. The last thing I want to do is damage it. I know, better than anyone, how much these corsets cost, Anya’s lingerie of choice as exquisitely expensive as it is beautiful. And even as I’m doing it, I’m trying not to think too hard about it. Trying my best not to acknowledge the painful reality of what’s happening here. Because I’m washing another man’s cum out of my wife’s sexy black corset, and the full reality of that really doesn’t bear thinking about.

Except you can always rely on Anya to make things harder for me. I hear her coming, her bare feet padding on the kitchen floor, and I don’t turn around to look at her right away. She stops, and I practically feel her watching me. I feel her eyes watching as I perform this humiliating service, and while I might not know exactly what she’s thinking as I do it, I guess the general pattern. This kind of thing turns her on. It excites her. After everything the two of us have done together, she still hasn’t gotten bored of the power she has had over me since the day she locked me in chastity. In fact, if anything, she’s even more into it now that she was at first. If I’m addicted to her and her dominant tendencies, she’s every bit as addicted to being in charge. I can only imagine what it must feel like to have the kind of power she has over me, to have someone so desperately attracted to you that they’ll put up with the most outrageous humiliations and depravities just for a remote chance of having you. But that’s Anya’s daily life now.

“Are you getting that nice and clean for me, cuck?”

“I’m trying, Lady Anya,” I say, not lifting my head from the kitchen sink when my hands are busy in the warm water. “It’s not coming out.”

“Well, it better,” Anya says, stepping a little closer to me so she can peer over my shoulder and see what’s going on for herself. “I love that corset, and so do my boy toys. Really gets them excited. As you can see yourself.”

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I said meekly as she giggles behind me. I feel her hand resting lightly on my shoulder, and even just that is enough to get me going. It’s enough to make my heart pound, enough to make my cock ache as it sits locked in a cage that Lady Anya now rarely bothers to unlock. She didn’t need to. She has better men to please her than me.

And she almost never misses an opportunity to remind me of that.

“That was a fun night though, wasn’t it? My first threesome. Something tells me that it’s not going to be my last.”

I breathed deeply as Anya stands even closer behind me, sliding one hand down over my chest. It moves slowly, but deliberately, and even though I try to focus on the task in front of me, the job I’m supposed to be doing with her sexy lingerie, I can’t keep myself from tracking every tiny movement of her hand as it sinks slowly lower. My stomach flutters as Anya moves her hand over it, dropping ever lower until it’s between my legs. She takes my caged cock in her hand, squeezing possessively, and it’s all I can do to keep myself from moaning in frustrated desire while my goddess toys with me like this.

“You know the problem with men? Well, one of them, anyway. One of the many,” Anya says with a giggle, her voice loud in my ear as she leans her head on my shoulder. “You get tired too easily. It’s like, just when sex is getting good, some guy ruins all by coming. Even if he’s got the best cock in the world,” and here, Anya squeezes the steel tube of the chastity device, making me grunt with the desire I can barely endure while she teases me, “if he can’t keep going, it doesn’t really matter. That’s why I think it was so great being with two guys. While one of them is recovering, I can still have fun with the other one. Maybe a slut like me needs a minimum of two guys at a time to keep me happy. Maybe that’s why you never could. One of the reasons, anyway.”

There’s that teasing giggle again, an unnecessary reminder of just how much my wife loves to humiliate me. Standing at the kitchen sink washing the cumstains out of her corset, it’s not as if I’m going to forget who has the power in this relationship. But Anya never gets tired of reminding me anyway.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Have you, Lady Anya?”

She’s going to tell me anyway, so she may as well get it over with. But Anya likes to draw these things out sometimes, to keep me waiting for whatever she decides to say or do next. She’s enjoying this far too much, but Lady Anya enjoys basically everything about these games we play. It’s not just the sex, as wild and unforgettable as that is. It’s the whole thing. The psychological drama of it all, the teasing and the mockery. The cruelty she so often displays, and the occasional unexpected bursts of affection to keep me hanging on. She’s an absolute natural at this. Those kinky stories she reads help, but ultimately, Anya somehow seems to know exactly what she’s doing. All I can do, at best, is try to keep up.

“Yes, I have,” she says softly, and I hear the smile in her voice. “There’s this new guy at work. An intern. And he’s so fucking hot.”

“You want to fuck him, Lady Anya?”

Behind me, Anya bursts out laughing. And I know why. I try to keep my voice level as I speak, try to stay calm. After all, at this point in our relationship, it’s hardly unusual. Anya is forever taking new lovers, and she loves to tell me all about how attractive she finds them before she’s had sex with them, then spares me no detail about how good it was afterward. She knows it’s killing me. She loves that fact. That, after all, is a huge part of what all this is about. But until now, she’s never taken her kinky desires into the workplace before.

“Yeah, thinking about it,” Anya says. Again, she moves her hand, the one that’s possessively holding my caged cock, and I try not to grunt as she makes it bounce gently up and down. “I mean, remember when you were young? Don’t get me wrong, cuck. You never had the greatest cock in the world. But at least when we first started dating, it wasn’t lazy. Young guys get hard so easily, and they stay that way much longer. It’s been a while since I was with a young guy. I have to say, I kind of like the idea.”

I kept scrubbing, while my manhood surged and throbbed in its tight cage and in my wife’s teasing hand. Everything she was saying was sending shockwaves of lust and frustrated desire through me, just like she knew it would. Just like she intended it to. This game has its rules, its patterns, its trends, and we both know them all well. Still, it never stops being sexy to know that my wife has these wild ideas, these fantasies, this incredible sex drive that she has discovered in this more mature phase of her life. At 45 years old, she’s an insatiable vixen who demands pleasure from any man lucky enough to be chosen by her. It’s so fucking hot that I can barely stand it.

And yet I have to stand it. I have to take it. I am Anya’s cuckold and chastity slave, and that means I get no say in anything that happens. My sexy wife does whatever she wants, and my task is simply to deal with it.

“You’re going to seduce him?”

“If you want to put it like that, yeah, maybe,” Anya says with a smile. “Hopefully he’s into older women.”

“He’ll be into you, Lady Anya,” I said. And I meant it. It wasn’t mere flattery intended to earn my wife’s favor. It was the truth of how I felt. To me, she really is the sexiest woman alive. To me, there isn’t a man on earth who stands even the smallest chance of resisting her beauty. If she wanted to, she could probably have every single one of us locked up in chastity, begging to serve her. And sometimes, I think she’d like that.

Sometimes, I think I might, too.

As I spoke, I turned to face her at last. I knew what would happen if I did. It’s not like I ever resist her anyway, but seeing her, no matter what she’s wearing and no matter what she’s doing, only makes it more difficult. Like any addict, I can only stay clean for so long. Obsessed as I am with my wife, I can’t bear to look away for any length of time. Especially when she’s touching me like this. Especially when she’s being sexy and flirtatious and playful. The obsession only grows, day by day, almost hour by hour. And I am a helpless victim of my wife’s almost intolerable beauty.

Her eyes are shining as she looks into mine. That familiar smile is playing on her face, the one she wears at times like this, when a new idea is exciting her. Those gorgeous eyes moved over my face the way they often do, taking in my expression, and as usual, I get the sense that my wife knows what’s going through my head, maybe even better than I do. She never questions. She never doubts. She knows exactly who and what she is, exactly the power she has, and exactly how helpless I am to resist her. She knows she owns me completely.

“You’re so funny,” Anya chuckles. “Wanna help me?”

“Help you do what, Lady Anya?”

“Seduce him,” she says, her eyes doing their little dance over my shocked face again. “I mean, isn’t that kind of a cuckold’s job? To help his wife fuck other guys? If it isn’t, I feel like it probably should be.”

And of course, as always, it doesn’t matter what I think or feel about any of this. All that matters to me is giving Anya exactly what she wants.

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Good boy. What a good cuck you are,” Anya sneers condescendingly. “Okay. Once you’ve got that corset clean for me, we can start working on some outfits for me to wear to work and get this guy all excited to fuck me.”

*****

Dressing Anya for her date with another man is both the highlight and the lowlight of my new life as her cuckold. Nothing gets me more excited, more enchanted with desire for her, but at the same time, it’s hard to imagine a task more degrading, more humiliating, more symbolic of the new inferior place I have in her life.

It’s a kind of ritual. An activity that never fails to get us both going, to remind us of the strange path our life has taken.

And like all the best things we do, it’s something that usually happens at night.

But not this time. Now, it’s early in the morning, and here I am, preparing my gorgeous wife for her latest adventure. And if it’s true that in some senses, there’s nowhere else I’d rather be than here, doing this, it’s also inarguably true that nothing drives home my total submission to Anya better than this.

We did some shopping on the weekend. My wife loves to make me pay for the outfits she wears for other men. She loves to get my opinion on what to wear, using my never-sleeping desire for her as a guide to what will turn others on. Maybe I’m good at it; I don’t know. I just know that my obsession with Anya means that no man on earth spends more time thinking about how she looks, and maybe, in some way, that gives me some kind of edge.

And definitely, Anya’s going to look good today.

She had got up early, with too much to do to sleep late. Too excited too, maybe. My wife can’t resist a new adventure, a new wrinkle in this crazy game we play, and this was definitely that. Everyone at her office knows that she’s married. A lot of them have met me before. I didn’t know how she planned to get away with what she was about to do, and I didn’t ask. That was her business, not mine.

My business was to help her get dressed. And when Anya came back from the bathroom, her gorgeous features already enhanced by the skillful application of makeup, I had her outfit laid out for her already. I know the rules. Sex appeal is all that matters. Anya doesn’t care whether an outfit is comfortable, whether it’s practical. She just cares that it’s going to turn men on. Knowing she was going to work, to the office, did add a little complexity, I’ll admit. Her workplace isn’t super conservative, but it wasn’t like she could show up in one of her corsets the way she does for her dates. Still, I knew Anya would want me to take things just as far as I thought I could, dressing her just as provocatively as she could possibly get away with. The outfit I laid out for her on the bed did exactly that.

She’s already smiling as she steps through the open door of the bedroom, freshly showered, hair dried and carefully styled, makeup on. Her gorgeous body is wrapped in a towel that leaves very little to the imagination, and I can’t keep myself from studying her magnificent curves, knowing that’s exactly what she wants. Her eyes light up as she looks at the clothes I put out for her to wear. She already knew what she would be wearing. She had a big hand in choosing it. But I know how it goes. Seeing it like that, ready to be worn, somehow always makes it all seem that much more real.

She stands in front of me, her eyes shining, her big breasts rising and falling steadily under the fluffy towel clinging desperately onto them. Then, she reaches to where the towel is gathered at her side, tucked into itself. Slowly, she unfastens it, sweeping her arm out to one side as she removes the towel. And now, my wife is standing in front of me naked, and no matter how many times I’ve seen every inch of that magnificent body, it doesn’t matter. Every time is like the first time. Maybe even more erotic, in fact, now that I’m locked in chastity. Everything I can’t have shines in front of me as she stands there, soaking up my attention.

“Bra, cuck,” she orders. Her words are harsh, but her tone isn’t. She’s smiling, speaking softly the way she often does in these moments of strange and teasing intimacy we often have. The truth is, my dominant wife doesn’t need to scream and yell to make her point. All it takes is a quiet word from her, and I’m ready to do exactly as I’m told.

I pick up the bra that sits on the bed. It’s a red lacy number, unspeakably sexy. And I know what it will do to her body. The underwires will push her breasts high on her chest, making a cleavage that was already almost impossible to ignore even more eye-catching. There was a time, before all this started, when she used to wear that bra sometimes on dates with me, knowing the effect it had. More recently, she wears it for her lovers, if she’s not having me lace her into a corset for their viewing pleasure. As far as I know, she’s never worn it to work before. But with Anya, I know, there’s always something new around the corner.

Standing behind her, I slide that bra up her arms, positioning the straps on her shoulders. Then, hardly even daring to breathe, I position it on her chest, maneuvering her gorgeous boobs into the small cups. The enticing mounds of flesh rise higher on her chest, just as I knew they would. I can’t turn my eyes away, looking over her shoulder with my mouth watering, transfixed the way I always was by what I couldn’t have.

“God, I can’t believe I’m wearing this to work,” Anya giggles, making her breasts bounce even more in the tight confines of the bra. “I mean, look at these things. This is not work appropriate at all.”

“Do you want to wear something else, Lady Anya?”

“No,” my wife says thoughtfully, smiling at me over her shoulder as she speaks. “I mean, some of the other women might talk, but they’re going to talk anyway. Let them. They just wish they had a sex life like mine, and a cuckold husband like you to make it all possible.”

I say nothing. What she’s saying is strangely affectionate, in its own humiliating way. It embarrasses me to acknowledge that even such disgraceful praise feels good when it comes from her. So I just focus on the task given to me, adjusting her bra until it’s perfect, until her breasts sit high on her chest, the smooth flesh pressed close against itself, her cleavage deep and delicious and, admittedly, highly inappropriate for the workplace. But perfectly appropriate, of course, for what Anya has in mind.

Once I have her bra right, I turn myself away from her with substantial effort and move back toward the bed. The shirt she wants to wear is a deep dark red color that you might think would clash with the lighter red of her hair, but Anya is the kind of woman who can pull it off. Standing behind her again, I slide the shirt onto her torso. As she puts her hands behind her back to allow me to put it on, another strange little shiver passes through me. She’s handcuffed me and tied me up so many times now, and it always starts like this, with my hands behind my back and her taking gentle but firm hold of my wrists. But I don’t tie Anya up, of course. That would never be allowed.

The silk shirt seems to whisper its way up her arms toward her shoulders, the glossy fabric catching the light and throwing it back to my hungry eyes. I’m reluctant, like I always am, to cover up that magnificent body, those majestic boobs. But those are the rules. That’s what Anya wants from me. And I slide the silk shirt up onto her shoulders, my caged cock pressing hard against her ass as I wrap my arms around her from behind, blindly finding the buttons of the shirt with my fingers. It gives me another chance to stare down at that incredible cleavage, and I don’t miss the opportunity. Anya knows what I’m doing, of course. She likes me to look. Normally, when I dress her for her dates, it’s a kind of foreplay, a way to get her in the mood for sex with other men. Today, early in the morning, it’s not exactly that. But it still feels the same. Every bit as exciting and humiliating as it’s supposed to be.

One by one, the buttons slide into their respective holes. And as I button up the shirt, I struggle to close it over her huge breasts. The buttons strain, the shirt growing wickedly tight around her body as I get the last button in place. It’s low on her shirt, exposing the expanse of her cleavage. Low enough, in fact, that standing as I am behind her, looking down at her chest, I still see the lacy edge of her push-up bra. Somehow, being partially covered like this manages to make her boobs even more alluring than they already were. Already, my wife looks like a sex goddess, and we are only halfway done dressing her.

“Skirt,” she says softly. As if I don’t already know that. As if I haven’t been thinking about this for days now.

By itself, the skirt is nothing. As I pick it up from the bed, feeling its unaccustomed weight in my hands, I look at it. It’s just a piece of material, a tube of black rubber. But I know that on her body, it will become so much more than that. It will become the kind of thing that haunts my submissive dreams, a promise of something too wild and beautiful for someone like me to ever deserve.

Funny the things you learn, living a life like mine. Anya doesn’t wear latex very often, but this isn’t the first time. I already have the lube ready.

Anya takes the skirt from me, holding onto it while I take the bottle of lube and sink to the floor. Kneeling at the feet of my goddess, I get to work, squirting the thick liquid out of the bottle and rubbing it on her legs. Soon, her skin begins to shine in front of my eyes, and as I move ever higher up her body, my excitement predictably grows.

This is what I want. This is what entrances me, what makes me excited at the thought of helping her to get dressed, even though I know it’s just part of my latest humiliation. I get to touch her. I get to worship every inch of her gorgeous body with my hands, making her skin shine with lubrication wherever I touch her. Moving ever higher on her body, I shift on my knees, circling around behind her while she stands above me. With both hands, I rub lubricant into the cheeks of her ass, massaging the flesh, trying to resist the urge to lean forward and kiss it. It’s not the ass of a married 45 year old woman I’m looking at. It’s the ass of an absolute goddess, the curves perfectly calibrated to drive men wild with outrageous sexual desire. And as always, my cock aches desperately inside its cage, and as always, there’s nothing at all I can do about that. It’s what Anya wants, to have me trembling and desperate, to have me frustrated beyond what I think I can endure but still doing what I’m told, still doing exactly what she wants. As always, desire crackles in the room with us like its own demonic presence, and I feel my wife getting more excited by the minute as I debase myself before her incredible beauty.

She turns around. I blink as I gazed up her, speechless in her presence. She looks so desirable, and I’m so turned on, partly by the knowledge of why we’re doing this. The thought of her going to all this effort to seduce some young man at work she doesn’t even know only makes the whole thing even more unbelievably erotic. Her breasts rise and fall steadily in the front of her shirt, and even from below, I catch glimpses of that stunning cleavage that only makes me want her more.

“You better be quick, cuck,” Anya says with a faint sigh.

“What do you mean, Lady Anya?” I say, glancing toward the clock beside our bed. We still have time before she has to leave for work, before I have to go out into the world and try to pretend to be a real person. But Anya smiles down at me, beaming with excitement. As she should.

“Well, I assume you’re going to want to make me cum before I go to work, aren’t you?” she says, as if it’s just that simple for her, and I guess it is. And she’s right, of course. In my state of desperate arousal and frustration, it feels like it’s almost all I want. Of course I want to have sex with this gorgeous woman I’m married to. Of course I want to have an orgasm of my own. But my wife has trained me so well that it hardly even crosses my mind. It’s her pleasure that matters, always. In the depths of my shameful desire, it feels like that’s all I want.

“Can I, Lady Anya?”

“You’d better. You’ve got me all excited, and you know a slut like me shouldn’t go this long without an orgasm. So get to work, cuck. Get me in the mood to find myself a new boy toy to play with.”

My lubricated fingers slide easily up Anya’s inner thighs, seeking out the warmth and softness that lies between them. She tosses the latex skirt back onto the bed, ignored for now. We have bigger things to worry about. And I slide my fingers past the faint resistance of the entrance of her pussy, my desire boiling inside me as I hear her moan. I slide my fingers deep inside, desperate for that warmth, that softness, that heat. And Anya closes her eyes, her lips parting to let out another moan, her body starting to shake with the onrush of pleasure.

There’s nothing even remotely easy about serving a dominant woman like Anya. There’s nothing simple or normal or straightforward about bowing to a woman like this, about helping her to betray me with anyone she wants. But at times like this, I don’t even question why I do it. I barely even think about it. I just do what I’m told, losing myself in the wild and unforgettable pleasure of being Anya’s pathetic cuckold slave.

And she loves it, and me, all the more for it.


  
10. Worshipping Anya

“I still can’t believe we’re doing this.”

Anya turned to me and smiled as I spoke, and straightaway, I remembered why we were doing it. This was what my wife wanted, and what Anya wants, Anya gets. It’s just that simple. I can dress it up in all kinds of fancy language, dive into the complex psychology and sexuality that underpins our new arrangement. But in its most simple form, it meant only one thing: I do what my wife says.

Even now. Even we were about to take this already crazy game even further, venturing into completely uncharted territory that filled me with fear. I couldn’t stand the thought of losing my wife. And Anya, for all her newfound cruelty, had gone out of her way to reassure me that this wasn’t that. She wasn’t going anywhere, she kept reminding me. She was just having a little bit of fun. Who knows? Maybe this new adventure would even bring us closer together.

I didn’t buy that. And yet, somehow, I was buying into it anyway, wasn’t I? I was letting this crazy new development go ahead. I didn’t know what I could possibly do to stop it, even if it wasn’t what I wanted. It seemed as though Anya had more or less made up her mind about what was in store for us. But the shameful reality was that I didn’t even try. I let her talk me into this so easily, as if it was a foregone conclusion that I would do whatever she wanted, no matter how outrageous it might be. And maybe it was. I didn’t know then that this was a struggle I was going to have for the rest of my life, but maybe part of me guessed that much. And still, I did nothing to stop any of it.

“I know,” Anya said in a dreamy voice. She was standing in our bedroom, adjusting the bra she planned on wearing, a black lacy push-up number that, let’s face it, was meant to be seen. I tried not to think about that, because every time I did, my heart would start pounding again, and the blood would start roaring in my ears, and I would start finding it impossible to go along with what my wife had in mind. No, best to focus on something else. It wasn’t as if I could possibly pretend this wasn’t happening, as if I could ignore the shocking truth of what we had planned for tonight. But I could tell myself what Anya was more than willing to let me believe: that it was just a game. A little game to build up her confidence, to remind her how unspeakably sexy she was. She goes to the bar and flirt with other men, then brings all that wild sexual energy home to me. That was the plan, and it sounded like a good one. All the same, I couldn’t help having my doubts.

But Anya didn’t want to hear that, and I didn’t want to think it, and so we both played another game, without ever talking about it, without ever agreeing on the rules. A game of pretense, of fooling ourselves, of hiding the truth even in our own minds. Hiding from ourselves, hiding a truth too potentially damaging to acknowledge, even though it hovered in the air between us. What if it all went wrong? What if this ended up destroying our marriage? I didn’t want that, and I knew Anya didn’t either. But without saying it, I don’t think either of us doubted that those were the stakes.

And as any gambler knows, the higher the stakes, the more exciting the game.

“What do you think of this?”

Anya stepped toward her closet as she spoke. She was dressed in panties that matched her bra, tiny, skimpy things with a thong back that disappeared between the incredible twin globes of her ass. I hadn’t seen her dress like that in a while. A long time, actually. I’m not going to say that the spark had faded in our marriage; I still maintain it never did. I never stopped desiring her. How could I, when she looks the way she does? But we all take things for granted. We all get use to certain aspects of our life, no matter how wonderful they are. Anya and I had been married a long time, and in a relationship with one another even longer. The date nights and the dinners tail off. We had no kids, and maybe that made it easier to keep the spark alive, to still think of each other as sexual beings, to still romance each other. But you fall into a routine. Most of the time, a date with Anya was more likely to be take-out pizza and a movie at home than it was to be dinner and drinks in a fancy restaurant. It’s not like I had forgotten how beautiful my wife could be, how seductive when she wanted it. It’s more like I had forgotten how to reach that part of her that wanted to be that person. I had forgotten how to bring that side out of her. Or she had stopped wanting to show it.

But now, it was clear, she had remembered who she had it in her to be. And I was remembering it with her, and it was sending shockwaves of wild desire through me to watch my wife transforming herself once again into the goddess she could be, the goddess I hadn’t seen her become in far too long.

Rummaging in the closet, Anya pulled out a dress. It was a black dress with a purple top and a deep slouch neckline that would give tantalizing glimpses of her incredible cleavage underneath. I knew that, because I had seen her wear it. Only once, but I had never forgotten it. It was one of our anniversaries, when we had gone out to a fancy restaurant many years ago. It was still one of my favorite things that I had ever seen my wife wear, and given the depth of her closet and how good she looks in everything, that was saying a hell of a lot. As she held it up, letting me see how tiny the dress looked, letting me remember how the stretchy fabric conformed to every curve of her incredible body, I felt my breath growing short in my chest. I felt my caged cock hammering inside the unyielding steel chastity, and I felt completely helpless in the face of her beauty, her sex appeal, her wicked, devious, kinky imagination.

“You’re going to wear that?”

I certainly wasn’t trying to make Anya feel bad, or shame her in anyway. Far from it. I wanted her to feel as magnificently sexy as I knew she could be. I wanted her to see herself the way I saw her, as this absolute sex goddess, this perfect, gorgeous woman that no man could possibly resist. She was definitely on the right track. But I couldn’t keep myself from feeling a stab of jealousy to see her choose that dress, out of all the ones she had, including all the ones she had never worn.

“What’s wrong with it?”

“Wrong with it? Nothing. Nothing at all. It’s sexy as hell. It’s just… You only wore that once for me.”

Anya smiled, her eyelashes fluttering as she held the dress up against her body, admiring herself in the mirror on the door of the closet.

“You remember,” she said softly.

“Of course I remember. You looked so sexy that night. But you’ve never worn that for me since.”

Turning away from the mirror, Anya stared at me with those startling blue eyes of hers, framed by the hair she had washed and dried and carefully styled so that it cascaded in gentle waves of fire over her smooth shoulders. She knew the effect her looks had on me. She could hardly be unaware of it. But sometimes, I think she couldn’t fully understand it, either. You’d have to be a man to know the depths of that desire, to know just how impossible it is to think of anything else when I look at her. You’d have to be a man married to a woman like her to even begin to understand how desperately I want her, how much she fills my thoughts, every hour of every day.

Of course, since she locked me in chastity, that’s even more true than it used to be.

“Well, you never take me anywhere,” Anya said, turning to the mirror again with a smile.

“I’ll take you wherever you want to go if you dress like that,” I said, and Anya giggled as she shifted from one foot to another. Just like me, she was imagining how she was going to look in that dress, though no doubt with very different results. It was going to make her feel hot and sexy to wear that dress out in public, to use it to catch the eyes of another man. And it was going to make me feel humiliated and emasculated and shamefully turned on to have other people know what a hot slut I was married to.

“Well, I guess that’s what we’re doing now, isn’t it?” Anya said. “In kind of a weird way. I hope this thing still fits.”

As Anya unzipped the back of the dress, I watched, sitting on the bed in my boxer shorts. There’s something weirdly enchanting about watching a beautiful woman get ready to go out. Watching her enhance what nature gave her until she becomes almost unbearably attractive. I had noticed it before, but never really thought about it much. Ordinarily, I’m too busy thinking about how to get Anya’s clothes off, not on. And being locked in chastity only made the spell stronger, of course. Whatever formidable attraction I already had to my wife was becoming more irresistible, more potent, more obsessive by the day. I didn’t dare do anything about it. After all, those were the rules of the game. Anya had me locked up in chastity for a reason, and the reason was because she enjoyed teasing me. She enjoyed having total power over me, complete authority over my body. She decided when or if or how we would have sex, and if we weren’t having sex, my cock was completely off-limits even to me. I could only imagine what jolts of sadistic pleasure that sent racing through her wild mind while she got ready for our big night out.

But I knew exactly what it was doing to me.

I stood up from the bed. Virtually in a trance, I walked across the bedroom floor toward Anya. Her dress halfway up her legs, she watched me approaching, that sly smile, as always, on her face. But there was a look of surprise in her eyes, too. She didn’t know what I was about to do, and honestly, neither did I. Our game had its rules, some spoken, some not. I didn’t dare break them, given the ferocious power my wife now had over me. And yet, there’s only so much a man can control himself. There’s only so much you can resist the most natural thing in the world. I wanted Anya badly, and I knew I couldn’t have her, but I was so eaten up with desire, so desperate for whatever she might give me, that my body seemed to move all by itself, propelling me across the room toward the object of my desire.

“Let me do that,” I said softly as I stepped in close behind her. I took the stretchy fabric of the dress in my hands and began to pull it up. And Anya straightened up, releasing her hold on the fabric, letting me do it for her instead. She stood there in front of the closet, watching in the mirror while I dressed her. And I felt the fabric of the dress stretching around her beautiful body, clinging as I knew it would to every enticing curve she had, and my desire swelled predictably inside me again. My cock ached desperately inside the chastity that I pressed against her, standing as close to her as I could, inhaling the smell of her perfumed skin, her soap, her shampoo, the lotion she had applied to her skin to make it even softer, more fragrant, more supple. Standing this close to her, it felt almost like we were merging into a single entity with a single purpose: to make Anya look as sexy as she possibly could. Maybe it was better that way. Maybe it was better to surrender my will completely, to stop thinking of myself as a person with needs and desires and concentrate instead on serving my wife.

After all, that was exactly what Anya wanted.

I pulled the dress up her body while she just stood there, smiling as I served her. I felt the resistance of the fabric stretching around her body, clinging to every part of her the way I longed to myself. I pulled the dress higher, watching it conform to the swell of her hips, her narrow little waist, struggling even more to pull the fabric up over her delicious breasts and slide the straps over her shoulders. And as I pulled up the long zipper in the back, the dress grew even more unbelievably tight, and Anya took a breath, pressing her hands to her stomach as she felt the fabric clinging tight to her body, showing off as much as it concealed.

I leaned my head forward, nuzzling against her neck. I kissed her bare shoulder, and I heard Anya chuckle. She was still watching us both in the mirror, watching me unable to resist her beauty and my desire. Watching me ache for her, yet still helping her to torment me with that beauty I couldn’t have.

“You like getting me dressed up?”

“I guess I never really thought about it before,” I said, kissing her neck again. “I mean, I’d rather be taking your clothes off, not putting them on. But you look fucking sexy, Lady Anya.”

I knew what I was doing. And from the way she laughed, I suspected Anya did too. I knew it turned her on to hear me call her that, and turning her on was something I now wanted very much. Getting my wife excited, we both knew, was the best chance I ever had at getting her to release me. And obviously, she was already wildly excited by the pure kinkiness of what we were doing, what we were about to do.

“Well, thank you,” Anya said, smiling at the mirror as she watched me continue to kiss her. My hands were on her body now, moving over her curves in the gorgeous dress, the tight fabric creasing slightly wherever I touched her like a map of my irresistible desire. And she just stood there, watching, enjoying the spectacle of her husband’s desperate desire. She had said it herself, and I had to admit that she was right. Having me locked in chastity was, in some ways, like taking a trip back in time to when we were first dating, when nothing seemed more important than being with her, touching her, feeling her. After all these decades of being together, after all the time that had passed and all that we had been through as a married couple, I was obsessed with Anya all over again. That was the real magic of the chastity she had me locked in.

“Please, Lady Anya,” I murmured against the skin of her neck. I didn’t have to say what I was begging for. That much was obvious. And it still stung me to think of it as begging, still wounded my pride to know that the life I now lived meant that I had to beg my wife any time I wanted any kind of sexual release. But I couldn’t help myself. Entranced by her beautiful body under my hands, I pressed myself against her from behind, feeling the soft flesh of her ass as I pressed my caged cock into it, and my senses were filled with her to the exclusion of all else.

I didn’t have to say what I was begging for. But Anya, sadistic as she had become, decided to insist on it anyway.

“Please what?”

“Please… Please let me have sex with you.”

Anya burst out laughing at that, and I didn’t look up at the mirror in front of us to see my cheeks turn red. I could feel it already. I could feel shame at what I was doing vibrating through me, and it was only making my desire for her grow stronger. This wonderful, wicked woman who had turned me into this, a pathetic submissive begging for the favors of a goddess. A goddess who took great pleasure in saying no.

“Sex? With you? Right now? No, babe. I just got showered, just got dressed. I’m not getting messed up all over again just because you can’t control yourself.”

“But Anya, please! You look so good right now, I can’t help it.”

Anya moved in my arms. Breaking away from me a little, she turned, her back to the mirror now, her blazing eyes on me.

“You can help it,” she said. “You’re just going to have to deal with it. Because I’m not unlocking that cock of yours, not until after tonight, at the earliest. That’s why you’re locked up in chastity, after all. I know how horny you get, how weak you are. How boys like you can’t control themselves. That’s why I have to control you instead. You have to admit, this is fucking hot.”

“Yeah, it is,” I said. “And that’s the problem.”

“It’s a problem for you,” Anya said dismissively, turning away from me again and heading back toward the closet. “It’s not a problem for me.”

And as she walked toward the closet, I watched her move, transfixed as always by the sway of her hips, the shape of her ass, her gorgeous body tugging on every inflamed nerve I had, making me absolutely wild with desire that clearly, she had no intention of dealing with.

Rummaging in the closet, my wife found a pair of shoes to complete her outfit. As she stepped toward the bed, the shoes dangling from one hand, I observed that I had never seen her wear them before. Nothing unusual about that. Like many women, Anya has a habit of buying things she likes without considering what occasion she’d wear them for. But now, clearly, she was finding a reason to wear some bolder pieces. I watched her every movement as she walked toward the bed, her dress growing even tighter around her sexy hips and thighs as she sat down on the edge of the mattress.

As she leaned forward, I got an even better view of her gorgeous cleavage in the low neckline of the dress. The bra was doing wonders for her, enhancing her already magnificent boobs to make them unbelievably enticing. The chastity device felt tighter than ever as I watched, and she raised her head for a moment, a smile spreading across her face once again as she swept her red hair back.

“Bending over in this dress isn’t easy,” she said, sounding just a little bit breathless as she spoke. “Since you like helping me get dressed so much, why don’t you come over here and fix my shoes for me.”

I took a deep breath in the tiny silence that followed. There was more to this request than it seemed at first, I could tell. Anya’s eyes were practically glowing as she looked at me, her beautiful body frozen in the act of reaching down toward her feet, the shoes on the floor in front of her. It would be a servile and humiliating thing to do, and we both knew that that was the point.

And we both knew how little choice I really had. I was desperately horny, and even if Anya had said she wouldn’t be letting me out before her night out, hope still bloomed inside me to think that if I gave her what she wanted, it might persuade her to let me out sooner. These days, that was the best I could hope for. And as desperately turned on as I was, it was absolutely what I was going to do.

As I walked across the bedroom, Anya sat up straight. The smile grew wider on her face as she watched me approach, knowing she had won yet again. Like she always did. She sat back on the bed, placing her hands on the mattress on either side of her, visibly brimming with joy to see me give into her once again.

I kneeled down on the floor in front of her. If I had thought she looked beautiful before, she looked even more radiant now, looming above me like the goddess she was. Looming above me the way she loomed large in my dreams, my fantasies, my daily obsessive thoughts about the woman I loved and, these days, practically worshiped.

I picked up one of her shoes. They were sandals with a tall heel, probably six inches high, and they were made of black leather straps that zigzagged over the top of her feet, reaching up above her ankles. Wordlessly, Anya raised one foot from the floor, offering it to me, and I took it in my hand, feeling the softness and warmth of her skin as I did. Carefully, I slid the shoe on, holding it by the heel as I got it into position. There was a thin lace at the top of the shoe to hold it in place, and I wrapped that around Anya’s leg, making sure not to make it to tight before tying it in a bow.

She didn’t say a word. She just watched the whole display, her eyes shining with pleasure and joy to see me debase myself like this. Without saying anything, she uncrossed her legs, her tight skirt whispering over the smooth skin of her thighs, and I couldn’t help myself. That darkness between her legs enchanted me just like everything else about my wife.

“Are you trying to look at my skirt, you little perv?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

I was no longer calling her that to turn her on. I was saying it because it seemed natural. Humbly putting on her shoes to make her look sexy for other men, it seemed like exactly the right title for her. And she accepted it without comment, secure in her superiority over me, her total control.

“How many times have you seen me naked?” she asked. “How many times have we had sex over the years?”

“Hundreds, Lady Anya,” I answered. “Thousands, maybe.”

“Probably,” Anya chuckled. “Look at you, trying to sneak a piece like a little loser. Just desperate for my body, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yes, Lady Anya,” I said.. After all, it was the simple truth. We both knew it, and I knew there was no point denying it.

“Stop thinking about what you can’t have and do my other shoe.”

And of course, I did. Overcome by her dominance, her beauty, and my own submissive desires, I picked up the other shoe from the floor and slid it onto Anya’s other foot, tying up the laces carefully while she watched. She didn’t cross her legs this time. When she stood up, her dress was almost kneelength, and sitting down, though it slid a little up her thighs, it still preserved her modesty. And yet, I couldn’t keep myself from looking. To be honest, I didn’t really try.

“I love how badly you want me,” Anya said. “I love driving you crazy like this. It makes me feel so hot.”

“You are so hot, Lady Anya,” I said. Seized by the desire to touch her in any way I could, I leaned forward, kissing her leg on the shin, just above the laces of the high heel I had just tied. And Anya giggled again.

“That’s a good boy,” she said. “That’s a good husband. That’s where you should be, on your knees, kissing my feet. Don’t you think?”

“If… If that’s what you want, Lady Anya.”

“It is what I want,” Anya said. “Go on. Be a good boy and show me that you know your new place in my life. That you know you don’t deserve a woman like me, and all you get is to kiss my feet and worship the ground I walk on.”

The words coming out of her mouth haunted me, pushing my already powerful desire into overdrive. She was so cruel, so mean, so magnificent. I had never imagined hearing her talk to me like this, and even less, imagined myself being excited by it. But there was no avoiding reality, not anymore. Being talked to like this by my wife was making my cock throb desperately inside the chastity she refused to remove, and I felt any tiny ability I might have had to resist her rapidly melting away.

I leaned forward on my knees. I placed my hands on the floor on either side of Anya’s feet, and she sat with her feet together, her knees against one another, giving me nothing. Nothing but the sight of her in her sexy dress, all dolled up for a night out, ready to flirt with other men.

I pressed my lips to her skin, feeling it through the straps of her high heels. And she laughed out loud again as she watched me kiss one foot, then the other, shame blooming inside me just like arousal as I degraded myself for her amusement.

“Oh my God, you’re such a pathetic loser,” she said.

With that, she stood, and I rose up on my knees to watch her walk away from me. Her dress clung to her gorgeous body with every step she took, her high heels thumping on the floor as she moved toward the bedside table. Reaching inside, she took out something small, and carried it over toward the mirror. My heart pounded as I watched her hold up a tiny chain with the key dangling from it, tossing her hair back so that she could fasten it around her neck. She played with the chain a little, adjusting it so that the key shone just above her delightful cleavage. There was no doubt over what the key was for. The key to my cock, to everything I wanted, shining right there above her fantastic breasts where no one was going to miss it.

Then she turned to me.

“Okay, babe, get dressed,” she said with a smile. “Time to go. I mean, I didn’t make myself look this good just for my husband, did I?”


  
11. Anya’s Fresh Meat

Work is torture these days.

It always is. It’s not the job itself, as boring as that is. I’m paid decently well for what I do, and until recently, I didn’t really mind doing it.

But now, like everything else in our lives, that as changed.

I can’t stop thinking about Anya. I never can. And it makes it hard to focus on my work. After all, I’m locked in chastity, and despite how long it’s been, I still haven’t gotten used to that. Plus, the way Anya denies me makes it impossible not to be turned on at all hours of the day, and that means my chastity is constantly tight against my cock as it tries to swell. That means I never forget about sex, the sex I’m not allowed to have. I never forget about the woman who keeps me in this condition, desperately horny, constantly denied, completely emasculated, totally humiliated, and relentlessly turned on. It’s incredible what she’s done to me, and since I’m locked in chastity, I don’t get to forget about it for even a minute.

Usually, my dirty thoughts circle around whatever happened last time we played together. Whatever wild adventure Anya had with her latest lover. I think about what she wore, the noises of pleasure she made as another man fucked her, and the cruel and mocking things she said to me to remind me of my submissive place.

It’s bad.

But today, somehow, it’s even worse.

I can’t stop thinking about Anya at work. I can’t stop thinking about her wearing that skintight latex skirt that shines on every curve of her body, pressing her gorgeous thighs together and making her sway with every step she takes. I can’t stop thinking about her cleavage threatening to burst out of that open shirt, threatening to make the buttons pop off and exposing the push-up bra she wears underneath. I can’t stop thinking about the reactions of her coworkers. The men drooling and lusting after my wife’s incredible body; the women probably judging and wondering why this married woman has chosen, today, to look like such a slut. As silly as it is, I can’t stop thinking about how it reflects on me, and what those of her coworkers who have met me before think about all this.

When I finished pleasuring my wife that morning, we put on her skirt together. She had me lubricate it for her, polishing it until it shone like a mirror, another unbelievably teasing task that forced me to rub my hands all over the lower part of her body, touching her everywhere from waist to knee. I rubbed her ass, her hips, her thighs, my cock throbbing with desperate desire all the while in my device, and her grinning down at me, so happy with her latest evil plan.

Then, she left. I watched her walk out of the house in that scandalous outfit, heading to the car, watching with fear and despair and that unending desire as she drove away. And then, I had no choice but to head to my own workplace and try to pretend there was any possibility of getting some work done.

But Anya is making sure there isn’t.

It’s not like I forget her, even for a moment. With desire raging inside me, I can’t forget even for a second about my beautiful wife who owns my cock completely, who loves to tease and humiliate me and betray me with other men. But clearly, today, that’s not enough for Anya. Clearly, today, she wants to make sure I can’t think of anything but her.

Because she keeps sending me these messages.

The first one came early in the morning. It was a picture of her, clearly taken in the bathroom of her office. She was posing in front of the big mirror, her phone in one hand, her free hand on her hip to emphasize her hourglass figure. The bright light of the bathroom bounced back from the glossy fabric of her latex skirt, and she had carefully arranged her low-cut shirt to show off an enticing swell of her breasts. Basically, she looked gorgeous, every inch the office vixen she had set out to be. And of course, it made my cock throb with desire to see her like that, to think of her going about her normal workday in such provocative clothes.

But that wasn’t all. The next photo was not of her, but of a man. A young man, and as I looked at it, I knew straightaway it was the young intern she was talking about seducing. Along with the photo, I got a note from her. It read, hot, right?

I didn’t respond. I didn’t want to look at another man, didn’t want to even think of him, as unavoidable as that was. I knew my efforts to keep this game just about the two of us were more or less doomed, but I couldn’t stop myself from trying.

The next message didn’t come for hours. But it’s not like I forgot what was going on, not even for a moment. My head was full of thoughts of what Anya might be doing at work, what she might be saying, what other people might be saying behind her back. She didn’t care. She wanted them to talk. There was that exhibitionist part of her, that wild part that wanted everyone to know the life she now lived. She took sadistic pride in the power she had over me, delighting in the idea that she had such control over her husband that she could betray me openly any time she wanted. I was terrified of exposure, and I know that, too, is part of the appeal for her. Another one of my boundaries she can’t help but push.

And then, finally, the next message did come.

I couldn’t see her face. It looked like Anya was sitting down at a desk, her knees together, her latex skirt shining over the rounded shape of her thighs. That was all I could see. My wife, from her waist down to the middle of her shins, her ridiculously provocative shoes that were more appropriate for the bedroom than the boardroom just out of view. But that’s all it takes to get me going. That incredible figure of hers, her narrow waist above her hips that spread as she sits down, and the shining latex showing off the shape of her thighs beautifully, not to mention the darkness underneath her skirt that called to me. I knew she wasn’t wearing any underwear beneath the skirt, and I knew I wouldn’t see anything in that triangle of darkness between her legs, but I couldn’t help looking. I couldn’t help longing for it.

In fact, I was so entranced by this vision of her that it took me a while to even realize that there was something strange about the photo. And when I did, my breath caught in my chest, and sitting at my desk, it was all I could do to repress a yell of shock and fear.

There was no way Anya could have taken that photo.

It was taken from too far back for her arms to reach. Someone else had to take it. Maybe, I told myself, she had put her phone on a timer, setting it on a chair so that it would capture this sexy view of her from underneath the desk. Maybe. But I couldn’t shake the fearful feeling that she had had someone take the photo, couldn’t keep myself wondering what she might have said to explain why she was doing it. And I couldn’t stop wondering who she might have asked.

Who took that? I texted my wife.

Wouldn’t you like to know? came the unhelpful reply.

And so that’s where we are. I’m sitting at my desk at work, my cock aching so painfully in my cage, my mind racing with unstoppable thoughts of what’s going on in Anya’s office. And I’m waiting for the next message with a mixture of fear and desire, my feelings conflicted as always. I want to know what she’s doing, want to hear every humiliating detail. But at the same time, I know it’s only going to hurt me more. And that’s the weird spell we’re under, the intoxication of being married to a gorgeous, dominant, unfaithful woman like her.

My phone buzzes. Swiping the screen, I see that this time, she sent me a video. The thumbnail shows a full body shot of my wife in the hallway of her office, from behind. Her gorgeous ass fills out the shiny latex skirt beautifully, and it looks like she’s walking.

I can’t watch it here, with my coworkers around. Getting up from my desk, I head to the bathroom and lock myself in a cubicle.

I press play. There’s Anya, on my phone screen, in her gorgeously sexy outfit. Along with the red shirt and the latex skirt, she’s wearing a pair of boots I know well, boots I’ve polished and worshiped and licked so many times before. Boots that she’s worn to bed with other men, the slender high heels raking the skin as they fuck her, too absorbed in pleasure to even feel the pain. The boots are patent leather, as black and shiny as her skirt, and they rise halfway up her calves, with shiny silver buckles to hold them in place. Ridiculous shoes to wear to the office, but after all, that’s the whole point. And she looks like sex personified, every inch the gorgeous goddess she absolutely is, and it’s driving me crazy to look at her, to even think about it, and knowing that’s the whole point just makes it even more erotic.

Anya smiles at the camera. She’s walking down the hallway, and I hear the squeaking noise the latex skirt makes as it pulls tight around her thighs with every step. I hear her high heels thumping quietly on the carpet tiles. Her skirt, so diligently shined by me, is almost shiny enough to show me the reflection of whoever is behind her. But not quite. No matter how I stare, I can’t quite piece it together. But now, there’s no doubt that someone is helping her make these little movies. Because the camera follows her down the corridor, perfectly capturing the way her body sways from side to side, the way her hips swing.

And as she walks down the corridor, Anya turns again, flashing that dazzling smile over her shoulder at whoever’s filming.

Then, just like that, the video stops.

In the privacy of the bathroom, I groan quietly to myself. It’s just too much of a tease. She’s just too good at all this. Too sexy, too dominant, too cruel for me to be able to handle. And yet I have no choice. I have to handle it. I have to take whatever she’ll give me, knowing it’s all I’m going to get. And craving it, too, in my own way. Craving exactly this humiliation, this desperate submission, this deep need I still don’t really understand to be completely controlled by the woman I love.

You look amazing, Lady Anya.

I know what my wife likes to hear. Sometimes, she likes to be reminded how much I’m suffering for her, how desperate I am to have her. Other times, she doesn’t want to hear my whining. She just wants to hear about how spectacular she is, how incredible she looks, and how she has every right to do whatever she wants. And I give her exactly what she wants. Of course I do. I’ve been locked in chastity so long, I no longer have a choice in the matter. We both know I’ll say and do anything for even the remotest hope of that release she keeps dangling in front of me. That’s how Anya gets to do whatever she likes.

And this time, she doesn’t reply. I see that she’s read the message, but she doesn’t seem to think a response is necessary. That’s her choice. Trying to control my panting, I put my phone back in my pocket and return to my desk, my head still buzzing with this relentless teasing as I wonder about my wife and her latest conquest.

She keeps me wondering for a while. Another couple of hours pass. But then, when the next video comes, I know what to do. I head to the bathroom, checking I’m alone before locking myself into cubicle again. And it’s a good thing. Because when I press play, the breath leaves my lungs as if some giant fist is squeezing my chest.

Anya took this video. The camera points down at her legs wrapped in her sexy latex skirt. She’s sitting in what I assume to be her office, and at first, she holds the camera high so that the dramatic swell of her boobs and her delicious cleavage practically fills the frame, hiding everything else.

But then, she lowers the camera. And as she does, I see the thing that makes my heart pound. I see a white puddle of fluid on her shining skirt, in her lap, and I know at once what it is. It’s cum. Somehow, my sexy wife has managed to make a guy cum on her at work, and she wants me to know about it.

As I watch the video, she lowers her hand down to her thigh. I watched her put the tip of a single finger into the puddle of cum on her skirt, moving it around in a circular motion.

“He got a little excited,” Anya says, and I hear the laughter in her voice as she speaks. “But I guess that was the whole point, really. I mean, sometimes young boys can be a little… Quick on the draw, let’s say. But he’ll learn. He’s so eager to please. I don’t think I’m going to have a problem training him.”

She laughs then, the cruel and mocking sound of her amusement ringing out in the silent bathroom while I sit trembling on the toilet.

“Okay, back to work. See you later, cuck.”

That’s how the video ends. And I sit breathless on the toilet, staring at the frozen image, listening to the blood roaring in my ears. With all the outrageous things Anya does, I should probably be beyond surprise at this point. But I’m not. I can’t help it. I’m vibrating with desire and shame and despair, and even after everything that happened between us, I still feel like I can’t believe this new development. Anya is wild and uninhibited these days, but I never thought she would go this far. I never thought she would have sex at work, or do whatever it was she did to make this young intern cum. And of course, I can’t stop my mind from racing through the possibilities there, either. What did she do to him? Did she stroke his cock? Did she suck it? I can’t imagine they had actual sex in the office surrounded by their coworkers, but then again, I’ve learned not to put much past my goddess of a wife.

I can’t believe what happened, but that’s hardly a new feeling for me. It doesn’t get any less powerful. And at the same time, just like always, I can’t look away. I can’t get past what Anya’s done, and I can’t stop myself from desiring her more than ever because of it. She’s so naughty, so outrageous, so cruel and unfair, and today, at least, I’m worshiping her from afar, both dreading and desperately hoping for the moment when I can be in her presence again and hear all about her latest adventure.

Cringing with shame and embarrassment, I press play and watch the video again.

*****

Anya usually gets home before me. That’s if she’s not going somewhere or meeting someone after work, something she does more and more these days. And I always hurry home, desperate to see her, desperate to serve. But today, it feels like I’ve never hurried so badly. I have never wanted more to get home and find out what’s been going on, even though I know it can only hurt me.

Anya’s car is in the driveway as I pull in.

Parking my own car, I practically race toward the front door. As I burst into the house, I see Anya sitting in the living room, waiting for me. She hasn’t changed out of her work clothes. She still looks like the sexy office vixen that I dressed that morning, her gorgeous outfit carefully chosen to make her as desirable as possible to another man. And she smiles as she sees me, that big smile that lights up her face, grinning from ear to ear as I stumble into the living room to greet her.

“Hi, Lady Anya,” I say, slightly breathless from rushing into the house.

“Hi, cuck,” she smirks.

There’s a momentary silence. I don’t know what to say. And Anya, smiling up at me from where she sits on the sofa, her legs crossed in the tight shiny skirt, doesn’t say anything. She’s more than willing to let the moment hang, to let my own fears and doubts and questions play on my mind. I don’t know where to start. But as usual, I have this burning need to know everything. This desperate desire to taste the full bitterness of my humiliation, of her dominance, of her inarguable power.

“So… How was work?”

Anya laughs at that.

“Yeah, pretty good, I have to say,” she says. “How was your day?”

“Extremely frustrating, Lady Anya.”

“Good. That’s what cuckolds deserve. Did you spend all day thinking about what your naughty wife was doing with another man?”

“Of course, Lady Anya.”

“Good. You should. Because I had a lot of fun with that intern, I have to say. And he’s never going to forget today, I guarantee you that.”

“What did you do?”

Anya’s fiery red hair shines as she slowly shakes her head.

“You know the rules, cuck,” she says, her beautiful blue eyes locked on mine. “If you want to hear about my dates, you have to convince me. So, clothes off. Let me see that cock I own. Get on your knees and beg me to tell you what I’ve been up to all day.”

By now, I don’t even hesitate. Anya smiles, sitting pretty on the sofa in her sexy work outfit while I immediately strip off my own work clothes. The chastity device shines like it always does, and like always, her eyes drop down toward it, eager to see the source of all her power. With my clothes gone, I lower myself to the floor, kneeling at the feet of my goddess wife. It’s not the first time it feels like exactly where I should be. And, bending at the waist, I lower my face to the shiny patent leather, leaving a faint impression of my lips that slowly fades from her divine boot.

“Please, Lady Anya,” I mumble, seeing only her boots and lower legs now, but feeling her watching me all the same. Enjoying my submission and debasement the way she always does. “Please tell me what you did with another man at work.”

“Wow, I just have you so whipped, don’t I? Okay, cuck. Remember, you asked for it. You can keep licking my boots while I tell you all about what I did with Kyle.”

And I do. My tongue slides easily over the glossy leather of Anya’s boots, leaving a shining trail of humiliation behind it. I slide my tongue over every inch of the leather, caressing her foot through her shoe, making it shine while I grovel like a pathetic slave, like exactly what I am. And all the while, Anya watches, telling me her kinky story that I can’t bear to hear and at the same time, can’t bear not to.

“God, he’s so hot,” she breathes. “I mean, you saw that photo of him. I know you’re not into guys, but you have to admit, he’s a good-looking dude.”

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I mumble against her foot. In reality, I hardly know. I have zero interest in men, and even though she sent me a photo of him, I barely looked at it. It doesn’t matter what I feel about him. It only matters how she does.

“You want to know how old he is?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“18. Can you believe that? He’s only just legal. He’s… 27 years younger than me, and even younger than you. Imagine that.”

“That’s… Pretty young, Lady Anya.”

“You’re telling me. I feel like such an naughty old slut. But let’s face it, guys have been doing this forever. Guys your age chasing 18-year-old girls. It’s about time we women had a chance to go after some fresh young meat.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“It’s not just me. A lot of the girls at the office like him. We’ve all been talking about him since he showed up, talking about what we would do with him if we got the chance. But none of them did anything about it. I did.”

“So what did you do, Lady Anya?”

Anya pauses for a moment before answering. Her latex skirt creaks as she shifts on the sofa, uncrossing her legs and sitting now with her knees together. Taking the hint, I move on from one shoe to the other, tenderly kissing the toe before sliding my tongue over the leather. I can feel her toes move inside the boot, and I know she’s enjoying this. I think of her pussy, uncovered beneath that skirt, swelling and dampening with excitement, with the knowledge that she’s beautiful enough to do whatever she wants and have me groveling at her feet like this.

“I flirted with him a little,” she said. “I mean, he couldn’t keep his eyes off me in this outfit. No one could. And all the other women were jealous, but so what? If they haven’t got the guts to do what I do, that’s on them. It was kind of cute. I mean, he flirted back, but he’s not that great at it.He’s so young. He got all tongue-tied and flustered, especially when I said… Some of the things I said.”

“What did you say?”

“I just told him that it’s nice to have some new young energy in the office. That older women like me appreciate that. That sometimes, our husbands aren’t what they used to be, and that when that happens, there’s nothing wrong with looking elsewhere.”

“Oh my God!”

“Yeah. That’s right. I was very naughty. But you know I wear my rings to work. Everyone knows I’m married. I had to let him know that wasn’t going to be a problem.”

Anya shifts on her seat again before continuing her story.

“Later, we had a meeting. He was the first one in the boardroom, so eager. I was second. So I gave him my phone and told him to take a photo of me. That one of me from the waist down. I told him my husband want to see the skirt I made him polish that morning.”

“You didn’t!”

“I did. And then… Well, it kind of all came out over the course of the day. After the meeting, it was our lunch break, and we started talking. I told him how much I love teasing you, how you only get to cum with my permission. I made him take that video of me walking down the hallway. We had to do a couple of takes to make sure it was as sexy as I wanted it to be. And… Well, watching me like that got him quite excited, too. I could see the bulge of his cock in his dress pants and… Well, I’m happy to say it was pretty impressive.”

“Did you fuck him?”

Anya laughed at my fevered question.

“I wish,” she said. “No, later in the day, I was thinking about all of this. I was thinking about you watching the video and being so turned on, and not being able to do anything about it. And – well, I’ll admit it. I was thinking about that big fucking bulge in his pants. So I called him into my office. And he showed up right away.”

“I told him to lock the door and close the blinds behind him. I think he knew straightaway something was going to happen. Maybe he just couldn’t believe his luck. I mean, I’m old enough to be his mother, but he still wants me so badly. I could see that in his face. And maybe it’s because of the age gap, but he just does what I tell him.”

“So I told him to come and stand beside my desk. I stayed seated. I told him I wanted to see his cock, told him to take it out. And he did. Without saying anything. Without even a question. He just unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock and… Oh my God, Rob. It was magnificent. It was so big, and it was absolutely rock hard. The way only young man get hard. Like granite. I guess you wouldn’t know, but it’s just the way it is. Guys your age, even when they get hard, it’s not the same. But him? I could’ve broken my teeth on that thing.”

“What did you do, Lady Anya?”

Anya laughed again, a wild sound of pleasure erupting out of her.

“I stroked his cock,” she said, and I raised my eyes from her feet to see her leaning forward slightly on the sofa, her magnificent cleavage fully on display, her shining eyes looking right into mine. “Right there in my office with my coworkers just on the other side of the door, I stroked his young cock until he came. And while I was doing it, I told him how hot he is. I told him how I need some young cock in my life, and how my husband knows he’s a loser who can’t satisfy me. He came pretty quick; I must’ve had him excited. As you saw, he got some on my skirt. I told him to leave it there, that I wanted to show you. And then I sent him back to his desk like the little boy toy he is, just waiting to be used by his sexy older coworker again.”

Anya’s skirt creaks again as she moves, leaning even further forward. I gazed up her, unable to believe what I was hearing but at the same time knowing it was the way things were now. The way we both, in our different ways, wanted them to be.

“Now, cuck. How does that make you feel?”

“Totally humiliated, Lady Anya. Worthless. Emasculated. Jealous.”

Anya laughs again.

“Well, that’s the idea, isn’t it? But don’t worry. It’s not all bad. Telling you all this got me excited again, and this pussy isn’t going to lick itself.”


  
12. His Wife Picks Up A Man

The lights were low in the bar where I took Anya. We parted ways in the parking lot. She told me to let her go inside by herself, wait for five minutes, then come in. And I did it. Because somehow, doing what my wife said was becoming second nature to me. It just seemed like the natural order, the right way to do things. The way they were going to get done, anyway. She had never actually come out and said it, but she didn’t need to. It was Anya’s way or the highway. Somehow, we both knew I was going to let her get away with everything.

And from our car, I watched as she swung her long legs out of the passenger seat, her high heels clicking on the tarmac as she walked away from me. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched the sexy sway of her body testing the elasticity of the dress that barely contained her ferocious curves. She looked magnificent. She always did. And already, I could see heads turning to watch wherever she went. I could see already the attention she got, like a little moving bubble of curiosity and desire and jealousy that followed her wherever she went. Anya ignored it all, of course. But I didn’t believe for a moment that she was oblivious to it. She knew the effect she was having other people, and she welcomed it. She wanted it. This was all part of it, part of why we did what we did. Part of the wild excitement that fueled us both as my sexy wife strutted her stuff on her way to cheat on me in a bar with some stranger.

Because that was what was happening. I was sure of it. Anya had pitched it to me as just another game, just something fun to play around with. Just to see what happened. But I didn’t buy that. I mean, all you had to do was look at her. You could see straightaway that she was going to get hit on. She looked way too beautiful not to attract other men. Sooner or later, someone was going to try his luck.

And already, even while my heart burned inside my chest as I contemplated the strange road we had taken to get this point, I knew that when that happened, I wasn’t going to stop him.

My cock ached inside the chastity device as usual, fueled as always by my shame, my own embarrassment and disgrace, my ever-deepening feeling of sexual submission to my wife. It hurt. It hurt like nothing I had ever imagined before, and it hadn’t even happened yet. But I didn’t doubt that it would. I couldn’t stop it. I had lost any ability I might once have had to stand up to this incredible woman, any fragment of control over my sex life I might once have had. The only thing that was going to stop Anya from cheating on me that night was if she decided not to. And judging by the way she had been behaving lately, I felt as though there was next to no chance of that.

She had manipulated me into this, in a way. Then again, I had allowed it. I’m many things, but I’m not stupid. Anya had played me like an instrument, but I had let her do it because I loved watching her play. Because it turned me on more than I could believe to see her be so selfish, so cruel, so outrageously dominant. Even now, I could stop it, I thought to myself as I watched her disappear inside the bar. I could run in there and tell her no, that this ad gone too far, that our relationship wasn’t ready for something so outrageous.

But I didn’t do it. I couldn’t do it. Or at any rate, I didn’t want to.

The five minutes she told me to wait passed like an eternity. There was nothing else to do but sit there in silence, trying without much luck to prepare myself for the night ahead. I knew even at the time that nothing could really prepare me for it. But I tried anyway, trying to steel myself. Trying to tell myself that it was okay, that lots of people experiment in a marriage, especially one as long as ours. But there was nothing I could tell myself to stop my heart pounding, to stop my mind from racing, to calm the wild war that raged inside me.

And I was still so desperately turned on.

Eventually, the five minutes passed. Now it was time for the next stage in this terrifying, wonderful adventure. And as I got out of the car, making my way toward the door I had seen Anya disappearing through, I noticed there was no similar bubble of attention following me. Nobody cared. I was just another middle-age dude walking through a parking lot, and I could only hope that no one who saw me would guess what kind of night lay ahead for me.

Anya was sitting at the bar. I saw her straightaway, my eyes drawn to her as if by some kind of magnetism. As if I could find her even with my eyes closed, so great was the gravity of my desire for her. She stood out of the crowd like an actor on stage, the spotlight somehow always on her. As if she was the only person in color while the rest of us were in dull black and white.

There she sat, her black and purple dress tightly gripping her every curve, her red hair shining like a waterfall of fire as it spilled down over her shoulders, and just looking at her was almost enough to make me breathless. As if I hadn’t been the one to dress her in that provocative outfit, to drive her to this crazy adventure. As if I wasn’t married to that woman, sleeping beside her for decades now. She had said that herself, and she was right. This game had given me back the wild excitement of when we were first dating, of when my wife was still just some beautiful girl, a gorgeous prize to be won. The thought of her so much as looking at another man made me insanely jealous, and just as I knew she wanted, that made me want her more. It scared me how well this was all working, at least from my wife’s perspective. She was getting everything she wanted. A husband who wanted her more badly than ever the crueler she was to him, and the freedom to be hit on by other men.

Maybe more than that. Anya had a drink in front of her, something colorful in a tall-stemmed glass. As I walked into the bar, I saw her eyes drift toward me, just for a second. I saw, beyond any doubt, the smile on her face. I saw how she was enjoying this, soaking up the attention she knew she was getting, basking in her ability to charm others with the way she looked. And although she only glanced at me for a brief moment, I knew that she could guess exactly how I was feeling. She knew all about my seemingly ever-growing obsession with her, the wild desire for my wife that these days simply would not sleep. It was part of what gave her the confidence to do this, to tease me and toy with me and play with the powerful, primal emotions she had me feeling.

Her knowing smiling date on me for only a second before she looked away, casting her blue eyes back down to her drink. I moved across the bar, barely noticed by anyone as I took a seat at the table where I get an unobstructed view of my wife. A server appeared, and I ordered a beer, barely even looking at her. I had eyes only for Anya.

Anya sipped her drink slowly and carefully, conscious of the provocative lipstick she was wearing to enhance her naturally gorgeous features. She set the glass down carefully, all of her movements slow, careful, almost languid. But from where I sat, I could see the looks directed at her by others. Looks of jealousy from other women; looks of desire from other men. For a moment, a truly absurd thought popped into my mind. What if no one hit on her? As insanely far-fetched as that seemed to me, looking as gorgeous as she did, I almost felt sorry for my wife if that were to happen. What would that do to her confidence that I found so sexy?

But it turned out I didn’t need to worry. Just as I had thought, beautiful Anya didn’t have to wait for long to get some male attention. At the other end of the bar, I saw a man watching her every move as intently as I was, unaware of my presence. But straightaway, I recognize that predatory look in his gaze as he stared at my wife. And while jealousy and anger bubbled inside me, I watched her trace a gentle fingertip around the rim of her glass, then lift her eyes toward this other man, only for a second. But it was enough.

Spluttering with disbelief, I watched the man stand up from his seat at the bar, carefully adjusting the suit jacket he wore to make sure he looked his absolute best to go and hit on my wife. Anya saw him coming, too. I could see the smile on her face as he approached, a smile that came from knowing exactly what was on the stranger’s mind. I felt like I could hardly breathe as I watched him walk over to her and, as she assented with a smile and a nod, sit down in the seat next to her.

I was too far away to hear what was said between them. Then again, I knew it didn’t matter. I’ve been married a long time, but that doesn’t mean I forgot how to hit on a woman. He would be on his best behavior, putting forward every ounce of whatever charm he possessed. Trying to impress her by whatever means necessary. All the while, of course, he would be thinking about the body that lay beneath the clinging fabric of her dress, my wife’s outrageous curves barely concealed by the elasticated fabric. The fact that I knew exactly what lay under that dress and he didn’t was no consolation to me in my lonely mediation. This man wanted Anya, that was obvious. The only question for me, the one that haunted me now more than any other, was whether, in some way, she wanted him. And, even more pressing to me: if she did, what would she do about it?

He cracked a joke, and she laughed. I sat there watching helplessly as he moved his seat little closer to hers. He certainly didn’t lack confidence, that was clear. Many men would be intimidated by the beauty of a woman like Anya, but not him. Not me either, once upon a time, back when I was the guy it in on her in a bar. But things that changed a lot since then. A lot of water had gone under that bridge over the decades, and it was clear to me that my wife and I were both completely different people that we had been at the start of our relationship. After all, if we weren’t, I don’t think either of us would have even contemplated doing something like this.

And yet, here we were. And as I watched Anya now, all of her attention was given to this stranger, this interloper, this new rival for my wife’s attention and affection, and my heart was burning in my chest as I watched it all unfold. But this was the plan all along. This was the game we were playing. This, for reasons I did barely understand myself, was what I had agreed to, what some strange unnameable part of me wanted.

He cracked another joke, and Anya laughed again. No way it was as funny as she was making it look, I thought to myself with an embarrassing little stab of bitterness. They were flirting, and everyone in the bar could tell. And Anya was still wearing her wedding and engagement rings, but this guy didn’t care. No one would, looking at her. And my cock throbbed desperately in my cage again as I thought of the key on its chain around her neck and what it meant. Probably this guy hadn’t noticed. Probably, if his eyes strayed down to my wife’s chest, her boobs would provide more than enough distraction to keep him from even noticing she was wearing a necklace. But I knew it was there, and so did my wife, and we both knew what it meant. It meant that she had all the power in the world to do whatever she wanted, and all I could do was hope that this cruel and tormenting game turned my wife on enough that she might decide to give me my sexual freedom sometime soon.

But for now, of course, that was clearly off the table. For now, my only role was to watch another man flirting with Anya, her laugh, leaning closer to her with every minute that passed.

Cocky and confident, he raised a single finger to attract the attention of the bartender, and ordered drinks. Anya accepted a drink from him, and I watched them clink glasses. Even worse, I watched as she stared at him over the rim of her glass as she took a drink, maintaining deep eye contact that was enough to make my heart flutter, even vicariously. We had been together for so long, but clearly, Anya had not forgotten how to flirt, how to get a guy going with just the subtlest movements and gestures of her eyes and her face and her body. Of course, being as gorgeous as she was could only make it easier for her.

They talked some more. And I was sure that Anya noticed, just as I did, the way he was leaning closer and closer to her, intoxicated by the beauty of that incredible body. My wife did not lean away. Far from it. She didn’t lean toward him, either, but she let him get near her, never retreating. And then, in the middle of some bullshit story he was probably telling her, in the middle of their shared laughter, he put his hand on my wife’s leg.

And Anya let him.

Watching, I felt like I could barely breathe. My heart was absolutely pounding in my chest, making me dizzy with the force of what I was feeling. The blood roared in my ears, and my cock raged like a trapped animal in its tiny prison, jealousy making the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end while I watched another man touch my wife.

It was strange. Well, that’s an understatement. It was a million miles beyond merely strange. But it did strike me that, as I watched this tiny betrayal, I felt some kind of strange kinship with this man who shared my desire for Anya, this man I suddenly found myself hating. I heard imagine the feel of her toned thigh in her gorgeous dress as if it was my hand touching her there, not his. And just an hour before, it had been. It been my tongue on that glorious body too, touching, tasting, making her moan out loud with pleasure. But for now, at least, that was over. Now my role was only to watch, my humiliation fueling my wife’s and my desire in a way, quite simply, we had never experienced before.

It was beyond belief. And yet, there was no escape from the cruel knowledge that this was, in some way, what I wanted.

That, I knew, was what would end up being the last legacy of this night. No matter what happened here with this guy, neither me nor Anya were about to forget the way this kinky adventure made both of us feel. Because all I had to do was look at her to see the effect this stranger’s attention was having on her. After all things I had done for her lately, after how I had surrendered my sex life and freedom to her completely, she looked more excited to be hit on by this douchebag than she did to take complete control of me. I was sure that in part, at least, she was putting on a show. She wanted me to think this way, wanted me to feel humiliated and emasculated. After all, that was half the fun of the game. But at the same time, from where I was sitting, at least, it all looked dangerously, terrifyingly real. And for about the millionth time, I wondered just how far Anya would go. But for myself, I barely even asked those questions anymore. There was no point asking myself how far I would let things go, because nothing could be more clear than that it was out of my hands now. Whatever was going to happen next was completely up to my wife. And that was a thought guaranteed to send shivers racing along my spine.

Meanwhile, over at the bar, the guy was pressing his luck. His hand slid higher on Anya’s thigh, and, laughing again, she allowed it. He was all over her now, his hands practically weaving a spell of seduction around her, and I remembered how it felt to do that, and I bristled with rage to know what was going on.

“Can I get you another beer?”

I almost jumped at the sound of the server’s voice. She had appeared beside my table without me even noticing, seeming to materialize like a ghost out of the woodwork. And I hadn’t noticed my beer was empty, either, my throat barely registering the drink I had swallowed while never for a moment taking my eyes off my wife and her new friend. Even now, with the server standing behind me, it was hard to look anywhere else but at Anya. I didn’t know what this young woman might be thinking; I didn’t much care. Whatever she thought, it could never be as humiliating as the truth, that I was watching my wife openly flirt with another man right in front of me, and that it was turning me on.

“Yeah, same again,” I said, barely even hearing her response as she picked up the empty glass and headed over toward the bar. The minute I no longer needed to pay her any attention, I stopped at once. All my attention, of course, was focused unerringly on my gorgeous slut of a wife.

As the server brought back my drink, I watched the man reluctantly take his hand off my wife’s leg. He stood at the bar, sliding out of his seat and leaning over Anya, saying something else that made her laugh. He leaned closer to her, and I winced in pain as he nuzzled his face against her vibrant red hair. He moved to kiss her, and it was only her turning her face away at the last moment that prevented him from pressing his lips against hers. Instead, he kissed her cheek, close to her ear, and she smilingly allowed it. Then he stepped away, striding across the bar with the confident air of a man who doesn’t doubt he’s about to get exactly what he wants.

My heart was still pounding in my chest as I sat in my seat, gripping my beer glass tightly as I stared at Anya. I was practically willing her to look in my direction, as if I could wordlessly influence a woman that I had never really had any control over, and certainly didn’t now. But Anya didn’t look at me, not just then. Instead, she reached into the tiny purse she carried with her and had set on the bar and pulled out her phone. She typed something into the screen, and a second later, my own phone vibrated in my pocket. Before I even looked at the screen, I knew exactly who this message was from.

Did you see that?

Of course, I typed back. Control

Yeah he did. He’s really cute, isn’t he?

Seems like a bit of an asshole to me.

Jealous much?

As I looked over to the bar, I could see Anya smiling and gently shaking her head. She still didn’t look in my direction, instead keeping her eyes on her phone. Maybe it was easier that way. Or maybe it was just another power trip for her, another way to not give me what she knew I wanted. I wanted to look into those bright and shining eyes, to see what I might see in her expression. Even if I felt like I already knew how she felt about everything that was happening. Even if I didn’t doubt she was enjoying herself. Again, I felt this strange urge to feel it all, every ounce of my complete humiliation. The more it hurt, the more I craved it, all of it fueling my wild desire.

Of course I am, I responded.

Good. You should be. This really hot guy is trying to pick your wife up in this bar and… Well, it’s kind of working.

What are you going to do?

I waited for what seemed like forever for a response. I watched Anya as she sat over the bar, shifting her weight a little on the bar stool, plucking at her tight dress a little. Finally, she raised her head and looked at me. Only for a second; it seemed like she didn’t want to blow our cover. But in that look, I saw what I expected to, saw what, for whatever reason, I felt like I needed to. Her wild joy at everything that was happening. Her crazy excitement at teasing me like this, turning me on like this, making my heart burst into flames of jealousy and reminding me just how much a beautiful woman like her could get away with. Maybe I knew right then, from the look in her eyes and the expression on her face alone. Or maybe that was just my fear doing the talking for me. Anya’s eyes moved on from me, idly scanning the bar as if I was just another stranger to her instead of the man who loved her more than anything. And then, she turned her attention back to her phone, and I felt the buzz of another message in my hands.

What do you think I should do?

Now it was my turn to pause. Again, Anya gave a quick glance in my direction, letting me see the tight little smile on her painted lips before she took another drink. She was so unbelievably beautiful, so incredibly sexy, and just looking at her sitting there like that made me weak all over again. I wanted her so badly, and a huge part of me wanted nothing more than to walk up to her right there at the bar and remind her who she was married to. I longed to take her home, peel off that skintight dress, to get those high heels in the air, pointing at the ceiling of our bedroom as I made her scream and moan. I could snatch the chain right off her neck, ripping away the key that gave her such irresistible power. I could make her scream my name, make her tell me there was no one in the world she wanted except me. Make her tell me that no other man compared, make her yell it out while I made her cum.

As always, my cock was raging desperately inside my chastity, reminding me of my submission to this unbelievable woman. And my mouth was dry despite the beer I had drank, my heart fluttering fearfully in my chest. Again, I felt like we were on the edge of something here, like what I said next would determine the course of our lives going forward.

As it happened, I was right about that.

And all that wild desire, all that desperate lust, wasn’t enough to make me free myself. Or, worse, it was what encouraged me to give Anya what she wanted. What we both wanted. There was no getting around the fact that nothing made me feel alive like this, that nothing made my heart vibrate with such unbelievable excitement as submitting to my wife. And there was no greater submission than this, I thought. No greater example of the ferocious power Anya had over me than for her to do exactly what she wanted, no matter how I felt about it.

I think you should do what you want, I texted back. And as I saw a wild grin spread across her beautiful face as she received my text message, I could see it was exactly the answer my wife wanted. There was some consolation in that, I supposed, while I sat there in the bar with my head spinning and my cock aching for a release I knew wasn’t coming. Not much. But better than nothing.

And already when it came to Anya, I was learning to take whatever I could get.

Seriously?

Seriously.

So… What if he wants to take me to a hotel room? You’re good with that?

Are you?

I don’t know. Maybe. I mean, he’s definitely sexy. And this is turning me on so much. Babe, I know we never really talked about this. Only a little. But I think it will be so sexy to fuck another guy while you’re locked in chastity.

Over at my table, I sighed. Anya wasn’t looking at me, but she was smiling down at her phone, and I felt the warmth of that smile even in the frozen isolation I was imprisoned in. I looked at her sitting there, her body like a weapon sheathed in that outrageously tight dress, the high heels of the shoes I had lovingly put on her hooked on the bar at the bottom of the stool, and I felt another stab of jealousy, of wild lust, of disbelief that this was the woman I was married to, the woman I loved. And that now, she was suggesting something so outrageous, so wild, so deeply wrong, and yet, I wanted it too.

Anya’s new friend reemerge from the bathroom, smiling as he walked toward her at the bar. I watched him put out a hand, trailing it along her lower back, and watched her smile up at him as she set the phone aside. Her eyes darted toward me, just for a second, making sure I was still watching.

But I couldn’t look away.

He leaned toward Anya, and Anya leaned toward him, and I could see now that the conversation between them had gotten more intense. They were staring deep into each other’s eyes, and again he placed a hand on her thigh, and I had to suppress a sob of outrage and jealousy as she placed her hand on his.

Reaching some kind of agreement, they stood. He held out his arm for her, and she took hold of it, and together, they walked away from the bar, a beautiful couple turning heads everywhere they went.

And Anya’s head turned too, just for a moment. The little smile of triumph she gave me was all I had to sustain me as my wife left the bar with another man, leaving me to make my own way home alone.


  
13. A Hotwife’s Workplace Seduction

“What do you think, cuck? Does this say, ‘fuck me’ loud enough?”

I’m standing in the bedroom in front of my wife, astonished by her beauty and her cruelty and how much it all makes me want her. Of course, being locked in the chastity device is part of that, too. I haven’t had a release in months now, and it doesn’t take much to get me excited. But Anya has always been the queen of turning me on, of teasing me and driving me wild, and the longer this goes on, the more skilled she becomes. Now, she’s got me absolutely trembling with desire, and she knows it.

It’s early in the morning, and as so often these days, I’m standing in front of her naked except for my chastity device. That’s how my mistress likes it. She wants to see how she controls me, loves to be reminded of her total power over me.

And Anya is on her way to work. Today, she didn’t let me choose her outfit the way she sometimes does. Instead, she has her own ideas. And as she holds up the dress in front of me, I can’t stop myself from imagining what she’ll look like in it. I can’t keep myself from trembling with desire as I picture the curves of her body wrapped in that beautiful dress, provocatively displayed in front of everyone she works with. It’s like Anya just doesn’t care. She’s a gorgeous, dominant, slutty woman, and she doesn’t seem to care even a little bit who knows it. These days, that extends even to the people she works with.

“You’ll look amazing in that, Lady Anya,” I say carefully. “But isn’t it… a little much for the office?”

Anya smiles that deep and teasing smile, and her bright blue eyes flicker up and down my body as she looked me over. She can see right through me, of course. These days, it’s not hard to read my feelings and desires. I’m torn between wanting to see her all dressed up and being scared of what it means. It’s obvious now that my wife is fully committed to seducing this young guy at work, and there’s no doubt in my mind that she’ll be able to do it. She’s too gorgeous to resist, even wearing regular clothes. But wearing what she’s planning to wear, I know he won’t stand a chance. I can only imagine what it would be like to be him, to be starting your first job at eighteen years old and having this incredible forty-five-year-old sex goddess trying to seduce you. It makes my heart burn with jealousy, just the way Anya wants it to.

“Well, that’s the point, isn’t it? Don’t you want your wife to be the office slut?”

“Well, yes, Lady Anya, in a way. If that’s what you want,” I add, seeing her smile deepen at the reminder of the power she has over me. I don’t dare say anything anymore that might anger her, anything that might contradict her in any way. After all, we both know she’s going to do whatever she wants. And I’m just going to go along with it, the way I always do.

“It is what I want. God, it feels so good. All those boring years being married to you and never having sex with anyone else. What a waste. But now, I get to fuck everyone. And the people at work of started noticing. No one’s said anything to me yet, but I’m sure they talk about me behind my back. Especially the ones that know I’m married. What do you think? Should I tell them about our… arrangement?”

“Oh God, please, Lady Anya, no.”

Anya’s sculpted eyebrows rise high on her smooth brow as she grins at me.

“No? Too ashamed to be my pathetic chastity cuckold in public?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“You should be proud. I mean, they’re probably all wondering how a guy like you ended up with a woman like me anyway. That would explain it. If they knew how completely submissive and subservient you are, it would make more sense. And it would definitely make it easier for me to meet guys to have fun with at work.”

“Please, Lady Anya. It’s too embarrassing.”

Setting down the dress on the bed, Anya walks toward me where I stand in the bedroom. She’s completely naked, and I can’t keep myself from watching the way her breasts bounce on her chest with every step she takes. Outrageously beautiful as ever, she’s taunting me with her body as she stands in front of me, tormenting me with everything I can’t have. And as always, my cock rages and throbs unstoppably in the tight prison of chastity, knowing there’s nothing I can do to have this woman I crave more than life itself, except do exactly as I’m told.

“I’m not sure you understand, cuck,” Anya says, in a low voice that drips with menace. I groan as she reaches out and grabs hold of my chastity device, taking my swollen balls in her fingers at the same time and gently squeezing. Instinctively, my hands moved to protect myself, but I know I can’t, and so I keep them at my sides. Anya stares into my eyes as she holds me by the cock and balls. Not wearing heels, she’s shorter than I am, but that only enhances the wild power imbalance between us. My wife owns me, and that hasn’t been in question for a very long time. But when she gets like this, she scares me. After all, she has the power to allow or deny my sexual release, and to me, these days, that feels as potent as her having the power of life and death over me.

“All that matters is that I get to have as much sex as I want,” Anya said slowly. “That’s your only role in life now as a cuckold husband. You help me look pretty and help me get laid, and in return, I consider allowing you the occasional orgasm, but only if you’re very, very good. How long has it been now since I last took that cage off you, bitch?”

“Three months, Lady Anya,” I say promptly, making my wife laugh.

“Three months? God, I’ve never gone three months without sex in my life. I can’t even remember the last time I went three days without getting laid. Can you?”

“No, Lady Anya,” I mumbled, unable for now to meet her gaze as she humiliates me like this. It’s not like either of us are ever going to forget the way things work around here, but the reminder of the disparity between us is always painful. Especially when she reminds me of this, of how sex is a constant pleasure for her, and a rare reward for me. Even an orgasm has become something I hardly dare to hope for. Actual full-blown sex with Anya is almost unheard of. After all, she has no shortage of lovers to give her that, and she never misses an opportunity to remind me how much better they all are than me at satisfying her anyway.

“And now this young guy is going to make me cum, too,” she says, slowly and quietly, her lips seeming to push every word deep into my brain. “I’m old enough to be his mother, but I can tell he wants me so badly. And he’s definitely going to want me when he sees me in this dress. So what does that mean, cuck?”

“That… I should help you get dressed, Lady Anya.”

Anya laughs.

“Yes, that’s exactly what it means,” she says sadistically. “And if you think I’m wearing panties underneath it, you’re sadly mistaken. I don’t need a bra with this dress, either. The less underwear the better, today.”

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I say miserably as my wife releases her hold on my package and steps toward the bed. Standing with her feet apart, she places her hands on her hips and looks at me expectantly. As far as she’s concerned, that’s the end of the conversation, and I hurry to do her bidding, reminded all over again of my place in her life. That’s all it needs. A few words, a touch of her hand, and I’m once again completely in her power. Not that I was ever out of it, of course.

I pick up the dress from where it lies on the bed, feeling Anya’s eyes watching my every movement. It’s black, and in my hands, it feels absolutely tiny. The skirt, already short, has a slit on one side that will show off even more of her shapely thigh. The bodice of the dress is made of a sheer black mesh that will show off her stomach and torso. Above that, I see the black cups of the dress, underwired to give her boobs the same lift a good quality push-up bra would. In other words, it’s a dress more appropriate for going out to a club trying to pick someone up than it is for wearing to work. Given what my wife has planned, I guess that makes sense.

I unzip the back of the dress and step toward Anya. She turns her back on me, pulling her fiery red hair forward over one shoulder. This is an ancient ritual for us now, but it never seems to lose any of its power to entice and torment and humiliate me. I watch her body move, aching as always for the touch of her soft skin as she steps into the dress. And I pull it up over that incredible body, listening to the whisper of the silky fabric moving against her silky skin, and I feel how it conforms to her every curve of her as I pull it into position. Anya just stands there, saying nothing, breathing steadily, letting me work at my humiliating task. With trembling hands, I maneuver her heavy breasts into the cups, adjusting the straps on her shoulders. Then, I pull up the zipper of the dress, feeling it getting even tighter around her body, feeling it clinging even more provocatively to her incredible curves.

With the dress zipped up, Anya turns to look at me. Again, she places her hands on her hips as she strikes a pose, thrusting out one hip, standing with her feet crossed at the ankle. My eyes travel over her body in an act of silent worship that I know she loves, the image of her burning itself onto my brain to keep company with a thousand others just like it. I’ve never stopped desiring her. If anything, my desire only grows. And Anya knows that and takes pleasure in it, my desperate desire fueling her ego and helping her be the unstoppable sex goddess she has become.

“Looks good, right?”

“You look amazing, Lady Anya,” I say. And she knows I mean it. She knows from the tremor in my voice, from the lust in my eyes, that I’m absolutely entranced by the way she looks, and she basks in it. Just as I never get tired of looking at her, Anya seems to never get tired of being looked at like this. It never gets old for either of us. It only grows more exciting.

“Now, shoes,” Anya says as she grins at me. “High heels, obviously. I need some real come-fuck-me shoes in case the dress doesn’t say that clearly enough already. Now, what does an older married slut wear to the office when she’s hungry for young cock?”

Anya pensively puts a finger on her lip, staring toward her closet as if lost in thought. As if she didn’t know how all this talk is making me feel, though of course, she does. That’s exactly why she’s saying it, even if she wants to act otherwise. Then, seeming to make up her mind, Anya sits down on the edge of the bed. Her skirt slides even higher on her legs, the rounded thigh pushing the slit apart and giving me a dazzling view of those long legs of hers.

“Boots, cuck,” she says, looking at me. “Nice sexy boots to turn this boy’s head. You know the really glossy ones with the pointed toe?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

As a submissive cuck, I’m extremely well acquainted with my wife’s collection of footwear. Most of it, embarrassingly, bought for her by me since she locked me in chastity, with the deliberate intent of teasing me with what I can’t have and, more and more these days, turning on her collection of lovers. I know exactly the boots she’s talking about, and I know exactly how outrageously sexy she’s going to look in them. I’m not going to risk telling her again that her outfit is too provocative for the office. She’s made it perfectly clear that she doesn’t care what I think about that.

So I walk across the room to the closet, feeling Anya’s eyes on me every step of the way. Crouching down on the floor of the closet, I rummage around in her shoes to find the pair she’s looking for. I see them gleaming darkly in the low light, and as I take them out, I see my own reflection in the shiny material. She’s worn these on dates before, and she knows as well as I do how they work to show off the shape of her legs, lengthening her body and making her walk with her by now typical sexy strut. This will be the first time she’s worn these boots to the office. My slut wife always finds a way to make things even more outrageous.

For now, she doesn’t say a word. Sitting on the bed, Anya just raises one foot from the floor, pointing her toes at me. I know what she wants, what’s expected of me. I know my humiliating duty here.

I kneel on the floor in front of my goddess of a wife and slide one boot onto her foot. The supple leather creaks as it tightens around her when I pull up the zipper, the pointed toe and slender heel making her boots look almost like a weapon. Anya switches feet, putting one on the floor as she raises the other bare foot, and I put on her other boot. She beams down at me, and I can’t help but look up at her with obvious adoration, desperately craving that beautiful body all over again.

“These boots are sexy, aren’t they?”

“So sexy, Lady Anya.”

Anya pauses for a minute, and I know that look on her face. Some new idea has struck her, and I only wait and wonder what it might be.

“What if I told you I wanted you to cum on them? You know, give them a nice cum polish before I go to work. What would you say then?”

“Oh, yes, please, Lady Anya!” I beg, while my wife howls with outraged laughter.

“That’s what I thought,” Anya says between giggles, raising one hand from the bed to press it against her mouth. “God, you’re just such a pathetic loser, aren’t you? Listen to you, begging your wife to be allowed to jerk off at my feet.”

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I say meekly, knowing that what she’s saying is nothing other than the truth. It’s impossible to maintain any semblance of dignity or self-control at times like this. Besides, the idea is vibrating in my head, and the three months since I last had an orgasm feel like an unbelievable weight in the pit of my stomach, and my body screams at me to abandon all semblance of pride, all hope of dignity that was lost long ago anyway. Anya’s laughing at me, teasing me, the way she so often does. But her words offer the faintest crumb of hope, too, and I’m so desperate for any kind of release that I’m more than willing to play her nasty little game. I’ll debase myself completely, say whatever she feels I need to say, because in the end, I have no other choice.

“You know what’s even better than hearing you say that?” Anya says. And her breasts rise and fall in the cups of her sexy dress as she leans closer toward me, placing one hand on my shoulder as she leans in. “Saying no.”

I groan in despair, and my cruel wife giggles at my pain. Releasing her grip on my shoulder, she leans back on the bed again. She swings her feet right in front of me, the gleaming boots catching the light with every move she makes.

“They could use a polish, though,” she says thoughtfully. “And it will turn me on almost as much to be at work all day wearing these boots, knowing my husband was groveling at them before I went to work. So get to it, cuck. You know what to do.”

I do. I know exactly what’s expected of me, exactly what Anya wants. And I know I have no choice but to give it to her. I can tremble with desire all I want, can ache forever in my chastity cage, but I need to do what Anya says. And humiliatingly, I want to. I long ago learned to take whatever I can get, whatever my wife is willing to give me. And so I bow down before this vision of dominant beauty, running my tongue over the shiny leather of her boots while she laughs out loud above me, gloating in her total power over me, her ability to make me do whatever she wants.

“Good boy,” she says condescendingly above me. “That’s a good cuck. Get them nice and shiny for me so I look my best for Kyle.”

And I cringe, as usual, at her mocking words, but I know I can’t argue. That’s exactly what I’m doing. I lick her shining boots while she sits above me, and I hear her breathing catching slightly in her throat, and I know that she’s getting excited too. Maybe not as excited as I am, with my latest three months chastity sentence driving me absolutely wild with unrelieved desire. But my submission is turning Anya on. And that fills me all over again with that strange masochistic pleasure that was once completely alien to me, but has now become just another part of my humiliating life.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Anya says eventually, once she’s happy with my performance. And I raise my head from her boots again to stare up at my gorgeous goddess, and I’m once again struck by that relentless burning desire I have for my wife these days.

Leaving me on my knees, she rises to her feet. I watched her walk across the room, her steps made shorter by the tightness of her dress, her hips swaying from side to side with every step she takes. She moves to her bedside table and opens the drawer, and I know exactly what she’s getting. I watch as she puts on her necklace, the one my chastity key dangles from. The one she loves to wear on dates and out in public, but has never worn to the office before. But I know that’s all part of it. All part of Anya’s kinky plan. And if anyone at work asked her about the key, I genuinely don’t know what she might say. I’ve learned not to put anything past the gorgeous slut I’m married to.

The heels of Anya’s boots thump on the floor of our bedroom as she steps toward the closet again. I watch her go, still on my knees, awaiting further instructions, further teasing, further anything Anya sees fit to give me. She pulls a dark blazer out of her closet, sliding it on over her shoulders, doing a little, at least, to make her outfit a little more respectable. But only a little. A jacket, after all, can always be taken off.

Then, she turns to me with a bright smile.

“Okay, cuck, I’m off to work to get laid,” she says with a happy little chuckle. “Take some headphones to work today, okay?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

I don’t ask why. I know better than to question her. I know my role is simply to do as I’m told, so that’s what I do. I’m still kneeling as Anya strides out of the bedroom, and I stay on my knees as I listen to her snatch up the keys to her car and head out of the house without even saying goodbye. It’s like she can’t wait to get to where she’s going, can’t wait to embark on this latest adventure of betrayal.

And I can’t stop her. Not even if I wanted to.

*****

It’s another frustrating day at work for me. Another day of being unable to focus, being unable to think of anything except my sexy goddess in her provocative outfit, doing whatever it is she’s doing at work. I sit behind my desk more or less going through the motions, pretending to work while my brain keeps orbiting Anya and whatever she might be up to.

This time, she leaves me alone for long hours. Not that that makes it any easier to get her off my mind. It’s not until the afternoon when she sends me her first message, and it’s just a simple text.

Go somewhere private. Bring your headphones.

Just because she’s not physically present doesn’t mean Anya’s desires don’t carry all the weight of a command for me.

Okay, I respond, and do as I’m told. Picking up the airpods I brought from home, I slide them into my pocket, and my phone into the other, and I head to the bathroom.

Mercifully, there’s no one else in there. Putting in my earpods, I sit with my phone in my hand, waiting to see what happens next. This time, Anya doesn’t keep me waiting for long.

The phone rings. I answered, saying hello. But for a moment, all I hear on the other is muffled voices. Anya. One of them is definitely Anya. She’s not talking to me. As I hear her giggling at something, sounding frustratingly far away from me, I hear a man’s voice, too. And I don’t have to wonder who it might be that my sexy wife is talking to.

“Are you sure we should be doing this?”

“No, not at all,” I hear Anya say. “But I know I want to do it. Don’t you?”

The man doesn’t answer that question, but I hear Anya laugh again. The connection is as clear as a bell, as if it even the airwaves are collaborating with my wife’s desire to shame me. I hear a rustling noise, and then I hear something that makes me feel sick. I hear a faint but discernible wet sound, and I know I’m listening to a kiss. My cruel, gorgeous wife is kissing another man, and she wants me to know it. Once me to know just how powerless, just how rejected, just how inadequate I am. And as always, it works perfectly for her.

They kiss, and kiss some more. And then, a small moan of excitement escapes Anya’s throat. Not being able to see what’s going on leaves me free to imagine, and my desperate desire leaves me no choice. I imagine it all, imagine everything, picturing every humiliating moment of this latest degrading betrayal.

Anya moans again. And like some demented vision given by a demon, like some wild witchcraft she’s using against me, I see everything that’s happening as clear as day when I close my eyes. I see this handsome young man kissing my wife, his lips moving from her mouth to her neck, chasing those spots I know from old experience make her feel good. I practically feel the warmth of her skin against his lips, and smell the perfume she is wearing, and I imagine his lucky young hands on her incredible body tightly wrapped in that provocative dress, and naturally, my cock throbs and aches with unrelieved desire.

Anya moans again. A little louder this time. I imagine his unworthy hands whispering over the silky fabric of that dress, reaching for the hem of the skirt I put on her. I imagine pulling up her skirt, the elasticated fabric providing only the faintest resistance, but still more resistance than my wife does as she lets her latest conquest do what he wants. What I want, but can never have.

“Oh… yeah. Yeah, that’s it,” Anya says, and the wanton sluttishness in her voice makes me breathless. I hear her gasp, hear her young partner murmur something I can’t quite catch, and I imagine him with his lips still pressed to her neck while his hands explore that incredible body. Anya moans again, and I imagine his fingers sliding deep inside her pussy, finding her wet and willing, this middle-aged vixen ready to induct him into the wild world of adult desire.

“Oh, that feels so good,” Anya groans again. “That’s it. Have you ever been with a woman this much older than you?”

“No,” Kyle murmurs.

I’ve been way he is now. He’s barely listening to a word she says, focused instead on his own pleasure. But as always, Anya knows her own desires, and these days, she’s the type of woman who is more than willing to make them reality.

“I’m old enough to be your mom,” she says, and I hear the excitement in her voice. I remember her saying the same thing to me that morning. It’s undeniably true, of course. She told me herself that Kyle is only eighteen, which means we were already dating by the time he was born. Anya’s a full twenty-seven years older than this intern, and it’s clear to me that the age difference between them is part of what turns her on about what she’s doing with him.

“Call me Mommy.”

I have my own phone muted, so I’m free to gasp in shock without my wife hearing me. And as the line goes quiet for a moment, I imagine Kyle’s surprise, too. Imagine hearing such a thing from the gorgeous older woman you can barely believe wants you so badly. Anya has never in her life said anything like that to me, but I know enough about desire to know what’s going to happen. Kyle may have his doubts, but with Anya looking and behaving the way she does, I know he’s not going to argue with this little kink, anymore than I would.

“Ok…Mommy.”

It sounds awkward as he says it, just as I would, but just like he does, I hear my wife crying out with the pure deviant debauchery of what the two of them are doing together. And as I hear their movement start up again, louder and wilder and more frantic this time, I already know the terrible truth of what’s happening.

This young stud is fucking my wife, wherever they are. And just as Anya knows all too well, I can’t keep myself from listening in.


  
14. His First Night As A Cuckold

I stumbled out of the bar. Already, I had lost sight of Anya. I looked up and down the dark street, fear gripping my heart, but she was nowhere to be seen.

Along with the fear, anger, too. She’d only just met this guy. This was downright dangerous. I knew that we had discussed this, in a way. We both knew it was a possibility. But I guess it hadn’t occurred to me until that moment just how dangerous this was, and I don’t mean just to our relationship. Probably for the first time, I really realized the risks women take when they go somewhere with guys they don’t know, and why so many women are reluctant to do that. As a guy, back before I met Anya, I had no qualms about going home with girls I had just met. There just isn’t the same level of danger.

Perhaps bizarrely, I trusted my wife’s judgment. She’s a smart woman, and she wouldn’t have gone anywhere with this man if she didn’t have a decent read on him. Still, that didn’t change the fact that there was serious risk involved here. And too late, every protective instinct I had kicked in, making me fear for my wife’s safety, as well as what she might be doing to our marriage.

I pulled out my phone. I pressed the screen, listening to it ringing her number, my heart racing the whole while. She didn’t pick up. After only a few rings, the phone went to voicemail, and I swore loudly in the street, knowing she was screening my calls. But just a moment later, I got a text message from her.

Don’t worry, it said. I’ll tell you everything that happened later. Don’t call me. Don’t ruin this for me.

How will I know you’re safe? I typed, alone in the street.

It’s fine. We’re in public. We’re going to a hotel. There’ll be people around.

And then, I got a notification on my phone. Opening it, I saw a map with a dot on it, a moving dot that had a photo of Anya’s beautiful face. She was letting me track her, so I would always know exactly where she was if she got into any trouble she didn’t want to be in.

Don’t come here unless I call, she added.

My thumbs hovered above the screen, my heart once again racing in my chest. Okay, maybe this made her a little safer. But it also presented a challenge to me. Because I could go there, couldn’t I? It still wasn’t too late to stop what was about to happen. My wife was going to betray me. I no longer had any doubt about that. If I wanted to prevent such an outrageous thing – and if I didn’t, what was wrong with me? – this was my last chance.

But Anya had made her feelings clear. And as I headed toward the car, alone, I told myself that, that being the case, it didn’t really matter. If she was determined to do this, determined to sleep with other men, I couldn’t stop her. If it wasn’t this guy now, it would be some other guy, some other time. Gorgeous as she was, she wasn’t going to have any lack of suitors. I remember reading somewhere about setting boundaries in relationships, about how you can’t force a partner to behave the way you want, but you can control how you behave. When behavior becomes unacceptable, you have the option to withdraw yourself.

Somehow, it seemed Anya knew I wasn’t going to do that.

I climbed behind the wheel of the car. Tossing my phone onto the seat beside me, I started the engine. Something in my mind screamed at me that I should be doing something, that I should somehow be taking charge of the situation. But that other side of me held me back. As always these days, my cock was throbbing desperately inside the merciless steel chastity, and with a cringe of shame and desire, I thought of the key hanging from its chain around Anya’s neck, just above that incredible cleavage the tight dress so beautifully showed off. I wondered if anyone had noticed, had wondered what it signified. Probably not. As I had reflected before, Anya’s body was such a distraction that probably no one was going to notice a little bit of jewelry. Still, the idea sent shockwaves of shame racing through my body. In that moment, just as in many, many others like it, I didn’t really know what I wanted. From Anya, or from my life. Because this was all deliriously exciting, after all. It was like I was drunk on my own sexual shame, bewitched by the pure power of my wife to make me do whatever the hell she wanted. Addicted to my own betrayal, my own humiliation, my total disgrace. How do you ever prepare yourself for something like that?

I drove home. I moved automatically, like a robot, steering the car and navigating the nighttime streets without thinking about it. There was no room in my mind for anything that wasn’t Anya, and she and her outrageous body filled my thoughts to the exclusion of everything else. I wondered where she was. The tracking beacon on my phone would’ve told me, but I couldn’t look at it while I was driving. Besides, I knew that really, it didn’t matter.

Most of all, I wondered what she was doing. I knew what she had planned. So, presumably, did her lover. If a woman agrees to go to a hotel room with you, it’s about as clear as signal of intent as you’re going to get. I knew what I would think in his position, and I knew I would be right to think it. My wife was going to have sex with a stranger. The words repeated themselves over and over in my mind, like some kind of mocking mantra, until they lost all meaning. But the thought itself never faded. I couldn’t not think about her, couldn’t not think about her astonishingly sexy body and what I wanted to do to it, what she wouldn’t allow me to do to it. What she was going to allow this other man to do, her enjoying the touch of somebody else for the first time since we started dating decades ago. Decades of married bliss, up in smoke, just like that. Except it wasn’t, I knew, as I drove home on autopilot. Infidelity has ended so many marriages, but only if you let it. Only if you can’t get past it. Only if you don’t want it.

And that, unsurprisingly, was the hardest thing to deal with of all. The fact that, as much as this game tormented me, I did want it. I could have stopped it, could maybe stop it even now. That was always the deal, from the very first day Anya had locked the chastity device onto me. If I demanded that she stop, insisted that she stop, she would. I was still fairly sure of that, even if I wasn’t quite as sure as I used to be. But I hadn’t said stop. I still wasn’t. All that rage and shame bubbling away inside me, all that anger and fear and hatred, and still, I wasn’t saying the magic word. Because Anya didn’t want that, and neither did I.

I pulled into our driveway, switched off the car, and walked into the house. Somehow, the house had never seemed so empty. Even though I had been there without Anya so many times before, it wasn’t ever like this. This was a new, deeper, more profound loneliness, one that seemed to fill me right down to my bones. One that seemed to fill me the way water filled the glass that made me tremble with the sheer force of the sudden and deep aloneness unlike any I had felt before.

And there was nothing I could do about it. I sat down on the couch, my heart vibrating, my cock throbbing, weighed down by my own helplessness. I looked at my phone, looked at the location tracking, as if that could possibly help. Anya was still downtown, with this guy, and though I couldn’t be sure, I could guess what hotel they were at. I could guess, of course, what they might be doing. In fact, I was tormented by it, driven half-crazy by the painful reality. Maybe even now, he was sliding his hands over that beautiful body. Maybe even now, he was taking off the dress that clung so tightly and erotically to her curvaceous figure. Maybe even now, he was taking her to bed, climbing on top of her, his cock free and hard and surging for the pleasure that should be mine. The pleasure my vicious, gorgeous wife would allow a stranger, but not me, who loved her more than anyone. Who loved her as much as ever even now, especially now, overwhelmed by the power her beauty gave her and unable to resist her wild ideas.

There was nothing I could do. Desire vibrated inside me, and if I could, I would have masturbated right there. Another pathetic thing to have to admit to yourself, that I would have stroked my cock to the thought of my wife’s infidelity, the thought of the sex she was having in a rented room with some other man. And yet even that was denied to me. I wondered if she still had the chain around her neck, my key dangling from it as she moaned in pleasure underneath this other man. There was no relief for me. No escape. No way to stop the endless barrage of cruel images flickering inside my mind, no way to stop tormenting myself with everything I couldn’t have.

At times, it almost felt like I might go mad with the pressure of this unrelieved desire. And yet I had no choice.

I tried to watch TV. But I found myself staring through the screen, my mind a million miles away. Inevitably orbiting Anya, reconstructing everything she might be doing.

Until finally, hours later, my phone buzzed with another message from my cheating wife.

Heading home now.

My mouth was dry as I stared at the screen of the phone held my hand. She was still sharing her location with me, and I watched that little dot pause a long time outside the hotel. Then, finally, it began to move. Moving fast through the quiet streets of the city, the lateness of the hour eliminating all traffic. She must be in a taxi, I thought to myself. But no car on earth could get her home to me quickly enough for my liking.

Finally, I heard the engine outside, heard the door slam on the car in the driveway. At the sound of her high heels on the concrete, I sprang to my feet, racing toward the front door and tearing it open. Anya stood there, startled by my movements, one hand reaching out for the door handle that I had wrenched away from her. And her smile bloomed on her gorgeous face as she looked at me, seeing at once the kind of night I had had.

“You waited up,” she said as she stepped through the open door, and I swung it shut behind her.

“Of course. What was I going to do, go to sleep?”

“No, I guess not.”

Anya stepped further into the house, and as always, I watched her every movement. I watched her swaying along in those sexy high heels, watched her dress clinging to her curvaceous body, flaunting that figure that any man would desire. I certainly did. Desire had been boiling inside me all night, and that was even more true now that my wife was returned to me, a vision of feminine beauty stood right in front of me, tormenting me with my inadequacy, my helplessness. The key to everything I wanted was still hanging from its chain around her neck, and again, I thought of taking it by force, and again, I dismissed the idea. It wouldn’t work. That wouldn’t get me what I wanted. Yes, I wanted sex. I wanted her beautiful body, moaning underneath mine. But most of all, I wanted her to want that, and that meant allowing her to control me like this. That meant waiting for her to decide to give me what I used to take more or less whenever I wanted. It meant submitting to her all over again, allowing her to treat me this way as if she had every right to cheat on me and deny me sex.

Effectively, she did.

Anya set down on the sofa with a sigh, smoothing her tight dress behind her as she did. She crossed her legs, one high heel hanging above the floor as she raked her red hair back from her face. I moved around the sofa cautiously, as if I was hunting some wary animal, until I stood in front of her. I looked her up and down, and she looked at me, and the silence between us was as heavy as lead. It was like that thing with the cat in the box, I thought to myself. I knew what had happened, but I didn’t really know. I could still pretend that Anya was still faithful to me, that she had never been with another man since we first started dating. Until she told me otherwise. And then, there would be no going back.

But sooner or later, that box has to be opened. Humans are not made not to know, no matter what it costs.

“Did you have sex with him?”

Anya smiled. Her smile was a faint and fragile thing, her blue eyes flickering as she looked me up and down again.

“What do you want the answer to that question to be?”

“Honestly? I don’t know.”

“You don’t? Well you should probably find out, don’t you think?”

“Does it matter? What happened happened. Doesn’t matter what I feel about it.”

“True,” Anya said. “You really want to know?”

Somehow, and not for the first time, my wife had managed to put a finger right on the source of my confusion. It wasn’t the first time I had felt as if she understood the complex psychology behind our new relationship better than I did. It still amazed me, the changes in her over such a short time, but it made me want her more than ever. She was so confident, so poised, so in control. I was sure she had just done something completely outrageous, something neither of us would ever have imagined she might do. And yet she was able to act as if it was all completely normal.

“Yeah,” I said finally, with a long sigh. “I think I do.”

Anya’s smile deepened. Looking up at me, she patted the cushion on the sofa beside her. Stepping forward, I sat down. And she sat back, swinging her feet up from the floor and placing them in my lap. I ran a hand over her leg, between the top of her high heel and the bottom of her dress, feeling the smooth skin against my fingertips as she adjusted her position. She was unbelievably sexy, and the closer I got to her, the more potent that sex appeal became. Maybe she knew that. Maybe she guessed. Maybe she was just running on instinct. I ran my hand up and down that leg, desperately yearning for my unfaithful wife, and I knew she could get away with whatever she wanted.

“Okay then. You asked for it.”

She paused again for a moment, her eyes looking momentarily away from me. As if she was trying to decide what to say, where to begin. I waited, hardly daring to breathe. Finally, Anya began.

“He was in town on business,” she said. “I figured that was probably a good thing, because we’ll never have to see him again. Never run into him at the store, or anything like that. Plus, it meant he had a hotel room. And… Oh, it was just so sexy. I can’t even tell you. Walking through the lobby of that hotel in this dress with this gorgeous guy beside me, everyone knowing what was going to happen, but not knowing it, too. Not knowing the details. Not knowing that my husband was home alone, thinking about me. Were you thinking about me?”

“Of course I was.”

“Of course you were,” Anya said, her voice dripping with amusement now. “Was it hot?”

“You tell me.”

“Oh yeah. It was so fucking hot. Being with another guy like that, some guy I didn’t even know. Just pure animal attraction. It’s not like it is with you. It’s different when it’s someone you love, someone you’re married to. This was a totally different thing. This was just pure attraction, pure sex. He couldn’t even wait to get me into his room. As soon as the elevator doors closed, he was all over me. And I remember looking up at the camera in the corner of the elevator and wondering if some security guard was watching us somewhere. I thought about you. I imagined if you could see us, as he made out with me in the elevator, kissing me, sticking his tongue down my throat. His hands all over me, all over my body in this dress.”

And as she spoke, Anya ran her own hands over her curvaceous body through the clinging fabric, as if I wouldn’t have been able to picture exactly what she meant already.

“He even put his hand up my skirt right there in the elevator,” she went on. She wasn’t looking at me now. Instead, she was gazing past me, lost in reminiscence. But she shifted her weight in her seat, her feet moving in my lap, and my cock ached as much as ever in my chastity device, and as unbelievably painful as it was, I was desperate to hear the rest of her story.

Luckily, Anya was more than willing to tell me.

“But I stopped him,” she said. “I might be a slut, but I’m not that big of a slut.”

“We almost ran down the hallway. There was no one there. He let me into his room, and closed the door behind us. It was… I don’t know. Just a standard hotel room. Honestly, I didn’t even really notice. All I saw was the bed. And he wrapped his arms around me, and he almost picked me up and carried me over to the bed, kissing me the whole time.”

“You know what this is like?” she said suddenly, breaking off her story to turn those bright blue eyes on me. “This is just like one of those dirty stories I read. One of those Katt Ford stories I read about cuckolding. Except this is real. And I’m the star. I have to say, I never thought I’d be the star of my own kinky story, but I like it. Don’t you?”

“I have… mixed feelings about it,” I said, and Anya laughed.

“Good,” she said. “It would be weird if you didn’t. I mean, that’s what’s so fun about this. It’s killing you hearing this, isn’t it? Are you sure you want me to go on?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice slightly horse. “It would kill me even more if you didn’t tell me.”

“Okay then,” Anya said with a sexy little grin. “So… There we were, in his hotel room, him kissing me. Kissing me all over. I mean, he kissed me on the lips, and… Well, I kissed him back. Then, he started kissing my neck, and… You know how much I love that. He kissed his way down, down and down, and then… Well, of course, he started kissing my boobs.”

Anya raised one hand, lightly tracing her dangling fingertips down over her neck, over her collarbone, over the swell of her chest I could see in the low-cut dress, showing me exactly where this stranger had touched my wife. I sat bolt upright on the couch, gripping the edge of the cushion, my head swelling with that potent cocktail of emotions I couldn’t help feeling as she related her story.

“He kissed them. He squeezed them. He fondled them. And all the time, I couldn’t stop thinking about how you love my boobs too, about how most guys do. About how you’re all a little bit different, but all kind of the same, too. It felt different, having him kissing me. He was more aggressive than you. He even bit my boobs, just a little. But it was sexy. God, it was so hot. I was getting so wet having him touch me like that. So… Well, I touched him. I put my hand between his legs and felt the bulge of his cock, and I knew I’d made a good decision.”

“By then, things were getting really intense. I started undoing his belt. It’s funny how you never forget these things. I mean, you and I have sex all the time, or at least we used to do. But it feels so different with a different guy. And it all came back to me. I haven’t been with another guy in forever, but you never forget your old tricks. I unfastened his belt and unzipped his pants and reached inside, and I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I couldn’t believe I was touching another man’s cock, even through his underwear. But he didn’t care. He loved it. And he reached behind me and pulled down the zipper of my dress, and practically tore it off me.”

“He took my bra off too. Pulled that off, too, like he couldn’t wait to get me naked. Like I was a gift he couldn’t wait to unwrap, which I suppose is kind of true. Maybe he couldn’t believe his luck, it was so easy to pick me up in a bar and bring me back to his hotel and just have his way with me. But I have to tell you, I felt pretty damn lucky too. I mean, you saw him. He was sexy, right? And his body definitely didn’t disappoint.”

“Once I was naked, he basically threw me down on the bed. He was so in charge, so demanding. Just what I wanted, honestly. I mean, we weren’t there to make love. We were there to fuck and… That’s what he did. He fucked me, Rob. What do you think of that?”

“I think you’re amazing,” I blurted out. Anya laughed, a wild shriek of merriment bursting out of her, as shocked by my words as I was. But the worst thing was that I meant it. Sitting there with my wife’s sexy feet in my lap, hearing this unbelievable tale, I couldn’t wrap my head around it. And the worse the story got, the more amazed I felt with my wife. It was impossible to believe what she had done, and I knew there was no chance of getting past it. Neither of us had the power to undo what had happened, and neither of us was ever going to forget. I was now officially a cuckold, just like those pathetic men in the stories my wife loved to read. And it turned me on so much to think of my wife being such a cruel bitch, just because she could.

“Really? That’s so sweet. He thought I was pretty amazing, too,” Anya said. “And, Rob. I can’t even describe how fucking good it felt. I mean, he was incredible. So powerful, so in charge, and he wanted me so badly. His cock was just… I don’t know. I don’t know how to describe it. I mean, I’ve gotten so used to yours over the years, it’s like I’d forgotten what other cocks are like. But his was big, and rock hard for me, and it just wouldn’t quit. I mean, he made me scream. Probably everyone in the rooms around us could hear exactly what was going on, and I didn’t care. I didn’t hold anything back. I screamed like a slut while he pounded me, Rob. Screaming with another man’s cock buried inside my pussy. I’m never going to forget that. It was fucking amazing.”

Shifting a little where she sat on the couch, she raised one knee, the skirt of her tight dress growing even tighter. She pressed the sharp high heel of one shoe carefully down on me, tapping it against my chastity cage. I groaned with frustration and desire, and she giggled again.

“And there’s you, all locked away. Can’t even jerk off while I’m out there having some of the best sex I’ve ever had in my life. You know, I have to say, I had my doubts when we started playing like this, but this is amazing. Having you locked up and being able to fuck any guy I want anytime I want… It’s like a dream. What woman wouldn’t want this for herself?”

I didn’t say anything. Sitting there with her feet in my lap, one rested possessively on my caged cock, I felt completely tongue-tied. Completely owned, completely at her mercy. Powerless to do anything but sit and wait. And Anya was completely in charge, and she knew it. I watched, my eyes widening slightly as she lifted one hand toward her neck. She slid her thumb under the chain around her neck, lifting it slightly, letting the key dangle.

“But I guess you’ve been a good cuckold,” she said with another little laugh. “You didn’t try to stop your wife having her fun. You did what you were told. And you waited up for me to come home so you could hear all about what I did with another guy. I guess that deserves a reward, don’t you think?”

“Oh, yes, please,” I babbled, while my wife laughed again. Raising her other hand, she reached behind her neck, under her flaming red hair, and unfastened the chain. Swinging her feet out of my lap, she put them on the floor, sitting upright next to me on the sofa now with the key in her hand.

“Take your clothes off,” she said softly.

And I didn’t hesitate. In seconds, I pulled off my shirt, my pants, my socks, my underwear, stripping down to nothing except the chastity device that shone bright and hard between my legs. And Anya’s eyes flickered over me, taking in the spectacle of my desperate desire, my submissive obedience, my total helplessness toward her.

Leaning forward, she slid the key into the lock and twisted it. Then, she detached the steel tube that contained my cock, and I sighed with relief as my manhood was finally allowed to swell, reaching hardness so quickly it made me lightheaded where I sat. Anya traced her fingers over the boiling veins of my shaft, and just that, that light touch, was enough to make me tremble.

“Okay, cuck,” she said with another cruel little laugh. “You can reclaim your wife now.”


  
15. Watching His Wife’s New Boy Toy

It’s hardly the first time I’ve raged my way home from work. But it might be the most powerful yet. You think that eventually, you’ll get used to anything. You think you get used to these conflicted feelings, these fears, these doubts, these bursts of anger that can never last for long, can never stand up to the masochistic arousal it makes me feel to know my wife cheats on me constantly.

But you’d be wrong.

I never get used to it. Partly because Anya never gives me the chance. She’s always finding some new thing to do, some new way to reinforce my humiliation, my disgrace, my total impotence in her life. And just like always, I’m completely hooked. I’m completely addicted to it, even though I hate it, or because I hate it. It drives me absolutely insane, and it makes me want her more than I can possibly bear, and yet, just like my enforced chastity, I have to bear it. I have to put up with it, because it’s what my sex goddess of a wife demands.

It’s not the price I pay for being with her. It’s part of the appeal of being with her. Part of the joy of being married to a woman like Anya, part of the dark pleasure we take in a game we know we shouldn’t play. We love each other. I still maintain that, while she treats me like a slave, like a loser, like a complete nonentity. A drooling moron whose only purpose is to serve her and help her fuck better men.

I pull into the driveway. Anya is home before me, as she usually is. I don’t have any hope of being released as I hurry toward the door. After all, I’m painfully aware of how many months it’s been since Anya last let me have an orgasm, let alone actually let me have sex with her. I certainly don’t imagine that tonight’s going to be the night when that changes. But I can’t help it. I hurry to be with her anyway, drawn to her presence the way I always am. Drawn to my own humiliation like a moth to the flame, eager for whatever instruction my cruel wife has in mind for me next.

And somehow, still, I’m never really ready for it.

Because when I walk through the door of my house, I see Anya, sitting on our sofa. She’s still wearing the scandalous dress she wore to the office, the black fabric clinging tight to her body, her gorgeous breasts swelling over the lace-trimmed cups that barely contain them. Her red hair tumbles down over one shoulder, her eyes shining as she looks up to see me come through the door, her glossy lips raised in a smile. But Anya, my cruel goddess, is not alone.

The man sitting next to her on the sofa is young. Ridiculously young. He looks at me, and he looks nervous. She’s wearing a dress shirt and slacks, having come straight from the office, and his blonde hair and blue eyes probably make him look even younger than he would anyway. There’s no doubt in my mind about who this is. This young man can only be Kyle, my wife’s new pleasure toy. And after the abject humiliation of listening to him fuck her at work, now I have to meet him, too.

“Hi, cuck,” Anya says, not missing a single opportunity to humiliate me in front of her new lover. “This is Kyle.”

“Hi,” Kyle says nervously, looking at me. I don’t answer. Honestly, I hate talking to her lovers. I hate even looking at them. I know they are just toys for her pleasure, just objects for her to use. Mere things to provide her with the orgasms she craves. That’s all. That’s part of the deal we have. My biggest fear is not sexual at all. The biggest one is the fear that Anya might fall in love with one of the many men she lets share her bed. But so far, she hasn’t. On those increasingly rare occasions when we can talk frankly about what’s going on, she maintains she won’t. That’s a promise she’s kept, through all the other cruelties and humiliations she’s inflicted on me.

Still, it’s not easy to look into the eyes of a man I know for a fact was fucking my wife just an hour or two earlier and greet him like a friend.

“We had such a good time at work today, I thought I’d invite him around for a drink and some fun,” Anya says, shifting on the sofa. The way her body moves in that tight dress is enough to make me breathless, enough to remind me why I put up with this outrageous treatment. She must’ve told this young man about me, then. She must’ve told him that he doesn’t have to worry about me, that I’m no threat, that I won’t stand in the way while he fucks my wife. And there’s the key to my chastity hanging around her neck, the silver chain and the metal of the key shining in the light and contrasting sharply with Anya’s stark black outfit. It's hard to miss. And if young Kyle doesn’t already know exactly what that key signifies, there’s little doubt in my mind that he will soon find out.

Of course, Anya doesn’t waste any time.

“Is that okay with you, loser?”

She stares at me expectantly, and I know what’s required. There’s only one answer I can give, only one answer Anya ever wants to hear from me. And she wants her lover to hear it, too. I know exactly why. I know exactly what she’s doing. Unlike some of the other men she’s been with, he’s young enough to still be somewhat shy, somewhat awkward. I can’t imagine he’s ever been in a situation like this before. Anya’s trying to establish the hierarchy right away, trying to prove to him he doesn’t need to worry about me.

And I have no choice but to go along with it.

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

Anya’s blue eyes flash as she smiles. If anything, Kyle’s eyes are an even brighter blue than hers. And seeing them together really drives home the age difference. My wife is an absolute goddess, and she looks far younger than her years. But she doesn’t look eighteen. Her maturity, the self-possession that a woman only gets after a certain age, radiates out from her, and makes her seem even more powerful. Even more in control. Two men in the room with her, but there’s no doubt in my mind that Anya is completely in charge. And she’s never sexier than when she’s getting her own way.

“Good. Though it’s not like you have a choice, is it? Now, cuck, you know the rules. Clothes off.”

On the sofa beside my wife, Kyle suppresses a gasp, but I know Anya isn’t joking. Her eyes are fixed on me, and she’s no longer smiling. She means what she says, and as always, I have no choice. It never feels good to get naked in front of another man. It especially doesn’t feel good to do it in front of one I’ve only just met, one who maybe doesn’t know that I’m locked in chastity, but is about to find out in the most degrading way possible. But there’s no arguing with my wife. She never tolerates disobedience, but especially not when she’s entertaining a lover.

So I strip, under her watchful eyes and the wide eyes of her young lover. He looks from me to her and back again at me, not interested in seeing the naked body of another man, but fascinated all the same by what he’s witnessing. I suppose I can’t blame him for that, even as anger and hatred flare in my heart. It’s always like this. Honestly, when it comes to these men she seduces, I doubt I would behave any differently from how they do. As far as I’m concerned, there is no man alive who can resist Anya’s charms, not a single straight guy in the world who could say no to her and her strange whims, no matter how kinky or strange it might seem. But I can’t be mad at her. I love her too much, and I want her too much. So I redirect my impotent anger at them. Not that it matters. It’s not as if I’m allowed to act on it.

And when Kyle sees my chastity cage, he stares at my wife in astonishment. She giggles, leaning toward him, placing her hand on his thigh.

“My husband doesn’t get to have sex,” she explains, her eyes on me as she speaks, her tongue showing between her teeth as she forms the humiliating words. “Husbands don’t deserve sex. Sex is just for boyfriends and wives, not married man.”

“He… He lets you do this?”

I wait, standing naked and ashamed in front of them both as they sit side-by-side on the sofa. It’s not the first time I’ve had to endure a moment of discovery like this, though this may be the most humiliating one yet. As Anya loves to point out, Kyle is easily young enough to be our son, if we had had one. And now my dominant wife is giving him an education in the finer details of male chastity, and it’s so unbelievably humiliating to have my inadequacy displayed in front of a guy so much younger than me. For Anya, I know, that’s part of the thrill.

“Yeah, he does,” Anya says. “He lets me do whatever I want. Because if he doesn’t, he doesn’t get to cum. Go on, cuck. Tell Kyle how long it’s been since I last let you have an orgasm.”

“Three months,” I say. Kyle chuckles in astonishment, Anya laughs out loud.

“That’s right. Three months. He only gets to cum when his behavior is very, very good. That means doing exactly as he’s told. It means helping me look sexy for my lovers. And doing all the household chores so that I have more time to spend getting fucked. Right, loser?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“This is crazy,” Kyle says. “I mean, I’ve heard of guys getting off on watching their wives have sex before. But this is a new one on me.”

“Maybe it’s a little extreme,” Anya says with a shrug that makes her breasts bounce in the top of her provocative dress. “But trust me. We’ve been together longer than you’ve been alive. When you’ve been together that long, you have to find ways to spice things up.”

“Yeah, but what’s sexy about not having sex?”

“That’s his problem,” Anya says with another shrug. “But don’t worry about him. We have better things to do than talk about my loser of a husband.”

Anya turns the full power of her seductive smile on Kyle as she speaks, and he smiles back. I can see he’s still nervous, still hesitant. But I know just how good Anya is at convincing men to do what she wants. I’m living proof of it, in fact. There’s no doubt my mind that she’s going to get what she wants from Kyle, too. Young and horny as he is, he has no chance. He’s just lucky that what she wants from him is exactly what he wants from her, too.

And she moves on the sofa, backing away from him a little, but not for long. Her dress tightens even more around her hips and her ass, and she leans forward, sitting sideways on the sofa, reaching for the front of his pants. Kyle keeps his eyes on her just like I would in his position, ignoring me while I stand there humiliated in silence. Skillfully, my wife unfastens his belt, unfastens his pants, spreads his open zipper wide and reaches into his underwear to draw out his cock.

He’s hard already. Of course he is; he’s a young man. And as Anya lifts his cock out into the light, I do my best not to react. I don’t even want to look at it, but I can’t stop looking at her, and I can’t help noticing his size. Anya has had some well-hung lovers in the past, and Kyle is definitely up there with the biggest of them.

“God, I love this cock,” my wife says in a voice that drips with sluttish lust. “It’s always so hard for me, isn’t it? You love fucking this older married woman, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Kyle says uncertainly, his eyes flickering toward me, just for a second, before returning to my wife.

But a tiny frown appears on Anya’s beautiful face. Kyle jumps on the sofa inside her as she flicks the shaft of his cock with one finger, making it sway from side to side. It doesn’t really hurt him, I know that. Still, it’s another display of her total power.

“You know what I like being called,” she said. “Do it. Do it right here in front of my husband.”

“Okay… Mommy.”

A long moan of pleasure escapes from between Anya’s smiling lips. A tiny tremor passes through her body, visible in the silky black dress that clings to her every curve. She wants him to know how badly it turns her on to hear him say that, and I know she wants me to know it, too. And it works. There’s no way either of us can fail to notice, no way not to see the effect this weird new kink of hers has on my beautiful wife.

“That’s right,” Anya says in a voice that’s absolutely dripping with pleasure. “Now, it’s time for mommy to suck your cock.”

Again, I do my best not to make a sound. I do my best not to let out a yell of anguish, a groan of despair. It kills me to watch my wife give her body over and over again to an endless parade of other men, kills me to know she’ll let seemingly anyone but me fuck her. But Anya knows that what kills me the most is to watch her give pleasure this way, to watch her suck the cock of another man like an absolute slut. Because as she loves to remind me, there’s a good chance my wife will never do that for me again. There’s a very good chance I’ll go the rest of my life without receiving another blowjob, and yet my wife is more than willing to give them to any guy who catches her eye. And she never looks as unbelievably slutty as she does when she has another man in her mouth, when she is ignoring her own pleasure for the time being and focusing solely on his. Nothing drives home what a whore she is, what an unbelievable slut she can be for any guy who isn’t me.

But I haven’t been dismissed. I haven’t been getting any further instructions. So I have no choice but to stand there and watch.

Anya moans low in her throat as she takes Kyle’s cock between her lips. I watched her lips tighten around his shaft, watch her cheeks hollow. With one hand, she sweeps her long red hair back from her face to make sure I can see every detail of this humiliation. With the other, she grips Kyle’s thick cock at the base, holding it upright while she worships it.

She moans again. And after a moment, so does he. He closes his eyes, then opens them again, unwilling to deprive himself of the sight of my wife still sitting beside him on the couch, bending at the waist to blow him. Reaching out, he places a hand on the round swell of her ass straining the stitching of her tight dress, and she arches her back like a bitch in heat, her mouth moving up and down on his meat more rapidly now, drawing more moans and groans of pleasure out of both of them.

She takes him deep, sliding her hand up and down the shaft along with her mouth until he’s right at the back of her throat. She coughs, gagging for a moment as she raises her head from his lap. His manhood slides out of her mouth with a sloppy wet sound, and I can see the moisture in her eyes from choking on his weapon as she finally looks at me.

“What are you doing standing there, loser?” she says. “My boots got dusty at work today. Get down on your knees and lick them clean while I suck Kyle’s cock.”

Beside her, Kyle gasps in astonishment once again. And my stomach flips, rage and despair churning inside my guts the way they always do. But just like always, I know I have no choice. Just like always, I already know what’s going to happen, that I’m going to do what she says. Anya’s power over me is unassailable, irresistible, inarguable. Even now, in the depths of this abject humiliation, I know I have no choice but to obey.

“Yes, Lady Anya,” I say. And with a smug smile, she turns back to her young lover.

As I step forward, sinking to my knees at her feet, she opens her mouth wide for him again, taking him inside. And he moans with pleasure and disbelief as she sucks him, and she moans with pleasure as she feels my tongue against the glossy leather of her boots, humbly lapping away at her feet in a show of complete and total shameful submission to her beauty and sexual power while she pleases her latest boy toy.

For a long time, the only sounds in our living room are wet ones. The sound of my tongue sliding over my wife’s boots fills my ears, but it doesn’t drown out the wet sound of her lips and tongue moving up and down over his shaft. Faster and faster all the time, until the springs in the couch creak slightly from the force of her movements. And I can’t drown out his moans of pleasure, either, his sounds of obvious satisfaction, the kind of satisfaction my wife long ago decided I didn’t deserve. I can’t drown out her moans either, moaning with her mouth full of him, moaning at the pure unbelievable kinkiness of what she’s doing right now. Anya always finds another level. Anya always finds another way to degrade and humiliate me while enjoying herself. And as she continues to suck his cock, I make her boots shine from my saliva, carefully licking my way up from the pointed toes all the way to the top of the boots just below her pretty knees. I long to kiss her skin, to kiss even the most insignificant part of her, but I don’t do it. I don’t dare. I’m on fire with desire for my wife, but I know the rules. All I get is her boots, and the feel of her gorgeous legs under them. For a cuckold loser like me, for now, that’s going to have to be enough.

I hear Kyle groan, louder than ever now, and I hear Anya moan in answer. His body stiffens, and I cringe, continuing to lick her boots clean, sure that I know what’s coming. I’m not wrong. Right there on our sofa, Kyle cums in my wife’s mouth, and she gasps and splutters and chokes at the sudden eruption of his orgasm in her throat. Kyle lets out a long, shivering moan that only drives home my own frustration and denial, my cock aching desperately inside the chastity device. And my wife swallows. Still sucking his cock as if she wants to suck the cum right out of his balls, she splutters and gasps, but swallows his cum while he watches, unable to believe his luck in finding this mature slut who can’t seem to get enough of him.

Once she’s confident that she has sucked him dry, Anya raises her mouth from his cock. I sit back on my knees as she moves on the couch, sitting upright, her gleaming boots in front of me. She turns to smile at me, carefully wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb, trying not to smudge her lipstick. I can see the flush in her face, the light in her eyes, the pure pleasure she takes in being so cruel, so sexy, so evil. The pleasure she takes in seeing me suffer, seeing me jealous and frustrated and horny, unable to do a single thing about it.

“Fuck, that was hot,” she says, looking at me instead of Kyle now. “His cock just tastes so good. Did you like having Mommy suck your cock, baby?”

“Yeah,” Kyle says, almost sheepishly. He’ll say whatever he has to, I know that. This weird mommy fetish is a new development for Anya, but she knows exactly how to get us all to go along with it. Just give him pleasure, and deny it to me, and we’ll both be her toys for as long as she wants.

“Look at this, cuck,” Anya says, turning her attention back to me. She still has her hand wrapped around the base of Kyle’s cock, and as I reluctantly turn my eyes towards it, she gives it a gentle shake, making it sway. “He’s still hard. He just came in my mouth, but he’s still rockhard. That’s why I need young boys to fuck me. Boys who never go soft, who never have trouble getting it up. Boys I can train to please me just the way I want, for as long as I want. Not worthless old losers like you.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

Chuckling, Anya turn back to her young lover. I back up as she puts both feet on the floor, rising from the sofa. Both Kyle and I watch, transfixed by the hourglass shape of her body as she pulls up her tight skirt, struggling with the elasticated fabric as she rolls it up over her hips and ass. Then she steps forward, the boots I just licked gleaming in the light as she climbs onto the sofa, facing Kyle. Straddling him, her high heels pointing back at me as she kneels on top of him.

“Watch, cuck,” Anya says, already somewhat breathless as she turns her head back over her shoulder to look at me. “Watch what this big young cock does to your wife’s married pussy.”

With that, she reaches down underneath herself, taking hold of Kyle’s cock once again and guiding it into herself. From behind, I watch, wincing in shame and jealousy but powerless to do anything about it, as the swollen head of his cock spreads my wife’s lips apart.

Anya moans like an animal as she lowers herself down onto his cock. I can see her juices shining on his skin, mingling with his saliva, as she impales herself. He’s moaning too, both of them moaning together at the feel of tightness, the feel of being filled up, the sex they are having driving me wild as I stand there watching. And slowly, Anya lowers herself all the way down until he’s completely inside her, until her big round ass is sitting on top of his thighs, until she can drape her arms around his neck and turn her head to look at me over her shoulder again.

“Get down on your knees,” she orders curtly. “You’ll get a better view from down there.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

Without hesitation, I kneeled as she instructs, and I see at once that she’s right. Kneeling in front of the couch, I’m at the right level to see everything. As Anya turns back to her young lover with a smile, as she begins to move on top of him, as his cock slides in and out of my wife’s streaming pussy, I can see it all. I can see how her body adjusts to his size, how he feels her completely, wall-to-wall. I can see as she rides him faster and faster, slowly picking up speed, her arousal getting the better of her. I can hear her moaning, those moans coming quicker and louder with every minute that passes, matching the speed of her motions as she rides him. And I can hear him moaning too, can watch his fingers sinking into the soft skin of my wife’s toned ass as he holds her by the hips, enjoying the feel of that body I once got to enjoy, and have now lost to men like him. Maybe forever.

I watch. That’s what a cuckold does, after all. And as always, I know that’s what Anya wants me to feel. The deep shame and humiliation of being controlled like this by her, of being my wife’s pathetic plaything, feeling my cock raging in the chastity to which she holds the only key and knowing she has no need of me to get off.

“Oh, that feels so good,” Anya moans in a voice that drips with wild sex. “Oh, Mommy loves riding this cock. Suck mommy’s tits, baby.”

And, moaning in pleasure and disbelief, Kyle does. He buried his face in my wife’s magnificent cleavage, her still wearing the sexy dress she wore to work purely to seduce this young man. It was all leading here, inevitable as nightfall, but that doesn’t make it any easier to bear. I listen to him moan with his face buried in her cleavage, listen to her moan with his cock buried inside her pussy, and my chastity has never felt so tight, so unforgiving, so painful as it does now.

“Oh fuck,” Anya gasps. Her red hair streams straight down her back as she tips her face up toward the ceiling, her passionate cries filling the air of our living room now. “Oh fuck, that feels so fucking good! Oh fuck, baby, Mommy’s going to cum!”

And she does. I hear her orgasmic cry on out of her, hear the way the breath catches in her heaving chest as her swelling boobs engulf Kyle’s face. I hear the sudden wetness between them, the sudden flood of her juices pouring out of her body and lubricating their sex. I see her pussy spasming around his shaft, her swollen lips gripping him tightly as if she never wants to let go. And given how good this young man was making her feel, why would she?

Anya howls like an animal as pleasure overtakes her. And as the bright wave of orgasm washes over her, she slumps forward, gasping in bliss. Kyle wraps his arms around her, holding my beautiful wife’s body tight against himself, the two of them locked in a passionate embrace as if I’m not even there.

But I am there. I’m there, kneeling in front of the sofa, watching my wife fuck a guy decades younger than me. Just another one of Anya’s kinky adventures, and another image I’ll never be able to get out of my head.


  
16. Cuckold Regret

There was nothing else like it.

In all the years of our marriage and previous relationship, we had never had sex like that. And I had never stopped being swept away by my wife’s beauty, never stopped desiring Anya from the day we met. We had had more than our share of passionate and thrilling sex in the past. But it was never like this. Anya called it reclaiming her, and in a way, that’s exactly what it felt like.

Along with my desire, my excitement, my physical bliss, there was a note of rage in my feelings, and I channeled that rage into the movements of my body on top of her. I fucked her like I was angry at her, and in a way I guess I was. Though maybe not as angry as I should have been. What Anya had done was unbelievable, well beyond the normal bounds of any healthy relationship. In fact, it could’ve been the end of our relationship right there. I had always thought, when I ever bothered to think about things like this, that cheating was a line no one should ever cross. That if my wife was ever unfaithful to me, that would probably be the end of our marriage. Now, I was finding out the opposite. Not only was this not the end, but in its own weird way, it was the beginning of something new. Some new phase in our relationship to one another and with ourselves. Because the fact that Anya cheated on me, the fact that she fucked another guy, made her more unbelievably desirable than ever before. It made her a sexual goddess that I simply couldn’t resist, the outrageous selfishness making an already irresistible woman even more attractive somehow.

I made her scream. I use my newly freed manhood like a weapon, and every howl of pleasure she gave encouraged me to keep going.

I rode the waves of my own orgasm like a surfer, varying my pace and position to hold back. This time, it wasn’t for my wife’s benefit. I wasn’t trying to last longer to please Anya, although that was an important side effect. I was trying to please myself. I knew that the longer I held back, the greater the pleasure would be. Also, I feared what might happen after. I didn’t know what Anya’s plans were following this. Maybe she didn’t have any. Maybe she hadn’t thought past the moment, and I tried not to, either. In some ways, it was easy. As swept away as we both were in powerful feelings of desire, it was easy to be fully present in the moment. Still, I had that lingering sense of wondering about the future. Whatever happened, I knew our relationship was never going to be the same again. Anya had been unfaithful to me, and that was a bell that couldn’t be unrung. Nor could I pretend that it didn’t turn me on. And that, I suspected, was going to define the relationship we had going forward.

But right there in that moment, it was all doubt and rage and motion and bliss. Anya gasped and moaned, writhing on the bed beneath me, impaled by my cock plunging in and out between her shaking legs. I had never heard her make noises like this. I had never seen her quite this satisfied, and I groaned against her neck as I felt her pussy spasm and tighten wetly around me over and over again. Her body shook and trembled beneath me as multiple orgasms soaked the sheets, the whole house vibrating to her wild cries.

It felt like it went on forever. And yet still, it was never going to be long enough. Anya was a sweaty mess by the time we were done, strands of her red hair clinging to her shining face, her body shaking uncontrollably. And every muscle in my body was screaming on the edge of cramp, but I didn’t care. My cock felt like concrete inside my wife’s body, and all the days of denial and frustration transformed themselves, pushing me onward to keep doing what I was doing.

In the end, I couldn’t hold back any longer. Finally, I didn’t want to. Even though I wanted the night to go on forever, even though I wanted to keep feeling this pleasure. I wanted to listen to Anya screaming in bliss for the rest of time, to know it was me making her feel this way, and not some other guy. I wanted to remind her what I could do, that she had everything she needed to be happy right here at home, even if there was also that huge part of me that loved the fact she had been with another man. It was all too complicated to think about, and as I reached my climax, I stopped thinking at all. I exploded inside her, a powerful orgasm surging out of me like the breaking of a dam, and Anya moaned as she felt me collapse on top of her, our bodies shaking and trembling together as they melted into one.

For a long time after that, silence reigned in our bedroom. Or close to it, anyway. There was the sound of our heavy breathing, but that was all. I lay there, still on top of her, still inside her, my head spinning in the new clarity I had reached, now that my monstrous desire was finally dampened. The full reality of what happened came washing over me, removed from all the wild hormones and drives of sex. My wife had cheated on me. And I had loved it. It turned me on more than anything else we had ever done. But now, the shame and guilt and fear took over. Now, desire dampened though never truly eliminated, I could fully feel all the negative feelings that came with what Anya done. And as I lay there on top of her, my face buried against her shoulder, shrouded in her hair, breathing in the scent of her with every breath, I felt a wild stab of regret that we had let things go this far.

I withdrew. My cock slid easily out of Anya’s twitching pussy, softened now, though still fat with pleasure and dripping with our shared orgasms. Sweating and panting, I rolled over to lie on my back beside my wife in the bed that we had shared, the one we had picked out together, in the house we chose as the base to build our new life, never suspecting it would end up looking like this. I stared up at the ceiling, my head spinning, my mind racing, almost trembling now not with desire and eventual relief but with the horrible feeling that we had made a huge mistake.

Beside me, Anya sighed. She rolled over toward me, placing her hand on my chest, her fingers moving over the warm skin. Then she placed her head on my chest like a pillow, her ear above my thumping heart. She snuggled up close to me, throwing one leg over me, holding me tenderly and possessively. But I didn’t hold her back. I just lay there, my hands behind my head, staring up at the ceiling while she murmured noises of approval.

“That was amazing,” she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “That was so hot. I mean, I can’t believe we’re doing this, but when we have sex like that, it reminds me why.”

“Glad you enjoyed it.”

I promise I wasn’t trying to convey my bitterness, my newfound regret. It’s just that I couldn’t hide it. And Anya, of course, picked up on it straightaway. She lifted her head from off my chest, staring up at me with a new look in her bright blue eyes.

“What’s wrong?”

I took a deep breath, pausing for a moment before answering. My instinct was to say nothing, to avoid the no doubt uncomfortable conversation I didn’t want to have. But I had been married to her for long enough to know that rarely fixes a problem, and usually makes it worse. Sooner or later, you end up talking about these things anyway. Avoiding it doesn’t make any sense. Yes, it’s hard to talk about complicated feelings, especially ones you’re not particularly proud of. But those are exactly the feelings you should talk about. That’s what I told myself, anyway, as I lay there in the bed, trying to wrap my head around what the two of us done.

“What did we just do, Anya?”

“Oh noooo,” Anya said, letting the word out in a long soft moan that now had nothing to do with pleasure and everything to do with regret. Her hand moved over my chest, her lips descending to kiss me near my shoulder, and she wrapped her arm around me, holding me even tighter, pressing her body even more frantically against mine as if physically trying to stop me from pulling away from her. But I wasn’t. Physically, I was right there. It was my mind, my heart, those intangible inner parts of me that felt like they were moving away. Not by my choice, either. Just withdrawing from the pain it caused me to know that my wife had cheated on me.

I knew it wasn’t fair. I knew that I had consented to this whole thing, had never even tried to stop her. I found it too sexy to resist. But now that it was done, now that there was no going back, now I had these deep feelings of regret. And now I had to work hard not to try to escape my own responsibility for what had happened by blaming her. It wasn’t Anya’s fault. Yes, she had taken the dominant role, making all of this happen. She had locked me in chastity, getting me to a point where I would agree to the most outrageous things for the promise of the pleasure that she withheld. But it wasn’t fair to blame her, even if that was all part of the game we played together. The game where she was in charge and I was the submissive boy toy whose only choice was to obey. That was the game, and it was a fun one, but it wasn’t real. I could have stopped it. Lying there beside my wife after everything was said and done, I was haunted by the feeling that I should have.

“You don’t regret it, do you?” she said earnestly. I didn’t look at her. I stayed looking up at the ceiling. But in my peripheral vision, I could see that she was looking at me, her eyes flickering over my face, studying my expression as if she might find something there that would help her get me through this. In my own way, I was struggling just as hard. Fighting not to let these feelings of shame and regret and disgrace sour my relationship with the woman that I still loved. Because if I didn’t, none of this would have mattered.

“I… I don’t know, Anya,” I said truthfully. Finally, I tore my eyes away from my confused contemplation of the ceiling to look at her. And when I did, just like I knew I would, I felt a stab of affection and love and, yes, still, desire. It was part of why I had been staring at the ceiling in the first place. Just looking at my wife always changed my mental state, even if only a little. It was much easier to resist Anya, to think clearly, when I couldn’t see her. But that she was, lying naked next to me, gazing up at me with her beautiful face radiating concern. And my heart vibrated with love for her, piercing through all those shameful feelings I got from how she had cheated on me.

“Oh no,” she said again. “This is exactly what I was afraid of! Did we go too far? I’m sorry, Rob, I’m so sorry! It all sounds so sexy in those kinky stories, but real life isn’t a story. I never would have done it if I thought it would hurt our relationship. I thought we were strong enough to take it.”

“So did I. We are,” I said. And, finally, I slid one hand out from underneath my head to wrap my arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer against me to reassure her. She pressed her body hard against mine, and I could feel the warmth of sex rising from her, and those faint stirrings of desire, never really gone, strengthened inside me again.

“It’s just… It’s just intense.”

“I know,” Anya said softly, and I felt the warmth of her breath against the skin of my bare chest as she spoke. “Look, this only works if we’re both into it. I know the whole game is to pretend that I’m totally in charge, totally the boss, and you’re just my little submissive who has to do whatever he’s told. And I love playing like that. But we don’t have to. That’s not real. I love you, Rob. I don’t want to do anything to hurt you, not really. I only want to hurt you in a sexy way. If this isn’t that, we can stop right now. I’ll never do it again. Go back to the way things were.”

My wife was looking at me with shining eyes, and as I stared into them, I found myself wondering. She was right, of course. The games we had been playing up to that point were sexy. Sexier, in fact, they had any right to be. Sexier than I would ever have believed they could be. I had never known excitement like what I had felt over the past few weeks, ever since Anya locked my cock away in chastity. I had never wanted anything as badly as I wanted her. And now that I had finally had her again, I was riddled with these complex and negative feelings instead of just enjoying the fact that I had a gorgeous wife that any man would want, a woman who had taken our already-satisfying sex life to a new and completely wild level. There was so many guys, I knew, who would kill to be in the position I was in now. Then again, there were so many men who would have been completely unable to handle even the thought of it. I still wasn’t sure which category I fit into. I still wasn’t sure how I felt. Lying beside Anya, staring into her eyes, the only thing I knew for certain was that I loved this woman as much as I ever had. Maybe even more. And that whatever happened next, whatever direction we went in, we had to make sure we didn’t ruin the relationship we had.

“Is that what you want?”

Anya looked up at me. She blinked, her long lashes casting faint shadows on her cheeks that were still flushed from the passionate sex we had just had. She paused before answering, her eyes searching my face once again, looking for clues as to what was going on in my mind through my eyes. But I hardly knew myself. I couldn’t imagine what she might see that would give her any clue to the complex feelings I could barely unravel.

Finally, her lips lifted at the corners in a faint and unexpected smile.

“No, honey,” she said in a voice that was little more than a whisper, shaking her head just a little as she spoke. “This can’t be up to me. This can’t be something I make you do. I know that’s the game we play, and it’s so fucking hot to me. But it isn’t worth our marriage. I love you, and nothing I do with any other man is ever going to change that. If you want me to stop, I’ll stop. Simple as that. But if you want to carry on…”

With that, she lifted her body away from mine. She sat up, the blankets moving across the bed. Her breasts hung heavy from her chest, her red hair cascading down over her shoulders, and as always, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, couldn’t stop them from doing their little dance of desire as I took in her incredible figure. I knew it could only make me weaker, making me want her more. But it was getting harder and harder to care about that.

I thought about what she had said. I thought about what we had done. Shame and regret were still boiling inside me, but that wasn’t all. Desire was there too, growing by the second, and when I thought of Anya in that hotel room getting nailed by that other man, I felt more keenly than ever that wild sense of shame, but I also felt more and more turned on. There wasn’t much point denying it. It was true what she said. What we had done was astonishingly sexy, and it only got more so the more I thought about it. Just like always, I was hooked on my wife and the crazy things she did. I might regret it from time to time, might fear what it meant for us and our relationship. But just hearing her say that she loved me encouraged me, making me feel like maybe things weren’t so bad. Sure, our relationship was wildly unconventional, to say the least. But it was exciting. No one was denying that. And while the thought of Anya having sex with anyone who wasn’t me continued to drive hot nails of despair and rage through my body, it still excited me, just as it always had. She had read me some of those cuckold stories she loved so much, the ones that had done as much as anything else to trigger this new life for both of us. In some way, it cheered me up a little to know I wasn’t the only man who felt this way. That I wasn’t alone in finding it sexy that my wife wasn’t faithful to me.

Maybe, somehow, we could make this work.

I opened my mouth, but Anya stopped me with a gesture, gently laying a hand on my shoulder. Slowly, still smiling, she shook her head, the red tresses of her hair tumbling over her shoulders and breasts.

“Don’t answer now, Rob,” she said. “We need to be sure. Because if we are going to keep doing this, there’s going to be no going back. If I lock you up in chastity again, that’s it. I mean that’s it completely. I’ll know you’re into this, and I’m not going to listen if you complain. Ever again. Even if you beg me to take the cage off, I won’t, unless I feel like it. I’ll own you completely. We have to be 100% sure about this. Both of us. So I don’t want you to answer me now. I just want you to think about it, and I’m going to think about it. And in a week, we’ll talk again, and will see what page we’re both on.”

“Okay,” I said slowly. Honestly, I was relieved. I had been on the verge of saying yes, of agreeing to Anya’s crazy games, of admitting that it wasn’t just something I did to keep her happy. That for all the shame and rage it inflicted on me, I wanted it too. But the idea of a reprieve sounded smart. It was too easy for Anya to influence how I felt and thought about what was happening, even unintentionally. Just looking at her, just being in her physical presence, altered the way I felt about all of this. Better to get some distance. It wasn’t realistic to forget about it. That was never going to happen. But she was right. We needed to be as sure as we possibly could in any decision we made.

Anya smiled down at me. I watched her breasts rising and falling as she breathed, and her eyes shone as she looked down at me, and I wasn’t mistaken. I was sure of it. That tension was building in the air again, the sexual excitement that was never far away from either of us these days slowly gathering again like an oncoming storm.

“It was so naughty though,” Anya said, her voice changing once again into a sultry purr that I knew all too well. “Fucking another guy. It was so fucking hot. And then having you fuck me like that just after, so desperate. So passionate. Honestly, I don’t care if we ever do it again. That was so hot that I could just enjoy the memory of that for the rest of my life.”

“Oh really?”

“Oh yeah,” Anya smiled.

“So I guess your mind’s made up.”

“No, not at all,” Anya said, the smile dropping from her face to be replaced by a faint frown. “It was a fun night. One I’m never going to forget. But it doesn’t have to be more than that. Just because you enjoy something doesn’t mean you have to do it over and over again. We both had one night stands before we got together. I could easily end it there.”

“So it’s all up to me then?”

“Not exactly. I still have to make up my mind, too.”

“Pretty sure I know what you’re going to pick.”

“Do you? Because I sure don’t. But I know I’m going to be giving it a lot of thought over the next few days. We really have to get this right.”

“You’re telling me,” I said, making my wife giggle.

“I mean, even that we’re talking like this is a little bit crazy, isn’t it?” Anya said. And as she spoke, she shuffled just a little closer to me on the bed again, and just from that movement, I knew that she was getting excited again. “Just that we would even contemplate this is nuts. Who would ever have seen this coming?”

“Not me.”

“Me neither.”

Anya’s hand rested on my chest again as she spoke. Her eyes looked me up and down, smiling at me, and I knew now where this was going. I welcomed it. Already, my cock was swelling again, as if my recent orgasm had never happened, and for once, sexual tension was crackling between us in a way that I could do something about.

Anya swept her hair back behind one ear before leaning down over me to kiss me. I kissed her back, savoring the feel of her soft lips against mine, the passion of her tongue gliding into my mouth just as mine did into hers. Normal stuff that normal couples do, elevated to something wilder and more dangerous and sexier by everything that I knew was at stake. And as we made out on the bed, as my hands moved over Anya’s beautiful body and hers moved over mine, my shame and regret and fear began more and more to melt away. She was right. We were having incredible sex, the best sex of our lives. The two of us irresistibly and magnetically drawn to one another in a way we had been a long time, or maybe ever. Maybe even when we were first dating, we hadn’t desired each other like this, and that was the magic of what was happening here, the irresistible force that would ultimately make the decision for us.

Reaching underneath Anya as she crouched on top of me, I took one of her big breasts in my hand. As I caressed it, moving my thumb over her swollen nipple, I felt her breathing change. I heard her gasp in her throat, just a little, and my other hand slid down her side, tracing the hourglass curves of her figure as I reached toward her ass. My fingertips sank into the soft skin a little as I pulled her closer toward me, and she willingly came. Scrabbling at the blanket that covered me for a minute, she pushed it aside, and I moaned gently into her mouth as she took hold of my cock. She stroked it, slowly, teasingly, and my manhood rapidly swelled back toward erection at her touch.

Anya climbed on top of me. Now, there was a new urgency in her movements, a kind of fever born of desire. And of course, I felt the exact same way. On top of me, she shifted her body, positioning herself so that the head of my cock pressed against the wet entrance of her pussy. Then, she sank down on top of me with a grateful groan. I slipped easily inside, our bodies lubricated by the sex we had already had. My beautiful, slutty, insatiable wife wanted more, and I was all too willing to give it to her.

Anya sighed happily as she sank down onto my cock. She sat upright, her breasts rising and falling as she placed her hands on my chest, tossing her head to throw her long hair back behind her. There was a satisfied smile on her face now as she beamed down at me, looking outrageously beautiful, infinitely desirable, irresistibly sexy. Anya always got what she wanted. It was just that now, finally, what she wanted was me. And that showed in the expression on her face and the movements of her body as she began to ride my cock, bouncing up and down on top of me to make us both groan and gasp with shared pleasure.

She took her time. She was in no hurry, and neither was I. I held her by the hips, feeling the steady motion of her body on top of mine, the mattress beneath us bouncing just a little to her movements. I felt her thighs tighten around me, and her knees pressing into my flanks, her welcome weight on top of me, all fueled my desire. A wild thought ran through my head, the thought of her with that other man she had seduced in the hotel bar, wondering if she had ridden on top of him like she was riding on top of me. And my cock swelled inside her pussy, spurred on by these outrageous thoughts, these humiliating desires I still could barely believe I had, but didn’t have the luxury of ignoring.

And a night that had been filled with great sex became filled with it once again. A welcome distraction, in the end, from the critical decision we both knew we had to make.


  
17. Married To A Mommy Domme

“Oh my God, look, cuck.”

As if I wasn’t already. As if I could possibly look anywhere else, as if I could ever even dream of looking away. Anya is sitting on the couch in our living room, straddling her new young lover with his big cock buried inside her, and I can’t look anywhere else.

The heels of her boots point back at me like weapons, like accusatory fingers, as if damning me for allowing this to happen, for allowing my wife treat me this way. But as always, I know I can’t stop it. I know I can’t do anything about it. It’s simply too sexy, and I’m powerless to resist. All I can do is kneel there on the floor, my cock aching for freedom that could hardly be further away as I watch my wife enjoy herself, indulging fully in this latest betrayal. This is the life we’ve chosen, both of us. This is the life neither of us, for different reasons, can bring ourselves to leave. This is how our marriage works now, and presumably always will, and this is what it means to be married to a woman like Anya, a woman too beautiful and too sexually dominant to ever be satisfied by a single partner. And now, she has discovered this taste for younger men, and Kyle is the lucky recipient of all her affection, all her desire, while I just get to watch.

Reaching back behind herself, Anya steers her hand between her legs. She shifts her weight on her knees, and I hear her unbelievable wetness as she slides herself off Kyle’s cock with a long and humiliating moan. Raising her leg, she turns, pivoting to sit down on the sofa beside him. She’s still holding his cock in her hand, gripping it at the base, unable to close her hand completely around the girth of his shaft. And she sits with her dress hiked up, her legs lewdly spread, letting me see how her pussy drips with their mingled pleasure, juices of an orgasm I didn’t share shining on the most intimate part of my wife’s body to remind me of exactly how pathetic I am. It’s hard to look away. But Anya wants what she wants, for reasons of her own, and I know that as her cuckold husband, it’s my job to give it to her. So I look, reluctantly, at the cock she is holding in her hand, brandishing it like a weapon, the tool of my complete humiliation and emasculation and shame.

“He’s still hard,” she says, with a note of delighted disbelief in her voice. “Did you cum, babe?”

“Yeah, I did,” Kyle says, looking at my wife with a lascivious grin on his face. And Anya turns her wide-eyed expression to me, thrilled to compound my shame with this latest bit of information.

“He doesn’t even get soft after he cums” she says. “That’s it. Only young guys for me from now on. That’s what Mommy needs. A big hard cock that never goes down, that I can just fuck all night long. Come on, baby. Come with Mommy.”

Anya shifts on the couch again, slowly rising to her feet. But at the same time, she keeps hold of Kyle’s cock, so he has no choice but to go with her. Not that he’s complaining. He’s still grinning as he stands, still unable to believe his luck that this older woman from his workplaces turned out to be such an unbelievable slut, and her husband such a complete cuckold loser. I can hardly even imagine how it must feel to be him, to be so unbelievably lucky to find a woman like her in a situation like this. But that’s not what I focus on. Instead, I focus on watching my wife’s body sway from side to side as she moves in her killer high heels, the glossy patent leather shining, the same boots she had me worship before she wore them to work to seduce this lucky young man. I watch the sway of her ass, watched the light shining on the moisture between her thighs, the residue of the sex they have had, knowing there’s plenty more to come. I watch her lead this new conquest toward our bedroom, my heart vibrating as it always does with shame and disgrace and lust and fear, and as always, the life we are living seems almost too intense for me to handle. But I have no choice. My cock won’t stop aching inside the tight steel prison of chastity, and it’s not as if I need the reminder of my helplessness. It haunts me every single day while I live with this woman I worship, who treats me so badly and loves me so much.

Anya is just on the point of disappearing through the open door of the bedroom when I hear her voice ring out. She doesn’t pause, doesn’t look back. She just yells, confident as she should be in her ability to make me obey.

“Get in here, cuck,” she says. “I want you to see this.”

I hear a chuckle from Kyle, but that’s all. Anya has her new boy toy exactly where she wants him, willing to go along with anything for the promise of more sex with her. I can’t really blame him; I would be, too. I mean, look at me.

I don’t say anything. I just do as I’m told. I rise to my feet and follow behind them, stepping away from the sofa and toward the bedroom where I know I’m just going to be humiliated and tormented even further.

Anya is completely in her element. She’s never happier than at moments like this, when she’s already glowing with sex but knows there’s more on the way. When she knows everything is up to her, everything is in her power, and Kyle, particularly, seems ideal for this. It seems obvious that this young man has never experienced anything even close to this, and he’s more than willing to let my kinky wife take the lead.

He could hardly pick a better partner for that.

I step through the doorway to see Anya standing by the bed. She’s still holding Kyle’s cock, and as she turns to him, almost as tall as he is in her high-heeled boots, she smiles seductively at him. Placing her free hand on his shoulder, she moves closer to him, and I cringe as I watch them kiss. In some ways, that’s one of the worst things she does with her lovers. One of them. By now, there’s no intimacy that’s reserved only for me, no physical act she won’t do with her lovers but will with me. In fact, it’s so rare that she lets me do anything other than eat her out. But Kyle gets all of her, just like her other lovers do, and I have no choice but to stand there and witness it all.

She’s stroking his cock gently as she kisses him, moaning gently in her throat as she does it. Keeping him excited, keeping him wanting her. Not that she needs the help. The way she looks is more than enough to make any man desire her, and I’m jealous of him and his ability to say hard, his ability to please my wife in ways she never fails to remind me I can’t. Especially locked in this mind-altering prison of chastity like I am.

And then, Anya finally breaks her kiss with her lover. Releasing her grip on his cock, she puts her hands on his shoulders and physically moves them. She turns, and he turns with her, and when he’s standing with his back to the bed, she playfully pushes him down. He sits heavily on the mattress, smiling expectantly, but Anya turns to look at me over her shoulder. The smile drops from her face, her seductive and flirtatious tone immediately abandoned whenever she speaks to me.

“Take my dress off, cuck,” she orders.

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

I step close behind her and reach for the zipper of her dress. Anya, the smile back on her face, turns to look at Kyle again, pulling her long red hair forward over one shoulder. She stands with her hands on her hips, a queen being served, a queen who never stops to question her right to rule. I pull down the zipper of her dress, sliding the clinging fabric off her body until she can step out of it. And there she is, my wife in all of her naked glory, her gorgeous body revealed to my hungry eyes and to those of her young lover.

“What do you think, cuck? Do I look sexier with my boots on or off?”

“On, Lady Anya,” I say, without hesitation. There’s something so kinky about seeing her wearing nothing but those boots, the same ones she wore around the office all day. They make her look so dominant, so sexy, so slutty. And Anya smiles back at me, at the force of my response, knowing I’m telling the truth. Knowing as she does my preferences and desires, and choosing as she does to generally ignore them except to tease me with them.

“I knew you’d say that,” she says. “Are you willing to beg for it?”

I hesitate, but only for a moment. Anya’s got that light in her eye, that ferocious glow that tells me the kind of mood she’s in. When she’s like this, there’s no more moderation. There’s no hope of reasoning with her, let alone of resisting her. My humiliation is part of her arousal, part of the fun she’s having with her lover, and she’s not going to miss a chance to drive it home. If I tried to resist, it will only make it worse. She’ll only find new ways to punish and torment me. Better, as always, just to give the pretty lady what she wants.

I sink to my knees on the floor of our bedroom. I hear Kyle gasp, but I’m not looking at him. I’m looking at her, towering above me in all her naked glory, turning now to face me completely, her breasts rising and falling on her chest as she breathes, her hands on her hips again, her pussy shining in front of my face. There’s no limits to her victory, no end to her power over me. She’s proving that all over again.

“Please, Lady Anya, keep your sexy boots on.”

Anya’s eyebrows rise on her forehead, her eyes half-closed as she looks down at me. Her lips part slightly, and I see the gleam of her white teeth between her reddened lips.

“While I what, cuck?”

“While you… have sex with him.”

“Why? You want me to look extra sexy for my latest boy toy?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Say it, then. Say the whole thing.”

I take a deep breath and suppress the sigh that would normally follow. Anya doesn’t like me to have an attitude, especially in front of her lovers. She wants my obedience to be total, my submission to be complete. She knows exactly how to make that happen.

“Please, Lady Anya, please keep your sexy boots on while you have sex with your boy toy,” I say. And Anya laughs gleefully, throwing back her head and filling the bedroom with the sound of her sadistic pleasure.

“Kiss them,” she orders.

And of course, I do. I bow down before this vision of dominant loveliness, bending at the waist to press my lips against those shining boots again. I kiss them reverently, first one, then the other, literally worshiping my wife like the unstoppable sex goddess we both know she is. On the bed, I’m sure, Kyle is watching, taking in everything, his young mind buzzing with an experience many men far older than him will never have. But I don’t care about that. I only care about Anya and myself and how this wild adventure feels to us. And kneeling there at Anya’s feet where I belong, humbly kissing her feet while she drips with the juices of another man and prepares for more sex with him instead of me, feels absolutely incredible.

“Good boy,” Anya purrs. “Now, stay there. Put your hands behind your back.”

I know what that means. But I do as I’m told. I stay there, kneeling upright now, my hands behind my back, my eyes on the floor, as Anya’s shining boots step away from me. I don’t want to look at Kyle. I don’t want to see him watching me with curiosity, with doubt, with surprise. I don’t want him to see what comes next, even though I know he will. I don’t want him to see just how whipped my wife has me, but I know he already knows.

Anya moves toward her closet, and returns with a pair of handcuffs. She doesn’t tie me up often, but this is hardly the first time, either. And as she crouches on the floor behind me, locking the steel cuffs around each wrist to bind my hands behind my back, I allow it. Of course I do. After all, her control over me is no less complete whether I’m tied up or not.

However, this time, Anya doesn’t stop there. Once she has my hands cuffed, she crawls around on her knees until she’s in front of me. She has a tie in her hands, and I groan as she takes my caged cock and swollen balls in her other hand. She wraps the tie around the base of my cock and balls, tying it in a tight knot. She chuckles softly as she pulls on it, making my caged genitals bounce and dance.

“Open your mouth,” she says. And as I do, Anya pulls the tie tight and stuffs it between my teeth.

“Hold that there,” she says. And I do. The tie is pulling uncomfortably on my balls, and having to hold it between my teeth means it’s more difficult for me to speak. Then again, I’m not there to talk. We both know that.

Happy with what she’s done, Anya rises gracefully to her feet. She steps toward the bed, and I watch her go, watching Kyle smile up at her, eager for what comes next. As he should be. Anya climbs onto the bed beside him, leaning over him, and I try not to groan as I watch her take his cock in her hand once again. Again, she rakes her long hair back from her face so that my view is unobstructed, her shining eyes on me before rising toward Kyle. She sticks out her tongue, and slowly, almost lovingly, slides it along her boy toy’s shaft, making him twitch and groan with pleasure, making my heart pound in my chest with jealousy and shame.

She licks him again. And again. Now, Anya is diligent, making sure to slide her moist tongue over every inch of Kyle’s impressive cock. She’s practically worshiping it, as if she can’t get enough of the taste and feel of his rockhard manhood against her mouth. Probably she can’t. That’s exactly the kind of slut Anya is these days, exactly the kind of slut she wants me to think of my wife as being. She licks his cock like it’s an ice cream cone, like something delicious, and soon, he’s squirming on the bed with pleasure, his manhood shining and gleaming with my wife’s saliva.

Leaning forward, Anya batts her eyelashes up at Kyle as she kisses the head of his cock. He groans, and so do I, though for entirely different reasons. While he groans in pleasure, I groan in despair at this display of sexual adoration from my wife.

“Tell me, baby,” Anya says in a husky voice as she looks up at her lover. “How many times can you cum in a night without getting soft?”

“I don’t know,” Kyle says. “A few, anyway.”

“Oh, Mommy likes the sound of that,” Anya says in her most sultry and seductive tone. “How about we see how many times Mommy can make you cum before this cock gets soft?”

“Sounds good to me,” Kyle grins.

But Anya isn’t finished. From where I kneel on the bedroom floor, I see that she has another idea. A wild one, most probably, judging from the way her face lights up, the way her sly eyes swivel toward me as she still crouches above Kyle’s lap, his big cock in her hand.

“My cuck can keep count for us,” she says, grinning at me now as she speaks. “And you know what, loser? How about this: for every orgasm I give this young stud, I’m going to add another week to your chastity.”

Kyle lets out a short burst of laughter that sounds almost like a bark. But I’m not laughing. I’m practically terrified. Anya hasn’t said how long she intends to keep me locked up, but even the thought of her adding even more time on to this indefinite sentence fills me with fear. Still, it’s not like I have a choice. Besides, arguing with Anya is a very quick way to get locked up for even longer.

So I say, “Yes, Lady Anya.”

And Anya smiles in victory once again.

Letting go of Kyle’s cock, she rises from the bed and moves swiftly across the bedroom. Picking up a lipstick, she brings it back to me. Her heavy breasts hanging temptingly above me as she bends over, uncaps the lipstick, and draws a tally mark on my chest with it, then another.

“I already gave him two in the living room,” she says by way of explanation. “Oh, and there was one in the office, too.” And she adds another tally mark beside the first two. Then she sets the lipstick down on the floor beside me. Taking the tie from between my teeth, she climbed back onto the bed, giggling as she tugs on it, making my balls ache. Her other hand wraps around Kyle’s shaft again. Bending over it, she takes his cock in her mouth, tightening her lips around his shaft as she bobs her head up and down. But not for long. She just uses her lips and tongue to wet his cock, then lifts her face away, her hand moving steadily faster now as she strokes her lover right in front of me.

“Come for me, baby,” Anya says, looking at him as she speaks. “Come for Mommy.”

And as her hand moves quicker and quicker on Kyle’s cock, her other pulls relentlessly on the tie around my genitals. And I have no choice but to watch.

Kyle closes his eyes. He leans back, supporting himself with his hands on the mattress, his abdominal muscles showing through his skin as his breathing gets quicker and quicker. And Anya coaxes him to pleasure, using her experience and skill to make him feel the pleasure I wish I could feel, the pleasure she refuses to allow me.

It doesn’t take long. Despite everything they’ve done together already today, my wife knows just how to please a man, and Kyle erupts in front of my eyes. His cock throbs in her hand as it spurts, launching his semen high into the air, several powerful squirts landing on his thighs, on the bed sheets, some even dropping onto the floor of the bedroom in front of me. He groans with relief as his orgasm comes, and Anya laughs, enjoying the sight of this young man doing what comes naturally.

As his climax subsides, she continues stroking, nursing the last drops of cum out of his balls. But I can’t help noticing what my wife wants me to notice. He’s still hard. Still rockhard as he opens his eyes to look at my sexy wife in pure astonishment.

“Good boy,” Anya says, and for once, she isn’t talking to me. Releasing her grip on his cock, she climbs off the bed, stoops to pick up the lipstick, and adds another tally mark to my chest. Then she sets the lipstick down and turns back toward the bed.

Taking Kyle’s cock in her hand again, Anya kneels down in front of him. He knows what’s coming, and so do I. At the same time, my wife uses her grip on the tie tied around my balls to make me crawl around to her side so I get a better view. Then, sweeping back her hair again, she leans forward and takes this young stud’s cock in her mouth.

She moans as she sucks him, loving the taste of his dripping manhood in her mouth. She maintains eye contact with him, gazing up at him and fluttering those eyelashes again as she sucks him, keeping her lips tight around his shaft, teasing the head of his cock with her tongue. I watch her cheeks hollow, watch her breasts rise and fall, watch her hand move in front of her lips on the base of his shaft to send pleasure racing through his body. And in no time at all, Kyle is breathless and gasping all over again. My wife is an absolute vixen, and she’s playing his body like an instrument, using everything she knows about male anatomy to get him off.

It’s working. Kyle has no idea what has hit him. All he knows is that he’s being pleasured by a woman way out of his league, a woman with some unbelievably kinky ideas and the skills and dominant authority to make them a reality. Lucky bastard.

This isn’t a married woman’s blowjob, either. This is the blowjob of woman who loves cock, a woman deeply invested in the pleasure of her lover. All I do is watch as Anya pleases him in this most intimate way, until Kyle is once again panting and gasping. And I hear my wife’s pleasure as he cums down her throat, sending more spurts of semen into her stomach while she sucks the juice right out of his balls.

Lifting her face away at last, Anya wipes the cum that drips from her chin. Smiling, she releases her hold on Kyle’s still-hard cock and turns toward me. She finds the lipstick on the floor and adds another tally mark to my chest.

I watch her stand. Ordering me to open my mouth, she once again stuffs the tie between my teeth and has me hold it there. She stalks back to the closet in her high heels, both of us watching her go, both of us desiring her desperately. Her pussy is dripping and her belly is full of another man’s cum, and it only makes me want my slut wife even more. Grabbing another tie, she moves back toward the bed where her young lover awaits. This time, she climbs onto the mattress.

“Ever been tied up before, baby?”

“No,” Kyle says uncertainly, a faint frown passing across his young face. But Anya just smiles. She’s confident enough to overcome any doubts he might have.

“Let’s try it,” she says softly. “Give Mommy your hands. I promise, you’ll enjoy it. Just give up and let me take control for a while.”

And Kyle hesitates, but only for a moment. I know, maybe before even he does, that he’s going to give in. He’s going to do what Anya wants, because Anya always gets what she wants. And that’s never more true than it is here, in the bedroom that has been the scene of so many outrageous incidents. Yet somehow, this might be the most outrageous of all.

Anya binds Kyle’s wrists together in front of him, making several loops with the tie. Then, moving gently as if trying not to scare him, she rises up on her knees and crawls toward the headboard of our bed. She pushes him down onto the mattress, making him lie on his back, then ties the tie off to our headboard, binding his wrists to the frame of the bed. Kyle looks up her with pure excitement showing on his face, and Anya grins down at him, her hands on her hips again, looking from him to me and back again. I see she absolutely loves having two men firmly in her control now.

“You look sexy like that, baby,” Anya says to Kyle. “Just a little toy for Mommy to play with.”

And her hand finger-walks down his stomach, making his breathing get shorter as it approaches his still-hard cock. Smiling, Anya leans down and kisses the ridged muscles of his stomach, then bites him, and as he winces in pain, she chuckles in the back of her throat.

“I’m definitely going to play with that cock some more, so keep it nice and hard for me,” Anya says. “But first, you need to learn how to please a woman in other ways. I’m going to teach you how to eat my pussy.”

And she doesn’t wait for an answer. Anya just climbs on top of him, backing up until she’s straddling his head, facing his feet. She spread her knees further apart, sinking down on top of him, pressing her pussy against his mouth. And Kyle begins to frantically and eagerly lick her sex while she smiles at me, eyes shining with delight.

Her breasts rise and fall on her chest as she starts to moan. She takes them in her hands, squeezing them, caressing them, rubbing the erect nipples between her fingers. She closes her eyes, but not for long. They snap open again to see me watching her, to see me being teased by this unbelievable beauty. And she screams in passion and triumph as Kyle licks her to orgasm right in front of me, leaving her shaking with the force of pleasure.

I hear Kyle gasp as she climbs off him, crawling down over his body. This time, she doesn’t get off the bed. She lies down on top of him, on her stomach, reaching for the lipstick on the floor, and is just about able to grab it. Picking it up, she adds another tally mark to my chest.

“That was mine, not his,” she explains to me. “But I’m going to add a week to your chastity anyway, just for being such a loser that you’ll watch your wife get her pussy licked like that.”

Then, dropping the lipstick to the floor, she rises up on the mattress again. Turning, she faces Kyle this time as she straddles his hips, reaching down to take his still-hard cock in her hand. And she groans in pleasure as she guides it into her wet pussy once again. Smiling, she starts riding him, and he smiles back, unable as always to believe his luck.

And I kneel there with six tally marks on my chest, six more weeks of chastity, with doubtless more to come.

Because this is what Lady Anya wants.


  
18. A Cuckold’s Decision

Imagine a single week deciding the whole course of your life from that point onwards. Imagine the kind of pressure that puts on those seven tiny days. Imagine that, and you’ll have some conception of what I went through in those seven days of freedom after Anya cheated on me with some random guy in a bar.

It was like nothing I had ever been through before, of course, but by that time, that hardly meant anything anymore. It was all new, all unbelievable, all impossible to process. New experiences were coming to me on an almost daily basis now, and it was a constant mental effort just keeping up.

A mental effort that wasn’t helped by the fact I now had this impossibly important decision to make.

And the sex was almost constant.

Truthfully, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Everything we were doing together, everything we had done, fed into this wild excitement, this desperation for each other. I would cum home from work to find Anya waiting for me, and I would practically pounce on her the moment I got in the door. And she allowed it. She welcomed it. Greedy like never before, selfish and lustful and horny in a way she had never been, not even in the first days of our relationship with each other. Anya and I, it was clear, had entered an entirely new phase of our relationship, and it was like nothing we had ever experienced before.

We had sex every day that week. Often multiple times in a single evening, even while both holding down full-time jobs. I threw myself at her as soon as I got home from work, taking her to bed or taking her right there on the sofa, not waiting on ceremony. Then we’d take a break, recover, maybe eat some food, and then, inevitably, desire would growl inside us both again, and we would find ourselves once again entangled.

Good sex, too. At least, I thought it was. Wild, passionate, sweaty. Our bodies intertwined, our cries of passion and pleasure mingling with one another until it felt like we were both inhabiting the same body, and all we wanted was that shared orgasm.

It happened, again and again. Again and again, I heard my wife screaming in ecstasy, her wild pleasure and passion almost deafening me as I lay on top of her. And mine, too, over and over again, leaving me breathless and hoarse, leaving me dizzy, leaving me seeing stars as I trembled with the wild rush of physical bliss.

You’d think it was a week of pure heaven. If things were even just a little different, you would have been right. It ought to have been the best week of my life. Maybe in some senses, it was. But I couldn’t escape the black cloud over it all, the knowledge of why this was happening and the decision I had to make.

We both had to make, really. Except I still believed I knew exactly how Anya would decide if I let her. So the only thing I had to figure out was how I felt about it all.

Easier said than done. And maybe in its way, the sex helped to block all of that out. It helped us to not think about the dynamic that otherwise occupied my thoughts to the exclusion of all else. I would sit there at work, trying to be productive, and failing miserably, because all I could think about was her. Her, and the life we shared, and how ready I was to risk it all for this wild excitement I couldn’t explain.

I knew it was crazy. I called myself crazy, and called myself every other name under the sun while I was at it, too. But that didn’t change anything. Throwing insults at yourself never does. It doesn’t change the fact that I was so turned on by all this, so turned on by the idea of my wife being this wild and kinky sex vixen. I couldn’t forget it. I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t so, couldn’t pretend that it didn’t excite me more than anything else to think about what she was doing to me. And day by day, bit by bit, my resolve weakend and my willpower failed. I was having incredible, passionate, wonderful sex with my gorgeous wife, and it was hard to admit even to myself that somehow, that wasn’t quite enough.

Yes, it was great. But now I had seen another world. Now I had seen something vaster and darker and, if I’m being honest, terrifying. But somehow, it was what I wanted.

Thoughts of Anya plagued me throughout the day, never letting me forget the beautiful goddess I was married to. But when I thought of her, I didn’t think of her screaming and moaning in our bed with me lying on top of her. Not usually, anyway. Instead, I thought of her all dressed up to go out on a date. I thought of her in beautiful skintight dresses, or thought of her incredible curvaceous body packed into sexy lingerie.

Sometimes, I thought of her with other men.

I thought of her screaming and howling in pleasure, her body thrashing in ultimate bliss, with a succession of faceless man in bare blank rooms. Nothing mattered but her. There she was in the spotlight of my attention, her beautiful body radiating pure bliss, and I was shut out of that vision of heaven, but that only made me want it more. Everything I couldn’t have coalesced and congealed into a hard sharp point, leaving me feeling, day by day, as if I had no choice at all.

I couldn’t believe it. But maybe part of me knew it all along. Maybe on the very first night when Anya offered me a choice, I knew where this was going to go.

She didn’t ask me. Not for the whole week. That was the deal we had together. A week with lots of sex, but no kinky stuff. No teasing. No chastity. No cuckolding. I didn’t know where the chastity device was; Anya had spirited it away to keep it out of my sight. And it was a relief not to feel that weight hanging between my legs, not to feel that constant constriction that only got worse the sexier my wife behaved. But something was missing. I wouldn’t say I missed it. I was relieved to be without it and the constant nagging gnawing pain it produced every time I got turned on – which, with the cage locked on me, was more or less always. And yet, I couldn’t escape that feeling of something being missing. For all the sex we were having, things just weren’t the same.

It was exciting. It just wasn’t exciting enough. Not as exciting as what we now knew about each other and about the relationship we could have, the sex we could be having. Or, more correctly, the sex my wife could be having. Because that, in the end, was the sexiest thing of all.

The weekend came. It still hadn’t been a week, although it felt like it had been much longer. And with nothing much to do all weekend beyond the usual chores and household tasks, I knew what I could expect. A week of fantastic sex, of pure debauchery. And that was great. But by the time Friday night came around, I was haunted by the idea that it just wasn’t going to be enough.

On Saturday morning, I woke up beside my wife. My dreams, as always lately, had been filled with the most wild adventures. Strange ideas I could barely process, that slipped away from me in the light of day even as I tried to reach for them. But my dreams were all of her. They were all of her and her pleasure, and sometimes I was part of that, and sometimes I wasn’t. But the one constant was Anya, screaming and moaning and howling. Or else looking so sexy, so beautiful, so dominant, as she took what she wanted without regard for how it made me feel. There was something so infinitely desirable about her being like this, being this cruel bitch, being so far out of my league. I barely knew anymore what version of my wife I wanted more. The naked beauty between the sheets with me, or the gorgeous goddess dressed to kill and denying me what I wanted to make me want it more.

I was hard when I woke up. That’s nothing new. And certainly, in that week of sexual freedom, it was my body’s standard response. I woke up with an erection raising the blankets above me, and I lay there for a while, trying to process my wild dreams, trying to make the decision that I sometimes felt was making itself without my involvement.

Beside me, Anya stirred. I didn’t try to wake her up. I knew her patterns. She doesn’t sleep late. And after only a few moments of consciousness myself, I felt her move on the mattress beside me, and she opened her eyes with a groan.

“Morning,” she said, and the bed sheets trailed across the mattress as she rolled over onto her side toward me.

“Morning,” I said, as she placed her hand on my chest, snuggling her red head against my shoulder. So far, so normal. Except now, there was nothing normal about our relationship anymore. Nothing was the same as it used to be. And that terrified and thrilled me at the exact same time as my wife gazed up at me, her bright blue eyes shining, a smile spreading across her face as she shook off the last vestiges of sleep.

“How did you sleep?”

“Crazy dreams again,” I said.

“Oh really? Of me, I hope?”

“All of you.”

Anya chuckled. And, with her head still resting affectionately on my shoulder, her hand began a predictable downward movement. It slipped under the blankets, sliding over my skin, moving over the ridges of my stomach muscles as it descended ever lower. I knew where she was going. I didn’t try to stop her; why would I? I just lay there, my hands behind my head, and I felt Anya’s breath on my chest as she chuckled at the feel of my hard cock in her warm hand, as she wrapped her fingers around it.

“Doing fun stuff, I hope?” she said.

“Nothing compared to the reality,” I said.

Anya laughed again. Her hand moved up and down on my cock, slowly at first, but steadily picking up pace. I sighed as pleasure bloomed inside me, just like so many other times that week. And as she got more and more into it, Anya pushed the blankets aside, exposing me where I lay there on the bed beside her.

Still holding my cock in her hand, she pushed herself up with her other arm. Raking her red hair back from her face, she bent over my body, and her free hand whisked my boxer shorts away, exposing my throbbing manhood in her grip. She went up on her knees, bending over my lap, and I trembled as she ran her tongue over the head of my cock, teasing the bulbous head and making pleasure rising inside me again.

She never used to do this. Anya was always a good and willing lover, but initiating a blowjob first thing on waking up was so far out of our normal experience. Then again, what wasn’t? This was the new her, our new life, and I could hardly complain as I lay there, struggling to wrap my head around everything I now knew about this woman I had married.

Anya flicked her tongue over the head of my cock again, sending another shiver racing through me. Then, she descended on it, opening her mouth and taking me inside. Her lips tightened around my cock, and the suction she created drew more of that wild pleasure out of me, making me gasp with the pure and wild excitement of what was happening.

Anya’s eyes flickered up toward me as she sucked my cock. They were smiling, even if her busy lips weren’t. She was enjoying what she was doing to me, and her eyes moved over my face, taking in the expression of pleasure I knew must show there. She wanted to know what she was doing to me. She wanted to know she was pleasing me, and of course, she was.

And I stared down at her, but all the while, even as she was giving me this enormous and generous ecstasy, I couldn’t stop thinking about her with another man. I couldn’t stop thinking about who else she might have done this with in her life, and for the first time since we got together, I was even retroactively jealous. I was jealous of every man who she had been with, every man who had ever touched her. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, couldn’t stop thinking about all the wild things she must’ve done with others. I couldn’t stop mentally comparing myself to them, asking myself who was better, who she really wanted, why she had married me at all. I had never once imagined that desire and jealousy could be so closely linked, that they could be two sides of the same coin. But now, I couldn’t extricate them from each other. Nor could I separate my deep and abiding sense of shame from the way I felt about my wife. It all just fed on itself until I felt like I was going crazy.

“God, I just can’t stop,” Anya said, raising her wet lips from my cock that still throbbed wildly in her hand. “This is just so fucking sexy, isn’t it? Even just thinking about it. Just knowing what a bad, bad girl I’ve been. Is that what you were dreaming about? Dreaming about your wife being a total slut?”

“Yes,” I moaned. After all, it was true. And it wasn’t just what I had dreamed about. It was what I was thinking about even now, with my wife pleasuring me like never before. Clearly, it was all I could think about now when it came to her.

“What are you thinking about?”

Anya still had her hand wrapped around my cock. But she had stopped stroking. Now, she sat up, looking quizzically at me. My wife knew me well. Clearly, the look on my face must have showed my distraction, my preoccupation, even while my body responded predictably to what she was doing to it. I let out a quiet sigh, knowing that she was right. Knowing that there was no point hiding anything from her, that the only way this was going to work was if we were completely honest with each other. Maybe that was the only thing I had now that my wife was no longer faithful to me. I was no longer the only man she had shared a bed with since the day we met. But maybe no one else could give her all of themselves the way that I could.

It was something to cling onto, anyway.

“I was just thinking… About you and him. That other guy, whoever the fuck me was. But not just him, either. I was thinking about every guy you’ve ever been with.”

“Really? All of them?”

Anya’s eyes sparkled as she spoke, but I was in no mood for jokes.

“Yeah,” I said. “There were what, twenty-one before me?”

“That’s right,” Anya said. She was still smiling as she spoke, but I detected just a trace of nervousness about her. Or maybe uncertainty was a better word for it. She wasn’t sure where was going with this. Then again, neither was I. All I knew was that I had some certain mania for the truth, for total honesty, no matter what it cost. Maybe because there was so much at stake.

“Twenty-one guys. Who was the best?”

“Oh, honey,” Anya said, but I shook my head violently.

“We can be honest with each other now, can’t we? I mean, after what we just did. You said yourself with that other guy, it was just sex. Nothing emotional at all. But I want to know. And I want you to tell me the truth. Who’s the best guy you’ve ever slept with?”

“You,” she said. I grimaced.

“I’m being serious,” I said.

Anya released her grip on my cock. I was still rockhard, even with all these complicated emotions swelling inside me. And she crawled across the mattress, toward the headboard, toward where I lay. She lay down beside me, placing her head on my shoulder again.

“I didn’t love any of them,” she said. “I mean, not like you. A couple of them I fell for. A couple of them I thought I loved. Maybe I did, in a way. But not like this. Not like you. Once I met you, that was it. Then I realized what love really is.”

She kissed me on the cheek as she spoke. I’ll admit it. As strange as the situation was, for all the fire of desire and jealousy that burned inside me, I felt a little flutter in my heart at that kiss and at those words. Maybe in that moment, it was exactly what I needed to hear. But maybe, that dark and cynical part of my brain insisted, it was a little bit too perfect, after all.

“Okay. I love you too,” I said. “But I’m talking about sex. Just pure sex. Who was the best at it? Who made you cum the hardest?”

“Oh, Rob,” Anya side. “Is this really… helpful?”

“Probably not,” I admitted. “But I want to know. I don’t even know why. I just… I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t let it go.”

“Well…” Anya said slowly. I felt the warmth of her breath again as she sucked in air and let it out in a long sigh. “Out of all those twenty-one guys? Probably Jack. I dated him… I don’t know. Probably four years before we met? Something like that.”

“Why was he so good?”

“I don’t know,” Anya said defensively. “It was just… good. Really good. Chemistry, I guess. You know how sometimes, you just click with a person? I don’t know what it is. Like you just can’t keep your hands off each other, and every time you touch, it’s like there’s electricity. I don’t know how to explain it. He was a fucking asshole, too. I mean, what a prick. But in bed… yeah. He knew what he was doing.”

“And I don’t?”

“I didn’t say that,” Anya said softly. “You did.”

Her hand rose and fell on my chest as I breathed. She was right about that. And I knew I had to keep my emotions under as much control as I could. We were swimming in dangerous waters, and I was the one who had brought us here. I couldn’t get mad at her for telling me what I asked her for, for telling me the truth. And it was insane to get jealous of people she was with before we ever met. But I was caught up in the swirling vortex of jealousy and desire, and I wanted more. I wanted more of this pain, this uncertainty, this wild exhilaration that made my blood roar and my heart pound. I couldn’t explain it, any more than my wife could explain her connection with this long-gone lover. It was just the way it was.

“I think I know what you’re getting at, though,” Anya said.

Her body moved beside mine, her smooth skin sliding over me, her hair tickling my skin, and I turned to look at her. It was a mistake, in a way, just like it always was. But a mistake I was willing to keep making for the rest of my life. Because looking at her made everything else go away. Looking at her made everything seem, if not okay, then at least bearable. Worthwhile. Looking at her reminded me just how much I loved this woman, and how much I was coming to love the fact that I could never have her all to myself. Even if we stopped playing this wild game now, the past was untouchable. And that excited me more than I could bear to admit even to myself.

“You want to know what was the best sex I ever had?

“Yes,” I hissed between gritted teeth. And Anya chuckled, somehow unsurprised by this confession. Again, I got the sense that she could see into my heart better than I could, that she could understand these complex emotions in a way I couldn’t, even though I was the one feeling them. Just another part of her superiority, I guess. Another part of what made her so dangerous and so irresistible.

“Well, you might not believe me,” she said. “It might sound like something I’m just saying, just because… Well, you know. We did what we did. But I have to say. Fucking that guy in the hotel room and knowing that you knew about it, that you were at home and couldn’t stop me, and couldn’t even jerk off to your own humiliation – oh my God. That was… Honestly. The best. I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

I drew in a painful breath between those same clenched teeth. And Anya raised her head to look at me from its pool of red hair. I had no doubt that she could hear the pain in my voice, could feel it radiating off me like the heat from a furnace. And her eyes flickered over my face, studying my expression again, taking it all in as if I were some specimen in a petri dish for her to examine, to prod and to poke in search of a reaction.

“You like hearing that?”

“In a way,” I said in a strained voice. “I mean, it’s super hot. The thought of you with another guy is just so fucking sexy. I can’t explain it. It’s just the way it is. But my God, it’s fucking crazy, too. I mean, I just can’t wrap my head around it. I can’t believe I feel this way. I can’t even understand my own feelings.”

“That’s okay,” Anya said in a soft voice, little more than a whisper now. “It’s okay. The things we want don’t have to make sense all the time. I mean, I don’t really get it either. It’s fucked up, I know that. I know I shouldn’t be doing this. I love you, Rob, and ordinarily, the last thing I would ever want is to hurt you. But hurting you like this is just… fucking sexy. It turns me on so much to be this evil bitch who treats the man she loves like this. It makes me feel so powerful, so desired, so hot.”

“You are,” I said, making Anya laugh again.

And then, that hand snaked down my body again, reaching once again for the cock that had never stopped throbbing, that felt like it never would stop throbbing, that would never stop giving away my wild desire and my total submission to this beautiful goddess I could never resist. Anya wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and began to slowly stroke, and I sighed on the mattress next to her, feeling pleasure swell inside me once again.

“Well, it hasn’t been a week,” she said. “We still have two days to think about this. But I kind of feel like I know what you’re going to say about it.”

“Do you?” I asked. “Because I feel like I know what you’re going to say, too.”

“Oh really?” Anya grinned. “Okay, I have an idea. On the count of three, we’ll both say what we’re thinking. Either we say no, which means we have to stop doing this. Or we say yes, which means we carry on. I carry on keeping your cock locked away like my personal property, and I carry on having sex with whoever I want, whenever I want, knowing my submissive little cuckold husband is at home fantasizing about me getting nailed. Are you ready for this, Rob?”

I paused, but not for long. Her hand was still moving on my cock, and I knew what was happening wasn’t really fair. I knew that she had way too much leverage, and the more turned on I got, the more invincible she was. But I didn’t complain. I didn’t protest. Because deep down, I knew what the answer would be anyway. Even if she asked me in the middle of the workday, sat behind my desk at my office, I would say the same thing. I had known it all along, really. It had just taken me five days to get up the courage to admit it.

“Okay,” I breathed. And Anya smiled beautifully as she continued to stroke my manhood.

“Okay then,” she said. “Here we go. Three, two, one.”

I opened my mouth, and even as I spoke, I heard Anya’s voice saying the same thing is mine.

“Yes,” we said in unison. And Anya burst out laughing while I lay groaning beside her, barely able to believe what we were doing, even though we had both known it was going to come to this.

“Oh my God!” she practically shrieked, her hand tightening around my shaft again.

“Not what you expected?” I grunted.

“No, exactly what I expected,” she said. “But it’s different to hear you say it. Oh my God, this is going to be amazing. This is going to be so hot, Rob. I can’t wait. Seriously. I can’t wait to get you locked back up and make you into my cuckold slave.”

“What have I gotten myself into?” I said, making her laugh again.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll love it. You’ll learn to, anyway. And it’s not all bad.”

“No?”

“No. Because even if you don’t get to fuck me very much anymore, you’re still a very important part of my life. You can still help me get ready for my dates. So that’s what I think we’re going to do this weekend, cuck. You’re going to help me pick out some sexy outfits so that I go out and be the slut I was born to be.”


  
19. Anya’s Boys

Anya is in her element. There’s something almost demonic about her when she gets like this, something wild and animal and terrifying. She loses herself in sex, the whole world disappearing completely except for her and her body and her endless pleasure. I’ve seen it before, and I’m seeing it again. I’m seeing what another man can do to my wife, a younger man with seemingly limitless stamina. I’m seeing how my wife, old enough to be Kyle’s mother, is easily his match when it comes to sexual endurance. I’m seeing, as if I didn’t know it already, just why I could never hope to keep up with her. Just why this cuckold lifestyle was almost inevitable for us. A woman like Anya could never be satisfied with just one man. A woman like Anya shouldn’t have to settle for just one man. It hurts me to admit it, and after all, that’s the whole point. But my wife deserves better. She deserves all the sex she can handle. And as she’s proving right now with her latest lover, that’s a lot.

Her breasts bounce as she rides wildly on top of him. Her red hair flails around her gorgeous face, her eyes closed and her brow furrowed with pleasure that mimics pain. The cries are torn from her throat, her moans of ecstasy matching her movements as she bounces up and down on top of her young lover. Her black boots gleam in the bedroom light.

It’s an unforgettable sight, one of many. Just another one to add to the list. Another image of my wife overcome by sexual need and deep selfishness, another example of Anya’s limitless power to do whatever she wants with whoever she wants. Including me. And I want her more than I can say, but in wanting her, I also want this. I want this frustration, this denial, this terrible teasing, this deep sexual inadequacy that fills me as I kneel trembling on the floor of our bedroom and watch her take another man. She’s so aggressive, so in control, so inarguably beautiful. Everyone wants my wife. And it seems anyone but me can have her.

Anya’s body shakes as she thunders toward another orgasm. Her breath catches in her throat, her cries pausing for a moment, but only a moment. Then comes the loudest one yet, an ear-splitting shriek that fills the bedroom as the tension in her body suddenly breaks, and she cums all over her young lover. I watch it all, practically choking on my bitterness, my total defeat, my cock raging painfully inside her metal prison. This is how it is. This is the life I chose. After all, I can’t say I wasn’t warned. I had my opportunity to free myself, to put a stop to this game. Anya told me what she would do if I went back into chastity. She told me I would be her slave, her property, her cuckold and tease toy. I had done it anyway. And Anya, true to her word, now dominates me completely. Her word is law, her pleasure the only thing that matters, and the fact that this all hurts and humiliates me beyond measure only adds to her wild and sadistic enjoy.

Anya opens her eyes now. She’s practically growling with pleasure, practically glowing with it as she looks down at the young man beneath her, inside her. He looks up at her, his blue eyes wide and round in astonishment, his hands above his head, tied to our headboard. Totally at the mercy of this older woman, and I know there’s nowhere else he would rather be. I know that she’s giving him an experience he’s never going to forget, one that’s probably going to haunt him for the rest of his life. I wonder if he’ll ever find a woman who can measure up to Anya, if such a woman even exists. I know I’ve never found anyone like her.

And, smiling blissfully, Anya turns to me. She grins at me, a smug look on her beautiful face, letting me know, as if I didn’t already, just how good it feels to have sex. Just how good it makes her feel to be completely in control, to be able to do whatever she wants, and to know I have absolutely no choice in the matter. She doesn’t need to say anything. It’s all right there, written on her face. Unmissable. Unmistakable. My beautiful tormentress pulls all the strings, playing with my emotions, and no matter how many times she does it, it never stops being awe-inspiring.

Anya moves on the bed above me. She’s still straddling Kyle, still with his cock inside her. He groans as she leans over on one knee, reaching toward me. She picks up the tie tied around my genitals and tugs on it gently.

“Come closer, cuck,” she orders, pulling on the tie again. And of course, I have no choice but to do as she says. I shuffle forward on my knees, and Anya winds the tie around her hand, making it shorter, keeping it taut between us. Finally, I’m kneeling at the very edge of the bed, and she’s looming over me, smiling down at me like some benevolent goddess, and it’s hard not to feel as if she really is divine as she sits there, another man’s rockhard cock inside her, her nipples swollen and puckered with pleasure, her breasts rising and falling as she breathes. She looks incredible. She always does. You’d never guess that she was in her mid-40s, well over twice the age of the man she’s fucking.

Still holding the tie in her hand, Anya adjusts her position, settling back down on Kyle’s cock. She might have cum, but he hasn’t. He’s still as hard as ever, still as ready to be used by her as he ever was. And I know my wife appreciates that. The muscles in her thighs bunch as she slowly begins to ride his cock again.

“Oh, that feels so fucking good,” she says in a voice that drips with unmistakable sexual pleasure. “You just never go soft, do you, baby? That’s good. That’s exactly what a slut like me needs. A young boy with a hard cock that’s always ready for me to play with. Not like my loser husband here.”

I try without much success not to grunt in pain as Anya pulls sharply on the tie around my cock and balls. She notices, and it makes her giggle. There’s no limit to her cruelty at times like this. Seemingly no line she won’t cross. When she gets really excited like this, when she gets intoxicated by orgasm, all bets are off. She’ll say and do anything to humiliate me and get herself off again. It’s like being caught in a wild storm far out at sea, when all you can do is hold on and wait for it to pass. Except sailors don’t love the storms that threaten them. I love this one.

And I watch as Anya slowly picks up the pace. She must be tired, but she shows no sign of it. The need for more sex drives her on. Close as I am to the bed, I feel it vibrating to her movements. I smell that sex in the air, the delicious scent of my wife’s pussy sending a predictable jolt of frustrated desire through my captive body. I hear the wet sound of her tight pussy moving up and down on his erect cock, punctuated by her breathy moans and gasps and his grunts and groans. They’re having a fantastic time. I want so desperately to be him, to be tied to the bed and used by Anya. But that’s not what my wife wants. She’s getting everything she needs from me right now, having me helpless and watching and craving what I can’t have. And again, she turns her smiling face to look down at me where I kneel by the side of the bed.

“Look at you, you pathetic loser,” she sneers, but her sneer, too, drips with the deep sexual pleasure she’s feeling. “Just kneeling there, watching me fuck. How do I look right now?”

“Beautiful, Lady Anya,” I say at once, and her little burst of laughter turns into a long moan of pleasure as she keeps riding Kyle’s cock.

“You always say that, cuck.”

“Because it’s true, Lady Anya.”

“You worship me, don’t you? You worship the ground I walk on and the young cocks I fuck.”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

“Good. You should. You can kiss me if you like. Kiss me while I fuck this young stud.”

I don’t hesitate. I lean forward. I’ll take anything of her I get, any touch she’ll allow me, and my wife knows this, and like everything else about me, she uses it against me. I lean forward, pressing myself against the edge of the bouncing mattress, and I press my lips against her body. I kiss her thigh, up toward her hip, and the only reward I get is another painful tug on the tie bound around my cock and balls.

“That’s it,” Anya pants. “Worship me. Kiss my boots. Go on. Lick my boots while I fuck another man.”

Her words are mocking and unbelievably crude, but that only makes the whole situation sexier. I shift my position slightly, bending down to press my lips against the warm leather of the boots that hug her lower legs. I run my tongue over the glossy material, and I hear Anya gasp in pleasure. She’s riding Kyle’s cock faster and faster now, the springs in the mattress creaking as if they will give way at any moment. But they don’t. And I don’t stop kissing and licking her boots, leaving trails of my saliva on her footwear in a show of total submission and humiliation while my wife charges unstoppably toward another orgasm.

This time, she’s not alone. I hear her cry out, feel her body stiffen and shiver, and my cock aches inside the tight prison of chastity as I imagine her pussy tightening in spasm around Kyle’s cock. He lets out a long moan, and she cries out in surprise, and I know straightaway that she’s made him cum again. This young man we barely know is pumping his cum deep inside my wife’s receptive body, and she’s moaning in absolute bliss at a feeling I can barely imagine. The feeling of bringing pleasure to a man who isn’t her husband, a man whose sole purpose in our lives is to get her off. It’s incredible. It’s unbelievable. And yet, it’s the wild reality we live in.

Anya sighs, a long drawn-out moan the lets me hear every ounce of pleasure she just experienced. She’s breathless from riding Kyle’s cock, and he’s breathless too, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he lies tied to our bed, staring up at my naked wife in pure astonishment. Unwinding the tie attached to my cock and balls from around her hand, she lets it fall to the floor as she leans forward. Kyle’s cock slips easily out of her dripping pussy, and she crawls up the bed toward him. Still straddling him, she leans forward and kisses him, smiling down at him as she does. And of course, he kisses her back, raising his head from the pillow to press his lips against hers while I watch in bitter frustration.

Breaking the kiss, Anya flops down on the bed next to Kyle. She snuggles her body against his, her head on his chest, her hand on the visible muscles of his stomach. It’s a strange moment, oddly tender, and in its own way, that makes it hurt just as much as the sex I just witnessed. Anya has always kept her promise not to fall for any of her lovers. It’s always been just about sex. But she gets so warm and emotional in these post orgasmic moments, and it’s painful to watch her giving the affection that should be mine to another man. Even if, this time, Kyle can’t reciprocate, with his hands tied to the headboard of the bed. He just lies there, turning his face toward her, and, grinning, she sweeps a stray strand of her hair back from her face and kisses him again, lightly this time.

Lifting a leg, Anya drapes it over Kyle’s body, the way she used to with me, back when we were lovers, before I was her cuckold. And she chuckles as she lifts her foot, tapping her boot against his rigid cock to make it sway.

“Oh my God, you’re still hard,” she says. “Does that thing ever go down?”

“Not when you’re around,” Kyle smiles at my wife, and she giggles girlishly back at him.

“What did you think, the first time you saw me in the office?”

“I thought, who’s the MILF?”

Anya laughed out loud at that.

“Well, I don’t have kids, so I’m not technically a MILF,” she says. “Still, I’ll take it as a compliment.”

“You should,” Kyle says. And Anya just snuggles up against him even more.

“I’m tired,” she says in a soft voice. “But I don’t want to stop. I’m having way too much fun. Your cock is amazing.”

“You’re amazing,” Kyle replies. My stomach flips as I kneel there beside the bed, watching them. For now, it’s like I’m not even in the room. They’re sharing this intimate moment that I’m no part of, and it’s doing nothing except reinforcing my own inadequacy and shame.

Anya closes her eyes, resting her head on Kyle’s warm body. She lies there in silence for a while, long enough that I start to think she may have fallen asleep. Kyle just lies there staring at her, tied to the bed, unable to do what I know he wants to do. And I stay kneeling, not daring even to move but wondering what I’ll do if my wife truly has fallen asleep next to her lover.

But in the end, that’s not what happens. Instead, Anya opens her eyes, looking up at Kyle, looking down at me. The smile grows wider on her face, as if she had forgotten for a moment the outrageous position she’s in, with two horny men craving her body desperately. Raising her head from Kyle’s chest, she pushes herself upright on the bed. Then, turning, she crawls toward me. She swings her legs off the side of the bed, and I feel the thumping of her boot heels through the floor as she steps past me and picks up the discarded lipstick. Turning toward me again, she makes another red tally mark on my chest.

“Seven,” she says. “Seven more weeks of chastity. That’s almost two months. It’s going to drive you crazy, isn’t it?”

“I think it already has, Lady Anya.”

Anya laughed out loud at that.

“Yeah, maybe it has. But who cares when it’s this much fun?”

She set the lipstick aside again. At the same time, she picks up the tie tied around my cock and balls again. Stepping away from me, she pulls on it, and I have no choice but to scuttle along on my knees behind her as she leads me to the foot of the bed. She seems to know exactly what she’s doing, exactly what she wants. She ties the tie to the footboard of the bed, wrapping it around the wood several times and leaving me very little slack.

Then, she climbs back onto the mattress. All I can do is watch as she crawls toward Kyle again, kneeling upright by his side. I wait in total humiliation and jealousy as she once again takes hold of his rigid cock in her hand.

“This thing just doesn’t know when to quit, does it?” she says, looking right at me as she speaks. “Not like your worthless middle-aged pecker. I’m surprised you can even get it up anymore. Then again, you never did have much of a cock, did you? Even when you were young, it was… Well, kind of disappointing. I guess I didn’t really realize how useless it was until I started seeing other guys. But now, I’m glad it’s locked up. That’s where it belongs. Locked away in chastity so you can never disappoint another woman again.”

On the bed, Kyle chuckles at Anya’s little tirade, more in astonishment than amusement. And I hang my head in shame, but all the same, I can’t take my eyes off her. She looks like such a goddess kneeling there wearing only the sexy boots she had me lick, her beautiful body on display and yet completely out of bounds, at least for me. With her boy toy’s cock in her hand, she looks every inch the divine goddess she is, worthy of worship. As if it’s her right to be this cruel, this demanding, this mean.

Anya’s red hair trails over her shoulders as she turns her attention on Kyle.

“Ready to go again, baby? This big cock feels like you want to fuck.”

“Yeah, I do,” Kyle says, and Anya chuckles as if he said something funny.

“Okay, baby,” she says. “I think it’s about time you showed my loser husband how a real man fucks.”

Letting go of her hold on his cock, Anya moves toward the head of the bed. She unties the tie that holds Kyle’s wrists together, and he sits up. I watched Anya turn, crawling slowly down the bed on hands and knees, her eyes fixed on me and that satisfied, mocking smile on her face. She arches her back, swaying her hips from side to side, prowling toward me like a panther. And when she reaches the foot of the bed, her face right in front of mine, she stops.

Kyle gets the message. I don’t need to take my eyes off beautiful Anya; I see him in my peripheral vision rising up onto his knees behind her. He moves forward, taking her round hips in both his hands. Anya laughs a little as he positions himself behind her. But when he presses his fat cock against her pussy from behind, I see her eyelids flutter with pleasure. She lets out a long moan as he slides inside her, and I’m close enough to feel the wind of her breath against my skin, close enough to hear every little catch in her voice, every little tremor of pleasure that emanates from deep in her body. I’m cringing in shame and humiliation, but I can’t look away. I can’t stop staring at what’s killing me, the sight of my wife being fucked doggy style, being penetrated by this young man and gasping and moaning in pleasure like a bitch in heat as he begins to fuck her.

Again, the bed starts to shake to the rhythm of their passion. Again, the air in our bedroom fills up with her moans and cries. Again, all I do is watch, the passive witness to my own humiliation. Because this is what Anya wants. Nothing turns her on more than rubbing my face in her infidelity, reminding us both all over again how powerful she is and how powerless I am.

Kyle fucks my wife from behind, and she rides the wave of her ecstatic pleasure straight to another orgasm, and as I stare at her, I know I’m staring full in the face of my own shameful inadequacy at the same time.

*****

“Is this bra slutty enough?”

I look at Anya as she stands in our bedroom, in front of the mirror. I’m always looking at Anya. I can’t look anywhere else. The wild ride of humiliation and betrayal she’s taken me on has only made my desire for her grow, and the more I want her, the more confidence she feels to treat me this way.

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

It’s almost all I ever say now. But it’s true. The black push-up bra she’s wearing hoists her magnificent breasts high on her chest, pushing the sensitive flesh together, giving her an awe-inspiring cleavage that wobbles and jiggles with every move she makes. As always, my cock aches inside the chastity device at the mere sight of her.

I don’t dare mention it to Anya, but I haven’t forgotten. It’s been eight weeks since her adventure with Kyle, and he ended up having nine orgasms before they were finally satisfied. Since then, she’s seen him many other times. Sometimes, she fucks him at work. Sometimes, she blows him in his car on her lunch break. Sometimes, when she’s feeling especially cruel and especially generous, she subjects me to the combination of torture and strange bliss that is being forced to watch the two of them together, having wild, joyful sex in our bed.

She’s never been happier. It’s like her young lover has given her a new youthful energy of her own. And I’ve learned the hard way that there are few things more alluring than a beautiful woman who’s having the best sex of her life. She practically glows, and the provocative outfits she has me put on her to wear to the office show off the incredible body that no man can resist.

“Good,” says Anya, shifting a little in front of the mirror and adjusting the straps of the bra, making her delicious boobs bounce even more. “It does make my boobs look great, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Lady Anya.”

There’s nothing else to say. Anya’s breasts do look incredible, along with every other part of her. As always, I feel the wild fire of jealousy raging inside me to know she’s dressing like this for another man. The fact it turns me on, the fact it teases me, is just a happy little side effect for her. I haven’t had an orgasm in months, and I’m absolutely obsessed with my wife’s body. I’m absolutely addicted to her and the crazy game we’re playing, and Anya knows it as well as I do. She enjoys it even more than I do.

“No panties, of course,” Anya says, as if it really is obvious. And maybe it is. It’s rarer for her to wear underwear to the office than for her to go without these days. It makes her feel so sexy to go through her working day with her pussy exposed under whatever provocative outfit she’s wearing. And like everything about her, it turns me on.

“Dress me,” Anya orders, and I leap to obey. Naked but for the chastity cage, I pick up the dress she’s decided to wear to the office today. In my hands, it looks tiny, but I know the stretchy fabric will expand, conforming to her every irresistible curve and showing off the goddess body she has for all to see. And as I help her into the dress, as I pull that stretchy fabric over her wicked curves, I inhale the smell of her freshly-showered body, the perfume she wears, and I know I’m only feeding my helpless addiction to her, but I don’t care.

Anya tosses her red hair back over her shoulder once I have the dress in place. She strides toward the bed, the dress tightening around her thighs with every step. It’s almost kneelength, but the way it conforms to her body makes it more suitable for a nightclub than an office. Plus, the neckline has a plunging V that shows off her incredible boobs in that slutty bra. She looks phenomenal, and she walks like a woman who knows it.

She sits down on the edge of the bed, and without needing to be told, I kneel and pick up her shoes. She’s chosen strappy high heels for the day that show off her fresh pedicure and will enhance the toned muscles of her legs. My hands are practically trembling as I slide one shoe at a time onto her feet, adjusting them until they’re perfect. And Anya just watches, smiling down at me, enjoying every moment of being served by her cuckold husband who hasn’t had an orgasm in months.

“How do I look?” Anya asks.

I sit back on my knees as Anya rises to her feet, striking a pose with one hand on her hip as she enjoys the feeling of me looking her up and down. She loves to be looked at, loves to know how I feel about her, as if she could ever forget. And I take in the sight of her the way I always do, my cock aching and throbbing in the tight chastity that feels like it has been locked on for a lifetime now, long enough to drive me completely insane, long enough to drive me into genuine slavery to the woman I worship. The goddess standing right in front of me in a tight dress and high heels, glowing with the knowledge that she can have any man she wants, and that I’ll always be here, ready to kneel at her feet and do exactly as I’m told.

“You look amazing, Lady Anya,” I say. And, trying to suppress the tiny tremor of humiliation and lust in my voice, I add, “Kyle will love it.”

Anya’s brow furrows slightly.

“Kyle? Oh, didn’t I tell you? We broke up.”

“You did?”

“Yeah. I thought I told you. Well, anyway. It was his birthday.”

“You broke up on his birthday?”

“No,” Anya said, the smile returning to her face. “It was a couple of weeks after. But he’s nineteen now. I’m starting to think that’s too old for me.”

I gazed up at Anya in pure astonishment. My formerly sweet and loving wife has become this absolute sexual tyrant, and it’s only made me love her more. But for all the shocking things that have happened over the last few months, she’s still capable of taking me by surprise. There she stands, in her forties, proclaiming that men less than half her age are too old. She’s incredible. This is why I can’t resist her.

“From now on, I only want young cock,” she goes on, smoothing her dress over her hips as she looks over my head toward the mirror behind me. “Eighteen-year-olds who can go all night. That’s what your slutty wife needs. Just think about it, cuck. I’m going to be collecting a harem of boys who I’ll train to please me just the way I like. And then, when they turn nineteen, they get dumped. Because there’s always some other guy out there I have fun with, isn’t there?”

“Lady Anya,” I say, gazing up at her in genuine adoration, “you’re amazing.”

Smiling, she turns her eyes away from the mirror and down toward me.

“Let’s hope the new intern at work think so too,” she says. “Because he’s just the right age to become one of my boys.”


  
20. Goodbye To Freedom

One last time. One last orgasm with my wife as a free man before everything changed. One last bit of pleasure to remind me of what I could no longer have. One last moment of feeling the perfection of her breath hot against my skin, her hands clutching at my shoulders, her long legs wrapped around my hips, and my body moving in and through her, sparking that wild electric passion one last time.

I mean, of course, I hoped it wasn’t really going to be the last time. But the point, the thing Anya most wanted me to understand was that after this, whether it was last time or not was no longer up to me.

She gasped as she felt me cum inside her. I had already made sure that she had an orgasm of her own. We didn’t cum together, not that time. But by the time my orgasm came and went, leaving me lying breathless and stunned on top of the woman I loved and worshiped, we were both fully satisfied. We were both dissolving in that sense of postcoital bliss, that deep and indescribable pleasure that is part of what makes life worth living.

The pleasure I was now willingly giving up in favor of something I hoped was even better. The pleasure of letting my wife take full control of my sex life.

We lay there for a while. I can’t really say I was surprised at how I felt, surprised by how the full of enormity of the situation now came crashing in on me, now that the blood of desire was no longer roaring in my ears. After all, I had been through this before. By now, I knew the terrain, even if it never became normal. It never became dull. It never stopped exciting me to think about this fearsome power and my complete submission to my wife’s dangerous beauty. But by now, I had a pretty good grip on the mechanics of desire.

Anya was back in charge. And maybe, really, she had never not been in charge. Even during my less-than-a-week of freedom, she always still had the ferocious power her beauty gave her. No agreement between us would ever change that.

And slowly, I rolled off her. I knew what came next. We had made an agreement. It was what I asked for. It was what I wanted. It was still difficult to get my head around that, but that didn’t change the fact that it was the truth.

Anya lay beside me speechless for a little while, and I was just as speechless, staring up at the ceiling as I tried to get my breathing back under control. Then, she moved beside me. Naked, she climbed out of the bed, and even though my recent orgasm was still glowing inside me, even though my desire was at the lowest ebb it would ever be when my wife was around, I watched her go, still craving, as always, that magnificent body she flaunted in front of me. And I knew where she was going and what she was about to do, and of course, to my apparently deeply submissive mind, that only made her sexier.

Anya circled around the bed toward her own bedside table. She opened the drawer and reached inside. That was where she had been keeping the chastity device, and now, holding it in her hand, she climbed back onto the bed with me. She crawled toward me, and I watched, my heart pounding as much as ever as I studied her movements. Kneeling at my side, she loomed over me, her beauty offering both promise and threat. The threat of humiliation, subjugation, frustration, betrayal. And the promise of that wild joy that neither of us could resist.

Still, Anya didn’t say anything. She reached out toward my naked body, and despite the fact that two people could hardly be more intimate than we were, the movement seemed almost sensitive. Anya, a woman who, these days especially, never seemed to be in the least bit unsure of herself, finally seemed to have a little bit of doubt. As if she was waiting for me to stop her. As if she expected me to suddenly say no. I can’t say the thought didn’t cross my mind. How could it not? I was about to give up everything, and of course I was riddled with doubts.

But I didn’t say a word, any more than she did. And carefully, cautiously, Anya reached out a hand toward me. She took my cock in her grip, moving my genitals around with tender care as she slid them through the steel ring of the device. Then, smiling softly, she fed my now-flaccid cock into the steel tube that was to become its prison all over again. I never said a word. I watched her every movement as if I was going to be tested on what she did, but I didn’t raise a word of protest.

Slowly, Anya slid the steel tube down until it mated with the rest of the device. She looked at me, her blue eyes peering into mine for a moment. Not asking permission, exactly; that wouldn’t befit her role as my dominant mistress. But in some way, it seemed like she was gauging my reaction. Once again plumbing the depths of my strange psychology, asking herself more than me if this was really what we both wanted. But of course, she already knew the answer to that.

A tiny little sound escape from my wife’s lips as the lock of the chastity device clicked shut. It wasn’t a gasp, exactly. It wasn’t a laugh. It wasn’t a moan of dominant pleasure, an acknowledgment of her sadistic delight in taking control of my body again. It was somewhere between all those things, some combination of them all, rolled into one. But whatever it was, left me in no doubt about how Anya felt. She loved this, all of it. Every hypnotic moment of it. And so did I.

“Well, there we go,” she said, sitting back on her knees and raking her long red hair back from her face as she grinned down at me. “You’re back to being my chastity slave again.”

And just as she probably intended, a shiver went through me at her words. Because of course, she was right. That was exactly what I was. And it was exactly what I was going to stay now, unable to do anything else. Unable to even want anything other than this. To serve my wife and to be betrayed and humiliated, to have my inadequacies thrown in my face over and over again until the thing I found sexiest in the world was the idea that my wife didn’t need me. By now, I had almost given up trying to explain it even to myself. But that didn’t mean I could stop thinking about it. That didn’t mean I found it easy to believe that this was now my life, and would continue to be going forward. Not only had I agreed to this, but I had encouraged it. Even if it had started out as Anya’s idea, it was now very much a joint desire. I had had my chance to be free, to live a more normal life of a more traditional husband-and-wife. I had turned it down. Now, I knew, Anya was going to make sure I would get what was coming to me.

“And we’d better get dressed,” Anya said brightly. Already, I could see the change in her. Already, I could see those old dominant instincts coming back, that wild sense of self-confidence that never really went away becoming more pronounced, more obvious, making her more attractive than she already was. She took charge of me so easily, so quickly, and so completely. And I, of course, was helpless to do a single thing about it.

“We have some shopping to do,” my wife said. And now and probably forever more, her word was law. I remembered what she had said we would do, and the thought of being part of helping her attract other men sent the stabbing pain of humiliation through my heart that it was meant to. But I didn’t doubt that I would do it anymore than she did. We both knew that now, with the chastity device locked back on to my body, I had no choice. And just that, the helplessness of it all, the total submission and sexual inferiority it represented, was more than enough to get me going. Predictably, being locked in chastity had brought out my wild submissive side, and despite the sex we had only just had, my cock was already starting to harden inside the little steel prison Anya had locked it in as if it, too, recognized her superiority and acknowledged the right her beauty gave her to treat me this way.

Still naked, Anya walked away from me. She headed for the bathroom, and after a moment, I heard her turn the shower on. The thought of her in there, the soapy water dripping from her glistening body, only made my predicament worse, making my desire grow, making the chastity device feel even tighter around my manhood than it already was. But by now, of course, there was almost nothing my wife could do in life that didn’t turn me on more and remind me just how helpless I was when it came to her.

My head buzzing with images of the woman I loved and feared, I raised myself out of bed. I dressed carelessly, my mind a million miles away. I knew it didn’t matter, in the end, how I looked. What mattered was how Anya looked.

After a while, she reemerged from the bathroom, stepping into the bedroom with her head held high. She was still completely naked, not even bothering to wrap a towel around herself. Her long red hair was still drying, taking on its familiar shape again. She had already applied her makeup, and these days, my wife seemed uninterested in subtlety. She looked gorgeous, and looking at her, I felt again a pang in my heart and between my legs, a wild sense of loss to know that I had once had this gorgeous creature all to myself, and now, at best, had to share her with others.

Anya moved toward her closet, and as always, I watched her go, as entranced as ever by her shape and the movements of her body. She rooted around in her closet for a while, going through the ever-expanding options available to her. Finally, she made her decisions. I watched her step over to the bed to lay down a few items of clothing, then move toward her dresser and select her underwear for the day. Her bra, I should say. Almost immediately, I noticed that she hadn’t chosen any panties.

“Help me get dressed, cuck,” she said. There was a sneer in her voice as she spoke, but that wasn’t all. There was also kinky pleasure, sadistic glee, and a sense of mischief I had always found irresistible in her.

And of course, I did as I was told. Just as I suspected I would now be doing for maybe the rest of my life.

Anya had chosen relatively casual clothes, but that didn’t mean there was anything accidental about her look that day. Along with her pink tank top, she had chosen a ruched black pencil skirt that, if it wasn’t made of leather, was made of some material designed to mimic its properties. And her bra, as they almost always were these days, was a push-up designed to hold her breasts high on her chest and give her a dramatic cleavage. Piece by piece, I put her clothing on, dressing her up like a doll, and Anya did almost nothing to help. Instead, she just stood there, moving whatever parts of her beautiful body she needed to allow me to put her clothes on right. As I pulled up her skirt, I watched the way it conformed to the curves of her body, watched how it emphasized her hips and her thighs, and I thought about how she wore no panties underneath it, how she planned to go out in public like that just so I couldn’t forget what an undeniable slut my wife was. The skirt was long enough that she didn’t really risk exposing anything, but I also knew that was hardly the point. The point was, both of us would know she was wearing nothing underneath it. We would both know that only a thin clinging layer of this leather-like material separated her pussy from the rest of the world. We would both know it was right there, so easily accessible, so tempting, and yet for me, at least, so completely out of reach. That was what Anya wanted, so that was what would happen. She was just so good at creating situations like this.

“I think I want to wear boots today,” Anya said softly.

I just nodded. It wasn’t like she needed my input on her clothing choices, or on anything else, for that matter. Standing there in our bedroom, she told me what footwear to get, and I did as I was told. I moved toward her closet and found the black leather knee-high boots she wanted, with a lower heel than she wore on her dates, but still more than enough to make her look sexy. And she sat on the bed, her skirt growing even tighter around her with every move she made, as I pulled the boots onto her feet and zipped them up. She looked so gorgeous sitting there, smiling down at me, that I felt almost breathless just from looking at her. Just being in her presence was enough to do this to me. I never really stood a chance.

“One last thing,” Anya said with a smile. She rose to her feet, and I stayed on my knees, simply watching as she stalked across the bedroom again. Somehow, that seemed fitting, given the way the power dynamics worked in our relationship. Kneeling at the feet of my gorgeous wife, humiliating as it undoubtedly was, was starting to feel almost natural.

Anya returned to the bedside table where she had kept the chastity device. Reaching into the same drawer, she pulled out something small again. I watched her humming happily to herself as she fastened a small silver chain around her neck, a bright metal key dangling from it just above her hypnotic cleavage. No doubt about what that was for. No reason to even ask. There it was, the symbol of my wife’s power over me, the key to my chastity hanging right there for anyone to see, to remind us both of what neither of us was going to forget for even a second.

“Okay, let’s go,” Anya said, as I rose silently to my feet. Happy as a songbird, she reached out toward me, and I gave her my hand. Practically skipping with joy, she led me through the open door of the bedroom, through the house, toward our front door. And off we went to the mall.

Shopping has never been my idea of a good time. Then again, I had never been shopping like this. As casual as Anya’s look was, she still looked like sex personified as she made her way through the busy mall, a kind of bubble of attention from the watching crowd following her wherever she went. After all, she was too radiantly gorgeous for people not to notice, too irresistibly attractive for strangers not to pay attention to her. And of course, my greedy wife soaked it all up, enjoying every moment of it, never acknowledging the way that she turned heads but knowing it all the same. I knew what people thought as they watched us pass. They were wondering what a regular guy like me could possibly have done in his life to wind up with a goddess like her. It was a question I’ve been asked many times before in the course of our relationship, and one I never had a particularly great answer for. But now I knew a truth that none of them knew. Anya wasn’t just a gorgeous woman, but also a kinky goddess. Gorgeous as she was and is, I doubted there were many men who could have handled the true nature of the relationship we now had.

Often, I wasn’t so sure I could, either. But of course, it wasn’t like I had a choice.

And while I might be completely out of my element, Anya wasn’t. She was a woman with a plan, and she led me past the familiar stores with names I knew, moving through the mall like a beautiful ray of sunshine with a dark side only I knew until we reached a store I had never heard of. A smaller store, I guess what you might call a boutique. I saw straight away what I was in for. The mannequins in the windows and the clothes they wore, or didn’t wear, left no room for doubt. And Anya strode boldly inside this place as if she had been here many times before, as casually as if she were shopping for groceries instead of kinky outfits and sex toys.

But my eyes were practically on stalks. I’m not some blushing virgin, some inexperienced guy who knows nothing about the darker side of sex. In fact, these days, I’m about as far from that is it’s possible to get. But just thinking of where this was all heading, just thinking of Anya getting dressed up in one or more of the provocative outfits on display here, was more than enough to get my pulse racing. Just like my naughty wife wanted it to.

“Oh, look at these!”

Anya made a beeline across the store toward several shelves of shoes, and I trundled along behind her. She picked up one of the shoes on display, hefting its weight in her hand. I looked at it; a shiny high-heeled thing of black patent leather, with silver buckles up the sides that shone in the light. And laces up the front to add to the dominant edge. The heels had to be a good six inches tall, and I knew what they would do to Anya’s posture, to the way her body moved when she wore something like that. So did she, and clearly, the idea excited her.

“Help me try these on,” she said. It was, as more and more often these things were these days, an order, not a request. Anya handed me the shoe that was on display and turned, her tight pencil skirt creaking as she sat down on a nearby bench. Compliant as always, I moved toward her, and as she grinned up at me, I did what she wanted. I sank down on my knees on the floor of the shop, right there in front of total strangers, and as she thrust out one leg, I unzipped the boot she wore and pulled it off her leg.

I could feel people watching us. So could Anya. Her face was lit up with excitement the way I had so often seen it before, and in the depths of my shame at being humiliated like this, I couldn’t keep myself from catching a little of that excitement, too. My cock ached inside chastity even from this, even from the simple act of taking one boot off my wife’s foot and putting on another. Because of course, it wasn’t about the shoes themselves. It was about the painfully public act of submission my sexy wife was demanding from me.

I set Anya’s boot down on the floor, and carefully slid the new shoe onto her foot. It reached up above her ankle to the middle of her calf, and I saw that the laces were mostly for show, as the boots had a zipper up the sides that made them easier to get on and off. But when I had it zipped up, I tightened the buckles over the zip, watching the gleaming leather pull even tighter around Anya’s legs and feet, and she watched it too, no doubt enjoying the feeling of the kinky footwear. With one shoe on, I rose from my spot on my knees and obediently fetched the other. Anya watched and waited with the patience that comes from knowing you’re unquestionably in charge while I found the other shoe in her size. Carrying it back to her, I kneeled and put that on her foot too, and Anya turned her feet this way and that, admiring the way the high-gloss leather shone in the light.

She rose to her feet, strutting back-and-forth in the short aisle of the store. I watched from my knees. It seemed like the right place to be as she paraded in front of me, taunting me again with that sexy sway she had.

“Imagine wearing these on a date,” she said as she stopped in her pacing and turned to smile down at me again. “Tell me, baby. If I wore these on a date with you, how would you expect that date to end?”

I hesitated. How could I not? I knew what Anya wanted to hear, or least thought I did. The problem was, I didn’t really want to say it. After all, it was nothing more than the truth. The shameful truth we both lived in, the humiliating reality of being married to a dominant woman like her.

“I hope it would end in sex,” I said, and Anya chuckled to herself as she stood above me.

“Of course you would,” she said. “But I’d never dress like this for a date with you. I don’t need to dress fancy to turn you on, do I?”

“No,” I cringingly admitted. Anya, still beaming, looked around the store, as if she wanted to make sure that other people were watching. As if she wanted nothing more than to know that others could hear this insane conversation we were having. But then, her eyes caught sight of something else, and although I didn’t immediately know what it was, from the way her face lit up, I could see how excited she was getting.

“Oh, baby, they have corsets,” she said, still not looking at me, focusing instead on the lingerie on the other side of the store. “I’ve always wanted one of those. Don’t you think I’d look so sexy with my boobs almost popping out of one of those?”

“Yes, you would,” I acknowledged, while Anya giggled gleefully. Leaving me where I was, still wearing the shoes we hadn’t yet paid for, she hurried across the store, already walking in the tall heels as if it came naturally to her. Rising to my feet, I picked up the boots she had worn from home and followed, my head spinning with all the possibilities and frustrations that I knew had to lie ahead.

The corsets occupied the back wall of the store, and Anya stood in front of them thoughtfully, reaching out her hand to feel the various fabrics in front of her. In all our time together, I had never seen her wear something like that, but I couldn’t stop my imagination from picturing how it might look, and my cock sang in captivity with the excitement of it.

She pulled a green one off the rack. A dark kind of forest green, accentuated by elaborate swirls of black lace. Buzzing with unmistakable excitement, she moved without a word to the dressing room, leaving me standing where I was. I waited, ignored for now by the staff and other shoppers, listening to the sounds my wife trying something new.

She was gone long time. But when she finally emerged from the dressing room, there was no denying that the wait was more than worth it.

To me, my wife was always a goddess. Really from the first day I met her, I had been swept away by her beauty, her passion, her irrepressible joy and the pleasure she seemed to take simply from living. Lately, that irresistible attraction had been taken to a new level by Anya’s kinky actions. And part of that, along with the way she now acted, was the way she had started to dress. All the sexy outfits, all this constant teasing, my wife showing every sign of a woman who knew exactly how irresistible she was and wanted to make the most of that fact.

But now, as I looked at her body with its natural hourglass figure enhanced and exaggerated by the green corset that pushed her breasts high on her chest, I felt like I had never seen anything sexier in my entire life. There she stood, the corset laced around her torso, pulling in her waist, exaggerating her feminine form that the leather skirt she wore only made even more unmissable. And combined with those slutty boots, Anya looked every inch the goddess she’s always been to me. I was almost breathless just from looking at her, driven practically to the brink of madness by the most unbelievable desire. My wife was too sexy for me, and part of me had always known that. Plus, nothing could ever demonstrate that more conclusively than the games we had recently been playing. And yet, seeing her now dressed up like that, it was still somehow hard to believe that this was the woman I was married to, the woman I loved more than anything else. She looked like something straight out of the submissive fantasies that, until very recently, I hadn’t even known I had.

“How do I look?”

But she already knew the answer to that. And as she turned on the spot, doing a little twirl to show off the laces she tied in the back of the corset and the way her ass shone in its leather skirt, I felt dizzy with lust. Somehow, looking at her now, it all made sense. It all made sense why I was so weak when it came to her, why she could get away with such outrageous behavior. Why I was willing to let her cheat on me again and again, why it turned me on to think of her with another man. Anya was too much for me. That was the simple truth. And looking at her now, transformed into this absolute vixen, I felt truly lucky that I got to enjoy even the parts of her she sometimes let me have.

“You look amazing, Anya. Truly amazing. I mean that,” I said, and my slutty wife giggled at the compliment. She knew I meant it. More importantly, she knew that it was absolutely, 100% true. And she basked in that knowledge, letting it fill her with pleasure, letting it fuel her already incredible confidence as she teased me, her poor husband, with the body I now no longer knew when I would next be allowed to enjoy.

“You do, too, don’t you?” Anya smiled. “God, I love this. It’s just way too easy to make you want me so bad.”

And of course, as always, my gorgeous, dominant, wicked wife was 100% right.
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