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“I just found out that an old friend from college is in
town … do you mind if I meet up for a few drinks tonight???”


Ryan has always been my greatest weakness.


The two of us never officially dated in college, but boy,
did he sure know how to make me scream just the same. It didn’t matter what I
was supposed to be doing – studying, helping a friend move out of her dorm,
meeting my boyfriend’s parents … when that boy came calling, I just couldn’t
help myself and he knew it.


I suppose some things never change…


I honestly don’t know how he even got my number, yet I
couldn’t help but feel a little giddy when I heard his voice on the phone. I
told him right off the bat that I wasn’t sure because I was married
now, and when we hung up I thought that he had accepted that … but then the
text messages started rolling in and my judgment was rapidly starting to fog
like it always did whenever he was around.


Truth be told, he probably knew that he had me the second
that I recognized his voice…


Sneaking out of the office early, I rushed home from work to
get ready before my husband would get home. Unlike most of the other guys that
I saw in college, David didn’t know about Ryan … he didn’t know that in fact I
had cheated on a lot of my college boyfriends with him, and he certainly didn’t
know that even as a married woman occasionally he would still cross my mind,
both when I was alone as well as when we were being intimate together.


The thing is, nobody could ever live up to the way
that Ryan fucked me – he’s the type of guy who’s the reason why girls wear high
heels and call each other sluts at the club. Every girl wants to be with
a guy like Ryan … at least once in her sexual career … and if she’s
lucky enough to keep in touch with him, well, sorry guys…


I was actively in the mode of telling myself that I
shouldn’t do it by the time I pulled in my driveway at home, and yet for
some reason deep down I think that just drove me to want him even more. I had
to resist touching myself in the shower once I started getting ready, and by
the time I had stepped out I was an entirely different woman with no sense of
right left in her body.


When it came time to pick what to wear, I stood in my closet
looking over skirts and dresses until I had that thought again – I
shouldn’t … I really shouldn’t, but for him … how could I
resist???


In one last display of willpower, I sent him a text message
with a different address than we had agreed to meet at earlier, and I asked if
he would mind meeting there instead. Maybe he would say no, I justified
as I stared it back in the face as I awaited his reply, though a few minutes
later when he replied with nothing more than a smiley face, it was all I could
do to reply back…


“Great! I’ve got just the outfit then…”


The one in question was something that I’d only worn a
couple of times – something that my husband had picked out special for me
during one of his more adventurous moments, and I distinctly remembered
it reducing him to a puddle on the floor when he saw me wearing it.


My husband has very much a fetish for leather and bondage,
though we really don’t play nearly as much as I’m sure he would like. The
last time I wore it, he had dropped to his knees and kissed my high heeled
boots while I towered over him because he loved it so much, but tonight I had a
much different plan in mind…


The black leather corset with its distinctive blue accents
was an eye catcher all by itself and fully cinched up as David had insisted it
be worn, it brought my waist to a magnificent curve and put my breasts
prominently on display for anyone around to see and enjoy. I struggled a bit to
get the lacing started, but once they started moving I was able to loop them
around a nearby doorknob and pull them from both directions until the eyelets
nearly touched down my back and my figure had been transformed to something
that already had me thinking dirty thoughts all the more.


After laying the very tight and very short black leather
skirt to accompany my corset out on the bed, I went to work situating the long
garters that extended from the edge of the corset to accommodate the stockings
that I was about to add to my ensemble. Sorting through my lingerie drawer, I
unexpectedly came across an unopened package of black fishnets that I knew
would be perfect for my look that night, and it wasn’t until I had slid
both of the erotically charged stockings up my legs and was nearly finished
fastening the garters that I remembered that they had actually been intended
for my bachelorette party a few years back the night before I had gotten
married.


Better late than never!


Coupled with the sexy stockings was another fitting item
that I couldn’t resist as I saw myself transforming in the mirror from a
happily married wife to a far more nefarious woman who hoped and prayed that
her husband wouldn’t come home to find what she was really up to on that
particular evening. I’d never worn crotchless panties before, but this black
lacy pair made me feel absolutely electric as I first slipped them on over my
garter straps, then pulled them back down for a minor reprieve as I went back
into the bathroom to quickly shave down there … I guess because I just imagined
them looking ten times sexier against a shaved pussy than they already did in
that moment.


It’s admittedly hard to feel anything but naughty when
you’re dressed in lingerie, shaving your pussy before heading out to meet
pretty much anyone other than your committed partner, yet I couldn’t
deny that the final look was incredibly erotic when I pulled the panties
back up ten minutes later and imagined Ryan discovering my promiscuity for the
first time later on that night. I could feel my nipples erect underneath the
leather as I posed in the mirror and enjoyed my ass perfectly framed by the
garters with the tiny triangle of the lacy thong wedged between my cheeks in a
marvelous display.


Pulling the short, leather skirt up my legs further
amplified the sensations as I zipped it from behind and then noticed with a
flirtatious giggle how it barely concealed the garter snaps that hid just out
of sight beneath it yet still seemed to show their texture due to the tightness
of the skirt.


My shoes would be strappy and sexy and black leather to
match – ironically a pair that my husband’s shoe fetish had picked out for me
during a shopping indulgence, though I’d never actually worn them for him even
around the bedroom. The stiletto heels were high, but nothing I couldn’t handle
as I sat down and stretched to buckle the straps around each of my ankles.
While I was there, I also decided to wear a shiny, gold anklet that he had
given me for Valentine’s Day one year, followed by a necklace and some
bracelets and finally a pair of hoop earrings with diamond accents that had
also been an anniversary gift from earlier that year…


In retrospect, I’m not sure why my wardrobe selections had
been so targeted in spite of my husband’s desires, as if the simple sensation
of sneaking around behind his back to fuck wasn’t by far naughty enough. As I
stared back into the mirror, though … as I applied my makeup with deep, shadowy
eyes and devilishly kissable lips, a much different woman looked back at me and
for some reason … that made it ok.


My mind flooded with thoughts of Ryan and swelling into his
arms just like I’d done countless times before, and in knowing what his touch
was capable of doing to me, and how my pussy was already throbbing as I
stood there in high heels putting on the finishing touches, I realized that I
was doing this for him because quite frankly, he deserved the very best.


…even if it involved taking it from someone else…


If my husband had walked through the door at that exact
moment, he’d have thought that it was our anniversary, but David was the last
thing on my mind as I batted my eyes back at the bombshell who was ready for a
night of anything but loyalty, wearing tight leather and fishnets that I had no
doubt would be attracting plenty of attention … though I was in need of only
one.


I spritzed myself with a hint of perfume in all of the right
places – a scent that I knew my husband craved, no less – and then finally
threw the bare necessities into a small, leather clutch that matched my attire
perfectly before also retrieving off a hanger in the back of the closet a sexy
leather bolero jacket that complimented the tight leather even further…


I looked like I was headed out to a rock concert.


I looked like I was headed for the bad part of town.


I hoped that none of our neighbors saw me as I quietly
slipped out the front door to my car, leaving the safety of suburban life far
behind me as I gave in to my desires for a night that I knew I’d never forget…


* * * * * * * * * *


Pulling up to the parking attendant, I looked down at my
wedding ring and pondered whether to take it off or leave it on before heading
inside. Ryan knew that I was married and he clearly didn’t care, and even
though the indentation around my finger still hinted that something was missing
as I stared at the diamond band I had just removed, ultimately I decided that
it somehow felt naughtier to hide it away as I discretely dropped it into my clutch,
caressing the emptiness it left behind as I navigated through the garage
looking for a space to park.


Whereas the original bar that Ryan wanted to meet up at fit
the bill just fine for a couple of old friends getting together for drinks and
even a bit more, the new meeting place that I had suggested at the last minute
was admittedly something entirely different altogether. Innocent as any other
club on the outside, Whipped was actually a bondage club that catered to
a particularly hands-on type of party-goer. Its interior features plenty
of open floor for dancing and a nice bar area, but its real selling point are
the numerous play spaces … some public and some private … scattered
throughout the building’s multiple levels to enable the kinky indulgences of
its patrons while the liquor flows freely and inhibitions run wild!


Much to my husband’s jealousy, I’d been a few times before
with bachelorette parties and girls nights out … he would always drool whenever
I came home and told him fragments of the often sexy, but mostly goofy fun that
we’d had, but in reality he would never be able to handle a place like Whipped
– the fetish girls and bondage toys would make him cream himself before we even
got through the lobby!


Ryan texted me as I was walking in to ask if I had chickened
out, to which my only response could possibly be a playful greeting 30
seconds later when I spotted him at the crowded bar and slid myself in next to
his barstool, placing one hand on his back and the other on the inside of his
thigh as the two of us shared a smile like nothing had changed at all in the
years that had passed…


“Holy shit, Jess – you dress for your husband like this
at home?!” he exclaimed as he caught his first glimpse of me while I
already fell dreamily into his eyes. 


“My who???” I squeaked with a seductive flutter of my
eyes as his hand immediately went for my ass as he reached around and pulled my
body closer to his, my tongue entwined with his barely a moment later as Ryan
made quick work of reminding me who my body really belonged to…


“I would’ve never pegged you as the kinky type,” he
whispered as his lips pulled back so that his eyes could pierce through me once
more. I had already been well on my way before I had even stepped out of the
car, but his fingers groping my ass through the leather skirt made me
undeniably horny with desire all the more.


“But it’s a good look on you…” he growled as
his wandering hands then came to notice my garters that were hiding just below
the leather … hiding for him.


“Oh stop,” I blushed as continued to tower beside him in my
heels, putting myself on full display for him. “You tied me up plenty of times
before in college!”


Ryan laughed as he reached his other hand around to caress
my corseted midsection.


“So is that what you’re hoping to have happen again here
tonight?” he asked me with the sexiest gleam in his eye as I seemed to melt
into his hands despite my domineering appearance.


“I’m open to suggestions…” I purred back as I leaned
in and stole another kiss from the lips that I remembered from dozens of past
sexual encounters like a giddy schoolgirl.


“Well, why don’t we start with a drink,” he said coolly as
he waved the bartender over and ordered me one of my old favorites from memory,
then spread his legs and invited me to sit on his lap on account of all the
other barstools being taken. His left hand seemed to fall perfectly into place
on the inside of my thigh as I sat on his knee and draped my arm freely around
his back.


“You do look gorgeous tonight,” Ryan whispered into
my ear as he inconspicuously ran his thumb along the edge of my stockings just
underneath my skirt as his free hand forever cradled me from behind. “I can’t
imagine what your husband thought when he saw you leaving the house like this
tonight…”


“He wasn’t home yet…” I grinned as I took a long drag
off of the fruity drink that the bartender had just handed me a moment earlier,
my heart racing as I felt his hand inching further into my skirt as I spread my
legs just a little wider for him in anticipation.


Ryan chuckled under his breath as he looked me up and down
again without reserve.


“So you rushed home to do all of this in secret … for
me?” he asked slyly as his fingers delicately traced along the eyelets of
my corset behind me.


“…maybe…” I purred as I sat there oblivious to
everything and everyone else at the bar as I bit the tiniest edge of my lip in
anticipation of him discovering just how easy I really was in his hands that
night.


Ryan chuckled as he stared back at me, amused as he gloated
over the power that he’s always held over me…


“So is your husband not giving you everything that
you need???” he whispered seductively as he leaned forward, his lips only
inches away as I gazed back at him.


I looked into his eyes weakly, in search of his sympathy as
I ached for his next touch, but this was the part where he wanted to toy with
me … even as I reluctantly shook my head in an attempt to comply with his
simple request.


“I want to hear the words, Jessica,” he told me with
a sharper tone to his voice as his hand resumed its journey up the inside of my
skirt, my clit tingling as he was so close I could feel the heat radiating from
his fingertips.


“Why do you always make me do this?” I pleaded with
him earnestly as I placed my hand on his chest.


“Because it’s fun!” he replied with a wink as his
fingertip finally brushed the lace panties that did little to separate him from
my juicy prize.


“I want you to fuck me…” I purred amorously into his
ear as I scooted forward in his lap, my eyes locked with his as he suddenly felt
not underwear, but the real thing underneath.


“That’s your husband’s job,” he continued to tease
with a sinister grin as I seemed to hang on his every word … his every breath …
his every touch.


“I’d rather have you…” I
blurted out as Ryan’s fingers slipped inside of my soaking wet pussy while he
pulled me forward and sucked my tongue into his mouth. I panted desperately as
he gently curled them just inside of my hole, his touch electrifying my entire
body as I sat in his lap dressed in leather and fishnets like a fetish girl
ready to fuck…


“My cock was made for your
pussy…” he snarled as I wiggled intoxicated in his lap, in tune with him
and him alone as he led me wherever he wanted me to go … a slut eager to
please him … just like it had always been.


“Your cock was made for my
pussy!” I moaned into his ear loud enough that would’ve gotten us
kicked out at nearly any other establishment, yet here my cry for sex merely
elicited a few snickers and a few curious onlookers as the rest of the room
went on about their own debauchery without paying any mind to my own act of
adultery.


My thighs spread wide for him as my
body didn’t seem phased in the slightest about the proposition of this man from
my past fingering me right there at the bar for anyone interested to see. It
was quite clear that Ryan was enjoying himself, smiling as he watched me
squirming in his hands as his fingers began to slowly fuck me in a manner that
was anything but discrete while I squirmed in glory on his lap.


“You’re such a little slut…” he
taunted me in a way that just made me desperate for more. “I wish your
husband could see you right now …just so that he could see who his
wife’s pussy really belongs to!”


He knew exactly which buttons to
push, and every humiliating word that slipped from his brash lips just made me
even wetter as his fingers slid in and out of my pussy like a cock that I
hadn’t even known I’d been missing for years. Somehow hearing the words to
define my infidelity just made the night all the more exciting and naughty, and
as I sat there dressed for sex with his fingers in my pussy, I knew that there
was no turning back now…


“Take me somewhere that you can
fuck me…” I begged as Ryan coasted just on the edge of tease, but not
quite hard enough to push me over the edge right there at the bar as he
played my sex like a fiddle.


His sadistic smile before he ever
even spoke a word told me that it wasn’t going to be that easy.


“I think I’d like to see you cum
first,” he told me nonchalantly as his fingers pulsed inside of me through
the crotchless panties that I had worn just for him.


“Right here?!” I
squealed as I already felt insides start to flutter.


“Yes, slut – right
here,” he replied as I suddenly felt him starting to massage my clit with
his thumb as his fingers slipped in and out of me almost effortlessly. He then
added, “Is that going to be a problem???” just as he plunged his tongue
into my mouth – this time much more forcefully this time – before I had a
chance to reply.


It was at that moment that my mind
went into overload as the weight of everything around me seemed to come
slamming into me all at once. As I closed my eyes and gave in to Ryan’s touch
once more, I pictured all of the other patrons at the bar gawking at my open
display of lust; I pictured my husband finding me dressed like a fetish queen
and then learning that it wasn’t for him; I pictured myself on my knees in
front of Ryan, worshipping his cock with my hungry lips like I’d done so
many other times before when I had so many other places I was supposed to be
instead…


But I wasn’t.


I was out with my lover, who
wished to see me cum for him as he curled and retracted his fingers inside of
me, and then suddenly it hit me … and just took the ground out from beneath
me … and when I finally opened my eyes once again, I was first greeted by
his satisfied grin before then glancing nervously around the bar to see just
how many other people had enjoyed my show as well!


A couple of people nearby clapped, as well as the
bartender himself, and one woman gave me a warm smile and a knowing wink
from the far side of the bar as I blushed while still riding the high while
Ryan slowly pulled his fingers out from between my legs.


“And who did that to you, slut?” he
whispered with a grin as he stole a kiss from my breathless lips before pulling
back and replacing his lips with the sticky fingers that he produced from down
below.


“You did…” I murmured
as my eyes felt like they were going to roll into the back of my head,
overwhelmed with delight as I followed his lead and licked my own wet juices
from his fingers. The warm goo was like a badge of triumph for him – I could
see it in his eyes, but after a few dedicated licks it soon became clear that
he already had his sights set on something much, much naughtier…


“I rented us a room to play in
upstairs,” he told me as he scooted me back off of his lap and onto the
floor as he called the bartender over to close out his tab.


“Come on – I can’t wait to
see you wrapped around my cock again…” he whispered into my ear after the
bartender had handed him back his credit card with a knowing grin.


My body on fire as I followed Ryan
up two flights of stairs and around the winding hallway to our private play
space, I could only imagine what he had in store for me next and despite it
being bad for me, at that very moment in time it all sounded absolutely
delicious…


* * * * * * * * * *


I was on my knees before the door had clicked itself shut,
scrambling to pull down Ryan’s pants as he towered over me with an air of
superiority that was an incredible turn-on. Truth be told, pretty much anything
that he could’ve said or done would’ve made me even hotter for him at that
single moment in time, and yet his silence as he looked down at me with an
entitled smirk while I wasted no time slipping his already hard cock into my
mouth was just as incredibly arousing still.


My entire body tingled alive as I knelt there passionately
working on pleasing this old stranger from my past while in the farthest
reaches of my mind, the memory of my husband at home sizzled just enough to
fuel the thrill that somehow made it all even better. It had always been that
way with Ryan – I was powerless to resist, and he always knew it …
and yet despite having more to risk than ever in my most committed relationship
to date, somehow it didn’t matter as long as that cock was sliding
between my lips and I continued inching my way closer to the prize that I had
subconsciously been driving towards ever since I’d gotten that first text
message from him while innocently sitting at my desk back at work…


Before I was able to bring him to climax, though plenty long
enough for him to verify that I most certainly did still have it, I
quickly found myself in Ryan’s arms once more as I wrapped my legs tightly
around him and kissed him deeply while he carried me over to one side of the
special room that featured a very intriguing sexual apparatus that I knew
instantly was going to be a whole lot of fun! Hanging from four heavy
silver chains that descended down from the ceiling, a moment later our kiss was
broken as I felt Ryan laying me down on a kinky, leather bondage swing that
hung sturdily from the chains, with convenient cuffs already in place that he
then proceeded to buckle first around my wrists and then also around my ankles.


“Oh fuck, this is awesome!” I gushed out with
delight as Ryan took each of my ankles one at a time – my shiny, stiletto
heels screaming of the sex that I was about to receive – and raised them
high in the air to the chains over my head, thus in the process also opening my
pussy up generously on display for his enjoyment as I swung there on my
back, helpless to resist and far too horny to even consider it!


Taking advantage of the crotchless panties that I had worn
once more, my lover went straight to business as I cried out in ecstasy even
just to feel the head of his cock spreading my lips so wonderfully after such a
long time. I noted later that he hadn’t bothered to put on a condom before
taking his position inside of me, although at that point it was the furthest
thing from my mind as his fucking stood as a wall that blocked out anything and
everything that could’ve possibly stopped me in that moment from savoring every
last inch of his engorged cock as it penetrated me over and over again with no
remorse…


Ryan doesn’t fuck me slow – that’s not his style – but
by that point I was in no way in need of foreplay as his cock slammed into me
with authority, my beyond eager pussy taking him in effortlessly as my mind did
little but savor the overwhelming sensations that were soaring through my body
as I lay on my back, leathered up for the sex that I had been bound in place to
receive. Though I didn’t struggle much against my restraints – instead welcoming
them, in fact! – I couldn’t help but admit that they added even further
to the scene that was playing out in our borrowed dungeon as the jingle of
chains and the constant thudding of flesh on flesh filled the echoing room with
the sounds of our carnal lust.


Just as my first orgasm came bursting into life without
warning, we heard another woman moaning along in a room nearby, and without a
word spoken between us, it collectively became our goal to be louder than the
mystery couple nearby as I began to groan out in ecstasy as Ryan’s
jack-hammering continued as if we were still in college…


“OH FUCK!!!”


“TAKE ME, SIR!!!”


“OH GOD, I’VE NEVER BEEN FUCKED LIKE THIS BEFORE…”


It wasn’t a lie – despite my husband’s numerous fetishes, it
was very true that I’d never been fucked like Ryan was fucking me in
that moment. In my entire life, nobody fucked me like Ryan could … that
was the reason why situations like this always happened to me. Years
could go by without notice, and then suddenly out of the blue I’d hear mention
of him and my pussy would just twinge with anticipation … like it had
been longing for him … and it was useless to resist. And I knew it.


“Look at my little slut down there!” he bragged as he
took one of my ankles in their bound position in each hand and smiled down on
me as his cock slammed me hard into another orgasm. “If only your
mother-in-law could see you now – she’d be so proud of your dedication
to her son…” he laughed relentlessly as I phased out and just felt the
throbbing delight between my legs…


“Jessica?” he called out a few seconds later as my
mind-blowing orgasm continued and he watched me contort against him
uncontrollably, only half even able to hear the words that he spoke, though the
next sentence from his lips was abundantly clear…


“Do you want me to cum in your pussy, or in your
mouth???”


“CUM IN MY PUSSY, PLEASE!!!” I cried out as I
fought against my bonds while his cock entered me faster than ever. He must’ve
been right on the edge because only a second later I could vividly feel his
cock spasming inside of me as he decorated my abused pussy with his seed like
he’d done proudly so many times before.


I gasped for air as I suddenly felt him withdraw as my cunt
continued to quake, though my break was short-lived as only a moment later that
same cock entered my gaping mouth as if no invitation was needed, sharing with
me the spoils of unfaithful sex as I tasted both his cum and my own mixed
together as Ryan invaded my mouth, eventually bringing his cock all the way to
the back of my throat just because he could.


After unbuckling my restraints and giving me just enough
time to get another drink in me, I soon found myself kneeling on a padded
leather bench with my hands cuffed behind my back using a random pair of
leather restraints that Ryan had found lying about. I just groaned with
exhaustion and delight as I felt him pressing against my ass as he prepared to
claim his next prize, knowing all along that it seemed both futile and
hypocritical to resist as his fat cock took its second home in my ass and all I
could do was groan as I felt his every last inch push its way inside of me…


Over the course of the next two hours, I became his personal
bondage slut as Ryan took to the variety of toys spread out around our room
with great enthusiasm as he bound my body on display a dozen different ways
while I exhaustedly slid into each position before he violated me once more
until my entire being was sore and I felt like I couldn’t endure a single
orgasm longer, eventually ending up in the center of a large, four-poster iron
bed with my body bound in a tight spread-eagle and his fingers toying playfully
with my thoroughly abused cunt as we laid together and talked and kissed.


“This stuff is fun! We should’ve started messing
around with this kinky shit years ago…” he laughed as he groped at my tight
belly through the leather corset before eventually pulling the cups down and
biting hard into my right nipple without warning while also squeezing my left
between his fingers.


I squealed before slipping into delight as his tongue took
over where his teeth had left off and began exploring an entirely new part of
my body that had otherwise been hidden under the sexy black leather all night
long.


“Please please please!” I panted out in protest as
the sensations quickly grew to be too much, which Ryan rapidly interrupted by
asking with a perpetually amused grin, “Please … fuck you again?”


“God, no – I don’t think that I can take anymore…” my
pleading quickly turned back to whimpering as he began to nibble on my now
quite erect nipples once more. As I then felt him shift his body over mine and
a moment later, his erection was forcing its way into my swollen and desperate
pussy one last time, Ryan continued to taunt me as he held himself over me,
pinching both of my nipples fiercely as he stared undeniably into my eyes, and
before I knew it, I was crying out his name as he slow fucked me mercilessly to
what was probably the most cumbersome climax of the entire night…


“Oh Ryan … Please Ryan…”


“You know you’re going to call out my name the
next time that he fucks you, don’t you???” he sneered with a
sarcastic satisfaction that sent a chill right to the bone as he slowly and
methodically took me in triumph.


“No I won’t…” I shook my head as I focused on every
overwhelming thrust before Ryan leaned forward and pushed his tongue into my
mouth, cold and calculated as he continued to tease me.


“Sure you will,” he added with a smirk as he hovered
only an inch over my face, seemingly amused as he carefully fucked every last
ounce of energy out of my body.


“Please Ryan … Oh god, Ryan…” I moaned again
as my eyeballs rolled into the back of my head and the whole world seemed to
turn every color at the same time.


He kissed me long and deep that time as his thrusting
persisted through my every last shiver as I felt like my entire body had been
put to peace by his fucking. Although he didn’t release me from my bonds just
yet, Ryan slumped over my body in exhaustion himself and we spent the next few
minutes just cuddling in silence until I finally craned my neck over and
whispered lovingly into his ear…


“You know why I’m not going to be calling out your
name the next time that he’s fucking me???” I posed with an
eyebrow raised as he looked over at me laying underneath him.


“No, why?” he asked with a chuckle.


“Because no other man could ever do that to me…” I
told him with a defeated, well-earned smile on my face that seemed to bring one
to his own as well.


Ryan retorted as he leaned in to take another kiss from my
lips, “And don’t you ever forget it.”


* * * * * * * * * *


It wasn’t until nearly midnight that Ryan and I finally
parted ways, sharing one last embrace in which he warned me, “I’ll see you
again one day…” before slinking back to my car, exhausted yet utterly
satisfied in every possibly way as I glanced at the time and wondered if David
would be up waiting for me when I got home…


Being the early riser that he is, I breathed a temporary
sigh of relief to find only the porch light on as I pulled up to an otherwise
dark house, making sure to slip out of my heels just after sneaking in the
front door and then creeping as quietly as possible up the stairs to where I
already heard him snoring away from our bedroom at the other end of the
hallway.


Leaving all of the lights off, I made quick work of unlacing
and sliding out of my leather corset and skirt before stuffing them back away
into the far corner of the closet where I would return them to their hangers
properly on another day. After then tiptoeing into the bathroom to quickly
remove my makeup, a split second later I found myself laying in bed next to my
fast asleep husband as I nervously rubbed the empty spot on my finger from the
wedding ring which had been completely forgotten in my purse that now sat on
the counter in the kitchen downstairs.


Just when I was about to make my attempt to creep back out
of bed to retrieve the marker of my marriage, I felt my nipples rubbing gently
against the top sheet as they seemed to randomly come to life one more time in
recent memory. With one hand wandering instinctively down between my legs while
the other grazed my nipples in curiosity as I glanced over to confirm my
slumbering partner, my eyes suddenly shot wide open as I realized that not only
had my wedding ring been left astray, but I was still wearing the same
crotchless panties that I’d worn for Ryan that adulterous evening, too…


…and a quick surveillance with my fingertips confirmed
that after having endured hours upon hours of intense fucking, the panties most
certainly showed plentiful signs of the rigorous agenda which they
had been put through…


It was at that moment that I knew I
was supposed to sneak back out of bed to finish covering my tracks, but instead
as my index finger began to slowly trace its little circles around my clit, my
mind found itself already seized by my lover once more and I quietly bit my lip
as I envisioned my body being ravaged by him one last time that night.


As I fell asleep after I did my best
to muffle the sounds of my deceitful orgasm from the man sleeping beside me, I
dreamed about the next time – whether it would be a year, or five years,
or even more – with fantasies of Ryan seducing me and using me over and over
again until I finally awoke the next morning…


…those same dirty panties around
my hips from the night before…


…and my wedding ring still hidden
away in my purse downstairs as I heard my husband prodding that I needed to get
up for work.











A
Bridesmaid’s Chastity Cuck

















“You want to have a little fun tonight?” I whispered into my
husband’s ear as I sat down next to him at the table where he was sipping his
third rum and coke of the evening.


We had traveled across the country for a good friend of
mine’s wedding and as much as I knew that Kevin hated weddings and pretty much
all social gatherings in general, I was still determined to have a good time.
My friend Jamie had picked me and three of our other friends from college to be
her bridesmaids, so I found myself with plenty of excuses to spend most of my
time out on the dance floor with the rest of the wedding party when randomly an
idea popped into my head to spice up the night in a way that I had a feeling he
would’ve never saw coming…


“What’s up?” he asked, leaning in to speak over the loud
music that dominated the room as the disco lights lit up the dance floor like a
stage already begging me to come back.


“Remember that toy that you were trying to get me to
play with a while ago???” I shouted back with an inspired smile.


He gave me a confused look as he tried to figure out what I
was referring to.


“The cage … with the lock???” I explained with wider
eyes.


Kevin has always had all of these different fetishes, and
about six months ago he revealed that one of them was male chastity. He
had showed me a bunch of different websites and we even ordered one, but it
just never caught on and eventually the thing had ended up buried in the back
of our closet like so many other sex toys that we’d picked up over the years.


“…yeah?”


His eyes lit up enough that at least I knew it had finally
registered.


“Well, I brought it with us – it’s in my luggage upstairs,”
I continued to talk as best I could over the dance music. “Why don’t you go up
right now and put it on?”


He paused and looked at me for a second, then asked
curiously, “And then what???”


I took that as my cue to return to the music as I simply
stood up and said, “You’ll see…” before walking back to the girls I had
left a few minutes earlier. I waited a few minutes in anticipation before
finally looking back to our table, but sure enough, finding it now completely
empty, I was ready to put the next step of my plan into works…


When Kevin returned to the reception about fifteen minutes
later, the music had quieted as the DJ played a series of slow songs to give
the more romantic party guests a chance to dance. In my husband’s absence, I
had instead hooked up with one of the groomsmen who I also happened to know
from college and who happened to be particularly attractive as he stood taller
than me even in my heels.


When the song ended and we began to drift apart, I gave Brad
a quick peck on the cheek and told him, “Don’t go too far – I’m not done with
you yet!” before circling back to my husband and beckoning for him to
follow me out into the hall as I led him to one of the private bathrooms that
was tucked around the corner.


Clicking the lock of the door behind us as we slipped
inside, I asked him in an aggressively playful tone, “So … are you wearing
it?!”


He nodded and stammered yes, which wasn’t enough for me as I
prompted, “Show me!” and watched as he somewhat nervously unbuckled and
pulled down his pants, and then after an insistent stare, his underwear, too.


Sure enough, there was that same plastic cage as I had
remembered it before, tightly snug around his penis with his balls wedged up
behind. I didn’t tell him to his face, but I snickered a bit to myself as I
remembered that the cage actually made his manhood look kind of small and
pathetic, which nonetheless seemed to fuel the fire nicely for what I was
about to do next…


“Do you have the key?” I asked him with a fun hint of sass
in my voice as I continued to stare my husband down with his pants around his
ankles and a plastic cage locked around his dick.


“No,” he shook his head. “I left it in the room…”


“Ok,” I countered. “Then give me your room key.”


He fumbled for a second, asking if he could pull his pants
back up – which I gracefully allowed – and then produced from his pocket his
copy of the key to our room, which I quickly slipped inside the red leather
handbag that I had brought to match my bridesmaid’s dress before returning to
his attention.


“So what if I told you,” I began with a sly grin, “that
I’m going to fuck somebody tonight, and that somebody isn’t going
to be the person who just locked himself up in chastity for me???”


Kevin’s jaw nearly dropped as he stared back at me
wide-eyed.


Before he had a chance to respond, I ordered, “Get down
on your knees!” A split second hesitation prodded me further, “Isn’t
that how this works?! Now!!!”


Maybe I had picked up more from all of his female domination
books than I realized because sure enough my husband then dropped to his knees
in front of me, even taking it a step further and bowing his head while also
crossing his hands behind his back. Looking down at him, I felt a surge of
confidence soar through my body as I then proceeded to give him the third
degree…


“Is this or is this not one of your fantasies?”


“Did you not commit to doing everything that I say
when you’re wearing that thing?”


“You wanted a wife that was more dominant, now didn’t
you?”


I think it was at that point that Kevin finally caught on
that I was dressed sexier than he realized because his eyes would start to
creep their way up my legs before darting back down to the strappy heels on my
feet, which he had actually helped me to pick out in the store a couple of
weeks prior to the wedding.


It was his own fault for being so preoccupied with his
computer while I was getting ready, but between the stockings and garter belt
and the crotchless panties that I had naughtily picked out just for this
occasion, he should’ve been drooling over me all night if he’d have just been
paying attention.


But instead, I had been forced to take matters into my
own hands and now I was ready to have some fun!


“Now we’re going to go back out there and you can go right
back to sitting at the table doing nothing,” I taunted him, “but just
know that while I’m out on that dance floor, there’s a bit more on my mind
than just dancing!”


I could tell that I had his attention now, so before I let
him get up I told him that he needed to bend over and kiss the straps of my
shoes in reverence. There’s something about seeing a man on his hands and
knees in front of you, his lips at your feet while there’s a plastic cage
around his dick that really brings out the dominant woman in you! After
enjoying a couple of laughs at his expense, I was more than eager to get out on
the dance floor to find me a real man to replace the one that I had just
locked back in his cage!


And Brad, for one, seemed quite eager for my return as he
welcomed me with open arms and a fresh drink as I fell into the latest groove
that the DJ was playing without missing a beat. From across the room I
occasionally looked over to see my husband more intently watching me than
before, but with each drink that flowed across my lips I found myself growing a
little more adventurous and a little less concerned about the man in the cage
who was left sitting in the corner…


As the beats rolled on throughout the night, I gradually
noticed my dance partner becoming a bit more forward himself as his arms would
graze my nipples or his hands would linger near my ass a few seconds longer
than most of the other couples on the dance floor. It wasn’t until during
another of the slow numbers that he happened across my garters that seemed to
pique his attention and led to him asking if I wanted to get a bit of fresh air
outside after the song had ended.


The hotel’s beautifully landscaped gardens seemed to offer
plenty of out of the way places where one could slip out of sight from
the rest of the partygoers, and when we walked around one particular corner
between a group of secluded trees was when he pulled me in close to him as we
had been dancing before and whispered to me, “Anna, you’re even more
beautiful than the last time I saw you…”


So truth be told, Brad and I had actually been a bit more
than friends in college. In fact, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I had
kind of orchestrated this whole fantasy since I had found out that we were both
going to be in the wedding. Brad and I had a complicated history, but if there
was one thing that was always memorable when the two of us got together, it
was the sex – hands down.


Brad was a playboy, but that’s also what made him so much
fun


I joked with a seductive flutter of my eyes that my husband
was … out of service … for the evening and that I was auditioning for
stand-ins while we were in town. He chuckled until he realized that I
wasn’t entirely joking, but the nice thing about a guy’s hormones is
that they’re nothing if not dependable and it wasn’t long before Brad’s
hands had grown considerably more adventurous since we had left the dance floor
in a way that kind of made me wish that Kevin had been standing nearby
to watch…


His kiss was like an old flame that made me weak in the
knees as his arms held me tight, with his fingers slowly tracing lines along
the garters through my dress while we made out hidden just out of sight while
the party raged on a couple of dozen feet away. The thought of fiddling around
on my husband while he was locked away in chastity seemed to make his touch all
the more electric, and for a moment I thought that had he pitched female
domination to me like this, maybe it would’ve piqued my interest long
ago!


“Somebody sure is amorous tonight!” he laughed
between kisses as my own hands glided across his own sculpted body as well,
casually noticing his hard-on through his pants and then pressing myself up
against it like a tease that I couldn’t wait to feel even closer.


“What can I say?” I replied with a mischievous grin. “Circumstances
tonight have me feeling a little bit naughty … you just happen to be in
the right place at the right time!”


“Lucky me!” Brad chuckled back as his tongue slipped between
my lips once more for another decadent embrace before we heard the DJ calling
the bridal party and knew that we’d better be getting back. My loins tingled as
his hand lingered on my backside until only a few steps before we reached the
door, our eyes still twinkling as we separated to our own sides for whatever
stunt the DJ had planned for us next as if to silently agree that neither of us
were done with the other just yet.


The uncomfortable look when I finally broke our gaze to
instead meet my husband’s eyes as he sat by himself in the corner grew a
decadent smile across my lips and it was in that moment that I knew that I just
couldn’t wait to twist the knife even deeper…


* * * * * * * * * *


“How are you doing over here, cucky?” I asked with a smirk
as I slipped into the chair next to him after the bridal party had been
dismissed from the dance floor. Crossing my legs provocatively, Kevin’s eyes
dropped instantly to the garters that were prominently displayed as the dark
red dress split up my legs.


“So you do like my dress for tonight after all?!” I
said with a laugh as I watched him shift uncontrollably in his seat, amused at
the thought of the plastic cage doing its job to keep him in check underneath
his pants. “It’s too bad that you’re a little too late,” I added as I leaned in
and took a sip of his drink while I locked eyes with his. “It seems that my
dance card is already full for the evening…”


As my eyes rose to meet Brad’s glimmering invitation from
across the ballroom, I leaned over and shouted over the music into his ear just
before getting up…


“You look bored over hear, so I’m going to give you a job
to do to keep you busy. You’ve got about an hour to go out and find me some
condoms. I think there’s a convenience store down the street.”


“Maybe a nice bottle of champagne, too – you know how
thirsty I get after sex!”


“Now be a good boy and go fetch…” were my last
words to him as I walked away with a wink, making a bee-line to the old friend
who would be taking me later on that erotic evening if I had my way. Looking
over my shoulder once I resumed my place in Brad’s arms on the dance floor, I
playfully waved him away with my hand and a devilish smile before turning the
rest of my attention back to my dance partner who by now was quite amused by
the cuckolding display before him as we both watched Kevin reluctantly get up
from his seat and disappear out the door to retrieve the items I required for
my sexual lust.


“What was that all about?!” Brad inquired with a
curious raise of his eyebrow as his arms seemed to pull me closer as the rhythm
slowed to a sensual dance number once more.


I laughed nonchalantly as my lips floated dangerously close
to his, “Oh, I sent him to the drugstore to get some condoms for when I
have my way with you later!”


Still thinking that I was just being overly flirtatious, he
joked back, “Don’t you think that I carry my own for just such an occasion?!”


I simply snickered and curled my lips as I explained, “It’s
more fun if I send him to do it for us…”


“…and besides, it keeps him occupied so that I can
enjoy a little more privacy out here on the dance floor with you…”


Our eyes locked as he leaned in a little closer and asked, “You’re
actually serious about this, aren’t you???”


“Of course I’m serious,” I whispered back to Brad
seductively as I pressed my body more closely against his, my lips only inches
from his own. “Don’t you think you’d have seen me drag my husband out here at
least once if I had other intentions?”


“And your husband…” he pressed further, “…he’s … okay with
this???”


I snickered as my mind flashed back to an hour earlier when
Kevin was on his knees in front of me in his cage…


“Call it a little … game … that we’re playing
tonight,” I whispered hypnotically as I stared deeply into Brad’s eyes.


“Kevin has certain … fetishes … and so tonight he’ll
be okay with whatever I tell him to be okay with…”


With that I leaned forward and pressed my lips to Brad’s
once more, stealing a sensual kiss in plain view although most eyes as I knew
were still on the bride and groom who happened to be dancing nearby.


“I may be married to him,” I told Brad bluntly as our
lips parted a moment later, “but tonight you can do whatever you want to me…”


“Are you okay with that???” I asked him with a
sly grin as the song ended and his hands lingered around my waist while I
stretched my arms and innocently showed off my body in the skimpy, red dress
for his enjoyment.


“Why don’t you go get us a couple of new drinks?” I abruptly
told him with a wink as I then caught the bride’s and saw her dancing in my
direction with a wide-eyed look on her face. As she stepped into place and we
started dancing together once Brad had left in the direction of the bar, I could
already tell by the look on her face what the first words out of Jamie’s mouth
were going to be…


“Oh my god – what was that kiss that I just saw?!
You’re a married woman!!!”


“If you think that one was scandalous,” I
quickly shot back with a grin, “you should’ve seen the one that we shared
earlier outside behind the bushes!”


As I proceeded to tell her about the chastity belt and
Kevin’s fetishes, her bewilderment seemed to transform to anxious curiosity as
she too weighed the excitement of me hooking up with my old fuck buddy from
college while my submissive husband begged on his knees for the abuse…


“Honestly, I feel like I’m on cloud nine right now, Jamie!”
I confessed to her as we ducked off to one of the corner tables so that we
could talk more privately. “Just seeing him on his knees … kissing my
shoes after locking himself up for me … I need something
inside me tonight, and somehow it turns me on even more knowing that it
can’t be him!”


Jamie blushed as she sat across from me in her pure white
dress while I was wearing the much more scandalous red, yet I knew that she was
desperate to hear every last word.


“It’s this electric build,” I continued, “every time that I
touch him … that he touches me … knowing that before the night is over,
I’m going to feel him inside of me just like it was old times…”


“…and my husband is going to be kneeling just out of
sight, listening to the whole dirty affair…”


When I elaborated with her what plans were brewing once the
reception was over and it was time for me to take both boys back to my
room, Jamie suddenly lit up and took me by the hand over to another room off of
the main ballroom where all of the presents that everyone had gotten for her
and her new groom had been collected. Rifling through a handful of gift bags on
one of the tables, the bride’s eyes finally lit up as she located the
particular one that she was after, which she proceeded to thrust into my hands
with an excited grin on her face…


“Amy forgot to give me this the other night for my
bachelorette party,” she explained as she lifted her dress and sat back down
across from me. “I’ll never use it, but it sounds like you might
actually be able to have some fun with it tonight!”


Opening the white gift bag and folding back the pink tissue
paper within, I immediately began to laugh as I pulled out the typical naughty
gifts that a bride is known to get for her bachelorette party … first a pair
of handcuffs with a bright pink fur lining, next a black satin blindfold with a
large red lipstick kiss printed on the front, and finally – what seemed to be
the most intriguing of all – peeking out the end of the bag was a short,
leather-tipped riding crop that just seemed to be begging to see
some tail that night…


Pulling the crop out and weighing it in my hand before playfully
tapping my friend on her breast with it several times, I chuckled and teased
Jamie, “Now come on – are you sure that you don’t want to hold onto this
one for a little kinky fun on your wedding night?!”


The bride just shook her head and laughed.


“Maybe for the honeymoon, but tonight once this place
clears out, all I want is a glass of champagne and a bubble bath before
crawling into bed – weddings take a lot out of ya, let me tell you!”


“Fair enough…” I giggled as I looked back over the new toys
that Jamie was offering me. “I think it’s safe to say that between the both
of them I should be able to put these things to good use!”


Jamie waited while I ran back over to my table to grab my
purse to carry the toys in so the rest of the party didn’t have to know that I
was borrowing some of the bride’s bachelorette tools. We chatted
for a few minutes longer, with Jamie continuing to gush in her excitement over
my naughty plans that would be culminating in a matter of hours.


“I want to hear about everything when I get back from
my honeymoon!” she cackled with me as we made our way back out into the
ballroom to rejoin the rest of the party.


After meeting back up with Brad and flirting a bit more
openly over the fresh drink that he had retrieved for me, we shared a few more
dances in between the typical wedding festivities of cutting the cake and the
throwing of the garter and bouquet. It wasn’t until just before the last dance
that I glanced over and saw that my husband had returned to his usual post, now
with a brown paper bag at his feet that hinted he had carried out the
instructions that I had given him to a tee.


I could feel his eyes locked on me as he watched this
well-dressed stranger dancing with his wife dressed in red … the color of
lust, the color of SEX … and I could tell that my date was beginning to get
in on the action himself as Brad held me a little closer, his hands wandering
freely as if I were his own…


He swooped in for a long kiss as the lights fell and
everyone cheered at the end of the last dance, and as visions of my chastised
husband kneeling nearby as our embrace continued began to dominate my naughty
head, I knew that it was time for the real fun to begin!


* * * * * * * * * *


“Come with me…” I gestured to my
husband only minutes after he watched me kissing my favorite groomsman on the
dance floor, surrounded by dozens of other people who he’d never met. We walked
silently through the hotel, him carrying the brown paper bag that contained my
requests while I walked a few steps ahead of him with my purse slung over my
shoulder containing a few surprises of my own.


When we finally reached our room, I
used Kevin’s key that he had relinquished to me earlier and immediately told
him that his first task was to hand over the keys to his chastity belt that he
had mistakenly left back in the room while we were downstairs for the wedding.
I quickly tucked them inside of my bra once he produced them, then gave him his
own room key back and asked that he go retrieve some ice to put the champagne
on while I spent a few minutes touching up for my real man who would be
knocking at the door to replace him any moment…


As I heard the door closing behind
him, I first emptied the paper bag onto the bed to examine his purchases – exactly
as I had instructed – a bottle of moderately priced champagne along with a
box of condoms.


Ribbed, for her pleasure …
which made me laugh as I thought that whoever wrote that slogan for the
packaging didn’t know the half of it!


After next tossing my new
bachelorette toys onto the bed as well, I quickly retreated to the bathroom and
began touching up my makeup while I waited for my husband to return. Looking
back at the vixen in the mirror with seductive, red lips to match her dress and
shadowy glamour that couldn’t wait to get between the sheets, I would’ve never
believed that my little fantasy would ever play out quite like it was seeming
to. I figured at best I’d tease Kevin a bit in his cage before letting him out
to fuck, but this new turn of events seemed far too amazing for me to stop now…


My husband returned about ten
minutes later with a full ice bucket in hand and after pausing to check out his
incredibly hot and horny wife who was applying the finishing touches at the
sink, I quickly told him to put my champagne on ice and then remove his clothes
so that we could get him into place before my lover showed up at
the door.


I sauntered back into the room just
as he was pulling off his socks, unable to hold back my amusement as I once
again saw the small, plastic cage that he had locked around his penis for me.
He dropped his head in embarrassment as he heard my snicker, which just seemed
to fuel my dominance of the situation all the more.


“Get on your knees,” I told
him without hesitation as I reached around him to grab his clothes from the bed
to throw in the closet nearby. I paused when I looked down to notice the
sizable wet spot in his boxers, holding them out in front of his face as I used
the new findings to my advantage.


“So I was going to give
you one last chance to back out of this,” I told him scornfully as I held
the stained underwear up to his face while he knelt before me, “but I think
this pretty much proves that you’re just as excited for this to happen as I
am!”


Tossing his underwear behind me to
join the rest of his clothes in the closet, it was then that I reached
underneath the crimson bridesmaid’s dress that I had been wearing all day and
caught my fingers on the corners of my own underwear – the sexy, black lace
crotchless panties that I had worn to tease and torment my hubby before this
entire scheme of chastity and cuckolding had even been hatched.


Stepping out of the skimpy panties,
I held them up to Kevin’s nose as I taunted him, “See – your little fantasy
has gotten me all hot and bothered this evening, too! The difference is,
I’m about to do something about just how horny I am right now…”


As Kevin closed his eyes and took in
a deep breath to savor the sweet aroma that I’d created in my panties from
those thoughts of infidelity, I snickered as I told him, “You enjoy that,
my little cuck, because that’s as close as you’ll be getting to this
pussy tonight!”


Eventually jerking the wet panties
away from his nose, I then ordered my husband to kiss my shoes one last time
before my lover showed up and an instant later I felt myself surging with
superiority as I glared down at this chastised husband of mine who was
pathetically worshipping at the feet of the woman who he knew was only minutes
away from cheating on him with another man.


And it felt GREAT!!!


I wished that Jamie could be there
to see such an incredible display of dominance that truth be told he’d been begging
of me for so long. Naked and helpless, with his cock encased in plastic
that was locked on tight – the only key to which was nestled safely within my
bra, with his tongue ever so nervously tracing its way along the straps of my
sexy, ruby-colored heels that I soon would be wrapping around Brad’s back as he
fucked me in a way that only he could on that particular night.


“That’s enough,” I informed him
bluntly as I stepped back, pulling my sparkling shoes out of his view before
revealing to him the rest of my plans for how he would be spending the next
several hours while I was being ravished there in the center of the bed
in our hotel room.


First taking my wet panties and
telling Kevin to open his mouth while he still knelt there humbly in front of
me, I laughed as I stuffed them between his lips, grabbing his discarded tie
from nearby and using it to cinch the makeshift gag around his head until there
was no possibility of my panties escaping his mouth without untying it…


“Mmmmmm – don’t I taste good?!”
I teased while I sauntered around him to retrieve my next tool. “Too
bad that’s the only taste of me that you’ll be getting this evening –
I’m sure I’m going to be far wetter than that by the time that Brad gets
through with me!”


Next I took the fuzzy handcuffs that
Jamie had given to me and locked Kevin’s wrists behind his back, thus ensuring
that there would be no escaping the bondage that I was crafting for him until *I*
was ready for his release!


And finally came the satin blindfold
over his eyes to block out his view of me … not that he’d be seeing much
more of me shortly anyways … but the sexy blindfold with its red lips
certainly sealed the deal with what was about to unfold and I found myself
unable to whisk him away into the nearby closet fast enough, whispering to him,
“Now if I hear a single peep out of you, you’ll spend the rest of the night out
on the balcony dressed like that – which I’m sure the rest of the hotel
guests would get quite the kick out of!” just as I heard that fateful knock
at the door that sent an exciting chill down my spine as I closed the closet
door on my husband and rushed over to greet my awaiting fuck…


Brad couldn’t help but grin from ear
to ear as I met him at the door, beaming a smile myself when I saw the plate of
fresh chocolate-covered strawberries from the restaurant downstairs that he’d
picked up for our little rendezvous!


I quickly took the silver tray from
his hands and a moment later fell back into his arms like we had left each
other not long ago down at the wedding reception, with the man savoring an even
deeper and more sensual kiss than he had dared to downstairs before he finally
pulled back just long enough to ask, “So where’s your husband off to
this evening while you’re here with me???”


I giggled and pressed my body
tighter to his as I seductively whispered back, “Oh, he’s just a little
tied up right now … I don’t think that he’ll be bothering us for a while…”


Brad and I passionately kissed like
nobody was watching … like we were back in college again after all of those
years … like he didn’t realize that my husband was actually only a few
feet away, locked up tight in the closet and loving every minute of it!


He didn’t know just how real my
little game had gotten, but I knew and as his hands more openly groped
me in all of the places that I knew he’d just been dying to feel when we were
in public, there was something about these new forbidden desires of mine
that had driven me to an unbelievable level of horniness that I’d never felt
before in my life…


Falling back onto the center of the
bed with Brad quickly taking his place on top of me, his well-cut body seemed
to meld perfectly with my own as his tongue danced gingerly into the mouth of
this married woman. 


“You really are a naughty,
little girl!” he teased once his hands made their way up underneath my
dress and soon discovered that my panties had gone missing since the last time
that we’d danced.


“There’s a riding crop that
Jamie lent to me … if you feel the need to teach me a lesson…” I
panted back as he toyed with my garters and groped at my thighs before
unceremoniously slipping two of his fingers into my beyond wet pussy, making my
toes curl as his lips once again reached out to mine and sucked my tongue into
his mouth aggressively as he proceeded to lay claim to what he had been
pursuing all evening.


Before I knew it, he was on top of
me with his pants down around his ankles while I fumbled to open the box of
condoms that I had left nearby on the nightstand, handing him one of the shiny,
foil wrappers one moment and then clawing into the comforter the next as his
cock entered me like an old friend that was all too eager to make my
acquaintance once more!


“Oh, fuck!” I moaned as Brad
wasted no time reminding me of the prowess that he boasted as his 8” member
made it clear that I hadn’t been with a real man in so, so long. I
pictured Kevin’s ear pressed against the closet door as my grunting and
groaning grew louder with each thrust until my lover reached forward and put a
little pressure on my neck that I also hadn’t felt in a very long time. He
paused just long enough to rip both my dress and the lacy, black bra underneath
free from my chest – sending the chastity keys I had hidden within flying
in the process – before resuming his position with one hand on my neck
and the other cupping my left breast as he hungrily sucked my erect nipple
anxiously into his awaiting mouth.


Crossing my wrists instinctively
overhead as had often been our position in the past, it was beyond
refreshing to just lay back and let my friend take it, unlike my usual
encounters with my husband that typically seemed to find me in the
driver’s seat with him in the submissive role. But with Brad it was
always the polar opposite – he was the dominant force in our bedroom acts and
as he knelt fucking me with reckless abandon, my body conformed to his and
began to shudder as I felt him forcing me through wave after wave of pleasure
with his slippery cock between my legs sending a shockwave through my body…


My cries of pleasure driving him to
double down and choke me even harder until he too slipped over the edge and
began to fill the condom with an impressive amount of cum, it was nearly
fifteen minutes later when we first collapsed in a sweaty pile in the middle of
the bed, both of us still partially adorned with our wedding attire that was
swiftly tossed to the side until he lay naked with me only in my stockings and
heels beside in his arms.


For the next three hours, the two of
us kissed and flirted and fucked like long lost lovers, reunited for a random
fling while unbeknownst to Brad, my true husband knelt obediently without so
much as a peep right where I had left him bound in the closet nearby. Though I
knew that he couldn’t see Brad’s cock plowing into his wife’s pussy like
she was single once more, I made sure to make my voice heard no doubt to
the amusement of our neighboring hotel guests as well, savoring every thrust
and every bite, each deep throated kiss and every last rough stroke as my
wedding date treated me to some of the roughest sex I’ve ever had in my life!


In between sips of champagne and
chocolate-covered strawberries for sustenance, Brad used me like the girl that
got away – taking me doggy-style, at one point tying my wrists above my head
with the tie that he had worn earlier, and even keeping true to my offer by
putting that riding crop to good use as I knelt in front of him with his cock
caressing the back of my throat…


When we were both utterly exhausted
and after sensual bout of cuddling in the sweaty, cum-soaked mess that we had
mutually created, I finally led Brad to the door and after thanking him
profusely for a mind-blowing evening, we shared one last kiss before he
slipped back out of my life with his shirt half unbuttoned and his tie quite
the mess after having been tied tightly around my wrists.


After a satisfying look around our
hotel room to survey the damage that I had inflicted in the throes of passion
with my lover, I reluctantly opened the closet door and invited Kevin to come
to bed with me – removing the blindfold and handcuffs to allow him a decent
night’s sleep, but leaving the chastity cage still firmly intact while its keys
remained hidden somewhere in the mess of my clothes that had been strewn around
the room hours earlier…


* * * * * * * * * *


Kevin was still asleep when I heard
the sound of my phone vibrating by the side of the bed with a text message from
the newlywed Jamie asking about the night before.


“So did you actually do it?!” her
message read.


“Best. Sex. Ever.” I
giddily typed back as I mentally flashed back through the debauchery that had
taken place in the very place that we were both sleeping now.


“OMG – that’s crazy!” she
quickly wrote back.


“Did my toys get put to good
use?”


I couldn’t help but chuckle when at
that point I sent a number of pictures her way…


The first was one that I had snapped
of Kevin in the closet just before Brad had arrived, wearing both the
handcuffs and blindfold that Jamie had loaned me as well as featuring a small
glimpse of the caged package that dangled sheepishly between his legs.


The second was a pic of me still in
my bridesmaid’s dress with Brad snuggled close, shortly after our first fuck.


And the third – my own personal
favorite – was one that Brad had apparently taken without me knowing and
showed the top of my head while I was on my knees sucking him off, with a keen
eye also noticing that my hands were still tied behind my back with the red tie
that he’d been wearing to match the bridesmaids’ dresses earlier that day…


“Well then, I guess that answers
all of my questions!” she wrote back with wide eyes after the final
picture had transmitted. “Maybe I should come pick those up to take with me
on our honeymoon after all!!!”


I laughed and exchanged a few more
text messages with Jamie before finally wishing her a great trip and then
tossing my phone back onto the nightstand next to my side of the bed. As I
rolled over to find my husband now finally awakening beside me, I stared at him
for a few moments before flipping up the sheets to reveal the clear plastic
cage that he’d locked himself in for me the night before. As I reached over and
rapped my nails on the plastic, a devilish grin came across my face as I playfully
thought out loud…


“Now where did the keys go to
this thing, anyways???”
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It looked so silly locked up in that
little, plastic cage of his.


Confined.


Balls shriveled.


Kinda sad.


My boyfriend was never really a big man downstairs,
but the chastity belt that he was now wearing made him look positively small …
the kind of thing that turns a girl’s arousal into laughter when she gets her
first glimpse of it…


“Is this what you really want?” I asked him after a
good laugh as the key ring that he had just handed over to me swung around on
my finger.


He couldn’t bring himself to say the words, but I could tell
by the look in his eyes that he was on cloud nine at that very moment. He was
kind of a kinky guy and he had this thing about women being dominant over
him, so what’s more domineering than having your girlfriend lock your manhood
up in chastity???


“So what am I supposed to do?” I then
challenged him as I looked back down at his crotch with a sneer in my voice
that I’d never heard before. “It’s no good to me like that. If I’m supposed
to be the dominant one, it’s hardly fair for me to have to give up sex
to entertain your little fantasies here…”


He stared down sheepishly at the floor for a moment as he
considered the ramifications of my point, seemingly for the first time since he
had first found himself interested in this denial fetish of his, until he
finally mumbled out without looking up, “You could find a replacement.”


I couldn’t help but admit that I was curious … it was
all very weird, but there was also this strange appeal to having that sort of control
over my boyfriend in a way that I’d definitely never experienced
before. In a way, I sort of admired that he had the guts to share this deeply
personal, deeply embarrassing desire of his with me, and seeing him so
vulnerable standing there before me gave me the idea that it might actually be
something that I could have a lot of fun with!


“Ok – let’s go do that right now,” I replied
back to him curtly, telling him to pull up his pants as I grabbed my purse and
headed towards the door.


It isn’t often that a girl goes shopping for a
replacement for her boyfriend’s cock, but there was something delicious
about him helping me to do it that I simply couldn’t resist…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So tell me again…” I asked him as I drove down the highway
with him in the passenger seat of my car, “what does this do for you?
Why is this such a turn-on???”


Justin stared out the window for a moment, then down at the
floor, then finally looked back over at me before working up the courage to
speak up…


“It feels good to be controlled by somebody else …
it’s the fantasy of being locked up by this beautiful girl, and having
her be the only one to make decisions about it.”


“This beautiful girl…” I continued, admittedly
blushing a bit at the compliment, “what does she do with it while she’s
sitting here holding the key???”


He sat quiet a bit longer.


“Nothing,” he eventually explained, squirming a
noticeable bit in his seat as the single word slipped out of his mouth. “It’s a
tease and denial thing … she’s in control and can do whatever she wants,
and she chooses to keep it locked away, and she teases him and flaunts
about it instead…”


“So you get off on the idea of not being able to have
sex???”


I could tell that he was starting to warm back up to me by
the way my eyes held his attention as we talked. He was still in a much different
state, but his nerves were somewhat subsiding … which was a good thing.


“It’s more being told that I can’t have sex, but
still having it around me all of the time … taunting me.”


“Not so much like when you’re not feeling well and
don’t want to have sex, but more like just wanting something else instead…”


“So I’m horny,” I reiterated back with a grin, “and
I want to have sex, but just not with you … not with that…” I
confirmed with a wink as I glanced down at his plastic-encased crotch that was
hidden just beneath his jeans. I grinned as I watched him take a deep breath
and shudder before simply nodding yes.


“But you said something about taunting,” I pressed
him further as we exited the freeway towards one of the seedier parts of town.
“How much can you really feel inside of that thing?”


“It’s pretty snug,” he said, looking back up at my eyes
again, “but there’s a little wiggle room there … enough to get semi-hard, but
nothing much more than that.”


The gears started turning in my head.


“So it’s just enough space for you to start to get
aroused, but not enough for you to actually do anything about it?”


“Yes,” he replied simply.


“I’m sure you’ve tried masturbating with it,” I
continued. “Can you cum in it???”


“No,” he shook his head.


“So is it the device doing the taunting or the
beautiful woman holding the key whose the one doing the taunting?” I asked
with a sly grin.


“Both,” he said. “The device is a reminder – a
constant reminder, but it’s the woman who really has the control …
because she’s the one orchestrating the whole thing.”


“Or at least that’s what it’s like in the stories that
I’ve read…” he quickly added after.


“Interesting…” I purred as we pulled up to a stoplight in
the middle of an otherwise empty street. “So in these stories that
you’ve read … why does the woman do it? What’s her motivation???”


As we sat there quietly with the red light staring down at
us, I reached over and gently caressed his thigh with my hand.


“Ummm, well, some do it as a punishment because their
husband has been screwing around, and some do it as an act of domination
because they’re the one screwing around…”


“Wait,” I stopped him. “So a woman is cheating on her man,
and she locks him up in chastity before she goes out to fuck?! That’s
hot…” I commented with an amused grin.


“Really???” he looked back at me puzzled.


“Yeah!” I laughed. “Because talk about dominance! So
why else???”


He seemed a little shocked and flustered at my response,
taking another moment to get himself back on track…


“Well, a lot of people do it just because they enjoy the
dynamic – it puts her in control and leaves him doing whatever he can to
please her because she’s the one who holds the key. It’s like a game to
some couples.”


“And how long do couples usually play this game?” I asked as
the light turned green and we took off down the road.


“It really depends,” he told me. “Could be only a few hours,
or a couple of days, or even weeks or months … it’s kind of up to her…”


“But what if she wanted to keep you locked up for a
long time?” I posed as I turned in the driveway at our destination.


“What if it turned out that she preferred you in
chastity and saw no real reason to let you out … ever?!”


He froze as I stepped out of the car and walked around to
his, opening his door and beckoning for him to follow. As he closed the car
door behind him, I pressed him up against the car and reached down to grope at
the plastic cage through his pants with my hand, posing the question, “What
if it turns out that she actually really likes the idea more than you
might’ve expected???”


Justin stared into my eyes, his lips only a few inches from
mine as he stuttered back, “Then I guess I’d just have to do what you want…”


“Ok,” I replied with a mischievous smile as ideas flooded
through my head like a monsoon. “So if you’re going to be locked up in that
thing for the rest of the night, let’s go in here and buy me a dildo that I can
use to pleasure myself in your place!”


“Something … big!” I chuckled to myself as I
finally let go and turned to walk towards the sex shop, my boyfriend in
chastity following anxiously just a few steps behind.


* * * * * * * * * *


“So … what are you looking for?” Justin whispered over to me
as we started down the first of many aisles of silicone toys that the store had
to offer.


“This isn’t a library – you don’t have to
whisper!” I laughed as I picked up the box for an impressive-looking
butterfly vibrator and read through its features before returning it back to
the shelf.


“Are you asking me what my ideal cock would look
like?” I then asked in response to his question as we looked over a shelf of
multi-colored, vibrating toys.


“God, there was this one guy a couple of years ago…” I
told him nonchalantly with a big smile across my face, “…and in addition to
being long, he had a really nice girth to him that just felt GREAT
inside of me! I could feel the veins in his cock when he was fucking me …
of course, it didn’t hurt that he could just go on forever…”


When I looked over and saw Justin squirming at my story, I
asked him, “Does it make you uncomfortable hearing about my ex-boyfriends???”


Leaning in closer before he could answer, I added, “Because
I’d be willing to bet that if I pulled your pants down right here in the
middle of this store, you’d be just as swollen as ever inside of that
little cage of yours down there…”


He looked up at me with eyes that made me feel like I was piercing
his soul, but I was starting to have some fun with it so I just kept on
with my way, intently studying the vast selection that the store seemed to have
in every shape, size, and color imaginable. Occasionally I would hold one up
and ask for his thoughts, which were typically to blush and pretend that he
wasn’t loving our little game … even though I could tell with almost
certainty that he absolutely was.


“So … where do you think you fall on the list of
guys that I’ve been with?” I asked him as we got to a display of realistic,
life-like dildos that caught my attention as being very cool. I found myself
drawn to the black dildos on account of the gentleman that I’d mentioned to him
earlier and picked one up that was pretty close to the same 8” length as I
turned back to him.


“Can I please get an answer to my question?” I asked
him with a sweet seduction in my voice as I walked towards him with the large,
black cock between my hands.


“I don’t know,” he stuttered again. “Average?”


“Well, let me see…” I told him as I batted my eyes and
thought out loud to myself. “Nine guys total … well, eleven if you count the
twins at the lake that night … so out of everybody???”


I acted like I was pondering the question a few minutes
longer, even though I had already known the real answer since the instant I had
posed the question…


I then frowned and bit my lip as I shook my head.


“No, baby … I don’t think that you are average for
me,” I said dramatically. “I mean, a lot of those guys I was with specifically
for the sex, so they were obviously of a premium breed, but even…”


I mentally lined up each of the guys that I had been with by
dick size, but it still didn’t seem to matter…


“There was one guy who was a little smaller than
you,” I told him comfortingly. “I mean, we didn’t really last very long because
as you might expect, he wasn’t very confident and I just needed more…”


“But he never asked me to lock him up in chastity,” I then
added with a gleam in my eye as I handed the silicone toy in my hands over to
him symbolically.


“Now that’s a nice cock.”


I let the visual sink in as I turned my attention back to
the display where I found with great amusement that they even had models that
were considerably bigger than the one I had just handed him. Now truth be told,
I had never really had a problem with Justin’s cock – it was certainly true that
I’d been with several guys who were bigger than he was, but when looking at the
complete package … no pun intended … it was something that I was willing
to concede with considering where he made up for it in so many other areas.


And yet while we were playing our new, little game, it
sure was fun to tease him about it now that he had brought it up!


“I think…” I told him with a sultry voice as I scanned the
rack in front of me while he still stood in shock, gawking at the previous
dildo that I had handed him, “…that I deserve a little something special.”


“…if I’m going to play along with this little
chastity game of yours, don’t you think?”


I turned and gave Justin a wink before taking the black
dildo from his hands and instead replacing it with a plastic-wrapped member
that was even larger still.


“I think I want this one!” I chirped with a
smile as we both studied the silicone toy that was kept away safe under its
see-through packaging. Ten long inches of pure pleasure – the
package boasted of its veiny contents, inside holding a dildo that was nearly
translucent save for a cute blush of pink just at the tip that sort of made me
giggle.


“What do you think of it???” I pressed my boyfriend
after glancing around to verify that we were more or less alone in our own
little corner of the store.


“Ten inches is an awful lot. Do you think it will be able
to fill me up where you clearly can’t???”


“I sure hope it will … all of a sudden I’m just so
horny, but my boyfriend is all locked up. I think I’d do just about
anything for a thick, juicy cock inside of me right now!”


His eyes dropped back down to study the pink packaging in
his hands as I leaned in closer and whispered into his ear, “Does this kind of
talk turn you on? Because I’ve got to be honest, it’s really working a
number on me right now!”


“In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever been this wet
before…” I told him as I took the slightest nibble from his ear, pulling
away and locking eyes once more with his as I quickly added, “but then
again, if you’re going to be my little chastity boy now, I guess there’s
not much you can do about that for me anymore…”


With a smirk, I snatched the dildo out of Justin’s hands and
stepped around him in the aisle, making a bee-line for the front counter as I
held my soon-to-be new dildo triumphantly like a prize. Catching up with me
just as I was handing it over to the girl behind the counter, I couldn’t help
but beam a little brighter as his eyes dropped embarrassingly to the floor
while the clerk rang up our purchase…


“Do you need any lubricant to go along with your new dildo?”
the blonde asked sweetly after inspecting the package and then putting it into
a bag.


“You know,” I chirped back with a smile, “I think that I
do need some lube for my new dildo! Is there anything in particular that you
would recommend???”


I could tell that Justin was fighting turning beet red, but
the exchange seemed innocent enough given the context and besides, I was just
having far too much fun to let up at that point!


“Well, we have these samples that we usually give away with
new purchases,” the girl explained as she held up a handful of the single-use
pouches that she had in a bucket behind the counter, “but if you want something
that I would actually recommend, there’s a really fun line of fruit-scented
lubes that we have that I like. We’ve got apple, and peach, and
strawberry…”


“Oh – that sounds like fun!” I replied excitedly.


“Honey … can you go grab a bottle of the strawberry
lube for me?” I glanced over and asked him nonchalantly with a
playful wink.


“This stuff is great because it’s got a pretty scent to it,
but you don’t have to worry about it breaking down your toys or condoms or
whatever…” the girl explained to me as she also directed Justin towards the
rack a few aisles over that held all of the various bottles of lube that they
offered. After staring at the display for a few moments and another word of
direction from the clerk, we finally watched him retrieve a bottle off the rack
and return where he handed it over to the clerk, who proceeded to open it up
and offer us both an inviting smell.


“That does smell nice,” I smiled, “and look, it even
matches my dildo!” I added, noting excitedly how the reds and pinks on the
bottle’s label seemed to coincide with the packaging as well as the tip of my
new toy. 


“Well look at that,” the girl laughed along with me as she
pulled the dildo back out of the black plastic bag and held it up next to the
bottle for everyone to see. “It’s a perfect match! Now is there anything else
that I can get for you tonight???”


I pondered her question with a raised eyebrow as I looked
over at my boyfriend and presented the same to him, “I don’t know … is there
anything else I should pick up tonight???”


Justin full-on blushed that time as he read the smile on my
face and then shrugged as his eyes began to wander anywhere else around the
store in an awkward attempt to speed along our transaction. I couldn’t help but
giggle as I turned back to the store clerk…


“No, it looks like we’re all set for now!”


I gestured for Justin to give the girl his credit card to
pay, and while he fumbled for his wallet, all on her own the girl offered up a
few other words of wisdom about my new dildo…


“The one you picked out is actually really popular,” she
added casually as she processed Justin’s card. “Like, we have a hard time
keeping it in stock sometimes … from everything that I’ve heard, it’s got just
the right … extra size? … in both ways that women seem to really love!”


“Well, who doesn’t like a little extra?!” I
joked along with her as she stuffed the receipt into the bag and handed them to
me. As Justin was already on his way out the door, I turned back to the girl
with a quick grin and discretely asked her, “Hey – what’s the first guys
name that pops into your head?”


She thought for a moment, then reported back astutely,
“Hank.”


As I went to turn and follow my boyfriend, she piped up,
“Lemme guess – naming your new dildo?!”


It was all I could do to simply nod back with a smile.


“It happens more often than you’d think,” she laughed as she
waved me out the door, calling after me just before the door closed behind me, “Have
fun with Hank tonight!”


I would be having quite the bit of fun with my new
friend Hank that night, and a lot sooner than she probably would expect, too…


* * * * * * * * * *


“Why don’t you drive home?” I suggested to Justin
after catching up with him in the parking lot, merrily swinging the black
plastic bag around my finger as we both reached the passenger side at the same
time.


“So … that was fun!” I told him with a wink as he sat
down in the driver’s seat while I anxiously began to paw through my bag to
retrieve the new object of my future affections. Retrieving a small pocket
knife from my purse to slice open the heavy plastic that encased my new day, I
could already see a curious eye watching my every move as he pulled out of the
parking spot while I broke my ten inch lover free from his plastic prison…


“It’s … soft…” I exclaimed as I ran my fingers along
the realistic silicone, quickly making sure to add, “But not that kind of
soft!” as I considered the way it fit solidly in my hand. The toy was
certainly a bit thicker than most that I had played with, and as I glanced over
to see that already I had my chastity boy’s full attention as he did his best
to divide his focus between me and the drive home, I decided that it was time
to see what kind of fun Hank and I could really have!


Raising the dildo up to my lips, I extended my tongue and
traced just the tip as I looked over to survey the awe in my boyfriend’s eyes.
Truth be told, he hadn’t had a blowjob from me in quite a while and now thanks
to his new plastic cage and my rapidly growing tease and denial fetish, it was
probably going to be quite a while until he felt the dance of my tongue against
his cock the way I was teasing my new toy ever so seductively again.


As we pulled up to a stoplight, I sucked just the head
inside my lips and twirled my tongue around as if it were the real thing and
already I could imagine Justin’s swelling up snugly inside of his sad, little
belt. I spent some time with my red lips just tickling the head before I opted
to go all in and see how far I could go, taking a good several inches of the
dong into my throat while we sat waiting at the stoplight with another car
directly to Justin’s left…


“Does that turn you on … seeing what these lips are really
capable of?” I asked as I turned to face him with the cool, leather
seat beneath me as I pulled the clear and pink dildo from my lips and held it
out towards him.


“I suppose if you think about it, you’ve never really
given me much to work with,” I laughed, ”or at least certainly
not anything the size of this!”


My free hand wandered down between his legs and rapped a few
times against the hard plastic hidden beneath his pants while I wiggled the
dildo only a few inches from his face, savoring now the full display of this submission
… this control that he’d been trying to tell me about on the ride
over.


“How are you feeling in there???” I jeered at him as
I wriggled in my seat. “Is this the type of tease and denial that
you were after?!”


As he turned to pull onto the highway, I took the dildo and
placed it gently in his lap against his own caged cock as I purred, “Can you
hold this a minute for me, please?” before returning back to my side of the
car and reaching down to recline my seat into a more comfortable position.


I could tell that Justin hung on my every next move as I
then laid back and closed my eyes before my hands wandered up to play with my
erect nipples through my dress. It didn’t take much at all to get me moaning in
the seat next to him as I flicked my pierced nipples back and forth, imagining
the sensations of someone’s tongue as they teased them simultaneously, then
sucked them one at a time into their mouth, toying with the steel bar through
each of them one at a time in a way that has never ceased to drive me wild
since the day they first healed!


Feeling my legs part instinctively, I brought one hand down
to massage my clit underneath my dress while the other began to claw at my
nipples a bit more aggressively … all the while oblivious to whomever may have
been driving alongside of us and reveling at the thought of what my little
show was doing to Justin inside of his special cage…


I toyed with myself to quite the performance until I knew
that the rubber dick would slide into me almost effortlessly, then
opened my eyes to lock with Justin’s as I glared at him with a much more
intense look as I reached down and slipped my bright yellow thong panties over
my hips and hung them over the rear-view mirror with a confident smirk that
would’ve made my boy cum, had he not insisted on locking himself away in
this little device of his.


Reaching back down between his legs without breaking my gaze
into his eyes, I chimed, “I’ll take this back now!” as I took the
dildo in one hand and then reached back into the shopping bag with the other to
produce the new bottle of lube that he had also bought me … not that I
needed it at that particular juncture!


Taking the bottle and dildo in the same hand, I first poured
just a drop onto my index finger and playfully dabbed it under Justin’s nose
before then taking a larger sample and emptying it into my free hand before
rubbing it into the silicone like I was giving it a handjob right there in the
car at 70 mph! After working it into the toy until it absolutely gleamed, I
gave my boyfriend one final smirk before reclining back relaxingly in my seat,
taking a moment to get situated, and then gently aiming the rubber cock towards
my pussy that by that time was more than ready for the ten inches that
my new friend Hank was packing especially for me…


The first penetration is always sublime as I found myself
spreading my legs wider than usual to accommodate the extra girth that the new
dildo had to offer! Eventually propping one foot up on the dash for a better
angle, it didn’t take long at all for Hank to start hitting all of my favorite
spots as I bit my lip and furiously rubbed away at my clit while his size and
agility quickly took to my pussy like it was its own.


I imagined my boyfriend, trying his best to focus on the
road while his girlfriend fucked herself silly in the passenger seat beside
him, and for a brief moment I felt a hint of sympathy for him as I could only
imagine how he was drooling over me if my new toy performed as well visually
as it felt in that exact moment … but then my mind instead jumped down to his
cage and I pictured his own dick pathetically swollen between the clear,
plastic bars with my padlock jingling at the base with every move, and I
pictured Hank’s cock in comparison – which was not only not
locked in chastity, but in fact working my pussy like a real man as
my boyfriend looked on in agony and suddenly I seemed to drip for him force
between my legs that much more.


“Oh Hank – fuck my pussy!”


“It’s yours if you’ll have it … take it! My
boyfriend can’t do the things that you do!”


“I don’t care if he knows what you do to me – he can
watch if he wants – because I’m not stopping this for anybody!”


I slammed the pink-tipped dildo into my pussy more
enthusiastically than I ever have before, completely oblivious to my
surroundings as I cried out with pleasure, no doubt fogging up the windows of
the car as the mental picture of my mystery Hank towering over me while my new
chastity boy obediently knelt beside the bed … just watching and waiting
while I got fucked so thoroughly and completely to his envy.


I was pinching on my nipple and reaching my final peak when
I felt the car shift into park and realized that we must’ve reached our
destination back home, though there was no way in hell that I would be leaving
the car until *I* was good and ready to! Grabbing Justin’s hand and
directing it towards my breast, I ordered him to take over my nipples and
gratefully a few seconds later once my free hand had returned dutifully to my
clit, I felt my boyfriend leaning over me with his weight as he began to toy
with both nipples at the same time while I bucked against him as the
sensations throughout my body pushed me over the edge…


I felt his cold lips break mine as my shuddering began to
subside, whimpering with joy into his mouth as he kissed me deeply while I
gasped for breath after my incredible orgasm.


Continuing to gently slide the rubber cock in and out while
Justin lay on top of me and delicately caressed my erect nipples, my breathing
slowly returned to me as I moaned out, “Holy shit - that was amazing!”


“Thank you for helping Hank make me cum…” I
whispered into Justin’s ear as the gentle tease between my legs eventually
slowed to a stop. “I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did!”


“…well, almost as much…” I added with a wink
as my left hand wandered back to the plastic cage that still hung dutifully
between his legs and gave it a couple of loving pats.


“That was more than amazing,” he replied with an
overwhelmed look on his face as his lips leaned in to meet with mine much more
sensuously than before, and I could tell by the way he felt to the touch that
he wasn’t lying. The look on his face told me that we had really struck a nerve
that evening – in a very good way – and at that point I was beyond
curious to know more about this little perversion that my baby had been hiding
from me all of this time.


* * * * * * * * * *


After a few more minutes of romance, I eventually pulled my
seat back upright and prodded Justin to come inside so that we could partake
in round #2, among other things!


Over the next several hours, we continued to dig deeper into
Justin’s chastity fetish, both with plenty of conversation and cuddling as well
as a few more incredible orgasms, courtesy of my new friend Hank, who
probably got the prize as the best sex toy of the night.


…or possibly the second best if the cage counts
as a sex toy, too…


The passion between us only grew more intense as the night
went on – one of my favorites involved Justin kneeling next to the bed and only
watching, completely naked save for his belt, while Hank put my pussy
through the wringer again and I was able to glance over and spy his caged
member periodically through our fuck.


Another had Justin playing with my nipples once more when I
leaned up and whispered into his ear, “Do you think you can be a little
rougher with them? I think Hank would be rough with them…” Any
mention of Hank or other cocks seemed to send him into the stratosphere,
and I was kind of surprised to see what it was doing to my own sex
drive, too!


The best part was, though – hands down – was when it finally
came time for us to go to bed and he didn’t even ask if his cage could come
off … which was probably a good thing because by that point in time, I
didn’t exactly see much sense in unlocking him, anyways!


Let’s just say that I didn’t exactly rush to unlock
him again the next morning, either.


This new chastity thing seems like it’s going to be a
whole lot of fun!
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“Are you almost ready to go?” Sara called out from her seat
at the vanity as she finished applying her makeup.


“Yes, dear – just a minute…” she heard her husband reply
from the far end of the house, touching one last highlight upon her cherry red
lips before taking a step back and admiring the presentation that she had
become in the mirror.


Hearing John walk into the room with her long trench coat in
his waiting arms, she asked, “Do you think he’ll it?” as she turned to slip
into the luxurious fur that he held up for her.


Watching as his wife adjusted and buttoned up the coat until
only her latex-clad ankles and wrists stuck out from beneath its cover, he
smiled and simply replied, “I’m sure he’ll think that you look marvelous,
dear.”


Sara looked up at him and smiled warmly, replying, “Then
let’s not keep him waiting!” As the two walked through the house, Sara’s high
heels clicking stately against the tile floor with John as always a few steps
behind her, just before reaching the door she turned and asked him, “Wait –
shouldn’t you have something for me???”


Sheepishly fumbling through his pockets, John quickly
produced a small, silver key and handed it to her, which she carefully slipped
onto a waiting loop on the silver charm bracelet that hung around her left wrist.
Leaning in close to her husband, she then placed the same hand squarely on his
genitals as she spoke softly, but sternly into his ear as she cupped the smooth
area … “I trust that everything has been locked up according to our agreement?”


John’s throat tightened as he looked down past his wife’s
crimson lips to see her shiny black, latex-gloved fingers cupping him below and
meekly replied, “Of course, dear.”


Sara grinned and gave him a faint peck on the cheek before
telling him, “Wonderful – now let’s go have some fun!”


* * * * * * * * * *


Walking through the non-descript front door with her husband
in tow behind her, Sara first approached the desk and informed the attendant,
“I’m here for Master Jacob.”


The young blonde flashed a smile and replied, “Hello! You
must be Miss Richards? One moment, please…”


Picking up the phone, the girl spoke to someone on the other
end briefly before hanging up and returning to Sara, “If you’ll follow me, I’ll
escort you to Suite B where Master Jacob will be joining you shortly.”


Stepping out from behind the desk, the blonde lead the two
through a pair of large, double doors into the private bondage club behind. The
night was still early, though crowds lingered around the bar as well as several
of the more public play spaces as they snaked their way towards the back where
the dedicated dungeon areas were found. The “suites,” as they were referred,
were a premium offering from the club to give patrons a dedicated play area
that could also be open to public view, at their discretion, and one of the
first things noted by Sara to her delight was that Suite B had been fully
opened and lit up like a stage in anticipation for their arrival…


“Here we are!” the girl announced cheerfully, gesturing as
they approached. The space itself was fairly non-descript, featuring only a
large, padded bondage table in the center of the room along with a heavy chair
laden with straps off to the side, though their eyes didn’t have long to
explore before they were interrupted only moments later by their host himself.


“Sara, my dear – I’m so glad to see you!” the man said
coming around the corner with open arms. Jacob was an older man, very fit and
trim, dressed simply in a pair of black leather jeans and a black shirt, and
his arms felt firm and inviting as he brought Sara in for a welcome hug.


“Thank you for guiding them back, Jenny!” he said briefly to
the blonde before turning back to his guest.


“It’s great that you were able to join me tonight – I’ve got
some fun things planned that I think you’re really going to enjoy! Now let’s
get you out of that coat so that I can see what you brought me to work with…”


Reaching forward to help her unbutton the long fur coat, he
wasted little time handing the garment nonchalantly to her husband without so
much as a second glance before Sara was back in his arms, though this time
admiring all that had gone into her preparations as his hands explored the
latex catsuit that she had picked out especially for him. From her neck down to
the tips of her fingers and toes, the shiny, black latex hugged her curves
sensuously, with an added latex corset overtop to highlight her waist even
further; a pair of strappy, 5” platform heels on her feet and a pile of curls
atop her head completed the look.


“I told you you’d look marvelous in latex, my dear…” Jacob
told her as he pulled her in close for a provocative kiss that she made no
effort to resist as his touch sent electricity through the black latex like a
second skin.


“It makes me happy that you approve, Sir,” she swooned back
as the combination of his firm hands and soft tongue turned her quickly to
putty in his hands.


Finally breaking away after what seemed like an eternity
later, one of his hands casually groped at her groin as he asked, “And there
are zippers down here for my access?”


“Yes – of course, Sir!” Sara giggled as she enjoyed the
sensation of his hand on her pussy through the tight latex, knowing all too
well that it was merely a glimpse of what was soon to come…


Leaning in for another quick kiss, he said, “Excellent. Then
why don’t you take a few moments to secure your husband here and
I’ll be back shortly so that we can get started.”


Sara’s heart raced as Jacob winked at her before turning and
walking around the corner and out of sight once again, only looking back to her
husband John once he had completely disappeared from view. On one hand, she
knew that she looked like a lovesick schoolgirl the way that she beamed at him,
but at the same time she knew that watching his wife shared with another was a
quite sublime feeling for him as well and thus she didn’t feel all that guilty
in looking back to see him patiently holding her coat, awaiting further
instructions.


“You can hang my coat over there,” she motioned, pointing to
a pair of closed wardrobes against the back wall. “Then hurry up and get your
clothes off – I want to see what Master Jacob has in store for me as soon as
possible!”


John nodded quietly upon hearing his latex-clad wife’s
demands, and hurriedly first hung his lady’s coat properly in the cabinet, followed
shortly thereafter by his own articles of clothing as he rushed to remove his
shoes and socks, slacks, and shirt until all that remained was the prominently
secure, stainless steel chastity belt that he had locked upon himself before
leaving the house earlier at his wife’s request.


Sara smirked at the imposing bondage as he returned to her
side, quipping, “I trust that you installed the discipline spikes that we
ordered for you, my pet? I’d hate to think of you getting too much pleasure while
I’m getting mine from Master this evening…”


“Yes, dear,” he gulped, “they’ve been installed and set to
their optimum tension.”


“Good,” she replied acutely with a grin. “Now sit!” she
commanded, pointing to a heavy, wooden throne that sat off to the side of the room.
The black chair had a myriad of thick leather straps attached to all sides, and
it took little effort to begin cinching them down tightly around her husband’s
arms and legs, thighs and chest, and even his throat until he could barely turn
his head against his new bonds.


As Sara finished tightening the last of the straps to hold
his arms securely to the sides of the chair, she began to notice a small crowd
from the rest of the club gathering to watch her show, though by now the
audience did little more than ramp her adrenaline up even further as she
fantasized about what was yet to come.


Satisfied with her bondage, the brunette took a seat
side-saddle across her husbands lap and began running her latex-clad fingers
all over his bound figure, eventually stopping to cradle his head as she
laughed.


“Look at you…”


Reaching down between her own legs with her free hand, Sara
casually undid the zipper over the crotch of her catsuit and gingerly dipped
one … then two of her fingers inside of her sopping wet pussy.


“Look at how wet he makes me,” she giggled as she
twirled them inside herself for a minute, then brought them to her husband’s
lips and began to probe his mouth with her latex fingers. “I’m so horny
already, and we haven’t even started yet. Too bad you’re all locked up
in that chastity belt … I’ll just have to get it from Master Jacob instead. I
just know that he’s going to fuck me so hard tonight!”


She shifted in her seat and zipped her suit back up, then
leaned in close with a hand on either side of his head and purred, “Maybe he’ll
even get somebody from the audience here to help – anybody but you,
my chastity pet…”


Sara suddenly felt a pair of familiar hands on her hips and
gave her husband a quick peck before rising up to find herself in Jacob’s arms from
behind once again, tipping her head back to reach his lips as his hands worked
their way up her latex figure to the perfect breasts that were locked in her
husband’s sights.


“You are quite the naughty, little cock tease, now aren’t
you?” Jacob scolded her in between kisses as he groped her body openly. “Though
I think I’m going allow it in this case…”


He snickered as he glanced over her shoulder to the man she
had just bound, his eyes falling to the steel chastity cage before diverting
his attention back to the woman in his arms as she turned around to face him
directly.


“I see you purchased the discipline spikes for his chastity
belt as I recommended. You do know that they’re going to put him through a tremendous
amount of pain if he were to become aroused while he watches me
playing with you this evening?” he asked Sara as she melted into his powerful
arms.


“I hope they do, Sir,” she murmured as her tongue plunged
into his mouth recklessly and wantonly. “He deserves to be in pain if I have to
come to you for my pleasure…”


The two embraced a moment longer before Jacob finally pulled
back and told her, “Well then his loss is my gain, my slut! Now let us get to
work – we’ve got a lot of ground to cover with you tonight!”


“I’m yours, Sir…” Sara gushed as he put an arm around her
waist and guided her away from her bound husband to the padded table in the
center of the room, upon which sat several coils of bright pink rope in varying
lengths. Though she’d been many times before, she took a few moments to re-familiarize
herself with the room while Jacob made his preparations, noting in particular
her husband situated maybe 15 feet away, now sitting in the shadows and almost
invisible to her as she herself stood under the bright lights as if she were on
stage.


Then again, in the back of her mind she knew that she
essentially was on stage, hearing the rustle of a crowd also continuing
to build just off in the distance, waiting just as she was to see what Master
Jacob had in store for her that evening…


“Alright, Sara, my dear…” she suddenly heard him speak,
breaking her out of her trance as she felt her wrists gently pulled behind her
before the first coils of rope began to cinch them tight together, “let’s start
off with making you a little less mobile…”


Sara closed her eyes and savored the sensations of the rope
cutting into her skin through the latex as Jacob securely tied her wrists side
by side, then moved up to cinch her elbows tightly together as well until they
nearly touched behind her back. She knew what would follow next and cooed as
more of the pink ropes looped above and below her now plump and presented
breasts, her nipples at full attention as Jacob expertly wove the ropes tightly
around her chest until her entire upper body was a work of art with the bright
pink ropes contrasting sharply against the slick black latex below.


Guiding the woman back until she felt her butt touch the
table behind her, he instructed Sara to spread her legs and without warning,
unzipped the catsuit’s zipper nearest her crotch and slipped two of his thick
fingers hastily inside.


Sara gasped and instinctively spread her legs to give the
man better access, her heart rate quickly accelerating as his fingers slipped
freely in and out of her pussy while he held her bound figure and took another
deep kiss from her desperate lips, her arms now pinned helplessly behind her
without any recourse to deny his advance.


“I want more…” she whimpered as he closed the zipper on her
catsuit just as abruptly as he’d opened it, her pleas ignored as she then
suddenly felt herself lifted around her waist as Jacob scooped her up and
nonchalantly placed her face down on the padded table. He wasted no time
proceeding with her next bonds, and before long she felt her ankles pulled up
tightly to her thighs – high heels still in place and now gently prodding her
backside through the latex as more ropes cinched them into place.


Sara groaned as her makeshift hogtie began to take shape,
feeling her back muscles straining from her arms pulled tight, her mind reeling
just the same as she imagined her thighs spread provocatively wide to the crowd
with her ankles now equally restrained.


“Now Sara, my dear,” Jacob told her as he finished tying her
ankles and then went on to do something out of her view that sounded like it
might be directly above her, “I hope you’re not afraid of heights because
you’re going to do a little flying for me tonight!”


It was then that Sara heard the sound of the winch lowering
into place, followed by Jacob securing several new ropes between various points
around her body and the device hanging from the ceiling of the room. She’d
never been suspended before and was a little intimidated to be so helpless and
also hovering off the floor at the same time, but if she knew Jacob by now, he
had something else in mind to keep her mind off of the height, anyways…


“Are you ready, my dear?” he asked cautiously several
minutes later after adding nearly a dozen new ropes to her bondage, all leading
back to the special apparatus that he had lowered for her.


“Yes, Sir – I’m ready,” she spoke confidently, her breathing
tightening as the ropes themselves became taut and then began to lift her
entire bound form off the table. Sara noticed that the ropes strategically
brought her arms, thighs, and ankles even more tightly together as the device
above began to support the entirety of her weight. She was actually surprised
to see the winch lift her only a few inches off the table until Jacob moved to
reveal the cause, and a moment later he had bent down to release a series of
latches on the table itself, then rolled it away to the back of the room, thus
leaving her hanging a good three and a half feet off the floor and staring
promptly at his shoes when he returned.


Jacob bent down, took her chin in one hand, and began
fitting a series of straps around Sara’s head as he spoke… 


“Now, originally my plan was to simply have you to myself
this evening, but because you showed such an interest to your husband about getting
some of the audience involved, I figured why keep you all to myself when
you so clearly want to be treated like a little slut tonight.”


It was then that Sara saw her Master take a large, metal
ring from his back pocket and snap it into place among the straps. Without
being prompted, she opened her mouth wide and allowed him to place the ring
between her lips, almost immediately realizing that she’d be unable to close
them once again as he continued tightening the various straps down snug around
her head.


“So here’s how this is going to work,” he told her as he
then ran a new rope from elsewhere on her bondage to a special ring on the top
of her gag harness, her head being pulled back sharply until she found herself
eye to eye with Jacob. “You’ve got three ways to pleasure a man – the
two back there are mine, but the one up here I’m going to open up to anyone
in the audience who’d like a piece of the little vixen who they see
floating here ever so elegantly.”


“The incentive for you is this – the more they cum, the
more you cum…”


Jacob stood and walked around her hanging body, his fingers
gingerly stroking her bound figure until he found himself behind her.


With a flash, Sara felt herself exposed to the world as the
zipper to her catsuit was once again ripped wide open and a moment later, those
same familiar fingers dug deep into her sopping wet pussy, this time only
lingering for a few seconds before she found herself staring into those big,
commanding eyes once again…


“Now there’s no denying that you love this, my little
slut,” he whispered as he took those same fingers and stuck them through her
gag to her waiting tongue where she tasted her own juices firsthand. “If you
want me to fuck you until every last drop pours from that hole, then I
expect that you perform your best for these fine gentlemen who are about
to line up to enjoy you.”


Sara sucked the man’s fingers with her tongue as best she
could around the gag, letting out a loud moan as out of nowhere she felt him
fitting a blindfold over her eyes, adding sight to the list of senses that she
no longer held any control over.


“You’ll be fine, my dear,” he chuckled as he patted
her gently on the head.


“If you want it from me and you’re as horny as you look,
you’ll suck anything that touches those lips like your own orgasms depend on it
… because they do!”


“And if you still want your boy to feel the pain
that you were craving for him to feel earlier, then you just do what comes
naturally to you. He knows that he’s married to a slut – show him how much
you love it.”


“Just remember - all eyes are on you, including
his…”


His words echoed through her head as she heard him stand up
and walk away, leaving her hanging so provocatively bound from the center of
the room. She floated in one place for what seemed like an eternity before a
random hand fell on her head and a moment later, a stranger’s cock was being
crammed into her mouth. Her mind raced with images of her own bound figure, the
spotlights of the room, Jacob lording over her, and also her husband bound off
to the side of the stage, forced to watch his wife fellate one stranger after
another with a lust for her Master’s cock as her end goal.


Though she had seemingly lost count after the first few, it
was actually seven different men before Jacob thought to give his slave
girl some relief and took his own place behind her for a quick fuck while she
continued her duty of orally pleasing anything that came between her lips. At
one point she even heard a chair pulled up in front of her and moments later
found her face buried in another woman’s pussy, though she quickly noted that
the woman wasn’t nearly as aroused as she had been throughout the whole
ordeal.


Sara’s body grew numb from her lips to her toes as she hung
in suspended animation, reduced to a source of pleasure for anyone who walked
by, occasionally rewarded by Jacob with the warm thrust of his cock between her
insatiably soaked thighs. Every so often her mind would wander to that fate of
her husband, who sat bound in chastity by her own hand off to the side of the
stage, forced to bear witness as his latex-clad wife gave oral pleasure to
anyone and everyone but him. The thought of those harsh spikes digging into his
tender flesh, providing endless torture without relief motivated her to savor
every last drop like the wanton slut that he fantasized about.


It wasn’t until what seemed like hours later that the last
cock left her lips and she heard what she thought was Jacob rolling the padded
table back into place before slowly lowering her back to earth. After providing
amble warning, he removed the blindfold – flooding her world with light once
again – and then went to work loosening the straps of the gag itself.


He then proceeded to untie the ropes holding her ankles to
her thighs as she did her best to stretch her jaw after being held open for so
long, though with her hands and arms still bound tightly behind her back she
still felt exhaustedly helpless. After helping her to stretch her legs as well,
Sara was then surprised to find herself turned back over onto her back again as
opposed to Jacob simply untying her arms, and a moment later he had leaned down
by her head, his lips just inches from hers…


“You did well this evening, my dear…” he spoke soothingly
into her ear while gently massaging her sore nipples with his fingers. “…so I
wanted to enjoy one more taste of your sweetness before I send you on your
way.”


“Your boy over there,” he said gesturing to John, still
bound at the side of the stage, “looks like he’s in an incredible amount of
agony after watching you service so many cocks like you did for me this
evening. I couldn’t even keep track of how many there were, but I’ll bet you
that he did.”


“So what do you say we send him home with a little
something special as well? I’m going to fuck you one last time, and
while I do I want to hear you shout out why I’m so much better than he
is. I want to hear why you wanted to get all dressed up like this and come to
see me while keeping your husband locked in chastity the entire time, and
I want to hear the words loud enough so that he hears them, too…”


“Do you understand, my dear?”


Sara nodded as she continued to stretch and adjust to the
bright lights as best she could, still barely able to make out her husband’s
figure bound to the chair off in the distance. Receiving a quick kiss with her
tired lips, she then tipped her head back and gasped as Jacob’s 9” cock plunged
into her for the last time that evening, prompting the dialog that would serve
as their grand finale…


“I love your cock because it’s so much bigger than my
husband’s, Sir.”


“I keep him locked in chastity because he isn’t worthy to
fuck me, Sir.”


“I crave your touch and I live for you to use me for your
pleasures, Sir.”


“Please don’t stop fucking me, Sir – help me punish my
husband through my pussy.”


Sara cried out in pleasure as they both came to a glorious
climax, Sara feeling her pussy dripping with Jacob’s cum as he unloaded inside
of her. After they both had a moment to catch their collective breath, Jacob
carefully zipped the bottom of Sara’s catsuit back up and then helped her to
sit up before untying the rest of her bonds.


The two sat and chatted for a few minutes while Jacob helped
Sara regain feeling throughout her extremities, after which he pulled the woman
in close for one last embrace before making his departure…


“So I had a lot of fun tonight – are you going to come back
and see me again soon?” he asked softly as he held Sara in his strong arms.


“Absolutely, Sir!” she purred as she leaned up to
press her lips to his. “I had a marvelous time … I hope that I served
you well.”


“You did an outstanding job, my dear. I think a lot
of people really enjoyed your performance – especially the ones who got
to experience you up close and personal!”


“Mmmmmm…” Sara purred again as she savored her place in his
arms. “I do what my Master tells me to do – it’s not my place to question what
he wants to do with me…”


“That’s right, my slut. By the way, did you notice that I
left a little gift for your husband?” he inquired, patting her on her
crotch through the latex.


“I did, Sir – thank you! I’ll be sure that he cleans
that up for me when we get back home. I’m very curious to see what those
spikes did to his poor, little cock while he watched me play…”


“Just don’t lose sight of one thing, my dear…”


“He deserves it,” she replied with a grin like
clockwork before leaning in for one last kiss.


“Until we meet again, Miss Richards…” he told her as he
finally broke their embrace, smiling as he walked around the corner and
disappeared, leaving Sara alone with just her bound husband once again.


Taking one last moment to stretch and look around the room
to see the aftermath of her scene with piles of pink rope on the table and the
device that she had been hanging from floating above her head, Sara glowed as
her eyes locked with her husband’s as she casually strolled back over to where
she had last left him. Sitting down across his lap, her catsuit now slick and
clinging to her sweaty figure, the woman beamed as she leaned in to give him a
kiss on the cheek before finally asking, “So … was it as good for you as it
was for me?!”
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Jessica stood proudly over her work – bound tautly on her
bed laid her humbled boyfriend, spread-eagled with a severe-looking bondage
hood laced tightly around his head.  His pale skin contrasted nicely against
the deep red satin sheets and the cold black of the leather restraints that she
had locked around his wrists and ankles.  Each of the buckles on the various
restraints were secured with a small padlock, the keys to which were hanging
from a hook on the other side of the room.


On many occasions Jessica would wear the keys prominently on
a gold necklace around her neck, but on this occasion she had no intention of
releasing him anytime soon…


Her smile glowed brightly as she walked the length of the
bed, running her freshly-painted nails somewhat less than gently against his
shivering skin at random intervals.  She took his leather-clad chin in her
fingers upon reaching his head, fascinated by all of the straps and buckles
that she had cinched extra-tight to ensure that he feel as completely helpless
as possible while she played with his body over the next couple of hours.  


Running her thumb gently over the thick strap that covered
his lips under multiple layers of leather, she knew that the penis gag that she
had wedged tightly into his mouth would prevent him from protesting her efforts
that evening … at least with words, anyways.  She actually kind of liked to
hear him grunt and moan as she tortured him – it was yet another reminder of
the power that she held over him, and over time she had learned to relish every
minute of it just as much as watching him struggle fruitlessly against his
bonds always brought a smile to her face.


After giggling and giving him a quick kiss through the
extreme mass of leather, Jessica returned to the foot of the bed where she
noticed the slightest amount of give in the rope attached to his right ankle. 
Taking the cord in her hands with a deviant grin, she leaned into it with all
of her weight and heard the pulley slide up another three clicks, eliciting a
loud groan from her captive as his body was stretched mercilessly as if on a
medieval torture rack.


“Honey, I haven’t even started yet!” she laughed as
she walked around the bed and did the same to his other ankle, pulling the
spread-eagle all the more strict, almost to where she thought she could see
parts where he no longer rested, but actually floated above the surface of
the bed in her severe position.  Jessica felt a tingle down between her
legs as she knew that her man was helpless to resist against everything that
she had in store for him that evening…


Walking over to her dresser, she carefully pondered a
variety of nipple clamps that she had laid out for the occasion.  Some were
simple tweezer-style clamps, some were more severe-looking alligator clamps
with teeth that she could vouch would bite quite nicely into his nipples.  With
an evil grin that just refused to go away, she finally settled on a pair with
teeth that also boasted adjustable thumb screws, giving her the freedom to wrench
them down just as tight as she desired, which might prove to be an important
feature considering how strongly they’re going to need to hold, she thought.


Returning to her submissive lover’s side, she first reached
down and tweaked her victim’s nipples so that they would transform into the
perfect targets for her clamps.  Starting off with a gentle brushing just to
make her presence known, she quickly turned to pinching and pulling them much
more aggressively as the tiny buds began to take shape between her fingertips. 
Glancing down to notice that despite his groans from beneath the gag, his cock
was also responding positively to her touch, Jessica curled her lip and enjoyed
the show as she switched to her nails and sank them sharply into the bases of both
nipples simultaneously, playing the boy like a fiddle to get the results that
she desired…


Next taking each of the circular nipple clamps and rapidly
tightening them down onto his sensitive, pink buds, she chuckled as he
whimpered, telling him, “You have absolutely no idea how this pales in
comparison to what I’m going to do to you, you little bitch!”  Enjoying
the dominant persona that was taking over her usually sweet demeanor, she
giggled and flicked the tip of each nipple that still stuck out through the
clamps before tightening down the screws another half a turn each – just to
be sure!


Once Jessica was satisfied that his nipple clamps weren’t
going anywhere, she turned to what appeared to be a round, metal hoop which she
had secured to another pulley that was attached to the ceiling, hanging high
over her bed.  She lowered it down so that it was positioned just a couple of
feet above his chest, or right around eye-level for her, then devilishly took
the free end of the rope and connected it to the chain in the center of the
nipple clamps so that through the pulley, the hoop pulled down on the clamps
from above.


Giddy that her plan was beginning to take shape, Jessica
turned and caught herself glowing in the mirror – a strong, dominant woman with
her bound slave lying helplessly in the background.  She enjoyed the view,
taking a moment to awe in her scheme from an outside perspective as she paused
to focus on herself and her own arousal.  She first made a few poses in the
mirror, some silly and some sexy as she bit her lip as the innocent girlfriend,
then flipped up her skirt to reveal the leather panties that she had worn the
entire day during work in anticipation for her games this evening.  Her hands
rose to her own breasts where the gingerly massaged her excited nipples through
the white blouse and matching leather bra before eventually tracing her curves
down south until she reached her leather-covered clit and gave it just a short
courtesy rub to get her juices flowing…


Almost forgetting about her bound slave on the bed behind
her, Jessica then decided that it was time to turn up the heat for her helpless
victim as well.  Bending down, she unbuckled the thick straps of the
chunky-heeled, 4” Mary Janes that completed her office uniform and plucked them
off of her feet.  While she enjoyed them because they were cute and the chunky
heels made them bearable for an entire workday, she also knew that they would
soon add another element to her evil plan because the chunky heels in fact also
made the shoes very, very heavy.


“You know how I’m always telling you that her shoes should
be the first thing that you notice on a woman?” she announced as she turned
back towards the bed.  “Well I’m about to give you another reason why they
deserve your undying respect…”


Shoes in one hand as she gave the metal hoop a good tug,
much to his misery, to see that it would hold, Jessica grinned as she steadied
the device and then proceeded to loop the large heel of her right shoe over the
metal ring, beaming with satisfaction as she released it and left the full
weight of her shoe hanging from his harshly clamped nipples.  He cried out
almost instantly in pain as expected, but Jessica just stood there and laughed
as the hoop swung back and forth, further torturing his nipples in a way that
she hadn’t even expected by scissoring the teeth of the clamps roughly into his
flesh.


“Do you think you’re ready for both shoes, baby, or
should I be nice and just start you off with one???”  Although the chain
pulling the top of his hood taut didn’t allow him even the most minimal of
responses, she set the other shoe on his chest, with the toe resting squarely
between his tortured nipples.  Granted, deep down she knew that her being
nice wasn’t even a part of this equation and she already had a number of
ideas on how to pay him back for her temporary moment of kindness, but
in the meantime she couldn’t help but admit that seeing the thick, black heel
balancing dominantly on her naked slave’s chest was a mental picture that she’d
certainly be enjoying for many days to come whenever she wore those shoes to
work in the future.


For now, though, retrieving her riding crop she went right
to work tenderizing the other sensitive areas all over his body - the bottoms
of his feet, the insides of his thighs, and of course her favorite … his
cock and balls.  She loved how it was the sharpest of slaps that made him
jump the most, and thus invited even more sway from the high-heeled nipple
weight that hung above him.  For a moment she almost considered removing
whatever slack had been created in his restraints, but ultimately she decided
that the tightening could wait until her next step when she really wanted
him to feel truly and utterly helpless…


When it seemed like his groans were starting to subside,
Jessica reached forward without missing a beat, hanging her other shoe from the
opposite side of the hoop and instantly doubling the amount of strain on his
poor nipples.  Part to ensure that they would hold and part just because it was
fun, she leaned in and tightened the already severe screws on each clamp
another turn and a half.  His moans turning into muffled screams behind the
thick leather phallus she had stuffed in his mouth, she took his hooded head
firmly in her hands and told him with great authority, “I am so wet right now –
I will do as much of this to you as I want to!  Your ass is mine!”


Her eyes then lighting up with a great idea, she left his
bedside and ran over to her closet, briefly scanning the plastic containers
each filled to the brim with toys before finding the precise items that she was
after.  “Oh boy, are you gonna pay now…” she said with a laughing smile as she
carried the container over to her nightstand and began to pull out a variety of
new additions that were sure to push her slave boy even further over the edge
into submission…


By the time she was done, nearly half a dozen different
components of her electro-torture collection were laid out on the nightstand. 
Besides the main unit itself, she’d also selected a long, silver butt plug that
delivered quite the jolt, a menacingly conductive strap that she could secure
around his ball sack as tightly as she pleased, and the piece that she knew would
bring him to his knees – a penile attachment that not only encircled the head
of his cock with electrodes, but even invaded his urethra with a conductor that
reached several inches into the very inside of his sex itself.  Jessica already
knew from past experience that it scared him shitless even on its lowest of
levels, so to her this seemed like the perfect time to reinforce even further
what her sadistic tendencies were really all about.


Putting his now nearly constant moan in the back of her
mind, Jessica turned her attention to her new project and one by one began to
lube up each of the toys for its usage.  First the butt plug slipped up his ass
– surprisingly easily because she had bound him so completely; then the elastic
strap around his balls was tightened until the two globes stuck out
provocatively from the base of his cock.  Finally, the icing on the cake –
Jessica looked up as if to see the expression on the leather-clad face as she
inserted the electrode into the tip of his cock, bearing the most mischievous
grin as it settled into place.


“You are so fucked!” she announced standing up, taking an
opportunity to push her shoes and start them into a horribly painful rocking
arc before also making her rounds to each of the corners and cinching the
restraints back up to her liking, to the degree that the man could no longer
focus on which of her torments was the most painful.


Then after taking a quick break to slip into a new pair of
cute, strappy sandals that made her feel like the dominant, bitchy princess
more than ever, Jessica took the control box for the electrodes in her hands
and began to play…


First his cock and balls, then his ass – she liked to
alternate between the two so that it felt like she was assaulting them both at
the same time.  Every so often she would harshly crank up the power solely on
his cock, just knowing that it was turning him into a quivering puddle beneath
all of her relentless bondage as she drove home just how completely helpless he
was to resist.  Her shoes both tearing harshly into his nipples while she also
electrified the very essence of his manhood, all the while bound in leather and
unable to move a single muscle in resistance against her … Jessica could tell
that the man was in absolute agony, but she was so turned on by her
dominance that she just didn’t care.  Her pulse raced as she pushed him harder
and harder, her panties now thoroughly soaked as she watched the man breaking
before her very eyes. 


As the control box approached 20 – still a mere fraction of
what it was capable of dishing out, Jessica was suddenly interrupted as she
heard her phone ringing from across the room.  Reluctantly setting down the
control box after rolling the intensity back just a touch, she retrieved her
phone from her purse and found that it was her best friend, Tiffany calling. 
They gossiped randomly for a few minutes, with Jessica returning to take the
control box in one hand, gingerly toying with the levels between his ass and
balls until eventually her friend stopped mid-sentence to ask, “Hey – what’s
that sound?  Am I interrupting something?”


“Oh no, not at all!” Jessica replied with a giggle.  “I’ve
just got James tied down to the bed and I’m running electricity through his
cock and balls…”


“Wow, Jess – you’ve so got that guy whipped!” Tiffany
answered with a mix of shock and awe in her voice.


“Quite literally, yes – thank-you!” the girl responded with
pride.  “He’s taken quite a bit of abuse already tonight- you should see what
I’ve got hanging from his nipples!”


“This oughta be good…”


“You know that pair of chunky heels that I always wear to
work?  The black Mary Janes???”


“Oh geeez – the ones with the thick heels?!  Those have got
to be awfully heavy!”


“They are!” Jessica smiled.  “But I think I’ve got
him strapped down tight enough – he’s doesn’t really have much room for
protest…”


“That sounds really hot, Jess,” Tiffany confessed.  “I wish
that I could be there to see it!”


“Hmmmm – hold on a sec…” she replied with a grin.


Tiffany heard her friend call out, ”Smile!” and then moments
later, her phone flashed a new incoming picture that she couldn’t open nearly
fast enough.  The first word that came to her mind was simply, “Damn…” as
she examined the web of torture that Jessica had weaved to ensnare her
boyfriend.  Jessica just giggled as she listened to her friend talk her way
through the photo – “So there are your shoes … cuffs on his wrists and ankles …
what’s that on his cock?” she asked curiously.


“That’s what I was playing with when you called,” Jessica
explained.  “It’s an electrode that shocks the head of his penis – there’s even
a little piece that goes down inside, which he really hates!  There’s
also one wrapped around his balls and another shoved up his ass, too…”


“Fuck me…” her friend replied in amazement.  “And the thing
on his head???”


“That’s a leather bondage hood,” she continued.  “It kind of
deprives all of his other senses at once – it keeps him blindfolded, there’s
padding that makes it a little harder to hear, he’s got a great big penis gag
in his mouth, so he can’t really say anything, and even his sense of smell is
pretty much limited to all of the leather and a healthy dose of my perfume. 
And it’s all locked on really tight so there’s no chance of escape until
I decide that I’m ready to release him...”


“Again, wow – Jess … that all sounds incredible!” Tiffany
gushed.  “It really sounds like you’re having a good time, so I don’t want to
interrupt any more of it…”


“You’re not interrupting!” Jessica cut her off.  “In fact, I
think that it could be even more fun this way!”


“Ok…” she relented.  Thinking for a moment of what exactly
she could bring to her friend’s game from over the phone, she finally asked,
“Hey – do you still have those red slingbacks that you borrowed from me a while
back???”


“Oooh – I do!” Jessica replied with a smile.  “So what
you’re saying is that you think our little slave here could use another pair of
shoes dangling from his already sore nipples?!”


“Well, you know what they say,” Tiffany laughed, “you can
never have too many pairs of shoes!!!”


“Just a sec – let me find them…” she replied, walking back
over to her closet to retrieve the heels that her friend had so playfully
suggested.  A minute later she found them – the red, peep-toe heels in shiny
patent leather that had gone so perfectly with her little, black dress for a
night out on the town earlier that month.  The shoes just absolutely screamed
sex, and in a moment they were about to elicit some muffled screams of their
own…


“I don’t know – they’re not nearly as heavy as mine
were…” Jessica said with a chuckle as she approached the bed, in the back
of her mind knowing all too well that anything added at this point would
exponentially heighten the suffering that he was already experiencing.


“Hold on – I want you to hear how great this sounds
firsthand…” she prompted her friend, taking her phone and switching it to
speaker mode before setting it down on her slave’s chest in the same place
where her shoe had rested earlier.  Then taking the first of Tiffany’s sexy,
red heels in her other hand, she placed it gently on the hoop between her own
shoes, instantly reigniting the fire in his nipples that had temporarily been
placed out of mind while she had been focusing on electrocuting his genitals. 
Concerned that the ring would become lopsided, she quickly then placed the
other heel on the opposite side so that now a frightening four heels pulled
savagely down on the man’s poor nipples, playfully adding, “These ones are from
Tiff – she wanted to play, too…” as the weight increased dramatically.


Now thrashing wildly against his bonds, Jessica also took
this opportunity to wrench the nipple clamps down once again in support of the
tremendous, new weight and also re-tighten his arms and legs so that by the
time she was finished, he was subject to all of the pain but none of the
mobility as his seductress savored in his predicament overhead.


Allowing her ample time to enjoy all of her man’s moaning
and groaning over the speaker as his nipples felt like they were being torn
from his chest, she eventually picked back up her phone and laughed, “Yeah,
that’s definitely better!”


“So did he like my gift???” Tiffany asked seductively,
slipping into a somewhat devilish character herself.


“Well, I don’t know if like is the correct term for
what he’s going through, but I’m sure as hell enjoying them!”
Jessica laughed even harder in response.  


“Wow – you really do enjoy this stuff, don’t you?!” her
friend continued.  “I can hear it in your voice – your smile must be a mile
wide right now…”


“I do, I do,” Jessica replied with a glowing smile.  “What
can I say?  I just feel so sexy and powerful when I’m dominating a man – the
idea that I can do anything that I want to him right now is such a
rush!  I’m telling you, girl – there’s no better foreplay than taking a riding
crop to a man’s balls or spanking him until his ass is beet red after forcing
him up on his toes by hanging him by his nipples!  God, it makes me horny even
just talking about it…”


“Yeah???” Tiff replied with a grin.  “Well, you must be
feeling pretty good right about now!”  Pausing to look at the new photo that
Jessica had just sent her, she added, “Yeah, I was right – he does look good in
red!”


Taking the control box for the electrodes back in her free
hand, she toyed with the knobs for a moment with her thumb before asking
innocently, “Hey Tiff – what’s your favorite number, 1 – 100???”


“Ummm…” she thought for a moment.  “I’ve always been partial
to 87 for some reason!  Is that a good number?”


“87, you say?” Jessica replied slyly.  “That’s a pretty big
number.  Do you think that he can take an 87?  He’s only gotten up to 24 so far
tonight…”


“Well, I could pick a lower number, if you’d like…”


“Nope!” Jess interrupted her.  “If the woman wants an 87 out
of him, then an 87 is what he’s going to give us!”  Fiddling with the knobs and
buttons on the box, she explained, “I’m going to program the electrodes to
start off in the teens and then slowly ramp up until they reach 87.  Which of
the three electrodes should we focus on???”


“You said ass, balls, and cock, right?”


“Yep!  It’ll steadily increase all three, but we can pick
one to take the brunt of the torture.”


“And you said that the one in his cock is the worst?” she
asked with a small giggle.


“Yes, ma’am,” Jessica replied, having a good idea where this
was going.


“Well then it seems only fair that we focus on his cock,
don’t you think?” Tiffany inquired in her most innocent-sounding voice.  “We
wouldn’t want him to get a false sense of who’s in control here…”


“That’s my girl!” Jessica responded enthusiastically. 
“There might be more sadism in you than you think…”  She continued to press a
few more buttons to finish programming the device, then set it down on the side
of the bed.


“So…” she told her friend, “everything is set up there.  Now
I was thinking about taking this hands-free opportunity to release a
little stress from my workday.  I can either tell you how well he handled
his “87” tomorrow, or if you’d like, I could always just leave the phone
on speaker again for you…”


“Jessica Robinson, you little vixen!” Tiffany declared. 
After thinking about it for a moment, though, she admitted, “You know, I sort
of had a bit of a stressful day at work, too, so maybe if you wouldn’t mind, I
could partake in a little stress relief with your slave’s soundtrack
in the background as well.”


“He he he,” Jessica smiled.  “Yeah, I think that would be
ok!  Hope you enjoy the show…”


With that, Jessica placed the phone on speaker and rested it
on his chest once again.  After pressing the start button on the control box,
she sauntered up to the head of the bed, leaned over, and asked the hooded
figure, “So have you had enough yet, my slave?”  She laughed has an
unintelligible moan purred forth from behind the gag, responding, “Don’t worry,
baby – it’ll all be over soon.  Tiffany and I just want one more thing from
you first…”


Reaching down and simultaneously turning each of the clamps
at the same time, she taunted, “We both want you to suffer!” just as the
electrodes began their ascent past his previous threshold of a meager 24.  As
he mustered screams that he didn’t even know he had in him anymore, she
continued, “Now you’d better hope that I get a good ride out of this or I’m
going to push it all the way to 100, and maybe go get a couple more
pairs of my shoes, too…”


With a maniacal laugh, she climbed up on the bed and
positioned herself straddling his head, feeling the cold touch of the chain on
his nipple clamps pressing against her ass until she shifted her hips so that
her leather-clad pussy rested firmly where his mouth would’ve been located
behind the gag.  Her skirt falling all around his head, the man was bludgeoned
with his Mistress’s arousal as it filled every shallow breath that he took in. 
Grinding slowly at first, Jessica soon had the realization that as she pressed
herself down against his mouth, the dildo gag as a result was driven further
and further into his mouth, so between that mental image and the conveniently
placed buckle that seemed to enjoy teasing her clit, her pace rapidly quickened
as she prepared to enjoy the fruits of her labors.


As the voltage assaulting his cock, balls, and ass also
continued to grow, so did his cries out for mercy, despite now being muffled by
not only the leather gag, but also Jessica’s thighs and even her juicy sex
itself.  His hum from beneath the tight plug just invigorated her even further,
though, increasing her grinding rhythm with the electrodes as they worsened
their torture of the helpless man.  In the background, she thought that she
heard a small moan from Tiffany over the phone as well, and this drove her even
wilder as she thought of both of them torturing her man at the same time…


When the box approached the mid-60s, Jessica began to feel
herself beginning to lose hold and her dominant taunts soon turned to moans of
passion as she allowed her dominant pleasures to crash wave after wave over her
body.  She squeezed his head tightly like a vice between her thighs as she
cried out, her sounds meeting her best friend’s through the phone as Tiffany
reached her own climax while listening to the incredible display of power
exchange.  Through the ebbs in the girls’ moans of pleasure, listening closely
could almost make out the desperate cries of the slave between Jessica’s legs
whose nipples and genitals felt like they were on fire.


Just as her orgasm reached its peak and began to slowly fade
back to reality, Jessica heard the *beep* of the control box to signify that it
had finally reached 87 and, revitalized by the thought that at its highest
point, the program would then wait for her input before coming back
down, her fingers furiously located her clit and took two more orgasms on her
behalf while her victim laid writhing in misery below.  When she finally felt
as if they’d have to pry the smile from her lips with a crowbar, she meekly
rolled over and collapsed on the bed beside him, eventually reaching up and
telling the box to slowly cool down after a few seconds longer of the screams
that were music to a dominant’s ears…


Several minutes of deep breathing eventually brought Jessica
back down to reality and from the sounds of her friend over the phone, it
sounded like Tiffany had enjoyed the scenario as well.  As the box passed the
40s and continued to drop, with some reluctance she reached up and removed her
shoes from the nipple weights, then eventually removed Tiffany’s as well once
the control box hit zero.  She then loosened, but didn’t completely removed the
gripping nipple clamps themselves, causing even more cries out in pain as the
blood was finally able to rush back in, before retrieving her phone.


“Well?!” she panted as she took her friend back off of
speaker phone.


“That was … fun!” a breathless Tiffany replied back.  “I can
only imagine how that must’ve felt right there in the room…”


“His nipples look so raw!” Jessica exclaimed.  “I’m sure
that both pairs hurt like hell, but they still managed to hold up better than I
would’ve thought!”


“He he,” Tiff smiled.  “I guess that means next time I’d
better loan you some heavier shoes…”


“No…” she rebutted.  “Next time you’ll wear your heaviest
shoes here so that you can hang them up there for yourself!”


“That does sound like fun.  Do you think he’ll be ok with
two women dominating him instead of just you???”


Jessica laughed as she reached over and slapped him hard on
the thigh, “It doesn’t matter what he wants – it sounds like a great
idea to me, and two deviant, sexy minds are always better than one!  He’ll
be down on his knees licking my best friend’s boots clean from the moment that
you walk through the door, if he knows what’s good for him!”


Sighing a happy sigh as her mind already began to reel on
the thought of getting together with her friend in person for an even more
intimate evening of sex and domination, Tiffany giggled, “Oh Jess – you really
do own that poor, helpless boy’s ass, don’t you?”


“Yes, I do, Tiff!” Jessica replied with a beaming smile. 
“Yes, I do…”
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