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Kristen and Dan enjoyed a leisurely breakfast at their table looking out the window at the blue void of the open sea on the fourth day of their Caribbean cruise together.

Admittedly, they had only really seen each other for meals and other random moments, as the conference that Kristen had been invited to attend had dominated the majority of their time onboard the expansive cruise ship, so that day which had been designated as a free day clear of other responsibilities was one that they had both been looking forward to all week…

“So I’ve been thinking about this for a while,” his wife grinned suggestively as she produced a small blue gift bag that had been hidden underneath her seat. “I kind of figured that our time together was going to be rather limited this week, so  I thought that we could spend the entire day doing something extra special that we wouldn’t normally be able to do at home.”

Dan raised an eyebrow curiously at Kristen as she set the bag down in front of him where his plate had been moments earlier.

“What’s this?” he asked as he tried to peek past the tissue paper that filled the top of the mysterious package.

“Open it and find out…” the woman beamed with a certain dominant pride about her.

Discarding the packing material to the side, Dan then reached inside to find a small box about the size of one that a watch might come in … though he was certain that wasn’t his surprise because he hadn’t worn a watch in the nearly ten years that they’d been together.

He opened the carton carefully, then suddenly his eyes shot open wide as he recognized the distinct-looking silicone device shaped quite clearly like the head of a penis inside of its protective case.

“Is this…?” he asked, glancing back up at his still grinning wife with a shocked look on his face that told her that she had definitely caught him off guard with her gift.

“It is,” Kristen just nodded, adding with a gentle prod, “Do you think it will fit???”

Dan’s eyes darted around the dining room until he noted that they had been afforded a hint of privacy due to the location of their table that morning. Flipping back open the nylon case it was packed in once more, he took a closer look and ran his fingers down the clear strap that was meant to secure the device around his cock and balls as he felt himself slowly growing aroused underneath his shorts.

“So you want me to wear this … today?” her husband asked sheepishly, though she could tell from the look on his face that he was just as intrigued by the suggestion as she was.

“That’s the idea…” Kristen told him as she scooted her chair around the table so that she was sitting next to her husband before reaching forward and taking the silicone cage in her shiny red fingertips.”

“I was thinking,” the seductive woman continued as she met his eyes watching the cage between her fingers with an approving grin, “that we’ve always had fun roleplaying with that little cuckolding fantasy of yours…”

“…so I figured while we’re out here in the ocean surrounded by strangers, why don’t we have some more fun with our little game???”

Kristen then leaned in and gave her husband a delicate kiss on the lips, deliberately glancing down at the bulge that was rapidly growing between his legs as she continued to reel him in.

“Now … I’m not necessarily saying that I’m going to fuck one of the many attractive and desirable men on this ship,” she continued, her voice little more than a whisper as she revealed her scheme from only inches away, “but I thought we could certainly have some fun if I were to lock you up and then spend the day teasing you like I was going to cuckold you before the night is through…”

Dan gulped as their server suddenly approached to ask if they needed anything else, with his wife thanking him and ushering him away while the new cage still dangled off her index finger playfully.

Staring deep into his wife’s sparkling eyes, the man quietly remarked, “I don’t think that I could say no to you right now if I wanted to…”

But Kristen was quick to shoot back, “It’s not a cuckold’s place to say no to his mistress – you should know that!”

As his eyes obediently dropped to the floor, the woman chuckled as she tucked the cage back into the bag before handing it to her husband and telling him, “Come on – let’s go back to the room and get you changed. I think I want to go sit by the pool this morning…”

* * * * * * * * * *

“So – how does it feel?” Kristen asked as she stood by the mirror applying her makeup while Dan knelt on the floor just outside of the small bathroom with his new silicone chastity cage locked around his swollen dick.

Dan took a deep breath, already feeling quite submissive as he gazed up at his beautiful wife towering over him with only a simple, sheer scarf covering up the sexy, new bikini that she’d bought for their trip that he was just now seeing for the very first time.

“I’m not going to lie, the spikes hurt a bit,” he told her, referring to the sharp silicone spikes that lined the inside of the cage where the head of his dick was squeezed into place.

Kristen snickered, looking down at him briefly before returning to her work in the mirror, “I picked that one out specifically because I hoped that they would – it seems only fitting that a guy desperate enough to have another man fuck his wife should endure a bit of torture whenever the thought of it turns him on…”

Dan gulped.

“As you wish … Kristen … ma’am…”

Still on his knees, it was then that her husband suddenly broke character, though clearly still quite mesmerized by the new lock around his member.

“I … don’t know how I’m supposed to refer to you right now…” he stammered, his wife quick to correct him without even breaking away from her sparkling, pink lipstick.

“In my purse,” she directed him, “you’ll find a set of rules that I came up with for today.”

“Retrieve them, and read them out loud while I’m finishing up here so that I know that you understand them…”

Standing up from his place near her feet, Dan quickly shuffled over to the desk where his wife’s black leather handbag had been left. Opening it carefully, he soon found the folded piece of paper Kristen had left on top and didn’t dig any further as he zipped the bag back closed and then returned to his place where he unfolded the paper and obediently began to read…

Rules for Serving as Kristen’s Cuckold

#1 - In order to show respect for his wife’s sexual superiority, the cuckold will only refer to her by her maiden name. For example, “Thank you for cuckolding me, Miss Davis…”

Kristen grinned inside from her place above him as she imagined the humiliation of her mental jab sinking in as her husband’s submissive tendencies quickly kicked into overtime.

#2 – The cuckold agrees that due to his sexual inadequacy, his wife has the express authority to keep him locked in chastity and denied any sexual pleasure for as long as she chooses to seek her own pleasure in the arms of other men.

Dan’s heart raced as the words fell from his tongue, struggling to only look up as far as his wife’s feet in front of him before continuing…

#3 – Placing his wife’s sexual pleasure above his own, the cuckold submits that his wife is both permitted and encouraged to explore her sexuality by spending time with other men whom she finds attractive, including but not limited to publicly flirting, kissing, and intimate touches; romantic caresses, teasing, and dancing; giving and receiving oral sex; and enjoying full sexual intercourse, with or without the use of condoms, at her sole discretion.

“Mmmmm – that sounds like a fun one!” Kristen giggled as she turned to husband with a playful smile, pouting her freshly painted pink lips before stepping out of the bathroom past where he knelt and over to the closet where she found a pair of tall, strappy high cork-heeled wedges to complete her pool attire.

“Continue,” she then told him, sitting down on the nearby couch as she glanced down at the cage that now appeared to be swelling between her husband’s legs before turning her attention back to her footwear.

#4 – The cuckold will remain silent unless spoken to, particularly in the event that the wife is approached by another man whom she is interested in. Under no circumstance is the cuckold to interrupt or interfere with witnessing his wife flirting with another man, no matter how excruciating or humiliating it may be.

“Nikki came up with that one…” Kristen commented matter-of-factly. “She thought it was important that you understand your place if a hot guy wants to hit on me when I’m out and about the ship with you.”

“You know, just in case that cage locked between your legs isn’t enough of a reminder that I’m free to flirt with whoever I want!” Kristen laughed as she stood up and gestured towards Dan’s cage with the strappy sandal that she had just finished weaving around her ankle.

#5 – The cuckold should always remember how lucky he is to be indentured to his beautiful, dominant wife. He is lucky to worship at her feet, he is lucky to wear her cage around his pathetic dicklet, and he’s lucky that she entertains his fantasies about her being sexually satisfied by bigger and better men than he could ever be…

The cuckold may accept these rules, along with any anguish and jealousy and arousal that will accompany them, by kneeling at his wife’s feet and repeating the cuckold’s mantra until she grants him permission to kiss them.

It was then that Dan noticed his wife now towering over him, several inches taller in her sexy, new heels, as she waited to hear him utter the final words that she and her friend had written on the paper to officially secure his role as her loyal cuckold.

Staring nervously down at Kristen’s perfectly manicured, pink toenails, he took one last deep breath and then spoke…

“You deserve a real man who can satisfy you while your husband’s pathetic dicklet remains locked away in chastity.”

“Please allow me to worship at your feet while you walk this ship in search of a superior lover.”

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”

His voice trembled as his wife commanded him to repeat the words three times before finally giving him permission to lean forward and press his lips gently to the thin straps around her feet.

Feeling incredibly humbled and aroused and submissive all at once as the sweet scent of his wife’s body scrub on her feet and legs toyed with his senses as he felt her gazing down on him with her newfound authority, Dan was delicately cautious as he paid tribute to the woman in front of him while deep down he could only imagine what the day had in store for them if she was already starting out with him bowed on his knees with the new silicone cage cruelly strangling his dick.

“Ok, that’s enough for now, cucky…” Kristen eventually interrupted his offering as she unceremoniously pulled her foot out from underneath him and stepped away, gloating to herself as she wandered over to where she had left her phone and snapping a few quick shots with the camera before he had the opportunity to make himself look any less pathetic than he did kneeling there locked with the pale shock of submission still fresh on his face as he meekly looked up at his wife into the camera.

“Put your swimsuit on over that thing – you’re going to escort me out to the pool deck so that I can enjoy a little sun!” the woman then informed him as she gathered a few items into her day bag and then waited for Dan to get dressed before sliding her dramatically oversized sunglasses onto her face and handing over the full bag for him to carry.

As he dutifully walked a few feet behind his wife, Dan couldn’t help but acknowledge her beauty, commenting as he followed her out of the hallway and onto the open deck, “I’ve never seen you wear heels to the pool before – you really look incredible today!”

His wife, however, was less appreciative of his compliment as she turned to face him with a raised eyebrow and a stern tone…

“I’m only going to warn you about this once – Rule #4 – The cuckold will remain silent unless spoken to…” Kristen told her husband curtly, his cheeks turning a bright shade of red as several people walked past them in the middle of his scolding.

Dan followed her the rest of their short walk to the pool without another word, only speaking briefly to request towels from the linen stand as they passed it by.

When they reached a pair of chairs not far from the water that his wife deemed acceptable, he then took the lead and laid out one of the towels on a chair for her, waiting for her to get settled before sitting down next to her, admittedly finding it difficult not to stare as she removed her cover-up and revealed her skimpy, pink bikini which make his dick seem to tingle all the more as the hot sun also went to work warming the plastic cage hidden beneath his trunks.

“Before you get to comfortable, you can take off my shoes for me…” Kristen instructed as she laid back and crossed her ankles in front of her.

It was only then that Dan noticed twinkling in the sunlight the shiny, silver anklet that also hung from his wife’s ankle, his eyes widening as he saw the key-shaped charm dangling from the chain that he immediately recognized as the key to the lock that Kristen had secured around his dick.

Glancing back briefly at his wife’s lips that too seemed to glimmer under the bright sun, the man opted to avoid another lecture and knelt down at the foot of his wife’s chair, hastily unfastening the straps that he’d paid tribute to not long ago, and then carefully placed the sexy wedges in the shade underneath her chair one by one before returning to his place by her side.

“I’m glad that you enjoy them,” Kristen commented without looking over in her husband’s direction.

“I picked them out hoping that they might catch more glances than just your own…” she added with a laugh as she looked around as if to survey the deck’s male prospects.

Taking another gulp as he worked to process the jealousy that came along with his wife’s cuckolding teases, Dan noticed a server walking around taking drink orders. Not wanting to speak out of turn and break rule #4 a second time, he merely pointed up at the man and was greeted with an approving smile on his wife’s face in return.

“Good boy,” she chimed. “A cold drink would be nice!”

Kristen thought for a moment.

“I want one of those ones that come in a coconut,” she told him after spotting several other women sipping on similar concoctions.

“You can have a coke – no alcohol today,” she then added with a dismissive grin before turning her attention back to sunning herself on the busy pool deck.

Feeling himself gently aching inside of his plastic cage, Dan stood up without a word and made his way to the nearest bar where he placed their order and waited patiently for his simple drink along with his wife’s much more complex, rum beverage – complete with a coconut and an umbrella as one would expect when vacationing in the tropics.

Maybe ten or fifteen minutes had passed when he returned with a drink in each hand to find Kristen eagerly chatting with a rather buff and tanned guy who had pulled up a chair on the opposite side of her. His swelling quickly turned to a more intense pain as he heard his own wife’s voice in his head reminding him of the special rules that he’d agreed to…

“Under no circumstance is the cuckold to interrupt or interfere with witnessing his wife flirting with another man…”

“Nikki came up with that one - she thought it was important that you understand your place if a hot guy wants to hit on me when I’m out and about the ship with you.”

It was true that their roleplaying in the past had never involved real people back in their hometown, just as it was true that standing there watching his wife openly flirting added a whole new level to the cuckolding angst that he secretly craved. After taking a moment to compose himself, he eventually worked up the nerve to approach them, handing Kristen her drink without a single word and then settling into his own chair, pretending not to notice while the two continued playfully chatting without missing a beat.

“I try to keep myself active back at home…” he told her.

“Well it’s definitely working for you – you look great!” Kristen replied with a playful giggle.

“You’ve got quite the body yourself … maybe we should go for a swim later…” the sexy stud told her with a grin.

Taking a sip of her new drink, she answered with a smile, “Let me finish my drink and then I might take you up on that…”

Turning to her husband and smiling broadly once her new friend had left, Kristen reported proudly, “That was Todd. He runs a real estate firm and is into cycling on the weekends.”

Dan simply nodded as he enjoyed another glimpse of his wife laid out in all of her glory as his dick strained weakly underneath his shorts while he did his best to calmly sip his cold soda.

While he sat there helpless but to take in the scene that was unfolding before his eyes, his naughty wife would alternate between pointing out random guys walking by who she thought were cute and flirting happily with the ones who made the extra effort to approach her despite her husband sitting plainly on her other side.

At one point Kristen decided to turn the heat up another notch by asking her husband for the tanning oil she’d placed in her bag, only to turn back to the handsome gentleman with whom she’d been talking and asking if he would help apply the slick oil to her gorgeous curves.

As a further twist of the knife coupled with a mercy plea, Kristen briefly took off her sunglasses and looked her submissive husband in the eye as she told him that she could use a refill on her drink while the man behind her generously applied tanning oil to her shoulders and back…

Walking away with his wife’s empty coconut in his hands, Dan found himself even further defeated upon discovering that the bar he’d waited at before was temporarily being restocked and instead he was redirected to another a short walk away where he didn’t even have the luxury of spying on his wife from afar if he could’ve handled it while he waited for the bartender to mix Kristen another coconut rum concoction.

Still, it was hard to deny that the sensations he was overwhelmed with weren’t more intoxicating than the strongest drinks behind the bar where he waited.

This was what a cuckold felt like, and it was clear from the mischievous grin on his wife’s face that Kristen was enjoying it immensely … which was what being her cuckold was supposed to be all about.

He imagined her latest friend taking liberties with that oil while he was away, perhaps helping her to also do her shapely legs or between her thighs or maybe even her recently toned belly.

The silicone spikes in his cage dug into his aroused member as he visualized this stranger’s hands freely roaming his wife’s body, much to her own delight. It was as if she was there punishing him for enjoying her adultery even while she was on the other side of the pool deck fully enjoying it.

When he finally returned once more, his wife immediately looked up with a large grin and told him, “That one who helped me oil up? That was James. I like him better than Todd – he has wonderful hands…”

Kristen then winked at him giddily before taking a sip of her drink and relaxing into her chair to soak up the sun more properly. Maybe twenty minutes later when she was ready to turn over to do her back, she got her husband’s attention and added whimsically, “I forgot to tell you, but I’m going to meet James in the hot tub for a nice soak when we’re done here. I’m sure you can find something to keep you busy…”

Struck with a loss for words despite not having permission to speak anyways, Dan couldn’t help but watch the couples entering and leaving the nearby hot tubs that extended over the edges of the ship. Sometimes half a dozen people would sit inside chatting freely while others it was just a pair who took advantage of their private moment to express their intimacy with one another much more openly.

How far would his own wife take it, and maybe more importantly … what could he do with his own time while she was enjoying hers that would help to further enhance the special day of cuckolding that his wife had set out to give him that day???

When Kristen finally sat up and reported that it was time, her husband first helped to gather her things and placed her sexy shoes in the top of her bag before politely requesting permission to speak, which she granted with a curious smile.

“I was thinking,” Dan began as he looked into his wife’s beautiful, sparkling brown eyes, “that maybe you might enjoy a bit of pampering this afternoon. I don’t know what else you have planned for today, but I could go over to the spa while you’re with your new friend and book you an appointment for a nice massage or a mani/pedi for this afternoon…”

Kristen smiled lovingly.

“That does sound nice,” Kristen purred as she took her bag from her husband’s shoulder and slipped it over her shoulder.

“As you know, tonight’s formal night so it seems only fitting that your wife should be looking her best!”

She then blew him a playful kiss over her shoulder before walking off in the direction of one of the bubbling hot tubs to meet up with her sexy, new friend while leaving Dan behind to return their used towels before proceeding up to the spa deck to put his own plan into motion…

* * * * * * * * * *

Truth be told, despite his intense humiliation and submission as his mind was dominated in every step back to their stateroom with thoughts of his wife being naughty in the hot, refreshing water as she became more acquainted with yet another man other than himself, the aching feeling very much mental as well as physical through his chastity cage had him hoping that maybe she actually would take things further than they’d ever roleplayed about before.

The image in his head of Kristen snuggling up against her handsome friend, and perhaps even sneaking a quick kiss, made Dan whimper out loud as he dropped his swim trunks to the floor – pausing for a moment to stare at what he had been reduced to in the mirror.

He pictured Kristen standing in front of him once again and instinctively dropped to his knees, feeling the cage around his dick clench tight into his tender head as he swelled uncontrollably as he crossed his wrists behind his back and lowered his head, focusing his eyes on an imaginary pair of high heeled boots that his decadent wife wore before him as she was preparing for a night out with her lover.

“You deserve a real man who can satisfy you while your husband’s pathetic dicklet remains locked away in chastity,” he spoke his mantra out loud once again, picturing his wife’s piercing gaze as she looked down at him with a dismissive snicker.

“Please allow me to worship at your feet while you walk this ship in search of a superior lover...” Dan continued, only to hear his wife’s caustic dominance quickly retort back in his head.

“Why should I let you soil these gorgeous boots with that disgusting tongue of yours when I bought them to wear for my lover when he fucks me?!”

Dan took a deep breath and repeated the last line of his mantra until he trembled with each utterance of his dominant beauty’s name…

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”

As his fantasy slowly faded back into the real world which he soon realized was also very much a fantasy to him with his dick locked up by his wife … who wore the key around her ankle … and was currently flirting with another man elsewhere on the ship, Dan knew that it was in his best interests to get up to the spa deck and make his wife’s reservations as he had offered post haste.

Throwing on a button down shirt and a pair of slacks, he glanced around the room as if to consider if there was anything else he could do to pamper his loving cuckoldress, then locked the door behind him and headed towards the elevator which he could take directly to the highest deck on the ship where the spa was located.

A place he soon found to be much like the casino, in that it was filled with beautiful women who were excited to take just as much of his money as possible…

After some playful joshing with the spa attendant at the front desk, he ended up splurging on well over a thousand dollars worth of services as the girl was happy to bump his wife to the front of the line once he’d agreed to sign up for a 90-minute hot stone massage followed by some time to relax in the ship’s signature steam rooms and thermal suites, a highly-touted hydra lift facial, a special “fire and ice” manicure and pedicure which he was assured Kristen would love, and time with the spa’s hairstylist who promised to transform his wife into whatever she desired for the special formal night festivities that evening.

Satisfied that he’d done well at scheduling several hours of luxurious pampering for his goddess, even taking great care to ensure that the reservation was made in her maiden name as their new rules stipulated despite some confusion from the spa staff, Dan debated whether it was appropriate for him to return to their room to wait for his wife or to allow her the space and privacy that a woman of her stature required.

Ultimately he made his way up to the lunch buffet where he had a light snack before finally working up the nerve to send a simple text to his wife to inform her of her appointments…

“Miss Davis – I’ve made arrangements for an afternoon of pampering at the spa starting at 1:00pm that I hope will be to your liking. Please let me know if there’s anything else I can do to assist you.”

Dan waited for a few minutes and nibbled on some of the fresh fruit that he had selected until eventually his wife’s response popped up on his screen.

“Thank you, my sweet cuckold. Had a lovely time with James in the hot tub … we practically had it to ourselves the entire time!”

“He asked if that was my husband who I was sitting with earlier. I just told him yes, and it never came up again.”

“I’ll tell you more later – if you’re lucky…”

His heart raced as he waited for just one more saucy text message from his wife, but instead he then received his own instructions for the hours to come while Kristen would be busy getting pampered…

“I’m back at the room now – wanted to rinse off before my spa day. Come back in about 30 minutes and I’ll leave a list of a few things that you can do to keep yourself busy this afternoon.”

* * *

Kristen was delighted with how her special day was unfolding as the cool water from the shower washed the tanning oil and chlorine off of her skin that she’d spent the last hours thoroughly enjoying…

It was hard for her to deny that she was immensely enjoying the flirting that she was encouraged to partake in at her husband’s expense, and no matter how intense their roleplaying may have gotten in the past, none of their sessions felt quite like she did that morning after locking Dan up in a dominating, and also cruel chastity cage, and having him recite the mantra that her and Nikki had come up with while he was down on his knees.

And then of course, there were the other men!

She only hoped that just the thought of her time in the hot tub with James had gotten her husband as hot and bothered as it had her because as handsy as the handsome stranger had gotten, she knew that it wouldn’t have taken much effort at all to invite him back to her stateroom and find herself getting thoroughly fucked by the cock that admittedly she had gotten a handful of under the bubbles while the two of them were getting to know each other better.

She wasn’t ready for that quite yet … but the man certainly had a nice cock, she had no trouble admitting to that.

Slipping into a light sundress, Kristen thought for a moment about what she could do to keep her locked cuckold occupied throughout the afternoon. Scribbling a couple of ideas down on the notepad on the small table in the center of the room, she smiled at one or two and then downright laughed out loud at one that made her think her best friend Nikki would get a kick out of.

Taking a quick break to send a hello text to her friend along with the revealing photo from earlier with her husband locked on his knees in front of her, Kristen then finished with her note and signed it with a heart … along with her maiden name, which she was really taking a liking to with the added sense of authority and separation that came with not using her husband’s last name while she was entertaining the fantasy of fucking another man at his expense…

As Kristen made her way from the elevator to the entrance of the spa, she was surprised to run into a gentleman named Brent who she’d become acquainted with earlier that week during the conference and was now leaving the gym appearing rather sweaty, yet in a masculine way that admittedly hadn’t caught her eye when they’d chatted in various seminars before.

“Kristen – good to see you again!” the man greeted her with a warm smile. “Enjoying a little time at the spa on our day off?”

Kristen grinned, stopping to say hello and telling him that she had gotten surprised with an afternoon of pampering that she was really looking forward to.

“Well you already look incredible,” he said somewhat flirtatiously before realizing that he may have crossed a line, “but I can only imagine what your husband’s got in store for him for formal night tonight!”

“Formal night is always fun – maybe I’ll see you around down there,” she said off the cuff, not ready for the response she was about to get in return.

“Oh, probably not,” Brent confessed as he wiped some sweat from his face with the towel over his shoulder.

“I’m here by myself, and nobody likes getting all dressed up by themselves.”

Kristen thought for a moment as the devious gears began to turn in her head.

“Want to go with me?” the woman blurted out before she had a chance to second guess herself.

He smiled, but was a bit taken aback.

“I’m sure your husband wouldn’t exactly approve of that!” he joked while Kristen herself maintained a straight face.

“You might be surprised what my husband would approve of…” she murmured before quickly correcting herself with a playful laugh.

“He’s honestly not much of a formal night kind of guy himself,” Kristen began. “I usually have to drag him to these things anyways, so it might be nice to have someone who actually wanted to be there!” she added with a playful smile.

“Are you sure?” Brent asked, showing his hand that he was interested, but simply was polite enough not to want to impose.

Kristen grinned in return.

“Yeah – let’s do it. Give me a few hours here so that hubby’s money doesn’t go to waste, and then we’ll meet up downstairs for a few drinks, dinner, you name it!”

The man smiled broadly as he chimed, “Well then it’s a date!” before the two bid each other goodbye and Kristen proceeded to the front desk where she checked in under her maiden name and found herself pleasantly surprised at the list of services that Dan had chosen to spoil her with that afternoon.

On her way back to the changing rooms, her host asked her with a cheerful smile, “Looks like you’re getting the full treatment today! Any special occasion that you’re celebrating tonight?”

Without missing a beat, the married woman blushed as she admitted with a shrug, “I’ve got a date tonight!”

* * *

After taking great care to wait the expressed time that his wife had given him before returning, Dan meekly returned to their cabin to find only the sweet scent of Kristen’s body spray lingering in the air as evidence that he had missed her as intended.

His eyes soon thereafter darting to her writing on the pad of paper that she had left out for him, and so taking a seat at the small table, he picked up the list that Kristen had left him and began to read about how she expected him to pass the afternoon while she was away…

1.     Handwash the bikini that I wore in the hot tub with James this morning.

2.     Polish the ankle boots that I borrowed from Nikki to wear tonight. With your tongue.

3.     Call up room service and order a bucket of beer to be delivered to stateroom #5433. Tell them to include a note that it’s “from Kristen’s husband” … he’ll know what it’s about.

4.     In the front pouch of my suitcase, you’ll find a couple of familiar toys  that you know I like to tease you with – suck on it until you can taste me because it might be the closest you’ll get today.

5.     Go down to the sundries store and buy your wife some condoms. Just in case!

I expect photo evidence of each item on this list, but don’t bother me with them until you have them all completed. Have fun, cuckold! <3 Miss Davis

Dan was impressed. And nervous, but mostly impressed at how far his wife was coming along with embracing his humiliation in their cuckolding game. Knowing that he was on the clock despite having given Kristen several hours of pampering to look forward, he soon found himself wandering around their cabin and taking note of each of his tasks as he mentally took a little jeering from his wife with each one…

Her sexy, pink bikini from that morning was already hanging up in the shower where she’d removed it, however reaching out and touching it for the very first time, he couldn’t help but think about how he knew for a fact that there were several other men whose hands had enjoyed the touch of his wife’s swimwear before him … on her own body, no less.

The sexy ankle boots from Nikki, he already knew what to expect because he had made no secret about his admiration for her friend’s sexy boots prior to then. Dan imagined the two of them sharing a good laugh over Kristen’s plan to deny him one of his biggest fetishes by only borrowing them from her when she could tease him about wearing them for another man.

Ordering a bucket of beer for a complete stranger was probably the most embarrassing item on his list simply because he didn’t know the context behind her comment that he was instructed to include with it. Had she gone so far as to tell another guy about her husband being a cuckold, with the gift of beer as a fun confirmation to him that this woman very much had her husband wrapped around her little finger???

The familiar toys in Kristen’s suitcase that she referred to was a very special dildo that he’d bought for her and encouraged her to name after one of her particularly well-endowed ex-boyfriends, Darin. It was with that 8” hyper-realistic dildo that he’d sold her on how captivating her cuckolding tease could be because on so many occasions he’d grown unbelievably hard just watching her fuck herself with it and moan out his name that eventually she found enjoyment in making him suck her juices off of it afterwards, too.

And as for the condoms, in fact this was a task that she’d rather enjoyed giving him before because it seemed to be an easy twist of the knife for her to show that she could go out and fuck somebody whenever she wanted. The last package of condoms that he’d bought her, he’d actually gone for Magnums which amused her more than he’d expected, to the point where she had carried them around in her purse for a month, gradually discarding them and enjoying the look on his face whenever he peered inside of her leather handbag and noticed that another foil wrapper had been torn from the package…

He thought for a moment about how he would capture photos of each task as his wife required, then soon got to work gently washing Kristen’s revealing bikini in the bathroom sink after stripping down to only his cage and taking care to secure the deadbolt on the door.

Dan pictured his domineering wife following him around to each of his tasks, sneering and taunting him relentlessly along the way…

“If only you knew what I did in that skimpy, pink bikini after you walked away. James got quite the feel underneath those warm bubbles while I was sitting in his lap and enjoying his rock hard cock with only our swimsuits between us.”

Moving on to the sexy boots that Kristen had left out by her closet door, he saw both Kristen and her best friend yet it was only Nikki who did the talking while he placed the expensive, leather boots in front of him on the bed and brought his tongue to their toes like he’d fantasized about a thousand times before…

“I’m so glad that you’re finally cuckolding him, Kristen! Just look at that pathetic thing locked between his legs – the only reason I’d even suggest letting him clean my boots for you is because we both know how much it’s got to hurt with him straining against those spikes with every. last. lick.”

Dan spent a good amount of time polishing those boots, gravitating between her friend’s jeers and his wife’s more sweet, yet nonetheless demeaning jabs of her own as she gazed down at him with a pleased smile at how he’d come to accept his place of submission beneath her.

“Go on, cuckold – get all of that black leather nice and shiny. We both want my date tonight to see just how hot I look in these designer boots that I borrowed to wear just for him. No, dear – wives don’t wear shoes like those for their cuckold husbands, only for their sexy boyfriends.”

“Maybe if you’re real good, I’ll have him take a picture of my ankles up in the air still wearing those boots as he’s fucking me later on tonight!”

When the time came for calling room service, Dan gulped at the idea of actually speaking with a live person on the other end of the phone, even though in reality whoever picked up wouldn’t have any more idea of the intent of his wife’s gift than he did.

“I told him that my husband was cool with me flirting with other guys – maybe now he’ll really believe me…”

As he next proceeded to retrieve his wife’s dildo from her travel bag, Dan was a bit surprised to also find a pair of fluffy handcuffs and a matching blindfold that he didn’t recognize, but wasn’t too shocked to imagine his wife fooling around with by herself while he was away. After confirming that he did have the key needed to unlock the cuffs, Dan took a deep breath and glanced over at the newly-polished ankle boots that he’d prepared for his wife, then found a spot in front of the door-length bathroom mirror and applied the intimidating dildo to the glass using its attached suction cup.

Once he had setup his phone nearby to randomly take pictures of his efforts for Kristen, the cuckold tossed the handcuff keys a few feet away, slid Kristen’s blindfold down over his eyes, and then used the handcuffs to lock his wrists temporarily behind his back…

“That’s right baby, be my good, little cocksucker!” his wife taunted as his lips came into contact with the rubber phallus bobbing in front of him.

“Next time maybe I should paint your lips red and have you suck my boyfriend off before he fucks me…” she jeered as he slowly worked his way up to taking more and more of the thick, rubber cock in his mouth.

“He tastes good, doesn’t he?” Kristen jeered.

“Sometimes when you’re at work, I invite Darin here over and I just suck him off for hours while he teases me! It’s so much more satisfying than that pathetic thing you’ve got locked between your legs…”

As his shoulders began to strain from the cuffs, Dan almost thought that he could start to taste his wife’s sex on the surface of the rubber as he traversed its multitude of veins with his tongue. He loved knowing how that terrific dildo made her feel, and the fantasies that she got to relive by calling out one of her favorite ex’s names in bed with it buried between her legs.

It’s one of the biggest reasons why he wanted her to experience the real thing – because he genuinely felt that she deserved the kind of pleasure reserved for well-hung men and gorgeous women like herself.

…and he would happily remain locked away in her torturous cage for as long as she wanted him to if only it meant that she would allow herself to indulge in the caliber of sex that she rightfully deserved.

When he finally eased off of the delicious cock, he pictured his wife standing over him ready to step in where he had left off, leaving him cuffed and blindfolded so that he could only hear her moans of pleasure as her ex fucked her vivaciously for hours to come.

Struggling to retrieve the handcuff keys, Dan couldn’t help but notice that he was quite the sweaty mess with only one of his wife’s tasks left to go. Glancing at the time, he imagined Kristen currently in the middle of her relaxing massage or maybe enjoying getting her feet massaged before slipping into those sexy boots that he had left waiting for her on the bed.

He wanted to go over and spend just a few more minutes on his knees worshipping them, but his wife’s sadistic angle kicked in and reminded him that, “They weren’t for him to enjoy.”

Diligently washing her dildo in the sink, Kristen’s sharp tongue reminded him, “Darin’s always fun for a warm-up, but tonight I think I’m finally ready for the real thing.”

With her bikini drying on the line and room service having already confirmed his special delivery, Dan knew that there was only one thing left for him to do.

“Did you get my condoms?” his wife would ask of him the moment that she first saw him.

As he re-buttoned his shirt and closed the cabin door behind him, he set out on his final mission because he yearned to be able to say, “Of course, Miss Davis!”

“I hope that your date enjoys fucking you in these because you deserve a real man who can satisfy you while your husband’s pathetic dicklet remains locked away in chastity.”

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”

* * * * * * * * * *

Kristen sat giddy in her salon chair while her stylist finished up on the look that they’d assembled together. Looking at herself in the mirror, there was a part of her that barely recognized herself because she looked like a new woman.

She felt determined. And powerful.

Sexy, and undeniably horny!

Although she honestly hadn’t imagined her little game going nearly as far as it had, she was getting to the point where she could genuinely see the woman staring back at her in the mirror going through with the naughty things that she’d been taunting her husband about not only that special day on the ship, but for so many times that they’d roleplayed his cuckolding in the past.

Staring at the striking image of the newly-dyed redheaded vixen in her place, Kristen was finally coming to terms with the idea that she actually liked seeing her husband’s dick locked in that cage while he knelt at her feet. A lot!

As she had laid there savoring the deep touch of the hot stones on her back and the relaxing sensation of her unique facial, she had thought about the many taunts that she had been encouraged to humiliate her husband with…

“Your tiny dicklet doesn’t satisfy me anymore.”

“You’re only worthy to kiss my shoes.”

“I deserve a thick cock that can fill me in ways that you never could…”

Kristen had started to realize that there was a hint of truth to every last one of them!

She did yearn for a big cock like one of her ex’s had because her husband’s didn’t satisfy her anymore!

And that’s why sitting in the chair where she was sitting right then felt so empowering because the woman who was staring back at her wanted to cuckold her husband just as much as her husband craved to be cuckolded!

The thrills that she had enjoyed having him take off her shoes in public or fetching her drinks while she flirted with other men were all things that she deserved to be enjoying as a strong, dominant woman.

Just then, her phone buzzed and Kristen looked down to see a series of images from her husband pouring in, each one more submissive than the last as he committed to his role of being her cuckold while she enjoyed being pampered.

Her pink bikini – the one that she’d worn in the hot tub with James and several other hot guys that morning, now drying and almost ready for her to turn heads with again.

Her leather boots – shiny and waiting for her to slip her pampered toes into for her special date that night.

Her beer run – a playful gesture with one of the guys she’d flirted with at the pool, just because she knew her friend Nikki would find the idea of her husband buying another guy beer amusing.

Her favorite dildo – shown in a dramatic series of images deep inside her husband’s mouth as he fellated it like the good, little obedient cuckold that he was!

And lastly, her condoms – because Dan didn’t know it yet, but tonight she was actually going to use them.

Spending a while longer relaxed in her chair as her stylist primped and groomed her new seductive, red hair to a style fitting for a heartbreaker, Kristen eventually wiggled her toes back into her wedges and left all of the girls a healthy tip on her husband’s card before walking blissfully back out of the spa and towards the elevators that would return her to her stateroom where she only assumed her cuckold would be waiting for her.

Opening the door, the married woman was immediately pleased that her husband had not disappointed as she found him kneeling in the corner with his hands cuffed behind his back and her blindfold across his eyes.

On the table was a bottle of her favorite wine resting the chiller with a single glass, along with a plate of chocolate covered strawberries.

Upon closer inspection, Kristen also found a red ballgag between her husband’s lips that he must’ve snuck along without her knowing as well as his favorite pair of nipple clamps dangling from his chest as he waited anxiously for his dominant wife to speak.

So instead, Kristen said absolutely nothing at all.

* * *

After quietly snapping a few pictures of his predicament on her phone, Kristen beamed happily as she felt the thrill of her own fantasy taking hold and piggybacking off of the cuckold fantasy that Dan had driven in their relationship for so long…

As she looked herself over in the mirror, casually dropping the straps of her dress around her shoulders until she eventually let it pile around her feet at the floor, it was immensely satisfying to think that her husband couldn’t even see the final result of her spa day after spending such a large sum of money for his wife to look her absolute best.

“This isn’t for the cuckold, it’s for your date tonight, Kristen…” she reminded herself as she quietly walked across the room and retrieved the special bag of formal clothes that she and Nikki had picked out for that night back when Dan’s cuckolding was meant to be just a tease.

But now it was even naughtier as she carefully unfolded her new lingerie on the bed … the leather garter belt and its matching panties whose strong scent she thought just shouted of sex since the day that she’d opened the package they came in while her husband was away at work.

…the brand new pair of crisp, silk stockings that were almost as expensive as her leather lingerie and were something classically sexy that Kristen had always herself wanted to try.

…the leather skirt, an insistence from Nikki to go along with her sexy ankle boots because she knew not only how the tight leather would drive her husband wild, but also how sexy it would make her friend feel when she was wearing it around the ship like a true goddess.

…her top was more layers of sexiness – first a leather bra that showed off far more of her cleavage than she had ever been comfortable with before, followed by a sheer top to ensure that her choice of sexy underwear didn’t go unnoticed, and topped off by a tight-fitting leather bolero jacket to match her new skirt.

Spreading everything out on the bed before her, Kristen wondered if her husband could pick up on the smell of leather that he was being denied, but a quick glance at the bobbing dicklet between his legs was quick to remind her that even if he did, it didn’t really matter.

Denial had already been one of her more enjoyable traits of dominance, but dressing up with her helpless husband kneeling only a few feet away was a new thrill that left her heart racing as she smiled down at the mute cuckold before once again allowing her new self to take hold and give them both a night that they wouldn’t soon forget…

* * *

Kneeling submissively in the corner, Dan sweated profusely as he curiously could hear someone shuffling around the room, but without a single word being spoken. Eventually smelling a sexy, new fragrance that Kristen had never worn before, the man felt as if his heart would soon beat out of his chest until suddenly it was clear that his wife was standing directly over him … but to what end?

First he felt the clamps on his nipples abruptly tighten in a manner that he oddly knew specifically as his wife’s no-nonsense touch.

Then he felt a further strain on his tender nips as some sort of heavy weight was suddenly added to the chain.

When the soft kiss of her lips grazed his cheek, he thought that his suffering was nearly complete.

But then he heard Kristen finally speak, and his head was immediately plunged back into subspace…

“I want you to repeat your new mantra into that gag ten times before you try to unlock yourself.”

“I’m leaving the keys to your handcuffs over by the door, so you shouldn’t have far to crawl.”

“Your wife has a date tonight with a lovely gentleman named Brent who I met at the convention, so feel free to pass the time dreaming about me in the arms of another man … just like you always do!”

“If I like what I’ve seen when you do get free, I’ll send you a clip that I think you’ll like that will leave your head spinning for the rest of the night…”

Kristen then patted her husband on the head and giggled as she walked towards the door, calling back once she was standing in the hallway, “I wouldn’t take too long, though, or our room steward is going to get quite the show when he comes in to turn down the sheets in a few hours!”

The dominant woman waited until she heard the muffled words weakly escaping from her husband’s gagged lips around the bright red ball, then closed the door loudly and left him to stew as he struggled to repeat the words that she had given him earlier that day…

“You deserve a real man who can satisfy you while your husband’s pathetic dicklet remains locked away in chastity.”

“Please allow me to worship at your feet while you walk this ship in search of a superior lover.”

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”

* * *

His nipples feeling like they were on fire as he groaned through his cuckold mantra for the last time, Dan was desperate to find the keys that would unlock his cuffs and free him of his self-imposed bondage that he’d thought would genuinely impress his wife when he’d submitted to it over an hour ago…

Hobbling slowly across the stateroom carpet, the mystery object hanging from his clamps swung to and fro as he did his best to move in the direction of what he could best remember was the door.

It took him a grueling five minutes to reach the door and after finding the key by kneeling into it, he struggled for another several minutes to align the key with one of the keyholes until at last he felt one of the wrist cuff’s tension begin to give and his arms were free.

Scrambling to loosen the now severely tight nipple clamps before even removing his blindfold and gag, Dan finally found himself once again in a sweaty pile on the floor as he stared down at the object Kristen had hung from his clamps – one of the sexy wedges she’d worn to the pool earlier that day … the same that he’d kissed that morning to kick off this whole roller coaster of kinky fun…

After sitting slumped on the floor to catch his breath, the man eventually stood up and looked around his cabin to try and piece together what had happened while he had been blindfolded.

Flipping the deadbolt at a glance before he walked back to where he had been kneeling, Dan was both surprised as well as a bit self-conscious to see the sizable puddle of pre-cum that he had dripped through his cage during his time kneeling there in silence.

It was then that he glanced up just in time to see his phone go dark, and upon closer inspection he soon realized that Kristen had been watching him struggle over video chat on his own phone as he mumbled out her mantra and her heavy shoe dangled between his tortured nipples.

Staring down at the phone, then glancing around the room as his nose picked up the faint scents of perfume and leather that his wife had left behind, a few moments passed and then his device lit up once more – this time with a nearly thirty-minute video that Kristen had just sent to him.

Was it a video from earlier that day of her sneaking away to fuck somebody while he had been running errands for her?

Maybe it was a sexy tease as a reward for enduring such an intense and unique scene that he just had…

But no.

Instead he saw her, smiling into the mirror fresh back from the spa after just discovering her husband’s final submissive gift to her.

She looked incredible!

She looked fierce, with a fire in her eyes that he’d never quite seen before…

Then the video panned away to the bed where she had laid out what appeared to be her outfit for that evening – leather, and lace, and even more leather – enough to make him swell in his cage to the point of pain just watching her video for him there on the screen.

Sitting down on the floor at the edge of the bed where not long ago his wife’s stellar lingerie had been prepared, he watched as his wife then elevated tease and denial to a new level as she slowly dressed herself in front of the camera while he had unknowingly left himself bound and blindfolded for her whimsy…

Drawing the luxurious, black leather garter belt up around her hips, Kristen glanced at the camera just long enough to acknowledge its presence before turning her attention back to enjoying the sensual feel of the leather against her freshly rejuvenated skin. It was like watching his wife prepare herself for a complete stranger, and the look in her eye told him that she knew it, as she then proceeded to gently poke her toes into her brand new silk stockings, giving him just a quick glance at the red polish that she’d gotten on them for her pedicure before guiding the silk up her intoxicating legs one at a time, then seating the numerous garter straps into them until they were pulled taut against her breathtaking body.

Kristen grinned into the camera once more as she dangled the sexy, leather thong that appeared to match her garter belt in front of the lens, then slid it up her legs and over her garter straps, turning to ensure that the camera got a nice view of her shapely ass with the leather thong perfectly flowing with her curves before returning to the lingerie pile and next taking a matching leather bra and sliding her perfect breasts into its cold, exhilarating hold – even going so far as to slide the cups back off and show her quickly hardening nipples to the camera before slipping her bra back into place and fastening it behind her back.

As Dan swelled with every second of his wife’s video tease that passed, he took particular joy in noticing how she too seemed to also relish in the sexy feeling of the leather against her skin just the same. He remembered confessing to Kristen one night that even more so than it turning him on directly, he found it immensely satisfying to know that she was genuinely aroused by the leather fetish that turned him on as well…

…he just never expected to see his own fetish turned against him as his wife dressed herself more provocatively by the minute while he knelt nearby, yet oblivious to her decadent transformation…

Taking the camera then into the bathroom, Dan watched as his wife painstakingly did her makeup to a level of provocative beauty that he would’ve argued he hadn’t seen from her even on their wedding day … which somehow just seemed to ramp up the excitement further and further.

The care she took perfecting her eyeshadow, and making her skin seem to shimmer, and drawing in a fierce, commanding brow, and of course painting her lips with a devilishly deep red that seemed to remind him in no uncertain terms - his wife was going out on a date, and she deserved to look amazing.

In fact, it was only as he watched his wife carefully painting her face that he finally noticed the dramatic change she had made to her hair as well – both in dying it from its usual brown to a vivid red, and also straightening it to where it framed her face more like a model than who he previously knew as his wife.

The woman that he was watching getting ready for her date was intoxicating, and yet Kristen just let the kettle continue to boil over when she finally was satisfied with her hair and makeup, and next returned to the bed where she took an incredible, black leather miniskirt off the bed and slid it up her gorgeous, stocking-clad legs only a few feet from her poor husband’s face.

Dan watched in awe as his wife smiled proudly at how she saw the perfect skirt hug her every curve, just barely covering the tops of her stockings while hinting at the garter straps that it concealed underneath like a prize that the woman was excited to reveal to the right man at the right time…

Kristen then took the stiletto ankle boots that Nikki had lent her – the boots that her cuckold husband had polished with his tongue at her request earlier that afternoon – and one by one she slid her stocking-clad feet into the amazing, red-bottomed boots that she knew just screamed sex by how they elevated her hips and paired so perfectly with the leather skirt like Nikki had promised and generally made her look like she was a fucking rock star.

It was then that the husband watched as his wife seemed to acknowledge his blind presence in the corner, if only to rub in what she knew he would’ve loved to see her in if only given the chance.

Standing tall in her 6” platform booties, her ass tight in her leather skirt with still more to go, the look on that vixen’s face is what confirmed to him on the spot – his wife was going to cuckold him that evening. She had finally connected all of the dots that over the years he’d been begging her to connect, and now all that was left for him to do was to sit back and wallow in his submission as Kristen showed him that his true place in her world was under the heel of her designer leather boots…

…the same boots that she was about to get fucked wearing for another man.

Quivering with anticipation, Dan instinctively found himself back on his knees as he watched Kristen sliding into the sheer, black top that didn’t do much to conceal the revealing, black leather bra that she wore underneath, and then finally, the cropped, tight-fitting leather jacket that still left her sheer middle exposed while consequently completing the look of the leather domme who had her husband right where she wanted him…

…locked in the corner on his hands and knees so she could go out and have some real fun without him!

As he watched her finish off her date night outfit with a pair of dangling earrings he recognized from her jewelry box as ones she’d saved from her relationship with Darin as well as some glittery necklaces he was pretty sure he’d seen on Nikki before, Dan thought about how he could just stare at that drop dead picture of his wife ready for her date all night long.

He swelled painfully against the spikes in his cage, and even found himself reaching for the nipple clamps to tighten them back to the cruel intensity that they had been just before Kristen had walked out the door, but regardless of the pain and the sexual frustration that he was more than happy to submit himself to for her, one thing rang clear in his image of her that set the tone for the entire day leading up until that point…

His wife hadn’t gone through all of these troubles for him.

Being able to deny her husband the things that he craved was a sweet icing atop the cake, but even more so, Kristen had dressed herself like the sex goddess that she was because she deserved to fuck.

The woman ignoring him there on the screen needed to fuck because up until now, her husband hadn’t been able to please her in bed and now was his wife’s time to finally take her stand.

Because women like the dominant vixen that stood tall in leather there on the screen – this is how they acted. They locked their pathetic husbands up in chastity and teased them until they had their fill, and then they dressed themselves to the nines and left their cuckolds behind to go get what they’d really been craving all of this time.

As much as Dan was desperate to drop to his knees and lick those boots on his wife’s feet, the assertive look on Kristen’s face told him in no uncertain terms that he wasn’t worthy of licking those boots. Nor was he worthy of cradling her ass in that gorgeous leather skirt or kissing between her leather-clad breasts.

His wife needed a real man for those things, and as he knelt there slowly turning his clamps once again tighter while his wife’s hefty wedge hung from its chain, he fantasized of her getting exactly what she needed while standing just out of reach from him.

He knelt at her feel while Kristen huddled close to an unknown man she was dating, her expensive boots close to his toes as he held her lovingly in his arms. His hands resting at the top of her leather skirt, just gently toying with the garter belt hidden below while her arms were wrapped around his neck and their lips were passionately entwined.

Her date would be the one to slide that sexy skirt down her legs later on that night, and lift the sheer top up over her head before laying her on her back and teasing her with his own game until finally, she produced one of the condoms that her husband had bought for them to enjoy and after sliding it over his engorged cock with an enthusiastic smile, she would at last feel the pleasure between her legs that a woman of her stature was meant to experience.

They would fuck until she couldn’t see straight, wearing her leather lingerie and boots for the duration just because she could, and then eventually, when her toes had curled in ecstasy inside of those expensive leather boots, and both lovers were a sweaty mess in the middle of his bed … only then would his wife return home to her cuckold, eager to brag about everything he had given her that her cuckold can’t…

…and eager to perch atop his face and show her husband firsthand what a real man was capable of doing to a woman like her.

* * * * * * * * * *

As Kristen walked hand in hand down the busy promenade deck with her handsome date, she couldn’t help but smirk at her reflection of the intricate web that she had woven that day on top of enjoying the steady amount of staring that she got as it seemed like all eyes were on her as she walked the room like she owned the entire ship.

Her confidence was unparalleled, her new look was sexy as fuck, and her arm candy of choice for the evening wasn’t too hard on the eyes himself…

With every step in those sky high designer boots, with every glass of complimentary champagne she was handed, and with every flirtatious giggle that she shared with her date as they mingled among the other guests who had also dressed their best for the night, the married woman felt on top of the world, even though – and actually especially because – of the state of intense submission and devotion that she’d left her dear husband in before walking out to focus on her pleasure that night to its absolute fullest.

It was why she glowed when Brent got a little adventurous and put his arm around her waist for their first of many photos taken throughout the course of the evening…

…and why she felt that tingle of electricity when he pulled her close when the two of them stood together on the open deck after hours of enjoying dinner together, all building up to the first unique kiss they shared between a fellow convention-goer and a budding, real-life cuckoldress.

It was true that Kristen could’ve spent all night cuddling with her date on the secluded daybed that they’d found tucked away in a corner of the upper deck, making out and groping one another like a couple of horny teenagers even while the key to her husband’s chastity cage still dangled from a chain around her ankle tucked inside of the sexy boots that she wore…

…but refusing to let the perfect cuckolding day go to waste after all of the build-up that she had enjoyed beyond belief, it was really only a matter of time before the lustful woman confessed to her handsome lover, “I need to get fucked tonight and I’d really like for it to be by you!” before nearly dragging him back to his own stateroom several floors away from her own where the two of them blew through half the box of condoms that Dan had bought for them until they barely had enough energy left to answer the door when room service came knocking with more wine and desserts well after the stroke of midnight.

* * *

When Kristen eventually crept back to her own room near 4:00am and found her husband fast asleep in bed, of course still wearing his spiky chastity cage dutifully like as she had left him, she debated whether to wake Dan to tell him the news of him officially becoming a cuckold or letting him sleep after the long day of intense tortures that she’d happily subjected him to.

As she slowly stripped out of her date night ensemble, piling all of her new leatherwear in the corner for him to tend to in the morning, Kristen noted with a broad smile the lovely scent that she’d left on the leather thong that she’d worn that night and opted to place it next to her husband on his pillow as a sexy souvenir for him to discover and enjoy when he woke up in a few hours.

Laying down on the bed beside him, her hair and makeup looked like she’d just been fucked, her pussy ached in the most delightful way from Brent’s impressive cock which was in fact much larger than that of her husband, and more than anything else, she still was riding the incredible high from doing something that she thought she could never do … something that society certainly considered to be taboo … and yet also something that had been immensely rewarding both for her as well as for the submissive man she had married and was still wrapped around her little finger even as he slept there beside her…

* * *

“I can’t believe that you actually went through with it – I’m so proud of you, girl!” Kristen’s first text from Nikki greeted her as she sat across from Dan in the dining room for breakfast the next morning.

“I think my pussy is still tingling … I couldn’t even tell you how many times he made me cum last night…” Kristen gushed to her friend just as her husband returned to the table with coffee for both of them.

“I just loved the pictures of him with your shoe hanging from his nipple clamps! He looked so perfectly submissive kneeling there waiting for you…” Nikki told her as she worked her way through the myriad of photos from the night before that Kristen had already sent her.

“Is there anything else that I can get for you, Miss Davis?” Dan asked as he appeared once more with an English muffin toasted and prepared for his wife just how he knew she liked it.

“Not at the moment, cuckold,” Kristen chimed back with a playful grin, adding, “sit down and eat your food before it gets cold…” before returning to her phone to continue chatting with her girlfriend about the incredible night that she had just experienced.

“So do you think you’re going to do it again?” Nikki asked with a winking emoji as she admired a photo of her friend posing with her date taken by one of the professional photographers who had seen them as just another couple as they held each other close for the camera.

“I don’t even know if I’m going to unlock him once we get home!” Kristen shot back with a laugh.

“Brent and I were going to meet up for a quick game of trivia after breakfast before our next seminar…” she added with a grin, glancing up at her unknowing husband with a smile who was alternating between eating and merely enjoying the playful look on his mischievous wife’s face.

“Trivia … is that what you’re calling it???” Nikki replied amusingly.

“Well, this actually is movie trivia,” the married woman admitted, “but if it ends early and we have time to sneak in a quick blowjob before class…!”

Kristen giggled to herself, but refused to reveal to Dan what she was laughing about.

“And I’m sure you’ve already put together a new list of tasks to keep that cuckold of yours busy while you’re away?” her friend then asked of her curiously.

“I’ve got a couple of ideas already,” Kristen admitted with a grin.

“He needs to clean up the clothes that I wore out with Brent last night for starters. He was already in heaven this morning when he woke up with my wet leather panties resting on his pillow next to him!”

“I know that he won’t be jerking with it thanks to the cage that he’s still wearing, so the cuckold can wipe down the leathers that I wore … they should be nice and sweaty before they finally ended up on the floor beside the bed…”

“Slut!” Nikki laughed with glee, to which Kristen merely replied with a large smile.

“By the time he’s done with that,” she continued without missing a beat, “we should be docked in Aruba, so I’m going to give him instructions to go ashore and find a few things to woo me with … maybe some sexy, new jewelry…”

“…and specifically, I want a new dress that’s nice and revealing for me to go dancing in tonight or tomorrow.”

“Interesting…” her friend replied after a few minutes of thought.

“Is this guy much of a dancer?”

Kristen was quick to shoot back, “If he’s not, I think I’ve got a couple of leads on other guys who might be!”

“Are you going to let the cuckold come and watch you dancing close with these other men???”

“We’ll see,” the wife replied with a snicker. “He’s going to have to earn it if he does!”

As her conversation with Nikki came to a close and her husband had finished his breakfast, with a beaming smile Kristen shared her plans for the morning with her eager cuckold who seemed as excited as ever to learn that his wife intended to spend even more time with her new friend before their Caribbean cruise that week was over.

“Now you know the rules,” Kristen warned him at the elevators where they planned to go their separate ways.

1.     Clean up the rest of my clothes, but no touching the boots – you’re DEFINITELY not worthy to kiss them after I wore them getting fucked last night.

2.     Before you head out, you should spend some time on your knees reciting your new mantra and thinking about how amazing I am to be cuckolding you.

3.     And if you really want to impress me, find me something sexy that I can enjoy with one of my new lovers tonight. I think that Brent would actually be down for tying me to the bed and then fucking me … so see what you can do!

As his dick tingled inside of its cage while he found himself lost in the twinkle in his wife’s eyes, Dan knew that at this point there was really only one way that he could respond to such a request…

“Thank you, Miss Davis, for the honor of making me your cuckold.”
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