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“What are
those marks on your wrist?”


David reached across the table to closer examine the curious
grooves that he had noticed around his wife’s wrist while they were eating
dinner.


“Oh – those?” Sara replied unexpectedly as she pulled her
hand away and rubbed her wrist.


“I told him not to leave any marks…” she chuckled
under her breath, though it quickly became clear that her husband wasn’t going
to settle for her just casually brushing his discovery off the table…


“No, seriously – what was that???” he asked more
firmly, setting his fork down now that Sara had concealed her hands underneath
the table.


Sara laughed and shrugged as she revealed her wrists once
more, this time holding them closer for her husband’s inquiry as she noted as
casually as she was able, “Oh, I met up with a friend this afternoon and we
were messing around with a little bondage!”


His wife giggled some more as she read the shocked look on
his face as he stared back at her hands and realized at that moment that what
he was seeing were actually rope marks around his wife’s wrists. After
running his fingers along the grooves for himself, David quietly turned his
attention back to his meal until his wife interrupted him with her own moment
of surprise.


“What?!” she asked him somewhat sarcastically, still
with a smile on her face. “It’s not like we had sex or anything … we
were just playing around!”


“A friend of mine at work and I were talking one day and
somehow the subject of bondage came up,” she elaborated to his chagrin,
“and I told him that I’d never really been on the receiving end because my
husband is more the submissive, so you’re always the one who gets tied up
whenever we play.”


“I told him that I’ve always been curious to know what it
felt like, and that’s when he offered for me to stop by his house this
afternoon to give it a try.”


Sara could tell that her husband was conflicted about it,
but after a few stammering attempts without actual words to reply to what she
had just said, she finally grinned as she threw him a lifeline…


“So … do you want to hear about it???”


* * * * * * * * * *


Sara smiled broadly as she watched like clockwork as her
husband’s frustration gave way to his submissive curiosity until eventually she
got up from the table and told him, “Why don’t you pour us each a glass of wine
and meet me in the living room? I just want to slip into something a little
more comfortable first…” before walking away without giving him a chance to
pick his jaw up off the floor, much less say another word…


A few minutes later she reappeared in the living room where
David had two glasses of red wine waiting, and coincidentally Sara was wearing
a sexy, red satin robe to match.


Before she sat down on the white leather couch next to her
husband, Sara mischievously tossed a black velvet bag into David’s lap as she
announced, “I decided that you should change into something else for
this story, too!”


He didn’t even need to feel its heft or hear the clanking
sound that it made as he caught it to know what was inside the bag … an
imposing, steel chastity cage that he had nearly begged his wife to
get for him several years prior. Having actually purchased it as a very special
anniversary present one year, Sara had taken quite the liking to teasing and
tormenting her hubby when he was helplessly locked inside of the cage, and it
had become painfully clear that she intended to take control of this
situation despite the marks that still remained around her delicate wrists…


Not a word was spoken as David looked up at his wife, a bit
more seductive than she had been not ten minutes prior, and then in defeat
conceded his place on the couch and handed her a glass of the wine before
taking the pouch that she had given him into the other room to make a change
himself.


The tables had without a doubt turned when David walked back
into the room wearing only the steel cage around his cock while his wife now
lounged relaxingly on the leather couch with one high heel dangling off of her
foot and the cool glass of red wine resting purposefully in her hand…


“Now … where were we???” she asked with a smile as
David sat down at the other end of the couch across from her, the sparkle in
her eyes inspiring the slightest of smirks as they enjoyed the look of the
metal cage between his legs that was securely locked by the key that she had
first tucked away inside of her bra before coming down.


“So my friend Jimmy…” Sara began once more, “apparently he’s
into rope bondage, and so when he showed me the one closet in his
apartment that’s just absolutely filled with different lengths of rope
of all types and colors, I was kind of blown away! He explained to me the
different types of rope and showed me how they all felt against the skin, and
then he told me that he wanted me to try out a body harness…”


She grinned as she paused to take a sip of wine while it was
quite clear that her husband now hung on every last word that she said.


“He told me to choose a color of rope – I picked blue,” the
girl continued, “and then he began to weave this intricate web of rope around
my body with this huge length of rope that actually felt really
cool!”


“You remember what I was wearing earlier – just a simple
sweater and a pair of jeans – and so first he had me hold up my hair while he
looped the rope around my neck, and then he ran it down between my legs and
back up to the loop behind me, and from there he sort of wrapped the rope back
and forth around me over and over again, and each time he did another wrap, it
made all of the other ropes tighter and tighter…”


David listened intently as his wife seemed to glow as
she described her bondage adventure to him, making sure not to leave out a
single detail.


“All and all I think he had about four or five loops total –
one above my breasts and another below them, one at my belly, and then one or
two more until he finally got to my crotch.”


David squirmed in his seat…


“And the whole thing felt really good!” Sara
gushed as she leaned forward, sharing her story with delight. “He had me walk
around the apartment for a little while after that and it was crazy how
all of the ropes pulled on each other and complemented each other with every
step. I really liked what they did to my boobs, and honestly the one between
my legs wasn’t too bad, either!”


“Jimmy told me that he’s sometimes tied girls like that underneath
their clothes and then taken then to the mall or something for the
afternoon, and by the time they get back home they’ve just about turned to
mush!”


“I could kind of understand that,” she then added with a
playful grin. “The crotch rope was a nice little tease, but I can only
imagine what it would’ve been like if it had just been a little bit
tighter…”


Her husband swallowed hard as it was clear that he was very
much enjoying her story, even though the steel cage that he wore prevented him
from growing a full erection. Still he listened eagerly, though, without a word
of protest, as it turned out that this was still only the beginning of his
wife’s kinky tale.


“Anyways,” she continued, “eventually Jimmy asked if I
wanted to try something a little more challenging. I asked what he had
in mind, but he wouldn’t tell me – all he would say is that he
promised to make it worth my while, and seeing as I was already having a
pretty good time, I figured why not?!”


“After untying my harness, that’s when he told me to take
off my top and jeans, and at that point I was pretty excited so I just did what
he told me to do…”


“My nipples were already hard when the first of the new
ropes brushed against my breasts,” Sara spoke with a sultry smile, “and he
complimented me on them before he said that his bondage was going to make them
look even better!”


“It was then that he asked me how flexible I was … I
told him fairly so, and he said that if it was ok, he was going to push me a
little bit because the bondage would be better the tighter it was…”


“I nodded in agreement and then he turned me around to take
my wrists and cinch them together behind my back.”


“That’s where these came from that you noticed…” she
added, gesturing back to the rope marks that circled her wrists.


“Once my wrists were snug, he then moved up to my elbows and
told me that this was where it was going to get fun because he wanted to
see if I could touch my elbows behind my back! I laughed and told him
that I’d never tried before, to which he simply told me to just relax and
let the bondage do all of the work…”


“Whew!” Sara exclaimed as she stretched her
arms and rolled her neck back.


“I can seriously still feel it in my muscles now, and
that wasn’t even the worst of it!”


“After looping several coils around my elbows, he then began
to pull the slack out of them, which put a hell of a strain on my shoulders as
the ropes brought my elbows closer and closer together. He actually stopped at
one point and asked me how I was doing, but when he hinted that I was almost
there, I told him to go ahead and just finish it until he started tying off
knots behind my back and I felt my arms pretty much welded together behind
me.”


“Of course, as I’m sure any guy is well aware,” she
added with a wink, “when a girl’s elbows are pulled back, her chest is
therefore pushed forward … and so now that my breasts were sticking
out quite prominently, Jimmy said that it was time for him to deliver on what
he promised, and so he started working on a slightly different kind of harness
that looped around my shoulders where the wrist and elbow ropes left off, and
then eventually encircled my boobs, too…”


Loosening the belt around her robe, Sara then spread the top
of the silk until it was open enough to reveal the bright purple bra that she
wore underneath, along with more rope lines – these ones more visible than
the ones around her wrists – circling her chest in a way that left her
husband desperate to see what the finished product had actually looked like in
the flesh.


Sara just smiled.


“My boobs looked … awesome … as he worked the ropes
around them above, below, and through to lift and separate them while he also
reinforced the other bindings that were holding my wrists and elbows.”


“…not that they needed any help at that point…”


“The harness eventually worked its way down my body once
again, webbing itself in this neat design around my waist and hips that felt
really cool, until again he got to my crotch, except for this time he
stopped and asked if I trusted him for what he wanted to do next.”


“Of course, in reality I had no idea what he wanted
to do next, yet for some reason I spread my legs a little and just waited as
he knelt before me with the main rope for the harness in his hands…”


At this point Sara somewhat blushed a bit as she adjusted
herself on the couch, looking up to find that her husband was surprisingly more
entranced than ever as he sat quietly listening at the opposite end of the
couch, completely naked save for his steel cage while her favorite red satin robe
surrounded her in a serene luxury as the excitement for her story grew between
the both of them.


“So he took this knot,” she spoke carefully, “and
when he ran the rope between my legs, he made certain that when the rope was
pulled tight, the knot would be located directly on top of my clit…”


“…and then the rest of the rope slid over my panties to
bisect my lips as he pulled it around my backside up the crack of my ass…”


“…only to finally tie it off directly to the ropes
around my wrists.”


She paused with the mischievous grin on her face as she
allowed the visual to sink in, herself also drifting back to the effect that
said ropes had on her hours prior.


“And he pulled it really tight…” she continued.


“And it felt … wonderful!”


“He let me walk around again to feel how the different ropes
pulled against me, and then he had me stand still so that he could tighten
up any of the ones that had too much slack in them!”


“Let me tell you, none of them had too much slack
in them,” she laughed, “although he could honestly pull the one between my legs
like it was going to cut me in half and I couldn’t care less at that
point!”


“But that wasn’t all…” she smiled as her husband seemed to
sweat bullets in front of her.


“He asked me if I wanted the full treatment, to which
I replied how much more could it be at that point?! Jimmy just laughed
and ducked into his closet once more, coming back out with a pile of straps
that he untangled into a ball-gag harness, complete with a shiny, blue rubber
ball to match the tight ropes that I now had tightly circling my body.”


“He gave me a safeword – kazoo – and then also
told me that I could snap my fingers if he wasn’t understanding the safeword
through the gag.”


“At that point I was starting to really feel that subspace
that you’ve told me about feeling,” she admitted, blushing again, “because
I honestly hardly noticed him working on the straps around my head. Instead,
one minute I could talk and move my lips and the next I had that rubber ball
pulled between my teeth and the straps circling my head made it damn near
impossible for me to spit it back out.”


“When he finished, I remember him laughing as he told me, ‘There
– now you can struggle properly like any good girl in bondage should!’”


“So for the last part of my bondage,” the wife continued
happily, “he asked if I had any idea where all of this was going, and when I
shook my head no – I think I first told him ‘Uh uh…’ through the gag – that’s
when he picked me up unexpectedly and carried me into the bedroom where
he sat me down on the edge of his king-sized bed!”


“While I looked around and saw that it was a pretty romantic
setting – lots of places for candles and these big posts that showed signs of
having many ropes wrapped around them over the years, Jimmy wasted no time
taking more rope to my legs and welding them together in a similar fashion that
he did my arms, tying wraps around my ankles, both above and below my knees,
and even tying my heels onto my feet so that I couldn’t kick them off!”


“Then he came around to the other side of the bed and helped
scoot me into the center before flipping me over onto my belly, and it
seriously wasn’t until that very moment that I finally realized that
what he had meant by all of it was that he was going to hogtie me!!!”


“I felt him loop yet another rope around the loops at my
ankles just before he lifted my legs up and began to pull them through the
ropes that held my wrists tightly together at my waist … as he began to put
more pressure on my legs as he kept pulling and pulling, I could feel
the additional pressure redistributed everywhere – my arms, my breasts,
and especially my crotch rope!”


“I think for what little my wrists pulled against that one
rope, my legs pulled back like that did so a thousand times over to
where suddenly I just felt like my pussy was on fire … but very much so
in a good sort of way!!!”


Sara beamed as the story went on…


“Then, as if that wasn’t enough,” she added with another
grin, “he ran another rope from the top of the ball-gag harness and
connected that to where my wrists and ankles met as well, pulling it
sharply until my entire body was pulled into this strict arc … I seriously
don’t think that I could move a single muscle!”


“And yet OH MY GOD, did it feel just AMAZING…”


David sat wide-eyed, more aroused within his cage than he
had ever been.


“It was like every single movement that my body could
make – from the top of my head down to my toes – was transmitted directly back
to my clit. I had no idea it would be anywhere near that intense … it
was all I could do to just balance there carefully on my belly, though
that didn’t last long and as Jimmy was quick to point out, the struggling is
really where the fun is!”


“So he stepped back and just watched me get used to
my bondage for a bit … at one point I remember him telling me out loud that it
was ok to moan because I was gagged anyways!” she laughed. “It was incredible
how tight everything was – I’ve never felt anything quite like it before,
so I can kind of appreciate it now how you enjoy playing the
submissive…” she added with a grin.


It was then that Sara reached over and picked up her phone
off of the end table nearby.


“I almost forgot – at one point he grabbed my phone and took
the liberty of snapping a few pictures of me in my bound prime … that is, if
you’re interested in seeing them…”


Passing the phone over to her husband, the woman smiled
brightly as she watched his jaw drop one more time at the sight that he saw
there on the four-inch screen – the same woman who now sat before him,
wearing the same matching bra and panties as she was now – with little else
– and her body also entwined perfectly in the tight ropes that she had
described, the images to follow providing some intriguing close-ups into her
strenuous position as well as the persistent smile on her face even then to
confirm just how much she had enjoyed the exercise in the flesh.


When he got to what appeared to be another set of images
that seemed to feature something new between his wife’s legs, that’s
when she swiped the phone back from him and returned to her storytelling with a
grin, this time opening the belt on her robe to show off for the first time all
of the rope marks that he could now clearly see across her entire body…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So after Jimmy let me struggle for a while,” Sara continued
with a naughty grin, “I saw him disappear out of the corner of my eye once more
and when he returned, he was holding something in his hands.”


“That something,” she added with a wink, “was a Hitachi
Magic Wand.”


“He asked me kind of playfully if I knew what it was, but
all I could do was nod my head vigorously despite it transmitting back to my
pussy with every inch!”


“What can I say?! I think the pictures tell it all – by
that point I was really ready for it!!!”


David watched as his wife’s smile grew bigger and bigger as
every moment passed, almost as if she was reliving the scene and enjoying it
all over again right there with him standing by…


“So he took the vibrator and manipulated a couple of the
ropes through my crotch until they made seemingly the perfect holder for
its head, and then without a single word as I felt it already pressing hard
against my clit…”


“…he turned the power on…”


Sara paused and rolled her eyes in disbelief.


“I think I probably would’ve came right there on the
spot, except that the sensations were all just so overwhelming, my
body wasn’t ready for it yet and seemed to want more stimulation than usual to
take me there!”


“Of course, the nice thing about the magic wand is that it’s
got all the power a girl could want!”


“And sometimes even some that she doesn’t want!”


“In hindsight,” she continued blissfully, “it’s a good thing
that he had me gagged because the first screech that I let out I’m sure was
pretty loud! I found myself struggling a million different ways at the same
time and none of them worked, and I think a minute or two later when I
finally accepted that, that’s when I actually broke down and came…”


“…and came, and came, and came!”


“I’ve never had a multiple that intense, but it was
almost like … it didn’t stop!” Sara gushed giddily as all her husband
could do was listen on. “My body just kept spasming, and I would fight harder
against the ropes, and none of it would matter, and the wand would just
keep buzzing, and it just drained the life out of me in the most absolutely
incredible way!!!”


Sara paused again, this time biting her lip as she bashfully
remembered just how vulnerable she had been in that very moment. After staring
off into space for a while, she eventually snapped back and picked up her phone
once again, this time smiling as she handed it over to David and told him, “I
suppose I could just let you see it for yourself…”


Swallowing big once more as he pressed the play button on
the video that was on the screen, the room was instantly filled with his wife’s
muffled moans of ecstasy as he watched her being tormented delightfully with
the vibrator there on the screen. Her body looked absolutely decadent all
encased in ropes as her friend seemed to give him a camera tour of her
bondage, zooming in to see how the ropes both highlighted her breasts and
violated her pussy while stretching her entire body painfully into an
impossible bow with her wrists nearly touching her ankles and her head not far
behind.


The video then sat for a while in a close-up on Sara’s face
to show the full range of emotions that the helpless vixen was enduring
throughout her punishment, only then to finally come back to focus on
her crotch itself where the magic was happening as he watched the
high-speed vibrator assault her sex over and over while she cried out in a
wonderful agony of pleasure.


When the video eventually came to an end - seemingly long
before its star did - Sara plucked the phone back from his grasp and toyed
with it playfully between her fingers as she picked up her narration once more…


“I honestly don’t even know how long the whole thing
lasted!” she chuckled. “Jimmy figured the vibrator ran for something like twenty
minutes, but it felt like an eternity to me at the time…”


“I was pretty much exhausted by the time he turned it
off – I swear that I could feel my pussy still vibrating while he was
slowly undoing all of the ropes to set me free! It took a while for him to
untie every last one of them, and then I pretty much just collapsed on
his bed when he was done. He got me some water and then just sat and talked to
me while I slowly drifted back to earth.”


“Hell, it’s a good thing that I did most of my errands before
stopping off to see him! Both my arms and my legs were like noodles when
I finally tried to sit up and make use of them again!”


“But it was really fun,” she told her husband with a
lesser smile. “I’m sorry that I didn’t talk to you about it first, but it was
just a spontaneous thing that sounded like it might be kind of fun…”


“…and it most definitely turned out to be that!”


With that Sara slid across the couch and onto the lap of her
husband, her robe falling behind her as she climbed on top of him and pressed
her lips lovingly into his. Feeling the steel cage rubbing against her, she
whispered into his ear, “So … does this mean that you enjoyed my
little story???”


Sensing that her husband was now very much in the same
submissive subspace that she had enjoyed just that afternoon, Sara smiled as
she reached down and took his nipples between her fingers as she continued…


“You know,” she taunted blissfully, “Jimmy said that if I
wanted to do it again, all I had to do was ask! What do you think???”


“If you agree to wear that chastity cage for me, maybe
next time you can come and watch for yourself!”
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“Cuckolding?! I can tell you anything you
want to know about cuckolding!”


Kara blushed a bit as her sister had just unceremoniously
broken the ice between them and her other close friend, Tessa, as the girls
shared drinks around a high top for happy hour at the bar nearby Tessa’s place
of business.


“I’ve been cuckolding my husband for years!” the
bubbly blonde clarified with a grin as she laughed along with her friend at the
naughty hints that Heather had shared after having been confided in by her
sister earlier that month.


“What was the description you gave me, Kara?” Heather asked
playfully of her sister in between drags on her Cosmopolitan.


“That you wanted to leave him begging and denied on the
floor while you go out and get yours???”


Kara glared at her sister’s breach of trust until Tessa cut
in once more in an attempt to mellow the situation…


“That’s so great – I love it!” she cheered the
uncomfortable, married brunette on as the noise of the bar muted their conversation
to the tables around them. 


“So here’s the $64,000 question…” Tessa then eluded with a
smile. “With all of that begging and denial going on, what are
the chances that you’ll give in and let him jerk off when you get home
from your latest sexcapades?!”


Finally breaking a smile as her sister’s friend seemed to
light up in genuine excitement as she spoke about it, Kara laughed along with
them and cattily replied, “Not too likely, I should hope!” as she
began to share in the revelry of the dirty, little secret shared with her
husband now being the topic of their girl’s night chatter.


“Ding ding ding – RIGHT ANSWER!” Tessa giggled as she
lifted her glass to toast with her friends’ drinks in delight.


“Hell, she already keeps her husband locked in chastity now!”
Heather added with a boisterous cackle. “Show her the pic that you showed me…”


“Nah, I couldn’t…” Kara shook her head, though she
was quickly interrupted as Tessa smiled broadly.


“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours!”


Before Kara even had a chance to react, the blonde had
produced her phone from her purse and pushed it in front of her just after
tapping a few buttons to reveal an image that looked strikingly familiar from
all of the research she had done online a couple of months earlier when her
husband Scott had first proposed the idea of being locked in chastity to her
himself…


Her smile growing as she stared down at the revealing photo
of a cage not unlike the one that she had picked out for Scott to wear,
although this one looked more formidable being made of steel bars instead of
the clear plastic that she could picture him wearing on the way home from his
own job at that very moment. After snickering to herself as she curiously
enlarged the image to get a better look at the heavy, steel ring that encircled
its wearer’s cock and balls to keep the entire apparatus securely in place,
Kara eventually shrugged her shoulders as she set Tessa’s phone back down in
the table in front of her before producing her own phone and passing it over to
the girl with a satisfied smile on her face in turn.


“Hey, that’s a CB-6000 – we started off on that one a
while ago, too!” Tessa gushed as she took the phone and zoomed in on her
new friend’s locked treasure herself. After admiring the girl’s choice a moment
longer, she turned back and asked pointedly, “And is your subby hubby wearing
his cock lock right now as we speak???”


The two starting to bond together, both seemed to lock eyes
in unison as Heather looked on to see them each show off their own keyholding preferences
simultaneously – Tessa lifting up her leg to reveal a small key hanging on an
anklet hidden beneath one of her ankle boots and her own sister pulling on a
chain around her neck from underneath her blouse to display the same padlock
key that Kara had confided in her before.


Both girls laughed and hugged together before taking a
generous drink from their respective glasses, with Tessa speaking up, “Now
isn’t it a wonderful thought that while us women are here enjoying
ourselves, our husbands are wherever they are completely unable to
fondle themselves, or even just get aroused as men tend to do, simply
because we haven’t given them permission to do so and the keys to their
cocks are right here around this table?!”


“See, I knew that you guys would get along!” Heather
laughed as she flagged the bartender down to order another round of drinks…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So what made you interested in thinking about cuckolding?”
Tessa continued the girls’ lively discussion after the waitress left with their
empty glasses.


“Honestly?” Kara asked only somewhat abashedly now as the
margarita she’d just finished started to take effect.


“I’m horny!” she announced bluntly to them both.


“I mean, I’ve been really enjoying keeping Scott
locked up and denied … the denial part in particular can be very fun, but
as much as I love getting eaten out like the next girl, sometimes I just
want to get good and fucked!”


“And after keeping him all locked away and the mindset that
goes along with it, I guess maybe it wouldn’t feel right to play this
whole game one week and then just unlock him the next and expect him to
perform…”


Tessa grinned suggestively as she shared a new insight from
her own relationship.


“When me and my hubby were first starting to dabble in
this stuff, and he let me know that he was interested in being cuckolded, I
made him go to the store and pick out a dildo for me.”


“We named it Ronnie after an ex-boyfriend of mine who
still made me wet…”


“And so I first began cuckolding him with the dildo …
he’d kneel at the foot of the bed while I fucked myself with it and
called out Ronnie’s name!”


“I even made him suck it off for me sometimes
afterwards – that was a bit of an eye-opener that I wasn’t necessarily
expecting!!!”


“Wow!” both Kara and Heather said together as they looked at
each other with wide, yet intrigued eyes.


“That’s…” Heather began speaking before her sister picked up
where she left off…


“…kinda hot!” Kara confirmed with an amused grin as
she glanced back down at the pictures of both of the locked men still shown on
hers and Tessa’s phones resting on the table.


“Yep!” Tessa agreed with her own Cheshire smile.


“From there it was just a matter of waiting until *I* was
ready to make the plunge … I found that when your husband is willing to strip
down and humiliate himself while you deny him pleasure, taking the
next step to actual cuckolding didn’t really take a whole lot of
additional convincing…”


The girl then rolled her eyes as if their conversation was
the most natural thing in the world before taking another sip of her fresh
drink and offering, “So seriously – if there’s anything that I can do or help
answer to make it a reality for you, Kara, I promise all you have to do
is say the word!”


Kara thought for a moment as her imagination started to
bubble in her head, eventually looking back down to unlock her phone to steal
another amusing snicker to herself at the illicit photo of her own husband
locked that had been taken earlier that week while both Heather and Tessa
seemed to wait patiently for her to finally put the thoughts brewing in her
head into words…


“So I’m guessing you would say…” her tongue led
somewhat cautiously, “…that it is worth it then???”


“Oh, fuck yes!” Tessa gasped wildly without
the slightest hint of hesitation.


“I know that it sounds twisted, but there’s so much more passion
and intimacy in our sex life since we incorporated cuckolding, along
with chastity and all of the other kinky games we play, of course!” she
elaborated with a continuing elation.


“Hands down the best thing we’ve ever done. I love it, he
loves it – what’s not to love?!”


“Really?” Kara asked earnestly as she did her best to take
in the blonde’s feedback with an open mind.


“Oh yes,” she reiterated.


“Look at it like this…” she began to describe in
greater detail as she lowered her voice and leaned into the table towards the
other two girls.


“Before – I could look forward to a nice date night out
with the hubs … get dressed up, nice dinner and a little flattery, maybe a
movie or some romance afterwards, and then we’d go home to fuck before bed…”


“But with cuckolding…” Tessa added with a
grin.


“The entire night becomes this grand production … this sexy
game of cat and mouse! Even before I leave the house, there’s this whole theater
of getting ready for my date to be savored … I’m dressing up and primping
myself for another man, he’s naked and on his knees – locked in
chastity – usually helping me by shining my shoes or putting my
lingerie on for me…”


“And of course, there’s plenty of tease and denial
through the whole thing … about how he’s too small or too incompetent
to fuck his own wife properly, and how I’m going to leave him locked up
at home while I go out to court with a more suitable man for my desires!”


“A lot of the time we’ll even throw a little bondage into
the mix – to really sell home the point of just how far beneath me he’s
become … steel chains, a blindfold and a gag, or I’ve even got this leather
bondage hood for him that laces and locks around his head real intense like
so there’s no way for it to be removed until I come home later on that night…”


“One of the hot things that I’ve really enjoyed
doing lately,” Tessa said with a bright smile, “has been to stuff a
pair of my wet panties inside his mouth to use as a gag, then I lock the
leather hood over his head so he’s left home quite literally tasting my
arousal for another man all night because when we’ve got one of our play
nights planned, I’m usually already damn horny and wet by the time I get
home and he’s waiting there submissively for me!”


“Not to mention, it’s even naughtier to walk around not
wearing any panties when you know that the goal before the end of the night
is to get fucked by somebody who’s not your married husband!!!” she
added with a laugh as Kara and Heather both listened intently.


“So these dates are not like any married dates you
know because the entire thing is simply loaded with sexuality from start
to finish, whether I’m sizing up a man’s prowess from across the bar or
if I’m checking out a prospective mate up close and personal on the
dance floor, the whole time my mind keeps flashing back to that pathetic guy
I left locked back in his cage at home with my used panties in his
mouth!”


“I really get off on the humiliation stuff,” Tessa
broke away from her tale just long enough to clarify, this time clearly
blushing a bit herself as she continued to gush on about her wild sex life as
if it were some sort of kinky sales pitch to her new friend Kara, whose husband
she’d already judged merely by the photo of his locked dick to be a perfect candidate
for the art of cuckolding…


“I mean, I’m on this new sort of high from when
I’m standing over him in my bathroom until we both collapse into bed hours
later at the end of the night … it’s like this sexual roller coaster where
I get to indulge in all of these great guys, and of course – THE SEX IS
GREAT – and then even before and after is hot because I’m lording the
entire thing over my hubby, who begs me to do it and somehow gets his
rocks off on not being allowed to get his rocks off on top of being
teased and tormented about how I’m out there fucking other men!”


“By the time we’re all said and done,” the girl
finally relented, still beaming almost proudly throughout her entire tale, “I
just feel fucking amazing because I’m so high on the whole power control
dynamic and the raw, unbridled sexuality in the air that literally the
only way I’m able to fall asleep is because I’m physically exhausted from
having been fucked so hard by these incredible men.”


“…I’m seriously getting a little wet just
thinking about it right now!” she finished with a naughty wink.


Taking some time to digest the vividly erotic picture that
had just been painted before her, it was Heather who broke the silence as she
watched her sister’s mind spiraling in an uncanny sort of way.


“LEARN FROM HER – YOU NEED TO DO THIS!!!” Heather
roared as she smiled wildly at her friend, having not known many of the erotic
details that Tessa had just shared herself but admittedly being more than just
a little bit proud of her for leading such a take-charge and carefree, and
particularly exciting sex life when far too many of her other
married friends that she knew of had long ago grown sadly cold…


“So you’re all for your sister getting into
cuckolding, Heather?!” Tessa smirked at her friend’s playful outburst.


“Hell yes, I am!” she replied emphatically.


“Look, Kara will tell you that *I* thought that the
chastity thing itself was fucking hilarious, and how great it was that she
wouldn’t let him masturbate, but he could lick her shoes and shit…” Heather
explained happily. “I like the thought of my brother-in-law
worshipping at my sister’s feet because she deserves it, and so sure, if
she can get good and laid out of the mix while they’re at it, too, then why
wouldn’t she cuckold her husband like you so eloquently just said?!”


Their laughter around the table grew as neither Kara nor
Tessa herself could argue with Heather’s martini-inspired logic until Kara was
finally able to slip a word in herself.


“So … I have some questions,” she admitted
with a humble smile.


“Actually, many questions!” she corrected as
her lips turned to a grin as her mind hopped back to her self-imposed husband
in chastity back home.


“Excellent!” Tessa replied as she clapped her hands
excitedly just as their waitress passed by to inquire about another round.


“I have an idea,” she suggested, glancing over at the girl
awaiting their response. “Why don’t we take this party over to my place, and
we can crack open a couple bottles of wine and continue this conversation
there!”


“Besides,” Tessa then added somewhat suggestively, “I have a
feeling that some of your questions may be better addressed if I’m able to show
you some props along the way…”


* * * * * * * * * *


Forty-five minutes later the two sisters were walking
through Tessa’s lavishly decorated home as their bubbly host detoured them
through the kitchen just long enough to pick up a trio of wine glasses and her
favorite red and white wines before being led upstairs to the girl’s bedroom
where she revealed an envy-inducing walk-in closet that would make kinky and
traditional girls alike jealous simply to know that such an impeccable way to
arrange one’s clothes even existed…


“Heather, I suppose you can just sit in the back and take
notes so that you’ll be ready to go to town the next time you hook yourself
a boyfriend!” Tessa joked as she stepped up to the luxurious, marble countertop
that sat in the center of the room and began filling glasses while her guests
gazed in awe as they each took a seat on the sexy, white leather benches that
sat surrounded by Tessa’s vast collection of shoes, clothes, and they could
only imagine what else was soon-to-be-revealed from within the stately drawers
that seemed to line every wall that wasn’t instead filled from floor to ceiling
in high heels.


“Right now I’m just absorbing everything that I can and
living vicariously through the two of you!” Heather replied with a
laugh as she took a seat next to her sister, waiting to each be handed their
glass of wine before the class was truly set to begin.


“Now where were we?” Tessa turned with a grin as she raised
her own glass in the direction of her guests.


“Cuckolding 101!” she laughed as the three clinked
glasses joyfully, building on the buzzes that they’d all kick-started earlier
during happy hour at the bar.


Having thought through some of the questions that Kara had
posed to her on the car ride over, Tessa began with a tutorial smile, “So let
me tell you what *I* like from a good night of cuckolding! For me, I
break it up into three distinct categories…”


1.     Humiliation


2.     Looking
Hot


3.     Getting
Fucked


“So like I said earlier, I really enjoy the humiliation
aspect of this game because right off the bat, it’s a special
kind of time that I get to spend with my hubby … and it also really
turns me on for everything else that’s to come!”


“Kara, from the sounds of a few of the comments you made
already,” Tessa continued with a genuine passion for the subject matter that
she was now able to share with a budding dominant, “you’re already dabbling a
little bit in humiliation with your hubby today.”


“CHASTITY is an awesome form of humiliation,”
she explained with a snicker, “because whether they’re rough and tough or
more mild mannered, I’ve yet to meet a guy who doesn’t succumb to being putty
in a woman’s hands once she’d managed to lock his little dick up in
chastity!”


“Oh, and a quick Chastity Humiliation Pro Tip,” Tessa
added proudly.


“It doesn’t matter how big his dick is in reality,
when his wife is locking it up in chastity, it’s a little dick!!!”


“Size is relative, and if we’re locking it up to have sex
with somebody else, you can pretty much rest assured that it’s insufficient in
one way or another for the uses that us ladies have in mind for it!”


The three all cackled with glee even louder than they had
gotten at the bar as the teacher among them proceeded to open one of the many
drawers and produced a variety of chastity devices which she laid out on the
counter top for Kara and Heather to peruse to their own amusement…


“As you can see, we’ve managed to build up quite the
collection of these little beauties over the years – don’t worry, they all
get thoroughly cleaned before being put away!” Tessa explained with a
giggle.


“I myself am a real fan of steel cages because I
think that they look and feel a little more imposing than the plastic
ones,” she continued as she handed a couple to the girls for a closer
inspection.


“Some of them are fairly simple, and some of them, well,”
she grinned.


“Some of them have extra features that lead them
to be a lot more fun!”


“This one,” she said, pointing to a hefty, steel number that
Kara was holding in her hands, “makes for a great punishment cage when
either he’s been a bit naughty or I myself am feeling a bit feisty…”


Taking a moment to learn how to open the cage, Kara’s eyes
grew wide with curiosity to see the myriad of sharp spikes that lined the
inside of the cage both along the part that encircled the shaft as well as the
cap designed to go over the penis’s head.


“Shit,” Heather exclaimed as she looked over, then curiously
herself reached down to touch the spikes with the tip of her finger.


“Yeah, so the idea of this one here I thought was just
perfect for cuckolding because as long as the dick inside of this cage is
flaccid, the spikes won’t really be much bother … but if the wearer
happens to get aroused … because he GETS OFF on the idea of his wife cuckolding
him … well then I suppose you could say that the chastity cage itself
PUNISHES HIM for having those kinds of thoughts…”


As the gears in Kara’s head began to turn and she softly
licked her lips while passing her own fingertip over the spikes and secretly
imagining the head of her husband’s dick in its place with a strange sense of
satisfaction, Tessa caught the look in her eye and put her arm around Kara’s
shoulder as she emphasized, “And so once we lock our little hubby into this
fun little punishment cage, of course it would only be expected that
we would do all sorts of nice things to challenge his arousal to make
sure those spikes have a chance to teach him the lesson that he deserves!”


“Go on…” Kara grinned with delight in response.


“Oh, and before I forget!” Tessa quickly interjected as she
turned this time to one of her several shoe closets and pulled a pair of sexy,
black leather stilettos with a distinctive decoration of metal spikes around
the toe of each shoe.


“I like to wear these when I’ve got him locked in that
– I figure they do a good job of setting the tone for what he’s got
in store if he dares to get aroused while I’m out having my fun.”


“Don’t lie!” Heather playfully jumped in as she took
the spiked cage in one hand and one of the high heels in the other. “You
like making him lick your spiked heels while at the same time he’s got
these spikes digging into his cock and balls!”


Tessa shrugged her shoulders as she grinned.


“Well, the cage doesn’t exactly have spikes for his
balls,” she countered, “but it’s always fun to gently kick him in the
balls with these shoes, and if not I can tell you that I’ve got other
toys around here that will accomplish a similar fate!”


Heather just rolled her eyes as she handed both sexy items
back to her friend while Kara stood anxious nearby to see what Tessa would pull
out to share with them next.


“So … he’s got his chastity cage on,” Tessa then continued,
“and usually that’s about it – save for whatever bondage gear that I
want him in. The Clothed Female, Naked Male dynamic can be a powerful
role enhancer, especially when he’s watching me getting dressed up to the nines
while he’s left so naked and exposed and clearly being left behind…”


“I’m pretty simple in this regard,” she added as she put the
chastity toys away and replaced them with the clinking of a variety of leather
and steel bondage restraints. “We typically just use a regular set of matching
cuffs – either leather or steel – with cuffs on all of the important
connection points…”


Looking over to her friend as she saw Kara following along
nicely and already reaching out to examine the new restraints, Tessa whispered
to Heather, “Five cuffs total – wrists, ankles, and a collar.”


Heather just smiled wide in perpetual amusement.


“Lately I’ve been using the steel ones a bit more,” she then
turned her attention back to Kara. “I guess I like how the steel restraints match
with a steel chastity cage, and plus they’ve got a little more weight to
them, so it’s got to be really difficult to forget that you’re
actually wearing these things!”


Lifting the thick, steel collar up, Kara replied genuinely,
“I can see Scott wearing something like this. We’ve played around with leather
cuffs and handcuffs a little bit, but I really like the feel of this
nice, polished steel … it seems like it would be really good at reinforcing who’s
the slave in the relationship…”


Tessa smiled back wickedly.


“And that’s not all, Kara! Not only do I have some chains
here that I can use to simply lock them all together – maybe to shorten his
steps or hold his hands behind his back – but I’ve also got this…”


The girls then watched as Tessa flipped up a small rug in
one corner of the room to reveal a steel ring bolted right into the carpet!


“So if I decide that I don’t really want him wandering
the house while I’m out having my fun,” the girl carefully explained as she
took the steel collar back from Kara and then coupled it with a large, brass
padlock before crouching down to the hidden ring in the floor. “…what I’ll do
is just tell him to get in the corner, and then I run this padlock
through the ring on his collar and the ring in the floor, and then I’m
free to go on my way without worrying about him getting into mischief
while I’m away!”


 “You can see that despite not allowing much of
any movement whatsoever – especially if I also cuff his ankles together and
his wrists behind his back – that one thing it does put him in a
great position to do is simply to kiss his mistress’s feet on her way
into the arms of another man…”


“For me, it leaves me with a great visual to keep me
charged the rest of the night – limiting my hubby’s access to nothing more
than my shoes, especially if he just watched me change into something extra
sexy that’s likely to make him swell in that spiked cage of his the rest of the
night!”


“How much did these cost???” Kara asked with a grin as the
fantasy in her head began to swirl, featuring Scott locked up only in his cage
and these heavy metal restraints while she towered over him, giving him one
last chance to worship at her feet before heading out for a night on the
prowl!


“A couple hundred bucks, I think?” Tessa shrugged, “But
you’re more than welcome to borrow them if you’d like to give ‘em a whirl!”


Kara beamed a wide smile as she twirled the heavy collar
alluringly in her hands, her head flooded with naughty thoughts as she pictured
the scene that Tessa had been describing playing out in her very own bedroom
with her husband pitifully bound at her feet, begging her not to go while
secretly his cock throbbed with excitement inside of the spiked steel that hung
depravedly between his legs…


“And of course,” her host perked up as she reached
into one of the closed cabinets and produced what appeared to be a foam head
encased in dominating black leather, “I would be remiss if I didn’t show you
the slave hood that all but seals my boy’s fate when I want to go
out to play and I’m really feeling naughty!”


Both Kara and her sister’s brows rose with curiosity as
Tessa set the display on the center of the countertop for them to examine, the
thick, black, leather appearing to have been handcrafted to perfectly form fit
around the wearer’s face without an inch of give whatsoever, leaving only a
pair of breathing holes underneath the nostrils as the intimidating mask
otherwise ruled out any sight, speech, or even sound after being laced tightly
around its victim by the dominant woman looking to settle a sadistic score.


“Now picture this, Kara…” she spoke as she then took
the bondage hood and held it closer for her to examine and even smell as she
began to weave another of her arousing tales…


“You’ve got a hot date tonight that you’ve been
looking forward to all week. He’s built and he knows how to treat a lady, and
just the thought of being taken by him in bed makes you wet as you
fantasize about all of the things he’s going to do to you when the two of you
are finally alone later on tonight.”


“But first, before you can go out on your date … you
have to deal with your husband…”


“That little pervert gets off on the idea of your
pussy being ravished in a way that he was never able, so first you lock
him up in this spiked chastity cage so that every time he thinks illicit
thoughts about your sex life, it claws into his tiny dick to remind
him exactly why you’re going out on this date tonight in the first place.”


“Then come the chains – heavy and steel and
absolute, so that there’s no question he’s the inferior man in your
life … a mere slave hubby who deserves to stay home and polish his wife’s
shoes while she’s out being fucked by a better man…”


“But wait!” Tessa said with a grin as she
handed the hooded figure over to Kara.


“Before you leave the house to meet up with your lover, you’ve
got a special surprise for your dear hubby … something that you’ve been
working on all. day. long.”


Grinning wildly as she walked over to her hamper and
produced the bright purple thong that she’d worn the day before, she continued
with a wink, “It’s one thing for a man to intimately know the taste
of his wife’s sex, but to savor those titillating flavors on his tongue
… knowing all too well that it was her arousal for this other man that
created the pungent aromas that will tease and torture his taste buds until she
finally returns home late into the night…”


Wadding her dirty panties up into a ball and holding them in
front of the leather hood where its wearer’s mouth would be trapped underneath,
Tessa smiled as she posed the question to her new student…


“Panty gag goes in his mouth, leather hood goes around
his head, and then the steel collar locks it all in place … now,
looking at that face who’s just let you do all of these humiliating
things to it, is there any reason why you shouldn’t go out and get
fucked like you’ve been fantasizing about all of the way up to this
point?!”


Kara was speechless as she felt her breathing quicken while
she stared back at the faceless head in her hands, running her fingers over the
thick, supple, yet intimidating leather as she imagined Scott’s face now within
its hold.


“Before we leave,” Tessa continued as she took the
figure back from her friend and then walked over to the hidden ring in the
floor that she had revealed earlier, “we finish locking him up so that he
has nowhere to go but to wallow in his submission as a cuckold husband while
his wife is out for her night on the prowl…”


“His collar is padlocked down to the floor.”


“His wrists and ankles are cuffed together.”


“And the keys to all of his bondage are deposited in the
bottom of your purse just like your lipstick or those condoms you picked up to
use with your lover!”


“Dressed up in leather and chains like a little
gimp, bound at your feet while you prepare for a night out with your lover,”
Tessa mused almost poetically as she seemed to hang on her every word.


“If our hubbies beg us to make them slaves, then
why not indulge them and let us have a bit of fun along the
way?!” she asked suggestively as she looked up at Kara while she
symbolically held the leather-clad head near the ring in the floor.


“Now ... he’s all locked up tight and you’re horny
beyond belief – all that’s left to do is get you looking hot for
this sexy date of yours tonight…” Tessa added with a wink as she smiled
back at Kara whose mind was sufficiently overwhelmed in a naughtily seductive
sort of way…


* * * * * * * * * *


“You two are crazy!!!” Heather laughed out loud as
she watched her sister seeming to share with great delight in this kinky
fantasy that her friend had laid out there before them both, though it was
clear that she was anything but turned off by what was unfolding in front of
her nonetheless.


Tessa chuckled in response.


“So I suppose you wouldn’t enjoy the sight of
seeing your brother-in-law chained to the floor with his little dicky locked
in a cage with your sister towering over him before taking her out for the
night of debauchery that she so rightly deserves!”


“I didn’t say that…” Heather was quick to
reply with a grin as she finally got up from her seat and came over to inspect
the exotic, leather bondage mask with her own hands.


“In fact, once she’s got him chained down to the
floor, I might just help give him a nice kick in the balls for her before
we go out to the club!” she added with a smirk as she awed in the
unyielding restraint of the hood in her hands.


“Careful now,” Kara interjected as she turned her attention
back to the shiny bondage cuffs on the countertop before taking the collar up
again and this time arranging it around the neck of the dummy in her sister’s
hands to better visualize the steel restraint locked into place.


“He just might like that!”


“Well then I’ll give him two kicks,” Heather
shot back with a snicker, her own mind inevitably flashing to the spiked
chastity device that Tessa had shown them earlier and picturing the torturous
spikes being driven into her brother-in-law’s balls while he knelt submissively
on the floor in front of her.


“Speaking of kicks…” Tessa then reported as she turned to
the floor to ceiling rack of shelves in the corner that housed her
envy-inducing shoe collection, her eyes quickly scanning for a very specific
pair of high heels before the girl spun triumphantly and placed them on the
counter with a proud grin.


“These are fun!” she giggled as she revealed
the pair of black leather stilettos that had just seemed to scream BDSM through
the silver studs that adorned the toe of each pump, making them easily one of
the more intimidating choices of footwear that any of the girls had ever seen.


“Ooooh…” Kara immediately chimed with a grin as she
reached for one of the heels to admire its spikes, running her fingers over
their sharp points as she turned to her sister and suggested, “Now these are
a pair of heels worth kicking somebody in the balls with!”


All three of the girls cackled together as Tessa explained,
“I love them because they really drive home that mistress vibe that a
girl is looking for when she’s got her hubby bound in chains at her feet! And
yes, I can certainly vouch that they add a little extra umph when the
boy needs some prodding between the legs, if you know what I mean…”


“I think that every piece of clothing that a cuckoldress
wears,” she then continued to muse, “should be worn with one of two purposes –
either to excite/deny/frustrate/humiliate her hubby or to make her
feel sexy/adventurous/hot and ready to fuck … or preferably both, if
the shoe fits, so to speak!”


Kara grinned as she took another look at the sexy spiked
heels in front of her.


“And would you look at that – you and I just happened
to wear the same size!” she laughed as she pictured the scandalous
heels on her own feet while her husband groveled in leather and steel beneath
them.


“Well then you have to try them on!” Tessa pushed
with her bubbly smile, “But first let’s pick out a few more surprises for your
new cuckolding attire. Tell me – what turns your husband on?”


“Why would it matter what turns him on???” Kara asked
back of her teacher with a confused look.


Tessa’s devilish grin grew as she replied, “So that we
can use it against him, my dear!”


“The funny thing about fetishes,” she explained cheerfully,
“is that they can be used to drive somebody wild in more ways than one!
Sure, my hubby has a thing for sexy high heels and boots, and he
absolutely loves to sit at my feet and kiss and worship them … but do
you know what’s even better still?”


“Wearing his favorite heels when I’m heading out to
get fucked by another man!”


“It all depends on the type of mood that I’m in,” Tessa
continued to muse poetically, “sometimes I’ll involve him and allow him to dress
me in every step of the way as we prepare for his inevitable cuckolding, but
sometimes it can be just as fun to leave him hanging and make him watch
from his place in the corner as I pull on my shortest skirt and
lace up my sexiest heels with the intent of leaving him behind
with his tongue on the floor while I search for a suitor who’s more
prominently endowed to handle my needs as a woman…”


“You know what?” their host then posed with a gleam in her
eye. “I think that we may be the same size in more ways than one, so why
don’t you slip out of those boring clothes and we can have ourselves a
little fashion show here to give you an idea of what I mean!”


“Heather? Maybe you can help me … if you were to
send your sister out into the night dressed to fuck, what would you like
to see her in???”


After stripping nonchalantly out of her blouse and dress
pants before turning her attention back to the spiked heels on the counter and
letting the two girls roam about Tessa’s closet in search of the perfect late
night attire to supplement her naughty fantasies, Kara couldn’t help but
smile broadly as she saw the cuckolding fantasy that she and her husband
had talked dirty about now all but coming to life right before her very eyes,
and yet rather than before where she found herself intrigued but hesitant about
the prospect of having sex outside of her marriage, the flavors that Tessa had
added to the mix between tying her man up and taunting him
relentlessly before setting out on her conquest had introduced to her a
whole new level of arousal than she ever would’ve expected.


Standing there in the saucy, black and purple lingerie that
she had worn to work that day with the intent of preparing for sexy times with
her hubby that evening, instead Kara could picture Scott in the corner on his
knees – stripped down to only his chastity cage – with that steel collar
around his neck to which she held the only key…


He had confessed to her about being aroused at the
thought of her in the arms of another man … a better man … and now here
she found herself in the audience of a woman who lived that very life and
just listening to Tessa talk about cuckolding her hubby made Kara wetter
than ever.


With her eyes fixated on the sinfully-studded shoes in front
of her, Kara amused herself as she listened to Heather and Tessa giggling on
about their search by composing just a brief text message to her husband whom
she knew should be home by now…


“Hey honey … it’s too bad that you’re still all locked
up tonight because I’m ridiculously horny right now! You wouldn’t
believe where I am right now…”


Kara’s heartbeat raced when she saw his reply shooting up
almost immediately in return.


“You could always unlock me and we could have some fun.
Where are you???”


Kara rolled her eyes as she responded…


“Nah – I think we’ll keep you right where you belong. I
made a new friend tonight and it turns out we have some shared interests. I’m
over at her place right now with Heather and she’s teaching us all about cuckolding.”


Before he even had a chance to process his wife’s comment,
she typed with a sly grin, “Maybe you were right – this does sound
like it could be fun!!!”


Kara then set her phone down next to the coveted high heels
as the other girls turned to get her attention while Heather held out a series
of hangers for her to try…


“So the skirt is mandatory,” Heather expressed firmly
as her sister first took the hanger bearing the short, leather miniskirt and
held it up in front of her waist. “Your ass looks great in a skirt, so
we might as well show it off … and we both know how much Scott is obsessed
with leather, so I can already imagine the drool coming out of his mouth as
he watches your ass walking out the door in this skirt!”


“My hubby is a fan of leather, too,” Tessa smiled as they
watched Kara sliding the short skirt up her legs. “And so I call this
particular skirt my boyfriend skirt because his hands have never
touched it!”


All of the girls nodded in agreement as Kara closed the
zipper behind her and turned to the mirror to see how the sexy leather already
fell several inches above her knees … even more so when she bent over. Then
taking a seat temporarily to fit the studded heels to her feet, she rose again
to admire her ass even more suggestively than before, soon thereafter coming to
acknowledge that the two had made an excellent choice thus far…


“I like it, I like it!” Kara applauded with a
satisfied grin. “What else have you got for me?!”


“Now this,” her sister continued as she produced the
next hanger in their collection, “I know is a little more risqué than
you’re used to, but I think it would go really well with the skirt and Tessa
says that it’s another great one for showing off the goods, as she so
eloquently put it!”


The garment in question was indeed out of Kara’s comfort
zone – a fishnet-like, mesh top that left very little to the imagination and
would also put her choice of lingerie prominently on display…


“I suppose it’s a good thing that I wore a cute bra
today, huh?!” she smirked as she pulled the top off of its hanger and gave
it a closer look before pulling it over her head to confirm that it indeed
barely covered much of her at all … yet she couldn’t deny and her friends
quickly agreed that it certainly worked with her leather skirt and the general
vibe that she was trying to put off.


“Now just to help ease your transition here, and also
because I love this jacket – try adding this overtop…” Tessa then cut in
as she handed Kara the final hanger, this one bearing a sexy, high-cut
bolero-style leather jacket that came to cover her arms and chest and that
was about it.


Sliding the leather up over her shoulders seemed to give her
a new air of confidence that Heather could read on her sister’s face in an
instant as Kara stood tall and checked herself out in the mirror once more,
this time decked out in leather and showing a surprising amount of skin that
did a fine job of presenting her new image of naughty rather than merely
slutty … though at that moment in time, she honestly would’ve been ok
with either one…


“Well well well, are we good or are we good?!” Heather
boasted as all three of the girls grinned wildly at the sexy, new look that
Kara had become right before their eyes.


Taking a few more turns in the mirror as her mind began to
wander into the taboo role, Kara couldn’t help herself as she commented, “This
would work just fine…” secretly imagining not only her husband’s jaw
dropping to see her in such an outfit, but even the image of her at the club without
him as other men fought over who got the opportunity to put their hands on
her while he sat in chains back at home.


“You know,” her sister then interrupted with a sinister
laugh, “I’ve got half a mind to borrow something from Tessa for myself and take
you out for a little booty call myself!”


Kara began to turn a subtle shade of red as she watched
Heather and Tessa begin exchanging knowing looks while she continued to look at
herself in the mirror, her head racing with the ramifications of everything
that the girls had flirted about that night…


“You look HOT and you know it!” Heather pressured her
with a loving smile as she continued to read the promising looks on her
sister’s face and egged her on a bit more.


“All that’s missing from this night is that sissy groveling
at your feet and a real man grinding against that ass out on the dance
floor!”


“You don’t have to do anything that you’re not ready to
do, but at least let us stretch this fun out a little longer and let Tessa and
I take you out tonight.”


“…also, I’d kind of like to see you kick Scott in his
blue balls with those shoes – I’m just sayin’!”


Kara stood towering on the spiked heels that had intrigued
her not long ago, her mind reeling at the thought of if nothing else taking
another step in the direction of the erotic fantasies that she once had
only shared with her husband behind closed doors. Yet as she began to toy with
the chastity key that still hung around her neck while her eyes continued to
wander back to that dominating figure standing opposite of her in the mirror,
something hinted at her that in the shoes she wore now, she was more than
ready to take that next step…


“So…” she finally turned and asked her insistent
friends, “…where was it that you had in mind???”


Both Tessa and Heather lit up with excitement as they turned
to each other beyond giddy.


“I can’t believe I’m actually doing this…” Kara
murmured to herself as she watched them laughing while she turned her own
attention back to the heavy steel cuffs that still remained in the center of
the countertop, seeming to draw her in like a magnet as she then glanced down
to see the reply that Scott had left her in text message an hour earlier…


“It’s all about your pleasure, my dear. As long as I’m
locked in chastity, you deserve a real man to satisfy your needs.”


Biting her lip with a hint of nervous excitement as she
tapped Tessa on the shoulder and showed her his latest text, her new mentor
simply smiled approvingly before taking the phone from Kara’s hands and quickly
replying with an astute message of her own…


“If you really mean that, get your ass over to
16248 Sycamore Ln. and give my shoes a good polishing before I go out for the
night!”


* * * * * * * * * *


Hours later deep into the dead of night, Scott was suddenly
awoken from his uncomfortable slumber by the sound of the three girls stumbling
through the house after finally returning from their evening at the club, with
his entire body now exceedingly sore from the way that his arms had been cuffed
behind his back before Kara had chained the steel collar around his neck to the
floor leaving him almost no wiggle room whatsoever as he knelt within inches of
the closet floor…


“Look at that – he’s still here!” Heather laughed as the
girls filed into Tessa’s closet once again one by one, only the shoes on their
feet visible from the man’s perspective as he waited to eventually see the
spiked heels that he knew belonged to his own wife, her devious fate having
taunted him all night as the image of Kara’s evocative body that he would’ve
begged to touch dominated his head with every ache.


“Of course he’s here…” he finally heard Kara chime
in. “He’s right where I left him – just like a good chastity slave. Or
should I say, chastity cuckold???”


His eyes grew wide, but he dared not protest even if he
didn’t have the jet black duct tape covering his lips as he watched out of the
corner of his eyes as his wife’s heels slowly approached his submissive
position.


“It turns out that you’re not the only one who likes
leather,” Kara mused with a grin on her face as she stared down at her pitiful
hubby with barely an ounce of sympathy for his self-induced position. “Because
not only did the boys … I mean MEN … seem to like having something
fun to grope, but I’ve got to admit … I think that *I* kind of liked
the attention, too!”


“Of course,” she then lowered her voice as she knelt
down and ran her fingers through her husband’s hair before grabbing a sizable
section and pulling his head tight against his collar, “the fact that my
husband didn’t get to enjoy it first somehow made this tight, little
skirt that they had their hands on all night long all the sweeter!”


“Don’t worry, honey,” she added evilly, “you’ll get your
chance soon enough when you take it to get dry cleaned next week before I give
it back to Tessa!”


“Feel free to shop around to find me one of my
own while you’re at it, too … you certainly aren’t going to get a chance to
feel me up LIKE THEY DID as long as I’m having this much fun…” 


It was then as Scott strained weakly against his wife’s
grasp that he heard the voice of his sister-in-law perk up from across the
room…


“Oooh! Oooh! Can I show him the picture now?!” Heather
asked excitedly as she danced over in his direction, still only her nude patent
leather pumps visible as he knelt naked and truly helpless on the floor in
front of them all.


“I don’t see why not,” Kara purred as she eased her grip on
his head just enough to give him some release before her sister swooped in
beside her, giggling wildly as Kara added, “A husband has every right to
know what his wife has been up to while he’s left home all alone, don’t
you think???”


Kara then let go of Scott’s hair and instead patted him
gingerly on the ass as she comforted him, “Now don’t worry, honey – I suppose
that we can’t say that you’re officially a cuckold just yet … but
that’s not to say that I didn’t have any fun tonight while you were back
here all locked up and pathetic like this…”


“I was actually rather proud of my new student,”
Tessa’s voice then spoke from behind the other two girls with an air of
authority. “Your wife seemed to take to the boys at the club quite
well, and I don’t think she’s going to have any trouble at all the
next time that we all go out together.”


Heather smiled defiantly to herself as she then held up her
phone to the husband’s face, reporting, “This man with his cock in your
wife’s mouth – his name is Keith, and if you can’t tell from the photo …
he had a very good time getting to know Kara this evening while you were
locked up in that silly, little chastity belt of yours…”


“Keith wasn’t the only guy who felt up my sister this
evening,” she continued with a surreal sense of sisterly pride, “but I suppose
you could say that he left a lasting impression because before we could
leave, she just had to whisk him away to a dark corner to give him a
proper apology for not going home with him altogether tonight!”


“Maybe if you’re really good, I’ll send you a copy
later so that you can stare at it while you’re jerking off … oh wait, that’s
right! I forgot – YOU CAN’T JERK OFF – silly me…”


All three of the girls laughed, with Kara particularly
impressed by just how much her sister was getting into her husband’s
humiliation after all, making a mental note that Heather would definitely be
playing a role in their future naughty games … though she had a feeling that
it wouldn’t be too difficult persuading her to participate!


“But honey,” Kara finally comforted her husband as she stood
up, looking down upon him once more and feeling more dominant than ever, “I
don’t want you to go to sleep thinking that my new friend had all of the fun
this evening…”


Though Scott made his best attempt to crane his neck upward
to see it, his wife then ceremoniously reached up under her skirt and dropped
her panties down around her ankles, slowly stepping out of them one foot at a
time before crouching down next to her husband once again, this time reaching
forward to peel the duct tape gag off of his mouth before dangling the thong in
front of his face that he very soon could tell had been thoroughly soiled.


“That smell,” she spoke softly with a smile, “is years
of pent up arousal that your wife savored tonight as she was fawned over by
better men … men who don’t need to be locked up in chastity because
they’re unable to satisfy their partners properly.”


“I want you to know that although Heather didn’t
capture it on film, after I sucked him off Keith fingered me this
evening and his nice, thick fingers brought me to the most wonderful
orgasm right there in one of the corner booths in the club.”


“I couldn’t help but imagine his cock in place of his
fingers as he flexed in and out of me like my pussy was his … it was
all I could do to resist straddling him and taking him inside of me right
there with everyone else to see…”


“So I brought you this present,” Kara purred as she held the
black, lace panties an inch from his lips.


“I want you to taste what it’s like for your
wife to be pleasured by another man because next time …
if you play your cards right … let’s just say there’s a good chance that you’ll
be cleaning up after my lover, and if it ends up being Keith, well, I
expect that you’re going to have a lot for that filthy, little tongue of
yours to clean up!!!”


“Now open wide.”


The girls then watched as Kara took her soiled panties and
stuffed them inside of her husband’s mouth before replacing the tape gag to
seal them in place as if the kinky gesture was secondhand to her at that point.
After Heather seized the opportunity to snap another photo – this time of her
brother-in-law gagged with the result of his wife’s first evening as a budding
cuckoldress, they all backed away and giggled as Tessa reluctantly slid the
keys to Scott’s restraints across the countertop in the center of the room.


As Kara jingled the prized keys in her hands, Tessa told her
with a playful wink, “You know, if you want to just return everything to
me next week once he’s had a chance to clean the skirt, you’re more than
welcome to borrow the entire set of cuffs … to make sure that’s really the
set you want to buy before you order them, of course!”


“Tonight was amazing,” Kara told first Tessa, and
then also her sister as she gave them both a hug before reaching down to unlock
only the chain leading from her husband’s collar down to the steel ring
embedded in the floor.


“We have to do this again some time … soon!” she
gushed as she held the chain like a leash while her husband stood obediently
waiting with his ankles chained together and his wrists still cuffed behind his
back.


“Are you just gonna lead him out to the car like
that?!” Heather laughed in surprise, eager to snap a few more pictures
at his expense, this time allowing her sister the opportunity to pose with her
submissive, standing tall beside him in the same sexy outfit that had led to so
much naughty fun that evening.


“It’s two thirty in the morning – who’s gonna see him?!” Kara
replied with a grin as she then paraded her bound hubby back through Tessa’s
house before saying one last goodbye to her cohorts and then leading him out to
the car where he was relieved to be laid down in the back seat … still very
much nude, save for the steel restraints, his chastity cage, and of course, his
wife’s moist panties taped inside of his mouth to serve as a constant
reminder of the naughty deeds that in fact he had fantasized about for
quite some time…


As she finally pulled out of the driveway and pressed down
on the gas pedal towards home with the spiked stiletto that had first tipped
her over the edge, Kara glanced in the rearview mirror to check out her husband
– bound and helpless in the backseat – and already she couldn’t help but
start to fantasize about just how her next night out on the town was going to
come together … from the shoes to the lingerie to the spiked cage locked
painfully around her hubby’s dick.
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at Home: Something Different


















“Do you
ever think about being with another guy?” Nick asked his wife randomly as the
two laid next to each other in bed.


“Of course not!” Erika retorted quickly. “I love you!!!”


Nick snickered and shook his head.


“No, no – not like that…” he tried to explain. “I mean just
sex … have you ever fantasized about having sex with somebody else…”


“I don’t see what the difference is,” his wife countered
curtly. “You know that I would never cheat on you.”


“Why … have you ever thought about having sex with
another person???”


Nick lay there quietly for a moment while he chose his next
words carefully.


“Sort of…” he admittedly, being quick to add, “…I’ve thought
about you having sex with somebody else.”


“…because it’s kind of a turn-on of mine…”


Erika’s eyes grew wide as she turned to confront her husband
face to face, though she soon dialed back her hurt and anger when she saw the
earnest and innocent look on Nick’s face as he stared back at her from his own
pillow.


“It’s just a fantasy,” he told her as he looked his loving
wife in the eyes, “but I don’t know … I guess the thought of you being
passionate like that with another guy is just really hot to me.”


The room grew intensely quiet until Erika finally prodded
the discussion forward with a single, curious word…


“Why?”


“I don’t know,” Nick repeated meekly, however at that point
his wife’s interest had been piqued.


“No, no – you brought this up,” she challenged him,
“so now out with it – what is it about me with another guy that turns you
on???”


Nick stewed a few moments longer, staring a hole in the
ceiling while his wife watched his thoughts process and him build up the nerve
until he finally admitted, “It’s a dominance thing.”


“You know how I’m into dominant women with the
leather and the cuffs and the spanking…”


Erika smiled softly.


“Yes, and I do believe we’ve had a bit of fun with that
over the years.”


“Well I guess that I just see cuckolding to be another
extension of that control,” Nick admitted to his wife with a deep breath. “In a
way, it’s kind of like the ultimate control … for a married woman to be
so dominant over her husband that she can fuck whoever she wants and he can’t
do anything about it…”


“But isn’t that cheating???” Erika pondered out loud.


“Only in the same way that spanking and nipple clamps are abuse,”
he suggested as he began to grow more confortable with the exchange that he and
his wife were sharing. “If it’s consensual, and especially if it’s just a
fantasy…”


“I don’t want to have sex with anybody else,” the woman
declared unconditionally. “I married you.”


“And I understand that,” Nick continued his explanation
calmly, “but what if you did … hypothetically???”


“I don’t actually want to go into outer space because
I’m deathly afraid of getting sucked into the vast emptiness of space, but I
still dream about what it might be like to experience weightlessness from time
to time.”


Erika giggled.


“Fair enough! So tell me more,” she spoke as she snuggled
into her pillow, looking back at her husband with an unexpected curiosity for
his newly exposed fetish. “Is this a fantasy that you have often? How exactly
does the story go???”


Nick took another deep breath as he stared back at his
wife’s beautiful brown eyes…


“I suppose you could say that it’s a fantasy that I have
more often than not,” he first admitted. “I don’t really know why, but it’s
just the first thing that my mind jumps to lately…”


He paused once more.


“But you’re usually getting ready for a date, and I’m on my
knees in the bedroom.”


“I’m not wearing anything – except for maybe a collar, and a
chastity device…”


“…and you’re wearing something really sexy…”


“Like what?” his wife asked with intrigue.


“Some sexy lingerie – a pair of stockings with a garter
belt, and a skimpy pair of panties and a revealing bra … with a tight leather
skirt and a satin top that shows lots of cleavage … and a pair of strappy
stilettos on your feet.”


Erika smiled softly.


“…go on…”


“And so I kneel there nearby and watch you putting on your
makeup - getting ready for your lover – just wishing that I could touch
you and be with you instead, but it’s a game of tease and denial so you just
grin as you glance down and watch me squirm at your feet.”


“…you look so beautiful as you clip the sparkling earrings
to your ears and paint your lips a decadent red, and the sadistic look in your
eyes is so piercing because it’s clear that you know exactly the
effect that you’re having on me just towering nearby.”


“Sometimes you tell me that I’m only allowed to look at your
feet, while others you invite me to ‘take a good look’ to see just exactly
what it is that I’ll be missing.”


Erika glanced down discretely and noticed the sheet between
her husband’s legs poking out prominently, but said nothing as she continued to
listen to his story…


“When you’re done getting ready, sometimes we play a little
to help get you in the mood before you leave … you’ll spank me, or have me
worship the bottoms of your shoes, or tease me…”


“What do I tease you about?”


Nick gulped.


“About being too small … about being inadequate…”


Erika interjected, “But you’re not, baby!”


“In this fantasy I am, though,” Nick corrected her, despite
the puzzled look on her face. “It’s part of the dominance that you have over
me, and it’s why in the fantasy sometimes you have me locked up in a cock
cage.”


Erika’s mind flashed to the plastic cage that they had
bought two years prior, astounded as its use instantly took on new meaning
where before it had only been used for straight up denial…


“And then you go off on your date … dinner, dancing,
maybe something fancy that we never do … and eventually you fuck, and once
you’re done, you come back home and tell me all about it…”


“And do I let you cum while I’m telling you about getting
fucked???”


“Not usually,” Nick admitted. “I’m usually still locked up
in chastity, and you find it funny…”


“Sometimes I’ll suck on your heels, or eat you out while you
tell me.”


“After another guy has had me?!” Erika asked
in shock.


Nick simply nodded as he looked down.


“That sounds pretty embarrassing,” she told him with a
raised eyebrow.


Her husband took another deep breath before looking back up
at the curious smile that had been growing on her face.


“It is,” he said. “It’s very humiliating, but it also
makes me feel incredibly submissive … beneath you … to imagine you
taking such pleasure from another and then being so flagrant about it.”


Erika thought for a moment as she stared back at her husband
who she could tell was waiting with bated breath.


“I mean, I can see the dominance appeal,” the woman admitted
first. “Like you said, it’s like tease and denial, but taken a step
further than that.”


“I guess I just never thought about using sex itself like
that because I don’t think like that … but I can definitely see where it’s a naughty
little fantasy…”


Nick began to squirm, which Erika picked up on and pushed further.


“I noticed you talked a lot about getting ready and what I
was wearing, but not about the actual sex … why do you think that is?”


“I don’t know…” Nick stuttered. “I think it makes you seem
more dedicated – that this is a guy worth getting dressed up for, and
also flaunting it all in front of me…”


“But you don’t get to touch, right?” Erika
questioned.


“No. Your lingerie, your clothes … your body … the
whole process is getting you ready for him.”


“That would be really hard – watching your wife get
dressed up in lingerie for another man…” Erika smiled leadingly.


“And sometimes it’s lingerie that you’ve asked me to buy
for you, or maybe something special that he’s purchased for you that I
couldn’t…”


“Like what?” Erika asked.


“Like some fancy, French lingerie from his travels overseas
or maybe a pair of really expensive leather boots…”


“You’ve really put a lot of thought into this fantasy,
haven’t you?” Erika said with a wink, smiling as her husband blushed once more.


“But you’re probably right – I suppose that I wouldn’t
let you touch them if my boyfriend went through the trouble of buying me a
sexy pair of designer leather boots…”


“…and I’m sure that would just drive you wild to
see me dancing around, knowing that you can’t even worship them…”


“Maybe just the bottoms?” Nick croaked submissively.


“Maybe…” Erika smirked. “That’s where all of the dirt
and grime would accumulate when I wear them out … but then again, I suppose
that would be fitting…”


Nick felt himself hard as a rock underneath the sheets as his
wife began to entertain his fantasy like he never would’ve believed.


“And what about these dates that I go on?” she
pursued. “What do I do on those? Are they … romantic???”


“Maybe,” Nick said in between breaths. “He might take you to
an expensive restaurant with a view or to a nightclub for dancing…”


“It sounds like money isn’t a problem for him,” Erika
suggested.


“Not really. He definitely enjoys treating you to the finer
things in life…”


“A girl could enjoy that.”


“Does he know that I’m a married woman?”


“Yes,” Nick admitted as he wiped the sweat from his brow.
“He rather enjoys it just as much as you do…”


 “Interesting…” Erika commented with a small
grin.


“So then he takes me out, and he wines me and dines me,” she
continued. “Do we kiss?”


“Oh yes,” Nick picked up where his wife had left off. “He
sweeps you off your feet, and the two of you share a bottle of wine and some
flirtation, and he invites you to dance just to give him an excuse to hold you
close…”


“I’m sure that his hands just feel wonderful around
my body…” Erika purred as she pictured the scene in her head for the first
time. “Does he like what I wore for him?”


“Very much,” Nick smiled as his heart seemed to beat clear
out of his chest. “His hands spend a good deal of time on your ass and it makes
you smile to think of how your own husband was drooling over how you looked
before you left the house that night…”


“Mmmmmm…” the woman purred again.


“He begins to hold you closer and closer as each song
progresses until your lips are only inches apart, and then the two of you share
a kiss that you both know is naughty, but somehow the twinge just seems
to make it sparkle all the more.”


“You feel yourself getting a little wet between your legs,
and you giggle to yourself at the thought of your husband desperately licking
your shoes back at home…”


“…and he can tell that you’re excited, but he happens to
enjoy the slow tease, too, and so he continues to romance and let it build
until you’re just aching for him to fill a need that you haven’t felt in years…”


Nick took a quick breath as his voice quieted…


“And so he takes you back to his penthouse, and he pours you
another glass of wine … and by the time you’ve taken your first sip, he’s got
you on your back in his plush, four-poster bed with your legs up in the air as
he slides your panties down effortlessly, taking your ankles in his hands while
you still wear your shoes – thrusting into you again and again as you find
yourself overcome with pleasure and the passion and the intensity that
cuckolding your husband has created for you…”


“The two of you fuck for hours in every way
imaginable, with your lover showing you a stamina that’s nothing short of
incredible. Sometimes he even ties your wrists to the bed and you moan
out for more until your body is absolutely spent in every possible way…”


“…and it’s only then that he gives you one last savory kiss
and he sends you home to your husband…”


“…who proceeds to lick the bottoms of my high heels while
I share with him every juicy detail…” Erika finished with a surprising
smile on her face.


“Yeah,” Nick trailed off, mesmerized by the words from his
wife’s two lips.


“And you still don’t get to cum…?” she then asked
with a sly grin.


“Not likely – it’s far too sweet of a view for a dominant
woman to enjoy to spoil with her sub’s undesired orgasm…”


“I’ll bet you you’d just be aching by that point – seeing
my clothes all worn and my hair messed up, and the cuff marks on my wrists, and
my pussy all used and abused.”


“I would,” Nick admitted quietly, “but the control would make
it all worthwhile.”


“Indeed. I imagine you’d do anything for me at
that point…”


“Of course, mistress…” Nick stuttered before he knew what he
was saying.


“That was a beautiful fantasy, honey,” Erika whispered to
her husband as she leaned forward and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “It’s
certainly given me a lot to think about…”


Before her husband could say another word, the woman reached
her finger to his lips and told him, “Not tonight, though.”


“I think I need to absorb your story a little – should make
for some interesting dreams!”


* * * * * * * * * *


The following morning Nick and Erika went about their day
with no mention of the fantasy that he had shared the night before, though it
was no doubt at the forefront of both of their minds. It wasn’t until later
that afternoon when they had both taken a break from their respective cleaning
and found themselves together on the couch that they saw fit to address the
topic…


“So about last night…” the woman began slowly.


“Look, I’m sorry if it was a bit…” Nick said with a
wince before being cut off.


“No, no!” Erika was quick to counter her timid husband. “I
actually thought that it was kind of hot and I’ve never thought about
that sort of thing before! It’s just…”


“…I have no idea where to go from here.”


“Ok…?” Nick said confusedly.


“What I mean is,” she continued as she turned to face her
hubby, “I don’t feel like I’m as creative as you are! Your story last night
definitely left me going to sleep a little hot and bothered, but I’m worried
that I don’t think I’m spontaneous enough to talk like that…”


Nick bit his lip and thought for a moment, then turned back
to his wife and asked her bluntly, “What was the best sex that you ever
had?”


Erika laughed, then paused when she looked at her husband’s
face and confirmed that he was actually serious in the question that he
had just posed.


“Well, I…” she hesitated while Nick just smirked.


“Remember the fantasy that I shared with you last night –
you’re not going to make me feel bad if it wasn’t me!”


His wife chuckled along with him, then grew quiet as she
pondered some more in her head before finally blurting out, “So there was
this guy in college…”


“We never really dated, per se, but I guess you could
say that we were pretty consistent fuck buddies. We got together a
lot my junior year! He even managed to break me up with a boyfriend my
senior year because I just couldn’t tell him no.”


“Oh god!” Erika blushed with a huge grin on her face.
“I haven’t thought about him in forever!”


“So … what was his name?”


“William,” she reported back without missing a beat as her
own heart began to race.


“Tell me about William…”


“Well,” she said, taking a deep breath as the grin on her
face persisted. “William was a hockey player, so he was pretty fit … hot,
really. I had gone to one of the games with some girlfriends who ditched
me, and I ended up talking to him afterwards and we flirted it up a bit.”


“Before I knew it, I was going down on the guy in an
empty locker room, and that’s how our little friendship was born…”


“I thought you didn’t like giving blowjobs!” Nick countered
with a scheming look in his eye, which Erika was quick to volley back square in
his direction.


“I don’t like giving certain people blowjobs,” she
corrected him, “but William had a great cock that just felt so right in my
mouth … I could kneel between his legs all night long…”


“I see,” Nick replied, noting the distinct gleam in his
wife’s eye.


“But nothing was like when he used to fuck me,” Erika
continued dreamily. “We used to screw in all sorts of dark places around campus
– closets, empty classrooms, dimly lit hallways at night … the way he would
come up behind me and pin me up against a wall while he defiled me was wonderful.”


“Was he … big?” Nick asked somewhat awkwardly.


Erika just smiled and rolled her eyes, then began to speak
but instead told her husband to stand up and unceremoniously pulled down his
pants. Taking a keen look at the half-erect penis that flopped out of his
underwear towards her, Erika held out her fingers and added the missing length
to where her husband’s ended to the tune of several inches before looking up at
him with a cruel snicker…


“Yes, dear,” she said with an amusing sigh, “he was
definitely bigger than, well, that!”


With that she paused and gave her husband’s penis a few
comical strokes with the palm of her hand before looking up at him and
suggesting, “You know what? Maybe I do have an idea after all … why don’t you
go dig out that plastic cock cage we bought and put this thing away, and
I’ll go freshen up a bit before I continue telling my story!”


Nick’s eyes instantly lit up at his wife’s proposal and
together the two of them dashed away to the bedroom, first with Nick retrieving
the clear, plastic chastity device that Erika had bought for him years prior
but ultimately relegated to the back of one of their nightstands to grow old,
followed shortly thereafter by his dismissal to the spare bathroom at the other
end of the house to install it while he left his wife to her own curious
devices…


When the two had returned to their places in the living room
fifteen minutes later, a much different atmosphere had been created as Nick sat
on the couch naked save for his plastic prison with the shiny silver key
waiting in his hand for his wife, Erika on the other hand looked particular
playful and cheery after changing into a short, black dress that fell several
inches above her knees and adding just a hint of makeup that made her lips
sparkle and her eyes seem to draw her husband in as she stepped around the
couch to take her own place beside him.


After plucking the chastity key from his outstretched hand
and tucking it gleefully inside of her bra, Erika raised her eyebrows and
pointed towards the floor beside her before shooing him away more
provocatively…


It was upon taking his place on his knees in front of her
that Nick also noted the strappy heels upon her feet that he honestly didn’t
even recall her owning. Crossing her legs and dangling her shoe in front of
him, it also became quickly clear that Erika wasn’t wearing any panties as
he stole a quick look up his wife’s dress before instead fixing his eyes on the
woman’s toes and allowing her to continue.


“Now where were we???” Erika pondered out loud as she
swayed her foot back and forth like a hypnotist’s watch in front of her
husband’s eyes. Glancing down only momentarily to admire the effect that her
tease was already having on his caged cock, she then sat back and continued
recanting the nights of lust that she had shared with her college lover,
seemingly more amused with every time that she looked up to see the angst on
her hubby’s face building further and further…


“It got to be where some days I wouldn’t even bother
wearing panties if I knew that I would be bumping into William because it just
made the rest of the day leading up to our encounter all of the more exciting.”


“One time I gave him head underneath the bleachers at one
of his games … later that night we snuck back out onto the rink and he tied me
up to one of the goals before taking me from behind right there on the ice!”


“I think out of all of the guys that I’ve been with, he
had to have just about the perfect cock … with the way that it stretched
me and filled me so completely inside. You know, now that I think
about it, I guess I do kind of miss that cock of his…”


Nick breathed deeply as he took in every word that slipped
from his wife’s luscious lips as if she was writing his very next fantasy for
him right there on the spot. After studying him intently with a sly grin on her
face, Erika then spread her legs, placing both feet on the floor and pointing
downward as she told him, “Lips on my shoes – I don’t want to see the whites
of your eyes again until I’m done…”


When the woman felt her husband’s warm breath along her left
foot, she placed the other heel on his back and made herself comfortable on the
couch before lifting what little dress she wore up to her waist and bringing
her fingers in to gently caress the folds of her pussy, admiring already how
wet she was and how erect her clit stood before closing her eyes and returning
once more to the naughty tale that she was weaving there for them both.


“You know – I don’t know if I’d even be able to resist
if I were to run into William these days. He never seemed to care much that
I had a boyfriend in college – I’m not sure that it would phase him now that
I’ve got myself a husband.”


“I actually think that I would rather enjoy feeling his
body pressed up against mine once again, swallowing his kisses like they were
the only thing around me that mattered. I do think that he would be rather
amused to learn that his old college fling has to keep her husband locked
in chastity … some more prominent men would consider that sort of
finding to be an open invitation, wouldn’t you think?!”


“I think it would start with just a brief blowjob in the
parking garage after work … I’d come home with a little cum on my lips, but
you’d be none the wiser!”


“When was the last time that I gave you a
blowjob?!” she laughed out loud. “I dare say I don’t even remember
anymore … but if any man could have me down on my knees in my best business
skirt with his cock tickling the back of my throat, it would be William!”


Erika put a bit more pressure on the heel in her husband’s
back as her fingers gently slipped inside, feeling the very real arousal that
the unexpected fantasy between them was creating as her husband obediently
worshipped at her feet…


“It would be easy enough to hide so that you’d be none
the wiser,” she continued coyly as she drifted while imagining the fingers
of her old college lover in place of her own. “You know how working late is
part of the job for me – who’s to say if I’m actually working hard on
reports or working hard on William’s cock when I tell you that I’m
going to be home late on a given night.”


“We’d go out for drinks after work and his flirtations
would come on hard and strong despite clearly seeing the ring on my finger, and
before too long we’d find ourselves in a passionate embrace in a darkened
corner of the bar that everyone knows is adulterous, but nobody says a
word because they’re all there for the same thing.”


Nick’s heart raced as he tried as he could to focus on his
wife’s elegant foot in front of him as he hung on every word of the lascivious
tale that made him swell inside of his plastic cage like a mere toy for her
amusement.


At the same time unknown to him, only two feet above his
head Erika’s other hand reached her clit while her fingers slowly began to
pulse inside of her pussy as her story quickly grew even hotter with intensity…


“William’s kiss was always like an aphrodisiac to
me and just imagining his powerful hands on my body makes me so wet … it’s no
doubt that after a couple of drinks I’d basically be begging to go back
to his apartment where we could have a little more privacy and he could do to
me what we’d both be yearning for!”


“Hard up against the wall the moment we walked in the
door – William wastes no time reinforcing that despite being a married woman,
in that very moment I’m totally his and his lips, and his body, and his
cock makes that point all too clear as I can already feel it’s strong girth
pressing against me through his tight jeans.”


“I scramble to swallow his tongue against mine while he
makes quick work of both pulling down his own pants as well as dropping my
panties to the floor.”


“With only the sounds of grunts and groans, he’s suddenly
inside me with my legs wrapped around his waist as he pins me to the wall – my
pussy quivering as it feels the first cock in years that it’s known other than
the one that I married…”


“…and it feels SOOOO good!!!”


Nick closed his eyes as he felt his wife’s heel digging
further into his back as her body shook from her own motion on the couch, his
lips tickling her painted toes desperately as his wife’s explicit fantasy
taunted him mercilessly, with the cage locked around his penis the only thing
separating him from his own pleasures.


“His cock stretches me in a way that yours never could as
he slams me hard against the wall while I still flay to taste his tongue
between my lips, our two bodies melded together as he reminds me what it feels
like to be good and truly fucked!”


Erika moaned out loud as her story began to get the best of
her as well.


“Oooooh, baby – I’ve been a bad girl!”


“Oh, god – William … fuck me!”


“…yes … yes … yes…”


The woman cried out without restraint as her fingers worked
in unison while her head floated dreamily through their latest fantasy, nearly
all but forgetting the submissive at her feet as she imagined the dark man from
her past ravishing her body like it was free for the taking. Two fingers penetrated
her wet folds as deep as they could go while her other hand furiously rubbed
her engorged clitoris until she finally cried out her fantasy lover’s name in
ecstasy.


“Oh William – fuck!!!”


Down on the floor at her feet, her husband shuddered as the sounds
of his wife climaxing in the thralls of another – even if only in her thoughts
– sent him far deeper into his submission beneath her as he reverently caressed
the shiny, patent straps around her delicate feet as if he was but her lowly
servant, lucky just to be in the same room during such an incredible display of
passion and sexuality.


* * * * * * * * * *


When the unexpectedly powerful orgasm eventually subsided
within her, Erika leaned back in her place on the sofa and simply exclaimed, “Wow!”
as she attempted to catch her breath while her husband still attended to
her feet studiously before her. Admittedly feeling a bit wicked as she looked
down to see her husband naked except for his cage, to which the key was still
tucked safely inside of her bra, the wife relaxed and settled into her seat
while her hands roamed her body electrifyingly, coming to toy with her nipples
once she found that they were still quite erect from the stunning display that
she never would’ve even imagined that she had in her.


Coaxing the fantasy along just a bit longer, Erika teased
her buds as she closed her eyes once more and pictured her lover laying on top
of her, tweaking them both in unison while their lips tenderly entwined until
she finally stopped herself just before she was near ready to go once more…


“Well that was fun!” she announced lazily as she took
her foot off of her husband’s back, smiling as he arose back onto his knees
with his chastity cage now clearly dripping with pre-cum. Erika grinned as she
admired the solemn look on Nick’s face and could tell that without a doubt he
had quite enjoyed the little scenario that had just played out in front of him
as well.


“Did you enjoy hearing me talk about William???” she
asked slyly as she reached forward and gently tapped the tip of his cage with
her shoe.


“Very much so…” he croaked back nervously, his eyes first
darting down to his wife’s shoe, then between her legs to her freshly used
pussy, and then finally back up to the intoxicating look that he found deep
within her eyes at that very moment.


“It looks like it,” she said with a chuckle, glancing
down at his caged member with an unexpected flashback to the real cock that
she had been fantasizing about only moments ago.


Then leaning forward, Erika suddenly reached for her
husband’s nipples in unison and used them to pull him closer to her, spreading
her legs and pointing his attention down between them as she provocatively put
one hand on the back of his head and guided his face to within inches of her
ripe juices…


“You can see that thinking of William gave me
quite the workout,” she told him as she allowed him to linger just long
enough to be overwhelmed by her essence before then guiding him up to her own
lips.


“But I’m hungry now, so I want you to go to the store and
find something that you can make us for dinner.”


Reaching down between his legs with a decadent snarl upon
her lips, she continued, “Of course, this is going to have to stay on
for a while – I can’t have you touching yourself thinking about what
William just did to me!”


Nick’s heart raced anew.


“…but if you’re a good boy, maybe later on before bed you
can kneel at my feet once more and we can play like this again. I think I’m
enjoying this little fantasy of yours a bit more than I would’ve expected … and
after an orgasm like that, I sure wouldn’t mind letting my head wander
with William just a bit more!”


Erika released the plastic cage from her grasp and waved her
husband away without another word, snickering to herself at what had just
transpired as she watched him humbly walk down the hall towards their bedroom,
only to emerge a few minutes later dressed to go out while both of them knew
all too well of the lock that still held him captive underneath his pants.


“Do hurry back, my dear…” she called out to him as he
headed towards the front door. “I’m thinking that maybe I could dig out that
pair of boots that you always liked for my next rendezvous with William…”


“…though if you take too long at the store, I might just
meet up with him here again without you!”


* * * * * * * * * *
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“Ooooh – how about these?!” Shannon asked Maria with
a sly grin as she held up the pair of leather stiletto ankle boots. “Did he
give you a price range to work in?”


Maria looked up at the sexy boots that her friend was
holding and smirked, “Nope! Those are pretty hot, aren’t they?!”


“I think they’d do a fine job for what you’re after,” Shannon
laughed as she handed the leather boots to her friend for closer inspection.
“Looks like Rob just bought you a $695 pair of leather boots!”


“And this is only the beginning…” Maria joked along
with her as she waved the salesman over to retrieve a pair in her size.


* * * * * * * * * *


Walking out of the high-end department store with Maria’s
sexy, new boots fresh on her husband’s credit card, the two best friends were
on a shopping trip like no other as they strode through the mall with a unique
air of confidence in their collective steps that they never would’ve expected
before the phone call that the two had shared the night before…


Shannon knew quite well about her friend’s more adventurous
sex life – in fact, when the two would get together for their semi-regular
girls night, her latest kinky antics were typically among the very first up for
discussion. But this latest advancement delving deeper into their lifestyle was
one that made Maria think twice about, and as her best friend who admittedly
sometimes lived vicariously through the kinky sex games that she would later
hear retold between her friend and the girl’s husband, Shannon was beyond
excited about actually being able to help bring this latest fantasy of theirs
to life.


For as most fantasies do over time, Maria had explained that
her husband’s own desires for bondage and domination were forever growing, too
… growing well beyond the simple tie-up games with silk ties and play handcuffs
like they’d experimented with on their honeymoon. Although she tried to
constantly up her game and think of new ways to push her husband’s boundaries,
moving on to spanking and leather bondage gear and even some humiliation
play, sometimes it seemed as though her efforts were never enough for the
man who always wanted things a little harder and a little tighter.


It was a couple of weeks prior after what she had considered
a rather intense session that he finally found himself in the right place to
just come clean with her … he wanted her to be rougher with him … meaner
when she tied him up and spanked him … or dare he even say the word … cruel.
He wanted to feel the kind of domination where there was no doubt in
his mind that there was no escape from the tortures that he was being subjected
to … to feel completely helpless and utterly hopeless under the
boot of this harsh woman that he’d insisted on servicing.


In Maria’s own words back to him in confirmation, he
wanted her to be a bitch.


Although it took Maria a few days on her own terms first to
accept the next level into the fantasy world that they enjoyed together, she
eventually came to equate it as simply another step in their role
playing and without giving him any warning, it was then that she started to
scheme about all that she could do to really up their play to the next level,
worthy of this dominant bitch that he’d been fantasizing about.


Of course, there was no offense taken when Maria revealed
her latest development to her friend Shannon and then confessed to her over
phone that there was no one who could teach her how to be a bitch like
she could!


Whereas Maria had gotten married a few years prior and had
considerably settled down since their college days, Shannon was still out a few
nights a week and loved the stories that Maria would tell her about dominance,
though she’d never found the right person to explore those types of interests
in her own life. Yet she was still by far the more assertive and sassy of the
two, even with Maria’s kinky tendencies, and so it was a real treat when Maria
asked for her own advice on how to become the woman that her husband would soon
learn to fear…


“So how far do you want to go with this?” Shannon asked as
the two walked through the busy mall, wandering aimlessly in search of ideas
for their new little “project.”


Maria just laughed in response as she glanced over at her
friend.


“If you have to ask, it’s probably exactly the type
of thing that I should be doing! I really want to blow him away this time …
when I’m done with him, he’s going to be begging me to let up!”


“Of course,” Shannon countered, “you know that as a bitch, that’s
the last thing that you should do!”


“Good point!” Maria concurred. “So what was that thought
again???”


“Oh,” Shannon stumbled to get back on track, “I was just
wondering with this new outfit that you’re crafting, if it’s strictly
dominatrix that you have in mind with leather and stuff, or if you were
interested in some other ideas as well…”


“Well, leather was going to be a big focus because it’s the
obvious choice and I know that he really fetishizes it, but what’d you
have in mind?”


“I was thinking…” Shannon continued as she led her friend
into a nearby lingerie store, “…that sometimes it’s about what’s underneath that
really makes me feel sexy. Haven’t you ever worn a sexy set of lingerie
underneath your clothes to work just because???”


“I guess not,” Maria admitted as they walked into the store
and immediately found themselves surrounded by a provocative variety of silk
and lace.


After a few minutes of randomly browsing on their own,
Shannon came walking over with a sleek and streamlined leather bra and panty
set with matching garter belt in her hands and proudly announced, “Now this is
what I’m talking about!”


Maria reached out to touch the fabric, her mind wandering
naughtily as she noticed that the set was actually made of real leather and
everything.


“Boy, this would really make his heart skip a beat…” she
said quietly between the two of them. “It would even match my new boots and
everything!”


Shannon curled her lips as she was quick to correct her
friend, “Yes, it would go great with your new boots, but here’s
the thing…”


“Bitch Lesson #1 – You dress for yourself, not
for him.”


She continued her explanation as she playfully held the set
up to her friend’s body, “This is not the lingerie that you wear when you’re
going to dominate your husband – we can find something else for that.
This is the lingerie that you wear to work or to the mall or to
wherever you go before you play with him to help get yourself in the
mood and remind you of just how sexy you are!”


“Hmmmmm…” Maria contemplated as she admired the soft feel of
the leather against the back of her hand and imagined it elsewhere against her
unmentionables. “I do like the sound of that, but he’ll probably get pretty
jealous if he knows I’m wearing this kind of stuff around town all day…”


“Good – let him!” her friend cackled in reply. “A little
suffering is going to be par for the course with the new you, isn’t it?!”


Maria just giggled giddily in reply.


“I have something to show you once we’re done here!”


The pair continued browsing the boutique’s impressive
lingerie selection for another twenty minutes until both girls carried some of
the most erotic underwear that they had ever seen … a couple more pieces that
incorporated leather or shiny, black vinyl to spice up where it counts, two
pairs of crotchless panties that Shannon had insisted on, and a number of
matching sets that would all share the theme of showing off Maria’s assets far
more than they would be concealing them…


When they finally walked out of the shop, several hundred
dollars more charged to the husband’s credit card and packed away expertly in a
multitude of glossy, pink gift boxes, Maria was quick to remember what she had
excitedly come to mind earlier in the store and anxiously pulled Shannon around
the corner to a bench that was at least partially out of view from the rest of
the shoppers. After she had set the numerous bags that they now carried down
around them, she then pulled her large, black patent purse up onto her lap and
dug around inside until she produced a plain, white box with a simple, purple
accent on the side.


Handing the box over to her friend with a particularly
mischievous grin, she chuckled, “I thought you might be interested in seeing
this…” as she quickly looked over her shoulder, then turned back to watch
Shannon open the box…


“Is this…?” Shannon’s eyes lit up with wonder as she
flipped open the lid, then reached inside to produce the shiny, steel chastity
cage that Maria had just recently gotten in the mail for her new endeavor.


“Brand new and custom-designed to his exact specs!”
she said proudly as Shannon too looked around to ensure that they hadn’t earned
themselves an audience, then carefully lifted the steel cage out of the box and
examined it as she held the chastity device in the palm of her hand.


“No shit…” Shannon replied in awe as she curiously looked
over the steel bars that had been shaped to enclose the penis, combined with
the larger ring that she imagined to fit behind his balls as her friend had
previously explained how their older, plastic cage had worked.


Taking her fingers to seemingly measure the length of
the cage from tip to base, she turned to Maria and told her with intrigue, “I
would’ve thought that it would be bigger!”


Without missing a beat, Maria was quick to shoot back, “If
it were bigger, I wouldn’t have to lock it up!”


The two laughed together as Maria then pointed out the
specialized locking mechanism that would only work with the customized keys
that they had sent her, further explaining that the makers of the device took
their work so seriously that in the event of an emergency, they would
only provide a replacement key if the keyholder requested it at their office in
person.


“Well if you need someone to hold onto that extra key…” her
friend told her half-jokingly with a wink.


“I just might take you up on that,” Maria was quick to
counter as she fished the keys out of the bottom of the box and then showed her
how the device opened before returning one of them to her own purse and then
presenting the backup key to her friend as if it was a prize to be bestowed on
her.


“Unbelievable…” Shannon concluded with a broad smile
as she tried using her own her to lock and unlock the device before happily
stowing the backup key away in her own purse that sat on the bench next to her.
Staring at it with wonder a bit longer, she asked, “So how long do you
think you’re going to make him wear it???” noting a few moments later before
Maria could reply, “…it seems so small – I can’t imagine how frustrating
this thing would be, trying to get hard and this thing locking
around your cock to completely prevent it…”


Maria laughed.


“That’s kind of the point! He used to be able to get semi-hard
in the plastic one that we have, and the longest I’ve ever had him wear it
was for the weekend when we were out of town…”


Shannon twirled the cage between her fingers a while longer,
her mind reeling as she pictured it locked in place until eventually she
turned and handed it back to her friend to put into the awaiting box while also
hinting, “…you know I’m going to have to ask it again…”


“What?” Maria replied with a sly grin as she noticed the
naughty look on her friend’s face.


“How much of a bitch do you want to be???”


“…because a real bitch – if she had to put
something like that on her husband’s cock to control him … his tiny cock that
deserves to be punished…”


“Yeah???” Maria fed off of her friend’s arousal,
leaning in a bit closer.


“Well, I don’t think that a real bitch would ever let
her husband out of chastity … once he was all locked up…”


Shannon grinned evilly as she reached over to slowly caress
the steel cage that Maria had put back in its box, the lid still waiting in her
hands.


“Have you put any thought into how long you want this
little experiment of yours to run?” she then asked with a more straight face.
“I mean, I just don’t think that you’re going to get the same effect if
you lock him up overnight and he only had to endure a few hours in
that thing…”


“A bitch would probably make him wait longer, wouldn’t she?”
Maria purred as she too stared back down into the box provocatively. “Maybe a
few weeks, maybe months…”


“Now you’re talking!” Shannon lit up in response. “You’ve
got to give him a little time to ache … to forget that his dick was ever
a source of pleasure.”


“I just don’t know if *I* can go that long without
sex…” Maria admitted as she slowly replaced the white lid back on its box and
slipped it into her purse.


“Nobody said anything about you giving up sex,
honey,” Shannon was quick to counter. “He’s going to be the one locked up, not
you.”


“Bitches always have options … but I’m getting
horny sitting here, so let’s talk about that more over lunch!”


* * * * * * * * * *


After a bit more wandering and random shopping around the
mall, Maria and Shannon finally found themselves sipping Mojitos on the patio
of a small Italian bistro near the food court…


“You know, I’ve actually put some thought into this since we
talked last night…” Shannon told her friend after the waitress left with their
orders. “…and I think bitches kind of get a bad name in society today.”


“Oh?”


“Think about it – if a man is confident and holds people
to higher standards and is a rule maker in his career, he’s looked at as a
leader and a game changer, but if a woman tries to take
control of her own life and decides that she’d not going to take shit from
people who don’t live up to her standards anymore, she’s a bitch.”


“Being a bitch is a good thing,” she continued. “It
means knowing what you want and taking pride in yourself, and owning
the room when you walk in…”


Maria interrupted her playfully, “So do you think my new
boots will help me own the room when I walk in?!”


Shannon laughed.


“If they don’t, I’m pretty sure the leather underwear will
do the trick!” she retorted with a smile.


“We’ve just got to get you something to wear over it now,”
she added. “Think you could get away with a cute leather skirt at your
office???”


Maria smiled as she bit her lip before answering, “I think I
might distract some of the other guys that I work with…”


“That’s fine!” Shannon confirmed with a grin. “Other
people are allowed to look at you, and you’re even allowed to enjoy it. Remember
who’s the one walking around with the key to her man’s cock in her purse!”


The two laughed as the waitress appeared with fresh drinks.


“All I’m saying is that maybe you play with that jealousy
just a bit,” Shannon said when the waitress was out of ear shot. “Take some
of those teases of yours that you’ve used in the past when the plastic cage and
bitch them up to the next level! You said before that you used to tease
him about it being small in the old cage … well, this new one doesn’t
seem to leave anything to the imagination…”


“…so tell him that you’re finally doing something about it,
and then add that you’re thinking about finding a replacement to make
up for where he’s been falling short…”


Maria stirred in her chair, though hanging on her friend’s
every word.


“Just picture it,” Shannon said, lowering her voice as she
leaned in closer with a gleam in her eyes, “a sexy woman all dressed in
leather, who locks her husband’s useless penis away, relegates him to cleaning
her boots before she goes out to meet up with a well-hung man who knows how
to please her…”


“I’m not saying that you have to actually do it, but
you’ve got to admit that the fantasy is pretty hot, isn’t it?!”


Maria blushed as her eyes glanced down at the new boxes that
she’d purchased, then back at her friend whose smile still beamed, though
Shannon was quick to pick up on her anxiety.


“No, no, no – bitches don’t blush,” she said
as she slid over her chair to be right next to her, looking around to confirm
that the patio was mostly empty.


“Let’s play a little game,” she suggested, still speaking
softly as she glanced over at her friend. “I want you to tell me about things
that turn you on…”


Maria thought for a moment, her eyes wandering to her
wedding ring as she thought of her husband back at home, though without saying
a word Shannon was quick to respond as she put her hand over hers, hiding the
ring as she corrected, “No – not what about your husband that
turns you on … just what turns you on in general, about guys that you’ve
dated in the past, about anyone who might walk by here on the sidewalk…”


Maria took a deep breath as she stared at her friend’s hand
covering hers and thought a while longer, then finally just before Shannon was
about to interject, she spoke, “I like a sturdy man … one who I feel like could
hold his own. He doesn’t have to be ripped, but he’s fit and you
can tell that he’s got some stamina to him.”


“Yeah?” Shannon inquired with a smile. “Tell me more.”


Maria paused and thought some more.


“I’ve always liked that feeling when you’re slow dancing
with a guy and he holds you really close, and you just feel his power
as he’s staring into your eyes like you’re the only two on the dance floor.
And your hips are almost touching, and you wouldn’t mind if he took you
somewhere quiet and bent you over, not even bothering to remove the
bridesmaids dress that you bought for your friend’s wedding…”


“Maybe his buddy’s a police officer…” her friend purred
softly, “…and sometimes he steals his toys, and you find yourself with your
hands cuffed above your head, spread out in his hotel room while he touches you
wherever he wants…”


“…and then he tells you to beg for it,” Maria picked
up where Shannon had left off, “and he kneels over your head, and you’re trying
to fit the whole thing down your throat just to prove to him that you
deserve it in your pussy…”


“…and he’s so much bigger than the obedient, little
cock that you’ve got locked up back at home, now isn’t he???” Shannon purred
with a devilish grin.


“Absolutely,” Maria agreed readily with a wide smile
of her own.


Their game suddenly interrupted as a waiter appeared with
their lunches in hand, they both wore naughty looks on their faces as they
confirmed their dishes for the man, eagerly waiting for him to disappear again
so that they could continue their dirty wordplay…


“So … what’s his name?” Shannon asked slyly as she
took a dainty bite of her pasta.


“Derek,” Maria answered with a beaming smile.


“Well, I think that your bitchy, new persona should get
to know your friend Derek a little better,” her friend stated
matter-of-factly. “Maybe the two of you meet up for drinks one night when he’s
visiting, and then you go for a little walk afterwards, and one thing leads
to another … and you and Derek begin to have a little fling together…”


“It turns out that he happens to be here on business quite
often, and it becomes a regular thing of you showing him the town … and
you always end up back at his hotel room afterwards where he proceeds to fuck
your married pussy like it’s his…”


“…because your tiny husband is locked up back at
home, so why the fuck not?!”


“And now that he’s got a good job with money,” Maria
interjected, “he can afford his own bondage toys, and he’s got these really
nice leather cuffs that he uses to spread-eagle me to the bed…”


“If you’d like!” Shannon winked with an amused giggle.


She added, “And while you’re at it, maybe he buys a
special collar for you that matches the cuffs, and he puts them on you
before he has you get on your knees and kiss his shoes, just as you do with
your husband before you leave the house to go see him…”


The two smiled at each other, both relishing every twice
that their story took, though now at a loss for words as the sexual tension
longed for actions to pick up where their words had extended, despite sitting
in public at the restaurant.


After thirty seconds had passed with the both of them
sitting in uncomfortably horny silence, Shannon finally looked Maria in the eye
and confirmed, “Derek is your bitch’s fuel.”


Maria looked back at her puzzled.


“What do you mean?”


“I mean, when you’re locking Rob up in his new metal
chastity belt, Derek is whose cock you’re longing for.”


“When you’re dressing up in your sexy lingerie and
leather boots, Derek is the one you’re imagining tearing them back off.”


“When you’re doing all of those wonderfully cruel things
to your slave just because you can, Derek is the one making your pussy wet
because he loves to have you after you’ve been torturing your husband.”



“You need a motivation for becoming this bitchy, new
person, right?”


“You’ve finally come out of your shell, you’ve decided that
your husband doesn’t satisfy you anymore and slavery is all that he’s good for,
and you’re replacing him with a sexy stud who makes you wet in ways that your
husband could never even imagine…”


Shannon read her friend’s face and was proud to see that by
now excitement for their new, little fantasy had shoved her nervous anxiety out
the window. The two ate quietly for a few minutes, watching the people randomly
pass as the ambience behind their tale continued to sink in. As their plates were
finally cleared away and they both searched their purses for their cards to
pay, Shannon piped up.


“So, what did you think, and I’m not talking about
the food!”


A mischievous grin formed from the smile on Maria’s face as
she casually lifted the white box up just enough to catch her friend’s eye as
she admitted, “…I kind of wish that he was already wearing this right now so
that Derek and I could enjoy a little quiet time together…”


Shannon laughed.


“From the sounds of it, I’m not exactly sure how quiet it
would really be … unless he’s going to gag you or something!”


Maria just smiled as she purred back, “That would be
fine, too … whatever he wants to do…”


Shannon grinned as they gathered their bags and stood up
from the table, nodding approvingly, “Good girl – nobody ever said that a girl
can’t dominate her man and be submissive to another at the same time!”


“Like I said, bitches always have options…”


* * * * * * * * * *


From their favorite lunch spot, the girls then proceeded
back into the mall where they made a bee-line for another venue that seemed all
too perfect for a pair of goddesses on the go – the salon.


This particular beauty parlor was a prime choice of Shannon
and Maria’s not only because they’d come to known several of the girls working
there, but more so due to the fact that aside from the usual hair and nails
that they’d grown accustomed to enjoying under their care, the salon had also
recently opened up a small massage parlor thanks to a vacancy next door,
thus offering the ultimate in indulgences from head to toe, and even deep
tissue, too…


“This is wonderful…” Shannon purred as her
masseuse’s thumbs dug into her upper back while her friend enjoyed the same
full body massage on the bed next to her.


“You’re telling me…” Maria sighed back as she savored the
fingers that worked to inch every last drop of tension out of her shoulders. “We
deserve this…”


“We do deserve this!” Shannon chuckled back at her in
between groans of relief. “In fact, there’s another one for your list – a
bitch deserves to get pampered, and it’s ok for her to enjoy it, too!”


The two laughed together over the next forty-five minutes as
their massages pressed on, exchanging random comments without trying to be too
risqué in front of their masseuses who spoke not a word except to help
reposition them throughout the session. When their time was finally up, the
girls were escorted back into the salon where they were seated next to each
other in luxurious massage chairs to get their nails done, with their
attendants a bit farther away with afforded them more chatter than they could
get away with back in the massage parlor…


“So are you going to get your hair done, too?” Shannon asked
Maria curiously as the bubbles did their work in the tubs at their feet.


“I don’t know … do you think I should?”


“Sure, why not?! What better chance to do something a little
different, a little … daring compared to what you usually wear. Is there
something you’ve always wanted to try but never had the nerve to in the
past???”


Maria thought for a moment while she too savored the warm,
bubbling water around her feet.


“Well, Rob’s always liked it when I’ve straightened it – he
seems to think that it’s really sexy that way…” she told her friend.


“But what do you think?” Shannon shot back.
“Remember, I don’t care about what he thinks … what do you think would
look sexy along with your new wardrobe???”


“Well right now it’s just boots and lingerie!” Maria
laughed at her friend playfully.


“Don’t worry – we’ll be taking care of that soon
enough, but remember, some people may like the thought of you
just in a leather bikini and a pair of stilettos!”


Maria laughed, then suddenly suggested, “What if I
straighten it, and then get it dyed … jet black???”


“Now we’re talking!” Shannon beamed back at her
satisfyingly.


“What would Derek think of that?!” she added
just as one of the hair stylists that they knew approached to chat.


“Ooooh, who’s Derek???” Monica asked playfully as she
sat down on the edge of one of the empty chairs nearest to the girls.


“Oh, he’s just one of Maria’s old friends,” Shannon replied
before Maria had a chance to speak. “We’re kind of out today trying to find her
a new look because they might be getting together later … do you think
you can help us give her a sexy, new do this afternoon?”


The woman smiled, then curiously looked around at the
shopping bags beside them … including those adorned with the logo of the mall’s
most flirtatious lingerie boutiques.


“I thought you were … married?” she asked Maria as
she eyed the shiny pink bags and then noted the sparkling ring still on her
finger.


“Monica!” Shannon shot back at her with a jovial
tone, chuckling, “They’re only friends … for the most part…”


The stylist grinned and then shrugged it off as their
attendants approached to begin their pedicures, giggling, “Well, whatever
you want, I’m sure we can find you something fun and sexy for your date!”


Maria’s eyes rolled as their friend walked away and left
them to their mani-pedis, though Shannon was quick to shoot back as she
stretched out and laid her head back on the padded rest behind her…


“You can roll your eyes at me if you want, but tell me,
who are you getting all done up for – the guy in the cage or the guy
who makes your toes curl???”


“I thought I was getting it done for me,” Maria
challenged her friend with a grin and a raised eyebrow.


“Like I said, it’s a double edged sword,” Shannon countered
with a relaxing sigh. “A bitch takes pride in looking her best, but she also
enjoys other people enjoying her beauty, too.”


“Plus, it’s just fun to play around the idea of there being
a Derek, like he’s actually a real person you could hook up with if you
really wanted to…” she added.


Maria glanced back over at the shopping bags that they’d
collected, then popped a grin as she looked back at her friend and suggested, “Who
says that there isn’t???”


Shannon sat there with a stare on her face as her eyes grew
wider with delight before finally looking back…


“School? Work? Gym?” she questioned methodically with a
grand curiosity.


“Work…” Maria confessed with a gratifying smile as the
attendants focused studiously on their feet and toes. “He’s one of the sales
guys from California … he usually stops by my desk to flirt with me whenever
he’s in town. He’s very … forward…”


“Maria!” Shannon called out cautiously.


“We’ve never done anything,” she brushed her concern
off with a smirk, “but we’ve gone out to lunch a few times and he likes talking
about sex … and handcuffs, and other toys…”


“Really?!” her friend quickly shifted back from
concerned to intrigued.


“Oh yeah,” Maria continued. “I’m not gonna lie, I kind of
would be curious to mention that to him some time…” she said,
pointing down to her purse and hinting at the new chastity belt within, “…just
to see how he would run with it!”


This time Shannon blushed as she looked back with a wink,
“It sounds like he might be an eager participant in this little fantasy,
if you were interested in that.”


They both sat quiet for a minute until Shannon leaned over
and whispered, “What would he do if you asked him out for drinks and
then showed up with that stuff on underneath, showed him a picture of your
hubby in his cage, and then asked him to help fill a new deficiency in
your life???”


Just before two other attendants walked up to pull the girls
to separate corners of the salon to finish with their nails, Shannon quickly
added with a mischievous grin, “Now I’m certainly not saying that you
should go and do it, but isn’t it kind of exciting just to think that
you could?!”


When each had finished about twenty minutes later, with
Shannon sporting a new pair of glossy, dark blue claws and Maria’s nails
painted a shiny, metallic red with a tiny design to match her toes, Maria sat
down next in one of the chairs with her stylist friend, Monica, while Shannon
reported that she was going to slip away to do a bit of shopping on her own
while her friend was getting her new do. Flashing back to their last discussion
over Monica’s head with a grin, she gave a sexy raise of her eyebrows and said
that she’d be back in about an hour to check on her…


“Well somebody’s ready to catch a little
attention!” she announced boisterously an hour and a half later when she
returned to find Maria just checking out at the register, her previously brown,
wavy hair now transformed into lusciously deep, black locks that screamed
authority cascading perfectly around her face as if each strand had been
meticulously placed by hand.


“You like?!” she grinned as she looked up to greet her
friend, running her fingers through the new color before adding, “I think it
fits…” with a sly grin.


“Hell yeah, it does…” Shannon replied approvingly as she
stepped around to check it out from the other angle.


As Monica ran Maria’s credit card to cover the charges, she
smiled happily and contributed, “I’m sure ‘your friend’ will be blown
away when he sees you.”


“If not, then I’m sure he’ll be shortly after…” Shannon
snickered under her breath as the two walked away.


Making their way back in the direction that they had parked,
Shannon then commented that she’d found a number of things for Maria to wear over
her dazzling array of sexy lingerie, and so the two took their time
browsing through a handful of the mall’s finest while her friend pointed out a
collection of skirts, dresses, and tops that all seemed to cover quite less
than the usual features from Maria’s wardrobe, yet they both agreed most
definitely continued in the spirit that the girl was looking to fill. At one
point, Shannon even encouraged her to wear a particularly sexy little black
dress out of the store so that she could feel the transformation that
was taking place…


…leather underwear, stiletto ankle boots, and all…


“Need I remind you, honey,” Shannon told her as they left
their last store and strode down the final hallway that led to the department
store where they had parked the car, “that you have a steel chastity belt in
your purse to lock your husband up when you get home!”


Maria grinned and replied, “And your point?”


Shannon laughed, “I just wanted to point out what a fucking
badass you are right now!” giving her friend a playful swat on the ass as
her stiletto boots seemed to echo melodiously as they clicked distinctly
against the mall’s tile floor.


“But am I a bitch yet???” Maria countered her best
friend’s compliment with a sly grin.


“Hmmmm – I think you’re getting there…” she chuckled as they
made their way through the department store, noticing several men including
several with their spouses or girlfriends glancing up to take notice of her
friend as her fishnet-clad legs did plenty to make them lose focus of their
present company.


When they reached Maria’s car, both threw their bags into
the trunk save for one smaller bag that Shannon brought with her into the front
seat. As Maria adjusted her seat to accommodate for the high heels, Shannon
mentioned, “So I picked up something for you while I was waiting … actually, two
somethings…”


Maria looked up to see her first handing her a small, bluish
box that she opened to reveal a shiny, gold anklet. But this anklet didn’t say
just anything, Maria quickly noted with a beaming smile as she saw the letters B
I T C H spelled out in charms along the sparkling gold.


“It seemed … appropriate!” Shannon laughed along with
her as she admired the chain for a moment, then contorted her body to lift her
leg up onto the dash hinting that she wanted to wear her new anklet right then
and there along with the rest of her new attire. Shannon eagerly obliged,
giggling as she pointed out that she could see leather as she along with
anyone else walking by was given a view up her dress, to which she simply
grinned as she then pulled her leg back down to the floor, smiling brightly as
she could hear the anklet jingling against the leather upper of her boot.


“So this other one…” Shannon then prepared her as she handed
her another small, slim box, “I’m not sure if you’re allowed to wear both
of them at the same time…”


Maria opened the second box to find inside a dainty, collar
in black leather – not with the aforementioned word emblazoned on the front,
but instead a very different word that also seemed to make Maria giggle
with delight as she held it up out of its box.


S L U T


“It just seemed like something that Derek might
like to see…”  Shannon told her bluntly as she examined her friend
from head to toe and found herself quite satisfied with the sex goddess who was
now sitting next to her in the driver’s seat.


* * * * * * * * * *


“So what do you say we make one last stop?” Maria suggested
as they made their way out of the mall parking lot and back to the main highway
that they’d come in on.


“What’d you have in mind???” Shannon asked with a sly grin,
her fingers still playing with the SLUT collar that Maria had given back to her
to hold while she was driving.


“Oh, I don’t know…” Maria mused, “…but it seems like this
shopping trip is missing something. I mean, I got new boots, and
I got some new lingerie, and a haircut, and some nice and slutty
dresses, and even the collar to prove it!”


“But if there’s one thing we haven’t yet looked for on this bitchy
shopping trip, it’s some toys!” she explained to her friend with a
smile. “A bitch has got to have her sex toys, right?!”


Shannon laughed out loud with enthusiasm for the suggestion,
then was quick to point out that there was a novelty store not far from their
current location, however Maria was quick to dismiss it.


“No, no…” she countered much in the same way that her friend
had countered her earlier, “If this bitch going shopping for new toys, we’re
going to the good place!”


“High standards!” Shannon laughed as they sped down the
highway. “…another fine trait for a bitch to own…”


The girls pulled into a discretely-marked shopping plaza
twenty minutes later, with Shannon remarking, “I’ve never been here before…”
as they got out of the car without another person in sight. Walking with Maria
up to the front door, Shannon herself felt considerably underdressed as her
friend worked wonders in owning her look with her new dress clinging to all of
the right areas and even showing off a seductive hint of her garters with every
step.


As she held the door open for her stiletto-heeled friend,
her first glimpse inside confirmed that the place where Maria had taken her was
indeed unlike any adult toy store that she had ever visited before!


“So this is where the kinky girls come to play…” Shannon
muttered under her breath as the two stepped through the doors into the erotic
promised land, immediately taken aback by the meticulously laid out selections
on top of everything that she didn’t see that she’d grown accustomed to
relating with every adult store that she’d even been to in the past…


In the place of DVD rentals and gaudy Halloween costumes
instead stood racks and aisles of upscale lingerie, sex toys, and especially
bondage gear … which she couldn’t help but notice her friend made a
bee-line to as she dragged her wide-eyed in awe through the store.


“Like what you see?” Maria asked her friend with a coy smile
as they started in an aisle filled with bondage restraints of every shape,
size, and color – soft, yet heavy leather with jingly roller buckles, steel
handcuffs and ankle cuffs just like an officer would carry, and a myriad of
other leather items that seemed to connect body parts to one another in pretty
much every pretzel-like formation that she could imagine! Sensing that Shannon
was overwhelmed, Maria stepped into teacher mode and began explaining each
piece of gear that they passed as they walked down row after row together.


As the two rounded the corner into the next aisle that
happened to be dominated by dildos and other vibrating toys, they also came
across a saleslady maybe five years their senior who greeted them with a
friendly smile as she continued reorganizing silicone toys on one of the
shelves nearby.


“I’d ask if you needed any help,” she quipped with a grin,
“but it sounds like you’ve already got your own personal shopper with all of
the answers! Feel free to touch and hold anything that you see, and do let me
know if there’s anything that you happen to have any questions about or might
like to see demoed in action…”


Maria’s ears perked up at the woman’s last offer.


“Well, now that you mention it…” she offered back with a
smile, “my friend here is trying to help me adopt a new persona for my
bedroom life, but she’s not as familiar with some of these things as I am.
Maybe she could tell you a few of the ideas in her head … and then
perhaps we could get a quick demo to help decide if she’s on the right
track or not???”


Shannon beamed as the redheaded saleswoman nodded and
confirmed, “Sure, I think we can definitely help with that! In fact, why don’t
you take a little walk around the store and give us a few minutes
together, and I’m sure we can come up with something new to go along
with that spicy, little ensemble that you’re working on there…”


“Alrighty then!” Maria grinned herself as she stepped back
around the corner and walked a few rows away while she overheard murmurs of the
two girls talking together and plotting for her bitchy future. Laughter and awe
seemed like a good sign as she did her best to remain occupied flipping through
the store’s impressive selection of naughty fiction and kinky how-to books
until finally a few minutes later she found herself being called back over to
find both Shannon and the saleswoman with several toys in their hands – some
which she was rather familiar with and some that were new to her, too.


“If you ladies will just wait here for a moment,” the woman
prompted with a giggle, “I’ll see if I can find our stock boy to give us a
quick overview of some of our selections…”


“So I might not have the experience that you have
with all of this stuff…” Shannon turned and explained to her decked out
friend as the saleswoman disappeared towards the back of the store, “but I
tried to pick out some toys that seemed in the mood of what we’ve been
talking about today.” The girl then proceeded to give her friend a quick
rundown of the items in her hands before a short time later they heard the
saleswoman calling their attention from a few aisles away.


“Let’s just go through here,” the woman guided the girls as
she pulled a heavy, velvet curtain temporarily to the side, revealing a smaller
room off the back of the store that featured a variety of attachment points on
the walls as well as a black padded chair with its own shiny rings hanging from
strategic points along its legs and back. She then ushered in a young man a
moment later and closed the dark curtain behind him before introducing him to
the girls…


“This is Derek,” the woman said, looking up just in
time to see the two friends’ eyes light up at the ring of his name as they
giggled between themselves.


“Derek here is certainly no stranger to bondage, so he’s
going to help us try out some of the things that your friend and I picked to
help bring out your inner bitch!” she then added with a grin. “So
let’s begin with this…”


The woman held out for Maria’s consideration a black leather
bondage hood – nondescript save for two small grommet holes at the nose for its
wearer to breathe through. As she took the leather in her hands and noted its
hefty, unyielding feel amid its quite robust construction, the woman continued
to explain, “Bondage hoods are fun for a couple of reasons – not only are they
very isolating for the person on the inside, but they can also
serve to provide quite the power trip for the one left on the
outside, as I was telling your friend earlier.”


At that point when it was clear that they were ready for his
modeling assistance, “Derek” pulled the dirty, white t-shirt that he had
been wearing over his head and tossed it into the corner before lowering his
head and crossing his wrists behind his back in a position that was clearly one
he had spent time in often before. The two girls couldn’t help but ogle at his
physique – he was a few years younger than them, but quite fit on account of
the physical lifting that his job required behind the scenes … though what
caught their attention the most were the tiny, steel bars that pierced both of
his nipples in a provocative way that they both couldn’t seem to wait to touch…


“I’ll let you do the honors…” she pointed to Maria in
her stiletto-heeled glory as she guided their submissive model to turn with his
back to them, then showed her how to loosen the laces enough to fit the leather
hood over the man’s head before cinching them tight once again with him
securely inside.


“So what you’ll notice as you’re closing him up there,”
the saleswoman’s instruction continued, “is that as that tight, black leather
begins to mold perfectly to its wearer’s face, after a while you’ll cross over
to a point where it’s somewhat unclear who that person in front of you is
anymore at all.”


“It’s called depersonalization, and depending on
what kind of bitch you’re trying to be, it could help you forget
about someone before giving them a really nasty beating, or it could even
help you to pretend that they’re actually somebody else altogether!”


Shannon grinned from the sidelines as she admired the
leather form taking shape over Derek’s head, reducing him to a faceless man who
although admittedly they’d only known for a few seconds before, still
represented quite the transformation as she thought of Maria’s husband Rob taking
his place – the heavy, steel chastity cage dangling locked between
his legs – as Maria cinched down the bondage hood tight to erase his very
presence before she moved on to even more diabolical desires…


It was clear that Maria too was enjoying the transformation
as her hands sensuously worked to smooth the leather around his cheeks and chin
while also cinching the laces tighter and tighter until she satisfyingly pulled
the zipper down over the laces, sealing in her work under a second layer of
leather that even still wasn’t enough until the woman reached out to hand her a
shiny, brass padlock for her to lock around the post at the back of his neck,
ultimately securing the leather hood into place.


“Everything that we picked out is lockable,” she
pointed out as she watched Maria turn the man to further admire her handiwork. “It
seems only fair that when a bitch puts someone into bondage, they
shouldn’t be released until she’s ready for them to be released…” When
Maria’s hands almost instinctively went for the man’s pierced nipples, she
intervened and said, “Let’s finish getting him bound to the chair – then you
can do whatever you want…”


The woman then walked over and took the heavy wrist and
ankle cuffs from Shannon, asking, “Would you like to help with this
part?”


Maria smiled at the proposal and before her friend could
even look back at her to ask, she implored, “Go for it!” as she herself took a
step back, her eyes still wandering towards the man’s inviting nipples as his
helplessness slowly grew.


Shannon’s eyes lit up with excitement as she waited for the
saleswoman to tell her where to start, first handing the girl back the right
wrist cuff and showing her how to cinch it snug, but not too tight before slipping
another of the small, brass padlocks through the loop to secure it into place.
Once she had verified it with a few good tugs on the protruding D-ring, she
eagerly proceeded with the other cuff until both hands matched and were ready
to be bound out of sight.


At that point, the woman leaned in close and whispered
something near the blinded man’s ear, which after a short pause received a
simple nod in return. His response apparently to her liking, she then first
pointed to Maria and said, “You – have a seat for just a moment…” and then
turned back to her latest helper and bluntly instructed her, “And you – take
his pants off so that we can finish tying him up for your bitchy friend…”


Both girls eyes grew wide as they were shocked by the order,
but both gladly complied, with Maria taking to the padded seat in one of the
corners while Shannon turned her attention back to the bound man standing in
front of her, blushing as she reached down and unbuckled his belt, then slid
the jeans down his legs until she paused to kneel down and remove his shoes
before she could finish the job. Still on her knees in front of him once his
pants had been removed, Shannon couldn’t help but find herself staring directly
at his crotch – concealed only by a black pair of snug-fitting jockey shorts.


Maria laughed out loud at her friend’s trance before the
saleswoman spoke up and directed her to help him sit down so that they could
finish what they had started. After slightly reclining the chair back so that
it forced its rider into an incline, she then handed Shannon a larger padlock
to be used to secure his wrist cuffs to a single ring in the center of the
chair’s back, pulling his arms back at a strict angle that allowed for nearly
no movement once the lock had been clicked shut.


The two then made little work securing the similar cuffs
around the man’s ankles, pulling them behind him as well until it was clear
with the sound of the last padlock between Shannon’s fingers that his escape
now rested solely in the hands of the keyholder…


“Want to hold onto these while you play?” the
saleswoman invited Maria with a wink as she held out the key ring with an
extended hand. “I know that having them in my grasp always helps to
get me in the mood…” she added playfully with a wink as the keys fell
from her hand to Maria’s.


After jingling them provocatively as she gazed over at the
presentable submissive before slipping them seductively into one of the cups of
the leather bra that hid beneath her dress, she then took her hostess’s words
as invitation to get up from her chair and enjoy a closer look while her friend
took a seat in the opposite corner. Maria stepped slowly in the direction of
her captive, the short, black dress swaying with each step as the carpet mostly
deadened the sound of her stiletto boots against the floor. From his place the
stock boy looked forward with a blank, leathery stare until finally Maria took
the initiative and swung her legs over his to take a seat on his lap, her
crotch dangerously close to his as she wrapped her arms lazily around his next,
her lips only inches from the black leather that concealed his face to the
world.


“You can see how with that hood tight around his face…” the
saleswoman calmly explained as she took a seat in the chair that Maria had
vacated, “…he can be anything you want him to be.”


Maria stared into the emptiness where his eyes were hidden
behind the leather, her fingers slowly grazing over his cheek and down his
neck.


“If you’ve ever fantasized about your partner being
someone else, someone … better equipped to give you what you crave,” she
continued tantalizingly as she noticed the slightest grind as Maria shifted her
hips against the bound man, “there’s nothing quite like blanking him out to
first give your imagination a clean slate to work with!”


Shannon felt her heart racing just looking on as she watched
her best friend considering the implications of each phrase that slipped from
the woman’s tongue, and she couldn’t deny that she wished the two could trade
places at that very moment simply so that she could feel the cool leather
against the man’s skin and let her own imagination do a bit of wandering
itself…


Eventually Maria’s hands escaped downward to what had first
caught her attention earlier as they bumped up against the steel studs that
pierced the man’s erect nipples and caused a gasping reaction as she suddenly
twisted them both without warning before putting her freshly manicured nails to
work against his tender flesh.


“And as I mentioned earlier,” the woman continued as
she watched with a small smile as Maria experimented with her sharp nails
eliciting a variety of responses, “if a woman desires to punish someone without
having the weight of guilt or sympathy over her head, well, then
these hoods also do a fine job of hiding away the emotion so all that’s left is
what we really see of our bound submissives…”


“…cat toys…”


The woman laughed at herself as she then stood up and walked
over to Maria’s side offering the next gift for her to try out – a pair of
leather gloves that she was quick to note featured an array of exceedingly
sharp spikes along the palms and fingers.


“Don’t worry about being too forceful,” she snickered
as she went back to her seat while Maria slipped her hands into the gloves. “I
can assure you that our Derek here is quite the pain slut … especially
when it comes to those lovely nipples of his … so be sure to go ahead and test
out the merchandise however it is that you see fit!”


“We call these vampire gloves, by the way,” the
saleslady added as Maria first tested the sharpness on just the backside of her
arm before returning her hands quite viciously to the man’s chest. 


“They do a great job of … intensifying … a woman’s
touch, I think you’ll find!”


Maria could feel the man shiver beneath her as several dozen
needles scratched the surface of his skin simultaneously while she traced her
hands around his well-sculpted body with a pleased grin across her face. She
marveled at how the simple change of pressure beneath her fingertips sent his
reactions from tingles to moans beneath his gagged lips as the sharp spikes
left a spider web of sadistic designs behind in his flesh. Her favorite was
still his nipples, though, which seemed to react extra sensitive on account of
the piercings and caused him to whimper a lovely song of pain beneath her while
his body spoke of a very different reaction to her touch, painful as it was…


“You like a little pain for those pierced nipples, don’t
you?” Maria purred as she unexpectedly felt his erection growing between
her legs as her body was pressed up against him in the chair. Quickly
forgetting that the other two women were even in the room, Maria slowly began
to grind her hips against his, her dress riding up until only her new leather
underwear and his separated the two as she continued to tease him blindly while
her spiked fingers toyed cruelly with his pierced nipples, much to his delight.


“Oooooh – you’re a big boy, aren’t you???” she
purred through the leather hood as she felt the length of his hard-on pressing
against her outer lips. “What I wouldn’t give to feel you inside of me right
now…”


The man groaned as his bonds held him perfectly in place
while his sensual assault continued.


“You know, I keep my man in chastity because he’s
not big enough to satisfy me, but I think you could do the job real
nice!!!”


Maria imagined her husband kneeling beside them as she
ground up against the stranger a bit further, so horny and desperate for a mere
five minutes alone with her faceless captive so that she could finish what
she’d started. Just a faceless fuck toy for her to flaunt in his face like any
bitch would, her mind flooded with ideas of ways to torture and torment in her
new persona as she stared back with glee at the blank mask that seemed to beg
for more just the same. As both spectators could well confirm, her lust-filled
drive was quite the sight to see until unexpectedly she looked up to see her
friend Shannon leaning over her new toy from behind, her own lips close to the
bound man’s right ear as she added few choice comments of her own…


“She’s been waiting for somebody like you to come
along,” she whispered as she dangled her arms around the man’s neck while
locking eyes with her domineering friend. “Maria here has been itching to
feel a real man between her legs – we spent all afternoon getting her
all worked up for it, and as I’m sure you can tell, she’s very much in
the mood for what you’ve got…”


“But the thing is, Derek…” Shannon continued as her
fingers wandered down to join where Maria’s were tormenting the man’s nipple
piercings to the extreme, “if she can’t have your cock inside
of her tonight, then don’t you think that it’s only fair that we send her away
with the next best thing instead???”


By now Maria’s own breathing had grown deep as ground
herself harder and harder against the stock boy’s erection, oblivious to the
saleslady who still sat in the corner merely enjoying the show as the girl’s
body moved in waves to the erotic narration that her friend had continued right
where she had left off.


“So what I want you to do,” she heard the girl say as
she lost herself in the jingling of the heavy, leather restraints and the black
of the faceless bondage hood as she gave way to her naughty desires, “is
once you’re let up from this divine predicament you’ve found yourself in,
you’re going to go back to your dildo section and you’re going to find
one that best represents what this girl is teasing herself with
right now … that she should use to finish the job once she gets back
home and puts her husband in his place using some of these toys that
you’re wearing right here!”


Maria shuddered as she slowed her grinding down enough to
bring herself back down to Earth, though it was hard to deny that thoughts of
her home life to come had officially flooded her head with no signs whatsoever
of receding any time soon. Reaching out her hands as she giggled with her
friend, she gave Shannon a chance to feel their sharpness firsthand before
finally slipping them off and handing them back to the saleslady to package up
for her along with the rest of the toys that she had just very thoroughly
enjoyed.


As the two stepped out of the preview room to give the
saleslady a chance to unbind her co-worker, Shannon turned to Maria with a
large smile and asked, “So, have you decided when you’re going to…” but
was quickly cutoff by Maria’s grinned retort as she informed her friend in no
uncertain terms, “It’s going on tonight … this bitch starts NOW!!!”


The two laughed together as they made their way back to the
front of the store where they were met a few minutes later by the saleslady
carrying everything that she and Shannon had collected. The woman happily began
ringing up the other while the two casually browsed, with Maria adding a book
to the pile and Shannon an amusing paddle with the word BITCH prominently
spelled out in the leather.


It was just as the woman was about to give their total when
the stock boy appeared, clothed once more but still more than a bit red
in the face from the leather hood that he could now see had been sold. In his
outstretched hands he presented to the woman who had ridden him a glossy, white
box which boasted the contents of a 9” long, 2” in diameter silicone dildo … complete
with realistic balls and a suction cup base for easy use … and it was all
she could do to say, “Thank you…” as she blushed in amazement while the
saleslady grinned and added it to the order before providing a final total … less
a substantial discount, for her own amusement…


* * * * * * * * * *


As the girls walked back to the car and prepared at last for
their final journey home, the two reveled in the erotic adventure they had just
shared, though before Shannon could comment that she couldn’t wait to hear
about what was going to happen once her inner bitch had officially been
unleashed, Maria reached into the shopping bag and handed her the book she had
purchased – An Introduction to Bondage & Female Domination, volume 1.


“I hope you’re a fast reader,” she told her friend as she
threw the rest of her new toys into the car and then pranced around on her new
heels towards the driver’s side door. “You’ve got a lot of reading to do
before playtime!”


Maria smiled and gave her co-pilot a wink as both of their
eyes fell to the steel cage that still called her purse home … if only for a
short while longer … before Maria then added with a devious grin…


“Don’t worry – bitches always share their toys!”











Her New
Cuckold … Locked
















“I really do think that it’s time you put him into chastity,
Kate,” Marcus told her as the two dined in the private section of the iconic
restaurant that featured panoramic views of the city. “He’ll be much more
compliant and less likely to question what you do with me if you do…”


“I suppose…” the woman sighed as she took another sip from
her wine glass. “I was just hoping that it wouldn’t have to come to that … that
he’d just learn to accept what I want on his own.”


Her date smiled his award-winning smile from across the
table, then comforted her, “Men aren’t quite that easy, my dear. You’ve been
married to him for 15 years now – it’s no surprise that he would provide a
little resistance when coming to learn that his loving wife wants to
start dating again.”


“But it’s nothing against him, per say,” she
protested to no one in particular, “I just want … more!”


“And you deserve more!” Marcus implored back. “I
think you’ve taken marvelous strides these last couple of months indulging with
me, though we haven’t had nearly as many work outings as I would like to
give you the excuses that you require to get out of the house. He already has a
suspicion that you have ulterior motives to your nights out – why not
put your foot down and remind him who’s the boss so that you can stop
dancing around our time together and enjoy it all the more?”


“But I do enjoy dancing with you!” Kate purred
back with a grin as she took a bite of the raspberry cheesecake between them.


Marcus smiled, “You know what I mean!”


The two laughed and enjoyed their view out the window that
Marcus had been able to procure with his connections before Kate turned the
conversation unexpectedly back to her husband’s chastity, to her date’s
pleasure…


“I don’t even know which one to get – I looked through that
website that you gave me for an hour the other day and I have no idea what I’m
looking at!”


“Well, why didn’t you just say so?!” Marcus grinned as he
reached down into the bag at his feet as he pulled out his iPad, then slid his
chair around next to his date’s so that they could both see the screen at the
same time. Pulling up the same website that he had given the woman to browse
earlier, he began to give Kate a basic tutorial of chastity belts and the
different types that the site sold and how they all worked…


“There are two basic types of devices used for male
chastity,” the handsome man explained, pointing to the pictures on the tablet
that he held between them. “There are cages, and there are belts, and they’re
both designed pretty much like they sound…”


“Cages, on one hand, are typically something that locks
behind the cock and balls, and then protrudes down to cover either one or both
to prevent access to the genitals by the wearer. Some of the most common,
inexpensive ones for beginners are made of plastic, like these, and in
theory prevent the wearer from becoming hard enough to ejaculate.”


“Well he’s a beginner,” Kate replied curiously, “so I
should get him one of these? That doesn’t look too bad for $150…”


Marcus smiled and held up a hand before reaching his arm
around her, “I did say ‘in theory’ … because it’s been said that
some men have still been able to bring themselves to orgasm in these things
given enough time and enough stimulation, and if push comes to shove, plastic
isn’t exactly the most unbreakable substance on Earth!”


“So then maybe we go with one of these metal cages – they
look pretty fierce!” she joked as she slid her finger across the tablet to
move the site to the next page.


“Oh, they are!” her friend concurred. “You can see here that
when you move up to steel, there are a whole lot more options with what you can
do – they have cages that cover the entire cock and balls together, they have
special devices that require a piercing through the penis to be locked
in place … for additional security, and they even have devices that
contain sharp spikes like these on the inside,” he pointed out in one of the
more menacing devices after zooming in on the screen to show their detail.


“Ouch! Wouldn’t that be … painful???” Kate asked with
a wincing look on her face.


“Yes,” he confirmed with a warm smile. “If someone were, to
say, become aroused at the thought of his wife being out with another man, the
spikes inside of a chastity cage like that would be very painful for
him…”


“I see…” she purred as a small grin slipped across
her face as she looked back at her date and winked.


“Now there are also chastity belts, which are more
along the lines of the traditional sense that you would expect,” he continued,
“where there’s actually a belt that locks around the wearer’s waist,
with a separate device that loops between the legs to prevent access to the
genitals themselves…”


“So what’s the difference?” Kate asked curiously as she
scanned the new array of devices that appeared on the screen.


“Well, for one – security,” he stated. “One could
argue that some of the metal cages, especially those that involved
piercings, are fairly secure and inescapable, however the way most belts
are designed, instead of simply attacking the piece around the genitals
themselves, you’d actually have to remove the belt as well, which is typically
made of a very high-grade steel that would be quite difficult, not to
mention dangerous, to cut while still locked around the body.”


“Additionally, there’s the question of thoroughness because
as you can see here, with these belts the entire cock and balls are hidden
away from the outside world as well as from everyday contact with the
wearer himself. It’s been said that they’re quite intimidating due to
how they put the wearer in a position where he can no longer touch or even see
his own cock anymore…”


Kate raised her brow in curious contemplation.


“So how long would he be able to wear something like this???
Would he be able to last the entire evening while we go out, or would it need
to be a short night so that I could let him out to pee?”


Marcus grinned as he flipped through the remaining pictures
on the site.


“Actually, even the simplest of cages like we looked at
earlier are made to be worn for days or weeks at a time, and it’s not
entirely unheard of for people who are really into male chastity to keep their
submissives caged for months on end, some even permanently…”


Kate’s eyes grew wide.


“Of course,” he added, “for extended durations, he’d need to
be released every now and then for more thorough cleaning and whatnot…”


“But he could use the bathroom in one of these … even the
belts???” she inquired with astonishment as she reached again for her glass
of red wine, now thoroughly intrigued by her friend’s show and tell.


“Oh yes,” he replied with a pearly white smile. “For all of
them, the wearer can easily still urinate out the end, although he’ll
definitely be limited to sitting down to avoid making a mess. It will
also take a bit of extra time afterwards to clean up, but that’s very
minor considering the benefits of chastity…”


“As for #2, well, obviously the cages pose no real
problem because they’re secured only to the cock and balls. The belts, on the
other hand, are a bit more complicated and some care needs to be taken, however
as you can see here – all of the belts that this site sells feature a
hole in the back that aligns with the asshole for going to the bathroom.”


“They even have a feature here,” he added with a smirk, “if
you feel like getting kinky, where you can add a butt plug that
locks into the hole in the belt and is held in place as long as the chastity
belt remains locked around his waist!”


“Wow,” Kate laughed astonishingly as her eyes scanned back
over the page again, focusing in on the aforementioned anal attachment.


Marcus laughed along with her as he handed her the tablet
and allowed her to continue to browse on her own while he flagged the attention
of their server to bring him a cup of coffee. He watched his beauty curiously
browse through the various devices that he had just shown her, amused even as
she stopped for a few seconds longer on the cage that featured the sharp spikes
and laughed quietly to herself. Finally stopping back on the last page that
they viewed that showcased the full-featured, steel belts, she sighed as she
looked over the page, then up to the view out the window before asking, “But
what makes you think that he’ll even go along with it???”


The man turned in closer to the woman and stroked her long,
brown hair gently as he explained, “Two reasons … Number One, because I
know men like your husband, and men like your husband are naturally
submissive creatures. It’s the reason that he’s sitting at home watching TV
right now instead of storming through this restaurant, threatening to punch
my lights out. He’s gentle, and he’s passive, and he’s perfect for
a strong woman like you because he gives you the freedom to go out and do the
things in life that you want to do.”


Kate softly smiled as she glanced over at him, setting the
iPad on the table and taking his hand in hers, then asking, “And the second
reason???”


“Because you’re not going to give him any choice
otherwise,” Marcus told her smoothly before leaning in to suck her sweet,
burgundy lips into his. The two kissed passionately in the dim corner of the restaurant
for several seconds before they broke and he whispered sensually to her, “Isn’t
that how they tell me that marriage works – the wife tells the husband
to do something, and the husband does it?!”


“Something like that…” Kate purred as she slid into him for
another kiss while she savored the doctor’s firm embrace around her.


“But how am I supposed to get him to put it on?” she asked
between breaths, trying but failing to be cautious of how intimate she should
be with her secret lover in public.


“You don’t even need to worry about that, my dear,” he cooed
as she melted in his lap. “We’ll just order it and when it comes, I’ll have one
of the other nurses stop by your house after we go out to fit it on him.”


Kate laughed as she rested her hand on his chest.


“Right, like he’s really going to go for just some random
lady from my work showing up to lock him in chastity???”


“Not just some random lady, he won’t,” he replied
with a grin, “but I’d bet you he’d do it if Veronica showed up at his
door!”


Kate’s mind flashed to the sexy blonde she worked with who
was about 10 years younger than she was and always seemed to turn heads,
whether she was dressed up for a company function or even just wearing their
everyday work attire…


“Mmmmm – ok, so maybe that might work…” she laughed as she
stole another nibble from his lips before settling back into her own chair and
taking another look at the options that were displayed up on the pad. Quietly
flipping back and forth between several of the more encompassing belts that
they had discussed, she paused as she zoomed into the prices on each, then
turned back to Marcus with a frown.


“There’s no way that I can afford one of these things,
though,” she sighed as she realized that the models she had most piqued an
interest in were all over a thousand dollars each. “Even if it would be a lot
of fun, I just couldn’t do that to our budget…”


Marcus just grinned, to which she replied, “What?” before he
laughed and explained to her, “I never had any intention of you having
to pay for this! Which one do you like?”


She glanced over at him suspiciously, then turned her
attention back to the iPad where she flipped back and forth between two models
before finally selecting one that bore a price of nearly $1,400 plus taxes and
shipping. Pointing to the device on the screen, Kate looked up at her date and
curiously asked, “How about this one?”


He took the tablet from her and zoomed in to quickly read
the description, then looked back at her with a wink and replied, “Nice choice!
It will take about six weeks to get here once we order it, so you’ll just need
to figure out a way to get the measurements that we need without spoiling your
little surprise…”


Kate felt a chill rush through her body as she considered
what was being proposed, then leaned in to cuddle with Marcus as she asked him
softly, “And you’re sure it’s not too much???”


Marcus reached over to pull the woman onto his lap as he
stared into her deep, hazel eyes before bringing his tongue to meet inside of
her mouth hungrily as she felt the passion stir underneath his pants.


“Look around you,” he whispered to her seductively.
“Nothing’s too expensive for my lover…”


“If that’s the case,” Kate purred back, “can I get
the one with the spikes in it, too?”


“If that’s what turns you on…” he told her with a chuckle as
he nibbled at her lips.


“It just might!” Kate giggled in his lap. “You’re turning me
on to all sorts of new things lately…”


Marcus smiled as he kissed the woman openly and deeply,
leaving her breathless as he proposed, “Then maybe we should take this over to
the hotel room that I reserved for us across the street. They’ve got a bottle
of champagne waiting for us on ice, and the room has a jacuzzi with a view
that’s even better than this one...”


“You know there’s something that I’m interested in even more
than the view!” Kate retorted playfully as she grabbed at the man’s erection
discretely.


“Well I’ve got plenty of that ready and waiting for
you, too…”


The two savored each other’s embrace for a minute longer
until Kate could feel herself getting wet between her thighs before glancing
down at the time and regretfully protesting, “But you know that if I come over
to the hotel, I’m going to end up spending the night and then I’ll have to come
up with some excuse to explain to Andrew why I was out all night again!”


“Why do you think that I got the room?!” Marcus
replied without missing a beat.


“And besides,” he added with a sly grin, “just
think - once that chastity belt arrives, you won’t have to explain a thing
anymore…”


* * * * * * * * * *


Andrew walked into the bedroom, finding his wife
unexpectedly sitting at the vanity doing her makeup and asked, “So what are
your plans for tonight?”


Without looking up as she steadied to apply her eyeliner,
Kate replied, “Oh, I thought I told you – I’m going out with a friend tonight.”


He lingered awkwardly for a moment, then sat down on the
edge of the bed and further inquired, “Where are you guys headed to?” as he
watched her apply a sultry smoke to her eyelids that he hadn’t seen in years.


“Oh, ummm – my friend has a friend who’s opening an art
exhibit tonight, so he invited me to come along with him. Fancy suit-and-tie
stuff – you wouldn’t really like it anyways…”


Andrew nodded quietly and watched his wife continue to
transform before his very eyes until she finally turned to him and asked, “Hey,
while you’re here – can you help me with something?”


“Sure, no problem,” he perked up with a smile. “What do you
need?”


“There’s a gift bag in the closet. Can you grab it for me?
I’m running late and he’s going to be here any minute, so I don’t want to keep
him waiting…”


Stepping into their walk-in closet, Andrew took a moment to
scan the shelves until he finally noticed a glossy bag with white and black
letters leaning up against the wall by his feet. Carrying it back out to the
bed, he removed a fancy box with the same letters – appearing to be a French
word that he couldn’t pronounce – on the lid.


“Thank-you!” his wife replied curtly as she took the box
from his hands and opened it out on the bed to reveal a strikingly seductive
set of black lingerie, which instantly reminded Andrew where he had seen the
French word before because it was the name of a very high-end boutique in the
mall that the couple never visited because they couldn’t afford to shop there.


“Where’d you get those???” he asked curiously as he watched
his wife marvel over the silky smooth garments within as she anxiously sorted
through the carefully wrapped box.


“Oh, they were a gift…” Kate sang nonchalantly as she laid
each item out on their bed with the utmost of care, first pairing the luxurious
silk stockings together, then the garter belt, and finally the matching bra and
panties that immediately caught Andrew’s attention as they almost seemed to
have a shimmer of leather in them.


Andrew took a deep breath as he bit his lip looking down at
the sexy lingerie, then asked as he felt his heart rate increase, “…are they
from that doctor friend of yours?”


Kate smiled warmly as she looked up at him.


“Yes, Marcus … err, Dr. Powers bought them for me…”
she explained with a smile as she bit her lip, then dropped her towel to the
floor and picked up the garter belt to situate it around her hips.


“If you’d like to watch me put them on, you can sit there in
my chair at the vanity…” she suggested, again without looking up, as she
focused on closing the tiny hasp of the belt behind her back, taking note
herself of the sexy patches of smooth, black leather that were built into the
lacy garment.


Andrew’s eyes randomly dropped to the floor as he heard his
wife’s comments, and then without further reaction, he simply stood up from the
corner of the bed and walked over to the vanity where the glosses and shades
that she had been putting on her lips and face were still laid out from moments
ago. He looked away to clear a small lump that had been growing in his throat,
then turned the chair back in the direction of his wife to watch her get
dressed…


Kate paid her husband no mind as she meticulously
straightened the garters down her front and backside, then reached for the
first of the two silk stockings to run up her short, but shapely legs. The
smooth silk leggings felt like nothing she’d worn before as she guided the
exotic material up her freshly shaven legs until they came to rest mid-thigh.


It wasn’t until she had donned both stockings and was
proceeding to affix each of the six garters from around her belt that Andrew’s
eyes were drawn in to notice that she had also shaven between her legs as
well, but he said not a word as he continued to watch her work…


Next picking up the new bra from its place on their bed, she
took another moment to admire its smooth, black shine up close before slipping
into the straps and lifting her breasts into it to reveal that it was actually
only a half-bra that barely covered her nipples and left exposed the top
majority of her gorgeous breasts as the smooth, leather-like material cupped
them from below.


Stepping over to her husband backwards, she glanced back and
asked him, “Do you mind?” as she gestured to the bra clasp at the small of her
back.


Andrew reached up with both hands and quickly clipped the
clasps together, curious to the touch of the garment’s material for only a
split second before Kate stepped away again as she adjusted the straps over her
shoulders.


Finally looking down at the dainty pair of jet black panties
– the only item left from the designer box – Kate turned her attention to the
full-length mirror with her backside to her husband as she stepped into the
seductive underwear and slid them up her legs, smiling ever so slightly as she
pulled them taut against her pussy that had she had shaved bare especially for
him, the ties of the panties coming to rest up over her garters as she giggled
and thought to herself, “Easy access for later…”


Taking a step back as she relished her irresistible figure
in her new lingerie, Kate called out to her husband once again, “Hey, there’s a
black garment bag in the closet, too – can you do me a favor and grab that as
well?”


Kate closed her eyes for just a moment as her husband
disappeared again into the closet, imagining Marcus’ firm hands pulling her
body into his until Andrew re-emerged with the bag in hand, which she directed
him to open so that she could finish getting dressed.


The smell of leather hit him like a drug the moment Andrew
zipped open the bag, and a moment later as he pulled the garment bag off the
hanger to reveal its contents, it became abundantly clear why. Inside was a
decadent black leather dress, tight and form fitting that looked like it would
barely cover her garters. He felt his breathing quicken as he looked over the
dress and then glanced back to his lingerie-clad wife, who was quick to prod
him along by cattily saying, “Come on – are you going to help or not?! Take it
off the hanger so that I can put it on…”


Taking the buttery soft leather of the shoulder straps in
his hands, Andrew carefully undid the small zipper that ran down the back of
the dress, then once it was fully opened, removed the wooden hanger that it had
come on and threw the hanger onto the bed. He lingered over it a bit longer as
his wife walked over while he held it out, then stepped into it and graciously
slid the dress upwards until she could get her arms under the shoulder straps.


“So … was this a gift, too?” he barely croaked out as
he watched the exquisite leather take form around his wife’s figure.


“…I guess so…” she only half-answered him as she admired the
transformation taking place in the mirror and trying to hold back just how
wonderful the cool leather felt against her skin, knowing that her husband
likely had the hard-on of a lifetime standing nearby.


“Zip me up,” she commented as she turned her back to him,
gesturing again for him to help where she wasn’t able to reach as the fitted
leather slid into place underneath her arms and seemed to sync perfectly with
her bra to show off a copious amount of her cleavage.


Just as the zipper reached its home, she continued without
missing a beat, “Now go in the closet and get my shoes – I want the tall,
strappy ones with the platforms … the black leather ones.”


Andrew disappeared and fumbled around in the closet for a
few minutes while Kate smoothed out the leather down her body, amused as she
came to the bumps that were each of her six garters, both because the dress
actually managed to cover them in the first place, but also because they could
still just barely be made out through the tight leather in a surprisingly sexy
sort of way.


When her husband finally emerged, the shoes of her picking
dangling from one hand, she heard him make a comment under his breath as he
reached to hand them to her…


“What – he didn’t just buy you new shoes, too?!”


Kate turned and gave him a snide look, then told him, “You
can leave the shoes on the bed – I don’t need your help anymore.”


Andrew gave a flabbergasted look and attempted to protest,
“But I … I …”


…though Kate was quick to cut him off and raised her voice, “Put
my shoes on the bed and wait for me downstairs!”


Shocked at the tone in his wife’s voice, Andrew carefully
set her shoes on the bed next to the empty lingerie box, then quickly walked
out of the bedroom, closing the door behind him…


Letting out a big sigh and rolling her eyes, Kate turned her
attention back to the mirror and smiled again as she saw her marvelous figure
in the form-fitting leather, taking a couple of turns to enjoy the view from
behind as well before remembering the shoes that her husband had left for her
on the bed. Slipping into the tall platforms and buckling the numerous straps
around her ankles, she melted as she saw what the extra five inches did to
elongate her legs and bring even more attention to all of the right areas.


When her fantasies began to drift again to Marcus’ hands
groping her through the tight leather throughout the night, frantic for any
place that the two could duck away inside the gallery for a little naughty-naughty,
Kate had to snap herself back into reality by reminding herself that the
real thing was only moments away and would be knocking at her door any
moment!


Putting a few final touches on her makeup and then throwing
some essentials in the black leather handbag with silver accents, she knew that
she didn’t dare tell her husband that Marcus had actually bought the
matching purse for her, too as she slung the bag’s silver chain over her
shoulder and took one final look in the mirror.


Ever since she had casually mentioned to Marcus that her
husband had a fetish for leather, he had been dropping comments about how
amazing she would look in it, though she had declined every last one … until
now.


Ready to move past the evening’s minor hiccup and into more
enjoyable parts of her night, Kate took one last opportunity to spritz
herself with a lovely, feminine bouquet in each of the areas that her man was
sure to notice, then slowly walked down the spiral stairs to the main floor
where she found Andrew waiting patiently for her on the edge of his seat in
their living room. After walking to the window and glancing outside to ensure
that her date hadn’t already arrived, Kate gingerly walked back to where her
husband was sitting to vent her frustrations from earlier’s incident…


“That was a very rude comment that you made earlier,” Kate
scolded him as she towered over him in her five-inch heels. “Marcus is a very
generous man, and you should be grateful that he buys me these nice things that
you’re not able to afford yourself.”


Andrew looked out at the leather-clad figure before him,
hardly believing that it was his own wife, his eyes first dropping down to the
strappy, black platform heels on her feet that he’d been asked to retrieve for
her and then tracing his was up her delicate, silky legs until they disappeared
underneath the edge of the tight, leather dress that followed her figure all
the way up to a magnificent display of her breasts that left very little to the
imagination.


“I know - I’m sorry…” he croaked out as he reached her eyes
that were piercing back at him, her smug smile in deep red seemingly the only
acceptance that he would be receiving back.


After he hung his head again, his eyes drifting back to the
leather heels that admittedly he had encouraged her to buy to satisfy a shoe
fetish of his own, Kate smirked at her husband’s act of submission, then asked
him sarcastically, “Would you like a better opportunity to apologize???”


He looked up at her towering over him from his seat again,
then nodded his head yes, to which she amusingly replied with a chuckle in her
voice, “Get down on the floor and kiss my shoes…”


Looking back at her with a raised eyebrow, they both turned
their heads a moment later to see a pair of headlights turn into their
driveway.


“That’s him,” Kate prodded. “You’d better do it now if
you’re going to…”


Glancing back at her one last time, enough that the image of
his wife looking down her nose at him would be burned into his memory for days,
Andrew sheepishly let out a long sigh, then got down on his hands and knees on
the carpet until his wife’s delicate toes were squarely in front of him. Taking
notice of the sweet smell of his favorite perfume of hers blending with the
undeniable leather that encapsulated her, he inched his lips down close to the
silk stocking that wrapped her feet underneath the tantalizing straps of her
shoes.


“I said kiss my shoes, not my feet…”
she warned, snickering to herself as she thought that maybe Marcus had
been right about all of the things that he had said about her husband after
all. She grinned as she watched him carefully caressing the sexy, leather
straps that held the platform shoe to her foot, then laughed again to herself
as she saw him ready to move to the other foot and sharply interrupted, “No,
why don’t you kiss the bottom of this one…” before lifting her right
leg up above Andrew’s head, impressed as he did exactly as he was told and
brought his lips to the opposite side of the platform from where her toes
rested, gently pressing down until the back of his head was held firmly to the
floor by her foot.


Just then the doorbell rang, and with that Kate jerked her
foot away and announced, “Time to go!” as she gingerly walked away from her
husband laying on the floor, thinking to herself, “…right where you belong…”
as she knew his eyes followed her every last step to the door.


With one hand on the handle, she turned back and told him,
“I almost forgot to tell you – Veronica is going to be stopping by later to drop
off something for me. Do me a favor and don’t give her any trouble…”


Before he could ask or say another word, Kate had opened the
door and added, “I’ll probably be home late – don’t wait up!” before
closing the door behind her and nearly falling into the arms of her date,
Marcus, on the front porch.


“You look incredible – I told you that you could pull
this off without a hitch!” he told her as he wrapped his arms around
her, with Kate quick to run a hand up his washboard abs inside of his designer
suit while she savored in the newfound knowledge that no matter how sweet
leather felt on a woman’s body, it felt even better between her and the touch
of a strong man.


The two intertwined flirtatiously on the front porch, only a
couple of dozen feet away from where Kate’s husband still lay confused on the
living room floor, with Marcus already playing with her garters like it was
going to be a fun night, until finally they broke away and she raced him back
to his car, teasing, “Come on, let’s get going – I have something very
interesting that I want to tell you!”


* * * * * * * * * *


A couple of hours passed before Andrew heard the doorbell
ring again that evening. Unsure of just how his evening could possibly get any
stranger, he opened the door to find his wife’s nursing co-worker, Veronica,
just as Kate had told him to expect on her way out the door…


Welcoming her inside, he didn’t think much of the plastic
lock box that she was carrying, still in her scrubs after just having finished
another 12-hour shift, though enough to bring a smile to his face all the same.
The young girl chatted casually with him for a few minutes after setting the
box down on the kitchen counter, batting her eyes and pretending to care about
whatever he had to say as she’d found long ago worked quite well for her
whenever she needed to get something from a member of the opposite sex.


“So are you ready to get this over with?” she asked him with
a giggle as she drummed her fingers anxiously on the top of the closed box.


“Oh, is that what you’re dropping off for Kate?” he asked
unknowingly as he leaned up against the opposite counter. “I don’t really know
what it is, but apparently it’s important so I guess you can just leave it
there or wherever…”


Veronica giggled as she glanced up at him, then down at the
box, commenting, “Well, it is pretty important, but it’s not exactly something
that I can just leave here!”


“Ok, well, I won’t mess with it or anything, if
that’s what you’re concerned about…” Andrew grumbled, flashing back to his incident
earlier with his wife and thinking that maybe she had somehow spoken to
Veronica since then.


“That’s not what I’m worried about…” Veronica laughed
as she flipped open the clasps on the lid of the box, adding, “…in fact, that’s
kind of the whole point of this in the first place!”


The blonde continued chuckling to herself as she began to
unload the box onto the counter, with Andrew looking on to see her unpacking a
series of what appeared to be long, silver bands of varying length that somehow
fit together, followed by a strange, tube-like device and a couple of other
odd-shaped pieces, and then finally a shiny, silver padlock that was currently
unlocked. Once all of the pieces had been emptied from the padded box, Veronica
set it off to the side and began lining some of the pieces up and clicking them
together until finally Andrew chimed in and asked, “So what is all this
stuff???”


“This,” Veronica announced proudly as she held up
parts of the device that were slowly starting to resemble what Kate had picked out
in the pictures, “is your new chastity belt!”


She giggled and batted her eyes at him as she continued with
her work while he stood there baffled for a moment from the other side of the
kitchen counter, then replied back, “Wait, my what???”


The girl then put down the belt and smiled at him more
directly.


“Your chastity belt – your wife ordered it for you…”


“I don’t understand,” he told her. “I’ve never heard of any
of this before, and why are you here to give it to me now if it’s
supposed to be from my wife???” Andrew did his best not to raise his
voice in confusion after what happened earlier, but he’d never heard of such a
thing before and it just didn’t make any sense…


“No problem!” Veronica quipped back with a cute grin. “We
can do a quick Q&A first if that’s what it’s going to take. Second question
first – I’m here because your wife is otherwise occupied tonight … so
that one’s easy enough. As for what it is, well, let’s just
say that it’s designed to help guys like you … it’s a little personal, I
know, but down there…”


“Huh?!” Andrew retorted back at the girl. “I don’t have any
problems down there!!!” he emphasized, glancing down at his own crotch
before looking back at the blue-eyed girl in a thoroughly bewildered state.


Veronica just smiled and pressed forward.


“That’s really none of my business,” she told him sweetly.
“I’m really just here to help you try it on, and then maybe you can ask some
more of these questions to your wife when she gets home tomorrow…”


The girl then leaned in closer to him and told him, “Look,
I know that this is a little weird, but it’ll all be over a lot quicker
if you just play along and then I can get out of here…”


With that Veronica winked at the man and gave him another
smile as she knelt down in front of him and reached for his zipper, and then
without a word of protest pulled both his pants and boxers down in one fell
swoop to reveal a slowly growing erection underneath. The girl tapped on his
curiously-aroused member with her finger as she saw it getting larger before her
very eyes, then appeared to measure it between her finger and thumb before
giving it a shrug and standing up to face the dropped-jaw man once again.


“It’s ok,” she pretended to blush as she looked down at his
erection and then back up at him again, “I’m kind of used to this
sort of thing by now!” Walking back over to the counter while Andrew just
stared at her speechless with his pants around his ankles, she quickly returned
with one of the larger, silver tubes, knelt down and held it up to his erect penis
before commenting, “This should work, but we’re going to have to do
something about your arousal first…”


Andrew turned a deep shade of red as Veronica just giggled
while she looked at him, then took a few steps over and started sorting through
the freezer compartment of their refrigerator.


“Now this is going to be a little cold…” she laughed
as she revealed that in her hand she held a couple of pieces of ice only
moments before touching them directly to his erect shaft and then slowly
running them down the sides before eventually holding the frozen pieces against
the underside of his balls.


“Just take a few deep breaths and relax for me,” she
sang as if he were one of her patients. “It will all be over soon…”


Andrew was too embarrassed to look down and too confused by
the whole situation to think as he felt the chilling sensations around his
shaft and balls and even every so often along the tip of his penis as well
until he could only imagine that they’d all but shriveled up into nothing!
Still Veronica held the ice firmly in place until it had completely melted,
when she finally announced as if it were a major achievement, “Woohoo - now
we can get back to work!”


“I still don’t … understand…” he attempted to sheepishly
stammer out as she stood up momentarily to walk back to the counter, but
Veronica just tuned him out and returned with the same silver tube as before,
this time taking him even further off guard as without a word of explanation
she took the tube in one hand and slipped it over his now-cold and shriveled,
formerly erect penis with her free hand, and then slid the tube all the way up
until it touched his body…


Next, taking the full tube in one hand, she looked up and
giggled as she said, “Oops! I just realized that this would be a lot easier if you
were over here…” pulling him by his enclosed dick with his pants and
underwear still around his ankles until they were closer to the counter with
the rest of the parts on it.


Then laughing, “Stay!” to herself as she let go of
the tube momentarily and reached up for the rest of the steel straps that would
make up the belt itself, Veronica made little work of looping the outside ring
around Andrew’s waist and clicking it temporarily into place before he
inevitably tried to ask questions again while she worked to fit the front
shield in-line with the strap that was intended to come between his legs…


“Wait – now hold on,” he protested, though Veronica quickly
shut him up with a surprisingly effective, “Sssshhhhh!” adding a second
later, “Trust me, you don’t want me to pinch anything down here, so just
hold on and I’ll be with you in a minute!”


It was all that he could to do just shake his head and stand
there in his own kitchen bowlegged as the blonde was on her knees doing what he
had no idea at that point. A few more minutes passed while he felt what he
thought was the straps slowly getting tighter around his waist, then between
his legs, with the metal cup that she had been messing with now cradling his
balls while his penis strangely pointed downwards inside of the tube that
little did he know was about to become its new long-term home. 


Looking off into the other room, his mind wandering as he
felt boggled with whatever Kate had come up with for him this time, he wasn’t
paying attention when Veronica reached up and nabbed the silver padlock that
had been sitting open on the counter, nor at that point did he make any
connection of that unique clicking sound between his legs among all of the
others that the girl had been making…


“Now just a couple of last things…” Veronica muttered under
her breath as she got up and looked around the box until she found what
appeared to be a small hex wrench, then grabbed her phone and knelt back in
front of her confused host once more. After flipping through her phone for a moment,
she appeared to read something that made her chuckle. Then glancing back up at
Andrew and shrugging to herself with a nod of her head, the girl set her phone
down on the floor, located the hidden slot in the bottom of the belt that she’d
been told to look for, and inserted the tiny wrench and began to turn it
against the already snug belt.


“This might sting a little…” she warned just as she heard
his first gasp and felt him wince before her. She counted in her head, “One
… two … and then one from me…” as she twisted the tiny wrench before
finally removing it and looking up to see the grimace on Andrew’s face and the
damage that she had caused.


“What was that?!” he exclaimed as he felt a bit of
water in his eyes, shifting back and forth in an attempt to get the sharp pain
between his legs to dissipate.


Without looking up at him, Veronica then took her phone in
hand once again and abruptly asked him, “Can you hold still for like. two.
seconds?!” as she leaned back with the phone to his crotch, then clicked
the button on the side to take a photo of her final work.


Then standing up and looking him over with the first
judgmental smirk that he’d seen from her all night, Veronica commented, “If you
can relax a little bit, some of the discomfort might start to go away…” as she
took the extra pieces off the counter along with the tiny wrench in her hand
and placed them all back inside the padded box, closing the heavy-duty hinges
once again, this time double-checking them to make sure that they wouldn’t open
again on their own.


After verifying that the contents of the box would be
secure, the blonde stepped around to the side of the counter opposite Andrew
and with her back towards the door before she spoke again…


“So, yeah…” she visibly laughed at him for the first time
since she’d been seemingly giggling with him earlier, “…you should be
able to fit that thing underneath your clothes, but it sounds like you might
want to take your pants off and just get used to it for a while before
adding in any additional pressure…”


“What is this thing???” he asked her yet again as she
looked down at his groin and did his best to not move his hips, which seemed to
make the pain that specifically seemed to run along his dick and balls much
worse.


“I told you – it’s a chastity belt … haven’t you ever
heard of one, even in the movies???”


Andrew shook his head no as he confusingly stared back at
the girl.


“They’re for keeping people from having sex,” she
explained with a small hint of sympathy, “or in your case, to keep you from masturbating
while your wife is out on the town…”


Reading the baffled, yet harmless look on his face, Veronica
cautiously came back around the counter and pointed out with her finger, “You
saw that tube that I was playing with? Your cock is in that, and then your
balls are actually down here below at the bottom of this steel pouch.”


She tapped on the bottom of the cage with her finger, then
immediately realized what she had done and looked up with an apologetic, “Sorry!”
before explaining, “Now you’ll still be able to pee through here, but
you’ll need to be sitting down to do it. Poop comes out the same
place it did before – you just have to check the band afterwards to
make sure you clean off whatever gets stuck to the hole…”


“Oh yeah,” she added as she stood up and looked him in the
eye, “and those sharp pains that you’re feeling??? That’s a feature that
your wife had to ask for specially. I don’t know if you noticed, but some of
those other parts in the box had smooth insides to them – the ones that
I didn’t use. Instead, the ones that I used have these tiny,
needle-sized spikes that run along the insides … that little wrench is what
I used to engage them, and you can engage them on up to 5 levels for
varying … well, you know.”


“I got a text from Kate saying that you had misbehaved earlier,
and to engage them two turns. And then she said that if you were sassy or
resistant with me at any time, I was to turn them up a third…”


Andrew winced as he turned his head up to look at the
ceiling as he closed his eyes in pain, then told her back quietly, “I didn’t
mean to be disrespectful – I just didn’t know what you were doing…”


Raising an eyebrow despite his obvious pain, Veronica shot
right back, “You mean to tell me that if I told you first what I was
going to do, that you would’ve just gone along with it?!”


For the second time that evening, Andrew uttered the words,
“I’m sorry…” to a woman, though it was debatable which one he had meant more –
the apology to his wife or the one just then to the woman whom he was still hoping
would offer him a hint of mercy.


“I’ll tell you what…” Veronica said with a sympathetic tone
that piqued Andrew’s hope by just a hair. “I can’t really do anything about your
wife’s turns, but what if I give you an opportunity to earn back the
turn that I added for myself???”


The man shrugged his shoulders as he looked back at the
attractive blonde and told her, “Sure – that would be great … anything would be
better than nothing! What do you want me to do – kiss your shoes?”


Veronica held her hand up to cover her mouth as she began
laughing at his suggestion, quickly throwing back, “No! Is that what
she made you do?! That must’ve been a sight to see…”


The girl giggled while he hung his head in shame, although
thankfully the setting did seem to make the sharp pains around his cock and
balls go down significantly. Andrew stood there in silence as Veronica thought
for a moment, then looked back at him with a gleam in her eye as she said, “You
know what? I kind of do like that whole kissing thing, but I’ve got
something a little better in mind!”


“Have you ever kissed somebody’s ass?”


“Oh, this will be fun!” she announced as she took him by the
hand and led him over to the carpeted floor of the living room nearby, pants
and underwear still around his ankles, and instructed him, “Now get down on
your knees behind me…”


As far as Andrew could see, he was certainly in no place to
argue at that point, so he carefully knelt down on the carpet not far from
where he had been kissing the bottom of his wife’s shoe earlier.


Once he was in place, Veronica turned back and playfully
whispered in his ear, “I don’t recommend getting aroused by this or
you’re probably going to be in a lot of pain afterwards!”


Turning back around as she giggled to herself, the young
blonde then loosened the drawstring on her scrub pants and a moment later they
fell to the floor around her ankles, leaving her ass maybe six inches from his
face and the only thing separating the two a skimpy, pink thong that already
made him take a deep breath.


After she then reached down and innocently pulled her
panties down to her ankles so that her perfectly round ass was staring him
right in the face, she explained his next steps, “Now this is a hands free exercise,
so inch forward until you’re right in my ass and then take your hands
and hold onto my ankles…”


“It’s probably good that you get some practice in –
something tells me that you’re going to be doing a lot of this in the
future!”


Andrew took another pair of deep breaths to try and center
himself, but he already found himself growing aroused simply at the sound of
Veronica’s voice, much less the bare ass hanging in front of him, and so in an
attempt to simply push through and get it over with, he shimmied forward just
enough to put the girl’s ankles within grasp and then also brought his lips to
her white butt cheeks all at once. The girl stood there motionless for a
moment, then after feeling her arching her back and pushing her ass against his
lips he assumed that he had done it correctly until she spoke up again.


“So here’s the thing,” she reported as she flexibly
stretched back and forth in front of him, “that’s good for a first effort, but
if you really want to show someone that you respect them…”


“…and trust me, your wife will love this…”


“…you kiss their asshole.”


Waiting for a couple of moments, she soon prodded, “Well
come on – do it!” and the next second, she happily felt the man’s lips
resting squarely against her asshole, kissing as a gentleman would kiss until
she added, “It’s ok to give it a little tongue…” and her grin grew
bigger still as she felt the man further humiliating himself behind her without
even realizing it.


Veronica let Andrew continue tasting her ass for a solid 30
seconds, amused as he obediently clung to her ankles tightly while his tongue
humbly explored the tight folds of the girl’s asshole before she finally
reached down with one fell swoop and pulled her underwear and pants back up
while also knocking her anal suitor back onto the floor.


“I never said anything about them respecting you
back…” she chuckled to herself as she grabbed her phone from the
counter and turned to walk towards the front door, adding under her breath, “You
really are kind of a pushover – no wonder he had such an easy time winning her
over…” as she walked away.


“Wait a minute!” Andrew shouted after her, lying awkwardly
on the floor with his pants binding his ankles together and in too much pain
between his legs to pursue her regardless. “I thought we had a deal!”


Veronica laughed as she shouted back, “I don’t even have the
wrench anymore – it’s locked inside that box, so you’ll have to take it up with
her when she gets home!”


“But you lied to me…” he whined as he watched the
beautiful, young girl stepping through her front door.


Surprisingly, the girl turned back and offered one final
piece of sage-like wisdom before she shut the door, “Sorry – sometimes a
girl just likes to get her ass kissed…”


Veronica laughed to herself and spoke out loud, “Wow – that
was interesting!” as she casually walked back to her car and got in,
knowing all too well that he had no intention of coming after her … not that
there was anything that she could do for him at that point, anyways…


Just before pulling out of the couple’s driveway, Veronica
sent two text messages to her friend, Marcus – the first one included her photo
of the chastity belt securely in place, with the caption, “Mission
Accomplished!” 


The second simply added, “P.S. Tell Kate that her
husband’s kind of a kiss-ass, in a fun way...”


* * * * * * * * * *


Kate’s pussy throbbed as Marcus’ eight inch cock slammed
into her from behind while she knelt in the center of his bed, her new dress
now relegated to hanging over the chair in the corner, though she still wore
the lingerie that he had bought her especially for that night. Their collective
grunts and her cries of passion echoed through the room as they both finally
climaxed simultaneously, with Marcus’ warm cum filling her insides as she dug
her nails recklessly into the sheets and leaned back into his girth all the more.


 “Oh my god!” Kate moaned as she crumpled into a pile
on the bed and was moments later scooped up into the man’s strong arms as he
slid onto the sheets beside her. “I can’t tell you the last time I was fucked
like that…”


Marcus chuckled as he was catching his breath, “Maybe the
last time that we were together???”


“You know what I mean…” she jabbed at him playfully as she
slid one of her stocking-clad legs between his and nibbled gently at his lips
as the tremors in her body disappeared into the horizon. As her free hand
slowly came to rest on the man’s firm stomach, Kate took a moment to stare into
his deep, blue eyes before nestling herself into the crook of his arm, looking
up at him dreamily, and giggling…


“I really enjoy fucking you!”


The doctor grinned proudly and touched his thumb to her
cheek as he replied, “I really like fucking you, too!”


“I’m just glad that you were open to it…”


Kate confessed as she snuggled closer to her lover, “You
know, I was a little surprised about the whole thing, but it’s ended up being
an amazing amount of fun! I never would’ve thought that cuckolding would
be such a turn-on for a married woman…”


“Believe it or not,” he looked back at her, “it’s actually
been a huge turn-on for me, too.”


Marcus ran his fingers tenderly over the woman’s belly,
tracing a line along the top of the smooth, leather-like garter belt that he
had bought especially for her.


“Really?” she responded with a tone of genuine surprise in
her voice as she enjoyed the gentle touches on her mid-section. “This isn’t
just about scoring with that hot nurse who always flirts with you at work?!”
she asked with a laugh.


Marcus grinned himself as he shook his head.


“That doesn’t hurt,” he laughed, “but why do you
think that I bought you all of this, and that dress???” He ran his hand
down along the straps of her garters, coming to rest on the silky stockings
that she had worn just for him.


Kate beamed as she turned her head into his side to hide her
smile, “I can’t tell you how hot it was today for me to get all dressed
up for you! It felt so naughty – making my husband watch me as I slipped
into this sexy lingerie that another man had bought for me. I couldn’t
believe that he actually stood for it all … it kind of made me want to push
him even farther…”


Marcus felt his manhood stir once again as he noted the
fiendish look in the woman’s eyes.


“So, how do you think our other little experiment went
tonight???” he asked, eluding to the chastity belt that he had encouraged Kate
to order for her husband.


“I don’t know!” she thought with a grin. “I still have a
hard time picturing him letting someone else do that to him, although I
did kind of have him wrapped around my little finger when I left with you
earlier this evening…”


At that point Marcus reached over to the nightstand and
snagged up his phone, after which he promptly noticed the two new messages that
Veronica had sent him. “No shit…” he exclaimed as he pulled up the photo, then
handed the phone over to Kate so that she could get a better look for herself.


“Well isn’t that interesting!” she laughed as she
looked at the photo that Veronica had taken just after locking Andrew into the
new chastity device. She let out a loud sigh as she admired the photo, zooming
in for a preview of what it looked like up close before finally holding his
phone up again so that Marcus could see the image, too, as she asked him, “How
bad do you think the spikes hurt???”


The man thought for a moment, then told her earnestly,
“Probably quite a bit. They’re supposed to be like 26-gauge needles – dozens
of them – not long enough to break the skin, but if he becomes aroused with
them, they are all along his balls and shaft…”


“…and even in the head in that attachment that you
got, I think…” he added with a slight shudder.


“Either way, you did say that he deserves it, didn’t
you?” he asked the adulterous woman curiously.


“Yeah, I guess that I did,” Kate admitted as she pondered
the image of dozens of tiny needles impaling her husband’s penis, more curious
than anything else as she considered the amount of pain that they could be
capable of inflicting.


“You’re going to start seeing a changed man out of him now,
I tell you,” Marcus said as the two continued to look at the chastity photo,
then laughed together when he flipped over to the second message that Veronica
had sent about Andrew kissing her ass.


“I already have,” she told him with a smug look on her face,
adding, “He knows that I’m fooling around with you…” as the slightest
smile crossed her face.


“…and yet tonight you had him kissing your high heels because
he was inadvertently rude to me!” Marcus posed to the wedded woman
in his arms with a haughty laugh.


“Hey, I can’t let him disrespect my boyfriend like
that!” she threw back with a giggle as the two nonchalantly took pleasure
in Kate’s newfound air of dominance.


As they continued to bask in the wake of their throes of
passion, reveling in the thought of what was building between the two of them,
and even her husband, too, though arguably against his will, Kate began to muse
as she ran her own fingers across the expensive lingerie that had become a
devout symbol of their scandalous game…


“It all felt so electrifying today – slipping into
these smooth stockings and this seductive garter belt while he sat only a few
feet away. I could tell that he was uncomfortable, but he didn’t protest a word
as I so openly paraded my new lingerie in front of him that could’ve only meant
one thing. And then when I had him bring out the dress – I thought he
was just going to melt as his hands nervously held it out so that I
could climb into it … for someone else. I knew that he would’ve loved
nothing more than to touch me and kiss me in that beautiful leather, and in
a way I felt a little bit sorry for him…”


“…but then he back talked you…” Marcus led her
with a small smile.


“…but then he back talked me, and in that very moment I just
felt this rush that made me want to make him suffer.”


“I kind of wish that he had been wearing his chastity belt then,”
Kate continued, “because I would’ve loved to see the all-encompassing
effect that it would’ve had on him – his wife towering before him in leather
and high heels that he would just die to touch, making herself beautiful so
that she can go out and be romanced and fucked by a real man, all the while
he’s kneeling on the ground begging to even kiss the shoes that he once bought
her, his pathetic dick locked up in chastity because he’s unable to please her
any longer…”


“And I’d remind him just how small and insignificant it
is compared to my lover’s cock…”


“And then I’d look down at him and laugh as he licks
the very bottoms of my shoes because that’s the only place where he’s worthy to
kiss me anymore!”


“Oh my god?!” she exclaimed as she found herself
climbing back over her lover and easily slipping his well-aroused cock between
her folds. “Why am I getting so wet thinking about humiliating my
husband like this?!”


Marcus grinned as he slipped inside of the woman once again,
telling her, “It becomes you, dear – there’s no sense in denying it…”


“By the way,” he added as she began to roll her hips against
him as he toyed with her nipples gingerly, “there are all sorts of other humiliating
things that we can do to your husband that will make what we’ve done so far
look like kids stuff…”


Kate groaned, “I’m all ears!” as she tipped her head
back while she began to slam herself down on his cock harder and harder with
each thrust, savoring each drop of pleasure and pain that seeped through her
nipples in his hands while visions of her husband, at home and alone on his
knees in his chastity belt, drifted to the back of her mind to make way for
more urgent pleasures.


* * * * * * * * * *


Meanwhile back at her home, Andrew sat alone at his wife’s
computer, reading through the dozens of e-mails and pictures that she had
exchanged with her lover over the past several months, unable to look away, and
unable to deny the throbbing pain underneath the belt as he feigned arousal
against the torturous spikes with each new image of them together that cemented
itself inside of his mind…


* * * * * * * * * *
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More KinkyWriter Erotic Bundles


She
Makes the Rules

From spanking to shoe worship, cuckolding and chastity, and plenty of
bondage to tie the whole thing together, the woman who wields the whip is the
one who makes the rules, leaving the rest to kneel, and to beg, and to simply
obey…


Wives
Gone Astray

Locked up, bound tight, and worshipping at her feet, it’s not
hard to see how any wife might make the jump to even greater conquests once
she’s managed to tame her own man back at home. 


Bad
Girls (and the men who worship them…)

These girls don’t even have to ask for it – groveling, chastity, or
the ultimate displays of sadomasochistic submission … when a bad girl tells you
to kneel, you should already be doing it… 


Kim’s
Kinky Adventures

First introduced to the seductive offerings of the kink lifestyle by a
college boyfriend, young Kimberly Evans quickly finds herself taking to the
allure of all of the leather straps and fetish fashion, the domineering
perspectives as well as the copiously and wonderful sensations that they
welcome along with them! 


Tragically
Erotique

Grab a cup of warm cider and settle in for these three spooktacular tales that
will leave you wondering what just turned you on as you explore a
trio of seasonal tales that may just end up being more than you were
frightfully expecting! 


 


Other Erotic Favorites


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

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


Dark
Fantasies – a KinkyWriter.com erotic sampler

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


Romantic
Restraints – a KinkyWriter.com erotic sampler

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


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

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


The
Best of KinkyWriter.com, vol. 1

A total of 10 kinky tales make up this nostalgic collection of KinkyWriter.com
reader favorites – featuring bondage, domination, chastity, cuckolding, and
more!












About KinkyWriter.com


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


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


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


bondage _
domination _ chastity _ fetishes


crossdressing _
spanking _ humiliation _ masturbation


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


leather _ role
playing _ submission _ torture _ electroplay


cuckolding _
hypnosis _ forced orgasms _ isolation


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


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

http://www.kinkywriter.com
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