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“You’re such a slut – I love it!” Brooke laughed as she watched her best friend delicately sliding the brand new black stockings up her pale legs.

Ashley just giggled in response as she unrolled each of the sensual pieces of hosiery up to her thigh before attaching them to the lace garter belt that hung seductively around her waist. When the last of the six stretchy garters had been fastened around the tops of her new stockings accordingly, she paused to ensure that the tension was just right before standing up and sauntering over to the full length mirror, a pleased smile on her lips as she admired the stark contrast of the black and red lace set against her skin, hinting naughtily to her curves and seemingly begging to be touched by anyone who she deemed to be worthy…

“Isn’t this the lingerie that Craig got you for Valentine’s Day this year???” Brooke smirked as she asked of her friend with a raised eyebrow.

“It is,” Ashley replied with a gleam as she took her time smoothing out the lines around the seductive undergarments that, in fact, her hubby had bought her earlier that year. But of course, she thought to herself as she stared back into the mirror before her with a dominant gaze, even then he had known exactly what was in store when he’d walked into that lingerie store in the mall and told the sales lady that he was in search for something “to give his wife a sexy night she wouldn’t soon forget!”

“Something tells me I don’t think he’ll mind…” she giggled before turning to reach for the form-fitting, slinky black dress that barely fell to the tops of her stockings as well as seemed to put her lace-accentuated breasts prominently upon display.

Her friend just smirked and shook her head.

“So how long has he been locked up for this time?” she asked with a hint of sneer in her otherwise melodious voice.

“186 days,” Ashley reported without missing a beat.

Brooke literally laughed out loud.

“Wow! Almost an entire year without once having sex with his own wife…” the girl exclaimed in both shock and awe as she watched Ashley shimmy into the short, black dress.

“Or touching himself!” Ashley was quick to interject with a grin. “No sex or stimulation – that’s the rule.”

“And yet he gets off on you dating other men, and dressing like that, and getting fucked … pretty much whenever you want,” she confirmed with the same befuddled look that she expressed each and every time that she’d watched her best friend getting ready for a night out on the town much like this…

Ashley stopped, and looked back at her friend – this time with a huge grin plastered across her freshly painted ruby lips – and simply replied, “Yeah!” before picking up the hot open-toed leather ankle boots that rested on the edge of the bed for her, slipping her toes into each of the sexy high heels that completed her outfit and then sliding the small, silver zipper up the back of each heel with a resounding zip.

“So how do I look?!”

Brooke smiled nonetheless approvingly at her friend’s attire for her sexy night out on the town. If it weren’t for the wedding ring that she still wore on her left finger, she would’ve mistaken her friend for just another young twenty-something looking to dazzle her boyfriend and get thoroughly laid before the night was through, but by now she’d heard enough about Ashley’s delight in cuckolding – along with her submissive husband’s meek acceptance – to know that in fact her intentions were truly far dirtier than that!

“So do you guys even bother with dinner and drinks first,” Brooke hinted sarcastically with a smile, “or do you just get straight to the fucking right away?!”

Ashley beamed at her lifestyle choices happily.

“Now what would be the fun in that – besides, sometimes the foreplay can be half the fun!” she explained as she disappeared into her walk-in closet, craning her head back out as she beckoned her friend to follow and then pointed at the black leather handbag on her dresser that she asked Brooke to bring with her…

Walking into the expansive closet where she quickly found her friend’s gaze scanning intently over a large rack of the couple’s kinky toys that was tucked away in the corner of the closet, Brooke merely rolled her eyes with a grin still stuck to her lips as she held Ashley’s purse out while her friend deposited several toys that she no doubt hoped to enjoy with her date later on that evening.

First she watched as the jingle of a pair of shiny, silver handcuffs filled the room before being dropped into the bag.

Next, Ashley’s fingers toyed over a variety of nipple clamps, hesitating as she put clear thought into her decision before Brooke finally interrupted…

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Ashley murmured. “I’m just debating whether I want to just bring one of the ones on the chain or maybe wear a pair underneath my dress for him to discover later…”

Ashley bit her lip as her friend raised both eyebrows in unison as she chimed back, “Foreplay?” to which Ashley merely shrugged and then took the two circular clamps from off the hook on the wall.

“Do you mind?” Ashley then asked with a wink as she handed the pair of clamps over to her friend and then used both of her hands to pull her dress down underneath her chest, followed by the black and red lace bra that matched the rest of the lingerie that was still mostly hidden underneath.

Brooke chuckled as she set the handbag she was holding down nearby and then turned her attention to the nipple clamps in her free hand, spinning the tiny dial to open the spiked jaws that jutted out from both sides of the clamp as she remarked back to her friend with a playful sigh, “I suppose I might as well – you know that you always put them on looser than Trevor wants them to be anyways…”

Ashley let out a slight gasp as her friend’s hand grazed her right nipple before Brooke took it between her thumb and forefinger more roughly and tweaked it to prepare it for the awaiting clamp. Brooke just smiled in return as she slid the threatening, plastic jaws over her friend’s sizable nipple, pushing the clamp as far back as it would allow before turning to the dial and slowly tightening it back down as she stared back at her friend deep in the eyes.

“How much is enough?” she asked calmly as the expression on Ashley’s face confirmed that her date’s foreplay was very much at work before he had even picked her up, and admittedly she took a bit of delight in helping to prepare her perverted best friend for another of the nights of incredible sex that she was always anxious to hear so much about.

“Put the other one on, and then they can both go just a little tighter…” Ashley whispered as she closed her eyes and savored the biting grip into her nipple that she would now have to tolerate until Trevor had decided to release her. She could tell through her friend’s envious touch that Brooke was happy to play a role in her naughty escapade as she already felt her juices starting to warm underneath the provocative attire that she’d prepared for her latest affair.

“Just … a little … more…” her friend’s voice coaxed her as she proceeded to turn both of the dials in unison, curious as to just how far she should go as she watched Ashley instinctively pull her hands behind her back which seemed to push her clamped breasts out towards her even more forwardly as the cruel jaws around both of her nipples inched closer and closer together with every quarter turn of the dials.

Brooke waited until she caught the slightest of visible grimaces on her friend’s face, then let go and smiled as she reported, “There we go – that should be good for starters!”

A flush look filled Ashley’s face as she opened her eyes and took a moment to adjust to the new sensation of the biting clamps, her eyes meeting with her friend’s just enough to exchange a silent thanks before she proceeded to pull her bra back into place over her breasts and the clamps, followed by the dress itself – the tight, form-fitting factors of both accentuating the ferocity of the torturous devices all the more…

Grinning as she reached back down to pick up the handbag that she’d left on the floor, Brooke chimed back in as she turned back towards the wall of sex toys, “Anything else you want to bring along for the fun?! Whips, ball-gag, maybe a nice butt plug or two???”

Ashley laughed at her friend’s candor as she turned herself, now fighting for her own attention against the new nipple clamps that Brooke had just installed, and plucked a bright red ball-gag from its hook, dropping it into her purse now as if she were on some sort of shopping spree.

“No, no whips tonight…” she teased, “but one of these never hurts for when we really get going and he doesn’t want to get complaints from the neighbors!”

Her friend just rolled her eyes again with a chuckle as they both surveyed the girl’s options together, eventually coming to a small drawer that seemed to make her eyes light up when she opened it.

“Oooh – what have you got here?!” Brooke grinned as she looked into the drawer filled with butt plugs in a variety of shapes, sizes, and materials.

Ashley bit her lip playfully as she glanced over the door herself, then began digging until she produced a shiny, silver plug that had been ornately decorated with a sparkling red jewel in its base.

“Maybe you’re right!” she told Brooke with a wink. “I haven’t worn one of these in a while, and Trevor actually gave me these sexy metal ones to wear … this one even matches my lingerie!”

Brooke’s eyes grew wide as her friend then ushered her out of the closet back into her bedroom where she slipped over to her side of the bed to grab a small bottle of lube from her nightstand before disappearing into the bathroom to quickly slip the butt plug into place.

“Well that was quick!” Brooke exclaimed as Ashley reemerged not thirty seconds later.

“It’s just a butt plug…” Ashley laughed back with a grin, first wiggling her bottom for fun and then turning her backside towards Brooke as she flipped up the back of her dress to reveal the sparkly, red jewel peeking out from underneath the nearly invisible thong she wore overtop.

“If your husband could see you now…” her friend sighed with a large smile as she chuckled at Ashley’s latest accessory before handing the girl’s leather handbag back over now that they’d taken the time to fill it with a few extra goodies for her to enjoy with her boyfriend later that night.

Ashley then dropped the rest of the bottle of lube into her purse before returning to her nightstand to dig out a box of condoms from which she tore half a dozen off and deposited those into her bag as well.

“I thought you told me last month that you two weren’t even using condoms anymore…” Brooke asked with a sneer as she watched her friend shuffling around the room in her heels making her final preparations.

“We’re not!” Ashley chimed back with a smile as she touched up her lips in the mirror before throwing her matching crimson lipstick and some other items into her bag as well. “I guess it’s just a force of habit … but you never know when they could come in handy, you know, if somebody else ends up getting brought into the mix!”

The girl grinned broadly as she finally added her wallet to the top of her bag before closing it shut while her friend just took a step back and looked on at her in awe…

“You really don’t have any sexual limits left anymore, do you???” she asked in a half-serious tone.

Ashley thought for a second.

“No tiny dicks … no permanent marks … and I guess that’s about it, so not really!” she replied with a smile much more coy as she then noticed the time and led her friend back downstairs where they waited for her date to come pick her up at the door.

“It’s just hard for me to believe that you – the little prude who barely partied and never got laid in college is now this kinky nymphomaniac cuckoldress who screws around on her hubby and seems to love every minute of it.”

Ashley merely shrugged her shoulders as she glanced out the window looking for Trevor’s car and noticing the fine tension on her nipples biting away just the same.

“Pent up sexuality has got to get let out eventually!” she grinned as her mind drifted between talking with her friend and the tit clamps and butt plug that she wore secretly underneath her clothes and also the thoughts of what exactly her boyfriend might do to her in response when he unexpectedly discovered her little surprises…

Ashley imagined falling into his arms, his chest pressing against hers crushing her nipples with a sweet form of pain as he eagerly kissed her like the horny lover who couldn’t wait to get her clothes off and bend her over the edge of a table right there at whatever restaurant he had planned for that night.

What a sight that would be – her clamped breasts banging against the table as Trevor hiked her already precariously short dress up over her hips and thrust his thick cock inside of her as the jeweled butt plug seemed to fuck her ass sweetly in unison while the entire restaurant did little else but look on at their display of wanton lust in shock.

The patrons around them – particularly those on romantic dates of their own – would look upon their act with a hint of envy, at least until they noticed the wedding ring on her finger and the distinct lack of one on his own as he repeatedly slapped her perfectly round ass while she moaned out for the entire room to hear with each satisfying stroke.

“Hey,” her friend finally said with a shrug just as together they saw headlights pulling into the driveway, “as long as you’re having fun and Craig is … somehow … cool with all of this, then who am I to judge?!”

As she watched Ashley eagerly stare out the window as her lover’s convertible came to a stop and then went dark, Brooke got one last idea in her head as she snuck over to her friend’s handbag and pulled the pair of silver handcuffs quietly from its bottom. Walking back behind her friend, Brooke cackled with a glee of her own as she expertly looped one of the metal bracelets around Ashley’s left wrist and pulled it quickly behind her back, then taking advantage of her surprise grabbed her right wrist to match until they were both held fast with a handful of simple clicks.

“Hey!” Ashley gasped as she sharply turned around, her wrists already familiarly pinned behind her. Staring her best friend back in the eyes as they both heard the man’s knock at the door, Ashley froze as Brooke reached up and ran her thumbs in little circles precisely where she knew the nipple clamps to be located just underneath the girl’s dress and lingerie.

“Careful now … unless you want me to go ahead and tighten these now, too!”

Ashley sealed her lips and shook her head rapidly no as Brooke gently toyed with the clamps through her dress.

“Alright then. Are the keys to these cuffs somewhere in your purse too, I assume?”

Ashley nodded with her lips pursed.

“Excellent! Then we’d better not keep your stud waiting out there…”

Before Ashley could speak another word in protest, Brooke had zipped her handbag back closed and placed the straps in her hands behind her back. The girl then led her to the door with one hand coaxing her along, giggling eagerly to herself as she opened the door to find Ashley’s sexy date in a sharp looking suit on the other side.

“She’s all yours!” Brooke announced to the dark-skinned man as she prodded Ashley out the door, her wrists still pinned behind her as she now laughed quite giddily as her eyes stared to meet the man’s who she’d been looking forward to falling into all afternoon.

Trevor chuckled at the girl’s predicament as he quickly learned of the cuffs holding Ashley’s hands behind her, seizing the opportunity to pull her lips in close to his as her neck craned to reach him in her bound state while his tongue hungrily intertwined with hers. The two lovers didn’t even notice that Brooke had pulled out her phone and captured a few choice photos of their embrace, complete with her bondage in plain view as his kiss made her weak in the knees and nearly ready to drop to her own for him right there on her own front porch.

Moaning softly into his kiss as his body only gently brushed against her tortured nipples, he wouldn’t know until much later that it had actually been the clamps that were eliciting such a gruff meeting response … at least for the most part.

When the two finally broke their strong embrace a minute later, Brooke snickered as she told him off the cuff, “The keys those handcuffs should be in her purse somewhere – believe it or not, she was actually the one who wanted to bring them in the first place! It was just my idea to break them out right here and now to get the party started a little early…”

Then brushing past the two on her way to her own car, she took Ashley’s date by the shoulder and purred, “Do make sure that she earns it before you go and take those things off – I hear she gives a mean blowjob in that sexy car of yours.”

“Have fun, sweetie! Call me tomorrow to tell me all about it…” Brooke then called over her shoulder with a massive smile on her face as she walked down to her car, glancing with a grin at Trevor’s sports car next to hers in the driveway and imagining Ashley earning it bent over in the passenger seat before climbing into her car and giving one last wave before driving away.

“Well, it’s sounds like the two of you had some fun this afternoon,” Trevor told Ashley with a wink as he closed the front door behind her, placing his hands on her shoulders as he guided her down the sidewalk and around to the passenger side of his car.

As he opened the door and then reached to help her take her seat, Ashley looked back at him and gestured towards the cuffs, asking, “Really?!”

But her date merely shrugged his shoulders as he pointed towards the seat and then buckled the seatbelt around her while her arms remained pinned behind her back with her purse now resting in her lap…

“Hey, you heard the lady – I agree that you should have to earn those keys. So … do you want to do it right here where your neighbors can watch or would you rather wait until we get to the restaurant where there’s a nice, dark parking garage for you to work in???”

* * * * * * * * * *

Trevor held Ashley closely, his hands discretely exploiting the revealing nature of the girl’s short dress as they shared the dance floor in the middle of the upscale dining room that sat high atop the building that offered one of the best views of the city, though judging from the deep gazes that the two shared as Ashley softly purred each time that her tender nipples pressed against her date’s chest, the city’s lights were the last thing of interest to them.

“So … are you regretting the nipple clamps yet?” he asked with a chuckle as he nibbled romantically at the married woman’s lips.

“…yes and no…” Ashley grunted as she felt the man deliberately hold her tighter, his strong kiss helping to ease the pain as her nips felt like they were on fire underneath her dress.

“I thought they might be a fun way to pass the time during dinner,” she added with a coy gaze.

“You wouldn’t believe how wet I am right now.”

Her date smiled as he shifted his hands to cup her ass firmly as he lifted her body into hers for a deep and intimate kiss, feeling the lines of her garters as their tongues probed in the type of kiss that made quite clear to everyone in their vicinity what they would be up to when they left the restaurant after they had finished eating…

“You look absolutely amazing tonight,” he whispered into her ear as he pulled her closer. “You know how much I love it when you get nice and slutty for me!”

Ashley giggled as she savored the sensation of the stud’s breathing down her neck.

“It’s fun getting all nice and slutty for another man … you know that I’m happy to do it!” she purred back alluringly, giving the slightest of shivers as she felt more exposed than ever with her boyfriend’s hands on her ass and her nipples sending the most delightful shots of adrenaline seemingly directly to her pussy.

“Where is your dear husband tonight?” Trevor asked her with a wicked grin as he released his grip to give her some release, but still very much locking eyes with her.

“He had to work late…” Ashley replied with a playful shrug. “Didn’t even get to see me leave tonight – that’s why I invited Brooke over to help me get ready instead.”

“Too bad – he really missed out,” smirked the man as he held Ashley close in his arms.

“It’s his job to miss out, honey,” Ashley laughed back in response. “That’s kind of what makes him a cuckold!”

The two danced intimately close to one another for a couple more songs until Trevor finally mentioned that he thought he’d seen the waiter stop by the table with their meals. Noting that the blowjob she had given him earlier in the car in order to get freed from her bonds had smudged her makeup, Ashley replied that she wanted to first head over to the restroom in order to freshen up…

“Be a sweetheart and make sure these clamps of yours are still good and tight, will you?” Trevor joked as he purposely rubbed his fingers against her nipples in a way that the other patrons wouldn’t notice.

Ashley playfully gritted her teeth as the clamps continued to do their thing.

“Is there anything else that I can do for you, Sir?” she asked as she locked eyes fiercely with his own, though she clearly was enjoying every second of their kinky exchange.

“Now that you mention it … your panties, please. So that I can verify what you said to me out there about how wet you’re getting for me…” Trevor added with a sly grin.

With that Ashley pulled herself in close to her date and muttered in between kisses, “There are other ways that I can show you just how wet I am right now. Didn’t you say that you knew the owner of this place or something? I’m sure that he can find us a nice, quiet place for you to take me…”

Trevor smiled broadly.

“Soon enough, my pet…”

Ashley felt as if she was on cloud nine as she walked away from the sexy man towards the ladies room, the clicks of her stiletto ankle boots echoing with every step seemingly as a soundtrack to her sexuality as she dreamed about getting hammered by the impressive cock that he’d pleasured her with from every angle now for months without fail.

Standing in front of the mirror in the restroom, staring at her glowing reflection as she delicately touched up her lipstick, the two clamps still tenderly biting into her nipples before even thinking about tightening them, Ashley couldn’t help but stand up straight as she saw a particularly erotic visage taking shape about her…

On one side standing behind her, she saw her handsome boyfriend Trevor … tall, strong, and domineering as he held one hand on her shoulder and the other plainly upon her ass in the most perfectly natural of ways. She felt her entire body tingle just at the thought of what he represented in her life – so wrong and so carnal, and so passionate.

And then beside her on the cold, tile floor of the bathroom knelt her husband Craig … naked and vulnerable, save for the silly, plastic chastity cage that he’d told her about one day that had started this whole whirlwind cuckolding lifestyle. She towered over him with great authority, making clear in no uncertain terms that Trevor was the man who deserved the intimate access to her that he craved.

She laughed at the thought of him cleaning her new boots off the next day for her with his tongue, and handwashing her lingerie that would no doubt soon be overwhelmed by the stains of her sex once her bull could truly get her alone and all to himself…

Running her hands slowly up the sides of her dress until they reached her the cups that held her breasts, Ashley took a deep breath and purred to herself, “Yes, Sir…” before reaching inside and twisting each of the cruel dials enough to make her gasp out to a new level of pain.

She had just barely pulled her fingers free of her dress when the bathroom door swung open and a pair of women walked by her on their way to the free mirrors to address their own makeup. Ashley could feel their glances as she stood there breathing quickly, just waiting for the lewd comments that remained unspoken, but after a few moments of collecting herself in silence, she merely turned up her nose as she reached up underneath her dress and pulled the skimpy, black thong free, balling it up in her hand as she left the quiet room with a mindful grin on her face.

“You ordered the wet panties???” Ashley announced softly with a giggle as she returned to their table, dangling her soiled underwear nonchalantly in front of the man’s face before dropping them into his hands with a coy smile.

“I had a couple of other women walk in on me at the last minute, but I didn’t want to let them interrupt my little gift for you!”

“You dirty, dirty slut…” Trevor chuckled quietly between them as he felt the skimpy underwear between his fingers and noted their dampness for himself before tucking them into his jacket pocket with an impressed smirk.

“Don’t worry, I’ve still got a few other surprises for you later,” Ashley winked as she settled into her seat and grinned proudly with a raised eyebrow as she suddenly spotted the two women from earlier walking back across the restaurant, glaring over in her direction with envy upon seeing the man that she was with…

Throughout the course of their meal, the two chatted and flirted intertwined, with Ashley at one point noting that the marks on her wrists from the handcuffs were still partially visible and her date casually suggesting simply that perhaps next time she should encourage Brooke to use leather instead of steel if she’s going to tie her up before kicking her out the door.

As their dinner slowly came to a close despite the clamps on Ashley’s nipples begging for release while her pussy glistened over the leather chair beneath her, the two eventually found themselves interrupted by a well-dressed man who introduced himself as Trevor’s friend who indeed did own the restaurant that they had been enjoying all evening.

“Yes, if you’re looking for somewhere that the two of you can savor a little alone time, I think I’ve got just the place…” the man told her date with a sly wink before flagging down their waiter to inform him that the couple would be taking their dessert upstairs on the patio that was typically reserved for private events.

After showing them around and eventually leading them up the roped off staircase that led to an expansive ballroom with floor to ceiling windows that offered a view of the city even more breathtaking than it the restaurant down below, their host made haste to refill their wine glasses and welcomed them to enjoy the patio for as long as they liked, noting that he’d ask the wait staff to leave their chosen desserts by the stairs so as to not interrupt them…

“This is incredible,” Ashley wowed as she walked through the glass door that Trevor held to step out onto the multi-million-dollar patio that featured an unprecedented view as they stared out on the city from fifty-some-odd stories up in the air.

“You’re incredible,” Trevor shot back slyly as he stepped in beside her at the railing with one hand toying with the top of her stocking underneath her dress.

Turning to lean into his dark embrace once more, Ashley quickly felt her heart flutter as Trevor kissed her far more passionately than he could down on the dance floor, nearly sweeping the girl off her feet as his hands roamed her curves and eventually made their way up to her nipples where he tugged at the circular clamps through her dress in a way that incited the lust that had been building inside of her all night.

“So is this how it’s going to go down tonight?” she grunted with a grin.

“There are people right down there on the balcony – they can probably see us right now.”

Trevor suddenly reached a hand down between Ashley’s legs and inserted his fingers abruptly into her pussy that was sopping wet despite her petty protests.

“Look around,” he told her as he flexed his index and middle fingers inside of her as the girl’s eyes rolled to the back of her head with a subtle moan. “If you can’t see them, they can’t see you.”

“They can hear you probably, just like we can hear them … but it’s not like most of them don’t already think that you’re a slut anyways!” he laughed as she writhed with pleasure against his touch in his strong hands.

Ashley panted as Trevor fondled her savagely while the two kissed profanely right there in the open air with the sounds of light chatter and clinking glasses only a floor below them out on the restaurant’s balcony. His touch set her entire body on fire as she ached for his cock to fill her awaiting pussy, and though she could only imagine what she looked like if anyone else was to wander upon them as she stood with her legs spread and her date’s fingers buried inside of her, as her raw sexuality and her passion took over, it became clear that she didn’t really care.

“May I make a suggestion … Sir?” she eventually gasped as she broke away from her boyfriend’s kiss, beyond overwhelmed at what the man was capable of doing to her with merely two fingers.

Stumbling over to where she had set down her purse, it was all that she could do to be away from Trevor’s powerful touch for even such a short time as she unzipped the bag and held it out to him, looking up with a submissive tremble as she explained simply…

“I really think that I need to be gagged if you’re going to fuck me out here … Sir.”

Trevor smiled broadly as he looked down into Ashley’s purse to see the red ball-gag standing out, waiting to be put to use, along with the shiny handcuffs that she had worn on their ride downtown that seemed to have a lasting effect on her as well. After pulling her in for one last passionate kiss, he held the rubber ball in front of her face and nodded approvingly as Ashley slipped the gag past her red lips, fitting it snugly behind her teeth before the man then tightened its leather strap firmly around her head.

“Let’s take a quick picture for you to send home to that cucky of yours,” he then suggested with a grin as he pulled out his phone and held up the camera, framing up Ashley’s beautifully submissive image as she sucked on the red ball-gag between her lips with her dress already partially hiked up and showing off the tops of her new stockings more than ever.

“Hubby had to work late, so his wife is out here ready to get fucked on a rooftop…” Trevor taunted as he circled the girl with his camera phone, capturing every unique expression as she tingled with vulnerability and frustration alike.

“What do you think, slut? Should we show your horny husband just what he’s missing???”

Motioning for her to remove her dress, Trevor’s smile grew as the short, black number dropped to the concrete ground around her feet and left behind the sexy, red and black lace that he remembered quite fondly from when Ashley’s husband had picked it out for their Valentine’s date earlier that year…

“Gorgeous. As. Ever.”

He grinned wildly as the girl posed for his camera, turning around to reveal the jeweled butt plug that she’d also picked out to wear just for him before finally slipping out of her bra until she stood there mostly naked in the cool summer air – high heeled boots and stockings, her lace garter belt, with clamps biting into her nipples and a steel plug shoved up her ass and the bright red ball-gag indecently filling her mouth.

Ashley pouted her lips through the gag as he continued to shoot, knowing all too well how such scandalous photos of her could be used against her actual husband later on that night when she returned home. Looking to add the finishing touch to her pose, it was when Ashley glanced back at the long railing that ran the length of the patio that she stepped back over to her purse and retrieved her last toy of the night – the silver handcuffs from earlier – and staring back at Trevor’s camera as she slowly walked towards him a step at a time, she ratcheted the first cuff around her right wrist…

…and then walked to the railing and slipped the second cuff around its steel beam before closing it around her left wrist.

Now bent over and gagged, all she could do was smile and wait as her boyfriend enjoyed one last shot of the married woman at her most provocative yet. Blind to see despite craning her neck over her shoulder, she could hear him chuckling out loud as he set his phone down on the table nearby.

Then what sounded like him taking off his jacket and unzipping his pants.

And finally, she felt his firm hands on her hips as he gently nudged her feet apart in the ankle boots before gliding her hips onto his massive cock in one swift motion, and suddenly without warning … he was inside of her.

Looking down at the street that had to be hundreds of feet below them, Ashley’s fingers dug into the handrail as Trevor’s cock barreled into her desperate pussy like she’d been waiting for it all day. Whimpering instinctively around the tight ball-gag, she tried her best to resist the all-out moaning that the man’s rapid thrusts demanded as his thick cock hammered her like she was being punished. As she felt his strong hands grasping onto her hips as he pulled her tighter with each thrust, Ashley had nearly forgotten about the clamps clawing into her nipples, and it was then that her lover’s hands left her hips to reach around and turn both of the dials on her clamps until her tits felt like they could just pop.

It was that surge of tremendous pain that started the tidal wave of her first orgasm crashing through her body, sounds escaping past her ball-gag that she no longer had any control to hold back. And while her body spasmed and her knees felt shakier as she held onto the railing for life, Trevor’s black cock continued to plow into her wet canal without hesitation. Ashley shook and she ached, and it just kept coming as if her reactions were secondary to his own need for a moist, tight hole to stuff his cock, and though she whimpered into her gag begging him to stop, she had learned long by then that no such thing would happen.

She shook and convulsed right into a second orgasm, and then even a third, but Trevor just kept on pounding as he gripped her waist with his hands because he had no intentions of stopping until he had gotten his…

More than anything else about cuckolding, Ashley absolutely loved feeling like she was being used like that.

As time passed on and her surroundings became a blur while nearly her entire body surged with pleasure, Ashley was far too focused on her own panting to notice when her lover had finally shot his load inside of her and slowly pulled out at last.

The next thing she knew, she was sprawled out on one of the lounge chairs that were arranged outside along the patio – her wrists still cuffed together, but no longer around the railing – and more importantly, her ball-gag removed as Trevor sat beside her on the ground feeding her bites of cheesecake and small sips of wine.

Gazing up at the stars, her nipples throbbed though the clamps had too been released, and despite feeling like she couldn’t move from her place there for a week, there was still a small ache in her pussy that wouldn’t have minded feeling Trevor’s cock just one more time before he helped to clean her up and drive her back home.

* * * * * * * * * *

Many hours had passed before Trevor’s car once again pulled into Ashley’s driveway, the two lovers lingering for quite some time as they groped each other wildly until they finally exchanged one last kiss goodnight before Ashley walked to her door exhausted and amazingly fulfilled, with her panties still in her boyfriend’s pocket and the special butt plug that she’d been wearing all night still firmly in its place as well…

She entered her home to find Craig waiting up for her in bed reading, his eyes instantly growing wide with envy as she sashayed into their bedroom and slid onto the bed next to him, her dress almost immediately sliding upward to reveal the tops of her stockings that were still surprisingly intact despite her night’s amorous affair.

“I had the best date with Trevor tonight!” Ashley purred as her hands nonchalantly pulled the sheet back to reveal the chastity belt that her husband obediently wore below. Clawing her fingernails playfully at his balls as she could already see him beginning to swell inside of the plastic cage at her arrival, the girl smiled broadly at her hubby as she asked with a sly grin, “Do you want to hear all about it???”

Craig was speechless as glimpses of the lace beneath her dress began to peek out while her forward advances no doubt as a result of getting thoroughly fucked by her boyfriend that evening just seemed to make her all the more irresistible. It was all he could do to simply nod and slide his body down the bed until he was flat on his back underneath her, afterwards raising his arms above his head instinctively while he waited for his naughty wife to bind them into place with the leather wrist cuffs that were hidden behind their headboard as she did every time that she told him about her adulterous goings on in a similar manner.

Then retrieving her tablet from inside one of the drawers of her nightstand, Ashley snuggled up beside her husband and pulled up the slideshow of all of the scandalous photos that had been taken of her by both Trevor and Brooke that evening, starting with the ones of her getting dressed with her special lingerie, followed by her handcuffed embrace with her boyfriend there on his very own front porch, a few playful pictures of the two lovers together throughout dinner, and of course – the grand finale – the photos as she had slowly stripped off her evening wear in exchange for the bondage gear that would keep her silent and helpless as the black man fucked her just out of sight of the other restaurant guests there on the open-air patio of his friend’s swanky downtown establishment.

“So what do you think, honey – is this still your favorite lingerie?” she purred seductively as the two stared at the photo of Ashley standing on the patio in just her heels, stockings, and garter belt, the shiny red ball now filling her mouth and the clamps on her nipples highlighting her plight ever so provocatively.

Ashley groped her hubby’s chaste dick a moment longer before unexpectedly sitting up and pulling the short, black dress over her head in one fell swoop, tossing it into the corner before laying her sensual body against his once more, the mere touch of her lace bra against his arm raising goosebumps along his body as she teased him all the more about the predicament that she’d openly enjoyed that very evening…

“My tits are so sore after everything that the two of them did tonight,” she giggled, letting out the slightest of moans as she rubbed her breasts against her husband’s chest as he lay helpless to do anything but endure her tease.

“I think I’d better let them recover for a day or two before I let you see them again…” Ashley taunted him as she brought her covered breasts within an inch of his face, pinning him down with her body as she amusingly felt his cage rubbing anxiously against her swollen pussy, “…but I know what you can do for me…”

Reaching down to her purse, Ashley then produced the same nipple clamps that she had cruelly worn in both pleasure and pain all night long, and holding them up to her husband’s view, she explained, “Your wife suffered so much wearing these tonight for her lover – maybe it’s time that you did a bit of that suffering for her!”

After taking a moment to twirl her lips and tongue around each of the man’s nipples in a way that drove him crazy even as she ended each with a bite of her teeth, Ashley envisioned the delightful amusement on both her friend Brooke’s face and then the diabolical look of Trevor as well as she fitted the jagged clamps around each of his nipples, spinning the dials rapidly until they bit hard into his tender flesh in a way that she admittedly had no sympathy for after having worn them out and about under her own dress all night long.

“Just imagine those underneath my dress,” Ashley taunted as she straddled her husband and slowly dialed the intensity while she stared dominantly into his eyes, “as I danced in the arms of my lover, and every time that he would pull me close to kiss, they would bite even more deeply into my tits with the most delightful pain that made me little more than putty in his arms…”

Ashley laughed in her hubby’s face as he cringed each time that she pressed her weight down against him focused still on her covered breasts against his chest. She paused between each to tweak the dials a step further, taunting him more, “It hurt so good, baby … I was so wet for him before I even left the house, he was able to slide into me almost effortlessly!”

Craig groaned and whimpered, but still spoke not a word as he fed on everything that his wife had to share about her naughty night. Cuddling up once more after she felt that he deserved a break – though not one that called for loosening the clamps on his nipples – Ashley continued with the slideshow until she reached the last photo of her bent over with her hands cuffed to the railing, legs spread and pussy glistening with her butt plug now prominently on display, just moments before Trevor had put the camera down to take her in one of the most explosive sets of orgasms that her body had ever known.

“Now of course,” she purred with a sense of sinister satisfaction, “on account of your little dick being all locked up in this thing, you don’t get to enjoy me like Trevor does … not that you’d be capable of rocking my world with that thing like he does anyways…”

“…but … I think … I still feel a little bit of him deep inside me, so seeing as how you’ve already assumed the position … and how I’m sure that at this point a man in your position would be grateful for any taste of his wife’s used and abused sex that he can get…”

“I’m going to give you a chance to clean me out before I fall asleep and spend the rest of the night dreaming about my lover’s cock.”

With that, Ashley unceremoniously got up on her knees and spun around on the bed, straddling him in reverse as she quaintly backed her ass into her hubby’s face where he lay helpless to resist, settling into just the perfect place to rest before squatting down on his face with the jeweled butt plug from Trevor staring him in the eye and her exhausted sex directly over his lips…

Gloating fully as she subjected him to the ultimate humiliation that a cuckold could endure, Ashley beamed proudly as she leaned her weight onto Craig’s face until he had no choice but to desperately lap at his wife’s pussy, tasting the remnants of her day’s arousal but more audaciously the flavors of her lover’s cum as he found traces of it in every fold and crevice that his cock had taken as its own only a few hours prior.

“That’s right, cuckold – clean mama out nice and good … because she got used tonight…” Ashley growled as his tongue caressed her softly – not nearly as assertive as Trevor was known to pleasure her, but more in a reverent sense like she enjoyed watching him take to when he was worshipping her boots.

“This is what cuckolds deserve…” she moaned happily as she leaned forward and brought her lips dangerously close to her husband’s locked member, laughing to herself at the mere thought of putting it in her mouth after so hungrily sucking on her boyfriend’s cock in the parking lot that day … with her hands cuffed behind her back, no less!

Ashley licked the outside of the plastic cage cruelly as she ground her hips against her hubby’s face, occasionally wiggling her ass as she further taunted, “You see that plug?! Remember who gave me that thing when you think about why you’re not allowed to fuck this pussy…”

A solid fifteen minutes had passed before Ashley was finally satisfied with the clean-up job that her husband had endured. She never expected to cum – not after the incredible night that Trevor had given her – yet she reveled in the image of Craig’s lips salty with her lover’s juices as he had desperately strained merely to taste her own, and that alone was more than enough to whisk her away to a wonderful dreamland filled with many orgasmic memories of her time out on that patio despite the clamps that had dug themselves furiously into her nipples.

In turn, though she did see fit to remove those same clamps from her hubby to ensure that he was able to sleep the whole night through, the wrist cuffs nonetheless stayed in place because she couldn’t have him getting up to brush his teeth or even wipe off his face and spoil the not so subtle reminder of what being a cuckold really meant to her.

Besides, he’d have plenty of time in the morning to clean himself up proper before getting to work handwashing her lingerie and making her boots presentable for her next date night out on the town with her well-endowed lover…
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