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My Wife Fucked The Therapist In Front Of Me

Jim held the door and Maggie entered the therapists office ahead of him.  He’d always been polite but since they’d started into ‘the lifestyle’ he’d felt the need to always put his best foot forward.  Maybe it was feeling a competitive urge since other men were now vying for her attention, he wasn’t sure and he didn’t care.  He had enough to think about these days so just went with what felt right.  He called it the lifestyle, but Maggie always insisted on calling it out for what it was, cuckolding.  That summed up why they were here.  He loved what they were doing but couldn’t admit, even to himself, that he was a cuckold.

He watched her ass sway in the tight yoga pants, no panty lines visible because as usual, she wasn't wearing any.  His eyes flicked upward over the skimpy tank top hugging her tiny waist and then across the room toward the therapist who was currently eye-fucking his wife as she walked toward him.

“You must be Maggie, it's a pleasure to meet you." The man was tall and well put together, his broad shoulders straining against the confines of the shirt doing its best to contain him and present a professional image at the same time. His smooth baritone voice was either well-practiced or natural in its intent, but either way, it made clear what his eyes were saying and what his professional words could not.  He found her hot and definitely thought it was a pleasure to meet her, and Jim felt his blood start to heat up.

This guy is supposed to be a professional. What, a professional letch? Jim calmed himself, and it helped that Maggie seemed unaware of much beyond the pleasantries.  He reminded himself that they were here because he'd asked Maggie to help him be a better man.  He'd chatted on a cuckold forum with a guy who'd enthusiastically recommended this therapist and Jim was intrigued.  Not by the recommendation, but by the mystery of it.  The forum guy wouldn't talk about specifics, only saying that the therapist was unorthodox and would insist on his patients signing an NDA before proceeding, but it was without a doubt completely worth doing so.  Granted that initially, it may seem a bit odd but the results were guaranteed, if the wannabe cuckold was serious about getting over his own bullshit, whatever that bullshit may be.  The forum guy had taken a leap based on the very same sort of recommendation someone else had given him, and now he wanted to pass on the favor.  As such Jim had made the call.  He'd talked to the man over the phone, describing his issues and they'd set up an appointment.

“Jim, so nice to meet you!” He reached for Jim’s hand and gave it a firm handshake, grinning at him like they were old friends.

Hmph, he seems friendly enough, maybe I need to calm my shit down. The therapist gestured invitingly towards the couch and Jim moved to sit down with Maggie. “Thank you for seeing us Mr.—“

“Please, call me Alexander.” He said with practiced ease as he handed them a clipboard. “I hope you don’t mind, but as we discussed I’ll need you to sign these forms before we continue.”  He was all business but said it with a smile. Taking the clipboard after they’d signed it he placed it on his desk and sat in a chair opposite them. “Now that all that pesky legal stuff is out of the way, why don’t we kick things off with why you’re here? I mean I know what we discussed on the phone, but I find it helps if people vocalize what they’re feeling, face to face.” He settled into his chair and after dragging his eyes over her, shamelessly looked Maggie in the eye. “Ladies first. After all, that’s why we’re here right Jim?” He gave a conspiratorial wink to Jim and then returned his focus to Maggie.

Jim was trying to think of how to respond when Maggie gave a small laugh. “Well...Alexander”—she gave him an exaggerated wink—“it would seem it’s no secret here that Jim is my cuckold...”

Jim's face went red with a mixture of embarrassment at hearing her say that word out loud in front of another man, and jealousy at her shamelessly winking at that same man in the same breath. It was a crippling combination for him.  He could only return her gaze as she looked at him knowingly and then watch as she turned her attention back to Alexander.

She smirked and gave a slight jerk of her head towards Jim, then shook her head in resignation. “That right there is why we’re here.  He’s the one that convinced me to explore fucking other men I found attractive, but whenever I show any interest, or the word cuckold comes up, he gets all insecure and jealous.”

“Jim is that true, how do you feel about what Maggie just said?” Alexander looked at him with genuine interest.

His reflex was to deny there was any problem, but that was why he’d sought help in the first place. He hesitated and then nodded. “It is.” Once he uttered those words, it was easy to continue. “I’ve long been excited by the thought of Maggie choosing her own lovers while I stand aside and watch. Yet I can’t seem to get past this fear that she’ll like the other guy better than me, and then I get jealous. If that guy knows I’m a cuckold then I worry he’ll think he’s got something over on me, and since she’s the one telling him about me I get all insecure.” He sighed. “I just can’t get past myself, and I hate that it’s preventing us from sharing something really fucking hot.”

“That’s quite understandable Jim, and I think it’s commendable that you’re striving to overcome those feelings. With that said, my methods may be unorthodox to some”—he sat up and leaned forward in his chair—“but I think I can help, if you’ll trust me?”

“I guess...sure, I mean you did come highly recommended." Jim looked to Maggie who squeezed his hand and smiled reassuringly.

“And Maggie, are you willing to think outside the box so to speak, to help move the relationship needle with conviction into cuckolding territory?”

Neither of them looked at Jim whose face was once again growing red.

She looked at him earnestly. “I am.”

Alexander rose out of his seat and stood in front of her with his hand extended. “Then let’s begin shall we?”

Maggie took his hand and he drew her up keeping his hand in hers and bringing his other hand to her waist.  As if leading a dance, he half-stepped them so they both were in front of Jim who was still sitting on the couch. Jim had a quizzical frown which then turned to disbelief.

Alexander had pulled Maggie in close and was looking at her lips as he spoke. “Maggie the best way to help Jim is for us to work through some of the common trigger points for him.” He brought his mouth to within a hairs breath of hers but didn’t move further, keeping his eyes locked on hers.

Jim's mouth hung open as Maggie stared back into Alexander's eyes for a long moment, and then pressed her lips to his.  At first, she seemed hesitant and the kiss looked restrained but as their tongues met she relaxed her body and melded into him.  Her hand went up his neck and then through his hair as his hand moved from her waist and down to the small of her back.

A few more seconds passed which seemed an eternity to Jim who still hadn't closed his mouth, when the therapist broke the kiss and pulled back his head to speak. "We need to help Jim overcome his insecurities about the man you're with knowing he's a cuckold. The best way to do that is with positive reinforcement. I want you to tell me what he is"—he turned to look at Jim, ignoring the look on his face—“and I want you to sit there and trust us both. OK?”

He waited patiently until Jim nodded and then Alexander returned his gaze to Maggie. “Now, what is Jim?”

The corners of her mouth turned up as she contemplated how odd this was, and yet with her husband sitting right there how fucking hot it was too, and then whispered. 'He's a cuckold."

“No Maggie, say it like you mean it, like you want the whole world to know.”

She giggled and then spoke louder as if Alexander was across the room and not still pressed against her. "He's a cuckold. He's my cuckold!"

“Yes, he is.  He’s your cuckold, and you’ll kiss whomever you damn well please, won’t you?” Alexander brought his mouth to hers and kissed her again, this time the eroticism of what they were doing fueling her heated response.

Jim closed his mouth and stared as the heat crept into his cheeks.  That word passing over her lips and into that man’s ears… He fought to steady his breath. He knows what he’s doing, give this a chance. They were grabbing at each other now as the kiss intensified and Maggie had shuffled around so her ass was now practically in Jim’s face from where he sat. She moaned as Alexander squeezed her ass and he watched the delightful orb of flesh disappear into the man’s hand.  Jim let out the air he hadn’t realized he’d been holding as he adjusted in his seat to accommodate his now swelling cock. It’s not all that bad I guess.

Alexander broke the kiss again. “Hold your hand out so Jim can take it…That’s the way...good. No, don’t look at him, keep looking at me. You’re with me right now but it helps to remind Jim that you are in this together.” He pinched the sides of her tank top between his fingers and tugged ever so slightly upwards to indicate his intentions. “I’m sure kissing isn’t the only thing you do with other men, now is it?”  His eyes never left hers as he waited for her consent.

There was no smile teasing the corners of her mouth now.  The moment for playfully keeping things light had passed. She knew what he was implying, and when she nodded it was with a look of desire.

He tugged her shirt up an inch and stopped. “What is Jim?”

The words, loud and sure, came instantly on heated breath, her voice thick with lust for whatever he had planned next. “He’s my cuckold.”

The shirt was pulled up and off in an instant and he lowered his face towards her pert breasts. His tongue flicked over her hardened nipple. "Yes, he is. He's your cuckold."

They locked their lips together and then they clawed at each other's clothes.  They were quickly naked in front of Jim who couldn't help but notice the therapist's cock as his wife pulled on its already hardening shaft. Jesus, look at the size of that thing! Jim’s cock pulsed as the other man fingered Maggie and she moaned and sucked on his neck, her lithe fingers working the man’s cock into a raging tower of need. I know how those fingers feel, and they look amazing on his cock. He felt a pang of jealousy but it was the good kind, the aching kind that wanted to see her fingers wrapped around another man's cock giving him what at the moment she was denying him. OK, this isn’t so bad. This is why we’re here. He shifted to adjust himself in his seat again.

Alexander maneuvered her to the side of the couch and spun her around so she was facing Jim, and then pushed gently against the back of her neck until she was bent over the cushioned arm.  She braced herself with her hands on Jim’s thigh and turned her face to look at him, the glint in her eye telling him how much she was enjoying the naughtiness of the moment. “Hi baby.”

She was moving to kiss Jim when Alexander pushed his cock inside her and so she gasped instead and lowered her head to focus on the impossible girth of the man spreading her from behind. Jim didn't want her to think he was imposing himself on her good time, and he knew how progressive it was that he at all thought that way, but he couldn't help himself and shifted his hips to grind his cock through his pants against her.  He wouldn’t have dared be so crass if it was her face, that just wasn’t their dynamic even though he’d witnessed other men doing just that with her since they’d starting ‘playing’.  However, since her face was pressed to his thighs, he hoped she’d be more understanding with him taking advantage of the side of her head.

She groaned and gripped his thighs as Alexander thrust all the way inside her and then slid almost the entire way out. He kept her there for a moment, spread wide with the bulbous head of his dick, and then thrust in once more.  He repeated the maneuver several more times until her groans turned to moans and the sound of his balls slapping against her pussy grew wet.

He leaned over her and curled his fingers around her throat, easing her head up off of Jim’s lap until her face was again level with Jim’s.  Every thrust of his cock pushed her into the grip he had around her throat and she alternated between light choking and panting as her mouth hung open and her eyes glazed over in a pussy-pounding induced fog. “Come on Maggie, be a good girl and tell me again. What is Jim?”

Jim felt his face heating up yet again. How dare this guy, who does he think he is fucking her literally in my face like this? Getting her to call me a— He didn’t get a chance to finish.

“He’s my cuckold!” She panted it out, licking away the drool that was pooling on her lips.

Alexander thrust hard and her hand shifted on Jim’s thigh, moving to rest on his crotch at which point Jim shamelessly ground against the palm of her hand. He was conflicted at his body’s betrayal as his mind railed against how this man must see him while he fucked his wife. While he fucked his wife who was just then calling him out as a cuckold. It was made worse for him when he couldn’t stop from letting out a moan of his own as her palm shifted and rubbed the head of his cock through his pants.

“That’s right, Jim is your cuckold but who is it that you want fuck”—he thrust hard into her, and then again until she gasped her answer.

“You! I want”—she thrust back against him and drew a breath as the pressure of his hand momentarily relented from around her throat—“You!”

“Mmm, good girl.” Alexander fucked her in silence, the only sounds in the room were that of his cock and balls slapping merrily against her now well and truly fucked and sodden cunt.

Jim wasn’t sure of how much more of this he could take. Sure it felt fucking amazing having her hand to grind against but hearing her call him a cuckold, having this guy take her like this and her so readily agree to it was overwhelming him.  He felt the insecurity threaten to overwhelm him when Alexander spoke.

“You want to fuck me, but who do you love Maggie.”

Jim’s eyes widened as she turned her head, not knowing where this guy was taking things.  The fog wasn’t quite cleared from her eyes but they zeroed in on his and she smiled.

“I love Jim—“ She grunted as he pushed deep inside her.

Alexander pulled out and then rammed himself inside her so deep this time that the head of his cock was mashed into her cervix, making her cry out in pleasure and pain. “Who do you love Maggie?”

“I love Jim!" she shouted into Jim's face as an explosion of heat surged within her, spreading between her legs as it sought freedom through the hot cum she was coating Alexander's cock with.  Alexander picked up the tempo, thrusting rapidly into her, his cock slipping along the cum soaked walls of her pussy with easy abandon until he threw his head back and pumped his seed inside her.

He slowed and then stopped, pulling his cock out until just the head remained inside, spreading her now extremely sensitive lips to the point of driving her mad. “One more time Maggie, who do you love?”

He pulled out, his cock making a loud wet plop as her swollen lips set it free and she groaned her response into Jim's mouth, her lips already pressed to his. "I love you, Jim. I.Love.You!”

~~~~~~~

They dressed in silence as Jim drew a breath and considered how the two of them had laid bare the weakness that jealousy and insecurity had crippled him with, and how amazing it now felt to know he'd been a fool all along.  His cheeks were no longer flushed with jealous anger and were instead glowing with embarrassment at having ever doubted what he meant to Maggie. He was beginning to understand the marvelous complexity that made up his woman, and her ability to separate needful lust from the love and devotion she felt towards her man.  Lust and love were intertwined, and though not always following the same path, they always came together in the end. If her lust was satisfied by another man who knew Jim for what he was in the bedroom, it had no bearing on who Jim was as a man and as the one she loved.

He stood when they were ready and Alexander walked them to the door.  Jim shook his hand enthusiastically. "Wow, man. I mean...wow! I don't even know what to think about all that, but I know now that I can be the kind of man Maggie deserves.”

Alexander chuckled and slapped him on the shoulder. “That’s fantastic Jim, then we’ve made progress!” He turned serious, still gripping his hand. “I hope you understand that it will take many  more uh...sessions...to fully get you and Maggie to where you both want to be?”

It was Jim’s turn to chuckle then as Maggie leaned in between them to kiss the therapist on the cheek. “Oh, that we do!”

The End.


His Friend With Benefits Explores Her Dominant Side

“Really?” Gisele’s eyes widened in wonder that he would so readily agree to the challenge and then she considered it from his point of view.  Harry was a typical guy, thinking with his dick.

Not one to fight fair, she'd strolled into his place wearing sheer black nylons, 5-inch platforms, and a tight leather skirt.  The bodysuit she wore with it, hugging her tiny waist as it emerged from the embrace of the skirt's leather waistline, cupped her breasts, and left much for his eye to feast upon with the open scooped neckline.

Her long blond hair, and the beauty her German ancestry had bestowed upon her, along with the sexy as fuck Eastern European accent had always made him a willing friend with benefits.  Gisele knew that the outfit she was wearing and the carrot she'd dangled were warping his ability to perceive any outcome other than the one he craved.  It was no surprise that with his male ego, he'd jumped at the chance to take her anal cherry if she failed to get him to beg her to lock his cock in a chastity cage.

He doesn’t think I can be dominant? Yeah well, he doesn’t know what I’ve recently learned!  She was confident he’d soon find out just how informative that female empowerment retreat she’d recently attended had been. He’d even agreed to do the challenge her way, without knowing what that would mean!  Gisele composed herself and stood up from the couch, smoothing out her leather skirt that was now at his eye level.  Pressing her hands downwards over the front she rocked her hips as her palms carried on around and over her ass, and then came to rest on her hips.  She watched his eyes widen with lust as they roamed over her and then she hooked a finger under his chin to draw his attention upwards.

“Last chance Harry, I want to make sure you understand that I’ve learned a lot in the last while about how to get what I want. I also want you to remember this moment because when buyer's remorse kicks in tomorrow, you're going to be begging me with a sob story about how you didn't really mean it." She giggled wickedly, running her thumb over his lips. "So I want to hear it one more time. Are you sure you want to accept my challenge?"

She’d pushed his legs apart and moved closer at that last bit, and he could smell the desire coming through the skirt now inches from his face.  His eyes remained locked on hers, transfixed by the smoldering heat within, and the self-confident aura surrounding her.  He’d never seen her like this.  For the briefest of moments he doubted his choice, but she smelled so good and he could see her breasts pushing against the tight bodysuit in his peripheral vision.  He drew a deep breath in through his nose and her scent decided for him. “Yes!”

Laughing at his eagerness, she stepped back and beckoned with a curled finger. “Then come hither, and beg me to make you mine.”

“Wait, what do you mean about tomorrow and buyer's regret?"

She blew him a kiss and winked. “It doesn’t matter Harry since you’ve assured me you’re not going to lose. Now come.” She didn’t wait for his reply.

He followed the suggestive clicking of her heels on the hard floor while watching her hips sway, hypnotically drawing him in with every step.  When she got to the side of his bed she turned to face him and pointed at the floor with an expectant look on her face. He didn’t understand. “What’s up?”

Gisele gave an exaggerated sigh. "Harry, we're proving I can be dominant, remember? The least you can do is help me get into the role." She snapped her finger and again pointed at the floor. "Now, why don't you get down on your knees and take off my shoes."

“You can leave your shoes on, you know how much I love your legs in heels and hose.” He gave her his best car salesman smile.

She stepped into him, resting her hands on his shoulders and bringing her mouth to his. “Won’t you help a girl with her shoes Harry; I thought you were a gentleman?” Her eyes flickered back and forth between his and the corner of her mouth pulled up in a wicked grin. “Or, maybe you’re afraid I’ll look at it as an act of submission with you down there on your knees? Maybe you’re not as confident about winning this as you appeared?”

Harry honestly had merely wanted to fuck her with those heels on.  That was the thing about Gisele, she was always overthinking things. Then again, he loved how smart she was, so she could think about this all she liked but he just wanted to get her into the bed. He matched her grin with his own. "Hmph, don't get ahead of yourself there, I just like you in those heels!"

He moved to close the distance between their mouths and kiss her but she was ready for him and stopped him with her finger pressed to his lips. “Nuh-uh Mister, none of that until you show me you’re ready to play my way.”

She pushed down on his shoulder with her free hand and raised an expectant eyebrow.  Watching him consider her words, she knew this was as odd for him as it was for her.  She'd always let him drive in the bedroom, more than anything because she'd not considered any other dynamic.  She also knew he liked anything to do with sex, and now that they were at the side of his bed he wouldn't need much encouragement to get him where she needed him to be. "Come on baby, show me you want to play with me"—she removed her finger and lay her hand on his other shoulder and pushed down—“because I really want to play with you.”

Harry could feel himself responding.  This whole thing was damn weird but the sensuous energy she was exuding had him wanting more. Fuck it, I’ll play her way. Whatever it takes! He dropped to his knees and tried to downplay his enthusiasm. “Your wish is my command!”

She laughed softly, running her hands through his hair while he fiddled with the straps around her ankles. “Oh, I’m not sure it is quite yet Harry, but it will be soon enough...”

His cock pulsed when she spoke but he was fixated on the tiny feet in front of him.  The shoes were set aside and he was presented with 10 perfectly manicured toes covered by sheer stockings.  He'd seen nylon-covered feet up close before, of course, but they'd always been gripped in his hands as he spread his lover wide to fuck with abandon.  He'd never been in a position like this, at a woman's feet and the implied position of power she held.  Her words, her fingers in his hair, and the way the hosiery stretched over her flesh were kinky as fuck.  His cock pulsed again and he was forced to admit that whatever this was, he liked it. Oh yeah, we’re gonna play her way. He ran his tongue up her shin and then carried on up her thigh but when he reached the hem of her skirt she stopped him.  

“Woah big man, that prize is for later.” She chuckled as he looked up at her eagerly. “I want you to remove my stockings for me before we do anything else.”  He nodded and reached under her skirt but she slapped at his hands and gave him a stern look. “First I need to know your head is in this game.” She cut off the question forming on his lips. “I want you to kiss my toes, and then I will allow you to remove my stockings. Don't overthink it, Harry, just do as I ask.”

Harry looked up at her and although he wanted to ask what the hell she had in mind, the smell of her arousal had only increased and in turn furthered his own. She looks so hot standing over me like this acting all dominant, and telling me what to do with that accent of hers...Oh hell, I’ll play along and when I’ve got my dick in her I’ll show her who’s the boss!

He shuffled back so he could lower his head to her feet.  Once he was at eye level with them he realized how he must look, ass up and head down before her and he felt his face flush in embarrassment. Relax man, this is just some new kinky foreplay for her, you’ll have her screaming for your cock in a minute. He still hesitated. If I kiss her feet, I can’t make her unsee that.

He told himself it was just a game and if he didn’t do what she said then she’d never let him live it down that he was too insecure to withstand her ‘dominance’ or whatever this bullshit was.  He brought his lips to the tops of the toes of her left foot, brushing them over the nylons and he felt his cock twitch.  He didn’t think about it as he was too engrossed in looking as indifferent as he could and instead moved to her right foot.

“Not so fast, you rushed the first foot. You might think is all a game but I assure you that me offering up my anal cherry is no game to me.” Gisele lifted her right foot and wiggled the toes in front of his face. Her voice lowered as she dripped each word onto him. “Now, show how much you want my cherry when you kiss my other foot.”

He didn’t look up, this was crossing into some seriously kinky shit for him and his face was flushing hotter now. He’d never suckled on toes before, it just hadn’t occurred to him to do so. Damn, they do look fucking sexy wiggling under those nylons. The material was being stretched as one toe arced away from the next, slight whispering sounds taunting his ears as she moved them.

His cock twitched again and he told himself it didn’t mean he was submitting to her, he was only getting the job done so he could get his dick wet. It’s going to be so much fun teasing her about thinking she could be dominant! He puckered and kissed her big toe and then moved down the line, pecking the end of each one. He was about to move away when she moved her foot and brought the big toe to his lips.

“No! Kiss it Harry, like you're kissing me, like you desperately want to fuck me." Gisele angled her foot down and dragged the topside of it over his lips, then turned it sideways and dragged the bottoms of her toes across them.  As the toes reached the side of his face she curled her foot and brought it back for another sideways pass with the tops of her toes. "Come on Harry, don't let a little kiss keep you from getting what you want..."

The stockings brushing over his lips were driving him mad. Oh fuck it man, let’s get to the prize! He opened his lips and took her big toe into his mouth. He tentatively stretched out his tongue and felt the texture of the nylons greet it.  He didn’t know how to describe what it tasted like exactly but since it wasn’t necessarily bad, he kept going. His tongue moved over the toe and then he felt some spittle gathering and he swallowed, sucking her toe into his mouth as he did so.

He heard her moan and that made his cock stiffen, and that made him suck harder. All thought was gone as her moans carried on and he moved from one toe to the next. Now he was shamelessly sucking on them, his tongue darting over the nylon-clad toes like he wanted it to be her mouth.  He was a little embarrassed at his cock liking this so much, but her moaning told him she was liking it just as much as him, and that told him he'd be fucking her in no time.

Gisele felt her pussy getting wet and pulled her foot away.  Timing was everything and she had him running hot. She’d loved every second of it of course. One, because it felt good, and two, because he’d just shown he could be manipulated into a submissive act. Kissing her feet had just become her gateway into a side of him that neither of them had been aware of.  I’ve got him on my hook, now I just have to reel him in.

“Mmm, good boy Harry, now you can remove my stockings.” She hiked up her skirt so the tops were visible and wiggled her hips. “Don’t worry if they get a run in them, just get them off me so I can get you into bed!”

She squealed as he grabbed her ass and pulled her crotch into his nose, groaning as he struggled with want.  They both knew he wouldn’t give her any excuse to say he cheated and so he let her go just as quickly and got to work.  He had them off her in a flash and put them into her waiting hand.  She dropped them onto the bed and then held out her hand to help him up.

As he stood up he moved to pull her into an embrace.  It was a natural move for him to make, but yet again she was ready for him and pushed him back. She gave him a flirtatious smile and moved back in, her hands pulling his shirt up his waist. “Let’s get these clothes off and get you onto that bed. I’m sure you can’t wait to prove me wrong.”

Harry smirked and helped her with his shirt. She doesn’t know how wrong she was in making this bet with me!

Harry had his pants off in a flash and his boxers didn’t take much longer.  His cock was already bobbing in front of him in eager anticipation and he groaned as Gisele pressed herself, and her leather skirt against it.  He kissed her with unabashed hunger as his hands sought the zipper running down over her ass but she reached behind herself and grabbed his hands.  He laughed in surprise as she pushed him onto the bed and then jumped on top, grinding her pussy down onto his cock.  

“Shimmy back—so your head’s— on the pillow." Gisele instructed through parted lips, their tongues dancing together first in her mouth, and then his as he obliged. She found his hands and entwined her fingers with his.  Keeping her mouth pressed to his, she moved his hands up over his head and when they came together she gripped them in one hand and broke the kiss.  She pushed his hands against the spindles of the headboard, an old oak classic affair he'd owned since forever, and then let go.  She sat up, reached over and picked up a stocking, and then snapped her wrists outward, pulling it taught between them.  She looked down at him sternly. "Keep them there. I need to tie you up."

Harry guffawed. “Yeah, OK Madame Gisele”—his hands started to lower—“I don’t think so!”

She hiked up her skirt so it was bunched around her waist and he could see her pussy cupped in the tight embrace of the bodysuit as it stretched between her legs.   Gisele rocked her hips forward over his engorged cock and pressed her asshole down onto the head of it, grinding it in. She raised an eyebrow at him and gave him an innocent questioning look. “Do you want a chance at my anal cherry, or not?”

He could feel the hem of the gusset where the little snaps held both ends together, doling out the promise of pleasure as it scraped over the head of his tiny brain.  He pictured the little puckered opening that he’d to date only been allowed to touch with a fleeting flick of his tongue.  He imagined he could feel the heat of it with his cock.  He imagined his cock spreading her tight hole open and sliding inside.  Slowly but relentlessly, enjoying his victory one inch at a time.  He nodded and brought his hands back up over his head, crossing one wrist dutifully over the other.

Gisele snapped the stockings tight again, and her stern facade slipped as she giggled. “Good boy.” Before he could second guess himself she leaned over and wrapped the nylons around his wrists.  Ignoring his probing tongue as it tried to gain purchase against any part of her body it could reach, she tied him off to a spindle and then sat back to inspect her work.

Nodding in satisfaction as he twisted his wrists to no avail, she leaned over and kissed him hard, mashing her tongue against his as the reality of how easily she was controlling the situation washed over her. "Mmm," She murmured with her mouth pressed to his. "Let's get started Harry, this could be a long night for you"—sitting back up she tilted her head down at him, grinning wickedly—“but that’ll be up to you.”

She slid backward and forced his legs apart as she knelt in between them. "OK Harry, time to show me who's boss."

She’s pretty damn cocky. He noted her sarcasm to himself as her lips touched his dick, and then he lost himself in the sensation.  She drew him into her mouth and sucked the head into the back of her throat and then did something with her tongue that made him groan.  She worked her mouth up and down in slow motion, her tongue dancing along its length until in a few short minutes he felt his balls start to contract. Damn! Where in the hell did she learn how to do that?

Gisele pulled her mouth off his dick with a loud ‘pop’ before he could cum, and grinned proudly at him. “I’d say that was a good start.”

“Holy shit Gisele, I’ve never been ready to shoot so quickly, what the heck?” Harry couldn’t begin to hide his appreciation for what she’d just done in record time to his cock.

She laughed with delight at his shocked expression.  She’d always sucked a mean dick but she’d learned a few tried and true techniques at the retreat that were guaranteed to bring any man to his knees, and she was happy to see them work. “You haven’t seen anything yet Harry.”

He closed his eyes as she brought her mouth back down onto his shaft but this time she flicked her tongue over it, going lower until she reached his balls.  She ran her tongue over them and then teased them into her mouth, one at a time, gently suckling them with slurping tenderness.  She knew he wasn't into any sort of rough play with them, which was disappointing considering how much she'd also learned about that.  She consoled herself with it being something they could explore once she had him caged.  And there was no doubt in her mind that he was going to be caged.

“Ohhh.” He gasped as her fingers wrapped around his rigid shaft and drew the loose skin upwards,  and then down in a quick practiced motion that he might have said he was familiar with, if not for his balls being sucked into her mouth at the same time.  She worked her hand up and over the head of his cock and then back down and increased the tempo while keeping the pace of suckling his balls to a slow, wet, and steady rhythm.

In short order his body tensed, but before it went any further she let go of his cock, allowed his balls to drop out of her mouth, and sat back up. She was smiling, but the look she gave him was one of pity. She shook her head slowly, her long blond locks drifting over the top of her breasts. "I almost feel guilty Harry."

“About”—he panted as he tried to recover from being brought so close to an orgasm for the 2nd time and then denied it again—“what?”

“You never stood a chance, but you didn’t know that when you took the bet.” She reached for the other stocking. “Now it’s time to get serious, and I don’t want you interrupting me until you’re truly ready.”

“Ready for w— mph" He couldn't finish with the stocking stuffed into his mouth and he jerked his arms against the bindings in a futile attempt to change his situation.

There were a few inches of stocking left hanging out and she worked it into his already stretched mouth, her fingers deftly finding space for it where none appeared to be.  She felt herself grow wet as he struggled and bucked under her, his face red with embarrassment and despite his strength, unable to prevent her from keeping him right where she wanted him.

Gisele gave him a peck on the lips and then playfully pinched his nose before moving off him and then getting to her feet beside the bed.  She walked out of the room, not bothering to lower her skirt, and as expected, when she looked over her shoulder Harry had his head turned into the pillow and was staring at her ass.  She returned a moment later and got back onto the bed, this time kneeling beside him.

Something cool, and heavy was placed on his stomach and Harry looked down the length of himself to see a shiny steel cock cage glinting in the bedroom light. “Mmph.” He wanted to tell her he hadn’t lost the bet yet and to get that thing away from him!

A crisp click broke the otherwise quiet of the room and when his eyes shot over to her he could see a tube of lube in her hand, its hinged plastic lid snapped open. Oh, what now?

She looked calmly at him as she squeezed a generous amount into her hand, and then lay the tube on the bed. "It's going to get messy Harry, but if we keep your cock lubed then the only damage done will be to your mind." She smiled to herself and then added. "Although, once I have you caged, you'll soon be begging for more of what you're getting now."

She gripped his cock in a slippery embrace and began working her hand up and down. “I know that none of what I’m saying makes sense Harry, but don’t worry. It will all be clear soon enough.” Harry grunted and tried to pull his arms away from the headboard.  She looked up at him and gave him a condescending smile. “Now shhh, just enjoy the process.”

Harry bucked into her hand, as his little brain sought more of what her fingers were delivering, even as he struggled against the hosiery binding him in place. She was relentless, moving with a woman's intuition, squeezing just the right way, pumping his shaft, and palming the head of his cock with a tempo that matched the pressure of the blood building up in his cock, and the thumping of his beating heart perfectly.

Every time he tensed up, she would stop.  After he had time to calm down, she would begin again without saying a word.  He tried to get sneaky about it, holding himself perfectly still as she worked his dick, and when it thrummed in anticipation of release he made sure to not give it away.  Yet somehow she knew, and even dared take him a beat closer to the edge but in the end, she stopped. Every time.

How does she know?! He railed in his head, howled his muffled frustration into the gag, and yanked savagely on the stockings, but she wouldn’t stop the denial nor the tease.

It went on, and on, and on into the night until he lost track of time. It was late now, he knew that because the sounds of the street had died off, leaving them in the quiet of the bedroom. Alone with the slick sound of her hand working its evil magic on his cock, and his whimpers of desperation that had long ago replaced the initial moans of pleasure.

Gisele leaned over and blew lightly on the head of his dick. Her voice was soft and inquisitive. “Why suffer Harry? Give in to me, beg for the cage and I’ll give you what you need. There’s no sense in fighting it. You want this to end don’t you Harry?”

She squeezed the head and held it there while she scraped her other finger up his shaft, coating it liberally in lube. When she dragged her finger back down she kept going, over his balls, and then between his legs, stopping only when she found the puckered and tightly clamped lips of his asshole.  He squirmed as her finger worked its way inside him but it was futile, and then she was all the way in.  First one finger, and then despite him bucking and twisting, there were two.

Gisele relaxed her grip on the head of his cock while her fingers worked their way inside him, spreading him as they sought and then found his prostate.  She probed the area gently while slipping her other hand onto his shaft and stroked it with a matching rhythm.  He groaned, and wide-eyed shook his head from side to side, imploring her. “Mmph!”

“What’s that Harry?” She stopped moving her hands but left them in place. “I can’t understand you. Haven’t you had a finger up your ass before?”

Harry most certainly had not ever experienced that before. It was supposed to be him fucking her ass, not the other way around! The fact that in all its strangeness it felt good was irrelevant. He could feel his face going red and shook his head, bucking his hips in the hope that she would get the message.

Gisele giggled. “Ah Harry, don’t be embarrassed. Besides, once I’ve locked your cock away, you’re going to get very used to getting pleasure this way!” He uttered a muffled protest to which she responded with a sweet smile, and started working her fingers in and out of his ass in short slow strokes.  Finger-fucking him with the tenderness of an experienced lover breaking in a timid virgin, but she knew she was fucking his mind more than his body.

She stopped again but spread her fingers inside him a bit further apart as she gave them a slight twist, and looked at him thoughtfully, her expression serious. “Look Harry, I’m not insensitive. I realize this all may be a bit much for you. I’m going to let you decide, because that’s what friends are for.” She perked up with enthusiasm, pleased with her generosity. “You tell me how you want this to end. I can go have a coffee and come back when you’re limp, put the cage on you and call it a night, or”—she stroked his cock—“I can give you an orgasm that will blow your mind. Either way, you’re going to beg me to lock your cock, just like we agreed.”

Without missing a beat, her fingers moved back to his prostate and the fingers of her other hand danced up and down his shaft relentlessly badgering him as he tried to focus his thoughts.  Several more times she stopped, letting him get impossibly close to the edge but ultimately reading him like a book and leaving him a wet dripping mess, hanging over the edge of the elusive pleasure abyss.

Harry had never wanted to cum so badly in his entire life.  His body was screaming for him to grant it the release it was being so cruelly denied.  For all practical purposes, conscious thought was no more.  Her fingers were inside him, spreading him and probing him, making him her bitch, and despite every macho instinct he had, he couldn't deny how good it felt. Her lithe fingers made his cock twitch and jump and throb in maniacal desperation for the ending she just wouldn't fucking allow him to have and...

He bucked and struggled against the bindings, growling into the gag.  After a few moments he gave up yet again, his growling turning to a choked whimper, and he turned his head to the side, unwilling to let her see the defeat in his eyes.

“Look at me.” Her voice was gentle, with not a hint of mischievousness in it.

He kept his head turned, avoiding her as his engorged cock throbbed helplessly in the air.

She leaned over and nibbled on his ear, then whispered her hot breath into it. “There’s no shame in your submission. Give in and tell me what you want, and I’ll give you what you need.”

She hovered over him, waiting, and a moment later he sighed and turned his head to look into her eyes mere inches from his.  She felt the victory-induced drops of satisfaction dribbling out of her and soaking the crotch of her bodysuit as he nodded his head.  She pulled the stocking out of his mouth and then laid a soft kiss upon his lips, parched as they were from being gagged for so long. Her eyes were wide with excitement and she struggled to keep her voice steady as the heat between her legs grew to a feverish pitch. "Let me hear it, tell me what you want, and how much you want it."

He blinked, and his eyes flickered to the side as if reconsidering but she reached between themselves and dragged a fingernail along the underside of the shaft of his cock and his eyes shot back to hers. All the fight was gone and sheer desperation had consumed him. “Please Gisele, let me cum!”

“Oh I know you want that, but what else do you want, hmm?” Withdrawing her fingers from his ass, she dragged her fingernail along his cock once again. She leaned in and kissed him, this time pushing her tongue into his mouth briefly before breaking away. “Tell me Harry.”

He groaned, thrusting his hips upwards but she was too damn fast and his cock pushed uselessly into the air. “Ah Jesus, lock my cock up Gisele!  You win OK? Lock my fucking cock up, but please just let me cum!”

She laughed, and bounced up into a sitting position, clapping her hands together with girlish glee. “I told you Harry, I told you I could make you beg!”  She got off the bed and stood looking down at him and the questioning frown forming on his face. “Don’t worry, I’ll be right back. I just have to get some ice.” 

As she walked away Harry called out to her, the confused panic evident in his voice. “Ice...what for? What about letting me cum?!”

“I’m going to lock you in chastity”—she didn’t look back as she spoke—“and then I’m going to let you cum.”

When she reached the doorway she stopped and flicked her hair over her shoulder as she half-turned back to him.  Her leading leg was slightly bent at the knee and perched on bare toes.  The other was locked, tensing her thigh and calves, accentuating their toned lines that led to her pert ass.  The bodysuit stretched upward from her ass cheeks to follow her arched back while the front of it gripped her tightly as it climbed over her breast, leaving the side shamelessly exposed.

She winked at him. “I’m a woman of my word and I promise Harry, it will blow your mind.”

The End.


Coat Check Cuckold

Celia and Milo were only too happy to escape the frigid winter's grasp and step into the foyer of the banquet hall.  New Year's Eve was always an opportunity for Celia to dress up in something sexy, and tonight she didn’t disappoint.  She dressed up often for her bulls, but that was behind closed doors, and tonight she had dressed for him.  Being a cuckold couple with a long list of sexual adventures behind them served to emphasize, at least for Milo, how incredibly special it was to have her looking like that for him.

Her long legs stretched for miles out from under the faux fur coat she was wrapped up inside in a futile attempt to shield her from the probing ice-cold tongue of Old Man Winter.  However, it along with the dress she’d worn for tonight, was far too short to prevent the licentious gusts from leaving a salacious trail of goosebumps over the sensitive flesh of her ass and inner thighs.

Having gotten there a bit late, Milo was the only one enjoying the view of Celia as she sashayed across the tiled floor of the nearly empty foyer.  Her stiletto heels clicked a staccato beat to the thumping music coming from the hall beyond, and he savored every step.  He tore his eyes from her ass and glanced toward the coat check as they approached and realized he hadn’t been the only one enjoying the view.

The man behind the counter may as well have been wagging his tongue at Celia.  His perfect white teeth lit up the broad smile he was giving her, completely unabashed in his appreciation of her.  Milo could see a name embroidered in gold stitching on the chest of the black dress shirt he was wearing but before they got close enough for him to read it, Celia let out a squeal.

“Ryan!” Her heels click-clacked as she took rapid steps toward him, letting go of Milo’s hand so she could spread her arms out wide in an effusive greeting.

Milo’s heart stopped. Not him. Not...Ryan.  He looked him up and down and tried to reconcile what he’d heard about the man with what he saw before him and thus assuage the primal fear that had instantly gripped him.  Milo worked out regularly and considered himself fairly fit.  It wasn’t just about staying healthy, in his mind if he wanted to look like he should be with a woman as sexy as Celia, he had to look the part.  This guy was fit as well but was a couple inches taller than Milo, and much thinner.  Where Milo spent time bulking up his chest and arms, it would seem this guy wasn’t at all concerned with that sort of thing.  In fact, if he were to be petty (which he totally felt like being in the moment) he’d say this guy could use some time at the gym.  Milo was no Hulk, but how did a guy with a physique like that ever expect to get laid?

Except Milo already knew Ryan did get laid, or had at least in days gone by with Celia.  A lot.  This was the Ryan he’d heard so much about, much to his consternation, though he’d never let her know that.  Showing insecurity or weakness wasn’t his thing but he sure as hell felt it when it came to the past she’d shared with the man she was now leaning over the counter to hug.  He eyed her dress riding up to show off the bottom of her ass cheeks to anyone who might see, and knowing she was so caught up in the moment that she didn’t care made his gut clench nervously.

The hug continued far longer than most would expect, regardless of how long it had been since two people had seen each other and Milo cleared his throat loudly.

“Oh”—Celia let go and half-turned to him, bringing her hand to her mouth as though appropriately embarrassed, but her eyes told a different story—“Milo, I want you to meet Ryan. You know, the uh, friend I used to know?”

Oh, I know dear, he thought but didn’t say as he moved in and stood beside her, wrapping one arm around her waist. “Hi Ryan”—He smiled warmly at her as he extended his hand over the counter and then turned his gaze to the man—“I’m Milo. Celia’s husband.”

The man’s grip was firm and he looked at Milo with the confidence of a man who’d fucked his wife hard and long before he had, and knew it was obvious by Celia’s greeting that they’d left things on very good terms.

He was right too, and that only further unsettled Milo.  Part of becoming a cuckold couple had been full disclosure with one another, about their past experiences and future desires.  Once the door had been opened to talk about it, she’d gone on and on about how mind-blowing it was to be fucked by Ryan.  Apparently, the guy had fucked her around the world and back again in every position imaginable all while never leaving her bedroom, leaving her exhausted, spent, and utterly satisfied every time.  Every damn time.  She always assured Milo that he was a good lover too, but the words just never had the impact they should have.  Not when delivered with a glassy-eyed look and a voice dripping with a sultry yearning for what some other man had been able to give her.  She and Ryan hadn’t worked out because he was a philanderer and she wanted more from her man.  That was where Milo came in, and that fact had always made him feel good.  He was giving her something that Ryan couldn’t, or wouldn’t.  It made him feel like he was more than enough man in his own way, to satisfy a woman like her.  If she’d only met him first, the whole Ryan thing would never have happened.  That was all fine and good and easy for Milo to think that way when Ryan was supposedly no longer around, but now he was here.  He was back.

He was polite enough too, and they exchanged some quick pleasantries while he took their coats.  He wasn’t one to let ‘the man’ tell him what to do so he never held a job for long, instead preferring the freedom of charting his own course as he saw fit.  It seems he’d moved away but had since returned because he liked this town and had decided to settle down here for a bit to see where life took him.  He’d looked at Celia with a crooked grin and winked as he’d said that last bit.

Cocky bastard, I’m right here. Milo forced himself to smile and nod goodbye to Ryan before glancing at Celia. Barely turning his head so he could keep his eyes on Ryan, he spoke out of the side of his mouth to Celia. “Well babe, we should get going...”

“Ryan, it was so good to see you!” Celia said, emphasizing ‘good’ as Milo tugged gently on her hand, leading her toward the dance hall.

“Now what are the odds of meeting him after all this time, and on a night like this?” Her face was lit with excitement.

Trying to downplay it and him, Milo shrugged his shoulders. “I dunno, just dumb luck I guess.” As they found some free seats at one of the tables off to the side, he couldn’t help his next thought. Yeah well if he had a decent job like I do, maybe he’d have a better chance of having a girl like Celia on his arm on a night like this instead of working the coat check.

He was surprised at how petty he was being and tried to shrug off his negative thoughts and instead focus on how incredible Celia looked, and how good she would feel riding (he hoped) his cock later on.  She had certainly teased him enough over the weeks leading up to tonight about the possibility.  They were fortunate to find a couple of seats together at a large table along the side wall.  Everyone sitting there must have been up dancing, but they’d left their drinks and some personal items on the table to mark their places.

He pulled out her chair and then nudged it in under her legs which were already bending in blind expectation that he would be doing just one of the many things she’d come to expect from her man.  She only acknowledged his gesture at the end as her bare ass pressed its tantalizingly soft flesh down onto the red velvet seat.  Her dress had ridden up out of the way, and the string of satin pulled up her ass crack did nothing to interfere with the introduction of her skin to the soft material she sat upon.  Her smile was warm, but there was a hint of steel in her eyes.  They both knew she had him captivated in ways most women would never get to experience with their men, and they both knew he wanted it no other way.

Taking his seat beside her he adjusted himself so he was more facing her than the room.  He watched as the hem of her dress rode up her thighs as she crossed her legs and stopped just shy of allowing him a glimpse of the black satin thong she’d slipped up over their smooth flesh earlier on.  In his mind's eye, he could see the soft material gliding over the folds of her shaved pussy, heralding the warm and wet wonders within.  He’d eagerly bought her the panties just for tonight.  He had allowed the memory of the incredible sex they’d shared on past New Year's Eves, in the before chastity time period, to cloud his reality.  He’d forgotten in this now period of chastity and cuckolding, that his getting unlocked never mind getting lucky, was entirely up to Her.  Regardless, he’d buy those panties again for her in a heartbeat, any day of the week.  No sir.  Given the big night that it was, and what it had always represented for them he had been optimistic, and he couldn’t fault himself for that.

They quickly found themselves on the dance floor and Milo twirled her around then drew her in with a practiced flourish, bringing his mouth to her ear so she could hear him over the music. “Now that I’ve seen him”—he knew he didn’t have to say who he was talking about, and that in itself was alarming but he pressed on—“it’s hard to picture. I mean, I know what you’ve said about him, but come on how good could the guy be in bed?” He shook his head and gave her a smug grin, then moved back in. “No, I think you’ve just built it up in your head. If you play your cards right, I’ll show you how it’s done.”  He gave a her cocky wink full of bravado at the end.

Celia pursed her lips as she smiled, the evil glint in her eye but a precursor of her words yet to come, but it still sent a chill down his spine.  Then, it was her turn to press her lips to his ears. “Oh baby, you tell yourself whatever you need to. I don’t need you to picture it, as you say.”  She took a half-step back and glanced pointedly at his crotch then bore her eyes into his.  Time froze as she impaled his ego on who she knew he was, as she silently called out his status as someone who would allow his cock to be locked in a cage and ultimately stand aside while other men fucked his wife.  Then, as a maestro would control the tempo, she allowed him to breathe with a blink of her eyes and a smile forming on her lips, allowing a small chuckle to escape them as she pressed herself back into him. “But we both know you can’t stop picturing it. Don’t we? Hmm?”  She pulled away, draping her arms over his shoulder and shaking her hips in a slow seductive rhythm that had nothing to do with what the band was playing. She threw her head back and laughed, guiding his hand up into the air so she could spin around it and then drift away from him.  She backed up slowly, wiggling her ass and beckoning him playfully with a crooked finger.  He could just make out the words she shouted at him. “Come on baby, let's dance!”

They did, with all they had in them.  It had been a fun year, though a tumultuous one at times as Milo navigated the many emotions of becoming a cuckold, but now they were on the other side of it.  It had taken a while but he’d come to realize that all those men she fucked weren’t a threat, even if she did want their cocks most of the time and not his.  They were in a good place.  They weren’t just celebrating the end of the year, they were celebrating their new life as a cuckold couple, and they didn’t let up until the band slowed things down for them.

The slow dance was a welcome break from the pace they’d been keeping and as he held her close he pressed his nose into her hair and drew in the intoxicating fragrance of her.  They fit perfectly together, their bodies one as the singer’s yearning words and the soft wail of the guitar led them along the path the song forged through hardship, yearning, and ultimately true love.  It was such a nice moment.  He could feel her happiness, and he felt it too.

Surely she was just poking at me earlier.  Emboldened, and wanting to put to rest the nonsense that had been churning in his gut since they arrived, he tried a new angle as his mouth found her ear. “How old is that guy anyway, I mean come on, what kind of man doesn’t have a real job by now? How can he ever expect a woman to commit to him if he can’t provide?” He moved back so she could see the smile and the proud wink gave her. “It’s a good thing you’ve got a man like me babe, I’ll make all your dreams come true!” He looked pointedly at the key dangling from the thin silver chain around her ankle, then back to her.

Celia reached her hand behind his head and pulled him in for a kiss.  Her tongue darted around his mouth, teasing it just as her lithe fingers often teased the head of his cock as it struggled to burst through the stainless steel bars holding it back.  When he was breathless she broke away and looked up at him from under her eyelashes, bringing her hand between his legs to cup his balls while her thumb pressed into his caged cock for leverage.  She gave it a slight tug and then giggled at his now wide eyes.  No one knew he was wearing a cage, and she could have merely been a woman groping her man, but he knew and he felt incredibly exposed.  Just as she knew he would.  She moved in, keeping her grip on his balls as she brought her mouth close to his, her eyes blazing with a heat he hadn’t seen before. “Baby, make no mistake, it takes more than money to make a man.”

Her grip on his balls was over as fast as it had begun but her words rang in his ears.  They vibrated down through his gut and into his dick, shriveling it more effectively than any cage ever could, and left him in a cold sweat.  She’s fucking with me, that’s all. She enjoyed seeing an old flame but all this has just been something to spice up our night for later.  He took a breath and leaned in for a kiss, determined to play along because he really wanted things to go well later on. “You’re right baby, I don’t know what I was thinking.” He tilted his head towards the bar.  “Why don’t I get us a couple of drinks and we can sit for a bit?”

She disappeared into a thousand-yard stare for a moment and then the corners of her mouth pulled up into a smile that warmed his heart as she came back to him. “You know, that sounds good to me.”

Nodding, and with a fool's grin on his face at how well his night was going Milo turned to walk away when her next words froze him in his tracks. “I’ll just go get something out of my coat, and I’ll meet you back at the table.”  It wasn’t a question and she was already turning to leave.

“Celia?” Milo called out to her but she was already too far away to hear him.  He stood there unsure of what to do.  Maybe she does just need something. Then a second later. What could she possibly need in her coat? He felt a cold certainty pooling in his gut. You know what she ‘forgot’, and it’s not in her coat. He fought the impulse to chase after her but it took everything he had.  They had made promises to each other and the biggest one for him was that he would always follow her lead.  He’d never been tested like this though and he wasn’t sure he could.  Holding onto the hope that he was somehow blowing things out of proportion he decided to get them a round and sit and wait to see if she wasn’t just upping the ante as she fucked with his head.

There were a few people at the table when he returned but they were absorbed in themselves and ignored him.  Milo slowly sipped on his beer and looked around the room at all the couples together, at the men holding their women and claiming them as theirs for all the world to see.  Milo used to feel that sort of macho possessiveness, but the gradual lengthening of the duration she kept him in chastity and the eventual exploration of cuckolding had stripped all that from him.  Now when he held her, he merely savored every second that she graced his life with her own.  And now, as his gaze returned to the empty seat beside him, he knew savoring his time with her wasn’t enough.  The faceless words of the crowd ebbed around him, and he felt the deep thrust of Jealousy’s cold blade slice him open and lay bare his doubts about the choices he’d made and how they’d led them to where he was tonight.  She loved him, he knew that, but when presented with a choice, she’d chosen to spend her time tonight of all nights, with another.

He shouldn’t be jealous he told himself.  Her love for him is what had empowered him to trust in her the first time she’d fucked another man in front of him, and the time after that.  This was no different, he was just acting the fool because she had a history with Ryan.  Her promise to him was that she’d always include him in her sexual interludes, allowing him to watch and see what the other men did to her.  Yep, she’s just teasing me by going to catch up on old times. He felt a pang of shame at his momentary lack of trust in their promises to one another and was glad she didn’t know what he’d been thinking. This is our night you fool!  He pushed the chair back from the table and got up.  I’ll just go say hi and see if I can’t lead the conversation back towards her dancing with me in here.

The coat check window opening was shuttered with a roll-down metal covering to the counter, the door beside it was closed, and Celia was nowhere to be seen as he approached.  That rekindled his uncertainty, considering she said she was coming out here, but the moans reverberating through the thin metal window shutter from the room within erased any doubt as to her location.

He pressed his ear to the door and could clearly make out her voice, panting with lust on the other side.”Oh my God Ryan, yeah like that. Ooh...mmm...yeah!”  He drew back his head, unable to believe his ears. How could she? It’s New Year's Eve! Celia fucking another man wasn’t the problem, it was that they were supposed to be together in this sort of thing, and this was supposed to be their night.  He turned the handle, cracked open the door, and peered inside, only to have his fears confirmed. 

There were multiple rows of shelves suspended from the ceiling, presumably for hats and other items, and hanging beneath each of those were long chrome rods that were laden with winter coats.  Except for the farthest row from the door.  Those coats were scattered onto a table hugging the wall with their respective hangers littering the floor, as though a cyclone named Celia and Ryan had run through them.  Ryan currently had her on her back on top of the coats, legs spread wide to the heavens, and was pounding his cock balls-deep into her hungry cunt.  The wet sloppy sound of a good hard fucking washed over his ears, and in the glare of fluorescent lighting he could just make out a slick trail of their juices splashing out from between them, pooling onto the designer faux fur coats under her ass and then dripping onto the floor.

Milo was about to fully open the door but then paused in fascination.  He couldn’t help himself. What is he doing? Is this what she was going on about?  Ryan had simultaneously buried his cock into her, shifted his hips under her while yanking her ass out over the edge of the table, and then straightened up.  Milo watched as Ryan pivoted, sweeping the pile of coats onto the floor as Celia moved with him, her dress hiked up around her waist and his pants down around his ankles.  Shuffling over to the wall with Celia impaled on the end of his dick, he half-stumbled / half-shoved her against it and grunted as the force of the impact transferred through her body, out through her pussy, and into his cock.

Celia, suspended in the air on nothing more than a rigid pole of flesh groaned as a wave of pleasure/pain coursed through her, then she bit into his shoulder like a woman possessed.  Her words came out in a breathless huff past her lips as her teeth remained clamped onto him, her eyes shut as she focused on speaking through the sensations coursing through her.  “Fucking take me Ryan...Oh, sweet Jesus take me!”

He rammed his cock up into her hard, breaking her grip on his shoulder and making her cry out again.  She inched up the wall with every thrust, and then with her legs wrapped around him and when she was in a good position, he pinned her there with his hands.  He pulled his cock out until only the tip remained, spreading her lips wide and making her body quiver with need for the whole damn thing.

It was then that Milo got a look at what he was competing with and his eyes widened in surprise.  Sure she had mentioned how big his dick was, or rather if he was to be honest, she’d talked about it just as much as how well he fucked her with it, but seeing it made the reality undeniable.  Milo wanted to think, desperately, that he was almost as long as the monster he was looking at, and nearly as wide, but the disparity was so great he couldn’t begin to lie to himself.  He didn’t want to think about the depths to which it could plunge inside Celia, or how it must stretch her, and he didn’t have to.  Her squirming and moaning as she tried to push herself down onto it filled in all the blanks for him.

Milo knew he would have given in to her just now if he was in Ryan’s shoes, but it was a mute point that stung.  He may be better put together than Ryan as far as physique goes, but he knew he couldn’t have maneuvered her into a position like that, never mind fucking her the entire time.  Regardless, he would have given in not because he would have wanted his entire cock inside her, which would be true, but because she wanted it.  And, he could never say no to her.  Ryan though, looked as though he didn’t have a problem saying no to Celia.  In fact, he now had her begging for more.

“Ryan, come ooonn”—she wiggled around and tried to set her hips down lower but he held her in place, keeping the head of his cock just inside her stretched lips, driving her mad—“ugh, please!”

“Yeah, you want more?”  Ryan reached up and grabbed her hair, pulling her head to the side and dragging his tongue up her neck in a long slow arc. He tilted his head so he could line up with hers and look her in the eyes. “Tell me little girl. Tell me what you want.”

Are you fucking kidding me? Little girl and..how dare he manhandle her like that! Milo started to shove the door open in his outrage but was stopped in his tracks as she panted her reply.

“You”—she licked her lips the way Milo had seen her do only on a few occasions when she had been running especially hot— “I want you to fuck me.” She tried again to shift her hips down but Ryan was too in control.  She groaned in frustration and turned her head to try and suck on the hand gripping her hair, but he wouldn’t allow her even that measure of pleasure.

Milo frowned, closing his eyes.  He had never heard her beg for anything and seeing her so helplessly desperate with this guy was tearing him up.  She had never begged him for sex of any sort, and most certainly since they’d started chastity play it had been him begging her.  His cock pulsed in his cage and he closed his eyes. What is wrong with me? She was destroying his ego being here with Ryan, right now on the night they had always celebrated together, and yet he was feeling an electric undercurrent to his pain. Do I like being treated like this, as though it’s assumed I’ll accept her choices regardless of what I want?

Celia had always been controlling, if not outright dominant.  Hence he was the one in chastity, and the one being cuckolded.  Up until now, chastity had only added fuel to the excitement of being a cuckold, but he’d never felt threatened like this.  Here she was submitting to Ryan, allowing him to dominate and take her however he wanted while she literally begged for more.  It was obvious a guy like Ryan would never submit to a woman, let alone allow his cock to be caged.  He was therefore the opposite of Milo, who was now feeling trapped by the cage and ashamed that his wife would never see him the same way she saw a man like Ryan. That train of thought made his dick twitch again.

He shook his head to clear it, hoping he could gather his thoughts into something that made sense.  When he opened his eyes though, it was to the sound of Celia squealing as Ryan spun her away from the wall and onto another table that lay between Milo and them.

She was only on her back long enough for Ryan to maneuver her onto her stomach.  He demonstrated yet again just how much dick he had to play with by keeping it in her as he moved backward to allow her legs clearance to spin past his head and down to the floor.  As her feet hit the floor he moved in close and rammed his cock deep inside her in one fluid motion.  She threw her head back to let out a guttural moan as he filled her, and at that moment her eyes found Milo as he peeked through the door.

His heart leaped with a joy that was immediately tempered because while she was looking at him, she wasn’t really seeing him, as absorbed as she was in being fucked from behind.  He brushed that aside, conceding that it was understandable considering what the guy was doing to her. As well, all thoughts about her starting things without him, at being forgotten and ignored, were gone from his mind.  Now that she had him in her sights all he had to do was jog her back to reality and get in there and watch up close. Maybe she would even hold his hand while she was getting fucked, ‘to help you feel included’ she’d say.

Opening the door so he could stick his head in, he put on his best happy face and hoped he sounded casual and not desperate like he felt. “Hey babe! It looks like you’re having fun, mind if I come in?”

“Hi”—she rocked forward under Ryan—“ugh”—she rocked again—“baby.” She managed a quick smile but then closed her eyes as Ryan thrust harder.

He couldn’t help but glance at Ryan who gave him a polite but curt nod then brought his mouth down to her ear, whispered into it, and then proceeded to fuck her harder still.  In the background, Milo could hear the crowd starting the countdown. I’m glad I got here in time to bring in the new year together at least!

“Ugh’—she opened her eyes and after a second was able to focus on Milo—“close the door”—she rocked forward as the tempo increased—“ugh”—she rocked again—“I’ll be out”—the sound of balls slapping into her slick pussy filled the room—“in a minute...Ugghhh!”

She groaned as Ryan thrust deep and hard and closed her eyes in dismissal, pressing her forehead to the table as she absorbed the pressure of his cock threatening to split her from within.

She’s not even sorry she left me tonight. What did he say to her? She can’t mean this!  She did mean it, he knew.  The man with his cock buried inside her didn’t want Milo watching and she was only too happy to oblige him.  She was only too willing to do whatever it took to keep his cock inside her.  If there was any uncertainty left in the farthest reaches of his mind about her willingness to please Ryan, they evaporated in the next moment.

“Count down with me little girl” Ryan panted, the thrusts of his cock into her were pushing the table inch by inch towards the door. “Five!”

“Ugh...ugh...Four!” She moaned turning her head to the side and grunting it out.

“Three!” Ryan panted as he further increased the tempo.

Milo shut the door and leaned against it, staring across the empty foyer as the countdown from the hall melded with the muffled one coming from behind him.  He was conflicted in so many ways, but the electric undercurrent was still thrumming in his veins.  It coursed through the cold pit of fear and uncertainty in his stomach, and all the way down to the tip of his cramped caged cock.  He closed his eyes and pictured what he wasn’t being allowed to see as she yelled out the next count with a tremor in her voice. ‘Two! Oh...ugh..oh God...I’m gonna…Ahhhhh”

“One! Ahhhhh fuuuck yeah!” He heard Ryan exclaim and then the crowd in the dance hall drowned them out cheering for the new year while his wife and her lover came together as one.

He realized with sudden and horrific clarity that they’d only been playing at cuckolding up until this moment. Now, he was going to find out what cuckolding was all about, because what he wanted didn’t matter. She was going to fuck Ryan whenever, and however she wanted, and there was nothing he could do about it.  Celia had tossed out her promise to always include him at the very first opportunity she’d had to be with Ryan, but he would keep his promise to her.  What else could he do?

He looked down at his crotch, at where she kept his cock ruthlessly locked and denied.  Then he pictured her in the arms of her lover, in the arms of the man that he couldn’t compete with in any of the ways that mattered to the woman in Celia.  There was only one thing he could do.  He adjusted himself in an attempt to relieve the pressure in his cage, then started towards the bar to get them some water in case they were thirsty.

He was a cuckold, and he would follow her lead.

The End.


Cab Ride Cuckold

Mindy and Hank loved going to the club.  She liked getting dressed up slutty, and he liked slutty.  He also liked it when other men looked at her, and so did she.  They’d only recently begun exploring the cuckold lifestyle, but so far they were both loving it.  No regrets on her part, and none for him, for the most part.  No, that’s not right.  He didn’t have regrets, but sometimes he did find it somewhat humiliating to have her choose other men over him.  It turned him on at the same time though, and she loved knowing that she wielded a doubled-edged sword that reached from his brain down to his cock.  So it was a win for her, and sort of one for him too.

Tonight had been fun and they’d danced and laughed, and he’d drank her in like a desperate fool.  Despite all their years of marriage and unlike so many of his friends, he’d only run hotter for his wife as time went on.  The thigh-high white leather boots encased her legs in a shiny grip that drew his eyes up them to where the leather, having had its selfish fill of them, opened up and released them.  The remaining few inches of her thighs disappeared under the hem of her matching skintight white pleather miniskirt, teasing him, and all the men in the room with the wonder of what lay beneath.

On nights like this, she never let him see her get dressed.  It was all part of the mystery.  What color were her panties?  Was she even wearing panties?  What man would she choose to allow the privilege of fucking her in front of her husband?  So many questions, and no answers for Hank, until she was ready to give them.  He loved that about her.  Her confidence, her sexual power, and her complete willingness to decimate all coherent thought in the men around her with it.

The halter top, adorned with millions of tiny silver sequins, had sparkled under the neon light as her plump tits bounced and shimmied in waves underneath to the beat of the thumping bass.  The strobe lights had shone on her face, illuminating her as though she was an angel when in reality, the mascara and bold red lipstick told the world she was a devilish woman through and through.

It had been fun, but there had been no one there this evening that had piqued her interest, so they had enjoyed one another and eventually called it a night.  That brought them to the curb outside, waiting for a cab.

“Hi there!”

They both turned around to see who had spoken and found themselves looking up into the smiling face of a large Black man towering over them.  The muscles straining against the tight t-shirt emphasized how solid he was, but his friendly eyes and deep baritone voice put them immediately at ease.

Hank was about to respond but Mindy hadn’t hesitated, immediately taking a half step forward to hold her hand out toward the stranger, her mouth pulled up into a welcoming smile of her own. “Hi. I’m Mindy”—and although she waited an agonizingly long second before doing so, she flicked her head towards Hank without breaking eye contact with the man—“and this is Hank.”

“I’m Sam.” He took her hand, her delicate fingers disappearing into his massive paw.  He drew them up to slowly brush his dark full lips over each digit in a seductive greeting, pausing for an extra beat over her wedding ring. “It’s nice to meet you.” He pulled his mouth away, keeping his eyes locked on hers, straightening up and winking at her before turning his gaze toward Hank. “Hey man, nice to meet you.”

Hank hesitated, only for a microsecond, only long enough to realize this man was perfectly comfortable making moves on his wife without even knowing them, without knowing and not caring if Hank was even a cuckold, and then stretched out his hand.  His cuck radar had lit up like a Christmas tree and whether it was reflex or just good manners he couldn’t be sure but he was polite regardless.  “Hi, pleased to meet you, Sam.”

“I was hoping you guys”—he took Hank's hand, using the same fingers that had just salaciously held his wife's, and gripped him firmly but not unkindly and then looked at Mindy, giving her a wicked grin—“would like to share a ride?”

Mindy didn’t look at Hank, keeping her smile trained on Sam as she stepped closer to him.  She was now in what had to be by any account in his personal space, and anyone who looked would think she was with Sam, and not Hank. She reached up and lay her hand over his chest, her fingers curving over the mighty pecs below. Tilting her head to the side and looking up at him from beneath her long eyelashes, she batted them and then stood up on her tiptoes.

Mindy held her gaze and her playful grin, waiting for him to meet her  She was doing all she could standing on her tip-toes in her cum-fuck-me boots, but it was not enough to get her lips where she wanted them.  Sam, obviously tuned to the language of women bent his head down to meet hers, and she brought her lips to his ear.  She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair and then laced them together behind his head. “I’d like that.”

Sam pulled back and looked down into her eyes. “I haven’t asked yet where you’re going...”

She answered with a question. “Does it matter?”

He shook his head and then his smiling mouth found hers.  He pulled her in tight, one hand on the small of her back, and the other enveloping her ass as he cupped it.  Neither of them gave any indication that Hank existed, and as the reality that he was being unexpectedly and very publicly cuckolded washed over him, he sucked in a breath.

It was exhilarating in its brashness, and crippling in its humiliation.  They didn’t care who saw.  A strange man had somehow read them for a cuckold couple and had not hesitated to move in on his wife without knowing for sure.  That took balls, and that the man had been right, and Hank had only watched as he made his move, added to his fear of what others may have seen.  Did they all see him as a cuckold?  How could they not?  Look at what Mindy was doing in plain sight out here on the sidewalk.  Hank looked around at the other people lounging outside smoking and didn’t know if anyone had seen anything, but to him, it felt like every single one of them had.

Their kisses sounded wet but he didn’t look, instead keeping his focus on the approaching cab, hoping his semi-hard cock wasn’t obvious as it throbbed in his pants. Man, this is so fucked up!

Maybe it was, maybe it wasn’t but it didn’t matter.  He loved how she made him feel, now as she did this, and later as they cuddled and she told him how much she loved him.  And, how much she loved fucking other men.

It was a standard city cab, older and well-worn, the interior having seen better days.  The image of her bare ass on the cold blue vinyl seat with her legs spread into the air flashed through his mind, including Sam’s cock thrusting into her.  It only made sense to hold the rear passenger door open for them, standing aside so they could enter.

They stumbled towards the car, grabbing at each other like high school lovers, and fumbled their way inside, without so much as a glance towards him.  His cock pulsed as his place was made clear by both his wife, and the man who was going to have his way with her, and he closed the door behind them.  

He slipped into the front seat and shut the door.  A rock song wailed out of the speakers, just loud enough to energize the interior but at a level that allowed for conversation. 

Hank raised his voice just enough to talk over it. “Take us down to 5th and Main please.”

The driver looked to be in his mid-thirties, and his curly hair hung lower on his neck than an office job would likely condone.  His laid-back smile and friendly greeting made it clear that he wasn’t an office job sort of guy, and he let his foot off the brake with a nod and slid expertly into traffic.

Sloppy kisses filled the air behind him, and then the faint sound of a zipper could be heard, followed by the unmistakable wet slurping sound of a cock getting sucked.  Hungrily.

“Mmm.” Sam let out a satisfied groan and then, “Yeah baby suck that Black dick, show me how bad you want that Black dick.”

Jesus, he doesn’t even know her and he’s smut-talking her.  Hank raised his eyebrows in silent appreciation of the man’s ability to take control of a situation, and then adjusted in his seat as his cock pulsed in his pants.  He reached up and adjusted the window visor so the tiny mirror gave him a view of the top of Mindy’s head as it bobbed up and down, and of Sam leaning back with his eyes closed.  Beside the mirror was a copy of the cabbie’s license and he noticed their driver’s name was Marco.

He glanced at the driver who was trying to keep one eye on the road, and one eye on the back seat.  He looked like he was enjoying the show, but Hank didn’t want to take any chances.  He loved his wife, and if this was how she wanted to play tonight, then it was his job to support her in any way he could.  He cleared his throat, and when the man gave him a sheepish look Hank smiled good-naturedly at him.

“Hey, uh Marco you seem like a cool guy”—Hank jerked his head towards the blowjob unfolding behind them—“ we appreciate you driving us home tonight, and your discretion.”  He pushed some folded bills into the man’s hand which reflexively accepted the offering.

Marco took a half-second to see what Hank had given him, and then grinned. “Hey man, I was gonna drive you guys anyway, especially with a show like that”—now it was his turn to jerk his head towards the back seat—“but I certainly don’t mind accepting a little appreciation!”

Hank nodded and settled into his seat to enjoy what he could of the view in the mirror and silently hoped the cabbie could keep enough of an eye on the road to get them to their destination without crashing.  He got it though, she was spectacular at sucking cock, and looked even more spectacular as she was doing it.  It would be a wonder if the poor bastard didn’t drive them off the road as Mindy put Sam’s cock through its paces in the back seat.

As he watched Sam pushing Mindy’s head down onto his cock he thought about how badly he wanted a blow job himself just now, but he knew that now wasn’t his time.  His place was to watch, and if she wanted to give him pleasure later it would be her choice, not his.  That, just made his dick throb and he knew they’d be pillow-talking about this night for a while afterward.

Mindy came up for air, her mouth making a loud ‘plop’ as the seal was finally broken between her lips and his cock and she brushed the dripping mix of saliva and precum away with the back of her hand. Her eyes were shining with excitement, and lust. “My turn.”

Sam didn’t hesitate, and lifted her up and laid her back onto the seat in one fluid motion, his massive black cock chasing her pussy the entire way down.  His hands pushed her skirt up around her waist and then he pushed himself inside her.  Mindy loved them big, and this guy was certainly not going to disappoint.

Hmph, looks like this was a ‘no panties’ night. That little mynx! Hank observed with a wry grin as Mindy moaned and spread her legs to take the man’s big shaft.

The car swerved and without missing a beat, Sam braced himself on the far door and Mindy wrapped her legs around his hips with a grip that would make a boa proud.

“Oops, sorry man.” Marco shrugged sheepishly and straightened out the car.

Hank just shook his head and returned his gaze to the mirror.  Sam was going all out, pounding his cock into Mindy, and she was thrusting her hips up to meet him while her fingernails dug into his back.  “Fuck me Sam!”   She arched her neck back and her mouth draped open. “Ughh, ohhh yeah.”

Sam thrust hard and her body shifted over the vinyl seat, now slick with the juices splattering out of her well-fucked pussy and her head bumped into the side of the door.  He didn’t stop, and she didn’t care, her moans now joined with his as his pace increased.

Thump—“Oh”—thump—“Yeah”—thump—“Fuck”—thump—“Me”—thump—”Ohh.”

Sam thrust one last time and then growled as she groaned, and his seed spewed into her hungry cunt, filling her needs and satisfying his own.

A new song came on the radio and the two men in the front seat rode in silent reflection of the debaucherous show they’d just born witness to while the lovers sat up and adjusted their clothing.  A short time later the car slowed, pulled up to the curb and Sam and Mindy got out while Hank paid Marco the fare. “Thanks for the ride.”

Marco took the proffered fare with a wide grin. “No, thank -you!”

Hank grinned and nodded back, then opened his door and stepped out.  Mindy and Sam were exchanging phone numbers and he pushed the door closed behind him.

He heard the electric whine of a window being lowered. “Hey man!”

Hank turned and saw Marco leaning over the seat holding out a business card towards him, the taxi company’s logo covered one side and lettering was on the other. “Any time you guys need a ride just call me. An-y-time, an-y-where!”

“Hey, I’ll take a ride now pal, if you’re heading back uptown?” Sam asked, coming up to the car.  When the cabbie nodded an affirmative, he slapped Hank on the shoulder and moved past him to get into the rear of the cab.  As the car pulled away he made a ‘call me’ gesture to Mindy, winked at Hank, and then he was gone.  Along with the cab driver who more than likely was going to spank his meat to the memory of what he’d just seen, the first moment he got.

Hank turned to Mindy, looking like a hot mess, and pulled her into his arms. He hoped he’d be doing more than ‘spanking it’ once they got home, but if she was too spent or sore after her time with Sam, he’d understand.   As her lips found his and reaffirmed how incredible their life was together, he reflected on what a lucky man he was.

The End.


His Wife Cucks Him At Work

William was the top dog at his company.  As the president, he had a massive office on the top floor and it came with all the perks, including a personal assistant.  One that had long proved to understand the meaning of discretion, since being on the top floor meant exposure to all kinds of company secrets.  Linda was all legs, her slim waist accentuating the firm pert breasts of a woman easily half his age, and mischievous playful eyes that stopped men in their tracks.  Not William though, he was the boss and he never let her forget it.  He was polite but firm, and all business as he kept her under his thumb, treating her no different than any other employee.  He was after all a married man.

William loved his wife Gina. No, scratch that.  He worshiped the ground she walked on.  It hadn't always been that way, though he'd always loved her of course.  However, ever since she’d taken his fantasy of being a cuckold and outright ran with it, he had quickly become very focused on everything about her because he could no longer assume he could have any part of her.  On the rare occasion when she allowed him inside her, he most certainly wasn't allowed to cum.  Only 'real men' as she put it, were allowed to cum inside her.  For Gina, his being a nearly chaste cuckold was the best form of pleasure he could ever give her.  It was a hot, and kinky-as-fuck way to live, but they were both blissful in their respective roles and he had no regrets.

At work, he got to play the big man, and at home, his wife kept him in his place.  Relentlessly and without mercy, just like in the fantasies she'd teased from his lips as her fingers danced lightly up and down his quivering cock in the quiet hours of the night.  If she wasn't cuckolding him, she was whispering in his ear about how much better the 'other man' was at fucking her, how much bigger he was, and how sex with her husband would never satisfy her again.  Not in the way a man should be able to satisfy a woman.  She was captivated by the sexual power he had asked her to embrace, and now she drank it like a magic elixir.  Fucking with his mind, or fucking some hung stud, both made her run hot and she was always quick to seize upon any moment that would fan the heat smoldering in her insatiable cunt.

Yes, he lived two versions of his best life in separate worlds, and if you were to ask him he’d tell you he was the luckiest man alive.

“Very good, Rob.” William put down the report the new intern had prepared for him and looked over his desk at him. “If you keep putting out quality work like this”—he tapped the papers under his finger—“you’ll be sitting behind this desk in no time!”

They both chuckled at the absurdity of the joke but the young man was visibly flattered by his praise.  At six feet Rob was a hulk of a lad, blessed with good looks and a boyish charm that had all the ladies swooning over him at the water cooler.  And, based on the report he'd just put together for William, he was smart and had a nose for the ruthless 'winner take all' acumen of the business world. One thing Rob knew was how to read a room, and though his boss was being generous with his praise, there was also a time and a place for jovial banter.  Rob grew serious. "Thank you, Sir—“

He was interrupted as the door to the office opened and Linda stepped in, pivoting as she followed the arc of the door's path, pressing her tight ass cheeks against it to hold it open. "Sir, Gina is here to see you."

Gina strode into the room and Linda stepped back out, discretely closing the door behind her.  Gina never called ahead, and taking her cue from the boss, Linda had never questioned it.

Taking long confident strides that belied her five-foot-nothing frame, her lithe body moved like a dancer's regardless of what she was doing.  She, in this case, didn't just walk, she floated over the lush carpet on five-inch stilettos, every step flexing and arching the taught muscles of her calves and thighs.  The light from the floor-to-ceiling windows sparkled over the sheer nylons covering her legs in a trillion celebrations of the smooth skin below.

The Balmain sequin dress draped over her firm breasts, and tightened around her tiny waist in a rippling silver embrace that only loosened its grip enough to slide down over her tight ass and tease her upper thighs.

Her long dark hair flowed in waves down over her shoulders, and her full pouty lips drew every man’s eye, making them one and all respond on a primal level in wishing they could feel them pressed against their own.

Both men were on their feet, and William was already moving around the desk to greet her with open arms as she reached him.  He pulled her in and bent to kiss her cheek, his lips lingering for a moment in silent protest that they were at work and couldn’t do more.  He pulled back with a smile. “Hi baby, what a pleasant surprise.”

“Hi yourself!” Gina batted her eyes at him. “I hope I’m not”—she looked toward Rob with an inquisitive smile that instantly became engaging as her eyes raked over him, taking full measure of his solid youthful frame—" interrupting?"

William turned and gestured with an open hand, his voice dropping into his deep professionally polite tone.  Affable, but self-assured and in control. “Absolutely not, Rob and I were just finishing up. Rob, I’d like to introduce my wife Gina...” He turned back to Gina, about to voice the other half the customary greeting, but Gina was already moving in with an outstretched hand.

“Hello...Rob.”

“Hi Gina, it’s a”—Rob went to shake her hand but she gracefully rotated her palm down and raised the back of her hand in sublime expectation.  He faltered, but only for a millisecond, and to his credit recovered smoothly as he brushed his lips lightly over her satin skin.—“pleasure to meet you.”

As their hands separated and Rob straightened up, he glanced toward William with a guilty look on his face.  Like he’d gotten caught with his hand in the cookie jar.  It may have just been, albeit with unusual flair, merely an introduction but Rob had been unable to resist eye-fucking Gina and he knew William had seen him do it.

William however didn’t have time to process Rob, as Gina had turned back to him, the corner of her mouth pulled up into a playful smirk.  The glint in her eye made his cock twitch, and his heart drop in fear because he knew it all too well.  She had met Rob, and in doing so had made up her mind.  She wanted to play.

“Honey, don’t you want to know why I’m here?” She asked coyly.

He cleared his throat and begged her with everything he had with his eyes. Don’t do this. Not here. I’m his boss for Christ’s sake. Please!  But, she had steel in her eyes.  It was there just beyond the playful glint and he knew the rules.  They were simple.

She made them, and he followed.

“Uh, of course…Why”—He subconsciously glanced over at Rob, then back to her.  His heart was hammering in his chest and his vision narrowed until all he could see was her, and the intent in her eyes—“are you here dear?”

She beamed at him, even as her eyes hardened like they always did right before her words grabbed him by the balls and squeezed the breath from his lungs. "I was out shopping and I wanted to show you the new lingerie I bought.  I'm wearing it of course"—she glanced meaningfully at Rob—"but now I think I'd like to show it to Rob."

Letting her words hang between them she stared into William’s eyes and then stepped into him, bringing her lips to his ears. “Why don’t you take this dress off me so Rob can see what I’m wearing.”

She stepped back and without waiting for an answer, turned around and faced Rob.  Over her shoulder, she taunted him. "Come on now hunny, don't keep Rob waiting. I'm sure you can find the zipper back there."  She giggled and then fluttered her fingers in the air, waving to Rob. "He can run a company but sometimes I have to explain the basics to him."

William kept his eyes on her back, not wanting Rob to see the panic coursing unbridled through him.  It was far too late to pretend this wasn’t happening though, and he reached out and fiddled with the tiny silver tab.  Once he had it gripped between his thumb and finger he gave it a gentle tug.  It resisted, and then once his other fingers pinched the top of her dress, it let go.  Down it slid, the zipper’s teeth growling a feminine roar at him as he unleashed her flesh from their sequin prison.

He watched goosebumps chase the unfolding dress down her spine, there was no bra strap to navigate, the thin garter belt around her tiny waist was no hindrance, and a moment later the dress fell to the floor.  She stood between the two men wearing a wispy black thong that was more fantasy than material, and then she stepped out of the crumpled mess at her feet, towards Rob.

“You can leave us.” Without looking back at William, she dismissed him. “Go sit out in the reception area where Linda can keep an eye on you.  She will know when to allow you to come back in.”

As her words drove him into a helpless panic, his dick shriveled and he reflexively glanced at Rob, unable to stop himself from satisfying a morbid need to know what the other man was thinking.  He shouldn’t have.

Rob, as usual, was a master of reading the room.  This room had the writing all over his boss's cheeks which were flushed with embarrassment, and Gina's mouth which she was now licking seductively.  He smirked at William, giving him a wink, and then gave Gina an inquisitive look. "I trust I'll have no issues with"—he paused for emphasis—"the boss?"

She laughed, a sultry purr more than anything, and then stepped towards him. "Boy, if you fuck half as good as you look, I'll have you sitting behind that desk and William waiting on you."

Rob grinned and flicked his head towards the door, locking eyes with William who was looking decidedly several darker shades of red in embarrassment than he had a moment earlier. “You heard the lady...boss, go sit where you were told like a good husband while I”—he pulled Gina into his arms but kept his eyes on William—“fuck your wife.”

William didn't answer.  What could he say?  The young intern standing there holding his panty-clad wife held all the power.  Sure he held that power because Gina had bestowed it upon him, but it was clear that their working relationship had been irrevocably changed.  William would never again be giving orders of any kind to Rob.  His wife had chosen Rob to give her pleasure and in doing so had thrown back the curtains on William's reality.  At home, and now at work, he most definitely was not the boss.

William’s ears were ringing with their mocking giggles as he shuffled away, trying to gather his thoughts as to what the fuck had just happened.  He stepped through the office door and pulled it softly shut behind him, but not before the sound of Gina squealing filled the reception area.  Averting his eyes to ignore Linda, he turned and slowly walked over to the guest chairs directly across from her desk and sat down.

He had no sooner sunk his ass into the cushion when he jerked with a start as his office doors slammed loudly into the frame and then began a rhythmic rattle.  Gina's muffled voice came through the door. "Ugh Rob"—thump, rattle—"Oh God"—thump, rattle—"Oh fuck me!"

His brain was swirling with thoughts as he tried to ignore the sound of his wife getting railed hard against the door to his office.  This is my company! I’m the boss here. I tell my employees what to do, not the other way around!

Staring at the floor, he continued to try and pretend Linda wasn’t at her desk a mere ten feet away listening to Rob fuck his wife.   He sucked in a breath as he recalled his wife’s words about Linda “allowing him” to go back into his office.  His office! 

What did Linda know, or rather what didn't she know, because the obvious was happening very loudly in the room next to them both. His dick twitched at the shame his wife was inflicting on him.  Will Gina even allow me to have my office after this?  Why does my secretary suddenly get to decide when I’m allowed to get out of this chair?  This female empowerment thing has gone too far!

He thought about standing up just to prove he still had some semblance of control but then his dick throbbed and struggled to surge upwards inside his pants.  A reminder that at least one part of him enjoyed being treated like this, regardless of how far Gina completely blew past all of his limits.

Who was he kidding, he wasn’t going anywhere.  He had lost all control today and the two people who used to consider him the most powerful man they knew, would now wield the most wicked power of all over him.  The knowledge that he was a cuckold.

Linda hadn’t said a word to him, but he felt her eyes boring into him, cutting through the moans on the other side of the door.  He glanced up and her knowing stare froze him.  His face flushed anew and he was about to mutter something stupid like ‘Well, here we are’ but stopped.  She pursed her lips and the corner of her mouth pulled slowly up as she raked her eyes up and down him, pausing on his crotch, and then bored into him once again.

He crossed his legs to hide his now rigid erection, the shame pumping his cock full of blood even as it horrified him to have her see him like this and in this situation, but it didn’t matter.  It seemed that she knew all about him.  When did Gina tell her? Did Linda tell her about Rob, and that’s why she’s here today?

The knowing look hardened in her eyes but her composure slipped and a giggle slipped past her lips and bore into his soul, impaling him on the age-old spear of a woman's scorn.

William looked back down at the floor, unable to take anymore.  He adjusted in his seat, trying to make room for his erection, giving up on trying to retain any modesty in front of Linda.  He listened to his wife cry out as Rob gave her yet another orgasm and he settled back into his chair.  A resigned calm began to envelop him and he let out a shaky sigh, giving in and accepting the facts.  He'd asked for this life, he had received it in spades, and now it was up to him to do his part.  He thought about how things always came down to the basics, and how simply focusing on the basics brought him a measure of calm in times such as these.  The basics for him were rules, all he had to do was follow them, and as she'd so ruthlessly demonstrated to his staff today, they were very simple.  So simple, they’d become a mantra for him.

She made them, and he followed.

The End.
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