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		Lia woke up horny, her desire raging through her, igniting every nerve ending in her body. It was the collar. Even though she no longer wore it, its effects were still with her. She was a perpetual horny slut. And this was every day for her. It was constant, never ending, with only short bursts of relief when she came, preferably with John's cock inside of her.

		It took Lia a moment to collect her bearings. She was in bed. Her hands were both between her legs. She had been playing with herself in her sleep again. But her husband's arms were also wrapped around her, trapping her as he held her close to his chest. She was the little spoon to his big spoon. And the little spoon could feel his morning wood poking against her.

		Lia bit her lower lip, trying to stifle the sexual desire that ran through her. But her body betrayed her, her hips squirming, pushing her ass against her husband's crotch. She needed relief and John was her best bet. Her sex drive was insatiable. John had ordered ED drugs, not because he had a hard time getting his cock up, but because it was the only way he could possibly keep up with his slut of a wife.

		"Mmm, yeah," Lia moaned as he felt John's cock nestled in the crack of her ass. She had stopped wearing panties around the house, especially at night. Nudity in bed had become her preferred state, which was a far cry from the way she used to be.

		Lia had been a shy and unassuming woman before. She had been modest. Her libido had been well below average. But that had ultimately led to difficulties in their marriage. More often than not, she could not get in the mood for sex. That was until she and John decided to buy a magic collar that was supposed to temporarily raise her desire for sex. It did that, but it ended up being permanent. Lia was now, for as long as she lived, going to be a horny slut.

		John began to stir behind her, his consciousness rising to greet the day, especially as Lia continued to push her ass against him, teasing him, tempting him.

		"Morning," John grunted. His eyes were not open. He wanted more time to sleep. He knew Lia was not going to wait. But even he had limits, his desire building as her motions rubbed his cock.

		"Fuck me," Lia hissed. "Please."

		John let out a heavy sigh, but he unwrapped his arms from around his wife's body, knowing she would want space for whatever sex act she had planned.

		As Lia rolled away from John, freeing her body from his embrace, her hand went directly back to her pussy, teasing herself, her arousal continuing to build. She did not waste a moment.

		However, Lia needed her husband. He was the best way for her to cum, or at least the quickest. And while her vibrator did the job when her husband was not around or unable to keep up, it was John's cock inside of her pussy that was the best relief.

		"C'mon," Lia hissed, growing impatient.

		"Don't you want this?" John asked, surprisingly playful for so early in the morning. They had adjusted their morning schedule to allow for a morning fuck before John had to leave for work. He, of course, was referring to his cock.

		"Yes," Lia said frantically. "Do it. Fuck me."

		John did not keep her waiting, positioning himself behind her, his cock lined up with her slit. And without needing any extra instructions, John entered his wife's hungry pussy, pushing his cock head past her lower lips, followed by the shaft, pushing deep, stretching her.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Lia squealed. She loved the feeling of being entered, his cock so big and thick, filling her, touching her deeper places, stimulating her nerves, making her tingle with excitement.

		"This is what you needed?" John teased.

		"Shut up and fuck me. We don't have a lot of time."

		"Oof," John grunted, taking a verbal shot to his gut, even though her words were not that harsh. They were even understandable, especially after the few times they did not have morning sex and Lia ended up almost tearing the house apart as part of her coping mechanism for all of that pent up sexual energy.

		John fucked his wife, plowing into her, pumping his hips, pushing his dick into her eager pussy, stroking her inner walls. He could already feel her fingers dancing across her clit. But that was good, at least for her. Lia needed the stimulation. It was not that she found it difficult to cum, but her need was so strong she needed all the help she could get. And John was happy to be there for her, giving her everything that he could.

		It did not take Lia long. John fucked her with practiced precision, having learned exactly how his wife worked. But even with her fingers teasing her, she was still on the edge, her arousal high. All she needed was a single touch, the right moment, and she would explode, her orgasm hitting her, her muscles quivering, her senses overwhelmed.

		"Holy shit," Lia exclaimed, nearly kicking her feet, sending them scrambling beneath the covers. "That's the stuff."

		But her husband did not stop. He could not. This was not about him. It was about his slut of a wife and her unending need to fuck and to cum. And even though the collar was no longer around her neck, its effects were very much alive and well, flowing through her, never letting her down.

		John fucked his wife. He plowed into her. His movements pushed Lia into the mattress, her cheek pushed into her pillow, her hair a tangled mess, not that she cared. She had what she needed. Or she would once John finally blew his load.

		"Give it to me," Lia cried, her arousal still raging through her. Even her first orgasm of the day was not enough. She needed more. She would always need more. That was her life. That was her curse.

		"You ready, babe?" John grunted. He was feeling the exertion. He did not mind morning sex, but he could use a few more hours to rest.

		"Fuck yes. Do it," Lia screeched.

		"Here it comes."

		"Oh my God," Lia squealed. She knew his intentions. And with his cock buried deep, his tip pressed against her inner walls, the base of his shaft pressing against her ass, Lia felt his seed release, spurting forth, coating her, filling her. John came like a fire hydrant. There was no way to hold him back. And Lia loved the sensation, her pussy responding, contracting, cumming a second time, her arousal splashing through her, her inner muscles squeezing, coaxing more of her husband's creamy goodness from him.

		"Holy shit," Lia said breathlessly. She did not know how she had done it. Her body was nearly shaking from the exertion. However, it did the job. For now. Her libido would return before John headed off to work. That much was a given.

		"That was something," John huffed. "I'm going to be feeling that the whole day."

		"Sorry," Lia muttered. She still felt bad about how much their lives had changed, how her libido had transformed from an annoyance when it was low to a burden now that it was sky high.

		"It's okay. We've been over this. It's not your fault. And we'll manage. We'll figure this out together."

		Lia smiled at her husband's words. He meant them. Even as Lia rolled onto her back, John pulling his shrinking cock from her eager pussy, she still could not help but beam from ear to ear. John really did accept her and the change the collar had wrought. And even though she sometimes could see how tiring his life had become, he still managed. And with his ED drugs, he kept his dick hard enough to do the trick, even with how insatiable Lia had become.

		"Shouldn't you get going soon, anyway?" Lia asked, peeking at the clock.

		"Probably," John admitted. "Are you sure you're going to be alright today?"

		Lia shrugged her shoulders, although she did not take her eyes off his shrinking cock, seeing his load drip from her pussy. She had just cum twice, but she was already beginning to feel the stirring again.

		"Same old, same old, I suppose," Lia answered. "It's not like we're any closer to an actual solution."

		John sighed, hearing the truth. It was the problem they faced. Lia had been accidentally stuck in a permanently horny state. And there had been no cure or fix. They were trapped in this existence, but at least John's job paid him well enough to support them, even with Lia's changing tastes.

		"Okay, I need to shower and you need to make breakfast," John said as he jumped out of bed. The clock was ticking.

		Lia stayed behind, rolling onto her side, needing a moment to recover still before she went downstairs and started breakfast. Her orgasm had been glorious, but she knew it would not be long before she needed more. Each day was getting worse, her lust and desire for sex only growing stronger. But eventually she could no longer wait. She had a schedule to keep.

		Lia descended the stairs like a sex goddess, her hips swaying, her bare ass bouncing. More and more often, she spent her time naked in the house. It was easier that way, even while cooking. It was not just that Lia was always horny. She had a new desire, almost innate, for her to look and act sexy. To be a slut meant being the whole package, horny and sexy.

		With an apron the only clothing item she bothered putting on, Lia made her way to the fridge, focused on her task. Nothing would ever change that. Although there had been once when she had skipped wearing the apron, resulting in painful splatter. As sexy as it was to cook naked, an apron was needed.

		But as John joined his wife, freshly showered, he could not believe how sexy and edible Lia looked, her ass showing as she bent over, looking for ingredients, her breasts practically falling free, threatening to expose themselves at a moment's notice. Even though he was sexually spent for the time being, he was glad Lia's body looked so enticing. It certainly made their situation easier. And in a roundabout way, Lia had become a better lover than she had ever been before.

		"Smells great, honey," John commented as he stepped up behind her, wrapping his arms around her, kissing her on the neck, a shiver traveling down her spine. It did not matter how often he had done this, the result remained the same. And the feeling between her legs did not help her ability to think straight.

		"Oh," Lia let out a light squeal. "Stop it, you. You'll make me mess up the eggs."

		"Fine," John conceded. "I'll get the toast."

		However, neither were fully content to stay apart for long. Lia needed to hold herself still and properly focus on not breaking the yolks in her pan as she fried up some eggs. She managed the necessary time remaining, pleased with her results when they were done. But after that, her libido would not be denied any longer.

		As John sat down at the table, Lia brought him his eggs and then stood behind him, her hands on his shoulders, gently massaging them as he ate.

		"You're so strong and virile," she cooed in his ear, encouraging him, hoping he might take her one last time before he went off to work.

		John blushed, continuing to eat his breakfast, not sure what to make of his wife's attempts at seduction. It was unnecessary. He was willing to take care of her needs no matter what. But there was no time. The clock was ticking.

		"I can't. I'm sorry," he said, standing up from the table and leaving his dishes behind for his wife to clean up.

		"But," Lia said with a pout, but she could not finish her sentence, knowing her time was up.

		Lia watched, her hormones raging, her body hot, as John rushed to gather his things and head out the door for work, quickly and efficiently. Before she knew it, he was at the door.

		"Have a good day," John said, giving his wife a peck on the cheek as she had joined him at the door, hoping her body would be enough to keep him home for just a little longer. One little fuck. That was all she wanted. It didn't matter. He was out the door and soon driving to work.

		In a way, Lia felt as if he had abandoned her, leaving her to her own devices. He had a horny wife at home and he just left her. That did not seem like a loving thing to do. Or at least that's what her lust-addled brain told her. But she was a woman who could cope, even if she had to finger herself to ease her thoughts and clear her head.

		Taking a deep breath, Lia returned to the kitchen, where she took care of the dishes and tidied up, getting the morning on track.

		Unfortunately, the sexual satisfaction of using her fingers did little to calm her simmering libido. If anything, it only frustrated her more, her body not getting what she craved, making her mind spiral even further into the depths of her heated lust. She could have gone upstairs and grabbed her vibrator. She could not remember how many sets of batteries she had gone through as she and John adjusted to the new her.

		However, once Lia had everything for the day squared away, she turned her attention to her wardrobe. The clothes she wore had always been modest and comfortable. But in addition to a body that craved sex, she had also gained a desire to show off that body, to be seen as sexy. And after Lia's attempts at another round with John had been thwarted, her emotions quickly took a turn, needing a way to vent her frustrations.

		Getting dressed became the process of picking out the sexiest thing she could wear that would not garner the attention of the cops, or John's work, as he would not appreciate the attention. And then after that came her makeup, which she now used to further enhance her appearance. She was blessed with a pretty face, and she had the figure to match.

		Lia was still in fantastic shape, which made it all the more fun to show off now that her mental focus had shifted. And she had a sense of style that she had not had previously. It was as if her mind had evolved along with her libido, perfectly complementing each other.

		"What if John was late for work this morning," Lia thought to herself as she slipped on a pair of incredibly short shorts that were tightly hugging her body. As it was, her butt cheeks bulged out of the bottom, barely covering her assets, while the stretchy material did an incredible job at cupping her pussy, putting a slight cameltoe on display.

		Her top was equally revealing, a simple tank that was stretched thin as she put it on, her nipples easily visible. She skipped a bra, knowing she would be trying on different styles of clothing and not every top or dress was made to wear with a bra. Besides, she had mostly stopped wearing underwear around the house. That was more for John's benefit than for her, but it also continued outside the house as well.

		"Oh well," Lia said, answering her own question, giving up on finding a solution since it did not matter anymore. John had left for the day and that left her to go shopping for new and sexy styles.

		However, after Lia slipped her feet into a pair of high heels, she looked at her reflection in the mirror. "Damn, girl. You're looking hot. John's going to wish he stayed home."

		But then Lia looked at the clock and realized she only had a short amount of time to get to the mall before they opened. She had a crazy libido and she had learned to push it down, but she was not a robot. Shopping was something she had never loved, especially malls, but once her changes were completed, the mall became an incredible place to enjoy herself.

		Lia stood out to start, which was the point, her slutty dress code drawing plenty of attention. She relished the men looking at her, their hungry eyes soaking in her form, her beauty, her sex appeal. The attention gave her an extra thrill as she encouraged the men at the mall to stop and stare. She reveled in their attention. And she flirted with a few as she passed, even going so far as to have two guys take her picture as she struck an over-the-top slutty pose, her tongue out and everything.

		Arousal coursed through Lia's body as she walked through the mall. Being a slut did not have to be a bad thing. And even though she continued to pine for John, wishing he was around to satisfy her, she was still feeling horny enough to want to do some damage. However, not every man would be receptive, Lia's open and obvious sluttiness bringing on all sorts of attention.

		"Staring at my boobs won't work," Lia said to a nerdy looking guy who, much to his dismay, could not pry his eyes away from her chest.

		"I was, um," he stammered, realizing he had been caught.

		"I guess I can't blame you," Lia continued. "They are pretty nice. Small though."

		Before the man could respond, Lia walked into a shop that sold the more risqué clothing styles she now gravitated toward. She tried on everything that grabbed her attention. Most items she found in her size. There were a few that were technically too small, but there was some advantage in that, too.

		Lia posed in front of a floor length mirror, checking her outfit from all angles. She was wearing a tight black dress that hugged her every curve, leaving little to the imagination. It clung to her curves, putting her breasts on full display and her ass as well. She had the kind of body that deserved to be shown off, and she was proud to strut her stuff.

		However, while the dress was slutty enough, it did not have the right effect on Lia. She wanted to be showier, more scandalous. That was the vibe she was looking for. Something that would make John drop his jaw when he saw her.

		Partially satisfied with the black dress, she moved onto the next outfit. The top was a stretchy piece of fabric that would hug her body, clinging to her, and that was it. There was no structure to it. It was just a piece of cloth that she would wear. She could not even call it a shirt, as it was too insubstantial and thin, with only a few narrow straps holding it all together.

		As for the skirt, it was a blue, pleated, plaid miniskirt that showed off an inch of her ass when she bent over. She had tried to pull it down, but there was no hiding the skin she was showing. The tiny outfit made her feel like a schoolgirl slut going to her first college party wanting to get laid.

		For the next outfit, Lia had picked a lacy, bright pink dress that came with matching bra and panties. She had always admired lingerie and the way it could make a woman feel, so she put aside the set that came with the dress, already planning to buy it.

		The dress made for a simple look, with a gathered waist, a low-cut neckline, and a tight skirt that barely covered her ass. But the lace was provocative, putting her body and much of the skin beneath on display, while also concealing her more private bits from those looking for details.

		The moment Lia exited the dressing room, she was struck by the confidence she possessed. It was not necessarily a surprise, her lust driving her to a new level of confidence in her sexuality, but it was still a different feeling, her body looking incredible in the pink dress.

		"Damn, baby," Lia said to the mirror, noticing her lack of panties showing through the thin, almost translucent lace. The dress was sexy, and it was incredibly revealing, but it was not quite what she was looking for to wear out of the store. The dress would still be going home with her.

		"Okay, what's next?" Lia asked herself as she considered what other clothing she wanted to try on. As her eyes scanned the racks, the room, a staff member walked in, carrying a variety of items, including a short, colorful, tropical sundress and a white, shimmering gown that could only be described as either a sexy cover-up or a gown for special occasions.

		"Hello," the saleswoman said, sticking her neck out to offer a friendly smile. Lia smiled back. "You look great in that. But if I could tempt you, maybe you should try on this one, too." She lifted the white gown up, offering it to Lia, who did not hesitate.

		"Why not? It'll be fun."

		As the two women continued to chat, it was obvious that the employee, Tina, knew what Lia was after. Tina was not a slut like Lia clearly was, but she still had a good vibe for what Lia was looking for, making the shopping process all the more enjoyable.

		Lia hung the dress on a hook. She had no idea what it was actually called, but was cut to reveal as much skin as possible and also flow all the way to the floor. And as she held the gown up to the light, she could almost see through it, the final proof that the dress was definitely not meant to be worn with anything underneath.

		"Wow," Lia exclaimed, her eyes growing wide at the sight. "That's going to be revealing."

		"You don't have to try it on," Tina said. "It was just a suggestion."

		"No, no. I want to. It'll be fun. Gather round, people. Who wants to see a show?" Lia joked, secretly thinking how amazing it would have been if she had a room full of people to watch her model the gown. The experience would be a rush.

		Pulling on the dress, working the various bits of almost paper thin cloth into place, she could tell it was going to fit, but that was not the point. She needed to see what the dress looked like on her and the full effect it was going to have on her new fashion choices. Although it was probably the type of dress she should save for special occasions, Lia would be tempted to wear it at home, even cook in it, just so she could entice John into fucking her some more.

		Everything had become about sex for Lia. There were times when she realized how depraved she had become, how needy. But most of the time, she lost herself to the lust, just going with it, accepting these new feelings and desires and acting on them. It was not like she could restrain herself for too long. And after a point, her arousal would burn through her and then things would get weird.

		"Alright, I'm ready," Lia said as Tina helped straighten the gown.

		"Holy shit," Lia said breathlessly, her eyes going wide with shock at her own transformation.

		"Wow," Tina gasped, equally shocked. "That really brings out your whole look."

		Standing in front of the mirror, Lia saw a woman staring back at her. But it was not a mere reflection of who she was, not the person she used to be. Instead, she saw a confident, sexy, horny, and powerful goddess looking back at her, her body looking incredible.

		"Damn. I need to buy this," Lia said. "And I have to take some pictures. My husband is going to love this."

		Lia posed in the mirror, moving her hips around, turning to the side. She could almost see a glimpse of nipple beneath the white fabric, her areolas half visible. But the lower the skirt pulled, the more she was showing. But then the back was worse, revealing the top of her ass, her butt cheeks on display, or at least enough skin to prove she was not wearing panties.

		"I want to send these to my friends," Lia announced, handing her phone to Tina to help with the selfie session.

		Lia's mind was on the verge of overloading with lust. She was steaming hot. With every passing moment, she needed more, her arousal building. But she thought she could focus on the clothes, the way she looked, the way she felt, at least long enough to purchase some outfits and head home before she did something stupid in the dressing room.

		"Alright, come out, miss," Tina said, escorting her back into the fitting room. "I'm going to pull some other dresses and shirts for you to try, okay?"

		"That would be awesome," Lia replied.

		"Great. I'll be right back."

		Lia was alone in the large fitting room, a small space carved out within a room the size of a master bedroom. This was her secret hideout, her place to change and work with Tina. And she used the time to collect herself, shifting into a slightly calmer mindset, her libido easing, shifting into the background, allowing her to think straight.

		The real danger, however, was that the heat was not gone, her arousal still strong, but now was not the time to touch herself. Instead, she was shifting her energy into the anticipation of when she was going to get home. Then she could properly satisfy herself, relieve her sexual hunger, at least until the morning, when she could get her late afternoon fuck from her loving husband.

		The shopping trip went on like that, with Tina bringing Lia new outfits and dresses to try on. It was like a whirlwind. Everything was either tight, thin, or in some other way revealing. And it was exactly how Lia wanted it. Her inner slut was clearly coming out to play, even if there were moments when she wondered who she was becoming.

		"Maybe I should get some cute shoes," Lia suggested, holding a pair of sexy heels, imagining the possibilities. She knew they would probably make a great sex toy for when John was not at home, but she had not given up hope he might appear home early.

		"We have plenty of those, too," Tina replied. "Hold on."

		Tina disappeared from the fitting room, leaving Lia alone again. The temptation was strong, the urge to tease herself present, but not yet.

		"Shit," Lia hissed when she heard a knock at the door. She was not touching herself, but her fingers had begun to dance. She thought she could manage.

		"Are you alright in there?" Tina asked, poking her head in, seeing the look of panic on Lia's face.

		"Huh? Yeah, I'm fine. I'm coming."

		Lia was as careful as she could be as she gathered her collection of clothing that she was going to be purchasing. As it was, she still had to lie a little. Her fun and sexy shopping trip had suddenly turned a little scary, with her body's needs taking precedence. Her arousal was not going away. And she still had to get back home.

		The only upside was that as the two of them reviewed the purchases, Lia could feel the eyes of one particular man staring at her.

		"Franklin, don't stare," Tina called out.

		Lia turned to get a better look at the man. He wore a name tag like Tina's.

		"Sorry, he's my manager."

		"It's okay,' Lia said. And it was. Tina might have been embarrassed by her boss, but Lia did not mind his eyes roaming over her body in the slightest. She was excited. She wanted to tease him, provoke him. And the fact that she had an audience made everything even better.

		"Are you on the clock, Franklin?" Lia asked, feeling impish, her mind wanting to play a game.

		"Uh, yes," he replied with uncertainty. But then a sense of confidence overtook him and he stepped up, turning his attention to his employee. "Tina, I'll take it from here. I'm sure there is some work in the back that you need to attend to."

		"Yes, sir," Tina said in surprise, but she did not argue. She stepped away from the cash register and made room for Franklin.

		"This sure seems to be a lot you're buying today," Franklin commented as he continued ringing up Lia's purchases. "Special occasion?"

		"That depends," Lia said, grabbing his hand and putting it on her bare thigh. "How do you define special?" She was horny and flirting, playing a dangerous game.

		"We should talk. Somewhere more private," Franklin insisted, looking around to see if anyone was paying attention. "Because I think I can make you an offer to help cut down on your bill today, if you get my meaning."

		Lia stood there for a moment, stunned by what Franklin was proposing. Or what she presumed he was proposing. She had never been propositioned in such a brazen and open manner. And she knew it was wrong to accept, her brain telling her she should not fuck a man who was not her husband. And yet, her body was saying otherwise, her excitement and arousal shooting through the roof.

		"What did you have in mind?" Lia finally asked, ready to go along with the plan.

		"Follow me."

		Even though Franklin had not explained his plan, she still moved to follow him, her interest piqued. She knew it was a bad idea, but she could not help herself.

		Franklin was a relatively handsome and older man. He had the physique of a runner, not exactly slim, but not overly muscled, either. He had a barrel chested look that reminded Lia of John, although Franklin lacked the muscles of her husband.

		"I sense that you're a naughty one, aren't you?" he commented as he led her into his private office. "I could see it in you the moment I set eyes on you."

		"What did you have in mind?" Lia asked again before biting her lower lip. She needed to know the terms of their arrangement.

		Even though Franklin had found his confidence, there was still a crudeness about him. And that immediately became evident when he answered. "I'll give you my store discount for a blowjob. You can have it all for free if I can fuck you, right here, right now."

		Lia gasped, surprised but not shocked. The word whore had never popped into her head, but it was close.

		"Alright," Lia said, sealing her fate. She needed the release. It did not matter that she was married. She needed cock too much. If John did not want her with other men, he needed to take greater care to fuck her more.

		"Yeah, get down on your knees, you dirty slut," Franklin said, almost insultingly.

		But that only inflamed Lia's arousal. "Yes, sir," she said, lowering herself to the floor. "Your cock, please."

		"It is yours, you dirty slut. Suck it."

		Lia carefully unzipped the older man's pants, her fingers working carefully. And then she reached into his boxers and found the cock she was after, gently pulling it free, feeling its weight in her hands.

		"Oh wow, you're massive," Lia gasped. It did not matter if it was true or not. Considering the amount of her discount was on the line, she knew she needed to put on a good show. And she knew men loved hearing about how well endowed they were.

		"Make it hard," Franklin insisted.

		"Yes, sir."

		Lia stroked the man's cock, but her primary concern was licking it. With her eyes closed, she ran her tongue up and down the shaft, enjoying the taste of him, the salty musk, and the meatiness.

		Franklin was quiet, letting Lia do her thing, at least for a moment. He then began to direct her, stating her pace, urging her to take him.

		"Suck it. Yes, you dirty slut. Take it into your mouth. Let's see if you can swallow all that. You want my cock."

		"Mmhmm," Lia hummed around the cock in her mouth. Franklin's words were all the encouragement she needed. She loved this. In fact, she needed this, whether she had known it or not.

		"Swallow it, bitch. Eat it like the good cock-hungry slut you are."

		"Mmm," Lia hummed, still sucking Franklin's cock, eager to have more.

		"Do you have a husband, or are you a single slut?"

		"Married," Lia gasped as she took a moment to breathe.

		"Cheating slut," Franklin hissed, but that only made it all hotter. Lia dropped her hands between her thighs, rubbing her pussy through her clothes.

		"Yes," she agreed.

		"Dirty little slut," Franklin said, grabbing the back of her head, pulling her lips back toward his cock. Lia opened up, taking him deep into her mouth, gagging as his cock touched the back of her throat.

		"Now shake your ass. Move those hips, you dirty slut. Rock 'em. Let me know you're a proper whore. Show me."

		"Mmm," Lia hummed, complying to the man's wishes.

		"That's it. Give it to me, whore. Yeah, suck that cock like a good cocksucker. You're a good cocksucker, aren't you? You're just a stupid, cock-hungry whore."

		"Mmhmm," Lia hummed, absolutely loving how the man degraded her. His words were filthy, demeaning, and humiliating, all at once. This might have been cheating, but it was incredibly fulfilling.

		"Come on, get that dress off. Give me the show that you promised. Get naked, you cheating, dirty little slut."

		"Yes, sir," Lia responded, releasing his cock from her mouth and shifting into action, her arousal fully erupting. Lia threw off her clothing and returned to Franklin's cock as soon as she was able.

		"That's better. Keep going, my little whore. Keep going."

		"Mmhmm," Lia hummed, continuing her sucking, her fingers finding their way back to her pussy.

		"I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to give you what you need. Come on. Stand up. Bend over. Give me that ass."

		Lia released Franklin's cock from her lips and then jumped up, eager to satisfy her urges as she leaned over his desk. She had long since abandoned any thought of the clothes she had paid for, instead focusing on the wonderful experience of getting fucked.

		"You dirty bitch," Franklin grumbled. "I'm going to fuck your ass."

		"Do it," Lia hissed, frustrated by how long it was taking the man. She was already halfway there and needed to go the whole distance. But he used that time to spit onto his dick, creating whatever lubrication he could manage.

		Franklin lined his cock up, his tip aimed directly for her asshole, his aim true. And without warning, he pushed forward, entering Lia roughly and without much care.

		"Oh, fuck yeah," Lia gasped. His cock was thick and long, filling her, stretching her.

		"That's right, you nasty slut. Just because you're married doesn't mean you don't like a real cock in your ass. Have you had a cock up your ass before? You can tell me. Tell the truth. Am I your first cock in your ass?"

		"Yes," Lia hissed, not lying, but also not wanting to tip her hand. She had no interest in ever revealing what had transpired between her and her husband, preferring to keep that a secret.

		"Tell the truth, bitch. Tell the truth."

		"Yes," Lia finally admitted. "It's my first."

		"You're a good little anal slut. Now take it. Take that cock."

		Lia said nothing as she felt Franklin's cock pistoning in and out of her asshole, splitting her open. Even though there was hardly any lube, her body was wet enough and warm enough to allow for the penetration.

		"Fuck," Lia moaned. "Oh, this is it. Oh, fuck. Mmm. Keep going."

		Franklin pulled at Lia's hair, spanking her ass as he fucked her. "Whore. Slut. Bitch. Nasty cheating slut."

		"Yes," Lia shrieked as the sounds of the man's hips slamming against her ass filled the small office.

		"You like that, don't you?"

		"Yes."

		"You're my personal little whore. You're going to do whatever I want, aren't you? You're my dirty little slut."

		"Yes," Lia repeated.

		"Admit it. You are a cheating little whore. You were going to drive home with my cum in your ass, aren't you?"

		"I want it," Lia said, surprising herself with her admission. She did not like to cheat, even if her body had gotten the better of her, but it was true that she had not even considered protection. But with her arousal growing, it was becoming clear her desire to take his cum was winning the day.

		"I'll give it to you," Franklin snarled, pounding into Lia's tight hole, her muscles clamping around him, making it difficult to move.

		"Cum inside me," Lia pleaded, no longer interested in her former plans for the day.

		Franklin was too far gone to care. He was seconds from blowing, his arousal peaking, his energy focused entirely on pumping his load into the cheating slut before him. And that was when he erupted, his cock pulsating, his seed pumping into Lia.

		"Fuck, yes," Lia mumbled, her body unable to resist her needs. "Oh, fuck. Mmm. That's it. Oh, fuck. Yeah. Cum. Yes, cum."

		"Take it, slut," Franklin groaned as he struggled through his orgasm.

		"Cum inside my ass," Lia pleaded. "Oh, fuck. Give it to me. Yes."

		As the man finished cumming, Lia came, too. Her body convulsed as she collapsed onto the desk, pushing papers every which way, sending piles crashing to the floor. Neither her nor Franklin cared about that now.

		Like with the papers falling to the floor, Lia's orgasm crashed through her. It was different from her previous orgasms, this time coming from her ass. She did not even know she could cum that way, but it felt so good. Franklin might have been her first anal experience, but he was not going to be her last. Lia knew that straight away.

		"You're a dirty cum slut," Franklin said.

		"Yeah, I am," Lia agreed, out of breath and exhausted.

		"Get up. Go put your clothes back on. I'm going to ring up your purchases. I hope you feel good whoring yourself out for them."

		"Yes, sir," Lia answered, doing as she was told.

		She gingerly dressed herself, still coming down from the orgasmic high. Her ass hurt, even though it also felt good.

		And it did not help how Lia's head was spinning. She felt remorse for having fucked a man she just met, cheating on John. But she also felt vindicated, receiving all those clothes for free, a bill that would have come close to maxing out her credit card otherwise, and because it served John right for leaving her in such a needy state. If he had only fucked her again before leaving for work, none of this would have happened. He would have quelled her ravenous thirst.

		As she looked at her sluttily dressed reflection in the mirror, however, she could not help but smile, thinking how much fun she had. Now all she had to do was get all of her new clothes home, replacing her old clothes with the new ones in her closet, and hopefully doing so before John got home.

		"Thank you for your help, Tina," Lia said as she headed for the checkout counter. She continued to move gingerly. That was something else she would have to hide from John.

		"Here are your purchases," Franklin said, handing over the multiple bags. It was a heavy load, but Lia was in no mood to now ask for help.

		"Thank you," Lia said, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. It finally hit her what she had done. And the worst part was she sensed she would do it again if given the opportunity. "Maybe I'll see you around."

		"You know where to find me," Franklin said as Lia turned and walked out of the store. Her shopping was done for the day. It was time to go home and see if she could hide what she had done.
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		Changing out Lia's wardrobe proved to be a bigger job than she had expected. There was so much that she no longer had any interest in wearing. There were bulky sweaters and baggy pants, none of which showed off her body or had any sex appeal to them.

		Lia set a few items aside for alterations. A pair of scissors had the power to turn normal items into much more scandalous, or at least sexy, clothes to wear. Cutting out holes, cutting off whole swathes of fabric to make them more revealing, or more involved slits and ties would repurpose some of what she used to wear, but could no longer stand to.

		However, Lia's main purpose was to find space for her new purchases. She turned it into a bit of a game, putting her earbuds in and listening to music, dancing around the room as she worked. It was therapeutic and fun, and exactly what she needed. Out with the old and in with the new. Lia the horny slut was here to stay.

		The music and dancing helped serve another purpose as well. It helped her to ignore what she had done, how she had cheated on John. She thought the sex had been incredible, her orgasms proving it, but she also had regrets. She did not want to think about the consequences. Even if John never found out, she was going to have to live with her infidelity. In the moment, it had been a no-brainer, a means to an end, but now she had second thoughts, questioning whether she had been wrong.

		But with a libido that never seemed to turn off, Lia did not want to think about her shame. And it was easier because of that same libido. Her arousal made it hard to focus on anything that was not sexy. Sex and how to prepare herself for sex was all that she wanted to think about.

		"Hello, Lia."

		Lia screamed and jumped in surprise at the intrusion into her dancing and sorting. But she looked up and was surprised to see John standing in the doorway to their bedroom.

		"Oh my god, you're home."

		"I got so used to you greeting me at the door when I got home, I was worried something had happened to you. But it looks like you found something else to occupy your time. And your mind. You went shopping?"

		Lia nodded her head. "Yeah. I did. I've been thinking and... I think I need a change. But then I decided to get rid of all my old clothes and get some new ones."

		"Oh. Wow, this is a big change," John acknowledged. But as he looked around the room, at the piles of clothes everywhere and the fullness of Lia's closet, his eyes widened in surprise. "I hope you didn't spend too much money today."

		Lia looked around, taking in the same sight John did, trying to imagine it from his perspective. And she had to admit it was a lot to take in. But Lia had a good justification. She had needed new clothes, and her attitude was a big change. It might be an expensive change, but a necessary one. And when it came to money, she knew John would appreciate that it was all free. She just did not want to tell him why it was all free.

		"Babe, I've missed you," Lia said, doing her best to change the subject. She wore the pink lace dress, which looked amazing on her. Lia stepped toward her husband and wrapped her arms up behind his neck, pulling him close to her. "Sorry I wasn't at the door to greet you. I was a little distracted and didn't hear you."

		Before John could say anything, Lia gently pulled him toward the bed. When the back of her knees hit the mattress, she let herself fall back onto a pile of clothes she intended to get rid of.

		"But now that you're here, we can finally have some fun," Lia said as she spread her legs. The dress was short enough there was no question about whether or not she was wearing panties. Her pink pussy was on full display. "Come on, stud. Fuck your horny wife."

		John practically growled as he lunged forward. His tongue was out and he was licking, tasting his wife's sweet and ready pussy. She tasted incredible, not that he was surprised. Lia always did.

		Lia gasped as she felt her husband's tongue upon her. "Yes, John. Yes. Please. Eat that pussy. Mmm. How badly did you miss me?"

		"You have no idea," John mumbled as he continued eating her out.

		"Fuck, you are so good at that," Lia commented, her body singing.

		Lia was more sensitive than she had ever been. Her body was like an instrument tuned to a certain pitch. She was aroused and ready at the drop of a hat. And her orgasm built quickly.

		"Ooh, fuck," Lia purred as she approached her climax. John devoured her eagerly. "Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. Mmm. John. Oh fuck. Yes."

		Lia grabbed onto John's head, holding it in place as she shook and shuddered. She came, her juices flowing, John licking it all up.

		"Oh, fuck," Lia breathed, relaxing on the pile of clothing. Her limbs spasmed as her orgasm rolled through her, her body overwhelmed by sensation.

		"Wow, you were ready to go, weren't you?" John asked.

		"Yes," Lia purred, her mind buzzing with post-orgasm bliss. But even with one orgasm, she still wanted more. She needed more. "Cock. Fuck me with your cock."

		John looked down at his wife. She looked so sexy, her hair mussed, her eyes heavily lidded. And even though she had just cum, she was begging for more. He did not need to be told again.

		With speed and grace, John stripped his clothes off and moved into position. Lia looked so sexy with her pussy on display and he was going to have it. His cock was stiff, his balls full and aching.

		"Give it to me," Lia begged.

		"I'm going to enjoy fucking your tight little cunt," John responded.

		"Fuck," Lia laughed, amused at her husband's choice of words. But even though his phrasing had been crude, it was true. She was a slut with a cunt. It even almost rhymed.

		"Nice and slow," John said as he lined the head of his cock up with the opening of Lia's pussy. He rubbed against her, teasing her with his cock.

		"Mmm," Lia moaned, her eyelids fluttering. "More. Give me more. I need it."

		"How badly do you need it?"

		"So fucking badly. Now stick that cock in me. I'm so horny. I'm a fucking slut."

		John chuckled to himself as he slowly slid his cock into Lia's tight pussy, spreading her.

		"Fuck. Goddamn that feels good," John said. "I've always loved fucking you. You're so sexy and tight."

		Lia growled, frustrated her husband was going so slowly. She wanted him to drill her like a jackhammer.

		"Harder. Fuck me harder."

		"Like this?" John asked, picking up the pace.

		"Fuck. Yes. Yes. Yes. Gimme it."

		"Gimme it," John repeated, mocking his wife. "Who's the slut here?"

		"Me. I am. I'm a slut."

		"You fucking bet you are. You're my slut. My slut and no one else's. You got that?"

		"Yes, sir," Lia replied, thinking of the way Franklin had addressed her in his office.

		John sped up, pistoning his cock into Lia's pussy, changing the speed of penetration. He was a man who enjoyed variety.

		"Oh, fuck, babe. Yes. Fuck me. Fuck me good."

		"I'm going to cum," John groaned.

		"Yes! Do it. Cum. Shoot your load into me. Give me what I need. I want that hot cum inside me. I'm a fucking dirty slut and I need your cum."

		"Fuck," John groaned as his cock erupted, his seed spurting into Lia's pussy.

		And as John came, so, too, did Lia. Pleasure raced through her like a storm, a riot of stimulation, pain and pleasure mixing together in her mind, making her dizzy.

		"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," Lia stammered as she came, her body overwhelming her mind. The pleasure was just too much.

		"That's it, baby. Take it," John said, his hips thrusting automatically, pushing his cock deeper into Lia, riding out his own orgasm with his cum shooting deep inside of her.

		"Mmm," Lia moaned, half conscious as her eyes rolled back into her head.

		John collapsed on top of her, burying his face in her chest. Lia squirmed beneath him, the two breathing heavily.

		"That was incredible," John said. "I can't believe that just happened.

		"That was fun, wasn't it?" Lia asked rhetorically.

		The couple kissed, their tongues intertwining. Lia could taste herself on John's lips. She was not sure exactly when she had become so familiar with her own taste, but she had licked her fingers clean a few times since she had turned into a raging slut.

		"Fuck," John said as he finally rolled off his wife. He looked up at the ceiling for a moment, counting his blessings. Lia had become more than he could have dreamed of since she first put on the collar. The permanence of her situation was a little awkward, but he was learning to deal with it.

		However, when John turned his head back to gaze into his wife's eyes, he again noticed the new dress. She looked stunning in it. She looked really slutty in it, too. The lace panels did little to conceal her body. In fact, there were only a few select areas that were not made from the lace that showed off so much of her skin.

		"How much did you spend shopping today?" John asked, returning to his earlier question.

		"Nothing," Lia answered.

		"I find that very hard to believe."

		Lia shrugged. "It's true. I promise. You can check the credit card statement. I didn't spend any money today."

		"They don't just give away clothes, especially so much and of such quality." Many of Lia's new styles were skimpy, but no one could argue they were cheap. In fact, it seemed the less fabric there was, the more expensive it was.

		"The shopkeeper did," Lia argued. "Everything is fine."

		However, the moment Lia moved her hands to John's cock, he knew something was wrong. He expected her hands to find him down there eventually, but not quite so soon. And not when she was so adamant about her new clothes being free.

		"What did you do?" John's voice was not angry, but it was stern. "Tell me what you did. Exactly what you did."

		Lia's hand returned to her side as she bit her lower lip and rolled her eyes to the ceiling. She did not want to tell him what happened. But this was her husband. He was the only one she could trust with the secret. And she desperately wanted to tell someone.

		"I sucked his dick," Lia blurted out, averting her gaze so she did not have to see the disappointment on John's face.

		"You gave a man a blowjob for new clothes. Is that what you're telling me?" John asked, his voice rising.

		"And anal sex," Lia corrected, knowing that would not help, but wanting the truth to be as clear as possible.

		"Holy fuck, Lia," John breathed, running his hands over his face. "You cheated on me."

		"I know. I'm sorry," Lia sobbed. "I'm so sorry. I don't know why I did it. I just had to."

		"That's not an excuse," John shot back, even though his tone had softened.

		"I know," Lia said, now sniffling to hold back her tears. But she had to tell the truth. She had to share everything. It was the only way to make things right eventually. "But it just kind of happened. I was super horny and I was kinda mad that you didn't fuck me again before you went to work. The manager offered me his employee discount for a blowjob. And he said he'd give it to me for free if I let him fuck me."

		"Fuck," John breathed.

		"He was right about giving me the clothes for free, though. And free is good, right? And it wasn't like he fucked my pussy. It was just my ass. It felt so good, though. We're gonna have to try that some time."

		"I'm going to need a minute," John said as he sat up.

		"Can you blame me?" Lia asked as she remained flat on her back.

		"That's the part that worries me. No, I don't, really. But you should have at least tried to fight your urges. I'm still disappointed in you, though. I don't know how to feel."

		"I'll do anything to make this right," Lia pleaded.

		"Don't say that unless you mean it. I'm still thinking about whether or not I can forgive you. Now leave me alone."

		John stood up and started dressing, leaving Lia feeling worse than she had done with their entire conversation. She had just been extraordinarily fucked and left unsatisfied with her own performance.

		"At least let me make you a drink," Lia said, jumping up and chasing after her husband as he left the bedroom.

		"Fine," John sighed. "I guess I could use a drink."

		"Make yourself comfortable on the couch. I'll bring it right out."

		John stood beside the couch, deep in thought.

		"Here you go," Lia said as she returned and handed her husband a drink.

		"Thanks, but don't think this changes anything," John said before he took a sip. "This is still a pretty big problem."

		"I know," Lia admitted. "I fucked up. I'll go back upstairs and finish cleaning up. When I come back down, I'll start on dinner. Hopefully by then you'll be ready."

		John nodded his head, agreeing and dismissing his wife in a single action.

		Lia retreated upstairs. She finished her work, this time without music playing in her ears or any dancing. Now that John knew the truth, she was willing to do whatever it took to make things right. She could not take back what she had done, but as long as they worked together, they could figure out a solution for Lia's continued libidinous needs.

		For John, he remained deep in thought. He finally sat down on the couch, relaxing as best as he could. However, his mind kept coming back to one thing. It was not the awful truth of another man with his cock inside of his wife. Knowing what Lia had become because of that accursed collar, he could not completely blame her. And he wondered if the collar might have a solution to their problem. It could not undo what had already been done. But John was left to wonder if there was another setting that could keep Lia from straying in the future.

		It was only when John heard Lia in the kitchen, making dinner, that he decided to act on his idea. He tossed back the rest of his drink and stalked upstairs. He was on a mission, needing to examine the collar and its instruction manual one more time.

		Since that fateful night when Lia first donned the collar, it had eventually found its way back into the box. The box with the collar inside was on a dresser in their bedroom. Everything was where it was supposed to be.

		John grabbed the manual and quickly skimmed through it, looking for the list of settings. They had already used the slut setting, but there was another setting in particular he was interested in. It was the thrall setting. The description read, "Slave, obedient and loyal."

		"If only," John muttered to himself. "She'll do anything I tell her. She'll do more than that. She'll beg to do whatever I tell her to do. And it will keep her in line. If she can't control her urges, I will."

		In a state of disbelief, John returned downstairs, ready to share his discovery with his wife. He had no idea how to proceed, but as he walked into the kitchen, he was surprised to find his wife only wearing an apron.

		"What on earth are you wearing?" John asked, his question seeming ridiculous to his own ears, considering how Lia had been acting up until this point.

		"Just because I screwed up, I don't have to stop being your slutty wife," Lia reasoned. "I know you prefer to see me like this."

		"Fine. Yes. I like seeing you dressed like this. I'm just a little on edge right now."

		"Because of me..."

		"Yes, but it's not your fault. That's actually why I came down. I have an idea about how to control your urges and make everything right."

		"Anything," Lia pleaded. "I'll do anything. I don't want to ever feel like this again."

		"Oh, I definitely don't think you're going to be feeling like this again," John replied.

		"What is it?" Lia asked, her voice full of hope. "I didn't think we could make me stop being such a horny slut."

		"We can't. But it's clear to me that you don't have the will power needed to overcome this on your own. But we can use the collar to give you my will power instead."

		Lia gulped. She did not like being told how incapable she was, but it was true. If John had not come up with this idea, she would be a cheating slut forever.

		"How?"

		"We can change the collar to its thrall setting. You'll be absolutely loyal to me. No matter what, you would never cheat on me. Not only would you never betray me again, you would never even want to. And you would certainly never flirt with another man. You'll always be mine."

		"That sounds ideal," Lia said, nodding her head slowly. "But isn't that kind of extreme? I'll do anything you say, absolutely anything. Don't you think that's a little dangerous?"

		"Maybe," John said with a shrug. "But it's what will make you happy and keep you satisfied. If you can't control yourself, I can. And I want you to be happy. And besides, if I don't then you can't be trusted. I'll be doing this to save our marriage. But if it's too much for you..."

		"No, it's a good idea," Lia said. "It just sounds so intense. But I don't think I'm capable of making a rational decision right now. I'm probably just scared. In reality, I do want this. I need this."

		"You're sure?"

		"Yes. Set me free by taking away my freedom."

		Lia knew she should have thought it over more. She should have slept on it at least. Not that another night of incredibly erotic dreams would do anything to help her decide. And the longer she continued in her out of control state, the more likely she was to stray. She was weak. But she did not need to be strong. John would be strong for her.

		"Fine. Let's do it."

		"Yes, sir," Lia responded. "But after dinner."

		John smiled. "Yes, after dinner."
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		Lia was beyond excited to use the collar again. There was still a wariness in the back of her mind about it. She knew that once the collar was activated again, using a new preset, there would be no going back.

		However, Lia also saw the thrall setting of the collar as her penance for her actions. She had cheated. She was not the loyal and loving wife John deserved. But with the thrall setting, she could become exactly that, becoming a woman deserving of him.

		Even though there was much to do, Lia did not shirk her household responsibilities. That meant once dinner was over, she spent her time in the kitchen, washing the dishes. It was a task she would end up doing regardless. When she did it, before or after her collaring, did not matter. But Lia wanted a clean house for her husband.

		While Lia cleaned, John took the collar and made sure he had all the new settings right. The last thing he wanted to do was to use the collar and have it create something unexpected in his wife. The permanence of the collar was side effect enough.

		"All done," Lia called out from the kitchen. Her cleaning was complete. "I'm going to change into something more fitting before we use the collar."

		Lia had just the outfit in mind. It was one of her purchases from earlier in the day. Just because she had used her body to get the clothing for free, cheating on John in the process, did not mean she had to throw all of the sexy clothes out.

		"I'll be up in a few minutes," John called back from their home office. "Go ahead and take your time."

		"Got it," Lia answered as she ascended the stairs, her hips swinging in wide, seductive arcs. "See you upstairs."

		Once in the bedroom, Lia went straight to her closet. She was still nude from her exploits in the kitchen, but that was about to change. There was only one thing that fit Lia's mind for how she wanted to present herself to John. The white gown, which was incredibly beautiful, but not appropriate for most occasions, was perfect. It would show off her body, but it also vaguely made her think of stereotypical harem outfits, just in dress form.

		Lia slid the thin fabric over her body. It was tight in all the right places, with slits up the side that made it impossible to wear panties. Not that Lia was interested in wearing panties at the moment. She wanted to be more free to serve John's needs once the collar was in place.

		High heels and makeup were added to the ensemble, as well as styled hair. It was not perfect. If Lia had an hour, he could work wonders. But she was not willing to wait that long, no matter that John told her to take her time. She was not a thrall yet.

		"I'm ready," Lia eventually called down the stairs. All that was left to do was the actual collaring.

		"Coming," John called up to her.

		Upstairs, Lia was sitting on the edge of the bed when John entered their bedroom. He stopped short when he saw her, in awe of her beauty. Even though Lia had hurt him by fucking another man, he still thanked his lucky stars that she had become the sexual creature that lived for his cock. This was just an extension of that, although he would have to take the responsibilities of her ownership as his thrall all the more seriously.

		"Are you sure this is what you want?" John asked once more.

		"Yes," Lia answered, nodding her head emphatically. "It's more than just what I want. It's what I need."

		"You're going to be my thrall, body, mind, and soul."

		"That's what needs to happen," Lia answered. "We both know it."

		John nodded his head, finding no fault in his wife's answer. It was indeed a mutually agreed upon plan. He was going to take charge of her fate and Lia was going to be better off for it.

		Holding the collar in his hands, John stepped toward his wife. "Kneel."

		Without hesitation, Lia dropped to her knees, her head bowed in submission.

		"Lift your hair for me."

		"Yes, sir," Lia answered as she raised her hair, pulling it up and out of the way.

		John slid the collar around her neck and snapped the lock shut. As soon as the lock clicked. The collar was in place.

		"Are you ready for me to turn it on?"

		"Yes. Do it. Turn me into your willing and subservient thrall."

		"Is that what you really want? Tell me. If you have even the smallest hesitation, I need to know."

		Lia did have some hesitation, but she squashed it down. She knew what she was giving up. But she also knew that this was the only way to save their marriage. She was not strong enough to withstand her extreme libido. She needed someone to support her. She needed John to take on some of the burden, sharing it.

		But the ability to share that burden meant Lia had to give something up. She had to give up her free will. That was the price she needed to pay to keep from straying ever again. And it was a price she was willing to pay. For her. For John. For their marriage.

		"I'm begging you. Turn on the collar. Make me your willing and subservient spouse."

		"If you say so," John responded. "Stand up. You will look me in the eyes."

		"Yes, sir," Lia said as she gracefully rose to her feet.

		John let out a whistle as he saw the full extent of the dress his wife wore. The way it clung to her body, yet revealed so much more made him instantly hard. And he immediately saw why she had worn it. It recalled memories of movies he had seen where women wore harem outfits. It gave him the idea to buy Lia one for once the process was complete. He could even order it after it was all over. And he knew Lia would never complain. She would gladly wear it. Then again, she happily walked around the house naked, wearing an apron in the kitchen mostly to protect her sensitive skin.

		"Are you ready?" John asked. "After this, you won't be able to ever tell me off. You'll never be able to insult me or show your frustration with me. Do you have anything you want to say before I take complete control of you?"

		"Sometimes, if you go to bed drunk, you snore and fart in your sleep," Lia said.

		Silence followed. Then suddenly, they both cracked up, laughing.

		"That's the kind of honesty I appreciate," John answered, still smiling. "I guess there is no backing out now. I'm glad."

		"Thank you."

		John pressed a button on the side of the collar. That was it.

		"Do you feel any different?" John asked. He recalled asking a similar question the first time they had used it. At the time, they had not been sure.

		But John did not need to actually ask the question. The moment he looked into Lia's eyes, he saw the adoration in them.

		"Yes, Master," Lia said. "I am yours."

		John gulped. The words hit him like a physical blow to the gut. And he was not sure he liked it. It was thrilling. But he knew it came with great responsibility.

		"Get on the bed," John ordered. "Kneel on the bed."

		"Yes, Master," Lia replied, her voice full of love and adoration.

		Lia maneuvered herself up onto the bed, doing her best to be graceful and elegant, not wanting to disappoint her husband. She was eager to obey his every command, but she wanted to show her beauty in the process, show him she was worthy.

		Lia did not know how or why her mind was processing information this way. But it was like a dream that felt so real, but it still made no sense.

		"Open your mouth."

		"Yes, Master," Lia responded, opening her mouth with a smile.

		"Move closer."

		Once again, Lia followed the instructions, positioning herself correctly.

		"I'm not going to use your throat," John explained. "I'm going to fuck you directly. Are you ready?"

		"Yes, Master," Lia replied, opening her mouth, her lips forming a little circle to receive his cock.

		"Good girl," John said.

		Slowly, John advanced, his cock sinking into his wife's open and ready mouth. He was careful at first, entering her gradually, knowing what she could do and wanting to progress slowly. But it quickly became apparent that there was no reason to fear.

		"Fuck," John said, "Your mouth is amazing."

		Lia wanted to thank him. She was pleased with herself. She felt such pleasure at obeying him. That alone was almost as good as sex. Almost.

		Not that John was unfamiliar with Lia's oral skills. She had not started with great technique, but it was something that had quickly gotten better as she adjusted to her role as a slut.

		But this time it was different. This time, John held Lia's head in his hands, using her as a toy. This was not her pleasing him directly. It was him using her body as he saw fit, as he desired. And after what she had done today, before putting the collar on again, he felt the need to take out his frustrations on her. And the easiest way to do that was to fuck her mouth as hard as she dared.

		Lia's face was a mask of serenity. She had learned how to relax her body in order to use her tongue and throat to accept cock. In fact, she was so good at this she didn't even gag anymore.

		John grimaced, enjoying himself immensely, but also still frustrated by all that had happened, today and before.

		"Fuck," John groaned.

		Lia moaned, her throat vibrating as it stimulated her husband's cock.

		"You know you're not supposed to enjoy this," John scolded. "But you do. Don't you?"

		"Yes, Master," Lia said the moment he released her head, a line of drool linking her lips to his cock.

		"Open wide."

		Lia opened her mouth, her lips parting.

		John unleashed his anger in the form of his cock. He rammed his dick into her mouth, again and again, hardly giving her time to breathe. Her hands grasped at her own legs, seeking to relieve the growing tension inside her. She had been denied and was desperate for her own release, but that was not her concern. She was a vessel for her husband's pleasure, nothing more.

		And because of the collar, John had no reason to deny her. Except for the fact she had cheated on him and was now his subservient slave, he would have chided himself for denying her any pleasure, especially during sex.

		"Ready?"

		Lia could not answer. Her mouth was filled with his cock. But if she was ready or not, it was immaterial. He was in control, now and forever. He merely said it as a warning, giving his wife notice that he was about to cum.

		She looked up with her love filled eyes and he knew his wife was ready to accept his seed. And he knew that he would not have to worry that she would turn him down ever again.

		"Fuck," John groaned as he erupted, his cum firing down his wife's throat.

		Lia swallowed rapidly, desperate to accept his load, her reward for the job she had performed.

		"Damn, you are an amazing cocksucker," John praised. "I'm going to want to use your mouth more often."

		Lia continued to suckle on his cock, sucking out every drop of cum he could provide her. She was so greedy.

		When he was finally spent, he pulled his cock free. Lia looked a little dazed, her chest heaving as she caught up on breathing. Having a cock pushed halfway down her throat did not make it easy to breathe. But Lia still looked up at him, seemingly happy to just be in his presence.

		"I want to try something," John said. "I want to see how deep my control goes."

		"Whatever you want, Master," Lia said. "I am yours to command. My purpose is to obey."

		Just hearing those words was enough to get a rise out of John's cock, even after just cumming for the third time that day.

		"Lia, I want you to cum," John said. "Right now. I want you to orgasm."

		Neither of them were sure if that was possible. John was simply testing his new power over his wife. But for Lia, she was afraid she might disappoint him. She was afraid she might fail. And that was the worst possible outcome. She already felt bad for cheating on him before, although the time before the collar activated and the time since then felt like years apart. There was a solid line in Lia's mind, marking the beginning of her life as a thrall. Everything from before then, while important, pales in comparison to her new reality.

		However, as Lia continued to kneel, she felt a growing heat in her belly. At first she just thought it was more arousal. It was very similar to her constant sexual need. But as the heat continued to grow, she realized she was approaching the crest.

		Then, as her eyes widened with shock and wonder, the climax hit her. It was so sudden. It was so intense.

		And it was so much better than she could have ever expected.

		The strength of her orgasm rolled through her body. She shuddered and convulsed, fighting to maintain her pose. But she did not want to upset or disappoint her husband, who was in control of her mind and her body.

		"Wow, that was neat," John said, his jaw hanging open. "I never knew you could do that."

		"Neither did I," Lia replied when her mind finally returned to her.

		"Good girl."

		"Thank you, Master."

		"Now that I have you behaving the way I like, I'm not sure what to do next. I'm not used to having all this power over you. I'm having a hard time thinking about what to do next."

		"Can I make a suggestion, Master?" Lia asked. She bowed her head as she said, unable to look him in the eye as she considered offering her opinion. It was not her place and she certainly did not want to be seen as out of place.

		"Yes. You can."

		"Two things actually, if that's okay, Master."

		"Go ahead."

		"First, we should take off the collar to make sure that the programming has stuck," Lia offered. It was not that she wanted to take the collar off. In a way, it symbolized her submission to her husband, a clear visual cue of what she had done.

		"And the second thing?" John asked, genuinely curious what Lia had to offer him.

		"I believe there is a sports event on tonight that you would enjoy. I would very much be happy to serve you drinks and snacks while you watch. I can sit at your feet if you would allow your thrall to do so, Master. Anything you want."

		John stroked his chin as he considered Lia's second offer. She usually despised sports. The few times John got to watch them at home, when Lia was also there, he had to do so with the sound off. Just a hint of the crowd noise of a sporting event and she would scream in frustration.

		"Yes, I think that is a good idea," John said, smiling at the thought of enjoying a sporting event with his wife. It would be a refreshing change. "But first let's get this collar off of you."

		John reached out and held the collar gently in his hands, Lia's neck still surrounded. But he was able to turn it off and release the locking mechanism without issue. And then he was able to pull it free, leaving Lia's neck unadorned.

		"Now how do you feel?" John asked.

		"Like myself, although I'm still totally committed to you and your happiness, Master. I'd do anything to keep your trust. I am your thrall."

		"But how does your libido feel?"

		Lia took a deep breath and thought back through the day. It had been a rollercoaster.

		"The same, Master. But I know I can handle it, because of you. You are in complete control of me. I cannot cum without your permission. And I cannot touch another man without your permission either."

		John grinned, enjoying how much his wife's answer flattered his ego. "But, do you know why you won't betray my trust?”

		"Because you are everything to me, Master. You are my world. It is my most desperate wish to fulfill your every desire. It would cause me immeasurable grief if I ever did anything you did not approve of. Obedience to you gives me the greatest pleasure. I feel my happiest when you are happy, even though I know my happiness is not important. The only thing I must focus on is your happiness."

		"Very nice," John commented. "Now let's go watch this sports event you brought up and I'm going to decide how I want to command you."

		"Yes, Master."

		"Look, I know you dislike sports."

		"But if my Master enjoys them, then I know I will too. When you are happy, I cannot help but share your happiness. I will do anything you want to make sure your happiness stays constant."

		"Anything?"

		"My body is yours, Master. You have already shown me I cannot trust my body. And I've grown to enjoy being your sexual plaything."

		"Are you sure?" John asked, a little hesitantly.

		"Yes, Master. Use me. I have no desire to deny you."

		"Good. Thank you. Now, go get me some beer and chips. And meet me in the living room."

		Lia dutifully nodded her head. "At once, Master."

		Together they moved downstairs, Lia scurrying to the kitchen. Before, she might have felt some degree of annoyance at serving John like this, except for when she was trying to turn him on. Now, however, she felt such immense satisfaction and pleasure from attending to John's needs. Every word he spoke, every command he gave her, was like gospel. And he was her god. It was as simple as that. Serving him as his thrall was like a nonstop religious experience.

		Lia laid out the snacks, including the chips and beer for her husband. And once he was comfortably settled on the couch, Lia knelt beside him, watching his face instead of the screen.

		"Here, pet," John said, opening his pants and letting his cock free.

		Lia's eyes lit up at the sight. She did not consciously remember what had happened earlier with Franklin, the manager of the mall shop. It was a forgotten memory. It might have been the reason for her becoming John's thrall, but it was no longer a useful memory for her to focus on. What mattered was what John needed. What he wanted. And she was eager to once again, take her husband's cock into her mouth as he enjoyed the game on the television.

		However, the best part, and it came with knowledge that John had forgiven her past transgressions, because during the commercial break, he ordered Lia to cum. She slipped her mouth off of his cock, not wanting her response to in any way cause him pain or harm, and then screamed out as another orgasm ripped through her, lighting her body on fire and then putting it out again with a torrent of pleasure.

		"Yes, this was definitely the solution to all of our problems," John said.

		And Lia could not do anything but agree. She could not imagine a better life than as a slutty thrall for her husband. And with his newfound power over her, he was both able to control her raging libido and give her relief she had never known was possible. With a single word, he could make her cum, which was more than she had ever imagined. In Lia's mind, it was all worth it. And she could not wait to continue to serve him in every way imaginable.
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