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“That’s right – every last drop…” Kate cackled as she looked down at her husband’s face buried between her legs. 

Though he was barely recognizable from her perspective, still dressed in the long, brown wig and black vinyl maid’s uniform that Veronica had put him in earlier that afternoon, the view was second to none as she savored in her husband’s humiliation, watching him lick the very cum from her pussy that her lover Marcus had left behind barely an hour earlier. It had been the first time that she’d fucked him without a condom, and yet as she stared in awe at the incredible exchange of power taking place between her legs at that very moment, she knew that it opened up possibilities that she’d never be able to deny again…

“When did you become such a little bitch?” she taunted as she ran her fingers through the wig on his head and grabbed hard, forcing his face even closer to her pussy as his tongue seemed to eagerly lap the cum that slowly dripped from her folds.

“My little bitch…” Kate continued to muse, glancing over to the wedding photos that hung on the wall and laughing to herself as she saw the classic one of the two walking hand-in-hand. “Who would’ve possibly guessed at that wedding that fifteen years later I’d be the one breaking the rules and you’d be so paltry that when you finally found out, all you could do was kiss my feet and drool humbly as I was walking out the door.”

“If I had known that our lifestyle could’ve been like this, I would’ve started fooling around on you years ago!”

Kate leaned back and lazily began toying with her nipples as she swung her legs up on her husband’s shoulders, digging her booted heels into his back as she squeezed her thighs against his head. Though the woman found herself overwhelmed with pleasure, she noted that it wasn’t an orgasmic pleasure like she had grown accustomed to enjoying with Marcus … instead she felt an incredible surge of dominance coursing through her as she witnessed the scene that was taking place around her…

The man whom she committed to spend the rest of her days with…

…reduced to sucking the seed leftover from his unfaithful wife’s lover…

…on his knees like a dog … no, a slave…

…and dressed up most ridiculously like a little French maid…

…all for her own amusement.

She knew that she couldn’t look at him the same way after tonight, but as she felt his tongue cleaning up between her legs, it was the first time that she’d come to realize ... that she didn’t have to.

He was still her husband, as he would always be, and she still loved him deeply, and yet she also loved to dominate him and to humiliate him, and she saw herself taking a distinct pleasure in his discomfort…

…just as a real mistress would.

…just as Mistress Katherine Marie Jones deserved!

Kate loved the new woman who she was becoming. She felt sexy, and naughty, and her sex life had been elevated to something that most girls only fantasize about. But her fantasies were becoming very much a reality, and they were being served to her on a silver platter by none other than the humbled man who was currently licking another man’s cum out of her used pussy.

And liking it…

* * * * * * * * * *

The next morning, Andrew awoke to find himself in a pile of blankets on the floor beside his wife’s side of the bed, still in the same vinyl maid’s uniform that he’d worn the night before, with the 5” stiletto heels still buckled around his feet now causing them to be in tremendous pain while his wrists were still cuffed, though now in front of him instead of behind.

After taking a few moments to get his bearings, he looked up into the bed and found that his wife had already gotten up, then slowly took to the task of getting up onto his feet, more wobbly on the high heels than ever as he made his way across the room towards the bathroom. On his way he noticed the outfit that Kate had worn the night before – most notably her riding boots and the black leather skirt which gave him a brief flashback of kneeling in the kitchen trying to worship her ass, but being denied by the rubber gag lips that Veronica had buckled around his face to complete his feminizing costume.

Working his jaw back and forth, grateful that he hadn’t also been forced to wear the gag all night long, it was then that he stepped around the corner and saw the full view of his prior night’s predicament in the huge mirror on the wall … and he didn’t know quite what to think.

The little makeup that had been left on his face had blurred and ran through the night, leaving an ugly mess combined with the fresh stubble that had grown in. Despite the brown locks that still draped quite firmly down his head, there was no denying that he looked even more ridiculous than he had last night. His wife’s taunts rang in his head as he pictured her standing with her lover, laughing and pointing at the pathetic maid that he had been transformed into … yet he felt himself oddly stirring underneath his chastity belt just the same…

Andrew’s wandering mind eventually focused enough to notice the note that she had left for him along with a set of keys presumably for his handcuffs on the countertop.

Free yourself and get cleaned up. Ran to the mall – be home soon.

He breathed a sigh of relief but for the first two words as he anxiously reached out to pick up the handcuff keys, then fumbled for a few moments trying to get them unlocked. The rest of the outfit was a bit more tricky and he took a surprising amount of care in removing the pins that had been holding his wig in place before then struggling to unzip the uniform from behind him, only then realizing that the entire ordeal would’ve been much easier had he taken a seat to remove the high heels on his feet first.

Andrew stood under the hot water in the shower for what felt like an eternity, his mind nothing but a blur of the changes that were taking place around him. All he could think about was his wife embraced with her lover, and knowing what they had done in his own living room, and then kneeling between her legs to clean up afterwards. She had grown so cavalier of her actions, and yet when he thought of her face Kate seemed sexier than ever to him.

He heard her come in the door just as he was turning off the water, and by the time he had finished toweling off she was standing there in the doorway to the bedroom holding a shopping bag from one of the department stores at the nearby mall in her outstretched hand…

“So do you want pink or blue or purple or yellow or red???” she asked him with a curious smile as her eyes locked onto the shiny clean steel that hung – by her key – between his legs.

Andrew stared blankly back at his wife, not only confused by her proposal but even more so blown away by her appearance … once again wearing something that she’d have never worn for him in all of their years together. The black leather pants that she wore looked like they had been painted on, highlighted by the lace-up, chunky-heeled ankle boots that he’d known of the younger, trendy girls wearing to clubs in the past. Yet his wife rocked the look like it had been made for her, wearing a simple, grey top that made nice presentation of her cleavage underneath a light jacket, and also wearing a silver necklace around her neck that he knew he had never given to her…

“Oh, I mean panties!” Kate said with a playful laugh as if he’d been in on the joke the whole time. As she reached out and handed her husband the bag, she nonchalantly explained, “These are going to be your underwear from now on – I tried to get you a variety of colors so that you can coordinate…”

The man gulped as he peered into the glossy bag and saw what was in fact a pile of women’s underwear in a variety of styles and colors just as his wife had said. Reaching in to pull out a pair of lacy, purple briefs, he looked back up at his wife in shock, though he found that she had already turned to walk away, his eyes wandering to her leather-clad ass as she instructed, “Finish getting dressed and clean up in here a bit, then come see me downstairs…” while she walked away.

Though he hadn’t the foggiest idea what was considered “normal” around his house anymore, Andrew felt strangely obedient to his wife in that very moment and after staring off into space while he fought to remove the tag, he then slipped one leg and then the other into the purple panties and carefully pulled them up over his chastity belt like it was just another day in the life.

Looking back in the mirror, he heard his wife’s snickers in his head, but quickly squashed them out by telling himself that he needed to hurry and clean up so as not to keep her waiting … the vision of her in those leather pants causing him to swell considerably in his belt as he quickly finished up in the bathroom and pulled on a t-shirt and shorts before getting to work tidying up their bedroom…

Between his own outfit and the leather that Kate had worn the night before, Andrew built a sizable pile of clothes that would need to be taken out for dry cleaning, or at the very least washed personally by hand. He couldn’t help but hold the skirt up to his nose as he picked it up and carried it to the pile, the scent of the leather mixing with her own aroma in a manner that just felt intoxicating to him in that very moment as he first imagined himself kneeling behind her while she wore it, then a moment later pictured his wife’s lover digging his hands into her ass through it as he pulled her in for a tight and flagrant embrace right in front of him.

“Pretty wild night last night, huh?” she asked him as he came down the stairs to find her sitting in their breakfast nook, a small bowl of fresh fruit and her cell phone in front of her as she sipped on a mug of warm tea in her hands.

“Come sit!” Kate told him, gesturing to the chair across from her, a smile beaming across her face as if she somehow knew that she didn’t even have to ask whether he was in fact wearing the pretty, new panties that she had picked up for him just that morning on a whim.

“So,” she asked again with a grin as her husband’s eyes wandered from a spot on the table between them to the new necklace that hung just above her bosoms, but never in the eye for longer than a split second, “what did you think of last night???”

Andrew sat there frozen for a moment while his wife studied his body language studiously, taking a few deep breaths and shifting in his seat before finally squeaking out, “It was different.”

“It most certainly was different!” Kate immediately laughed amusingly in return. “Did you enjoy Veronica dressing you up like a little sissy maid?!”

Her husband stirred uncomfortably in his seat without looking up until she finally jumped back in…

“Well, I fucking loved it!” she told him with a boastful smile. “The maid’s uniform … the dinner … my unexpected dinner guest … dessert, if you will!”

“Can you tell that I’m still a little high right now just thinking about the whole thing?!”

Andrew looked up and met eyes with his wife, which held him for a couple of seconds longer before dropping back to the table once more.

“But do you know what my absolute favorite part was out of all of it, dear???” Kate then asked of her disgraced husband with a mischievous grin.

“Even more than when Marcus was fucking me on our couch – and don’t get me wrong, that by itself was outstanding!” Kate admitted unabashedly, still smiling as her husband would look up and then drop his head down as he fought to understand the emotions around him.

“My favorite part,” Kate continued, “was when we were upstairs afterwards, and you were on your knees, and you were eating his cream pie out of me … it was such a beautiful sight to see…”

The woman gazed out the window between them, as if in deep contemplation as she took a long sip of her tea, before she finally leaned in a little closer, lowered her voice, and asked seductively of her husband…

“So how did he … taste???”

She raised her eyebrows with a grin as she hovered close like a vulture awaiting its next feast. When Andrew failed to answer after a few seconds passed, Kate giggled and added playfully, “Well, I already know what he tastes like, but I want to hear your perspective on it…”

Reaching out with her index finger to raise his eyes to lock with hers, Kate reiterated her demand in no uncertain terms, “I want to know what my husband thought of the taste of my lover’s cum as he was licking it from his wife’s pussy.”

Andrew felt his heart continuing to race as he sat across from the woman he loved, emasculated in seemingly every possible way … at least that he could imagine so far … until Kate finally got tired of his silence and sat back as she crossed her legs and pointed down to the leather boots on her feet…

“Then why don’t you get down on your knees and worship me until you’re ready to answer my question.”

The stern tone in her voice seemed to rouse something in the speechless man and before he knew it, Andrew found himself kneeling on the tile floor next to his wife’s chair, her booted foot tangling in front of his face while the scent of her leather footwear and jeans immediately sent him into overdrive as he leaned forward and brought his lips to the toe of the designer boots that he didn’t recall her owning before…

Kate smiled warmly to herself as she glanced down to see her husband obediently in his place, then took another sip from her mug before she began to muse out loud to herself as much as to her budding submissive husband’s audience at her feet…

“I think the reason that I enjoyed that view so much…” she began whimsically, “is because in that one perfect moment, it confirmed for me something of the utmost importance about you that has been on my mind ever since we started down this road.”

“By seeing you in that vulnerable state, put completely at my mercy and willing to submit to my most carnal desires,” she continued as she looked down once more to savor the image of Andrew’s lips hard at work on the leather around her feet.

“It proved to me that my husband is willing to do ANYTHING for me … no matter how depraved, no matter how humiliating … if it’s something that will bring me pleasure.”

“And that makes me very happy, slave,” she spoke, the word slave seeming to just roll off of her tongue as if it was completely natural.

It was then that Kate abruptly stood up from her chair, reaching down and grabbing her husband’s hair and forcing his face into her crotch as she snarled at him to place his wrists behind his back.

“I know that these last few months have been rather demanding on you…” she continued as she rubbed Andrew’s nose against the tight leather separating him from her sex.

“…and to be honest, I don’t necessarily think that it’s going to stop anytime soon.”

“I’m having far too much fun with my new lifestyle – fucking Marcus, being served by you … what kind of girl in her right mind would give a good thing like that up?!”

“So I’m glad that you’re starting to learn to accept this twist that our relationship has turned because I really have no desire to turn back now!”

“Besides,” she said with a laugh as she shook her head staring down at him, “look at you! You might not be able to put it into words, but you’re on cloud 9 having me stand over you in leather right now! You’d probably cum in a heartbeat if it wasn’t for, well, I guess that’s the price you pay for getting to play this little game with me…”

Kate made a few humping motions towards her husband’s face before releasing his hair and pushing him backwards before lunging forward and climbing on top of him, straddling him as she leaned in with her lips an inch from his face.

“Now I’m going to ask you again…” she growled as she pinned his wrists down over his head while she stared coercively into his eyes.

“What did my lover’s cum taste like … on your lips … as you were dutifully sucking it out of my pussy???”

Andrew lay there frozen as his wife sat on top of him with all of her might, his mouth dry with the lingering taste of boot leather, his beautiful dominant only an inch away with her demands. He couldn’t help but notice that she seemed more radiant than ever, even in the position that she had put him in … possibly because of the position that she had put him in … and so after what seemed like yet another eternity had passed, he finally opened his mouth and squeaked out the response that shocked even himself…

“It tasted … delicious…” he stammered.

“…because it tasted … like you.”

Kate smirked in surprise as she stared down at her husband, “Oh really?!”

“Yes,” he sheepishly nodded. “You haven’t had sex with me in such a long while, I guess I’ll take whatever taste of you I can get…”

Kate laughed as she read the submission in his eyes and fed off of it even more.

“Even if it’s cleaning up after my lover has ravished me in ways that you never could???”

Andrew paused and then slowly nodded, his eyes locked with those of his wife.

“Even if it’s just kissing my boots before I go out for a night of debauchery and leave you behind to do all of the chores???”

Andrew gulped and nodded quietly once more as the woman breathed down his face.

“Good!” she exclaimed suddenly as she leaned forward and gave him a quick peck on the lips before jumping up from her throne and announcing, “Marcus wanted me to meet him for lunch today, so now that you’re finally up, you can drive me.”

* * * * * * * * * *

Kate sat in the passenger seat of their SUV playing on her phone as Andrew drove to the address of the small bistro where his wife would be meeting her boyfriend for lunch. Though the two hadn’t spoken a word since she had let him up from the kitchen floor, a strange calm fell over Andrew as if maybe he was learning to accept the new role that he had taken in his wife’s life…

Slipping a pair of sexy, oversized sunglasses on as he pulled up to the curb in front of the restaurant, Kate nonchalantly told him, “Come around and open my door for me,” as she slipped her phone into her purse.

Feeling a bit haughty as Andrew walked around the car without argument and held her door while she emerged like a movie star from her escort, Kate then waited for him to close the door behind him before informing him, “I’ll probably be out for most of the afternoon, so I’ll just take a cab or have Marcus drive me home afterwards.”

“What are your plans?” Andrew asked calmly as he stared back into his wife’s tinted lenses.

“I don’t know,” she told him with a non-committal shrug. Seeing her reflection in the glass of the building nearby, she prodded with a giggle, “He’ll probably want to show me off for a little, so maybe we’ll go to the museum or stop by the winery before heading back to his place.” She toyed with the silver necklace as she spoke, which upon closer inspection he saw was in a heart shape with diamond accents.

Upon noticing his glances, Kate took a step closer to her husband and held out the charm freely as she asked with a smile, “Do you like it? Marcus gave it to me as a 3-month anniversary gift…”

She gloated at the sucker-punched look on his face, then twisted the knife a bit further as she leaned in and whispered, “You know that we’re probably going to fuck some more when we get back to his place, right???”

Andrew hung on the seductive woman’s every word as he looked back into her piercing eyes and nodded, “Yes. Of course…”

Kate laughed, her body almost but not quite pressing up against his, adding, “Do you want me to bring you anything?!”

Andrew gulped and cleared his throat.

“If you’d like…”

“We’ll see – maybe if you’re a good boy,” she snickered as she stepped back and then sized up her husband as he stood before her. After pausing to consider her latest thought for a moment, she added, “I think if you’re going to start serving me more regularly, it’s time that you started being more professional about it.”

“You clean my clothes, you cook my meals, you drove me here,” Kate explained, “so it seems only proper that you would address me as a lady’s servant would as well.”

Andrew looked back at his wife confused until she finally prompted him…

“Call me Mistress Katherine.”

“Mistress Katherine?”

“Again.”

“Yes, Mistress Katherine…” his eyes falling to the sidewalk as the new moniker fell from his lips.

“From now on, that’s what you call me,” she spoke astutely. “Kate, Katie, Katherine … those are names for other people now. My slave calls me Mistress Katherine … is that understood?”

Her husband bit his lip as he considered her tone and complied, “Yes, Mistress Katherine…”

“Good!” she confirmed with a satisfied smile. “Now get down and kiss my boot goodbye so that I can go enjoy lunch with my boyfriend.”

Andrew paused and looked around, but was immediately confronted for his delay.

“Yes, in front of all of these people,” she scolded him as she tapped her boot against the concrete. “Are you ashamed to be seen worshipping your Mistress?!”

Her husband frowned, then shook his head and looked back at the ground in the direction of her feet.

“Then do it.”

Kate rolled her eyes at his discomfort as she watched him take a deep breath, then bend down on his knees near her feet. Looking around herself, curious if she had any other admirers, she corrected him once more just before he reached her toes, “Back of the heel – don’t linger.”

Andrew blushed as he craned his neck to reach around to the back of his wife’s boot, then brought his lips to the designer leather on her heel before quickly standing back up in hopes of not attracting any attention. As he glanced around after dusting himself off, Kate took a step closer and asked authoritatively, “Don’t you have something to tell me now?”

Andrew looked at the woman across from him, her sparkling eyes shielded by her sunglasses, then looked down her body and back – leather pants and all. She looked like a goddess, and spying the tiny nook on the back of her heel where he had just knelt down to pay her tribute, he’d never felt more humbled.

Under his shorts, he wore a steel chastity belt to which this woman possessed the only key … and as he looked back into her presence, he felt the bizarre sensation of actually wishing that she would engage the spikes just so that he could see it please her right in that very moment.

He heard himself say the words out loud to her without even realizing that he was saying them…

“Thank you for letting me kiss your boots, Mistress Katherine. I hope you have a good afternoon with your lover.”

Kate turned her head and smiled, then snickered, “Thanks, cucky – I’m sure that I will!”

As she then turned to walk away, Kate heard her husband add, “What would you like me to do while you’re gone, Mistress Katherine?”

Without turning back, knowing that his eyes would be firmly locked on her ass in the super sexy leather jeans, Kate simply shouted over her shoulder, “I don’t know - surprise me!” as she walked away towards the restaurant.

Andrew stood there beside the car and watched his wife eventually disappear into the bistro, unable to see her embrace when she finally met up with her lover but picturing it in his mind from the past night’s recollection just the same. His hands would dig in and cradle her butt in perfectly crafted leather, she would lean in to him like her body was molded specifically for his, and then the two would kiss … not like a married couple kisses, or even like a lust-filled pair who had just started dating … a naughtier type of kiss … one that was meant to tease just as much as it was meant to titillate.

Andrew pictured his wife in this embrace with her lover, him appearing insignificantly at her feet, reduced to kissing only the bottoms of the sexy ankle boots that she wore for him while she flaunted her affair in his face. Eventually she would blindfold him so that he was unable to watch, and as he listened he would hear her too succumbing to whatever kinky desires were planned for her before ultimately Marcus would tower over his wife and take her pussy once again as his own.

He imagined her legs spread wide as he was then instructed to do his job and come in behind her lover to clean up his mess, his wife laughing with each lick until Marcus finally shoved him aside and told him to wait in the corner while he returned to claiming the woman once more.

It wasn’t until a car behind him waiting to drop off its own guests honked that Andrew suddenly snapped out of his unexpected fantasy, walked back around to the driver’s side of the SUV, and pulled away. His cock stirring desperately inside of its cage, the whole way home his mind flooded with ways to surprise his mistress when she would return later that day…

* * * * * * * * * *

“I like just being with you,” Kate confessed to Marcus as the two walked hand in hand down the long, marble hall of the museum, her chunky-heeled boots echoing through the chamber with each step to her own amusement. “I’m kind of glad that I think Andrew is slowly learning to … embrace our new lifestyle, so hopefully we’ll be able to start spending a little more time together!”

“But it’s really important that he gets something out of this, too…” she added as they made their way around the corner towards the main exhibition hall.

“Of course!” her lover replied with a hearty laugh as the two walked. “It’s not really cuckolding if the husband doesn’t find his own reward from the relationship … otherwise it would just be you cheating on him.”

Kate smiled softly.

“Yeah … it just still amazes me that this all came about so fast,” she admitted. “It seems like one minute you were flirting with me over lunch at work and the next we were picking out chastity belts for my husband!”

The two laughed together at the thought.

“Like I’ve told you,” Marcus continued contently, “it’s all just about timing. I was eager, you were curious, he was … obedient! Each of us just happened to be in the perfect place at the perfect time, and here we are…”

Kate leaned in and stole a brief kiss with a giggle.

“So I wonder what he’s doing right now…” she mused as they began to walk casually among the exhibits as if they were just another couple out for a lazy afternoon of wandering.

“What would you like for him to be doing right now???” Marcus posed back to her inquisitively.

Without hesitation or modesty, Kate almost immediately shot back, “I want him to be thinking about worshipping me. And serving me.”

“I swear, I could walk around feeling like this every day and it would suit me just fine!” she added with a grin as she looked back at her lover confidently.

“Well you do look mighty fine in leather, that’s for sure!” Marcus complimented her with a wide smile as he looked her up and down and then reached down and unabashedly grabbed her ass in public.

“Thank you!” she purred loudly as she swatted back at him playfully. “I feel fine in this, and for some reason knowing how much it makes his jaw drop that he can’t have me in this makes it feel that much sexier! I could wear this stuff every day if you bought it for me…”

“I just might,” the tall man shot back with a mischievous smile.

As the two rounded the next corner in the hall, they came upon the special exhibition that had compelled Marcus to bring Kate to the museum that day in the first place…

PLEASURE AND RESTRAINTS THROUGHOUT HISTORY

…read the sign that hung overhead as a sly grin drifted across Kate’s burgundy lips.

“What’s this???” she asked seductively as she squeezed a little closer to her man as the two approached.

Marcus smiled.

“I thought you might enjoy this … on a number of different levels,” he explained coolly as he produced the special entry tickets from his pocket and handed them over to the attendant as they walked past. “Apparently it’s been very controversial for how graphic it is, but the people who are really into this sort of stuff all say that it’s an incredibly thorough display…”

As they walked into the first room to find the layout of a professional dungeon, complete with restraints hanging from the wall and a padded spanking bench, Marcus then added eagerly, “And did I mention that all of the exhibits happen to be hands on?”

Kate grinned as she walked into the otherwise empty room and slid her bare hand across the spanking bench, imagining someone … or herself … knelt on the padded bench … or bound to it … awaiting their punishment … or pleasure…

“Climb up!” Marcus told her as he walked up beside, clearly impressed himself with the opportunity that the unique museum exhibits had to offer.

“Someone will see!” Kate protested as she continued to eye the bench, imagining it between her thighs and wishing that it could be more…

“No – they won’t,” Marcus insisted as he placed a hand firmly on her leather-clad ass and guided her accordingly. “The exhibits are all private,” he explained. “See those lights by the door? They change from red to green when whoever’s in the next room has moved on, and they only let enough people through to have one group in each section at a time.”

“Really…?” Kate confirmed with an aroused smirk before leaning into her lover and kissing him passionately in the center of the dungeon. When their kiss finally broke, she turned seductively and looked behind her at him as she lifted one knee up onto the bench, then swung her other leg over, scooting up until she was straddling the red padding with her feet at one end and her hands and head at the other.

“Beautiful!” Marcus exclaimed as he obligatorily slapped the woman’s ass as the bench positioned it perfectly for his viewing pleasure, eliciting a playful yelp as he then reached down and buckled the cuffs at one end around each of her booted ankles before moving forward to apply the same to her wrists, followed by a much larger strap that laid across her back and ensured without a doubt that she wouldn’t be getting up until he allowed her to…

“Now you see, the beauty of a spanking bench like this,” he explained to her as he relocated back around behind her, “is that it’s great for spanking…” which he then illustrated with a few more well-placed smacks that caused Kate to grunt with desire.

“Or alternatively…” he continued as he moved in closer between her legs and bumped his crotch between them, “you’ll notice that you also happen to be in a wonderful position for something else…”

Kate began rubbing back against her captor as much as her bondage would allow, looking up at the mirror that had been strategically placed in front of her to see her lover prepared to mount her proudly from behind. She groaned in frustration as she thought she could feel Marcus’s cock through his jeans and wished that he could just pull down her pants and take her right then and there, but instead he soon walked around back to her head – not to release her, but to show her how the bench also positioned her head seemingly perfectly should he desire to put her succulent lips to work instead.

“You think we can get one of these for your apartment?!” she purred out in desperation as she begged to be touched by her lover in pretty much any way.

Marcus just chuckled as he circled around her, enjoying the desirable, new predicament that his sexy companion now found herself in…

“Just think, if we did, I could just leave you bound to this thing all night long!” he laughed, running a hand along the back of her thigh, admiring how the black leather stretched exquisitely over the woman’s firmly toned legs. “And whenever I wanted some more, I could just walk by and take it, and there’s nothing you could do to stop me…”

“Who’s to say that I’d want to stop you?!” she jeered back with a giggle. “What kind of a slut would I be for my man if my body wasn’t available to him whenever he wanted it?”

“Speaking of sluts…” Marcus murmured as he made his rounds once more, then spotting Kate’s purse sitting nearby and finding a new idea to add a bit more spice to their day. Just out of his bound woman’s line of sight, Marcus retrieved Kate’s cell phone from the top of her purse and a moment later he was once again towering behind her, first taking a photo of the woman’s ass lifted gloriously into the air on its own and then posing for a second photo himself that showed him much closer, as if he was penetrating the bound woman from behind as he’d teased her about earlier…

“Hey – what’s going on back there?!” Kate asked playfully as she strained to see behind her before Marcus appeared once again by her side a moment later, her phone still in hand.

“Oh, I just thought it might be fun to take a few pictures of the lady to send home to her husband…” he snickered as he held up the phone so that she could see his work.

“God, my ass looks good in these!”  she remarked at the first picture, then adding, “That one looks yummy…” in response to the next.

“Here, now get one with me blowing you…” she then prompted as she lifted her head and opened her lips in the classic position while her lover pressed his crotch into her face and then leaned back to pose with Kate’s obscured and her wrists in shackles framing up another iconic shot.

It was just before Marcus was tempted to break the rules and unzip his pants – even if just for a few seconds – when a buzzer rang in their room that prompted them to move forward so that the next visitors could enter the room that they were currently enjoying. Kate immediately fell into his arms once she had been freed, her leg riding up firmly against his manhood while her tongue danced with his passionately to show that she had really enjoyed her time being bound for him…

Throughout the rest of the display, the two continued to push the limits of hands on a bit more than most of the other visitors browsing the exhibit as the couple took every opportunity to add another kinky pose to Kate’s growing album documenting her own submission. The next hour found Kate with her wrists in steel shackles over her head like a damsel in distress, locked up tight in a leather straitjacket that seemed to be designed to perfectly match the rest of her leather ensemble, and even spread out taut on a torture rack with her body pulled in every direction … which lead to a rather provocative photo of Marcus slipping his hand down her pants in a manner that should’ve required her being gagged as well.

In addition to her own captivity, however, the married woman wasn’t without her own ideas as she also noted a number of contraptions that she could already see lending themselves to her domination of her own budding slave during the times when she wasn’t herself helplessly captive to her strong and imposing lover. She marveled at the display showing the history of chastity belts throughout the years and noted that alongside what they had centuries ago, in reality the model her husband had been forced into wasn’t really that bad by comparison!

She also toured a variety of spanking and discipline implements – many of which brought a special tingle when she held them in her hands and imagined Andrew on his hands and knees with a bright red ass before her, but what really caught her eye was a device in the form of a cage that had been built into the underside of a queen-size bed, thus further reinforcing the separation of a lady and her slave in a way that left her feeling particularly hot and bothered inside…

“He did sleep on the floor beside my bed last night,” Kate found her telling Marcus as if to sell him or seek his approval for the dominant step. “I cuffed his hands in front of him instead of behind him so that he wouldn’t hurt himself, and then I fell asleep touching myself thinking of you while he slept beneath me…”

Marcus smirked as he leaned over to admire the sturdy construction of the steel bars below the bed.

“Well, it would be a rather bold step in terms of tease and denial,” he commented. “He doesn’t get to touch you very much these days anymore anyways, does he?”

An unexpected smile slipped its way across Kate’s face…

“No…” she replied. “He mainly keeps to my legs and feet, and I think I actually like it when he kisses my shoes because I feel like that way I’m denying him even those … but last night when he cleaned up after you was the first time that he was really near my pussy since he’s been locked up.”

Marcus turned her to face him as they both sat down on the corner of the cage bed.

“And do you like that?” he asked the woman openly as he stared into her deep brown eyes.

Kate paused and seriously thought for a moment, then looked back at him and replied, “I really do!”

“I feel like this gives me the best of both worlds,” Kate explained as she held her lover’s hand in her own. “I get more intimacy out of dominating my husband than I ever did before, and then I’ve got you to fill in the gaps that he’s leaving behind falling into this new role … and then some!”

“Sometimes I just wonder if we’re going to hit a breaking point where he’s finally going to say no, but…” she trailed off, deep in thought.

“But what?” Marcus prodded her to continue as he pulled her a little closer as they slid back into the center of the luxuriously large, leather-lined bed.

“…but then I look back at the things that I’ve already done to him, and … I don’t know … I guess I just honestly don’t see him putting up a fight…”

“I think I might actually have him in the palm of my hand, to where I could pretty much do anything I want to him…” Kate spoke more softly as she placed her hand on his chest.

“…just like a real slave…”

With her final word, Kate climbed onto her lover and madly stuck her tongue down his throat, overcome with passion as everything seemed to avalanche in one sexually-charged triumph. The pair wrestled playfully as she scrambled to finish her erotic thought between breaths…

“And then my body takes over, and I forget that he’s my husband, and I just want to push him lower and lower … just to see how far down he’ll go for me.”

“And it makes me SO WET just thinking about BEING SO NASTY to him, and a part of me says that it’s not normal and that I need to quit…”

“…but then I’ve got him at my feet … in public … thanking me for letting him give the tiniest of kisses to my boots … before I say goodbye to go off and fuck another man…”

“And it makes me feel like a goddess … so powerful, so desirable…”

“And does this goddess keep her servants locked up in cages when they’re not in use???” Marcus egged her on as he groped her breasts and crotch before flipping her onto her back in the center of the padded bed.

“I think she does,” Kate cooed as she watched her lover then reach for the Velcro straps built into the mattress and quickly fasten her wrists above her head, then a moment later apply similar straps around her ankles as well, spreading her legs in the process as she lay there exposed and invigorated.

“How do you think he’ll feel when he’s locked underneath in his cage and he can hear his goddess getting tied down and fucked just a few inches above his head?!” Marcus growled at her as he laid his body on top of hers and began biting passionately at her neck.

“He’ll feel like he’s lucky to be in the same room as me as I’m being pleasured … if he knows what’s good for him!” she groaned as she struggled deliciously against her bonds, waiting to feel him penetrate her and forgetting entirely that they were still in a public setting there at the museum.

“I think you’ve got more of that nasty bitch in you than you think!” Marcus laughed as he slowed his advances, catching his breath as he stared down at the woman beneath him, bound so breathtaking and succulent.

Kate snarled as she enjoyed the pressure of Marcus’s hand over her leather crotch a moment longer, joking, “Baby, I thought that it turned you on when I was cruel to my husband…”

Marcus leaned in to kiss her, his hands still holding her wrists in place over the simple, but effective Velcro restraints.

“You know it does…” he confirmed as he nibbled passionately on her lips, eventually leaning back to take a couple of pictures of the sexy woman bound on her back for the collection before finally freeing her just before the buzzer rang to herd them towards the exit of the exhibit.

“Before we leave, get a picture of the cage, too,” Kate prompted as she slid to the edge of the bed after her lover, dangling her boots provocatively in front of the cage door as she posed for a picture that her imagination knew could quite easily become a daily ritual. She had already said it once before – it was her bed, not their bed … and the thought of denying him just one more thing made her giddy with excitement as she jumped off the magnificent bondage device and took her beau’s hand in hers once more as they walked out of the exhibit, soon thereafter deciding to leave the rest of the museum behind to make a bee-line to Marcus’s apartment instead to pick up where the two had fervidly left off…

* * * * * * * * * *

It was considerably later than she had planned when Kate finally walked back in her own front door after spending the remainder of the afternoon as well as most of the evening in the arms of her lover or tied to his bed with the silk ties that he had just introduced to her that night, much to her enjoyment.

The house was already dark save for some ambient lighting that Andrew must’ve left on for her before going to bed, though she was impressed just the same when she stepped into the kitchen and came to find the bountiful display of goodies that she figured must’ve kept him busy all day gathering for her while she was away. Around a beautiful bouquet of color flowers were placed a number of gift boxes and envelopes that she slowly dug through one by one:

An envelope containing a gift card for a one-hour massage at the spa nearby…

Another containing a gift certificate for her to get her hair and nails done…

A shoe box that held a very stylish pair of deep brown, strappy leather sandals that she almost immediately pictured her husband worshipping on a bright summer’s day…

Another box – this one far more sinister – containing a heavy leather paddle that she imagined he must’ve picked up at the local sex store and that seemed to fit in her hand just perfectly…

And last but not least, one final envelope – the contents of which made her eyes water as she sat down to read it, still caressing the leather paddle with her free hand. Inside the envelope was a letter written on a single lined piece of paper, handwritten in what seemed to be the most perfect penmanship that her husband could’ve possibly mustered word after word, line after line. The letter itself read:

My Dear Mistress Katherine,

Since the day upon which I first met you, my only goal has been to make you happy – through sickness and in health, in the name of our marriage and all that I honor in life … whatever makes you happy, makes me happy.

It’s taken me time to understand and accept this new turn that our lives together have taken, yet with each day seeing the passion in your heart grow I find myself able to tolerate the pain a little more. The pain is a challenge for me to be my best for you, and I want to prove that I can take all that you have to give me.

I love you more every day and that hasn’t stopped even with these new desires you’ve found … in whatever capacity you choose, my commitment to your eternal happiness remains true now and forever.

Your Slave in Faithful Devotion,
 - Andrew

Kate paced around her living room with tears in her eyes, but extraordinarily happy as she read the words that her husband had left for her over and over again, elated for this new breakthrough in his acceptance of her lifestyle if albeit temporarily taken aback in the position of dominance that she was to hold over his head.

Pouring herself a glass of wine, she sat back down at the island and poured over her gifts again, slowly slipping back into her prior state of mind and allowing herself to be bolstered by his testimony instead of taken aback by it. As she caressed the paddle in her hands and admired the rich leather heels and even planned out in her head when she could make use of the spa and salon treatments in the week to come, her mind also drifted back to Andrew at her feet, begging for scraps of her affection while she flaunted her infidelity with great delight.

When she finally did walk up the stairs to their bedroom, Kate was surprised one step further to find Andrew not sound asleep on his side of the bed per usual, but instead very much as she had left him the night before … curled up in a pile of blankets, admittedly this time much more comfortably, off to one side of the bed, with his wrists even handcuffed in front of him as before and the bright purple panties which she had picked out for him at the mall earlier that morning nestled snugly around his shiny and secure steel chastity belt…

Making her best effort not to disturb him as she crept into the closet to slip out of the leather that had helped her to shine all day long, Kate soon found herself laying in bed alone with one hand between her legs and another playing with her nipple, fantasizing about taking her lover’s cock between her lips while her slave lay sound asleep on the floor below her.

Though she had left Marcus’s an hour prior with some very exciting news that she couldn’t wait to tell him, Kate let out a soft moan as she conceded to holding that new surprise until they both awoke in the morning…

* * * * * * * * * *

Andrew arose the next day to find his wife asleep in the bed above him, unsure of what time she had actually returned home after spending the bulk of the day with her boyfriend. After slipping downstairs to confirm that she had in fact opened the gifts that he had left out for her, he then settled into his morning routine of first cleaning himself up in the bathroom … coupled with selecting a new pair of panties to wear that day, and then organizing Kate’s dirty clothes and putting her boots away from the previous day before returning to the kitchen to begin preparing tea and breakfast for them both to share.

Kate smiled warmly when she appeared from the hallway wearing a silky red robe and matching marabou slippers, taking the fresh mug from her place at the table as she greeted her husband…

“Thank you for the lovely tribute last night…” she applauded him, glancing back over at the flowers and gifts that were still piled high in the center of the kitchen island for her. “It was a very nice surprise for me to come home to find.”

“You’re welcome,” Andrew replied from his place in front of the stove. “I’m glad that you enjoyed them.”

“And thank you,” he then added with a hint of anxiety in his voice, “for the photos that you shared from your day yesterday…”

Kate grinned.

“I’m glad you liked them!” she said with a quiet laugh, thinking back to the handful of kinky photos they had taken throughout the museum exhibit the other day as well as those that she had elected not to send him.

“Did it turn you on seeing your mistress all bound and helpless like that?” she asked with a coy chuckle as she sipped from her tea.

Andrew murmured a simple, “Maybe…” as he walked over to her side and slid a plate in front of her before returning to the stove, which prompted his wife to invite him to sit down.

“Come – make yourself a plate and sit down, and then I want to hear a real answer to my question,” she told him emphatically. “Nobody gets kind of aroused – either something turns you on or it doesn’t!”

“Did it turn you on?” Andrew asked cautiously as he filled his own plate and then took the chair opposite his wife, already knowing the answer yet both nervous and somewhat excited to hear the words from her mouth at the same time.

“Very much so!” Kate grinned, pausing to reflect as she twirled a bite of egg on her fork. “I liked having my wrists and ankles bound and being unable to resist his advances … just as much as I liked being photographed, knowing that you would be back at home writhing in your chastity belt as each voyeuristic depiction popping up on your phone!”

Amused by the blushed look that was creeping across her husband’s face, she then added, “Is that something you’d like for me to do for you again in the future?”

Andrew swallowed hard on his next bite before looking up to meet her question with a simple nod.

“Ok, then I’ll see what I can do…” Kate chimed brightly as she smiled back at him approvingly.

“So anyways, what I wanted to talk to you about this morning,” Kate then segued in between bites of the delicious omelet that Andrew had prepared for her, “is that I’m actually rather glad that you enjoyed shopping for me yesterday because I think I’m going to send you out to get a few things for me today, too…”

“You see, Marcus wants to take me out of town next weekend, and he thought that I should have some new clothes for our trip.”

Taken a bit off guard by the new proposition of his wife traveling with her lover, Andrew fumbled a bit as he asked her, “So … where were you planning to go???”

“Vegas,” she replied with a sleek grin. “I’ve always wanted to go and Marcus seems to think that we could have a lot of fun there, so he’s going to make plans for us to fly out for a long weekend there together. He’s been under a lot of stress at work lately, so he really wants to make a big deal out of it – first class airfare, a gorgeous hotel suite, the nightlife…”

“And so we both agreed that my wardrobe could use a little sprucing up to live up to the rest of the trip,” Kate explained while her husband sat awkwardly across from her absorbing her latest plans.

“I was thinking maybe a nice evening dress, a couple of sexy cocktail dresses for dancing, something nice and skimpy to wear by the pool … and of course, I’ll need some new high heels and lingerie to go with it all…”

Andrew struggled to clear something in his throat before he could respond…

“Mistress Katherine, with all due respect,” he told his wife, “I’m not sure if we can afford all of that right now.” He bit his lip and looked down, waiting for the blowback, but instead Kate simply got up from the table and walked over to retrieve her purse that she had been using the day before.

“Don’t worry,” she told him with a grin as she sat back down at the table and pulled a small envelope out of her purse, sliding it across the table towards him. “It’s already taken care of…”

“What’s this?” he asked as he opened the envelope to find a hundred dollar bill staring back at him … a considerable number of them when he pulled them out and splayed the crisp bills out on the table next to his breakfast plate.

“There should be $5,000 there … but let me know if it’s not enough and I can get more…” Kate told her husband nonchalantly as she took another sip from her tea.

“But where???” he stuttered confused.

“I told you – Marcus wants our weekend together to be perfect, and he knows that we can’t afford the types of clothes that he likes to see me in on your salary.”

“There’s enough here to pay off our car!” he exclaimed flabbergasted.

“I know…” Kate simply replied with a chuckle, “but instead, it’s going to buy me a couple of pairs of shoes and some underwear fitting of a high class lady like myself visiting Las Vegas with her boyfriend for the first time!”

“And get some more leather, too,” she added with an evil grin. “Leather seems to really drive my boyfriend wild … and me, too.”

“There should be some boutiques in the expensive mall that will have what you’re looking for.”

“Again, call me if you don’t have enough – I want this to be perfect.”

* * * * * * * * * *

His shopping trip was one like no other as he walked nervously around the mall that was typically way out of his price range with the money of his wife’s lover funding his visit. He felt the awkward tension with each store that he walked into as he told the clerks that he was there shopping for his wife, knowing in the back of his head what the real intentions of her new wardrobe additions were to be only a few short days away…

Of course, it certainly didn’t help that Kate had engaged the spikes inside of his chastity belt to their second of four settings … “to keep him focused while he was shopping for his mistress.”

He found the lingerie stores to be the most demanding of him, although the stores selling sensually high heels were a close second … perhaps because those were two fetishes that seemed to put him on edge as he browsed their aisles the most. To peruse the sexy straps and provocative designs that would serve to excite both his wife and her lover was overwhelming as he pictured both Kate slipping into them like a tease on the prowl and then Marcus later tearing them back off of her like an animal claiming its prize.

Her request for leather had him a bit stumped until he happened across a store that seemed to specialize in the most daunting of fashions, its racks filled with skirts and bustiers and long, leather ball gowns that boasted price tags exceeded his entire budget for a single dress. Though it took some careful selection to ensure that he could fulfill each of the items that his wife had requested, he made certain to leave a few bills appropriately to purchase the longline leather corset that he pictured cinching his wife’s already perfect figure into one which he could only imagine…

…the perfect corset to be worshipped, or to worship someone else in…

On his drive back to the house after many long hours of humiliating shopping for his mistress, the smells of leather and perfumes teasing him all the more as they wafted throughout the car, Andrew’s mind continued to drift between the domineering, new corset that he had just purchased and the special photos that Kate had sent him from her little adventure the afternoon before. Though he had spent almost the entirety of the money that she had given to him between the multitude of designer boxes that now filled the trunk of the car, he nonetheless found himself making one last stop to help his wife embrace her kinky tendencies before finally returning home.

It become instantly clear that Kate was quite impressed with her husband’s shopping efforts as she first watched him parade load after load of boxes from the car up to their bedroom, then joined him for her own personal tour as he walked her through his purchases one by one.

Her eyes lit up with a devious glint when they reached the lingerie and she saw the glamorously sexy arrangements of silk and lace that he had bought to adorn her body in the most intimate of settings, though her reaction to the leather corset as she held it alluringly up to her figure was second only to the final purchases that Andrew had saved for last that he had purchased for her with his own money…

Leather wrist and ankle cuffs, black with stunning purple highlights, a matching leather blindfold, and even a bright purple ballgag.

Running her fingers across the beautifully hand-stitched leather, eyeing the purple accents in her favorite color … deep down she knew that these toys weren’t intended for her to use on her husband.

Andrew had bought them for Marcus to use on her.

Overwhelmed with emotion once more at her husband’s latest display of understanding, Kate thanked him wholeheartedly and then asked for some privacy so that she could try on some of her new clothes by herself. When she finally reached the leather corset, Kate went all out and retrieved a fresh pair of black stockings, her stiletto boots, and spent twenty minutes primping her hair and makeup before returning to the bed where her new bondage cuffs were all that remained…

The leather smooth and inviting, it didn’t take long for her to buckle each of the four restraints around her wrists and ankles, and even slip the purple ballgag tight between her shiny, inviting lips. As she looked in the mirror back at herself, she saw that all that was left to complete the outfit was a black and purple collar locked around her neck.

…but she knew that her husband wasn’t the appropriate person to make that purchase for her…

First posing for a few photos that she would later send over to Marcus, she then stretched out on the bed and reached over into her nightstand to retrieve the realistic silicone dildo that called home the top drawer. Eventually pulling the blindfold too down over her eyes, too, it took little effort for Kate to slip the 8-1/2” long replica of her lover deep inside, her soft moans against the gag an entirely new sensation as she stretched her body wide and imagined her wrists and ankles clipped to the corners of the bed like they had been in the museum exhibit the other day.

…in and out, the dildo thrust between her legs as she begged for his any touch…

…her husband in chains in his cage below them, desperate for every breath of passion that her muffled lips squeaked out…

She allowed herself to buck against the dildo three separate times before finally committing that she would wait until her vacation when she knew that Marcus would be more than happy to tie her aching body down to the bed and tease her relentlessly for real.

Each night for the following week, Kate and Andrew followed the same routine – they would start with foot and shoe worship as Kate flirted on the phone with her man; then upon her satisfaction, she would put her new paddle to good use, giving her husband’s ass as many spanks as she desired on a given day; and then finally, the day would end with one more step in preparation for her trip, be it packing her suitcase, shaving her legs, shaving other areas specifically for a special someone…

Everything was changing so quickly, but Kate couldn’t bear for it to slow down in the slightest. As Andrew continued to take every new thing that she threw at him, she still wondered if one day she would unwittingly come across his breaking point, but until that day each step down for him was simply another step for her to dominantly ascend.

Of course, neither of them had any idea what to expect when it was time for Kate to board her flight to Vegas merely a week later…
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