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Sarah pulled the laces snug along the back of her husband’s leather bondage hood before tying them off with a neat bow at the base of his neck.

“Are you going to be a good, little cuckold for me while I’m gone?” she asked with a melodic sneer as she proceeded to pull the zipper on the second layer of leather down over the hood’s laces, the unrelenting bondage making it all but impossible for him to loosen them without first possessing the key to the padlock that she then snapped into the clasp of the firm, leather collar that was also built into the hood.

With the front zipper still open, leaving his face free for at least a few moments longer, Daniel looked up at his wife’s beautiful face just in time to see her chuckling as she toyed with the new nametag that she’d recently bought to hang from the D-ring on the front of his collar…

SARAH’S CUCKOLD

The title had a scorching ring to it that made her burgundy lips curl up into a wicked grin as she admired it hanging like a weight around his neck … one that he had begged for and was now experiencing to the full effect as his wife made her final preparations before leaving him behind at home to go out on a date with a much stronger and more endowed man.

Sarah couldn’t help but roll her eyes as she looked down at what her loving husband had become kneeling at her feet. Stripped naked, his clothing replaced with leather bondage gear, it was clear that he was submissive to her in the most intensified sense of the word…

A pair of leather ankle cuffs hobbled his feet together with only a short chain, and leather bondage mitts buckled around his hands and cuffed at his wrists ensured that his idle hands would be useless for the duration of his bondage.

The steel chastity cage hanging between his legs prevented both his pleasure and even his erection, with a myriad of sharp spikes lining the inside of the cage serving as a cruel punishment for any arousal.

And of course, the double layer, leather bondage hood laced tightly around his head promised to take away his senses of sight, sound, taste, and smell with the closure of one last zipper, leaving her husband lost in an intense isolation where his fetish for leather would be taunted ruthlessly while she herself was out flirting and fondling the likes of her lover like a single woman once again.

Sarah had little problem admitting that the view put her in the mood to fuck, particularly once she’d locked that final zipper closed and found herself staring down at a faceless, pathetic cuck of a slave who groveled at her feet and just looked like he deserved to be cuckolded…

“I wanted to give you one last treat before I go…” she teased with an eloquent tone to her voice as she plucked a pair of red, satin panties off the corner of their bed and dangled them hypnotically in front of her husband’s nose.

Daniel could smell his wife’s scent on the panties as she inched them closer to his face before finally crouching over and pressing them flat up against his nose, then pulling the zipper of the hood down to hold them precisely where she wanted them…

“I thought you’d like these because I wore them all day while I was fantasizing about my date with Jason tonight!” the married woman chuckled as she finished zipping the bondage hood closed over her husband’s face, then produced one final padlock to secure the clasp of the zipper to the base of his collar.

“I got them all nice and wet for you, but that’s nothing compared to what he’s going to do to my pussy once we get back to his place later on tonight…”

Sarah laughed out loud as she looked over the scene that the couple was playing out in the mirror across from them – her, towering dominantly over him wearing his favorite stiletto boots, thigh highs, a rather short and revealing leather skirt, and an even more scandalous mesh top, and him, kneeling humbly at her feet, his bondage leaving him both helpless and exposed, while he wore the nametag locked around his throat to tell anyone who cared the role that he really played in their relationship.

Admittedly, Sarah felt like kind of a bitch the way that she looked down on him as she prepared for her night out, but only because at the end of the day she knew just how much it turned her husband on for her to act like a bitch when they played their sweet, little game.

Taking her black leather handbag from the dresser – yet another gift from her husband with the insistence that it be reserved especially for her date nights – Sarah dropped her lipstick and a few other essentials inside, smirking as she noticed the fresh package of condoms that Daniel had bought for her boyfriend to use, then finally deposited the keyring holding the keys to all of the padlocks holding her husband in his bondage into the bottom of her purse before slinging it over her shoulder and turning to walk out the door.

“I’ll probably be gone for quite a while, cuckold,” she raised her voice to make sure that he heard her over the thick, leather padding that now covered the entirety of his ears and face, “but if you’re lucky, maybe I’ll let you lick my pussy clean when I get home…”

Sarah smiled proudly as she strutted dominantly out of the house, the mental image of her husband bound in chastity at her feet slowly fading away as her mind drifted to her lover’s firm touch and how she couldn’t wait to feel his cock buried deep within her pussy once again.

Deep down she knew that it was all her husband could think about, too, which somehow made their illicit affair all the more delicious, leaving her quivering with delight as she sped off down the street towards the waiting arms of another man…

* * * * * * * * * *

“I want to buy you something special to wear on your next date with Jason…”

Sarah’s eyes lit up with intrigue as the words fell from her husband’s lips while the two walked through their local shopping mall. It wouldn’t be the first time that he’d bought her new lingerie to wear for her lover, but the erotic appeal of shopping so flagrantly for something so intimate was nearly impossible to deny.

As the married couple turned towards an upscale boutique that she had come to frequent, Sarah commented offhand, “If I had known it was going to come to this, I’d have locked you in chastity before we left the house this morning!”

Daniel nervously walked behind his wife as she set out in search of something sexy to wear for Jason – the man she had been cuckolding her husband with for the past several months.

It was intoxicating to see the animal that Jason brought out in his wife, and nearly every rack that they stepped past had him imagining what Sarah would look like on her knees in the various lace garments with her stud’s impressively thick cock buried deep in her pussy or her ass…

“Is there anything that I can help you find?” one of the salesgirls asked sweetly as she appeared from around a corner as Sarah was looking over a display of leather-like corsets.

She grinned with a gleam in her eye as she looked up.

“I’m looking for something special for date night with my boyfriend,” she told the young blonde happily, not giving her husband standing behind her a second glance.

“Something … really hot!” she added with a wink as she gave the tight-fitting corsets another look before turning her attention to hear what suggestions the salesgirl had to offer.

“I see!” the girl replied excitedly. “Sounds like somebody’s in for a fun night, which is just the kind of thing that we specialize in here…”

Daniel followed from a few steps away, trying his best to disguise the hard-on in his jeans as the two women looked over a variety of skimpy lace and velvet and even a couple of leather items, none of which seemed to quite capture the mood that his wife was envisioning until finally the salesgirl produced a custom ordered item that its would-be owner had neglected to pick up.

“I love it!” Sarah exclaimed as she took the soft padded hanger from the girl’s hands to more closely examine the fine lace micro-dress that she had found in the back of the store.

The dress left almost nothing to the imagination, cascading down the body with a blatantly see through mesh that was so fine, only the accent lines that outlined the breasts and ran down the wearer’s sides could be seen – the rest was a pure tease of black netting along the skin that made Daniel’s mouth dry with agony thinking of his wife sliding into the luxurious lingerie for the lust of another man.

“What’s great about this,” the salesgirl explained, “is that it’s simple enough to conceal underneath whatever you’re wearing out that night, so you get that appeal of getting to wear it all night long. I think the girl who ordered it had picked out one of our mesh tops that she was going to wear over it– we’ve probably got one if you’d like to try them on together…”

“Absolutely…” Sarah cooed as she followed the blonde back to the changing rooms, holding the sexy lingerie out for her husband to admire with wide eyes while she awaited the matching top that she had been promised. When the girl had returned, they both disappeared into one of the larger changing rooms where the salesgirl continued to pitch Sarah on the features of the expensive-looking item as Daniel could only eavesdrop from the couch on the other side of the divider.

“I don’t know why that girl didn’t come back to get this,” the girl spoke, “but your figure ought to be just about perfect for it…”

“See – between the mesh of the top and the lingerie itself, you’re still putting everything on display, yet it’s elegant enough that you could get away with going out for a nice dinner or dancing first…”

“And it’s even got these little hooks where we can add a set of garters for stockings if you’d like…”

“That’s perfect!” he heard his wife reply. “My boyfriend is a real fan of stockings, so I could wear this with my leather skirt and it’d probably cover up the straps just fine.”

“Definitely!” the salesgirl agreed.

“I think he’s going to just die when he sees you in this,” she continued. “Do you want me to call him over to the door for a quick peek now???”

“Oh,” Daniel then heard his wife chuckle, “that’s not my boyfriend out there. That’s my husband … he’s just here to pay for everything for me!”

“Well you lucky girl, then…”

The two emerged from the dressing room several minutes later with Sarah once again fully clothed, the look on the salesgirl’s face assuring him that regardless of the price she had clearly already made the sale. Before they proceeded to the checkout counter, he watched as she also helped his wife choose a new pair of sexy, black silk stockings and a set of garter straps to go along with her scandalous, new micro-dress.

“With tax, it comes to $349.98,” the salesgirl finally directed her attention to Daniel as she waited for him to hand over his credit card before proceeding to box each of the intimate garments up in bright pink tissue paper like the luxurious prizes that they were.

Handing him first the receipt and then the glossy gift bag for him instinctively to carry, the blonde commented with a wink in Sarah’s direction, “You know, every woman deserves a new pair of shoes when she’s got a hot date – there’s a place a few stores down that your wife would probably love…”

Daniel merely nodded as his wife thanked her, then guided him out of the store before twisting the self-inflicted knife a bit further…

“Jason’s jaw is going to drop when he sees me in this,” Sarah gushed as the two continued on down the corridor. “Great idea, honey!”

As he stewed in the submissive mindset that came from encouraging his wife’s naughty behaviors, they eventually came to stop in front of the designer shoe store that the previous salesgirl had hinted towards.

Reading the nervous hesitation on her husband’s face, Sarah finally cut in and told him, “You don’t actually have to buy me a new pair of shoes here – I know that this place is really expensive.”

Unable to look away as his eyes scanned the iconic, red-bottomed soles of the stiletto heels in the store’s window, he eventually met eyes with his wife and confessed, “It’s just that … I’ve always had this fantasy of you wearing a pair of really sexy, expensive boots…”

“…for another guy?” Sarah finished his sentence with a raised eyebrow.

Daniel nodded his head as he did his best to clear the lump in his throat.

Walking over to take a closer look, Sarah reviewed the choices on display in the window for a moment and then asked him matter-of-factly, “What do you think about those?”

She pointed to a pair of sleek, black leather ankle boots with a series of bondage-like straps that wrapped around laces that ran down the front of each boot.

“Those are sexy,” her husband replied quietly.

Sarah thought for a moment, then turned and proposed, “Your bonus that you just got – the one you were going to use to buy a new gaming computer – that would probably be enough to pay for those boots for me.”

He looked back at his wife humbly and nodded.

“And let me be clear,” she continued, “that if you buy me these boots, I’m only wearing them for other men – not for you.”

“I’ll wear them next weekend with my new lingerie for my date with Jason,” she said bluntly.

“Hell, I’ll probably keep them on all night while he fucks me.”

“But they’re not for you,” she emphasized.

“Don’t be surprised if I don’t even let you kiss them or take them off my feet later.”

“Do you think you can handle that kind of denial???”

Reaching down openly in the middle of the mall, Sarah briefly grabbed hold of her husband’s erection that was barely concealed by his pants … merely to acknowledge that they were both on the same page in that very moment.

Staring into her beautiful, brown eyes as his submission swirled viciously around his head, the man meekly replied, “Yes, my Queen…” before he was then led into the shoe store and spent another $1,300 on the prized ankle boots that his wife would later wear while she was fucking her boyfriend.

Before they left the mall that afternoon, Sarah also guided her husband into a bath and beauty store where she instructed him to pick out some bath salts that he thought she would enjoy, followed by her selection of a new perfume that she told him she wanted because it made her think of sex…

On the car ride home, the empowered wife gave her husband a shopping list of his own to pick up over the next week, including a new razor and hair removal products for her, a bottle of her favorite wine to enjoy while she was getting ready for her date, and of course, a fresh box of condoms – sized to fit her lover, but not necessarily himself.

* * *

Kneeling beside his wife’s bath as she soaked luxuriously with a glass of red wine in one hand and soft music playing in the background, Daniel readied the razor and shave gel for when Sarah would ask him to proceed with tending to her legs in preparation for her date with her lover only a few hours away…

“Make sure you go nice and slow,” the married woman coached her submissive husband as she sipped and watched him carefully shaving every inch of her legs from her thighs all the way down to her recently pampered and pedicured toes. “Jason will be very upset with you if he finds a single nick from that blade on my skin.”

Her husband’s dick stirred inside of its chastity cage as her lover’s name flowed so casually from her lips, though Sarah merely laughed to herself and closed her eyes once more while she let her husband service her in the luxury that she had finally been convinced that she deserved.

Once her legs were silky smooth, Sarah arched her back with a smile as she informed him, “You’re not done shaving just yet…”

Daniel awed at the hot water gently running down his wife’s breasts as she then not-so-discretely guided him through shaving her pussy for her boyfriend as well, taking great pleasure in pointing out that it would be closest he would be coming to her sex prior to her lover filling her in a way that his own locked, little dick could never dream of doing.

“How does it make you feel to prepare your wife so intimately for another man?” she asked him caustically as he nervously removed the hair from between her legs.

“If it wasn’t for that steel cage around your dick, you know that I wouldn’t let you anywhere near this pussy, don’t you???”

As their cuckolding experience grew, humiliating her husband had become one of Sarah’s favorite turn-ons about getting ready to go out without him, and from simply looking down her nose at him as he shaved her pubic hair to enjoying the thought of how painful the stirring between his own legs must be on account of the sharp spikes that she had chosen to line his cage, she could already feel her nipples growing hard and would’ve gladly fondled herself right there in the tub while he worked…

…except that by then she had also learned how wonderful the slow build of foreplay could be, leading up to her time alone with her boyfriend and the things that he would do to her in spite of her horny, locked up husband that she’d left behind at home…

After her grooming regiment was complete, Sarah allowed her submissive the opportunity to dry her naked, wet body with their fluffiest towels before she took to work on her hair while Daniel proceeded with applying a sensuous layer of body butter along every inch of her skin.

While her husband focused his every attention on her, the married woman used that time to savor the anticipation of date night with her boyfriend, shutting Daniel out of her mind in a rather humbling fashion as she instead toyed with fantasies about feeling Jason’s firm hands around her waist and tasting his overwhelming kiss on her lips. The thrill of doing her hair and makeup and putting on lingerie for a man other than her husband intensified with each time that she would glance down to see her pathetic husband dutifully massaging her legs or even rubbing the cool, cucumber-scented lotion into her ass.

Once he had finished applying her body lotion as ordered, it was all that he had left to do but kneel behind her and place his lips squarely on his wife’s ass while she carefully did her makeup for her date in a way that previously he’d have been lucky to see her do once or twice a year for himself.

Sarah absolutely adored the transformation that she was watching taking place in the mirror in front of her, from the deep lines around her eyes and the succulent red on her lips to the submissive kneeling behind her who seemed to sink even further into his role for every step that she rose higher.

Taking a break from her makeup to slide into some of her lingerie, Sarah said nothing to acknowledge her kneeling hubby as she walked to her dresser and produced from the back of her intimates drawer a sexy, black leather thong that she knew always made Daniel ache with jealousy.

Sliding the sleek panties up her freshly shaven legs, she shivered inside at the sensation of the cool leather against her bare pussy lips, knowing all too well that by the time the night was through the underwear would be left sticky and soiled from her arousal for her husband to clean up by hand the following day…

Feeling her husband’s eyes staring at her from his place in the bathroom, the haughty brunette then decided it was time to turn up the intensity in the room as she turned to the shopping bags that they’d gotten at the mall earlier that day. Taking the glossy, pink and black box containing her expensive, new lingerie and placing it front and center on the bed, Sarah pleasantly folded back the paper lining and retrieved the scandalous micro-dress again once more, this time holding it up to her naked form as she admired her figure in the mirror and knowing all too well what it was capable of doing to both of the boys in her life.

Once she had carefully attached each of the six straps that would thereafter be used to hold her new stockings taut, Sarah slid her curvy body into the transparent dress and immediately fell in love with how it framed the leather thong covering her sex, not to mention brought even more attention to her boobs. She felt incredibly sexy even without the stockings adorning her legs, but after opening the package and then taking the time to savor the sensation of sliding their smooth silk up her bare legs, Sarah felt a new level of elegance as she snapped each of the garters into place and once again pushed her aching husband out of her mind in favor of the sexy man who she was getting herself all dressed up to impress.

Adding some dangling earrings and a special necklace that her husband had bought for her many anniversaries ago, the woman was eager to see her completed look and quickly retrieved her jaw-dropping, black leather skirt from the closet, followed by the black mesh top that she’d gotten to wear over her lingerie at the boutique that afternoon.

When all that she was missing was her footwear, she called for her husband to crawl into the bedroom, pointing him to retrieve the box containing his bondage gear for the night from a corner while she patiently eyed the second box from the mall that contained her undeniable, new ankle boots.

“I don’t know how else to make this abundantly clear,” Sarah told him sternly as she first fitted the leather bondage mitts over his hands, then cuffed them close to his waist.

“…but what’s in that next box – it’s not for you,” she scolded as she then locked a pair of ankle cuffs around her husband’s ankles, limiting his ability to move around their house in her absence.

“The designer boots that you bought me … I intend to wear for my boyfriend,” she continued as she nonchalantly slid the thick, padded leather bondage hood over her husband’s head, cinching the laces down tightly as she drove her point home.

“You may have been lucky enough to worship my boots in the past, but much like this sexy lingerie that your wife is wearing right now, those hot ankle boots are something that she only gets out when she’s going to be with a real man.”

“You don’t deserve to lick them.”

“That money you worked so hard all year long to earn – your wife is going to wear out the door on her feet and into the arms of a more well-endowed man than you are…”

Only once she had tightened the laces and padlocked the collar around her submissive’s neck, Sarah then stepped around her husband to open the shoebox and reveal the new boots that she was going to enjoy wearing just as much as he was going to enjoy yearning for.

Sliding her toes into the rich, black leather felt absolutely exquisite, and as she slowly raised each of the zippers until the boots cradled her ankles with a newfound air of dominance and superiority, Sarah unexpectedly found herself quite entitled by her decision to deny her husband access to the sexy, new footwear, walking back and forth to admire herself in the mirror as he desperately strained but for a single glance.

“I love my new boots, cuckold,” Sarah told her husband proudly, “and I think that my boyfriend is really going to enjoy them, too.”

With that, she disappeared into the bathroom once more to put the finishing touches on her makeup before returning just long enough to do the same with her husband’s bondage predicament, knowing deep inside that the sooner she got out the door, the sooner she could look forward to Jason’s hands on her body…

…not to mention wandering up her new lingerie, too.

* * * * * * * * * *

Sarah felt like she was on cloud nine as she stepped out of her car at the valet station in front of the upscale restaurant where her boyfriend had told her to meet him, walking slowly and savoring every step on her new designer heels as she weighed the vision of her cuckold hubby in bondage back at home while she was out, dressed to the nines, and about to rendezvous with the man of her fantasies…

“You look incredible!” Jason greeted her with an enthusiastic smile as he stared the woman up and down as she approached.

“I feel incredible!” the married woman purred in return as the two embraced, with Sarah’s lips so effortlessly sliding into her lover’s as his welcoming hands pulled her close while also grabbing a quick feel of her tight ass through her sexy, leather skirt to boot.

“I’ve been so horny for you…” Sarah whispered in between kisses as the two openly embraced in the cool, open air.

“You look beautiful,” he told her in reply as he gazed into her eyes. “I hope you had fun getting ready today…”

“You know that I always do!” she beamed as she sucked his tongue into her mouth once more, savoring every taste of his passion before finally breaking away and settling into his arm so that he could escort her into the restaurant to begin the evening that they’d both been looking forward to all week.

* * *

“This is a really great top for you…” Jason grinned as he ran his fingers along Sarah’s shoulder, caressing the simple, black mesh that barely separated him from her bare skin.

“Just wait ‘til you see what I’ve got on underneath!” she purred as she slid her body closer to his in the private booth that they shared overlooking the city lights.

“I can almost see it now!” he retorted, copping a quick feel of his date’s breast, his thumb gingerly grazing her nipple, before landing in equally daring territory where her leather skirt met her thigh.

“Hey - a little tease never hurt anybody…” Sarah cooed as she leaned in for a soft kiss, closing her eyes as she felt her lover’s hand gently sliding to the inside of her thigh along the edge of her stocking under the table.

“Do you think that your husband would agree with that sentiment?” the man challenged as he rubbed the inside of Sarah’s thigh invitingly, leading her to casually spread her legs as much as the leather of her skirt would allow.

“If you knew what my husband endured for this date…” the married woman snickered as she nibbled at her lover’s firm lips, adding, “…he craves to be teased before his wife goes out and does the things that I do with you.”

Jason smiled proudly as he held his prize close while the waiter temporarily interrupted them to refill their wine glasses.

“So tell me…” the stud inquired as their privacy was once again restored, his hands holding Sarah like there was no question that she was his, “…what did you put the old boy through before our date here tonight???”

Sarah blushed unexpected as her mind revisited the image that she’d left home with of Daniel bound on his hands and knees, the leather hood locked on his head and the equally debilitating steel cage locked around his dick.

“Well…” she grinned through her perfect, burgundy lips as she paused to take a long drink from her wine, “for starters, he insisted on taking me shopping … he wanted to buy me something special for me to wear just for you!”

Reaching down and taking her lover’s hand, she guided him back to her waist where he could best notice the tight, micro-dress that was hidden underneath her mesh top.

“You should’ve seen how he squirmed once the salesgirl realized that he was buying it for me to wear out with somebody else…” she laughed as she slid her boyfriend’s hand back down to the leather around her waist, feeling a chill of excitement run through her body all the way to her toes in her new designer boots as she savored the jab of superiority.

“He bought me something else, too,” Sarah then added boastfully, standing abruptly from her place nearly in her boyfriend’s lap and stepping aside to raise one of her booted feet and place it boldly between his legs.

“Wow!” Jason remarked impressed as he first looked up at his girl standing powerfully over him, then took her booted foot in his hands and paused to admire the new boots more closely.

“These are hot…” he told Sarah, caressing both the rich leather around her foot in addition to her silk stocking-clad calf that extended from its top. Noticing the distinct, glossy red bottom of the boot in his lap, he added, “…and they must’ve cost him a fortune, too!”

“Oh, they did!” Sarah smirked as she slid back into her seat, straddling her boyfriend’s leg as she leaned in close and stared deep into his eyes.

“And I’m going to wear them when you fuck me tonight … do you want to know why?”

The woman’s sensual lips only inches from his own, Jason wrapped his hands around the married woman’s waist and held her passionately close.

“Because he’s not allowed to touch them.”

“He’s not allowed to kiss them when I walk out the door…”

“…and he’s not allowed to take them off my sweaty feet when I come back home.”

Sarah ground herself unabashedly against her lover as she detailed the erotic denial that thrilled her so.

“These sexy, designer boots – that cost my husband his entire bonus this year – are my date night boots!”

The couple’s breathing hastened as Sarah’s thoughts of dominating and ultimately denying her husband intensified.

“I can’t wait to have you on your back with these new boots of yours up in the air…” Jason growled as he sucked hungrily at the base of Sarah’s neck in the relative privacy of their own intimate corner of the restaurant while the few other patrons dining on the terrace were none the wiser.

“My cuckold would do anything just to clean off my booties after I come home from a night of hot, sweaty sex wearing these beauties…” Sarah chuckled as she guided her boyfriend’s hands up to toy openly with her now very clearly erect nipples.

“But he’s not going to do that, is he, slut???” the man countered as he twisted Sarah’s tender nipples between his fingers simultaneously, causing her to bite her lip to hold back a much louder response.

“Of course not, Sir…” she stammered out, her skirt now nearly up around her waist as she anxiously rubbed her clit against his leg with only his pants and her leather thong separating the two.

Pinching her nipples harder, he pulled her close and sneered into her lips, “And why is that?”

Sarah thought intently for the overwhelming moment, then with her lips pressed up against her lover’s, she confessed, “He doesn’t deserve to touch these boots…”

Wiggling her toes instinctively inside of their sexy home, Sarah’s lips fully gave into Jason’s as her body tingled with pleasure and excitement. As the two struggled to catch their breath only moments before their waiter would once again return, this time with their meals, Jason leaned over and whispered proudly into his date’s ear, “It turns me on that you’re only going to wear those new boots for me…”

Sarah beamed as she turned in for a tender kiss before admitting back to him, “Me too.”

* * *

Reaching inside of the married woman’s panties within seconds of arriving at his midtown apartment, Jason asked Sarah amusingly in between kisses, “This leather thong of yours is pretty wet, too … are you going to let him have anything to do with that???”

Sarah grinned evilly as she let him carry her across the room to his bed, telling him, “You know, before I left, I stuffed my old panties in his face so he’d have to smell my sex all night while I was gone … maybe I should gag him with these ones when I get home!”

Jason laughed as he laid her down on her back and expertly slid them off of her hips, dangling them on the end of his finger like a prize to show off before tossing them to the side.

“You are a wicked woman…” he proclaimed as he dropped his pants to the floor and kicked them away as well.

“And don’t you forget it!” Sarah retorted proudly, spreading her legs for him as she tore of her mesh top while also directing him, “There’s a new box of condoms in my purse.”

“He bought those for me, too!”

Quickly tearing the box open and retrieving the first foil pouch to slip onto his already swollen member, Jason looked over at the sight of Sarah spread out so invitingly in her seductive, new lingerie, capped off with her expensive, designer ankle boots, and grabbed her phone out of her purse to capture the erotic moment for her own future devious desires.

“I want one of your cock penetrating me…” the woman purred softly after she posed for several shots showing off her new boots and her scandalous micro-dress and even her shaved pussy waiting for her lover’s cock.

“Do you ever show him these pictures?” Jason asked as he stood between her legs at the foot of the bed, extending just the tip of his large cock inside of her as Sarah looked down to watch it invade her, almost as if in awe…

“Sometimes I do,” Sarah spoke as she felt his head gently inside of her lips, waiting anxiously for more to fill her.

“…and sometimes I keep them just for myself,” she admitted, locking eyes with him as her phone continued to capture the erotic moment in every detail.

Jason smiled as he continued to feed his cock inside of her slippery pussy.

“And I assume that you touch yourself when you look back at these photos by yourself?” he asked with a playful grin.

Sarah blushed again, continuing to watch the cock creep slowly and teasingly inside of her.

“Yes, Sir – I do.”

“Sometimes I’ll pull my phone out and think about your cock inside of me when I’m having a rough day at work…”

“Last week when I had Daniel eating me out, I blindfolded him so that he wouldn’t see me looking at pictures of you fucking me while he was busy between my legs…”

Taking one of her booted ankles in one hand and gently guiding her legs into the air, Jason moved to focus the camera on the wife’s clearly smiling face.

“I think it’s important that he knows just how much you enjoy being fucked by another man.”

Sarah beamed as she looked back into the camera, feeling her boyfriend’s cock nearly to his balls inside of her pussy.

“I really love being fucked by you, Jason,” she spoke happily as she felt his cock finally filling her completely.

“My husband can’t fill my pussy like this,” she added almost with tears of joy in her eyes. “That’s why I need you inside of me and him locked up back at home on his knees…”

With that, Jason tossed her phone down on the bed next to her and took her other ankle in his free hand, first gliding his thick cock gently back and forth as her body rippled with enjoyment, but quickly working up to a much more rapid thrusting that soon had Sarah moaning out in ecstasy…

“Oh god, fuck me…” she cried as his cock hammered into her like her husband’s could’ve never dreamed, holding her legs straight up as her lover anchored himself with his strong hands wrapped around her new boots while she clawed at her nipples through her skimpy lingerie.

Thinking back to her husband on the floor in their bedroom at home, Sarah’s attitude turned to cruel as she laughed in her head at the thought of the spikes inside of his chastity cage digging harshly into the flesh of his tiny dick as he fantasized about her being impaled by a more capable and well-endowed lover.

She pictured herself standing over him just before she had left, with his bondage hood fully locked in place and her satin panties pressed against his nose, desperate for any contact with her sexually as she walked away without even allowing him to pay tribute to her feet as had previously become customary.

Sarah then pictured her boyfriend standing there in the bedroom with her, his arms around her as they passionately embraced while her pathetic husband was still bound and helpless at their feet.

Maybe she would make him lick Jason’s shoes before he fucked her…

Or maybe she would tie him to a chair and sit on his lap as she was giving her lover a blowjob…

As Jason’s incredible cock plunged in and out of her with vigor and intensity, she wanted her husband to earn that new nametag that he wore around his neck.

Sarah wanted her cuckold to suffer.

And as her head filled with more restrictive and elaborate bondage ideas, and more open and flagrant dates, her body began to spasm at the force of her boyfriend’s cock in a way that made her feel absolutely justified with every wicked thought and nasty desire that came through her head…

* * *

“You know, I’m thinking about keeping him in chastity more often…” she purred as the two snuggled tightly under the sheets, exhausted after their third collective set of orgasms of the evening.

“That would turn you on, wouldn’t it?” Jason asked with a modest smile as he held the married woman close in his arms.

Sarah just smiled and nodded warmly, and the two embraced a while longer before the man finally leaned over and retrieved a small box from the top drawer of his nightstand.

“Then if you’re interested in getting a little more serious, I suppose it’s probably safe to give you this…” he told her as he put the grey box in her hands.

Opening it carefully, Sarah smiled and gave her lover a deep kiss as she told him, “I love it.”

Inside the box was a sparkling, gold necklace chain, the center of which hung an ornate script that stated their relationship as eloquently as the tag she had hung around her husband’s neck earlier that day…

JASON’S SLUT

* * * * * * * * * *

(six months later…)

Sarah towered over her husband as his lips gently praised the six-inch stiletto pumps on her feet.

Her latest pair of high heels were a vibrant scarlet red in patent leather to match the jaw dropping red latex dress that tightly hugged her curves and showed off every last perfection.

Complemented further by the saucy fishnet stockings that disappeared up her legs and hinted at further treasures she had hidden underneath, she knew it was more than enough to make the man at her feet drool … but of course, his opinion was the last on her mind as she glanced over at the clock and noticed the time…

“Finish up!” she commanded, playfully bringing her other foot around to rest her heel on the back of his neck while he dutifully worshipped his wife’s foot before finally taking a step back and reminding him, “Jason’s going to be here soon and I don’t want to keep him waiting…”

As Daniel’s eyes continued to remain fixated on his wife’s delectable feet, he couldn’t help but stare at the thick, gold chain that hung from her right ankle. He knew that it had been a gift a few months prior from her boyfriend, but more important was what dangled freely from the chain – a long, thin key that corresponded to the latest chastity belt that his wife had locked around his dick.

“I think as long as I’m going to be dating another man, my darling husband should be locked up … don’t you agree?” he remembered her saying the day that the new and even more intimidating steel chastity cage had arrived in the mail.

“Yes, my Queen…” he had solemnly replied before presenting himself for Sarah to lock the impressive device onto his significantly less impressive member, seemingly hypnotized by her glowing smile as she watched the cage completely engulf his tiny dick, leaving only his balls exposed for times when she felt like putting her riding crop to good use.

Even worse yet, though, he came to find that the steel punishment spikes inside of this new cage were also electrified by the remote that Sarah kept in her purse at all times, knowing that any time she felt the whim to tease or torment her cuckold husband from near or afar, his torture was only the push of a button away.

“Go on – in your cage…” Sarah ordered as he stared at her legs like a lost puppy dog.

Crawling on his hands and knees over to the heavy, steel cage that had been added to the corner of their bedroom, Daniel shuddered at how his wife’s domination had evolved as she impatiently tapped her red platform heel waiting for him to crawl into his self-imposed prison where she would even further lock him away while she savored the erotic embrace of her favorite lover.

Holding up a padded bar at one end of the cage, Sarah waited for her cuckold to inch himself forward and insert his head through the circular hole at one end of the cage before dropping the bar back into place, thus securing only his head sticking out of the device – but still very much unable to move – as the rest of his body remained locked behind the cage’s heavy bars.

Crouching over next to the cage, her sexy latex dress rolling up but now out of her husband’s vision, the married woman made quick work of padlocking the leather cuffs around each of his wrists and ankles to specific rings along the cage’s edges until he was even further spread and exposed as she closed the door shut with a heavy clang and locked it as well with a much heavier, brass padlock.

Sarah then retrieved a leather muzzle from the top of the cage and turned her attention back to her husband’s face which was now firmly focused down at the floor in front of him.

Smiling wickedly as she admired the ingenuity of this particular piece of bondage gear, the cruel woman expertly cinched each of the numerous straps around her submissive’s head before eventually producing the thick piece of padded leather that would cover his face and muffle his actual cries while she was otherwise occupied…

“I had Jason wear this the other night when we were having some fun,” Sarah told her husband with a grin as she held the leather jock up to his face, its smells already throwing his senses into a whirlwind as he fought to linger on his wife’s perfume and not the heavy scent of her boyfriend’s sweat and semen on leather that he was about to be gagged with.

“If it makes you feel any better,” she continued soothingly as she snapped the jock over Daniel’s nose and mouth, “that pre-cum that you’re smelling right now … I tasted a whole lot more than that by the time we were done!”

Sarah laughed openly at her husband’s predicament as she stood up and over him once more, thrilled knowing how open and exposed he was while the only thing he could still see of his beautiful wife were the slut-worthy shoes that she wore on her feet.

To add insult to injury, he then felt the shocking spikes within his chastity cage come to life as Sarah playfully toyed with her remote in one hand while he heard her dialing her boyfriend’s number to check on his arrival with the other…

Mumbling and moaning into the leather gag that had previously cradled his wife’s lovers cock and balls, Daniel writhed in agony at Sarah’s amusement while she sat above him on top of his cage, dangling her heels on either side of his head until what seemed like a lifetime later that it all unexpectedly stopped when there was a knock at the front door and she had disappeared like a rabbit.

The time passed even more slowly and cruelly as his arms and legs strained against his bondage inside of the heavy, steel cage, occasionally hearing his wife sharing conversation downstairs but otherwise devoid of input until eventually their voices grew louder and he heard Sarah once again enter their bedroom … this time accompanied by the man who had been fucking her for the past many months.

Overwhelmed by the stench of manhood pressed firmly against his nose and lips, a moment later Daniel saw his wife’s tall heels re-enter his line of sight, along with the black dress shoes of her lover, as they passionately embraced nearly on top of him.

Every coo and soft moan and lick of his wife’s lips made his own dick quiver despite being surrounded by cruel spikes, and just when he thought that he could almost picture her boyfriend’s hands groping eagerly at the shiny red latex that an hour prior he had been tasked with meticulously shining against his wife’s gorgeous body…

…that’s when she turned his electrodes on once more – to highlight the pleasure she was about to enjoy with her lover, with her original love’s sweet, sweet agony as her cuckold.
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