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A Married Tease

She took a taxi to the restaurant.

The driver kept trying to make conversation. She could see his eyes in the rearview mirror, checking her out. She sat with her legs together, knowing that if she crossed them, the skirt would only slide up higher and reveal more of her body to him. She mentioned her husband several times, but it made no difference.

Normally, these things would have made her angry. In some ways, they still did. But she knew how she had dressed, and she knew what she looked like. She had deliberately gone out to get attention, to make her sex appeal unignorable. She couldn’t really complain, then, when she got that attention, even from people she wasn’t interested in.

Besides, interested or not, she couldn’t deny that there was a certain thrill to knowing that he was another guy who wanted her. A guy who would probably keep the image of her in his brain long after she had gone on to have a night unlike anything he could probably even imagine.

He pulled up at the restaurant, and she paid him, smiling politely as he said good night. As she walked across the parking lot, the car didn’t leave. Its headlights were like proxies for his eyes that she could feel watching her as she headed to the door, thinking all kinds of naughty thoughts about her. But she put him out of her mind, ready to meet her date.

The hostess smiled professionally, but Rachel could see her checking out her outfit. A young woman, probably around William’s age. Pretty, too. Maybe the kind of girl he should have been dating, instead of being locked in chastity by an older married woman. But this was what he wanted. More importantly, she said to herself with a little internal smile, it was what she wanted. And as the goddess in the room, that was all that mattered.

William was already waiting for her. As she walked across the restaurant, following the hostess, Rachel kept her eyes on him, smiling broadly. She ignored the way heads turned toward her, the way strangers looked her up and down. She still wasn’t used to it. It had been happening all her life, but never with the same regularity, the same intensity, that it did now. Because she never used to dress like this.

Now, every outfit was designed for maximum effect, and every time they went out, she found herself at the center of a bubble of attention, the center, probably, of multiple conversations that would be had in that restaurant or in the car on the way home. The center too, maybe, of some fantasies that might be created that night.

Excitement burned low in her stomach as she took a seat. William rose from his seat, his hand on her waist as he leaned in to kiss her. She had only recently started allowing him to kiss her mouth, and this time, she decided against it, turning her cheek at the last minute so that he kissed that instead. Keep them frustrated. Keep him wanting. That was the whole game.

His eyes traveled over her body in that hungry way they did as she took a seat at the table. He had chosen the table well, if it was his choice. A booth near the back of the restaurant where the light was at its dimmest, where the tiny sequins sewn into her dress barely found any light to capture and reflect. Private. Intimate. Everything she could want. And already, ideas were swirling inside her mind.

The dinner date was a good one, because it meant she got to tease him for longer. It meant she had to control herself, at least a little. The hardest part of playing with William was not having sex with him. She loved her husband, had sworn to be faithful to him, and she meant to uphold that. Especially now that they had agreed that oral sex didn’t count.

Still, she wanted William. She wanted him badly. She could picture, all too easily, his lean young body under his clothes, and that cock she had locked away, the key on its chain around her neck assuming a weight out of all proportion with its actual size. It was almost as if she could feel it from where she sat, the dull aching throb of his desire, of his need for her. It filled every silence between them, made the air heavy with denial and desperation. It made her feel so powerful, so hot, so sexy, and the restaurant setting helped to keep her from jumping on him right there and then and demanding the satisfaction she craved, in an echo of his own desperate lust.

“So how have you been?”

She perused the menu as she spoke, the two of them simply chatting, as if there wasn’t something absolutely insane going on between them. William was less good at the pretense than she was.

“Desperate,” he said, and she smiled as she looked up at him.

“Well, maybe you should try to think of other things.”

“Other things? Like what? I can’t think of anything else but you.”

Her heart contracted at his words. Of course there were times when she felt she had gone too far. Of course there were times when she felt she was being too cruel. This handsome young man ought to have been dating a woman who could give him a real relationship instead of whatever this was, and instead, here he was, trapped in a sexless kinky situation as the side piece of a married woman.

But they both knew he could free himself any time he wanted. All he had to do was ask. He wouldn’t. She knew that as well as he did. Because he wanted this. Just as John did, just as she did, the three of them locked in this strange relationship that none of them could explain, none of them had expected, but none of them could walk away from.

Rachel glanced around the restaurant before answering, dark hair sliding over her shoulders with the movement of her head. There was enough distance between the tables, she judged, that she could speak plainly if she kept her voice down, and the thrill of doing that in public only added to the excitement of the scene they were in.

“Well, then, you can think of ways you can better serve me. Not sex, obviously,” she said with a cruel little giggle. “Other things you can do for me. Little chores around the house, things like that. I still have to bring you back to my place. There’s so much I could have you do over there.”

She smiled as she stared into his eyes, savoring the stricken expression on his face. They had talked about this before, of course. In the heat of the moment, in the wild rush of sex. And she had talked about it with John, too. The more she thought about it, the more she knew she wanted to make it happen. To turn William into her little chore boy, to make him work for her like a slave while she did whatever she wanted. Relaxed on the sofa or enjoyed a meal or, best of all, fucked her husband.

The idea of that, the breathtaking cruelty of it all, never failed to send a jolt of excitement racing straight to her clenching pussy. Just like it did now. Her breasts rose and fell in her tight dress as she heaved a big sigh, trying her best to control herself even as she felt the ready wetness between her thighs.

“You think that thinking about that would calm me down?”

Williams’ eyes flashed as he spoke, and Rachel felt a delicious shiver of danger. She was usually surprised by how easy it was to get him to go along with what she wanted. But tonight, for whatever reason, it seemed he was in a defiant mood. And the part of her that was scared by that was drowned out by the part that felt turned on by it.

“Why? Are you saying it would turn you on?”

She held his gaze with her own, even as her stomach fluttered with nervousness. As usual, she had no idea what she was doing, and she felt that she might be playing with fire. But that was the fun of it.

As she spoke, she leaned forward on the table. She knew how it pushed up her breasts from underneath, flaunting them in the low-cut neck of her cleavage-baring dress, and her smirk only grew wider as she watched William doing his best not to stare. But he never had a chance. And when he looked down, she saw his eyes find the key hanging from its chain around her neck, that cruel and teasing reminder of the source of all her power. Under the table, she squeezed her thighs together.

“Doing my laundry. Shining my shoes. I already made you clean my car, but there’s no reason you couldn’t do it again. I’m sure my husband has lots of things he needs done around the house, too. You could free up some of his time so he can spend it with me. Would you like that?”

“No,” William pouted, and Rachel smiled. Forcing herself to project confidence with every fiber of her being, she sat back in her chair again, smiling at him like his obedience was a foregone conclusion.

“Well, that’s too bad. Because I would like it, and I think we both know which of us wins that little battle, don’t we?”

Like she had at home earlier, she played with the chain around her neck, making the key dance in front of William’s wary eyes. He knew he was completely overmatched, of course. The entire relationship was built on that. Still, he seemed to be in a defiant mood that night, like he was trying not to admit the truth of his hopeless situation.

“It’s okay. You’ll get used to it. At least it will keep you busy. Maybe keep you from thinking about jerking that big cock of yours, when you know you can’t. Or maybe not. Maybe it will just make that chastity to feel even tighter.”

Not for the first time, Rachel could hardly believe how evil she was being. But she knew by now how much that excited her. And him, too, of course. Exactly this cruelty, that he seemed to be bristling against at the moment, was what made him want her as badly as he did.

William watched her from across the table. She turned her eyes back to the menu, as if the matter was settled, as if she had said her final word on the subject. But the whole time, her thoughts were racing. Thinking about what her next move might be, thinking about how she could take things even further and show this newly defiant boy exactly why she called all the shots.

A little humiliation never hurt anyone, she thought to herself with a smile.

William was still looking at her when she raised her eyes back to him.

“You know what? I haven’t seen that caged cock of yours for a little while. Go to the bathroom, right now, and take a picture of it. Send it to me.”

William blinked.

“Here?”

“Yes, here,” she said, as if there was nothing more obvious in the world. “Go on. Don’t keep me waiting, or you might find the chores that I make you do even more unpleasant than they need to be.”

He blinked again. But she could see his resolve falter. As he stood up from the table, she watched him go, smiling what she intended to be a dazzling smile, completely at odds with her dominant persona.

While William was in the bathroom, a waitress came by. She ordered drinks, knowing what he would want. And all the while, she practically trembled with excitement.

She heard her phone buzz in her bag where it hung on the back of her chair. Smiling to herself, she pulled the device out and looked at the photo she had just been sent. There it was. William’s cock in all its caged glory, the desperate flesh pressing hard against the steel bars like it always did, the erection she wouldn’t allow him painfully obvious.

Again, she squeezed her thighs together under the table, feeling her pussy pulsating with arousal at her ownership of him. It would be so easy to take it out, to play with it however she wanted. Not only would William not complain, but he would probably lose his mind with pure excitement. But she couldn’t do that. Even if she made all the rules, that didn’t mean she didn’t have to follow them. No matter how hard it might be.

By the time he returned to the table, she had recomposed herself, her phone sitting close to her hand. He had a hunted look about him as he sat down in his chair opposite her, browbeaten into submission once again. But Rachel wasn’t done yet.

At times like this, it felt like she was standing on the edge of a high diving board. Two voices in her mind, one telling her to stop, another telling her to jump. It took a real effort of will to do the things she did, and every time he took that plunge, she was never sure how it all might end, whether it would work out for the best. So far, she could say that it had, but every new idea was another roll of the dice.

This was no different. She had an idea by now of how William’s mind worked, of the tricks to his desire, but it was only that, an idea. She could never know for sure how he would react when she tested him. But his defiance that night, mild though it had been, brought the cruelty out of her even more. As if she couldn’t tolerate a challenge from him, couldn’t allow him to get away with questioning her, with defying her even a little. She wanted to make him sorry, and maybe her own sadism should have no longer surprised her, but it still did, and that made it fun.

The waitress reappeared with their drinks, sitting them down on the table in front of them. Just like the hostess, she was young and pretty too, but perhaps not quite as pretty. Did that make what Rachel was about to do better, or worse for William? She didn’t know. But she felt like it made it more amusing for her, at least.

“Are you guys ready to order?”

“I had a question, actually. The sea bass; I had it once in a restaurant in the Caribbean, and it was done a certain way. Here, let me show you.”

Rachel reached for her phone, igniting the screen with the touch of a button. And the first thing that showed on the screen was the photo William had sent her, of his caged cock.

Rachel looked up at the waitress. She watched the young woman’s eyes go wide, watched her jaw literally drop in surprise. She kept looking at the other woman for a couple of seconds longer, making sure she had time to register what it was she was seeing. Then, she glanced at the screen herself, pretending to be embarrassed, pretending to be caught by surprise.

“Oh my God, ignore that,” she said, hurriedly swiping the screen. “You know what, never mind. I’ll have the chicken instead.”

The waitress nodded, looking at Rachel. Her lips tightened against an obvious burst of laughter. Rachel smiled back at the young woman turned her eyes to William, taking his order. But the whole time, Rachel felt like she could see the gears turning in the waitress’s head, thinking about what she had just seen, wondering if that was William’s caged cock that she had glimpsed. Just to drive the point home, Rachel toyed with her necklace again, making the key sparkle and shine.

Once she had taken William’s order, she hurried away. Off to the kitchen to dissolve in a flood of laughter, Rachel was sure. For that matter, it took an effort not to burst into laughter herself. William was staring at her across the table, his face dark. Maybe he guessed already what had happened. But she wasn’t going to leave it a mystery.

“Oops,” she giggled, shrugging her shoulders and knowing how it made her breasts bounce in the tight-fitted dress. “I guess she saw something she shouldn’t have there.”

“Me?”

“Yeah. You. I mean, your face isn’t in it, so she doesn’t know for sure it’s you. Could be some other little slave boy I have under lock and key.”

William’s eyes darted across the restaurant, as though he was worried someone might hear. Even though they both knew that no one could. And he turned his gaze back on her, and the fire in his eyes made her tremble. He was angry, yes. But he was supposed to be. And he was more than just angry. She could see that clearly. He was also deeply, desperately turned on.

“I can’t believe you did that,” he said.

“Well, I did. And where are your manners tonight? Have you forgotten how you’re supposed to address me?”

William’s square jewel moved.

“Mrs. Sanders,” he growled, a sound that made the hairs stand up on the back of her neck.

“That’s right. That’s better. Maybe this will help you remember not to disrespect me.”

He opened his mouth, as if to complain. But he decided not to. Wisely, Rachel thought to herself with another little shiver of excitement. What else would she do to put him in his place? She didn’t know herself. But every step she took down this road, every bit of humiliation and punishment she doled out, made the next one easier.

The waitress was still grinning as she arrived with their meals, and they ate in near silence. Rachel was too excited and too nervous to eat much, and judging by William’s plate, he felt the same way.

When the waitress cleared their plates and asked if they wanted any dessert, Rachel couldn’t resist being playful again.

“No, I have something special in mind for his dessert.”

“I bet you do,” the waitress said, handing William the bill as his face turned bright red.

Rachel felt heat in her own cheeks, and hoped that her makeup hid her blush, hoped she was portraying the confident, dominant goddess she wanted to be, that this young woman would probably be telling her friends about before the night was over.

William paid the bill. Rachel stood, adjusting her dress, stepping away from the table with her boy toy following meekly behind her. Again, heads turned to follow her across the restaurant, and not for the first time, she thought to herself how much more they might stare if they knew the truth of what was really going on. Did anyone else recognize the key around her neck, and what it signified? You never knew what went on behind closed doors. Rachel’s recent adventures had been a potent reminder of that. For all she knew, she might not be the only woman there who kept a man under lock and key, and that thought only added to her excitement as she and William stepped outside.

The feel of the cooler night air was thrilling against the dampness between her thighs, the short skirt of the dress offering very little in the way of cover. Her high heels clicked as she walked across the parking lot, and she thought of the taxi driver, and wondered if he was thinking of her. William certainly was, that was for sure. And for the moment, that was all that mattered. She felt as if she could feel his eyes on her ass, following her every step.

She reached William’s car, and turned toward him. He stepped past her, but she reached out and grabbed his arm. He looked surprised as she pulled him toward her, draping her arms around his neck. He was even more surprised when she pressed her lips against his, kissing him fully, deeply, not simply offering her cheek this time. She felt she had deserved it. And maybe, after what she had just put him through, he needed a little bit of affection. A reminder that, while she loved to make him uncomfortable, to embarrass and humiliate him, there was more going on than just that. His mouth practically melted against hers, and he held her tight, wrapping his arms around her narrow waist, pulling her body against him so that she could feel the hard steel of the chastity cage pressing against her.

“This is so much fun,” she murmured. “I can’t wait to get back to your place.”

“Me neither, Mrs. Sanders,” he said, chastened and newly obedient. Unlocking the car, he opened her door for her, and she slid onto the passenger seat. He got behind the steering wheel, but as he moved to turn on the engine, she placed her hand on his, stopping him.

“No, I mean, I can’t wait.”

While he looked at her in confusion, she shifted on her seat. Her hands reached for the hem of her skirt, sliding it up. It didn’t take much to reveal her pussy to his hungry eyes, and they widened in surprise and hunger at the sight of her sex.

“Make me cum. Right here, right now. Then we can go back to your place and have some more fun.”

William glanced around the parking lot. There was no one in sight but them. Still, there were lots of empty cars, lots of people still in the restaurant, any of whom could come out at any time. That was the point. The risk was the source of the excitement, and Rachel bit her lip that was starting to ache from exactly that gesture as she struggled to contain herself.

William couldn’t resist. Even though it could only make his cock ache even more in the chastity cage, even though it was another humiliation to add to his tally. He wanted her too badly to ever say no to an offer like that. And she smiled, her hand on the back of his neck as he lowered his face down into her lap.

The angle was awkward, the close quarters of the car hardly the ideal place for oral sex. It Rachel made him do it anyway. She sat back in the passenger seat, his head below the dashboard, invisible now from outside. If anyone looked in, all they would see was a woman by herself, dressed to the nines, her face glowing with happiness from a source they probably wouldn’t guess.

And while William licked her, a few couples emerged from the restaurant. No one seemed to notice her, there enjoying herself in her boyfriend’s car. But if they had, it wouldn’t have changed a thing.

“Okay, that’s enough. Good boy. Take me home.”

William wiped his mouth as he sat back upright. He hadn’t made her cum, but that was okay. There would be plenty of time for that later. And he had managed to keep her excitement growing, to keep that fire of lust burning inside her so that all of this kept working, so that her mind kept racing with kinky ideas and her inhibitions didn’t get in the way.

He turned on the engine and pulled out of the parking space. She pulled down her skirt as best she could, still exposing acres of her thighs. The streetlights from outside caught the faint sheen of some of her juices on her skin, and she trembled at the thought of how naughty she had been, how naughty she was going to continue being.

She thought of her husband at home, knowing she was out on a date, wondering what she was doing, waiting to find out what she had done this time. She thought of William’s cock aching inside its unyielding prison, and the key around her neck that he had not even tried to take from her. She thought of the power she had over two men who wanted her so desperately, and it only made her want more.

Together, they pulled up at his apartment. She straightened her dress as she got out of the car, and he let her into the building. She strode into his apartment like she owned the place, suppressing the butterflies in her stomach as she usually did, walking with an arrogant swagger as he closed the door behind her, waiting to see what came next.

Smiling, she turned to face him as she stood in the center of his living room.

“Clothes off. Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. She knew he wouldn’t. She watched him strip off the clothes he had probably carefully chosen for their date, wanting to look his best for a woman who had told him, several times, that he was never going to get to sleep with her. She wondered if he still hoped she would change her mind on that, or whether he had accected his position as her frustrated tease toy. Frankly, she wasn’t sure which idea she preferred.

When William was naked, his clothes in a pile on the floor at his feet, she stepped closer to him. He groaned as she reached out, running fingers and thumb over the black steel bars of his chastity cage. His hands twitched at his sides, wanting to reach out and take hold of her, but not daring to do anything she didn’t give him clear permission to do.

“There it is. My little toy. I don’t care who knows it’s mine. I think it’s so fucking hot.”

He trembled at her touch, and at her words. She knew all too well what it did to him when she talked this way. It had the same effect on John, too. Both men, trapped by her beauty and their desire for her. Both men, letting her get away with the most outrageous ideas. Both men ready to serve a goddess like her.

“Get on your knees,” she said, sliding the skirt of her dress up as she spoke. “Time to finish what you started.”

William did as he was told, kneeling obediently on the floor of his own living room, and she stepped forward, one hand on the back of his head, guiding his face between her legs. She sighed in pleasure as he started.
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