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1. Dressing Her Up

I’m already awake.

That’s one of the rules. One of many. My relationship with my wife is in many ways defined by rules, and all of them are hers. That’s the way we both want it. It’s the way we both like it, even though for me, it sometimes feels impossible to take. Anna drives me crazy. She takes great pleasure in doing it. She knows what she does to me, the wild effect her beauty and her dominance have on me. She knows I can’t resist. And slowly, steadily, she’s used that knowledge to turn me into exactly what she wants me to be.

A submissive husband. But that’s putting it mildly. I’m much more than that, and much less at the same time. There’s not much point beating around the bush. As much as it pains me to admit it, as much as it makes me feel breathless whenever I even think of it, as much as it makes my chest tighten and my head spin and my caged cock throb with desperate longing, there’s no point denying the truth. I’m her cuckold. And that’s the way we both want it.

I wake up before she does, just as I go to bed after her, usually. Part of the rules. After all, as well as being her husband, I’m her servant. My role in life these days is simple. To do what she wants, to do as I’m told, ideally without question and without hesitation.

And if I don’t please my goddess wife? Well, Anna has no problem punishing me for that.

And those are the twin poles my life oscillates between. My desire to avoid her sometimes harsh punishments, and my desperate hope for some kind of reward. Because it seems that Anna gets crueler by the day, that she becomes more secure in her dominance all the time. But sometimes, when she’s feeling particularly generous or I’ve been particularly obedient to her, she’ll reward me. She’ll give me what I want the most in this world, which is her. Her and that incredible body of hers, along with that sexy and deviant mind. And I’m not exaggerating when I say I live for that. As rare as those moments are, they are so incredibly thrilling that I’ll do whatever it takes to have them.

That’s what Anna counts on.

And by the time Anna starts to stir in bed, I’m ready to serve her again. Or as ready as I will ever be, anyway. The coffee is percolating just the way she likes. The bedroom is tidied and cleaned to her specifications. I’m not exactly standing at attention beside the bed, waiting for my dominant goddess wife to wake up and start giving me orders all over again. But I may as well be. My heart is fluttering in my chest, just a little, that faint thrill of nervousness I always feel whenever I’m waiting for her. That thrill that makes me feel more alive than anything else does, that keeps us both playing this wild and scarcely believable game.

She wakes up. And when she sees me standing there, a smile spreads across her gorgeous face. It doesn’t seem to matter how many times she wakes up like this, awaking again to the wild world the two of us share, as if in sleep, she forgets what we are to each other and remembers it only on waking up. It still thrills her to play these games, just like it thrills me. And that’s why she smiles at me as she sits up in bed, fixing me with those stunning eyes of hers and making me fall in love with her all over again.

Anna is a knockout. She always was. But in her mid-30s, she may have reached a peak of beauty that eclipses even the stunning looks she had as a younger woman. Or maybe it’s just because I desire her so much now. But it’s not just me. Every man wants her. And why wouldn’t they? She has eyes the color of some warm and shallow sea, a bright emerald green that sparkles with laughter, that lights up her classically beautiful face whenever she smiles. Her features are delicate and perfectly proportioned, her large eyes set on either side of a slender and delicate nose that sits above a luscious set of lips that are so full and plump and inviting, lots of people think she’s had work done. But my wife is a natural beauty. Her outrageous hourglass figure, hidden from me for now by the blankets she’s under, is natural to her too, though she does plenty of work to maintain it. Above the blankets, I can see the magnetic swell of her bare breasts, her pink nipples engorging right before my eyes, and I gulp as a spasm of desire races through me. The rest of her is covered by the blanket, but I know as well as anyone what lies beneath. A narrow waist and a toned stomach that lead to flared hips that match the impressive swell of her breasts, giving her that hourglass figure that most women would kill for. Incredibly long, toned, sexy legs that she loves to show off, that make men weak at the knees whenever she walks by. I’m biased, of course. So you might be tempted to take it with a pinch of salt when I say that my wife is an absolute sex goddess. Then again, I have plenty of evidence to support it. After all, I’m hardly the only man who has fallen for Anna’s unbelievable charms.

“Good morning, cuckie,” she says as she grins at me. And it’s not like I can ever forget my situation in life. Not for a minute. I’m constantly reminded of how inferior I am to my beautiful wife and how she gleefully betrays me anytime she wants, secure in her total sexual superiority over me. But it doesn’t matter. Whenever I hear those words, whenever she says something like that to humiliate me, I fall for her all over again. I’m stuck, as helpless as a planet caught by the fierce gravity it can’t escape. And my gorgeous, cruel, unfaithful wife is the sun I faithfully orbit, unable to even think of escape whenever I look into those smiling eyes of my beloved tormentress.

“Good morning, Miss,” I say, part of our daily ritual. Anna demands I address her with respect at all times, while she mocks and teases me mercilessly. Just one more expression of the power imbalance between us that she never lets me forget, as if I ever could. We both know that Miss is short for Mistress, and we both know that my wife is indeed my mistress. She owns me completely, the undisputed queen of my life, and no matter what she makes me call her, changing her dominant title from time to time, she never lets me forget my inferiority.

“I’m going to take a shower,” she says, rising easily from the bed. Even messed up by sleep, her red hair looks incredibly beautiful as it cascades over her bare shoulder, a river of fire flowing down that beautiful and dangerous body. She has slept completely naked as she often does, and as she stands in front of me, as always, I can’t take my eyes off her terrible beauty. Her hips and her breasts and her thighs and her face and, of course, her pussy all call to me, sending shockwaves of repressed desire racing through me. She knows, of course. Sometimes, it feels like Anna knows more about my darkest and most hidden desires than I do. And although I discovered this particular kink long before she did, Anna has embraced our new lifestyle better than I could ever have hoped she would. In fact, maybe if I had known where things would eventually lead, I would have been terrified. The truth is, I am terrified of Anna, even while madly in love with her. The power she has over me frightens me, even as it turns me on more than I would once have believed possible. Standing naked in front of me, smiling that smile and exuding that flawless confidence that I find so sexy, my wife is completely irresistible.

“I don’t need your help in there today,” she says, and I nod silently, even as I feel a faint stab of disappointment. Sometimes, Anna allows me to bathe her, demands it, in fact. And it’s always a wild thrill to worship that incredible body that way, even as it drives me half crazy with frustrated lust.

“You can lay out my clothes for me instead,” Anna continues, stepping past me as she speaks, completely confident that her orders will be carried out just as she says.

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I say. And she breezes past me, leaving the intoxicating smell of her body behind for a moment to linger in my nostrils and fuel my irrepressible lust. But as she heads to the bathroom, as I hear the water running through the pipes of the house, all I have for now is the ghost of her. The memory of her beautiful body, and the shape it has left in the tangled sheets of the bed. That, and her clothes, like cast-off relics of the body I worship, making my heart beat faster in my chest as I open the closet and take a look inside.

I know what I like. And more importantly, I know what Anna wants. But it didn’t used to be this way. With a body like hers, Anna would be sexy if she wore a flower sack, but back when we had a normal marriage, before we discovered this exciting kink, she dressed like a regular person. Yes, she looked good, taking care over her outfits to make sure she was both professional and stylish. But being sexy wasn’t a consideration. Now, it sometimes seems it’s all that matters.

And I know sexy. I know what looks good on her, what makes me want her even more than I already do. And I use that knowledge to give Anna what she wants, to make her look even more divinely desirable than she already does. As I pick out her outfit, my cock throbs, a familiar dull pain emanating from between my legs as the swollen flesh presses against the unyielding steel confines of an inescapable chastity device. It’s not the only way in which Anna controls me, not the only way she owns me. But it might be the most compelling, the most literal. My cock belongs to my wife, and only she decides when or if or how it can be used. All I can do is serve her and hope to earn the sexual release she so rarely allows me.

By the time Anna emerges from the shower, I have an outfit picked out for her. With a towel wrapped around her gorgeous body, she walks barefoot across the floor, casting a critical eye on my choices. She often makes changes to what I choose, depending on her own whims and preferences. But today, she seems pleased. The smile returns to her face, and, standing next to the bed, she slowly unwraps the towel, presenting her body like a gift to me. Except I know it’s not for me. Sometimes, as her cuckold, it seems that incredible body is for anyone except me. But that’s just my life, and even though I can’t get used to it, I have no choice but to accept it. As best as I can, anyway.

Anna doesn’t have to say anything. She just stands there, her fiery red hair hanging down her back, her big breasts standing out proud from her chest, and the irresistible shape of her body guiding my eyes unstoppably down to the neat slit between her legs. On fire with lust for this woman, I step forward, picking up an item of clothing, preparing to dress her when all I really want is to take her to bed and make her scream. There’s no possibility of that. My goddess wife is in complete control.

I pick up the bra first. It’s a push-up bra, padded to make her big boobs even more prominent. The tan cups are decorated and trimmed with black lace, and as I stand behind her, pulling the straps up her arms before fastening the bra in place behind her back and adjusting the uops to push her breasts high on her chest, I can feel my head spinning with desire again. She allows me to touch her, letting me fondle her boobs, knowing what it’s doing to me. Knowing that I don’t really need to spend that long adjusting them. And I look over her shoulder at her spectacular cleavage, my mouth practically watering at the seductive sight.

I have to stop. As usual, I feel like I’m going crazy with frustration, my wife’s unbelievably sexy body weaving the same spell over me that it always does. But the clock is working against me. I know she doesn’t want to be late for work, and I fear any punishment she might decide to give me for spending too long touching her and indulging my own desires instead of focusing on serving her.

So I step away. As hard as it is, I take a step back from my wife, and she turns, twisting where she stands to look at herself in the full-length mirror by the closet. I watched breathlessly as she takes her own breasts in her hands, adjusting them slightly in the bra that gives her such an amazing cleavage. And her green eyes flash as she catches mine in the mirror, turning her head to smile directly at me and make me weak at the knees all over again.

“Like what you see?”

“You know I love it, Miss Anna.”

Lowering her hands from her breasts, Anna turns to face me more fully. She takes a step toward me, and again, I smell the intoxicating scent of her body, this time combined with the smell of the soap and shampoo she has used, the faint spray of perfume she has applied. It’s like being addicted. Like a habit I can’t shake and don’t want to, even if it hurts me. Even if it kills me. Anna knows just as well as I do that I can never resist her, can never say no.

“How do they look up close?”

She’s standing right in front of me now, almost close enough that the features of her pretty face start to blur. But I’m hardly looking at that. Instead, my gaze is fixed on her magnificent chest, watching it rise and fall with every breath she takes, watching the soft flesh of her breasts make her bra creak softly as it struggles to contain their wild femininity. It feels like more than I can take. But time has shown me over and over again that when it comes to my wife, I have no choice and no other option than to bow to her will and suffer the pangs of desperate desire while she teases me with a beauty that’s almost supernatural in its unbelievable power.

“Oh my God, Miss Anna, I just want to bury my face in there so badly!” I groan, my longing for her once again getting the better of me. And Anna giggles, but her eyes blaze with green fire as she looks at me, her breasts rising and falling a little more rapidly now as if mimicking my own desperate breathlessness.

“What’s stopping you?”

She speaks softly, her voice little more than a whisper. But she knows all too well that I’m hanging on every word. I look at her doubtfully while excitement builds in my blood. My cruel and sexy wife is not this generous often, and the suspicious part of me suspects a trap. But I also know, as my cock throbs inside its cage, that I don’t really have any choice. I have to take this opportunity to touch that divine body if she’ll allow it, no matter what the cost.

So I lean forward. And Anna bursts out laughing as I press my face between her breasts. The softness of her flawless skin is incredible, and no matter how many times I’ve touched this body, I never get tired of it. It seems to only get more inviting, more intoxicating, more irresistible. While Anna places a gentle hand on the back of my head, I press my lips against first one, then the other quivering breast, my cock raging against its captivity all the while as I worship her dominant beauty. She’s in her element. As teasing and frustrating and maddening as it is to touch her like this, to worship her gorgeous body yet not be allowed to do more, I take great pleasure in burying my face in her soft and yielding cleavage, listening to her breathe while I continue to shower her breasts with passionate kisses.

“Does that feel good, cuckie?” she asks.

“On my God, Miss Anna, it feels amazing,” I groan into her cleavage, my words slightly muffled by her big breasts. Then, with her hand on my head, she abruptly pushes me away. And as her green eyes blaze, looking straight into mine, I feel that familiar ripple of fear chase up my spine. Somehow, it feels like I’ve gotten myself into trouble again.

“I didn’t give you permission to kiss me, did I, you cuckold loser?”

And predictably, my cock surges again inside its cage at her cruel words.

“No, Miss Anna,” I stammer, doing my mediocre best to adjust to this change in tone from her. After all, a goddess like her is allowed to be mercurial. A goddess like her is allowed to do whatever she wants.

“No. I didn’t. So you know what that means now, cuckold?”

And I do, course. The general outline, anyway. The details, as always, are up to her, and she’s the devil in the details just as she is the goddess my life, both angel and demon all at once, an unstoppable beauty who gets to do whatever she likes with her own property: me.

“Do – do I need to be punished, Mistress?”

And the pure submission in my voice at least makes Anna smile. She steps toward me, reaching up to run a hand through my hair. Her blazing eyes flicker over my face, studying my expression as if she wants to savor every moment of my total subjugation.

“Yes, cuckie, it does,” she says gently, as if this isn’t all completely up to her, as if she has as little choice in the matter as I do. “How do you think I should punish you this time?”

“I – I don’t know, Mistress,” I babble while she looks at me. I learned a long time ago not to even try and predict the strange turns and leaps my wife’s mind can take at times like this. I might have discovered this kink before she did, but she has absolutely run with it. Sometimes, it feels like Anna is capable of just about anything. That’s part of what makes her so exciting.

“Of course you don’t, loser,” she says. “But Mistress does. So tell me, slave. Did you choose any panties for me to wear today?”

I glance at the bed before answering, even though I already know what I laid out there.

“No, Mistress,” I say slowly. “I know you usually prefer not to wear them. Besides, the skirt I picked out for you is very tight, and I know you don’t want to have panty lines.”

“Good boy,” Anna smiles. “You know exactly how your wife likes to look sexy for her boss, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

Anna leaves me standing there beside the bed as she turns. Wearing nothing but her push-up bra, her breasts bounce enticingly with every step she takes, and I watch helplessly, a prisoner of my own desire, as she reaches for a drawer of her dresser. Reaching inside, she takes out a pair of panties, letting the pink fabric dangle from her hand as she approaches me. As she stands in front of me again, she holds up the underwear, stretching it slightly between her two hands, and I see that she has chosen a tiny pair with a thong back.

“Put these on for me,” she says it’s softly, a wicked smile on her gorgeous face. “You’re going to wear these to work today, slut. That’s your punishment for daring to kiss your wife’s amazing boobs.”

Wretchedly, I stare at the underwear she holds out. I can feel my cheeks burning with shame. It’s amazing, anyway, after everything we’ve done together, that I can still blush with shame at the things my wife does to me. But maybe the game wouldn’t be so wildly exciting if I didn’t. Again, I feel faintly dizzy as I look at Anna, my mind processing what she has decided and imagining how it will feel to sit in the office all day wearing the humiliating feminine underwear. I know I have no choice. I know it’s useless to protest, and that if I argue, Anna is only likely to double down on her command. My dominant wife is not a woman to be argued with, under any circumstances.

“Put them on, bitch,” Anna says with a grin. And my hands tremble slightly as I take the panties from her. Holding them out in front of me, I step into them one foot at a time, and my beautiful wife watches the whole sorry spectacle as I pull them up.

“How do those feel?”

“Totally emasculating, Mistress Anna,” I said truthfully. “They’re too small, and they’re already digging into my skin.”

“Good,” Anna says with a smirk. “I like that they are uncomfortable. That way you won’t be able to forget that you’re wearing them, and they will remind you all day that you’re not a real man. That your wife is out having fun while you have to stay all locked up and frustrated. Now, finish dressing me.”

Totally humiliated, I do as I’m told. I stepped toward the bed, picking up the purple silk shirt I chose for her to wear. Anna lets me pull it on to her torso, pushing her arms through the holes in the sleeveless garment. As I begin to button it up, standing in front of her, I look bashfully at her, my cheeks still burning with disgrace. I do up the buttons from the bottom, my hands rising toward her boobs, and when Anna decides that I’ve done enough, she nods. She stops me when I still have a few buttons to go, the shirt sitting open and showing off that spectacular cleavage and even a hint of the lace trim of her bra. Her breasts, those forbidden beauties, fill my vision again, and it takes a monumental effort on my part to resist the urge to kiss them again. But I know what a bad idea that would be.

Reaching toward the bed, I pick up the skirt I have chosen, and Anna steps into it, allowing me to pull it up her body. It’s a black pencil skirt made of a stretchy fabric that hugs every curve of her body, from her knees to her waist, showing off those toned legs, those exquisite hips, that incredible ass my wife has. The fabric resists as I pull it up, so tight on her body that it strains around her, and I work to tuck the bottom of her shirt into the waistband of the skirt while Anna smilingly watches me. Then, without a word, she sits down on the bed behind her, her thighs practically pinned together by the tightness of her pencil skirt. I drop to my knees at her feet, reaching for the tall black high-heeled leather boots I retrieved from her closet earlier. And as Anna lifts one shapely foot from the floor, I slide her boot onto it, pulling up the zipper so that the leather draws tight around her lower leg. Then, I do the same with the other foot.

She looks divine. She always does. But as I gaze up at her from my knees, looking at her dressed in a classic sexy office look, my cock throbs urgently in its prison, and I know that she can see how badly I want her. This is all part of it. She dresses the way she does for lots of reasons, but one of them is undoubtedly because she knows what it does to me. She knows how it teases me, how it reminds me of the raw sexiness of the body I can’t have. She takes so much sadistic pleasure in that.

“Good boy,” she says. And she holds out both hands toward me. I take them, holding them tight as she uses her grip to pull herself back to her feet. Stepping past me, she checks itself out in the mirror again, turning this way and that in her high-heeled boots, lifting one foot from the floor. Like she’s admiring her own beauty. Like she finds it as wildly intoxicating as I do.

Then, she walks across the room. My eyes follow her, practically of their own accord, as she opens the drawer and takes out something small. I already know what it is. Carrying it across the room, she sits back down on the bed in front of me. She bends down, and it takes a real effort not to groan in despair as I stare down the front of her open shirt, those tantalizing breasts on display in front of me again while she fastens a tiny silver chain around one ankle, on top of the black leather boots she wears. A key dangles from that chain, it’s small size completely out of proportion with the significance it has, that we both know. The key to my chastity, one of the most powerful levers my wife has to ensure my obedience to her every wild whim.

Straightening up, Anna grins down at me, her beautiful face framed by her vibrant red hair. She points down to her feet before speaking.

“Kiss, cuckie,” she orders. And I do. Bowing down at her feet, I lower my face to the floor and press my lips against the leather that covers her toes, kissing her boots in a show of total submission. And as I do, the key to my chastity shines in front of me, so close and yet so out of my reach that it may as well be on the moon. Anna controls my cock, controls my sexuality completely. She’s never going to let me go. At least, I hope not.

“Good boy,” Anna grins as I sit back on my knees. “Now, you’d better get ready for work, and I better go. I don’t want to be late. I don’t want to take another spanking from the boss. Well, no more than the usual ass smacks he gives me, anyway.”

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I say. After all, when you’re a cuckold husband of a dominant goddess like I am, there’s not much else you get to say.



2. Discovering His Fetish

I don’t know how it started.

it’s tempting with these things to go back in time, looking for a cause. Looking for one particular event that might explain how I found myself living in this strange new reality. But the truth is, there isn’t one. I don’t know why I’m excited by the things I am. Probably, very few of us do. All I know is that I am hooked, hopelessly addicted to playing games I once might never have imagined would appeal to me. And that’s exactly what’s got me into the trouble I’m in now.



I was thought we had a good sex life. Certainly, I was enjoying it, and as far as I can tell, Anna was too. But the truth is, although she has a healthy libido, even Anna, sex goddess that she is, can’t satisfy my every need. And sometimes, for a guy at least, it’s easier just to take matters into your own hands.

I’ll admit to watching the odd dirty movie. If Anna was away, or if she just wasn’t in the mood, I might find myself online, watching others have the fun I wasn’t.

And one thing leads to another. The way online porn works, there’s always another video to watch, always another suggestion. That’s how I found myself watching cuckold porn.

At first, I was horrified. I love my wife, and it was hard to imagine getting off on the thought of being betrayed. Sure, the video was sexy, in its way. The girl looked good, especially moaning and writhing in the ecstasy of sex while she embraced her enthusiastic and competent lover. I couldn’t imagine being okay with such a thing. I couldn’t imagine being in the position of the pathetic husband, kneeling beside the bed with an expression of anguish on his face, jealously watching the woman he loved – at least in the script. I skipped to another video that was more my type of thing, finishing my solitary task, then drifting off to sleep.

But of course, things didn’t end there.

Over the next few days and weeks, I found myself thinking of that video at art times. There was something about it I couldn’t quite forget, something that played on my mind, making it tough to move on. And eventually, the next time I had some time to myself, I navigated back to the website and found myself watching again.

Shame is a powerful emotion. I know that better than most. But at the same time, in many ways, shame only goes so far. You can only be embarrassed of your own predilections and tastes for so long before you are forced to accept them. After all, I wasn’t hurting anyone. It might seem weird, but there was something in that toxic stew of jealousy and desire that turned me on. And before long, I found myself thinking about what it would be like if my own wife were to cheat on me.

It would be awful, of course. I knew that. But as one video led to another, as I learned more and more about the cuckold lifestyle, I found myself wondering. Anna had always been astonishingly sexy to me, so beautiful that at times I found myself wondering how I ever got a woman like her. And nothing was sexier to me than seeing her in the throes of pleasure, then hearing her moan in ecstasy whenever I could make her do it. What would it be like to only watch, I found myself wondering? What would it be like to see her with somebody else?

The fantasy grew in the dark, as these things generally will. That’s all it was, a fantasy. I knew it was kinky and deviant, but as long as it stayed safe in my own brain, there was no harm done. And when I had sex with Anna, I often came quicker than I wanted to, watching her face contort with pleasure, listening to her moan and imagine it wasn’t me making her do it. It made me feel guilty to think that way, but the guilt was its own kind of thrill, too. Bit by bit, by degrees, I was developing a fetish, whether I realized it or not.

But I didn’t say a word to Anna. I had no idea how she would respond, but I guessed she would be disgusted. She had always been quite vanilla, and up to that point, so had I. Regular sex, especially with a woman as beautiful as her, is more than enough for a guy like me. Or at least, it always was.

And yet, the thoughts continued to plague me. I imagined the most wild scenarios, imagining Anna in the throes of passion with an assortment of nameless, faceless men. They didn’t matter. She was the focus of my attention, the star of the show, her beautiful body under the spotlight of my imagination.

And maybe it would’ve stayed that way, just a mental exercise, a deviant fantasy I had no intention of acting out, if Anna hadn’t accidentally discovered what I was doing.

I was out that day. I had been at the hardware store, picking up some supplies to work on our back deck. Anna never uses my computer; she has one of her own, plus her tablet and phone. But she needed to print something off, a rare occurrence in our house, and her own computer doesn’t connect to the printer for whatever reason. So she went to my office and used mine.

When I came home, she was sitting on the couch. From the moment I greeted her, I could tell something was wrong.

“What’s up?”

“I saw what you’ve been looking at.”

I didn’t know what she meant straightaway. And that confusion must’ve shown on my face, because Anna immediately elaborated.

“On your computer. Your… extracurricular activities.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said. But internally, my heart was racing. Still trying to play it cool, I racked my brain, asking myself what she might have seen. A dull horror clutched at my heart as I realized it was entirely possible that I had left my browser open.

“Porn,” Anna said bluntly, folding her arms. “You left a porn video on your browser. And it was… well, pretty interesting.”

“Anna… look. It’s not like I watch all the time or anything. Just now and again, you get curious, you know?”

“Oh, I’m definitely curious.”

And now, my nervousness lifted, just a little. Anna’s green eyes were sparkling as she looked at me, sitting on the sofa with her arms folded, and I thought I could see the beginnings of a smile lifting the corners of her full and inviting lips. I still felt deeply ashamed, still cringing with embarrassment at the thought of what she had seen, what she now knew about my darkest desires. But if you can’t be honest with your wife, who can you be honest with? Plus, to my deep surprise, Anna didn’t seem quite as repulsed as I had thought she would.

“What did you see?” I said carefully. And now, there was no doubting it. Anna was smiling boldly at me, as if she enjoyed this new discovery.

“I saw some woman with big fake boobs having the time of her life, while some other guy pretended to be her husband,” she said. “Tied up in the corner. Just watching. And she was being really mean to him, too. Is that what turns you on?”

I hesitated. My brain raced through the different possibilities, looking for a way out. But one by one, I rejected every desperate scheme that came to me. I had been caught. It was as simple as that. And Anna was smart. I wasn’t going to come up with anything that would convince her. She would see right through any lie I might create.

“Sometimes,” I ruefully admitted.

“Why?”

I squirmed where I stood. This wasn’t a conversation I had expected to have, and not one I particularly wanted to have. But I knew I owed her some kind of explanation, even if I could hardly explain it to myself. Setting down the bag of items I had bought at the store, I sat down on the sofa beside my wife. She shifted a little to make room for me, and in a barely conscious way, I took note of the way her jeans hugged her hips and her thighs, the way her breasts pressed against the fabric of the T-shirt she wore. Even in the depths of my shame, she was as desirable to me as ever.

“I don’t really know,” I said. “I’m not sure what it is. It’s just… There’s something sexy about a woman being like that. Being so… Uninhibited.”

“Being mean?”

Anna’s eyes flashed as she looked at me.

“Maybe,” I said thoughtfully. “Maybe it’s like… A power thing. That she has the power to do that, and he can’t stop her. I don’t know. I’m just thinking out loud.”

But my thoughts took on a different cast as Anna shifted on the sofa next to me, placing one hand on the inside of my thigh. My cock swelled in response to her touch, my wife always able to get me going with the smallest of efforts. And trying to analyze what I found so sexy about what I had seen had got me going its own way, too. I didn’t feel like I had explained myself very well, but it couldn’t help but make me think of what I had seen, and that was having a predictable effect on my desire.

“You want me to be mean to you? Because I think I could probably manage that.”

“What? What are you talking about?”

Anna smiled at me, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip for a moment. Then, shifting again on the sofa, she sat forward, her hands still resting high on my leg.

“Okay. So. It’s like… Okay. It’s a long story. But back before we met, I had this boyfriend. And he was… Into some stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“Well, not this stuff. But the whole… power games, I guess you could call them. He liked me to take charge. He liked me to make him do stuff.”

“What kind of stuff?”

Don’t get me wrong. Obviously, I knew that Anna had a past before she met me. She certainly wasn’t a virgin when we first started dating, and neither was I. As a married couple, we didn’t talk much about our past. After all, it was firmly in the past, and with each year that went by, it seemed to recede even further. It didn’t matter. Every relationship I had had with every woman before her paled into insignificance when I thought about what I had with Anna, and I hoped she felt the same way about me. It was only now, in the shadow of this new discovery she had made, that the past suddenly seemed to become important.

“Oh, you know. Kinky stuff. Tying each other up and things like that.”

“He tied you up?”

“Once or twice,” my wife grinned. “And I returned the favor. At first, it was kind of weird. I didn’t really know what to do. But you’re right. The power exchange can be sexy. We didn’t do it very much, but I guess I can see why a person might be into that kind of thing.”

“So what did you do?”

It surprised me, but I really wanted to know. I didn’t feel jealous of this ex of hers. Or maybe I did, but only a little. What I mostly felt was excitement. And from the way her hand kept moving on my leg, creeping ever higher toward my hardening cock, it seemed like Anna felt the same way. That was new and unexpected, and it was a massive turn-on to discover this kinky side to my wife. I had no idea then where things were going, but there was no denying that all of a sudden, things were looking quite exciting.

“You really want to hear this?”

“Yeah. I do.”

And Anna flashed me a dazzling smile. Her hand slid even higher on my leg, and she chuckled under her breath as she made contact with my cock through my pants, seeing for herself just how much this was turning me on.

“Okay,” she said, her breasts bouncing slightly under her T-shirt as she shrugged. “But you know what would be even more fun? If I showed you.”

“Oh, hell yeah,” I said, making my wife giggle with my enthusiasm. Removing her hand from between my legs, she stood up, holding out her hand to me, and I eagerly took it. Her skin was warm and soft in my hand as she led me through our house, moving toward the bedroom. I hadn’t expected to be discovered, and if I had, I would never have expected it to go this well. But as desire surged inside me, I stopped really thinking about that. Anna was in a playful mood, and I knew that no matter what, my Saturday was about to get a lot better.

Still holding my wife’s hand, I followed her into the bedroom. In front of the bed, she turned toward me and, throwing her arms around me, kissed me deeply. I kissed her back, my cock surging as it pressed against her body through our layers of clothing, eager for what lay underneath. And as her tongue moved over mine and mine moved over hers, I could feel the excitement between us growing, our sexual chemistry rating in the air the way it had so many times before in this bedroom, but never quite like this.

Still kissing me, Anna reached for the bottom of my T-shirt and began to pull it up my body. I raised my arms, lifting my lips momentarily away from hers, and she pulled it over my head and threw to the floor. Next, she reached for the front of my pants, unbuckling my belt, and while she did that, I pulled her T-shirt off. Taking her boobs in my hands, I caressed them through the bra she wore, kissing my way down her neck, over her chest, to bury my face in her cleavage. She pulled off my pants, and I stepped out of them, my cock now free and almost fully erect, reaching toward her. And I kept kissing her as I reached for her jeans and unfastened them, struggling against the tight denim that clung to her hips as if it didn’t want to let go before I was able to push it down, and she stepped out of them.

Anna put her hands on my shoulders. Turning away from the bed, she turned me so that my back was toward it. And then, she shoved me down. I smiled up her as she stood above me, not used to this kind of aggression from her.

“Stay there,” she said.

Still wearing her bra and panties, Anna moved toward the closet of our bedroom. I watched, my heart beating rapidly in my chest with pure excitement as she grabbed a couple of my ties. Then, she walked back toward the bed where I sat with my throbbing cock rising up from between my legs, desperate for her touch. Her weight sank into the mattress beside me as she kneeled.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she said.

“Why?”

“Just do as you’re told,” she said. And without waiting, she grabbed my wrists and pulled my hands behind my back. Smiling, I didn’t put up a fight. I had never done anything like this before, but I couldn’t deny that it was sexy. What was especially sexy was to see Anna so aggressive, so turned on. She had always been an enthusiastic partner in bed, but this was different. I felt so desired by her in that moment, and something I had never really thought about before began to make sense to me. I had never thought I would get off on a woman treating me badly, but it was exciting to think of being under Anna’s control.

She wrapped the tie around my wrists and pulled it tight, binding them together. And once she had me helpless, Anna shuffled on the bed, still kneeling at my side. She tied the other tie she had around my neck, not the way a tie is normally tied, but instead just tying a knot in one end so that the rest of the tie hung free almost like a leash, I thought with another throb of my cock. And that’s exactly how my wife used it.

Moving on the bed, Anna tugged firmly on the tie, pulling it toward her. I had no choice but to move, scrambling with some difficulty onto the mattress and pushing myself back toward her with my feet. Placing a hand on my chest, Anna pushed me down onto the mattress so that I was lying on my back. Then, while I gazed up at her in horny desperation, my wife tied the other end of the tie to our headboard. When she was done, she sat back on her knees, at my side, grinning down at me.

“There,” she said. “Now you’re not going anywhere until I’m done with you. You’re my little prisoner. How does it feel?”

“Honestly? Really fucking hot,” I said. And the smile that broke across my wife’s face was an absolute picture.

“It is, isn’t it?” she said. “Honestly, I don’t know why we haven’t done this before. I guess I just forgot about it. But it is fun, having you helpless like this.”

Leaning forward, Anna ran her hands over my chest and stomach. And as she dug in her nails, lightly scratching my skin, I winced in pain, and she laughed.

“Don’t be a wimp,” she said. “Don’t forget, I can do anything I want to you now.”

“Yeah, I guess you can,” I said. And Anna giggled to herself as she trailed one long fingernail lightly down over my stomach, sinking ever lower. As she traced the line of my hip, I shivered with desperate lust, lust that only increased as her fingernail ran up the boiling shaft of my cock. It twitched and surged in response to her touch, and my wife laughed again.

“Yeah. This is good. I like this, like being in control. You want me so badly right now, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do.”

I did. I mean, I always wanted Anna. I only had to look at her to get excited by her body and her beauty. But this was even more intense. This teasing, this dominance, was making her even more attractive to me than she would otherwise have been, and the idea of her what she might do filled my mind to the exclusion of all else. Lying there underneath her, unable to do anything to get what I wanted, I felt like I had never wanted her more.

Lifting her hand away from my cock, Anna leaned forward. Her long red hair trailed down, almost brushing my chest as her green eyes stared deep into mine. The light in them told me how turned on she was, even if I hadn’t noticed the small damp spot on the fabric of the panties she still wore.

“Then beg for it.”

Her words took me by surprise, but like everything else she was doing, they sent a jolt of arousal through me, too. I smiled as I looked up at her, and she smiled back at me, and for a moment, I thought she was just joking. Just playing around, teasing me a little more. But as she waited in silence, it dawned on me that she meant it.

“Did you make your kinky boyfriend beg?”

“Yeah I did,” Anna said, without a trace of embarrassment or hesitation in her voice. “And now I want to make you beg, too. Go on. You’re not getting to cum until you do, so you may as well do what your mistress wants.”

“My mistress?”

Anna smiled a wicked smile.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “That’s what Daniel always wanted me to be. He wanted me to make him call me Mistress, and I did, but it felt weird. But I think coming from you, my husband, it’s going to sound a lot more exciting than it did from him.”

“Okay,” I said. The reminder of her former lover, that she had played this kinky game with another man before she met me, stirred all kinds of complex feelings in my heart. Yes, there was jealousy there, but it was some special kind of jealousy that was closely linked to sexual desire. Again, unstoppably, I found myself thinking about my wife having vigorous sex with another man, and my cock throbbed in the empty air, and in that moment, if I hadn’t already, I felt myself falling under the powerful spell of Anna’s sexual domination.

“Please… Mistress,” I said, feeling ridiculous as I spoke the words. “Please let me have sex with you.”

Anna’s smooth brow furrowed as she looked down at me.

“Let me have sex with you?” Anna quoted. “That’s a bit lame, isn’t it?”

“What should I say?”

The smile returned to my wife’s face as she spoke.

“You should say, “please fuck me, Mistress,” she said. And the fact that Anna, who in her normal life rarely used such crude language, was talking like this only made it more appealing to me.

I felt embarrassed. Lying there helpless on our bed, tied up by my beautiful wife, I couldn’t shake the feelings of shame that I was allowing this to happen, and that I was enjoying it so much. But that only made it more exciting. And I told myself that I had no choice. I mean, if I had demanded that Anna let me go right there and then, I was sure that she would. But why would I do that? Yes, I wanted her, and yes, I was ashamed to have her make me beg. But it was a thrill unlike any other, too.

“Please… Please fuck me, Mistress.”

And the smile that lit up Anna’s face was an absolute picture as she beamed down at me.

Sweeping her long red hair back from her face, she crouched down toward me. For a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me, but instead, she took one of my earlobes between her teeth and nipped it gently.

“No,” she whispered into my ear. And then, as she straightened up, she burst out laughing at the expression on my face.

“Awww,” she said, her lips parting as she spoke. “You look so disappointed!”

“I am.”

“Poor boy. You need to learn, just like Daniel did, that it’s not about you anymore. It’s about me. It’s about what I want. It’s about you having no choice but to lie there and be my little toy for as long as I like.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned. And Anna flashed me another wicked little smile as she moved on the mattress beside me. On her knees, she inched down to my hips, reaching out to take my cock in her hand. At the same time, she slid her other hand under the waistband of her panties, and I could see her knuckles moving under the thin fabric as she played with herself. Sexual excitement crackled in the air, and as she stroked my cock, I felt like I would lose my mind from the desire to have sex that she was creating in me, only to deny it.

“You wanted to know what I did with Daniel? This is what I did. I made him beg. I teased him and teased him until he would promise me absolutely anything just for an orgasm. And then, I finally gave it to him. I climbed on top of him and rode his cock and gave him the best sex he ever had. I wonder if he still thinks about me from time to time. I haven’t thought about him in ages. What do you think of that, Rob? What do you think of your little wife being such a cruel, sexy dominatrix?”

“Oh my God, that’s so fucking hot,” I growled between gritted teeth, making Anna laugh as she continued to stroke my cock. My manhood was throbbing and raging in her hand, my whole body tense as I hovered right on the point of orgasm. Like a weapon to keep me right where I was, squirming against the bondage she had put me in and unable to free myself. All I could do was lie there and endure a pleasure so intense it was practically torture. And all the while, Anna kept playing with herself, too, the wet patch on the front of her panties slowly spreading as her fingers slid in and out of her dripping pussy.

“A girl can get used to this,” she grinned at me. “Does it turn you on hearing about how I used to fuck other men?”

“Yes,” I growled again, the word torn from me by the pressure of desire. I could hardly believe what I was saying, but it was all true. Anna was forcing me to admit my shameful desires, forcing me to confront them in a way I had been avoiding. By taking me to the edge of pleasure and not allowing me to go over it, she was forcing me to be honest with myself as well as her.

“Good,” she said. By now, her voice was thick with pleasure, practically dripping with her own sexual excitement. And I wanted to see her cum. I wanted to see her explode in that bright burst of pleasure, to see her body shaken by pure bliss. I groaned like a wounded animal as I thought of her doing this with another man I didn’t even know, and my cock throbbed desperately in her teasing hand.

Suddenly, Anna stopped. She lifted her hand away, and I gazed up her in despair while she laughed at my desperation. Then, shifting on her knees, she pulled down her panties and slid them off her legs. Climbing on top of me, she straddled me, and we both moaned in mutual pleasure as she took my manhood in her hand and guided it into her dripping pussy. I couldn’t believe how wet she was, the wet walls of her sex already clenching around me as she lowered herself down onto it.

“I used to fuck Daniel just like this,” she said, “and he loved it. And maybe, if you please your Mistress, I’ll tell you about some of the other great sex I’ve had with my boyfriends.”

I gazed up at Anna in astonishment, and she grinned down at me. The pleasure that filled us both was so intense, it was like nothing we had ever experienced. I knew even then that I was helplessly caught. And I didn’t want to be free.



3. Claimed By Her Boss

It’s not like I ever wanted to go to work. But these days, it’s become a special form of torture. Because being at work means being away from Anna. And even worse, it means that she’s at work. It means that I spend all day thinking about her, wondering what she’s doing.

I have the image of how she looks and what she’s wearing burned onto my brain, exacerbated by the fact that she has me dress her every morning in those sexy outfits designed to turn men on. All I can think about is her, her incredible body, her sexy sway as she struts along in her high heels and tight pencil skirt, her boobs jiggling and bouncing in the push-up bra with every step. The office slut. It’s exactly what Anna looks like when she leaves for work every morning, and it’s exactly what she is. And there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it.

And even that’s not the whole truth. The most embarrassing and torturous thing of all is that I want it this way. Part of me does, at least. It excites me so much to see her looking absolutely gorgeous and using those incredible looks to tease other men. It drives me absolutely wild with desire and frustration to think of her, and I can’t think of anything else. And the frustration just feeds the desire. That was something that was a mystery to me when we started down this road, and I guess it mostly still is. But I’ve done my best to learn to accept it. As much as any man could be expected to accept the idea of his gorgeous wife being completely, openly, and joyfully unfaithful to him, anyway.

Anna’s office has become the theater of her infidelities to me. We both know it, and that knowledge torments me as I tried to get through another day at work, my head filled with thoughts of her. It’s impossible to concentrate. It always is. The humiliating little ritual my wife puts me through, of dressing her in a sexy outfit each day for the enjoyment of her boss and the other guys at work, keeps me vibrating all day with humiliation and lust, just the way Anna wants it. And along with everything else about her and her outfit, its every detail impressed onto my mind, I can’t stop thinking about the key around her ankle. The key to my chastity, to everything I want most in the world, just dangling there in full view of anyone who cares to look. Something that means so much to me is practically an afterthought to her, and I know that’s part of the role she’s playing. I know that’s how the game works. Still, my desire is absolutely real, and her possession of that tiny key is what makes my life so unbelievably powerful. Along with her incredible beauty, it’s that which keeps my thoughts swirling around her all day, orbiting the memory of the way she looked when she said goodbye to me, creating teasing fantasies of where she might be and what she might be doing right now, right at this moment, while I am reading boring emails and trying without success not to think of my cruel and dominant wife.

That’s how my workdays go. And some days, it’s a wonder I haven’t been fired, I’m so distracted all the time. The truth is, we don’t really need the money. Obviously, we need some income, but we don’t have kids, and with both her and me working, we manage quite well. There have been times I have thought desperately about suggesting that Anna quit her job, about letting her stay home all day doing whatever she wants. I’ve never dared to suggest that. My wife always kind of liked her job, but now she absolutely loves it, for obvious reasons. I mean, she basically gets paid to have sex all day with a guy that she is obviously attracted to. And then she gets to come home and tell her cuckold husband all about it. Those are the moments I live for, even though they terrify me, to. And really, if Anna didn’t work, I don’t believe it would solve my problem. What would a woman like her do if she had the whole day at her disposal to spend however she wanted? Taking her away from her boss wouldn’t stop her cheating. In my better moments, I consider the fact that although she is attracted to him, although she often enjoys telling me how great the sex she has with him is, it’s not really about him in the end. It’s about her power to do whatever she wants, to get away with the most unbelievable behavior, to treat me with unbelievable cruelty and know that I’ll always come crawling back – sometimes literally. If that’s what my mistress orders me to do.

But knowing doesn’t always make it easier. And while I’m at work, knowing that she’s at her office teasing every guy there with her incredible body so provocatively wrapped in the skintight garments I chose for her, knowing is exactly what tortures me. And along with sleeping with her boss, torturing me is something Anna very much loves to do.

Her text arrived shortly after lunch. I was half expecting it, as much as you can ever anticipate or expect anything where Anna is concerned. My goddess is wild, and that’s part of her charm. Never knowing what she might do next keeps my heart vibrating in this dark rhythm of lust. But it’s often on her lunch break that Anna gets up to her extracurricular activities at work. And often, she can’t wait until she gets home to tell me about them. She loved to keep me constantly frustrated, constantly jealous, constantly desiring her while my cock throbs and aches inside the prison of chastity. And she knows exactly how to do it.

There was no text with the photo. But as I opened it at my desk, holding the phone close my face so that no one else would see, I could tell exactly what was going on. It was my wife’s beautiful cleavage, the gorgeous breasts I had begged to kiss just that morning and had then been punished for doing so. And in the panties she had made me wear to work under my clothes, the thin but uncomfortable fabric riding up between my ass constantly, my cock throbbed even more at the sight of Anna’s teasing boobs.

She was still wearing the shirt I had dressed her in and the push-up bra that held her breasts high on her chest. Her face wasn’t visible in the photo, only the taper of her waist showing under the swell of her boobs. And on that soft flesh, the gorgeous mounds of irresistible femininity that practically obsessed me, I saw something that made my stomach clench like a fist, that made my heart hammer in my chest. Her cleavage was shining wetly, something sticky still on her. And I whimpered quietly in my chair as I guessed what it was.

My phone buzzed again in my hand. A single word, from my wife. It read, Claimed.

Claimed. The idea sent a shiver racing through my body, just as it was supposed to. The idea of her boss claiming her with his seed, my wife willingly transformed into his sexual plaything. It was almost too much to bear. And yet I had no choice but to bear it, to take it all and know that he had her. That she would do things for him that she might never let me do again. That it turned her on so much to be a total slut while being so cruel and domineering to me. My wife is a very complicated woman. And really, all of this would hardly matter if I didn’t love her the way I do.

I didn’t reply to Anna’s text. Honestly, I was completely speechless. Even though I knew the kind of things she got up to. Even though my wife spares me no lurid detail. It was my own fault, too. If she was ever coy about her extramarital affairs, I would end up begging her to tell me every crushing detail. I was addicted to the pain and the humiliation of it, I guess. I still am.

And I don’t think I got any work done for at least the next hour. I sat there at my desk, looking at my computer screen, but really, I was staring right through it. I was shocked, even though I maybe shouldn’t have been. It was one thing to know the kind of thing she got up to at her work, and another to be confronted with the evidence like this. And it was just so unbelievably sexy. Inside my chastity cage, covered today by the pink panties Anna had made me wear as punishment for daring to reverently kiss the same boobs her boss got to cum on, my cock ached with pure and painful arousal.

As always, my wife was driving me crazy. And as always, it only made me love her more.

There were no more texts, either from her or from me. Probably she was busy at work. Probably she was busy being sexually harassed by the guys in the office and loving every moment of it. Or else she was with her boss in his office, his hands all over her, tearing off the clothes I had so frustratingly put on her, enjoying over and over again that beautiful body that was almost completely forbidden to me. A man can drive himself mad with thoughts like that, and that was exactly what I was doing. I knew it perfectly well, but that didn’t mean I could stop. I was helpless, powerless, forced to torture myself with fantasies and doubts, my brain becoming my biggest enemy. And like that, just as I had so many days before, I waited out the clock until I could get home and be in the presence of my cruel and beautiful goddess again.

Even the longest days pass eventually. Hour by grinding hour, I wiled the way the day, managing in the end to get a few things done, even while the thoughts of my wife continued to obsessed me. And then, when the day was finally over, I practically raced home. Even though I knew from bitter experience that there would be no relief there, only more teasing. The chance of release by Anna, the thing I wanted most in the world, was pathetically small. But there was always that chance, that faint hope. That was what my wife used against me so skillfully, and it was what kept me allowing this, doing her humiliating bidding while she disgraced me day after day with other, luckier men.

I was home before her. Sometimes, she stayed late in the office, and when that happened, I didn’t much doubt what was going on. Often, she didn’t even let me know, my comfort completely unimportant to my dominant goddess wife. The only thing I could do was wait impatiently for Anna to step out of the wild sexual fantasy her life had become and come back to me.

This time, it didn’t take long. Shortly after I got home, I heard her car in the driveway, and my heart swelled in my chest at the sound of her boot heels on the path outside. The door opened, and my goddess stepped inside, wearing that same sexy outfit I had dressed her in that morning. The silk shirt that strained around her voluptuous breasts, tucked into the tight black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and ass and strained around her thighs with every step she took. And the boots, those shining black boots that made her walk with such a sexy sway, the boots she sometimes had me worship in a pathetic display of my complete adoration of and submission to my wife. And there, on its tiny silver chain around one ankle, the key to my chastity, the tiny little object that controlled my life, swinging against the black leather with every step she took.

Anna was glowing. As always, her confidence was total, and why wouldn’t it be? She looked magnificent, after all. And if I didn’t know the full details of what she had been up to that day, I knew the general outline. This was a woman who spent her days being sexually satisfied by her boss, knowing all the while she had a helpless husband to come back to, to tease and torment with her infidelities. How could she not feel every inch the goddess she was?

“Hi, Miss Anna,” I said as she strode toward me in the living room where I sat on the sofa. And she stopped, her skirt tight around her legs as she stood with her feet apart, her fists on her broad hips, her eyes ablaze as she grinned at me.

“Well, hello, cuckie,” she said. “How was work today?”

“Terrible, Miss Anna,” I said truthfully, while my wife laughed.

“Yeah? Why?”

As she spoke, Anna stepped toward me. Smoothing her tight skirt over her ass, she sat down on the sofa beside me. Then she turned, pivoting in her seat and stretching out her long legs as she placed her boots in my lap. I almost shivered at that contact, and as she crossed her feet at the ankle, the key to my chastity dangled from its little chain, just inches away from my locked manhood. Such a tease. It was right there, and all I had to do was take it and free myself. I could snatch the chain off her ankle, pull down my pants, free myself, and be on her in a moment. I could take that beautiful body in my arms the way I longed to, and reclaim both her and my self-respect in one glorious moment. I could pin her down on that couch, pull up that tight sexy skirt, and plunge my cock into her, knowing she had no underwear on underneath. I would make her scream. I would make her howl. I would show her that I wasn’t the loser she said I was, that I could do everything these other men could do for her. Or at least try.

But we both knew I wouldn’t. She grinned at me as if she could read my mind, as if she knew exactly the kind of deviant thoughts that were going through my head. As if she knew that she was completely safe, that I totally lacked the power to defy her. As if she wanted me to remember that. That even though we played at her making me do these things, torturing me, ruling my life completely, making me her prisoner, it was ultimately all with my consent. Because Anna had never been sexier to me than she was now that she was a cuckoldress, and as much as my captivity tormented me, as much as it frustrated me every moment of every day and made me feel ashamed of what I allowed her to get away with, I loved it, too.

“It was very hard, Miss Anna,” I told my wife, the same story I had told her so many times before. “It was impossible to concentrate. I couldn’t stop thinking of you all day.”

“Awww, that’s so sweet,” Anna smiled. “And what were you thinking about me, exactly?”

She knew the answer, of course. Anna always has all the answers, at least when it comes to me. And maybe I’m just not that hard to figure out. She knows I’m obsessed with her, obsessed with her gorgeous body and her dominant personality. Obsessed with her cruelty, her selfishness, her dominance. She’s irresistible. And this, in the end, is all part of the game.

“I thought about your boots,” I began. And as I spoke, I gently took one of her feet in my hand and slowly raised it. Anna allowed it, watching me with a smile as she stretched out on the sofa beside me, her gorgeous face framed by her vibrant red hair. As her skirt tightened around her legs, I lowered my head and pressed my lips to the top of Anna’s boot, just inches away from the chain and the key that dangled from it. And a breath of air escaped Anna’s nostrils, a little chuckle rising in her throat at this display of pure submission.

“I thought about your legs in that skirt,” I went on, kissing a little higher on her boot this time. “And how you’re not wearing any panties underneath it. I thought about your boobs. I thought about your boss…”

“Cumming on them?”

I couldn’t finish my thought, the words almost making me choke as they sat unspoken my throat. But clearly, Anna had no such difficulty.

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I said, hating the quiver I could hear in my voice. But Anna’s smile deepened as she looked at me.

“Yeah, that was Trent’s cum,” she said. “Want to know how it happened?”

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

I did. But I also didn’t. It was always the same when she came home with these stories of betrayal. They could only hurt and humiliate me, but in my submissive brain, that was what I craved more than anything.

And as always, Anna wanted to tell me.

“I felt so sexy when I stepped into the office this morning,” she said, relaxing back against the arm of the sofa as she began her story. She lowered her raised foot back into my lap, the heel of her boot tapping gently against my caged cock through the layers of fabric I wore. As if I could possibly forget who owned it.

“You did a good job getting me dressed,” she said. “Sometimes I think that’s the only thing that stops you from being completely useless. You’re not a real man, but you do seem to understand what will turn a real man on. Because as usual, the guys in the office couldn’t keep their eyes off me.”

“I bet they couldn’t,” I murmured, but Anna didn’t respond. She barely seemed to hear me, as if she were now completely lost in her memories of the day she had spent.

“I can always feel their eyes on me,” she said. “I can always feel them looking at me, even if I don’t see them. And when I do look up, I usually catch at least one or two of them staring at me. Thinking all kinds of dirty thoughts about your wife.

“They’re just men, I guess. You’re all so easy to manipulate. And yeah, I enjoy it. I’ll put a little extra wiggle into my walk when I’m going to get coffee. Sometimes, I’ll drop a pen and bend over to pick it up. Sometimes, when I do that, I hear a guy groan as he stares at my ass. And I have to tell you, it turns me on so much. I always wonder if they can guess how wet I am inside my skirt, with no panties on. Sometimes I think about how much you love me and love my body and my clothes, and how jealous you would be if you could see the way these guys look at me.

And they don’t just look, either. Some of them, especially, can’t keep their hands to themselves.”

Anna was smiling at me, and I got the feeling that now, she wanted some reaction from me. Some encouragement to keep going in this outrageous tale. And like the fool I am, I gave it to her.

“What do you mean?” Although I felt like I could easily guess. Anna’s white teeth showed in a vicious smile as she responded.

“Well, I was walking past Jason’s desk today, and he turned around and smacked my ass. Really hard.”

“He did? What did you do?”

“What could I do? I was so shocked that first, I just kind of froze. And then all the guys burst out laughing. So I laughed too. I just sort of giggled, and then went on my way. But I knew they were all talking about me, laughing about it. And I have to admit, it turned me on so much.”

I stared at my wife in astonishment. None of this was new, and yet no matter how many times she told me stories like this, I could never quite get past it. And I could see it all so clearly, her giggling girlishly and the guys she worked with making crude jokes and lewd suggestions about her body. She was the only woman in the office, and the men had obviously noticed her new provocative style. They all knew she was married. They all knew my wife was the office slut, and they treated her accordingly.

“Maybe that encouraged the others. Because later, Stan called me over to his desk. He pretended like he wanted to show me something on his computer, and me being me, I leaned over his desk, knowing he was looking down the front of my shirt. But he wasn’t content just looking. He thought he was being clever, moving his hand to brush against my boob like it was an accident. But when I didn’t pull away, he got bolder. He reached out and took my boob in his hand, squeezing it and teasing my nipple. And, cuckie, oh my God. It felt so good. I mean, I almost came right there, standing at his desk. My knees were shaking, I was breathing heavy, and I knew all the guys were watching, and I wondered if they could guess how wet my pussy was in my skirt.

“After that, I was so horny. Honestly, if he had made a move on me there and then, I’m not sure what I would have done.”

“You would let him fuck you?”

My voice was hoarse as I spoke, and my humiliation only grew as my wife shrugged.

“Maybe,” she said. “You know how it gets me going being manhandled at work. But I decided that I had a better option. I went to Trent’s office instead.”

I nodded shamefully. Trent is her boss, and her lover. It’s he who gets to enjoy my wife’s incredible body, while I only get to dress her up and occasionally pleasure her on her command. He’s the lucky recipient of the affection that should rightfully go to me.

“He was on the phone, but his eyes lit up when he saw me,” Anna went on. “And I made my walk extra sexy as I made my way into his office, smiling at him. He knew right away. I mean, why else do I go to his office? Plus, dressed up like this, in the clothes you chose for me… Well, it’s a little bit your fault as well, cuckie.”

I said nothing. It wasn’t my fault, of course. I had no choice. Anna controlled me completely. But I knew better than to argue with her. And she went on with her story, driving my humiliation home with every word.

“I didn’t say anything. I just got down on my hands and knees and crawled under his desk. And as I did, I could feel the key to your chastity swinging from that anklet, and I thought about you, all frustrated at work, wanting me so badly, and that motivated me to be even naughtier.

“I undid the front of his pants. I reached inside, and I could feel that his cock was already half-hard just from looking at me. And that got me so wet and so excited. He was still talking on the phone, but I didn’t care. I started sucking the boss’s cock right there.

“He stayed on the phone for a while. Without either of us saying anything, it was almost like a game between us. Him seeing if he could stay calm and continue doing business, and me seeing if I could distract him enough to hang up. I guess I won. Because eventually, he did hang up the phone. And then he growled as he pushed his chair back from behind his desk, his cock sliding out of my mouth, and he walked around the desk to the other side where I kneeled.

“He grabbed me by the hair. I can’t even tell you how hot that felt, to be dragged out from under his desk like that. He’s so strong, so masculine. And he kept me on my knees as he stood there in the middle of his office, his cock rockhard, right in front of my face. He kept holding my hair, using it to keep me there while he fucked my mouth. Oh my God, cuckie, it was so hot. It felt so good to have that cock in my mouth, so much bigger and thicker and stronger than yours. I barely even fit it inside, he’s so huge, but I managed it somehow. And like the perfect office slut that I am, I kept sucking, taking him deep in my throat, fondling his balls until I knew he was ready to cum.

“But I thought about you this morning, and how desperate you were to kiss my cleavage. How much you love my boobs, and how much it would upset you to see another man use them. And I got this wild idea in my head, and you know how I get sometimes.

“So right when he was about to cum, I pulled back. And he gasped, but then his cock exploded right in front of me. And I pulled my shirt open even further, and I caught all his cum on my boobs. Oh my God, it felt so naughty. So degrading, but so hot. Especially when he laughed at me. He splattered his hot, thick cum all over your wife’s tits, and it felt amazing. What do you think about that, cuck?”

“I think… I think you’re amazing, Goddess Anna,” I said. And Anna burst out laughing as I slowly raised her foot and kissed her boot again.

“God, you’re so pathetic,” she laughed. “You just get off on the idea of your wife being a total slut, don’t you?”

“You know I do, Goddess.”

“That’s right. I am a goddess. And it’s time for you to worship.”

There was a new light in Anna’s eyes as she slid her foot out of my hands and reached for her skirt. Squirming on the couch, she pulled it up with difficulty, slowly rolling it up toward her hips until her pussy was completely exposed. I stared at it, my cock aching inside chastity, my heart pounding in my chest and the blood roaring in my ears.

“I’m so horny right now,” Anna said in a thick voice. “Get over here and pleasure me while I think about what my boss does to me.”

And I didn’t hesitate. Turning on the couch, I lunged forward, burying my face between my wife’s thighs while she let out a cruel and mocking laugh of pure dominance.



4. A Hotwife’s First Tease

We woke something up.

That’s how it seemed to me, anyway.  Something within my wife that been slumbering so deep, we hadn’t even known it was there. At least, I hadn’t. Of course, Anna had had her own kinky adventures with previous boyfriends, and she spared me no detail of those stories, now that everything was out in the open. It was weird. It was hard to understand. But it didn’t make me jealous. Or it did, but jealous in a good way. A sexy way. Thinking of my wife being so wild, so sexual, made me want her even more than I already did. And the more I thought about her doing wild things with other guys, the more I wanted to see that wildness myself.

So maybe, it woke something up in me, too. Because I had never had fantasies like that. I had never really seen the appeal of giving up power to someone else, but now, all kinds of previously mysterious things were starting to make sense to me. The wilder my wife stories were, the sexier she seemed to me.

It was like the first days of our relationship all over again. All of a sudden, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. And reliving these kinky memories had a powerful effect on my wife. She had always been a great sexual partner, enthusiastic and generous and active. But thanks to our little discovery, Anna was initiating things more than ever. My wife had remembered how much she loved being in control, and I was the lucky recipient of a kind of sexual aggression I had never before known in her.

For example:

I was lying in bed, idly watching TV. Anna was in the bathroom, doing something or other. She had been in there for a long time, but I didn’t think much of that. She’s always been a woman who takes a lot of care over her appearance, and even though it was late at night and all we were doing was going to bed, I didn’t question how she spent her time in the bathroom.

But when she emerged, I lifted my head. I could hear the sound of high heels on the floor as she walked toward me, and that made me prick up my ears. I’ll be honest; it turned me on at once.

And it turned me on even more when Anna emerged through the open door of the bedroom. She was wearing a dressing down, wrapped tight around her body, concealing what lay beneath. But she was wearing a pair of shoes I had never seen before. Platform high heels with a spike that had to be at least six inches tall, making her strut and sway with every step she took. The top of the shoes were made of black lace, the open toe showing off her feet and her skin showing through the lace flowers that climbed from the top of her foot up over her ankle, held together with thin black laces. I’m not one of those guys who’s into feet. But there was no denying that they were sexy shoes. Shoes that really didn’t need to be worn anywhere outside the bedroom, shoes that inevitably pointed toward the bed. Under the blanket, my cock was rapidly swelling in anticipation of what was coming. Especially when I noticed that along with the shoes, she was wearing sheer black stockings that hugged her legs.

And then, stepping further into the room, Anna, her face shining with an excitement that was becoming more and more familiar to me, undid her robe.

She pulled it slowly apart, spreading it wide before letting it slide off her shoulders, down her arms, to pool at the floor behind her sexy high heels. Underneath, she was wearing lingerie. A black lace bra that held her breasts high on her chest, giving her an incredible cleavage I couldn’t have ignored even if I wanted to. Below that, below her toned stomach, she wore a garter belt and a tiny pair of black lace panties that barely covered her pussy. Sheer black stockings clung to her legs, emphasizing their incredible shape, held up at midthigh by suspenders connected to the garter belt. With her pale skin, her fiery red hair, and the stark black lingerie, she looked like any man’s fantasy come to life. She looked like a creature practically made for sex, her body so perfect and so desirable, I could hardly contain myself.

“Holy shit, Anna,” I said, scrambling to sit upright in the bed as my eyes traveled over her body, trying to take everything in at once. “You look absolutely amazing.”

“Do I?”

She spoke softly, and the tone of her voice made me pause. Anna has never been a woman who lacks confidence. Honestly, it’s one of the sexiest things about her. And lately, that confidence was riding an even higher wave than usual. How could she not know how good she looked? She had certainly taken enough time over her outfit, her makeup, her glossy hair that shone like silk on her shoulders. She knew she looked good. She knew how badly I wanted her. And if she didn’t, she was about to find out. But as always, Anna was going somewhere with this. And as always, I was very much along for the ride.

“Yeah. You look so sexy. Come here.”

She giggled.

“Oh, you think it’s just going to be that easy, do you?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, puzzled. But Anna didn’t answer right away. Instead, she moved toward our dresser and opened one of the drawers that was hers. I never go in to her side of the dresser. I never felt a need to. But when she pulled out a pair of handcuffs, the leather cuffs joined by a short chain, I gulped. She looked so sexy, closing the drawer and turning toward me in the bed with that sly smile on her beautiful face, the cuffs dangling from two outstretched fingers of one hand. But even though I had learned to enjoy being tied up by my wife, it always made me nervous. It always made me feel slightly ashamed that I was turned on by something so strange, the idea of being my wife’s prisoner. Of course, back then, I had no idea of the shameful practices I was going to end up indulging in.

“You want me?”

Anna stood tall at the foot of the bed now, those blazing green eyes fixed on me. The high heels made her seem to tower above me where I sat, and my wife looked like an absolute goddess as she spoke. I could never remember wanting her more.

“Of course I do.”

“And what you want to do with me? If I let you?”

I smiled uncertainly. She was playing some kind of game, and looking as good as she did, I was more than happy to indulge it, even if I didn’t know the rules or where it was leading.

“Well, I think you know, Anna. I want to have sex with you.”

“Not very original,” Anna said. “But I guess I’m open to being convinced.”

“Convinced? What do you mean?”

“I mean,” Anna said, leaning forward over the foot of the bed as she spoke, the handcuffs still clutched in one fist, “if you want to fuck me, you’re going to have to earn it.”

A shiver ran down my spine.

“Earn it how?”

Anna smiled as she straightened up. Her high heels clicked menacingly on the floor as she stepped around the bed, walking toward me. And the handcuffs dangled from her hand as she held them up again, and even before she spoke, I had a feeling I knew which one of us would end up wearing them.

“Stand up,” she said in a soft voice. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

I hesitated. I smiled, but I hesitated. If I let Anna put me in handcuffs, I would be completely at her mercy. She had already proven to me that that was no bad thing. We had had some pretty spectacular sex that time she tied me down and showed me all the things she used to do with her submissive boyfriend. Still, I was afraid of giving up power to her. But I couldn’t resist. She knew I wouldn’t be able to. That was why she got dressed up like she did, why she looked as undeniably gorgeous as she was. She knew she could get me to do anything when she had me this turned on.

Pushing back the covers, I rose to my feet and turned my back on Anna. She took my hands in hers and pulled my arms behind my back. It took her a while to buckle the leather cuffs around each of my wrists, but I let her do it. All the while, my cock throbbed desperately, forming an unmissable tent in my boxer shorts. And once Anna had the handcuffs on me, she turned her attention to that.

In her high heels, she was the same height as me, or even a little taller. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders, pulling me back against her, and my hands felt the smooth skin of her thighs above the tops of her stockings. I let my fingers explore, moving over her soft skin, blindly seeking the silky front of her panties and what lay beneath. And I heard her exhale gently, felt a soft puff of her breath on my shoulder as I touched her through her underwear.

Still with one arm wrapped around my shoulders, holding me tight against her, she reached down with her other hand. It slid over my chest, over my stomach, reaching unstoppably down. I grinned as it slid under the waistband of my boxer shorts, her hand visible through the fabric while she took my shaft in her fingers. She squeezed it gently, stroking slowly, manipulating my manhood until I groaned with the pleasure that swelled inside me. And then she laughed, pleased by her ability to make my body respond the lightest of touches.

“I guess you do want me,” she said teasingly. “And just exactly what do you intend to do with this, Rob?”

“What do you think?”

“No,” Anna said, her voice soft but firm, squeezing my cock little more tightly in her hand. “Tell me.”

Uncertain of what to say and unpracticed at dirty talk, I frowned unseen as I began to speak.

“Put it inside you,” I said. “Fuck you with it.”

“Hmmmm. And you think this cock is worthy of her body like mine?”

I’ll admit it, the way she was talking, the pure arrogance she exuded, was turning me on so much. Not to mention her hand, still squeezing and caressing, still stroking while I stood there trembling with desire.

“Honestly, Anna? I don’t think any cock is worthy of you.”

She laughed at that.

“Really? You really think that?”

“Of course I do,” I said. “If I was a woman, I wouldn’t go near one of these things.”

She laughed again.

“Well, they do have their moments,” she said. “And there are better ones out there than this.”

I froze. For all the games we had been playing lately, my wife had never said something actually cruel. And even though it turned me on to think of the adventures she had had with other lovers, it still sent a stab of humiliation through me to hear her talk about my cock as being inferior to others she had had. But my God, it was sexy.

“Big, thick, hard ones,” Anna said. Her voice was soft, but her lips were so close to my ear that every word sounded like a shout. And she spoke them slowly as if savoring the way they tasted, driving home my humiliation with absolutely no mercy. This side of her was so unbelievably wild, and I trembled in her arms, not knowing what to make of it all. Knowing only that I had never found her more attractive than she was now that she was taunting me like this.

“Ones you just can’t wait to suck,” she hissed. “Ones that as soon as you see them, you just have to have them inside you. Yours is… Fine. But trust me. I’ve had way, way better.”

“You have?”

And to my undying embarrassment, my voice cracked slightly as I spoke. Anna noticed, of course. She burst out laughing at the sheer desperation, the pure humiliation in my words.

“Of course I have,” she said, and without turning to look at her, I could hear the smirk in her voice. “I’ve had a lot of dick in my time. In fact, I like to think of myself as something of an expert on the subject. And I love you, honey. But when it comes to cock, yours is no more than middle of the pack. At best.”

I tried not to whimper, trying not to add to this humbling display. And Anna’s hand kept moving on my cock, squeezing and teasing, stroking, keeping me raging with desire even as she disgraced me. It was almost like she was reprogramming my brain, linking humiliation and arousal to make it impossible for me to tell the difference. I don’t think either of us guessed, back then, how well it would end up working.

“So if you want to get that thing anywhere near me, you’re going to have to beg,” Anna said.

And finally, I turned my head to look at her over my shoulder. Her eyes were blazing just inches from mine, her white teeth showing between her painted lips. But even though she was smiling, nothing in her demeanor made me think she was joking. Instead, it seemed like she was drunk with power, basking in the control she had over me. And I knew I had no choice. Her hand wrapped around my cock was driving me crazy, and the warmth of her body, the feel of her skin on my bound hands, gave me no choice. I would do whatever it took. I had to. No matter what the cost.

“Please, Anna,” I said. And again, my wife burst out laughing. Laughter echoed in our bedroom, bouncing back from the walls as if to drive home my humiliation, my total submission to this unexpectedly wild woman that I had known for years.

“You call that begging?” Anna grinned. And, releasing her hold on my cock, she stepped away from me. I turned, my manhood in my boxer shorts forming an obvious tent of arousal as I looked at her. She looked absolutely gorgeous, absolutely regal, standing there in her black lingerie and tall high heels, all boobs and hips and long legs leading up to heaven, framed by garter belt and stockings and hidden only by the thin fabric of her revealing panties. It was intolerable, the way I wanted her. It was more than I could take. And every semblance of self-respect and dignity, every little bit of resistance, drained out of me in the shadow of my wild desire.

“Please, Anna,” I said, doing my best to make my voice sound even more desperate, to let her hear the way I craved her touch. And she looked me up and down, seeming to grow taller where she stood as her confidence blossomed.

“Down on your knees.”

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the bedroom floor as she spoke, and for a moment, I thought about arguing, but only for a moment. Desire won out. The handcuffs that she had taken her time putting on me were inescapable, and I assumed Anna wasn’t going to give me what I wanted until I did what she wanted. The stern look on her pretty face convinced me there was only one way I was going to be able to have her.

Awkwardly, I sank to my knees on the floor of our bedroom. And Anna towered above me, smirking with pleasure at my obedience. She seemed even taller now in her high heels, impossibly tall, almost inhuman in her beauty.

“You look like a goddess,” I blurted out. And Anna’s eyes widened slightly, flashing green fire at me as I kneeled on the floor at her feet.

“Oh really? That’s funny. Because I kind of feel like one right now. And what should you do with a goddess?”

“I… I don’t know.”

Anna paused. Her high heels shifted on the floor as she moved slightly, stepping back a little from where I kneeled, then bending at the waist. Her boobs filled my vision as she bent over me, threatening to spill out of the black lace cups of her push-up bra with every breath she took. With an effort, I raised my gaze to look her in the eye, but that wasn’t easy. The irrepressible joy I saw there terrified me, even as it made me want my wife more than I had ever wanted anything or anyone.

“Worship them,” Anna smiled.

Gently patting my cheek, she straightened up again. Then, reaching toward me, she grabbed a handful of my short hair. Turning elegantly on her heels, she began to stride across the bedroom, and I knew I had no choice except to follow. I crawled after her on my knees, my wife not giving me enough time to stand up and walk behind her as she led me around the bed to her side.

Then, she stopped. Releasing her grip on my hair, she stood in front of me, smiling down again as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties. She pulled them down easily, and I noticed that she had had the foresight to put them on over her stockings and suspenders so that she could remove them more easily. Her panties slid easily down her long legs, dropping onto the floor around her feet. She stepped elegantly out of them, her high heels clicking on the floor with every step she took. And there was her pussy, right in front of me, calling to me as it shone like an image of heaven in my eyes. I licked my lips. I wanted her so badly, and the fact that I couldn’t have her only made me want her more. The desire was even stronger than before, and my willingness to say and do anything it took to have her grew along with it.

“Please, Goddess Anna,” I groaned, making my wife burst out laughing again with my easy submission. Easy for her, that is. “Please have sex with me, please!”

“God, you’re cute when you beg,” Anna said. And as she spoke, she stepped past me, turning to sit down on the edge of the mattress. She spread her legs, exposing her pussy to me all over again, and I stared at it like a man lost, as if only it could guide me home.

Lifting one foot from the floor, Anna hooked her high heel under the waistband of my boxer shorts. Slowly, she dragged them down my legs, my cock springing out, throbbing in the empty air as she pushed my underwear down around my knees. Then, chuckling to herself, she lifted her foot again and ran the shaft of her high heel along the throbbing shaft of my cock. I trembled and groaned at that faint touch, driven almost to the point of madness by her dominant aura. She was unbelievable. She was incredible. She was not only the sexiest thing I had ever seen, she was sexier than anything I had ever imagined, and I could hardly believe the feelings of desire washing over me. I begged and begged while Anna sat on our bed like a queen on her throne, basking in my desperate adoration, knowing exactly what she was doing to me and basking in the power her beauty gave her.

“You’re like my little slave boy, aren’t you?” she teased.

“Yes, goddess. I’m your slave,” I panted while her high heel continued to move up and down my desperate cock, teasing me brutally.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your slave, Goddess Anna.”

“And a slave does everything his goddess tells him to, doesn’t he? A slave is the property of his mistress, and his only role in her life is to make her happy.”

“Yes, Goddess Anna.”

I didn’t care what it took. There was nothing too humiliating she could possibly make me say now, nothing I could refuse. My cock was raging with unbelievable desire, and it felt as if nothing mattered more than the sexual pleasure she could give me. If she chose to. But for now, it was clear to me that she was having far too much fun denying me.

“Well, I’m afraid I have bad news for you, honey. You see, you’re right. I am a goddess. And you seriously think a cock like yours is worthy of a goddess like me?”

She was so good. The way she spoke, the way she was acting, you would think she had played games like this a thousand times before. Instead of my sweet, loving, beautiful wife, she was now a cruel and demanding mistress. A goddess, yes, but a dark one. And I was falling for her all over again. If this was a new side of her, so different it was almost a new person completely, I was falling in love with my goddess just as I had fallen in love with my sweet wife so many years before.

I looked at Anna, I wondered what she wanted to hear. Because that was the only thing I wanted to tell her. The only way to get what I wanted from this unbelievable woman. I took a chance.

“No, Goddess,” I groaned. And Anna burst out laughing, filled with evil delight by what she was making me say, what she was forcing me to admit to.

“No. It isn’t. So guess what you’re going to do instead?”

“I don’t know, Goddess Anna.”

Anna lay back. The springs of our bed creaked slightly underneath her as she rested her head on the pillow, using it to prop herself slightly upright so that she could look down at me over the length of her incredible body. Then, while I kneeled beside the bed, transfixed by her pussy so flagrantly on display, she reached for the remote control of our bedroom TV that sat on the side table next to her. She turned it on, then reached for her phone. Ignoring me for the moment while I waited in an agony of doubt and desire, she tapped the screen a few times. As the TV on top of the dresser sparked into life, I realized she was casting something from her phone.

I didn’t look to see what it was. Anna had turned her eyes to me now, and once again, I was lost in her stare, hypnotized like some prey animal in the grip of a beautiful predator.

“You’re going to eat my pussy,” she said, and her crude words shocked me almost as much as her dominant demeanor. “And you better make me cum,” she went on. “If you ever want me to touch that cock again, you’re going to show me you know how to please your goddess.”

“Yes, Goddess Anna,” I said. And for the first time in a long time, I let a smile spread across my face. I wanted to plunge my cock inside that gorgeous body, of course. But going down on my beautiful wife wasn’t exactly the worst thing in the world, either.

Back then, I didn’t know that with Anna, this new, dominant version of her, things would never be that simple.

“Don’t speak to me. That mouth is now my toy, and it’s not for talking. Understand?”

I hesitated for a moment, then nodded wordlessly. Anna smiled.

“And while you do that, slave, do you know what I’m going to be doing? I’m going to be fantasizing that you’re someone else.”

My jaw dropped open. I was about to protest, but the green flash of Anna’s eyes made me think twice about it. Still, her words were absolutely shocking. I gazed at her in astonishment as she smiled at me, drunk with her newfound sexual power.

“That’s right. I’m going to imagine it’s someone else licking my pussy. Maybe doing more to me than that, too. You’re just going to be my toy, and you’re going to help me get off while I picture someone else. Maybe a celebrity. Maybe an ex-boyfriend. Go on, slave. Get to work and make your goddess happy while I decide who I’m going to think about.”

She was smart to forbid me from speaking. All kinds of protestations ran through my mind, all kinds of counter-arguments. And despite her rule about talking, I was tempted to say them. To bring an end to this crazy game, to tell my wife that enough was enough. But somehow, I didn’t do it. Somehow, I couldn’t. This was all far too wild and sexy, far too dangerously exciting. I had no idea why it turned me on so much to be treated so badly, but it did. The thought of Anna being this unbelievably sexual goddess, being so cruel and selfish, was the most exciting thing I could imagine. I couldn’t bring myself to even try and stop it, even if I could have.

I leaned forward, inching toward her on my knees. And Anna smiled a satisfied smile as she shifted on the mattress, spreading her legs a little wider. As I extended my tongue, tasting her pussy, she pressed the screen of her phone again.

She was incredibly wet. Clearly, this crazy game excited her just as it excited me. I pressed my lips against her silken folds, running my tongue over her lips, but for now, there was no reaction. Instead, she was gazing at the TV screen, tapping her phone from time to time. I glanced over at the screen, and cringed to see that she was looking through her photos. Old photos taken years ago, before we had met. Photos of her with ex-boyfriends.

“Get back to work,” Anna ordered, frowning slightly as she pressed her free hand against the back of my head and turned me back toward her sex. And as I plunged my tongue inside, finally drawing a faint sigh of pleasure from my wife, my cheeks burned with desperate shame.

And yet, my cock would not stop throbbing. My wife was using me like a masturbation toy while she thought about old lovers, and somehow, it was turning me on more than I would ever have believed possible.



5. The Boss’ Idea

“Big news, cuckie.”

Anna practically came bursting through the door of our house. Again, I had gotten home before her, but not for long. And that was a good thing. I can never wait to see her again, obsessed with my unfaithful wife as I am. I wanted to be around her at all times, wanted to bask in her outrageous beauty, no matter how much it hurt. And of course, she wanted the same thing.

As always, I had helped her dress for work that morning. It was a regular ritual for us, an expression of my total submission to her. Helping her look sexy for the guys at work, for her boss specifically, was just one more way to remind me of what I could never forget: my new lowly position in her life. But even though I knew what she was wearing, even though it had been haunting me all day, always at the forefront of my mind, that did nothing to lessen its power.

Her dress was unbelievably tight. Although it fell to a relatively modest kneelength, it was cut in a way that hugged her figure, flaunting her every curve. Gathered in around her narrow waist, it swelled up to her magnificent breasts, showing deep cleavage in the super low neckline, held up by thin straps over her shoulders. The green fabric brought out the emerald glow of her eyes and the fiery color of her long hair cascading down her back. She had completed the outfit with a pair of black patent leather pumps with a platform and slender heel that made her long legs seem even longer, that made her body sway seductively with every step she took. I had kissed those same shoes before she went to work, leaving a faint impression of my lips that quickly faded on the leather. And now, sitting on the couch, I watched my gorgeous wife stride toward me, her breasts bouncing in the top of the dress with every step she took, and my heart clenched like a fist in my chest as I looked at her. She looked like sex incarnate, a woman no man can possibly resist. A woman the guys at work didn’t have to resist. And there, of course, on her left ankle, a thin silver chain and the key dangling from it, the key to my chastity that never left her side. I didn’t know if the guys at work knew what the key represented. It was enough that we did. The constant shining reminder of the ferocious power held over me, and my total inability to do a single thing about it.

Anna stood in front of me, her hands on her hips, her feet spread as far as the tight skirt of her dress would allow. She let me look at her, knowing the effect she had on me. Knowing that just the sight of her, the unspeakably desirable shape of her body, was enough to drive me deeper into submission to her all over again. And I didn’t doubt that someone had been enjoying that insane body. Probably doing more than just looking at her, too. Jealousy vibrated inside me the way it always did, only serving to fuel my desperate desire for the woman I loved. The woman I had to share.

“What is it, Miss Anna?”

Anna smiled, raking her fiery red hair over one shoulder with her hand. Letting the moment hang, letting me wait in suspense a little while longer.

“Trent had an idea today.”

Her plump lips turned upwards at the corners in a sly smile as she stepped toward the sofa. As she sat down beside me, I kept my eyes on her, unable as always to look away. Every movement of her body fascinated me, every slight gesture she made driving me further into my obsession. She turned, the tight dress restricting her movements but emphasizing her femininity as she lifted her feet from the floor and put them again in my lap. It was getting to be a regular pose for her, and I couldn’t resist the temptation to run my hands over the smooth skin of her feet in the shoes she still wore. She allowed it, smiling all the while. Knowing it was driving me crazy to see the key to my chastity cage dangling from her ankle, so close to my locked cock. And yet we both knew I would do nothing about it. We both knew I was her slave, completely overcome by my unstoppable desire for her. This was how our marriage worked now, her giving the orders and me obeying, and this was the way we both wanted it. This was the way we both needed it.

And slowly, teasingly, Anna let the story of her latest venture at work unfold.

“It was a good choice of outfit today, cuckie,” Anna said. “I just felt so sexy in this dress. And of course, the guys couldn’t stop looking. Sometimes, it feels like they’re all waiting for me to get in. I’m usually the last one to get to work, and you know how I like to make a grand entrance. As soon as I step through the door of the office, I can feel their eyes on me. Looking at me like a piece of meat. Looking at your wife and thinking about fucking her. How does that feel, cuck?”

“Extremely humiliating, Mistress.”

“Good. It should. It’s really pathetic how you let other men do whatever they want with me. But then, it’s not like you have a choice, is it? You know you can’t satisfy me the way I deserve, the way every woman deserves. It’s a good thing I have these other men in my life to really make me feel like a woman, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said with a gulp, and Anna laughed. It didn’t matter how many times we had been over the same territory. It didn’t matter how many times she made me admit the shocking truth. She always got a massive kick out of driving my humiliation home, and I always felt the same wild pang of sexual desire along with the inadequacy she wanted me to feel.

“Good. It’s always good to remind you of your place. So, like I said, everyone was looking at me. And you know what a tease I can be. You know I love to put a little extra wiggle in my walk, to make my hips sway and have the guys drooling all over me. And they were. They were all wolf whistling and catcalling me, saying all kinds of inappropriate things.”

“Like what?” I asked desperately.

And Anna laughed. She knew all too well how I was addicted to every disgraceful detail of my own humiliation. I wanted to know everything, every last detail of what she got up to that work. The more it hurt me, the more I wanted to hear it. And the pain wasn’t just emotional. Thinking about it, imagining the scenario she was constructing through her words, was making waves of pain radiate out from between my legs as my cock tried to harden against the inescapable chastity device she kept me locked in. It didn’t matter how many times I tried unsuccessfully to free myself. My manhood never seemed to learn. And with Anna’s feet sitting in my lap, those shiny, sexy shoes resting on top of my caged cock, I had no chance. Running my hand up and down her leg, feeling the smooth and silky skin of her body, was only making things worse. But of course, I couldn’t help it. Anna knew just how irresistibly drawn I was to her incredible body. She loved it. And she loved knowing that I wasn’t the only one. She loved nothing more than to remind me of that, every opportunity she got.

“Well… Jason said, ‘Nice tits.’ Which, I mean, he’s not exactly a poet, is he? But it made the point. And he was staring right at my boobs, too, just like the rest of them were. Just like you are now.”

I was. And part of me hated the guys in the office, the men she spent all day flirting with, who spent all day drooling over my wife’s body in the sexy outfits I bought for her and dressed her in. But I couldn’t blame them for that. Her epic cleavage was so tempting, it was virtually impossible to look anywhere else. With every breath she took, they rose and fell in the top of her dress, and my head was full of fantasies of burying my face between those soft orbs, of kissing and licking her magnificent breasts. But I wasn’t allowed. That, I knew, was for other men.

“Stan said that I looked amazing,” Anna went on. “David agreed. He told me to do a twirl for them, so they could see the whole outfit.”

“Did you?”

“Of course I did.”

Of course she did. She did more or less whatever the guys at work wanted. The way she acted around them, based on the stories she told me, was more or less the complete opposite of how she behaved around me. With me, she was so demanding, so cruel, so in control. I had basically no input into my own life anymore, nothing but a humble slave for my dominant wife. But at work, it sounded like she acted like a total airhead. A giggling strutting bimbo who wanted nothing more than to be looked at by horny men, men who thought nothing of putting their hands all over that incredible body. Men who knew she was the office slut, a sex toy for the boss and some eye candy for them. I married a woman who simply couldn’t get enough male attention, couldn’t get enough sex from her boss. There wasn’t a single man there who didn’t know about Anna’s affair with Trent. Probably, I thought with an inward cringe, they could hear it every day, her cries of pleasure coming from his office when she went to perform her slutty duty. Every guy in the office knew that my wife was a total slut. And I lived with that humiliation every single day, knowing it only got sexier the longer I was kept in chastity and denied sex with my wife.

“And then what?”

“Well, they all whistled and cheered at me. And I mean, my ass does look great in this dress, doesn’t it?”

“It really does, Mistress Anna,” I said truthfully while my wife giggled. It was all such a massive ego boost for her, and her inflated ego hardly need the help. But she couldn’t get enough of it, just like I couldn’t get enough of her.

“It always turns me on so much, being greeted like that,” Anna said, a dreamy smile on her face. “Every guy in that office wants to fuck me, married or not. It’s so awesome, being reminded every day that all the guys want you. That if I wanted, I could let every single one of them bend me over the desk and have their fun with me.”

“Oh my God,” I croaked.

“I know, right?” Anna grinned. “That’s what I’m saying. It’s so fucking hot. So you can imagine what kind of state I was in when I walked down the hallway toward Trent’s office to say hello.

“God, he looked so sexy. I don’t really know what it is. I mean, he’s a good-looking guy. He’s tall, and has a beautiful thick head of hair. Plus, his body’s amazing. You should see his sixpack. His stomach is as hard as a rock. But it’s not just that. It’s not just the way he looks. It’s the way he is. I mean, he’s the boss. I don’t need to tell you that power is sexy. That’s what women secretly want. I mean, I know, we’re all good feminists, and we believe in women running their own lives and being bosses. But there is something so sexy about a guy who’s in charge. A guy who knows how to take charge. A guy who would never let his wife locked away his cock, who would laugh at a guy like you.”

After her little speech, Anna studied my face. She wanted to see what effect her words were having on me, as if she didn’t already know. Of course, it was obvious. What she was saying was humiliating me, even though I already knew the truth. The reminder of my powerlessness and my wife’s desire for other men was just as potent as it always was. And my cock continued to throb desperately inside the tight chastity device, driving me half-mad with the pressure of desire. Desire that I knew would find no outlet unless my wife decided to take pity on me. Desire that had had no outlet for more weeks than I cared to count.

“He smiled at me as I stepped into his office. His eyes looked me up and down, and I could see the hunger in them. You should see the way he looks at me, cuckie. He looks at me like a piece of meat, just another thing he wants to own. And it turns me on so much. It’s nothing like the way you look at me. I mean, you’re like a little puppy I know you want me, and it’s so adorable the way you stare at me, knowing how you can’t have me. That’s not how he looks at me. He looks at me knowing he can have me, that he’s going to have me. He’s a boss, and he knows he can take whatever he wants.

“And that’s what he did. He stood up from his desk, and I had butterflies in my stomach as he walked toward me. He was smiling that sexy smile, the smile of guy who knows he’s about to get laid by another man’s wife. He reached out for me, putting his hands on my hips, sliding over this dress.”

And as she spoke, Anna ran both her hands over her hips, the fabric of her tight dress whispering to her touch.

“Like he owned me. The way he touches me is just so… Possessive. Like this body is his to enjoy, which I guess it is. He pulled me toward him, and he wrapped his arms around me, grabbing my ass, squeezing it, and he kissed me. His tongue invaded my mouth, claiming me, and I was practically whimpering. And I could feel his cock swelling through his pants, pressing against my body, and I knew what he was going to do to me. And I wanted it. Oh, cuckie, I wanted it so bad! I wanted my boss’s fat cock inside my sweaty pussy, right there and then, first thing in the morning. And I thought about you, and how gentle you were as you put that dress on me, as you slid my shoes onto my feet. I thought about the key to your chastity hanging around my ankle where anyone can see, a little bit of jewelry to remind me that I own your cock completely. And Trent was so rough, so demanding. He turned me around and unzipped my dress, pulling it off my shoulders, pulling it down until it dropped to the floor of his office. And he laughed when he saw it wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. He slapped my ass, and I jumped, and he just laughed.

“Get over here, slut,” he said. That’s how he talks to me, how he treats your wife. And I fucking love it. God, my pussy was so wet as he grabbed my arm and pulled me toward his desk. He totally manhandled me, overpowering me completely. He bent me over his desk and slapped my ass again, and I spread my legs like a good girl, and he pressed his hand against my pussy, just holding it for minute, like he was claiming it. He laughed again when he saw how wet I was. Cuckie, by now I was practically gasping for sex. I mean, I guess you know all about that. You know what it’s like to want it so badly, you’ll do anything to get it. Well, that’s what Trent does to me. I was squirming on his desk, practically begging him to fuck me. And he did.

“God, when he slid his big cock inside me, it felt like heaven. He fills me so full, I feel like I’m going to cum straightaway. And when he started fucking me, sliding that big cock in and out of my throbbing pussy, I did cum. Almost right away. Like, he barely even pumped me five or six times before my pussy started spasming around his cock, and I was screaming with pleasure. I didn’t care who might hear. I didn’t care that all the guys in the office would be listening, laughing about what a slut I am for the boss. They already know everything anyway. I came all over Trent’s cock, but he didn’t stop. He just kept pounding me on his desk, thrusting right through my orgasm, making me scream for him before giving me another.

“That’s right. I came twice in his office, bent over his desk. My juices were pouring down my legs, and I wished I had a cuckie there to lick it up for me. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like to lick my cum off my beautiful legs.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I breathed, making Anna laugh. She lifted one foot from my lap, pointing her toe as she held it, and without saying a word, I reverently took it in my hand. I cradled her high heel as I gently kissed the top of her foot, and she tilted her head to one side, biting her plump lower lip as she enjoyed the spectacle of my submission. Reliving her adventure in the office was turning her on, and so was my pathetic submission to her whims, and I didn’t have much hope that she was going to give me the sex I craved. Getting my wife turned on was the best way to least have a shot at something, some kind of pleasure for me, even if it was bound to be wrapped up in humiliation. So I kissed her foot passionately, worshiping the most insignificant part of her body while she continued to humiliate me with her nasty little story.

“Then he pulled out,” she went on, “and I almost screamed just from that. He slapped my ass again, twice, hard. He probably left a big red mark, but he didn’t care. And neither did I. You know how I love being manhandled by him. And he grabbed my arm and pulled me up into a standing position, then grabbed a fistful of my hair. He forced me down onto my knees, cuckie. He forced me to kneel at his feet right there in his office, and he looked so fucking hot, standing above me, still wearing his shirt but no pants, his massive cock throbbing right in front of me and shining with my juices. He didn’t have to say anything, cuckie. A slut like me knows what her role is. I licked his big cock while he grinned down at me, watching me serve him. I licked all my cum off it, moving my tongue up and down, making sure I got every drop. And I could feel his manhood throbbing against my tongue, and all I wanted to do was give him pleasure. I couldn’t help it. I had one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft while I licked, and with the other, I reached down and touched my pussy. I was so fucking turned on.

“’That’s right, slut,’ he said. ‘Clean up your mess like a good girl.’ And I wanted to be a good girl, cuckie. I wanted to be a good girl for him and do everything the boss man told me. “Yes, sir,” I said, and ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft again. Remember how that feels, cuckie? Do you even remember what it feels like to get a blowjob anymore?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said mournfully, making her laugh again.

“Well, memory is all you have, isn’t it? You know no woman’s going to put that worthless thing in her mouth ever again.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

I kissed her foot again as I spoke, channeling all my rage and despair into the submissive action. I didn’t doubt she meant what she said. Sex was something I had to beg for now, something my cruel goddess of a wife allowed more and more rarely. After all, she was getting so satisfied elsewhere, she didn’t need to grant my pathetic requests. And certainly, receiving oral was off the table. I existed to give pleasure, not receive it. Anna loved reminding me of that fact.

“Good boy. So I sucked the boss’s cock there in the office, like I do almost every day. Trent loves my blowjobs, and he deserves pleasure. A cock like that should be drained multiple times a day, and a slut like me needs to do everything to keep the boss happy. When he came, it was like a fire hose. I almost choked as he spurted it down my throat. But he told me to be a good girl, and I know what a good girl does. I swallowed every drop of his cum, cuckie. I swallowed every drop, and it tasted so fucking good. The perfect breakfast for a slut wife like me.”

I was trembling as she smiled at me. Her story seem to have come to an end, and it had had exactly the effect she must’ve known it would. It had turned us both on, sexual desire crackling in the air between us like it so often did. In my case, though, I knew it was almost destined to go unfulfilled. Anna was turned on, and I hoped she would use me for her pleasure. But I hardly dared to imagine I would get any of my own.

“But do you know what he did then?”

“No, Mistress.”

“He told me to put my slutty dress back on. Then, he took me by the arm and led me out of his office, back toward the main room where all the guys work. He didn’t let me clean up. He just took me out there with my breath smelling like cock, my stomach full of his cum. And he stood me up in front of all the guys, and I wondered if they could see how my cheeks were burning. I mean, they must’ve heard us fucking anyway. I’m sure they knew exactly what had gone on. Still, it’s always kind of embarrassing standing there in front of all the guys after having just been fucked hard.

“Then, Trent had me stand next to him while he announced this month sales competition. Because guess what he decided the prize will be?”

Fear gripped my heart. As I looked at Anna, she looked as if she couldn’t wait to tell me, almost bursting from within thanks to the secret she held. I felt like I already knew the answer, but I didn’t want to say anything. As if speaking its name would make it more real. As if there was anything I could do to change what went on at my wife’s deeply unconventional office.

“What, Miss Anna?” I said, my voice trembling slightly as I spoke.

“Me.”

“Oh my God.”

“Yeah. Whoever sells the most this month gets to take me away on a trip and do whatever they want with me. I have no choice in the matter, not that I would choose anything else, anyway. I mean, you should’ve seen the looks on the guy’s faces. They were already undressing me with their eyes, already imagining all the naughty things they’d do to your wife if they get the chance. And I was so shocked, but when I looked at Trent and saw him smiling at me, I knew I couldn’t resist. I knew that it was about the sexiest thing I had ever heard. Being treated like an object like that, being given away as a prize. God, it’s so fucking hot. Cuckie, I need to cum. Right now.”

Anna swung her feet out of my lap, her dress growing even tighter around her as she straightened up. Reaching out, she held her hand out to me, and I took it, rising to my feet. She led me to the bedroom, her sexy body swaying hypnotically in her high heels. And when we reached the bedroom, she told me to take off my clothes. Meanwhile, she went to her dresser where she kept her toys and rummaged around until she found what she was looking for.

Handcuffs.

“Hands behind your back,” she said with a smile. And I willingly did it. It had been weeks since I was last let out of chastity, and my wife only takes the cage off when I’m tied up in some other way. I was more than willing to be put in bondage if it meant a sexual release. But once Anna had my hands cuffed behind my back, she moved back toward the dresser. And when she pulled out her strap-on harness, my heart sank.

“What? Did you think I was going to release you? No, no, cuckie. Tonight, I need a real cock. Like Trent’s. So you’re going to wear the strap-on and fuck me while I think about what those guys are going to do to me.”

Anna pressed the base of her strap on dildo to my stomach, right above my own caged cock. She busied herself with the harness, tightening it around my hips until the toy projected out from my body as if it was a part of me. And my real cock, locked up and rejected, ached with pure desire between my legs as my wife finished her task. Then, stepping back, she reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor with a whisper, and she stepped out of it. I could see how wet her pussy was as she climbed onto the bed, lying back and spreading her legs, inviting me in.

“Get to work, cuckie,” she said, still grinning, still delighted with her own deviant power. “Make Mistress cum, the only way a loser like you can.”





6. Teased Into Submission

“Oh my God!”

Anna cried out in pleasure, her voice cracking momentarily as her climax peaked. The air in our bedroom was heavy with sex, our mutual pleasure seeming to radiate out from both of us. I hadn’t cum yet, but I was close. And watching my beautiful wife savor that wild orgasmic peak was almost enough to push me over the edge all by itself. She sat astride me, my cock buried deep inside her pussy, and I growled like an animal as I felt the powerful contractions of her orgasm gripping my cock and squeezing it.

Her breasts rose and fell on her chest as she heaved a deep sigh, her whole body trembling. Her thighs gripped my sides, her knees pressing hard against me. As her orgasm came and went, she opened her eyes, leaning forward to place her hands on my chest for balance, her big boobs swinging underneath her.

It was amazing. We had always had good sex. After all, my wife was so beautiful, I could never control my attraction to her. I wanted her all the time, whether she was dressed up glamorous for a night out or doing chores around the house. But this new kinky side of her had made her even more unbelievably desirable. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. At almost all hours of the day, our minds were racing with kinky, deviant thoughts about one another, and it translated into some of the best sex of our lives. Anna had never been so aggressive, so demanding, so selfish. I loved her for it. I loved every moment of the kinky pleasures we were having, every wild idea that drifted through her incredible brain.

I went along with it all. And as I lay there, hovering on the edge of an orgasm of my own while my wife grinned down at me, I gazed up at her in astonishment. She had cuffed my hands behind my back before mounting me, and now I lay underneath her, totally helpless, and once again, it felt absolutely amazing to give up control. This was what Anna wanted, the best way it seemed I could turn her on. To let her tie me up, to let her use my body as a toy for her own pleasure. I wasn’t complaining. It was the biggest thrill of my life.

“Oh my God, that was good,” she said. “Who would’ve thought sex would keep getting better this long after marriage?”

“It wasn’t good before?”

“You know what I mean,” Anna said with a sly little smile. “I love this, Rob. I just feel so free to do whatever I want. I can do whatever I want with you, can’t I?”

Reaching over my chest, she took both my nipples in her hands, pinching them between her thumbs and the edge of her index fingers. I grunted in pain as she twisted them, and my cruel wife laughed, a laugh that still dripped with the afterglow of her wild orgasmic cries of passion.

“Yes, of course you can, Goddess,” I said. And Anna groaned slightly, her pussy tightening around my cock again in recognition of the title I had given her, the one she now insisted I call her by.

“Who would’ve thought you would make such a good little slave?” she said. “I should’ve done this a long time ago. Just imagine if I had tied you up on our wedding night. God, that would’ve been hot.”

“Yeah, it would,” I agreed. “You in that wedding dress? You look so beautiful and so sexy.”

“Awww. I did?”

“Yeah. I couldn’t believe I was getting to marry a woman like you. Still can’t, actually.”

“You’re so sweet,” Anna said. Smiling, she leaned forward, placing more weight on my chest as she kissed me. I kissed her back, channeling all my passion and desire into the movement of my lips and tongue against hers. And as she lifted her mouth at last from mine, I could see the seductive smile she still had on her face, the light of pure mischief in her eyes, and I knew that the game wasn’t over.

Anna sat upright, my cock still buried inside her, sweeping her long red hair back from her face.

“In fact, when you’re being so sweet, it makes it hard to be mean to you. And you know I love being mean to you.”

“You really do, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, Rob, I fucking love it. It makes me feel so sexy and powerful. It’s nothing like when I used to play with my ex. That was fun, but this is so much more intense. Maybe because I love you so much. Dominating the man I love, using you like my own personal little toy, is such an unbelievable turn on. I mean, it’s so wild, so crazy, so out of line. It’s just so hot, isn’t it? I’m getting excited all over again just thinking about it.”

“Good,” I said. “Want to go again?”

“Oh, poor slave,” Anna giggled, pressing one finger against my lips to shut me up. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? But slaves don’t get what they want. Mistresses do, and slaves just have to do as they’re told. Stay there.”

I groaned as Anna climbed off me, my wet cock slipping easily out of her dripping pussy. Swinging a leg over me, she crawled toward the side of the bed, and stood up. She was completely naked, and I watched as she moved across the room, heading toward our dresser. I didn’t know what she was up to, but my heart was pounding in my chest, my cock raging with desire as I watched her naked body move.

She pulled open the drawer of the dresser and reached inside. Picking up something small in her hand, she turned and climbed back onto the bed. Hope soared inside me as she straddled me again, but she didn’t reach down for my erect cock. Instead, Anna moved higher up my body, straddling my chest and sitting down on top of me. Once again, her knees gripped my sides, and I could feel the warmth and the wetness of her pussy against my skin as she spread her legs. As she reached down toward her pussy, I saw that she had a small vibrator on one finger, and it began to buzz as she turned it on.

Anna groaned, her eyes closing momentarily with pleasure as she teased herself with the toy. She moved slowly over her pussy, and I watched, trapped helplessly underneath her, her sex right in my face but unable to reach it or touch it. All I could do was watch. And as I realized that that was what she wanted, but that was what she was up to, I growled with frustration, and she let out another little gasp of pleasure.

“That’s right, just watch,” she said, opening her eyes to smile down at me. “You don’t get to cum, not yet. Remember, slaves have to earn their orgasms. And if you want me to let you cum anytime soon, you’re going to have to do exactly as you’re told. Understand?”

“Yes, goddess,” I said, and another little gasp of pleasure escaped her trembling lips. It was humiliating, of course, to be trapped underneath her, unable to do what I wanted with the vision of pure sexiness my wife had become. That was the idea. She was driving home just how little power I had, and lying there underneath her, watching her masturbate, it was hard to deny that she was completely in control.

“Say it, then,” she said, her voice beginning to resonate with the sexual pleasure she was feeling. “Tell me you’re my slave, and that I’m your goddess.”

“I’m your slave, and you’re my goddess, Anna.”

She moaned again.

“Say it again.”

“You’re a goddess, Anna. And I’m your slave.”

“And slaves don’t get to cum unless their mistresses allow them to.”

“Yes, goddess. Slaves don’t get to cum.”

“Oh my God,” Anna gasped. “Call me Mistress. Call me Mistress Anna.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

By now, my wife was totally swept up in passion and excitement, and in my own way, so was I. My cock throbbed in the empty air, leaving me desperate for sex, but it was abundantly clear that I wasn’t going to be getting what I wanted anytime soon. Instead, it was all about Anna and her pleasure, and it was such a tease to lie there underneath her, watching her pussy spasm to the insistent buzzing of the vibrator, listening to moans and gasps of pleasure rise out of her while I could do nothing about it. I could smell the sex in the air, and it made me tremble underneath her as she sat on top of me, using me like a piece of furniture while she pleasured herself as if I wasn’t even there. But I was there. And part of me knew that was the whole point. That was part of what made this so sexy for my wife, knowing that I wanted her desperately and couldn’t have her. Hearing me submit to her in the most humiliating terms possible, agreeing to everything she said for the faint chance of pleasure.

“Good boy. That’s a good boy. Are you going to be a good boy for Mistress Anna?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said obediently, and she let out another moan of bliss. She had exactly what she wanted. Total submission from me, total capitulation. I could give her that. As I gazed up at her incredible body sitting on top of me, her pussy dripping with pleasure, I felt myself slipping deeper and deeper into service to this magnificent goddess. And as the vibrator did its work, bringing her more and more pleasure, her body rocked on top of me, grinding her pussy against my chest, her juices pouring over my skin to tease me even more as I squirmed underneath her.

“Good. Now, beg me to cum. Beg to watch me give myself an orgasm right in front of you.”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Please, Mistress Anna,” I said, while she laughed at the desperation in my voice. “Please cum, Mistress. Please cum front of me so that I can watch your beautiful body have an orgasm.”

“Oh my God, this is amazing,” she said. “You’re so easy to control. You’ll say anything I tell you to, won’t you, slave boy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It was true. I was so bewitched by her beauty and so turned on by her body that I couldn’t help it. Nothing seemed too outrageous to get what I wanted. Besides, I really did want to see Anna cum. Not as much as I wanted to fuck her myself, of course. But clearly, for now, that wasn’t happening.

“Then tell me you don’t deserve this pussy.”

It was still shocking to me to hear my wife say such crude things. She had never talked that way before we started down this road. But it was sexy, too. The wilder she got, the more I wanted her, this unknown side of her coming to the fore more and more, making me love her and desire her more with each passing day. My cheeks burned with humiliation, shame vibrating in my chest at how easily my wife controlled me, and I had no choice. Maybe I didn’t want to choice. Maybe the things Anna was making me say were exactly what I wanted, in my submissive heart, to say myself.

“I don’t deserve your pussy, Mistress Anna.”

Anna shrieked in joy as I spoke, the vibrator still buzzing frantically between her legs. She closed her eyes again, tipping back her head so that her hair cascaded like a river of fire down her back. She pressed the vibrator even harder against her pussy, and I felt her legs squeeze my sides more forcefully, clamping down hard as she sat on top of me.

“No, you don’t,” she said breathlessly. “You want to know what I’m thinking about right now?”

Her eyes were still closed, her mouth open, noises of pleasure rising from between her lips at regular intervals. I looked up at her, watching her bouncing breasts, her gorgeous face frozen in a mask of pleasure, her pussy trembling as the vibrator did its work. I was almost afraid of what she might say, but at the same time, I couldn’t bear not knowing.

“What, Mistress Anna?”

“I’m thinking about somebody else. I’m imagining having sex with someone who isn’t you.”

I drew a deep breath. It wasn’t the first time we had been down this road. Still, the things she was saying had lost none of their power to shock. I grimaced underneath her, my mind racing, my heart thumping in my chest like it was about to explode. She was trying to hurt me. I knew that. That was the game we were playing, this wild game of tease and denial that so intoxicated us both. And even knowing it could only hurt me, I had to follow wherever the game led.

“Who, Mistress Anna?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she kept pressing the vibrator against her, letting out another long moan of pleasure. And then, her eyes snapped open. As if she wanted to see my reaction, wanted to see how I felt about how she was teasing me.

“My boss. Trent,” she said.

I growled underneath her, and Anna let out a burst of wild laughter. I knew her boss, of course. I had met him a few times. But even though I sometimes resented the way she talked about him, the way she seemed to admire him, I had never truly believed she had sexual feelings for him. But clearly, Anna was reveling in revealing the truth to me now. She was like an unstoppable force of nature as she sat on top of me, tormenting me with what I wanted and couldn’t have, reminding me how unworthy I was of a goddess like her.

“He’s so fucking sexy,” she said, an audible moan in her voice as she smiled down at me. “A real man. He has an amazing body, and I bet you he really knows how to fuck, too. I see the way he looks at me sometimes. I think he wants me, too. What you think about that?”

“I think every man wants you, Mistress Anna.”

My wife laughed again, a laugh that soon turned to yet another moan of ecstasy. “Maybe you’re right,” she said. “Maybe Trent does want me. I wonder what would happen if I flirted with him?”

I drew a deep breath, Anna rising slightly as she sat on top of my chest. My head was spinning. Really, we had been going down this road anyway, what with all this talk of her ex-boyfriends and the things she had done with them. I didn’t know why it was so unbelievably sexy to me to think of my wife getting pleasured by other men. I only knew that it was. But this was a new step. This was something different. This wasn’t the past. This was her openly fantasizing about a man who’s in her life right now, a man she saw every single day. A man she could perhaps, if she chose, actually have an affair with. And the fear of my wife’s infidelity struck my heart like a bolt of lightning. But at the same time, it only fueled my dark arousal. I couldn’t understand what was happening to me, what Anna was doing to me. The recent changes in our relationship had been so overwhelming, so outrageous. But now it seemed my wife intended to push things even further.

“Do you… Do you want to have sex with Trent, Mistress Anna?”

Anna’s eyes snapped open again.

“What if I do?” she said, seeming to bristle slightly even while pleasure continues to course through her body. “Maybe I’m just a horny girl who needs more than one guy to keep her happy. Besides, you’re my slave. And I love that about you. But sometimes, a girl needs a man who knows how to take what he wants. Oh my God, Rob, I’m getting so hot thinking about her. I’m going to… Oh my God, I’m going to…”

Anna didn’t finish her sentence. But she hardly needed to. As she let out a wild cry of passion and pleasure, it was obvious to me what was happening. My wife was having another orgasm, and yet it had nothing to do with me. Not really. She got off on humiliating me like this, on hearing me beg and worship her. But it was another man who was turning her on now, the thought of sex with him lighting her up while the vibrator buzzed between her legs. I felt absolutely crushed as I lay underneath her, completely humiliated, totally dominated. And I hated how good that felt. I hated how badly it made me want her, how desperate I was for my wild wife. As her juices poured over my heaving chest, as she howled her pleasure at the bedroom ceiling, I lay underneath her, my head a tangled bundle of thoughts I couldn’t even understand.

Slowly, my wife climbed down from the peak of orgasm she had driven herself to. Her eyes opened again, and she smiled as she looked down at me. Reaching forward, she ran her fingers through my hair.

“That was… Intense,” she said.

“Yeah, it was,” I said. “Are you serious? About Trent?”

Her breasts rose and fell as she took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh.

“I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “I mean, it’s just dirty talk. Just things you say in the heat of the moment. But it was a sexy fantasy.”

“What did you think about?”

“I…”

Anna’s beautiful green eyes darted evasively to one side. Now that she had had her orgasm, she had lost her former wildness, her confidence. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, but I also wondered if a little of the red glow on her skin came from embarrassment over what she had said. But the fact remained that she had said it. One way or another, I knew we were going to have to talk about it. And I guess my wife did too.

“I imagined what he must look like naked,” she said at last, still making eye contact with me. “I imagine going to a hotel room with him. I imagined him… Kissing me. Taking my dress off.”

“You were wearing a dress? In this little fantasy?”

“Yeah,” Anna smiled, finally looking me in the eye again. “A short one. And then…”

“And then?”

“And then… We had sex.”

Anna’s eyes flickered over my face, as if she was trying to read how I felt from my facial expression. And maybe that was the best way to do it, because there was no way I could put what I was feeling into words. My head was buzzing, a wild roar of fear and anger and jealousy and desire erupting inside me. Anna set the vibrator down on the bed beside me, still sitting on top of me, pinning me to the mattress underneath her.

“What do you think about that?” she asked softly.

“I don’t know what to think. Do you like him?”

“I mean… he’s a good boss.”

“That’s not what I mean.”

“Well… He is sexy.”

I sighed again. But Anna was still smiling. And on top of me, she began to move. Swinging a leg over me, she climbed off my chest. She kneeled beside my head, once again running her fingers through my hair.

“Jealous?”

“Insanely jealous, Mistress.”

“Well, maybe that’s not such a bad thing. Maybe husbands need to be reminded every once in a while that their wives have options. Maybe it will encourage you to do a better job pleasing me.”

“I already do everything you ask, Mistress.”

“That’s true. You do,” Anna smiled. “You have been a good boy today, there’s no denying that. So maybe I can let you have something.”

She turned. At first, I didn’t know what she was up to, but soon, it became clear. Lifting her leg, she swung it back over me, only this time, straddling my head. And she was facing toward my feet, her back pointing to the headboard of our bed. She spread her legs, and her pussy shone above me, and I groaned as I stared up at it, wanting it as badly as ever. Raising my head from the pillow, I stuck out my tongue and licked her streaming sex, and Anna sighed with pleasure, enjoying this humble act of worship.

As I licked her pussy, drinking down her streaming juices, Anna’s pleasure grew, and she became more aggressive. She began to move on top of me, grinding her sex against my face, more moans of pleasure pouring out of her. I plunged my tongue inside, and she began to ride it, letting out rhythmic moans as she bounced up and down on top of me.

Then, she leaned forward. I groaned as she wrapped her fingers around my cock, slowly stroking while I lay there helpless underneath her. She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew exactly how to manipulate me, how to keep me on the edge of pleasure without going over. I moaned and groaned underneath her, channeling my frustration into eating her out, and while she toyed with me, she began to speak.

“That’s right, slave,” she said in a voice that dripped with condescension and sexual excitement. “Eat my pussy. I’m your goddess, and you must know you can’t satisfy me, right? You must know your sexy wife deserves bigger, stronger, more successful man. God, it’s been so long since I had a guy inside me who isn’t you. A guy who doesn’t love me. A guy who just wants to treat me like a piece of meat, just an object for him to fuck. God, babe, that sounds so fucking sexy to me. I can’t believe I’m even saying this, but what if I did it? What if I fucked Trent?”

Trapped underneath Anna’s gorgeous body, I couldn’t speak even if I wanted to. I groaned in despair, my mind full of this wild mental image, and I licked her pussy even more frantically, plunging my tongue inside her silken folds while she tormented me with these wild fantasies of infidelity.

Releasing her grip on my cock, Anna swung her leg over me and climbed off my face again. I watched her naked body move as she crawled down the mattress, turning to face me when she reached my hips. Again, she straddled me, sitting in my lap and reaching down to take my cock in her hand. Finally, she guided it into her pussy, and I let out a loud yell of pleasure as I felt those slick wet walls tightening around my manhood.

Anna groaned too as she settled all the way down on it, letting it fill her completely. But at first, she just sat there, feeling me inside her. Smiling at me with those green eyes blazing, beautiful malice glittering in their vibrant depths.

“I’m going to let you cum finally, slave,” she said, smirking as she spoke. “But first, I want you to tell me something.”

“Oh my God, anything, Mistress Anna,” I blurted out, making her giggle. I knew it was going to be humiliating. I knew was going to be disgraceful. But I couldn’t bring myself to care. With her pussy on my cock, all I wanted now was orgasm, and every straining fiber of my body told me that no price was too high to pay to get it.

“That’s what I like to hear. Now, I want you to say that Mistress Anna deserves better cock. Real cock, from a real man.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Or don’t you want to cum inside me?”

As she spoke, Anna clenched her pussy around my cock. I let out another groan while she laughed at me. And I could see the desperate trouble I was in. But there was no way out. Anna had me right where she wanted me, and clearly, the power was turning her on more than I would ever have thought it could.

I hesitated. I tried not to say what she wanted to hear. But the feeling of her pussy around my cock was just too intoxicating. I couldn’t fight. I couldn’t resist. All I could do was obey.

“You deserve better cock, Mistress Anna,” I said, while she laughed in triumph, her pussy spasming around my cock again. “You deserve real cock from a real man.”

“A real man like Trent,” she gasped, bouncing up and down on my manhood now.

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I growled. “A real man like Trent.”

And that seemed to push her over the edge. Once again, my wife exploded in orgasm, her hot juices coating my skin as I lay beneath her. And she wasn’t the only one.

I growled as my cock exploded inside her. Her bouncing body called spurt after spurt out of me, and I trembled where I lay beneath her on the bed, pumping the hot load inside her. Anna yelped in pleasure, and I groaned, swept away by the powerful hormones of sex. We came together, and as our climaxes peaked and faded, Anna lay down on top of me with a sigh. My cock slid out of her pussy as she climbed off me, lying on her side on the mattress next to me, one hand on my heaving chest.

We lay like that for a while, neither of us saying anything, as if the things we had said were too intense for either of us to handle. We just lay there, swept away by it all, unable to process this new direction our sex life and taken.

“God, I love being your Goddess,” Anna said at last, resting her head on my shoulder. I turned my head to kiss her on the forehead, and she smiled as she snuggled into me more.

“It’s so much fun to be in charge,” she said. “And I am in charge, aren’t I, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said.

My wife smiled at me.

“I think we’re going to have a lot of fun with this new kink,” she said. “Especially me.”



7. Punished By The Boss

Anna stepped through the door of our bedroom, and my cock leapt pointlessly in the tight prison of chastity. Just like it always did. There was nothing new now to this game, nothing unexpected about our regular ritual. But that didn’t mean it was boring. Far from it. It still filled me with submissive ecstasy, every time we did it.

Every morning, at least on weekdays, we went through the same procedure, and every time, it filled me with such desperate desire, such barely believable passion and excitement. There she was, my gorgeous wife, fresh from the shower, her incredible body glowing pink and barely concealed by the fluffy towel wrapped around her. Soon, I knew, it wouldn’t be concealed at all. Soon, she would take off that towel, allowing me to take in the full flood of her beauty. And still, there would be nothing I could do about it. Nothing I could do except stare and admire, burning the image of her into my brain to go along with all the other exciting images I had of Anna and her incredible physique. And maybe the most powerful of them all. But as always, I was completely addicted. As always, I couldn’t say no.

And Anna, as always, was wearing a smug smile, knowing exactly the effect the sight of her body had on me. Reveling in it like she always did, drunk with her total power to make me want her at any time of day, in any outfit she chose. Or none at all.

As usual, I had chosen her outfit for work. But as she stepped toward the bed where I sat, naked except for my chastity device, my wife cast a critical eye over my choices. The red silk skirt, the white sleeveless blouse, and the red high-heeled pumps were all very sexy, and I knew she would combine sex appeal with elegance the way she liked to at work these days if she wore the outfit I chose. But slowly, Anna shook her head. The gentle waves of her red hair rolled over her bare shoulders, already styled after the shower, her makeup already on. It was rare that she had any changes to make to the outfits I chose for her; I had gotten good at finding sexy things for her to wear for her boss. It still made me cringe inside every time I thought of it that way. But on this day, for whatever reason, Anna had other ideas.

“I’m in the mood for something different today,” she said. “I know you can’t really go wrong with a pencil skirt, but I don’t want the guys thinking I’m getting too predictable.”

With that, she removed the towel and tossed it on the bed. It was all I could do not to groan in frustrated desire as I watched her naked body move, watched her skin glow from the warmth of the shower and, just maybe, from her own excitement at what we were doing.

She walked toward the closet. With a feeling of nervous excitement, I watched as she rummaged among her clothes. Her ever-expanding collection of sexy outfits, my wife’s taste for shopping exploding now that she had more men than just me to admire the way she looked. She picked up a pair of tall high-heeled boots from the floor, and something else small and black that I didn’t immediately realize what it was. It was only when she walked across the room and set the items down on the bed in front of me that I saw what she had chosen. A pair of black latex leggings that looked impossibly small as they sat beside me on the mattress. And Anna, naked as she was, grinned down at me, knowing I was already imagining her in the sexy outfit.

Without saying a word, she walked across the bedroom to her dresser and took a bra out of the drawer. As she slid it on over her arms and adjusted her boobs into the cups, I saw that as usual, it was a push-up bra that gave her a deep and inviting cleavage. That was all she wore to the office these days. And no panties, I noticed. That was getting more and more common, too.

Her boobs bounced in her bra as she made her way back toward the bed where I waited. Her eyes were wide, shining with green flame that showed her excitement as she grinned at me.

“Well, what are you waiting for, cuck?” she asked. “Get me dressed.”

Her words spurred me into action. After all, it was what I was there for. To serve and be teased and tormented, just like every morning. To help my wife look sexy so that another man could fuck her in ways I never could. Unsurprisingly, my cock was once again throbbing inside the chastity device, the dull ache of rejection spreading through my lower body the way it always did.

I picked up the pants from the bed beside me. The rubber fabric stretched under my hands. I kneeled down on the floor, and Anna shifted her position, standing over me at the edge of the bed, smiling down in yet another triumph. Placing one hand on the top of my head for balance, she lifted a foot from the floor, and I slowly began to roll the leggings onto her leg.

It took a while. I was careful. And of course, even though it tormented me, I relished the opportunity to touch her body, to run my hands over those toned legs, to feel the firmness of her calves and thighs and, moving higher, her hips and her ass. Her pussy shone right in front of me as I pulled the pants carefully up, groaning silently inside as I had to cover up what I most wanted to look at. The latex clung jealously to every curve of her body, and between her legs, I could see the shape of her sex through the fabric, her swollen puffy lips pressing against the material. As always, I felt that wild stab of jealousy to think that soon, other men would be seeing the same thing. Other men who weren’t locked in chastity. Men who, at least in the case of her boss, actually got to touch her, to use that incredible body, to enjoy her pussy and her ass and her tits and her mouth and everything else she so freely gave him and so cruelly denied to me. And not just her boss, either, I thought with another inner stab of repressed rage. The guys at the office were free with their hands, as my wife took great pleasure in telling me, always ready to grab her boobs or slap her ass while she just giggled and let it happen. But then, there was that sales contest. Trent’s new idea, that whichever guy in the office made the most sales in the month would get to take my wife away on a short break and use her as his personal sex toy. And Anna was so into it, too. She loved the idea of being used as a trophy, a valued object, a prize to be won. And I, her husband, wasn’t even in the contest. The humiliation was so powerful and so erotic, it was hard to even believe.

Once I had the latex pants in place, Anna turned. Standing where she was, she could reach into her bedside table, and she brought out a spray bottle and a cloth. As she handed them to me, I knew my duty. I tried to keep my hands from shaking as I sprayed every inch of those pants, rubbing the cloth over them from ankle to waist, at the same time caressing every single inch of her lower body until my cock was a bright knot of pain in my cage. And Anna watched the whole thing with that customary smirk on her face, her hands on her hips, enjoying the sight of me debasing myself the way she always did.

By the time I was done, her latex pants shone with a high gloss, and I could see myself in the flawless fabric stretched over her legs, a distorted image of the pathetic cuckold my wife had made me into. Anna ordered me to put on her boots, and I did, unzipping each one and sliding it onto her foot as she offered it to me, then zipping it back up. The boots had a tall heel and a slight platform that made her even taller, and as she stood there above me with her feet apart, her hands on her hips, she looked every inch the dominatrix she was. She looked so sexy, it felt right to be kneeling at her feet. It felt right to be below her, gazing up at her incredible body, her unstoppable beauty, all of it completely irresistible, all of it more than enough to keep me in servitude to my dominant wife forever.

“I need a different shirt,” she said. And she strode away from me, walking quickly back toward the closet to make her choice. Just as I had when she was naked, I watched her go, longing for that body, transfixed by her gorgeous ass shining beneath skintight latex, every curve fully displayed as if she was still naked. Maybe even more than that. Somehow, this tight outfit managed to make her look even more exposed than when she wore nothing at all, even though she was completely covered. The latex was like a shiny black second skin, revealing far more than it hid.

Anna chose a black shirt with long sleeves, but she buttoned it low so that it showed off a vast expanse of her cleavage. And above it, she pulled on an extremely broad belt, black leather with two solid silver buckles on the front and decorative laces up the side. As she pulled the belt around herself and fastened it shut, it made me think of a corset. And of course, it just added to the dominatrix vibe of what she was wearing, enhancing her hourglass figure and also making her look more beautiful and powerful than ever.

She still wasn’t done. While I remained kneeling beside the bed, Anna turned toward me, and I could see the wheels turning in her mind. She reached back into the closet and grabbed something I had never seen before, a length of polished chain that shone in the light as it swung from her hands. I watched in confusion she wrapped the chain around her hips, clipping one end to the other. Then, she ran another length of the same chain between her legs, clipping that to the front and back of the chain she wore like a belt. One end of the chain dangled from her hip, hanging a few inches down her thigh. It swung as she crossed the bedroom, heading back to her bedside table. I tried not to groan as she pulled the key to my chastity out of the drawer and clipped it to the chain hanging at her side. Finally, she turned to me, placing her hands on her hips again as she posed in front of me.

“How do I look, cuck?”

“Like an absolute goddess, Miss Anna.”

And I giggled, as if she hadn’t heard those words and others like them from me a thousand times before. But it was no more than the truth. She did look like a goddess, a creature made of pure sex, nothing but wild curves and a pretty face and her dominant attitude, enhanced by the all-black outfit she wore. She looked like a woman who should be stalking the halls of her dungeon, cages full of men at her mercy. She laughed out loud as I impulsively bowed to the floor and pressed my lips against the toes of both her boots, but I couldn’t help it. She looked so divine, so sexy, so powerful. Nothing would please me more than for her to refuse to go to work and instead spend the day at home with me, teasing and tormenting me and dominating me completely. I could have spent all day groveling at her feet, licking those boots while she gloated above me, using her beauty like a weapon it was.

But that wasn’t what I wanted.

“That’s sweet,” she said. “But the most important thing is, do I look fuckable?”

I knew exactly what she meant as I lifted my head from her feet and gazed up her. I knew exactly who this was all for. I knew he was going to get to fuck my gorgeous Mistress, while I had to be content with hearing every humiliating detail of her latest infidelity. There was no point denying the truth.

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I breathed, while she continued to gloat above me. “You look incredibly fuckable.”

“You think my boss will want to fuck me in this outfit?”

“I know he will, Miss Anna,” I said. And again, my wicked wife chuckled, secure in the knowledge that I was certainly right. What man wouldn’t want her, looking like this? Let alone a man who had made very clear his attraction to my wife, a man who spent a large portion of his working day having sex with her while his employees listened and probably cracked crude jokes.

“Good,” Anna said, tossing her head to make her hair bounce on her shoulders, the vibrant red set off by the black fabric of her shirt. “That’s what really matters, isn’t it? Well, time for me to go. I’ll see you tonight, cuckie.”

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I said miserably as I watched her turn and head for the door. She never looked back. She didn’t need to in order to know that I was watching her every movement, practically drooling over her body wrapped in tight latex and the incredible hourglass figure she displayed. She knew that I would spend the rest of the day thinking about her in that outfit, wondering what she might be doing, knowing it could only hurt me. And maybe, just maybe, here and there throughout the day, my dominant mistress of a wife might spare a thought for me, her cuckold husband locked in chastity, trapped in the office without hope of sexual release while she did whatever she wanted to with the boss she was so powerfully attracted to.

It’s never been an easy life to live. But it’s the life I have. And we both know there’s no going back.

It was a predictably long day for me at the office, like it always is. As usual, I could hardly shake the thoughts of my cruel and gorgeous wife and what she might be doing with the key to my chastity dangling at her hip. Dressed so provocatively in an office full of men who knew she was completely sexually available to them, completely and gleefully unfaithful to her insignificant husband. You’d think with all the practice I’d been getting, I would have gotten better compartmentalizing my work and my home life to at least allow me to get some things done in the office and have a break from tormenting thoughts of what Anna might be doing. But that wasn’t the case. The thought of her filled me to the exclusion of all else, and if I had been able to, I didn’t doubt that I would have sneaked off to the office bathroom and pleasured myself while thinking of her. But of course, locked in chastity as I was, that wasn’t an option. All I could do was wait for the night and whatever fresh humiliations that entailed.

As usual, I was home before she was. But not for long. I didn’t have to wait long with my heart beating hard inside my chest, counting out the seconds until I would be reunited with a woman who did such evil things to me and only made me love her more. I heard her car in the driveway, heard her high heels on the concrete, and the door to our house flew open, and my gorgeous wife strode inside, looking, if anything, even sexier than I remembered her being.

But for once, Anna wasn’t in the mood to tease.

“Clothes off. Now. And get on your knees, you pathetic cuck.”

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I stammered, instantly starting to take off my work clothes until I was completely naked except for the chastity device. And obediently, I dropped to my knees on the floor at her feet, but for once, Anna didn’t smile down at me, delighted with my obedience. Instead, she looked enraged. Her green eyes blazed with a fury that scared me, helpless as I was in her presence.

“You fucking loser,” she sneered. “You just can’t do anything right, can you? You can’t fuck me like a real man. You can’t make me cum. And now, you can’t even dress me right so a real man will fuck me.”

“What are you talking about, Mistress?” I asked. But Anna didn’t answer. Instead, she reached for the chain around her hips, unfastening it and removing it from her body, and if she hadn’t been in such a mood, I might have taken some hope from the thought that my chastity key still dangled from it. But Anna was in no mood to release me. Instead, she bent down in front of me, her big breasts hanging in the gap of her low-cut shirt, and she clipped one end of the chain she held to my chastity device. Straightening up, she pulled on it savagely, and I groaned in pain.

“Come with me, loser,” she snarled. And as she turned, pulling again on the chain in her hands, I had to follow her. Rising quickly to my feet, I stumbled along behind her as my wife strode through the house, leading me by my caged cock toward the bedroom. And even then, scared as I was by this sudden aggression from her, I couldn’t take my eyes off her tantalizing form, her outfit flaunting it in front of me. I could see nothing wrong with the way she looked, her round ass straining against the shiny black latex. She looked absolutely gorgeous to me, and it was unthinkable that anyone would disagree. But of course, it didn’t matter what I thought.

Anna dragged me to the foot of our bed. There, she made me turn so that I was facing the mattress. Still holding the chain, she threaded it through the bars of the footboard of the bed, pulling it tight so that my cock was tied to the frame. Then, she took my hands roughly in hers, winding the chain around both my wrists to bind them together. I didn’t even think of resisting as she then tied my hands to the footboard too, pulling the chain tight before clipping it to itself. Taking the key off the end of the chain, she slid it into the lock of my chastity device and turned it, and I gasped as she removed the padlock that held it all together. Still saying nothing, Anna removed the padlock and used it to lock the chain together. Leaving my chastity device unlocked but still on, she carelessly threw the key across the room.

Then, she walked toward the closet. Fear bloomed in my heart as I watched her grab a leather belt and stalk back toward me. Standing behind me, she gripped the back of my neck with one hand.

“Bend over, loser,” she snarled in my ear. And with her hand pushing me down, I bent at the waist, leaning forward until my head was pressed against the mattress, my ass in the air. I knew what was coming. And my cock throbbed desperately in the unlocked but still intact chastity device I was wearing. My wife was going to punish me, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

The leather belt hissed through the air, colliding with my backside with a loud crack. Pain bloomed in my body, and I groaned through gritted teeth, but Anna wasn’t in the mood for mercy. The next blow was even harder, if anything, and this time I yelped as her second strike reactivated the burning pain of the first.

It wasn’t like Anna to hurt me like this. Neither of us had any real taste for pain. First, it was more about emotional pain, humiliation, disgrace. All the delicious psychology of a relationship like ours, the complex tangle of human emotions that made it so exciting to be her cuckold. But as I continued to beat my ass, I could see that this was no game. She was genuinely mad. And she was taking it out on me.

By the time she stopped, my whole ass was throbbing. Setting aside the belt, Anna slapped me once with her bare hands, and I groaned again, my sore ass responding painfully to the blow. Circling around the bed, she climbed onto the mattress, crawling toward me where I stood still bent over the footboard, not daring to move until she told me.

Anna grabbed her phone. She sat down on the mattress right in front of me, swinging one leg over me as she spread them, her high heels hooked on the footboard. Her pussy was right in front of me, visible through the latex, and having it so close to me was almost enough to make me forget the painful beating I had just taken. Through the haze of pain and desire that filled me, it was hard to concentrate on her words, but I knew I had to listen. Leaning forward, Anna picked up the belt and wrapped it around my neck, feeding the end through the buckle and pulling on it to use like a makeshift leash. And I gazed up at her beautiful body, green eyes blazing with fury, her pussy so close to me and yet concealed beneath the thin layer of shiny black latex.

“Trent didn’t like my outfit,” she said.

“He didn’t? What didn’t he like about it?”

I was genuinely surprised. To me, Anna looked absolutely gorgeous. Completely irresistible, in fact. If I had been her boss, or any other man who was allowed to touch that divine body, I wouldn’t have been able to keep my hands off her, anymore than I could keep my eyes off her now.

“He said I look like a dominatrix.”

“You do.”

“Exactly. He likes his girls more submissive. He says I’m not allowed to wear pants to the office ever again. In fact, he’s made my dress code even more strict.”

“Strict how?”

But Anna didn’t answer. Instead, she lay back a little on the bed, supporting herself on her elbows. At the same time, she inched forward so that my head was between her legs, her pussy shining under the latex right in front of me, pressed against my mouth. Unable to help myself, I kissed it, but Anna didn’t react. Instead, she pressed the screen of her phone, then turned it around to face me. She held it low on her stomach, right in front of my eyes so that I could see everything that was happening.

“Keep licking while you watch that,” she ordered. And then, closing her eyes, she laid back fully on the bed, her free arm draped over her eyes.

The video showed my wife in her boss’s office. It was taken from a low angle, and the first thing I saw was Anna bent over Trent’s desk. She had her feet spread wide, her latex-covered ass in the center of the screen, shining in the light.

And Trent spanked her.

My heart contracted as I listened to Anna yelp in pain, but Trent was as merciless as my wife had been to me. He slapped her ass again and again, and I felt a horrible feeling of guilt as I watched her backside jiggle in the latex, turned on by the sight of a man beating my wife.

“No more pants in my office. Understand me, slut?”

“Yes, sir,” I heard Anna gasp as Trent spanked her again.

“Pants are for men, not married sluts like you,” he snarled, continuing to spank her. “You wear skirts and dresses only, with no panties underneath to allow your boss easy access to that pussy. That pussy is never allowed to be covered in my presence. Understand?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” Anna gasped, writhing on the desk as her boss continued to beat her. I had never heard that submissive tone in her voice before. I had never heard her so lost to pleasure, so different from the way she was at home. Even when she was being indulgent to me, she was still firmly in charge, and her tone of voice reflected that. But now, I could see just how much she was Trent’s submissive sex toy, his office bimbo to use however he saw fit. And my cock was leaking with humiliating desire as I watched her latex-covered ass jiggle and bounce with the repeated blows of his big hand against her body.

“Whose pussy is it?”

She didn’t even hesitate. And her words sent a red-hot spike of shame and desire coursing through my body as I watch the video play out on the screen of her phone.

“It’s your pussy, sir,” Anna said, her voice vibrating with desire and humiliation, a combination I knew all too well. But even that obedience didn’t spare her. Trent spanked her ass again, a loud sound that echoed in the small space of his office, making her yelp again in a mixture of pain and, I didn’t doubt, pleasure.

“Say it again.”

“It’s your pussy, sir. My married pussy belongs to you, sir.”

“That’s right. Don’t you forget it, slut.”

“I won’t, sir.”

“What are you?”

“A slut, sir. Your slut. Oh my god, sir, I’m so totally fucking yours.”

Finally, Trent chuckled at that, a sound that made the hairs on the back of my neck bristle. He had stopped spanking her, instead running his big hands over her exposed ass while she trembled, so submissive, so obedient, so ridiculously horny. I knew what my wife got up to work, the things she did in the boss’s office. But seeing it like this was so much more painful.

And yet, I kept kissing and licking the pussy that Trent owned through the thin latex of Anna’s pants. And she sighed and groaned as the video played on, her excitement growing with the desperate movements of my lips and tongue against her sex.

Because we were both of us caught in this wild world of submission, of desire, of humiliation. In her own way, it was clear, she loved being abused just as much as I did.

“There’s more,” Anna said breathlessly. “Keep watching. And keep licking Trent’s pussy, cuck.”



8. A Fantasy Comes True

I don’t know what time of day or night it is. I guess it doesn’t really matter. Some anonymous hotel room. It doesn’t really matter, either. It’s all just props, just background to the show that’s taking center stage, the show I can’t tear my eyes away from, the show that fills the crooked passageways of my brain to the exclusion of everything else and makes my cock leap and swell with wild pleasure.

Because on that bed, my gorgeous wife is howling in ecstasy. But it’s not me that’s making her scream.

I’ve met her boss once or twice, at various work functions I was dragged to. Long before any of this happened, long before I discovered this embarrassing taste for being my wife’s submissive. Before she learned about my cuckold fantasies and used them to tease me into the best sex of our lives. I can try and fight against it, can try and deny the truth of what turns me on. But in the dark, when I’m alone, I have to admit the truth.

It’s her boss Trent who is standing beside the bed, plunging his cock deep inside my wife’s dripping pussy while she screams with greater ecstasy than I’ve ever heard her experience before.

I don’t look at him. He doesn’t look at me. He’s nothing more than a shadowy figure in my peripheral vision, almost as much of a prop as the bed and the dresser and the curtains of the hotel room that I don’t look at. All my attention is fixed on my wife.

And she looks unbelievably gorgeous. Her incredible body is encased in an emerald green corset, her big breasts bouncing wildly with every thrust of his thick cock inside her. Her eyes are closed, her mouth open, her vibrant red hair clinging to her skin that shines with sweat and pleasure. Her legs are raised, wrapped around his waist, her high heel ankle boots shining in the dim light as he fucks her. She’s completely overwhelmed with pleasure, giving in to her animal instincts, giving that incredible body to a man who doesn’t deserve it, a man who isn’t her husband. And she looks so happy about it. She’s having the best sex of her life with him, and I’m just watching, seeing it all as if I’m not even there. The two lovers are focused completely on each other, and nothing can break the spell of their sex. I may as well be a ghost. But I watch it all, my burning brain taking in every moment, every atom of pleasure, every howl and whimper my wife makes as another man fucks her. My cock throbs desperately, my own orgasm swelling inside me to match hers as she arches her back and screams her bliss at the ceiling.

“Rob, have you - oh my God!”

My wife’s voice cut through the dream I was in, and my eyes snapped open. She was standing there in the open doorway of our bedroom, when I had thought she would be out shopping for hours yet. And there I am, sitting up in our bed, my hand wrapped around my cock, shamefully masturbating to kinky thoughts of her with another man. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame as I released my throbbing cock, grabbing at a blanket to hide myself. But it was too late, of course. Anna had already seen everything.

“What are you doing?”

But of course, she already knew. She had already seen more than enough. She couldn’t read the thoughts in my mind, but she could see what they had prompted me to do. That was enough.

“I just - I don’t know. I just got horny, I guess.”

“And you couldn’t wait for me to get home?”

Her tone was hard to read. Maybe she was mad, but I couldn’t really tell. Her voice was level, calm for now.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d be in the mood once you got home,” I said, trying to justify myself. Finally, she stepped through the open door, carrying several shopping bags into the bedroom and dropping them on the floor beside our bed.

“So you thought you’d take care of yourself. That’s a bit selfish, don’t you think?”

“Well, do you want to?”

Finally, a smile appeared on my wife’s face. She actually chuckled at that, but shook her head, her long red hair moving over her shoulders.

“No,” she said. “Not right now. Not when you ask like that.”

“I’ll ask anyway you want me to,” I said, making Anna laugh again. Her green eyes sparkled as she looked me up and down, from my flushed face to the obvious tent of my erection underneath the blanket I had used to hide it.

“Yeah, I bet you will,” she said. “Guys will do anything to cum once they get turned on enough.”

The mattress springs sank underneath her as she sat down on the bed. She inched toward me, and I watched her, unsure of how to handle this new situation. In all the years we had been together, my wife had never caught me masturbating. Then again, I had never been so constantly turned on as I was now. The wild sex Anna and I kept having, the bondage she had introduced to our relationship, the kinky outfits she enjoyed teasing me with all combined to keep me in a state of almost constant arousal. I had always loved my wife, always wanted her and her beautiful body. But now, it was more powerful than ever. It was like I was obsessed with her, unable to even think about anything else. When she had gone off shopping that day, I had thought it was a chance to at least relieve some of the pressure of desire I was constantly feeling. But now, all at once, I could sense that we were once again drifting into uncharted territory.

Slowly, almost as if she was nervous of how I might react, Anna pulled on the blanket that covered me. I didn’t stop her. She pulled it away, and my cock sprang out, rock hard and rigid. I had been almost on the point of orgasm when she interrupted me, and although I had receded from that peak after being discovered, I was still desperately turned on. Smiling, Anna reached out and closed her hand around my manhood, slowly stroking it. I groaned desperately, and she giggled, secure in her ability to tease me anytime she wanted to.

“I thought you didn’t want to do anything,” I said as Anna continued to stroke my cock, smiling wickedly at me the whole time.

“I don’t,” Anna said, shaking her head. “But I do love seeing you all worked up like this. Were you watching porn?”

“No. I don’t need to,” I said, letting the words out before I could think them through. And Anna’s eyebrows climbed her smooth brow in surprise, her green eyes glittering as she seized on what I hadn’t meant to say.

“You don’t need to? What do you mean? I thought guys always watched porn when they did that.”

“I can imagine things.”

“Oh really? And what were you imagining?”

My cheeks must have burned even more red with embarrassment at her question, because Anna laughed out loud. But her hand never stopped moving over my cock, driving me wild with pleasure and desire. She was right in what she had said, of course. I would say anything at that point for an orgasm, and if Anna was manipulating me, I wasn’t in any mood to stop her. Why would I, when it felt so good? And that pleasure, that desire, burned away most of my usual caution. I was hesitant to tell her, unsure of how she might react. But after all, it was no kinkier than some of the things she had said to me recently in the heat of the moment.

“You.”

“Really? That’s sweet. And what were you thinking about me? What was I doing? Be specific. I mean, who knows? Make it sexy enough, and maybe I’ll change my mind about doing something with you.”

I took a deep breath. It was a cheap shot, of course, but it worked. Anna knew exactly what I wanted, and she was quickly learning the power it gave her to control my access to sex.

Of course, back then, I had no idea how far we would go down that path.

Maybe I could’ve made something up. But I’m not that quick on my feet. Besides, the last few weeks of sexual exploration had taught me something important. I had always kept my more deviant fantasies hidden from my wife, but when she had discovered them for herself, our sex life had proved immensely. It was time to stop being ashamed, I thought to myself. It was time to be honest with her. After all, hadn’t she proven just how open-minded and accommodating she could be? Hadn’t she proved herself to be kinkier than I had ever imagined my sweet wife might be?

“You were having sex. With someone else.”

“Oh really?” Now the smile on his face was broad and radiant as she continued to squeeze and slowly stroke my manhood. “The cuckold thing again? You really do love that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I groaned, my eyelids fluttering momentarily with the rush of pleasure my wife was giving me as she toyed with my manhood.

“Okay then, naughty boy,” she said in a voice that now dripped with seduction, the sound of it only driving me further and further into submission to her will. “Tell me who was fucking your wife.”

“Trent,” I gasped.

Anna’s hand stopped. Opening my eyes fully, I gazed at her, my heart hammering in my chest and the fear that maybe, just maybe, I had finally gone too far. But after just a moment, her hand started sliding up and down my shaft again, and she smiled at me as she looked into my eyes.

“Trent? You were thinking about me fucking my boss?”

“Yes,” I groaned, deep in shame at the admission.

“Is that because I told you I was thinking about him while we had sex?”

“Yes.”

“Ha! Well, that’s… interesting.”

“Interesting?”

I could barely form a sentence now, my words coming out in fractured groans and sighs of pleasure. And Anna, still smiling, seemed to realize what was happening. Abruptly, she let go of my cock, and I groaned in disappointment as she took her hand away.

“Yeah. Interesting. You want me to fuck my boss? Is that it?”

“No,” I said, vehemently shaking my head. “It’s just… I don’t know. It’s sexy to imagine. You said it yourself. Are you attracted to him?”

“Well…,” Anna said slowly, still smiling as she spoke. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings.”

“So you are, then.”

“I mean… he’s very handsome. And… Well, he’s the boss. There’s something sexy about that. You know power is sexy. That’s why you like it when I take control.”

I didn’t say anything right away. Neither did she. For a silent moment, we both just sat there, our minds buzzing as we tried to process what we had both just said. It was true that she had openly fantasized about him while we had sex. That was wild enough. But now, it felt like we stood on the threshold of something huge. And I wasn’t even sure I wanted to cross it. But these fantasies turned me on so much, driving me wild every time I thought my wife with another man. It didn’t make any sense. It crossed every line of reasonable behavior, defied every rule by which I had always thought I lived. I loved Anna, and the possessive part of me wanted her all to myself, forever, just like we had promised in our wedding vows. But somehow, this darkness called to me. Called to both of us, maybe. And it was precisely because it was so wrong, so wild, so completely out of line, that I was so fascinated by it. The idea of being so cruel, so selfish, and so desirable haunted me. And clearly, from the light that shone deep in her eyes, I could tell it excited her, too.

“You know what’s funny?”

Lost in thought as I was, Anna’s voice almost startled me, even though she had been sitting beside me the whole time.

“What?”

My cock was still throbbing desperately in the empty air as she moved, sliding away from me. Moving toward the side of the bed, she grabbed her shopping bags from the floor, the paper rustling as she set them down on their sides on the bed.

“I was getting kind of excited while I was shopping,” she said, casting a mischievous glance in my direction before turning back to the bags and reaching inside. “Because I know how much you love sexy lingerie and things like that, and I bought a few treats for you with that in mind.”

She slid a shoebox out of the bag in front of her. I looked inside and saw a pair of black ankle boots with a slender spike heel and a platform sole. Laces ran up the front of the patent leather that shone in the bedroom light, with silver zippers on the sides. It almost made me breathless how closely the shoes resembled the ones in the fantasy I had just been having about her and Trent.

“Sexy, aren’t they?” she said, gently sliding her fingertips across the glowing patent leather. “Do you like them?”

“I love them,” I said, making Anna giggle.

“Good. I’m glad,” she said. “Because as you can probably imagine, they’re not the most comfortable things to walk in. But they make me feel so sexy and powerful. And I was thinking, maybe these are the kind of shoes that never leave the bedroom. But now, you’ve got me wondering. They’re not really appropriate to wear to the office, but I wonder if Trent would like them as much as you do?”

“Are you serious?”

Anna looked deep into my eyes before speaking.

“I don’t know. Are you?”

“I don’t know. It’s fun to think about. But… this is real life.”

“I know. But doesn’t it make it more exciting when there are potential consequences? I mean, I don’t have to do anything. But it might be fun to dress a little more provocatively at work and see what happens. Especially because I know you would love that. You love seeing me dressed up, don’t you?”

I nodded. There was no point denying that. I would never call it a full-blown fetish, but my wife looks stunning when she makes an effort, and I know I’m far from the only man that loves to see the woman he loves turn heads wherever she goes. She was right that the shoes she had bought were in no way appropriate for work, but in its own way, that was part of the thrill. Part of the transgressive excitement of what we were doing, as if all the normal laws of conduct no longer applied.

“I bought this too,” Anna said, reaching into another bag and pulling out a fabric item. As she held it high in front of me, I could see was a black pencil skirt. Anna’s workplace requires a certain level of professionalism, but most of the time, she wore pants to work. From time to time she might slip on a skirt or dress, but they were usually quite modest. This, I could tell from the size, was anything but. Still probably kneelength, still technically appropriate. But small enough to cling to her body and show off the shape of her ass and thighs and hips to anyone who cared to look.

“I was thinking of you when I bought this,” she said. “It’s stretchy, and it really clings. I thought it would be nice to wear on a night out or something, to get you excited. But I don’t know now. Maybe there was something else on my mind too, subconsciously. I mean, it would go really nicely with these shoes, wouldn’t it?”

I looked at Anna in disbelief. What she was saying was so wild, so unbelievable, and yet it made its own kind of sense in the context of what we had learned about each other. It was so unbelievably exciting to think of her going to work looking like that, so provocative, so sexy. It pressed all my buttons of jealousy and desire, reaching parts of me I hadn’t known existed until recently. My cock throbbed desperately, and I didn’t know why what she was saying turned me on so much. I only knew that it did.

“And what if it turned him on?”

“You think it would?”

“I know it would.”

Anna laughed at that, but I was deadly serious. To me, then and now, there’s nothing sexier in the world than my wife, and the thought of her wearing provocative outfits at work left me in no doubt that she would be teasing every man she worked with, including her boss.

“Well, I guess that would be his problem, wouldn’t it?” Anna said. “He’d just have to fantasize about what it would be like to be with me. Like you do.”

“So if he hit on you? You’d just ignore it?”

“Of course,” Anna smiled. But then her shining green eyes drifted to one side, and again, I could see the wheels turning in her head. “I mean… A little harmless flirtation wouldn’t be breaking any rules, would it?”

“No,” I said slowly. “No, I guess not. I mean, he knows you’re married.”

“Oh, he wouldn’t care about that,” Anna said with a quickness that alarmed me. “I’ve heard about some of the relationships he’s had in the past. A wedding ring is practically a target for a guy like that.”

“Really?”

“Really. But that’s just him. I mean, he is sexy. I’m not going to lie. It might be fun having a guy like that wanting me at work. And you never know. It might be good for my career, too.”

“But you wouldn’t sleep with him?”

“No,” Anna said, a frown forming on her face as she shook her head strongly. “No, of course not. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said. And I meant it. But as I looked at my wife sitting next to me fully clothed, me wearing only a shirt with my cock throbbing visibly in the empty air, I couldn’t stop the wild thoughts that were crackling like lightning inside my brain. Anna leaned toward me, pursing her lips, and I put my arm around her shoulders to pull her close to me, kissing her passionately. There was no denying it. Sexual tension was crackling in the air between us, and the more we talked about this, the more turned on it was clearly making the both of us. Our kiss was electric, and as my tongue slid over hers, my lips rising against her mouth, I could feel her reserve melting away. Reaching out for my cock, she took it in her hand again and began stroking, and at the same time, I squeezed her boobs through her T-shirt, feeling the nipples harden through the layer of cloth and the bra she wore.

“Does it turn you on, thinking of me flirting with my boss?”

“Yes.”

“Of course it does. I mean, what were we doing in that little fantasy you were just jerking off to?”

“You were… having sex.”

“Yeah? Where? How? What position?”

My head was spinning as Anna directed her questions at me. Her face was so close to mine, her beautiful features were blurred, and I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin, and her close physical presence only served to bind me tighter to her like some inescapable spell she cast.

“It was… I don’t know. Some hotel somewhere. And you were… You were lying on the bed. On your back. And he was standing beside the bed.”

“Standing? Okay. I like that. And what were you doing?”

“I wasn’t… I don’t know. I didn’t really imagine myself doing anything. I’m not sure I was even there. I could just see it.”

“No one was looking at you? No one was talking to you?”

“No.”

“How did it feel, watching him fuck me?”

She really leaned on the curse word, stroking my cock as she spoke with emphasis. And again, I was putty in her hands. My manhood was throbbing and vibrating to her touch, making me feel that I had never wanted anything so badly as I wanted her.

“It felt… so humiliating. I was so jealous.”

“Yeah? You wished it was you fucking me instead of him?”

“Yeah. But you looked so good. You had your legs wrapped around him like you couldn’t get enough, and your shoes…”

“I was wearing shoes?”

“And a corset.”

“A corset? You do have specific tastes, don’t you? What color corset? What kind of shoes?”

“The corset was green. And the shoes were high heels. Ankle boots. A lot like those ones you just bought, actually.”

“Seriously? I guess great minds think alike. That does sound like a sexy outfit. You’d better hope your little fantasy isn’t a premonition.”

“Why? Would you actually do that?”

But Anna didn’t answer. Still smiling, she lifted her hand away from my cock. Rolling up onto her knees, she lifted her T-shirt above her head and tossed it to the floor. Her breasts bounced in her bra as she reached for the waistband of her jeans and undid them. Sliding them down to her knees, she sat down and pulled them all the way off her legs. I watched, my heart hammering in my chest with wild excitement, and much as I wanted to undress my wife myself, I didn’t dare break the spell of the moment by interrupting. Besides, she was in charge. She was the one who would decide how far this went and where we would go from here. She stripped down in front of me, removing her panties, removing everything except her bra. Then she lay down on the bed, smiling up at me, her face surrounded by a halo of her fiery red hair.

“I don’t have a corset, unfortunately,” she said. “Maybe you could buy me one.”

“Yeah, I could do that,” I murmured, my eyes traveling over her gorgeous body as she lay nearly naked beside me.

“Put my new shoes on me.”

Anna raised one foot, pointing her toes at me as she spoke. It wasn’t a question, or a request. It was an order. And I didn’t even think. Reaching for the box that lay open on the bed, I lifted out one of her new sexy shoes and pulled the tissue paper out of it. Then I slid it onto her foot. Anna smiled as she pressed the high heel against my shoulder while I tied up the laces. Then we did the same with the other shoe.

Once her shoes were on, Anna lay back on the bed, her legs parted, her knees bent. Between her shapely thighs, I could see her pussy, and my cock throbbed wildly as I stared at her.

“Stand up,” she said. Her voice was soft, but I took it as the command it was. And as I rose from the bed, Anna moved one leg, sweeping the boxes and bags carelessly to the floor. She moved toward me, the high heels of her boot sinking slightly into the mattress as she pushed herself along the bed. And I stepped up to the edge of the mattress while she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me closer to her. I reached down and took hold of my cock, guiding it into her pussy, and I was delighted to find how wet she was, how easily I slipped inside her. Anna groaned softly, and I groaned too. No amount of masturbation can ever compare with the real thing, the incredible feeling of having your cock deep inside the snug pussy of a woman who wants you. Especially when that woman looks as beautiful as Anna does.

“I don’t like you jerking off when I’m not around, even if you are thinking about me,” she said, her blazing eyes looking up into mine. “Promise me you won’t do that anymore.”

“I promise,” I said. As Anna knew, I would say anything in that moment. I would promise whatever it took, even if it seemed impossible. All that mattered was sex.

“What do you call me?”

“Mistress Anna,” I said, and my wife groaned in pleasure, her pussy tightening around my cock at the sound of my voice.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now, fuck me… Trent.”

I gasped at the wantonness in her voice, but my cruel wife just laughed. And for some reason, that seemed to spur me on. Jealousy and rage gripped my heart as I plunged my cock deep inside her, making her howl. And I heard the leather of her new boots creaking on her feet as she wrapped her legs tight around me, as if she never wanted to let me go. My fantasy was coming true right there and then, in a way, but reality is always better. Pleasure raced up and down my spine as I fucked my wife, and if she didn’t scream and howl with pleasure as loudly as she had in my fantasies of her and Trent, she still left me in no doubt just how good she was feeling.

So was I. But as those feelings of pleasure exploded inside me, my fantasies came back. I still had my eyes open, looking down at my wife, not wanting to miss a moment of what was happening. But my fantasy seemed to play itself out over the top of reality, a ghostly overlay that only made the moment more exciting, even as I questioned just why I was so attracted to something so dark and strange.

Anna’s breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply. Her bra creaked, struggling to contain them, and her cries of pleasure bounced back from the walls surrounding us. I was buried deep inside her, encouraged by her legs wrapped around me, and she arched her back with pleasure, pressing her pussy against mine as she took me all the way inside. It felt incredible to be having sex with my hot wife, a woman I had no doubt every man wanted. And the things we had talked about were the wildest kind of foreplay, making this moment even more pleasurable than it would otherwise have been.

I was falling hard, and I knew it. I was just lucky that Anna felt the same way.



9. A Hotwife Humiliated

Anna moaned above me. As she lay on the bed, her legs spread, her high heels hooked onto the footboard I was bound to, I could see her pleasure was growing. And I was doing everything in my power to make that happen. I licked her pussy as best I could through the thin latex of her pants, wishing the minor obstruction they presented was out of the way. But of course, it wasn’t up to me. I was there to be used, an object devoted solely to my wife’s pleasure. Although that wasn’t exactly true, either. Anna sometimes seems to have an almost uncanny ability to read my mind and see straight to the dark heart of my sexual desires, but it goes both ways. I’ve learned a thing or two about her kinks, and I know that she’s enough of a sadist to get off on the fact that she’s doing this to me. Cruelty turns her on, or more specifically, the sexual power she has over me that allows her to get away with being so cruel. In our different ways, we both get off on that.

This latest development was definitely cruel, even by her standards. Because while she moaned in pleasure, while I kept running my lips and tongue desperately over the latex that covered her vibrating pussy, she held her phone right in front of my eyes, the small screen filling my vision so that I couldn’t look away. And on that screen, I watched my wife betray me completely and utterly, my heart clenching like a fist in my chest as my cock throbbed painfully in the prison of chastity. It was torture, just like it was supposed to be. And yet I couldn’t have looked away if I tried.

And her ass filled the screen, looking even more pronounced as she bent over Trent’s desk, the skintight black latex shining in the light. And Trent moved behind her, his face out of view for now. That was a small mercy, anyway. I didn’t want to see him, didn’t want to see the look of hunger in his eyes as he used the woman I loved for his sexual gratification. I knew I was going to see everything anyway. After all, that was exactly what Anna wanted, exactly why she was showing me this video. But I did my best to fix all of my attention on her. It wasn’t realistically possible to ignore him. Not when he was the prime mover of the wild situation unfolding on the screen in front of me. But I tried anyway.

And for now, it seemed that Trent felt he had punished my wife sufficiently. Now, it was clear that he had other ideas of what to do next. And I hated him for it, even though what he was doing was exactly what I would’ve done his situation. Well, maybe. It was hard these days for me to even imagine being in his position. It was so contrary to my nature, so completely opposite to the dynamic that played out between me and Anna at home. It was hard to even imagine being so dominant, being as confident and self-assured and in control as Trent was. Maybe Anna was right. Maybe I just didn’t have it in me. Maybe there really are different types of men in the world, and I was the type who had no choice but to submit. Unable to master my own sexual cravings, unable to control my sexual obsession with my wife, I was weak enough to need her to order me around. I hoped that wasn’t the case, but I could see which way the evidence pointed.

Trent’s not like that. That’s part of what Anna likes about him. It’s part of what makes him the lover she craves, while I’m just a cuckold she abuses. Trent takes what he wants, and as I watched him reaching for the front of his dress pants, standing behind my wife, I could see that he was about to do just that once again.

His cock was already hard as he pulled it out of the front of his pants, and really, why wouldn’t it be? The ass he had been slapping was firm and juicy through the tight latex that covered it, and he had been watching the same bounce and jiggle that so entranced me. We had that in common, at least. And I didn’t want to look at my wife’s boss’s cock. I don’t have so much as a curious bone in my body. I find men generally quite repulsive on a physical level. But I couldn’t help asking myself the question I hardly wanted the answer to, a question that, given my status as my wife’s chastity slave, didn’t matter anyway. Was Trent’s cock because than mine? Of course it was. As Anna might have put it herself, why would she cheat on me with a guy who was smaller than her husband? Of course, in the end, it didn’t matter how big I was or wasn’t. Locked in chastity, the size of my manhood was totally irrelevant.

Trent stepped close behind Anna, his cock in his hand. He pressed the fat head against my wife’s latex covered ass, and as he rubbed it up and down, pressing it against the visible shape of her pussy lips through her latex leggings, the same lips I was currently licking with everything I had, I heard my wife groan. He groaned too as he warmed to his task, making her feel how rock-hard he was. Making her feel how much he wanted her. I knew just how much that would turn her on.

“You want this cock, whore?” Trent snarled through gritted teeth. I cringed, feeling the insult in every cell of my body as if it were directed at me. But Anna didn’t seem to feel it at all. My wife was too turned on by her boss, too turned on at being treated this way, to even have a second thought. She didn’t even hesitate before replying to him.

“Yes, please, sir!” she pathetically begged. And a shiver raced down my spine as I heard Trent laugh. He was totally in control of my wife, just as she was totally in control of me, and I knew better than anyone just how great it can feel to let yourself be under somebody else’s control. Especially when it’s someone you really want, I thought with another inward shiver of despair. Because I knew my wife wasn’t acting. She might be putting on a bit of a show, more for Trent than for me. But at the same time, she really wanted this. She wanted him to fuck her, and she wanted me to know it. That, I had recently learned, was the kind of woman I had married.

“That’s right, beg for it, slut.”

“Please, sir, please! Please fuck my married pussy with your big hard cock! Your pussy, I mean, sir. My pussy belongs to you. You fuck me so good, boss, please, I’m begging you!”

Trent laughed again, a cruel sound that had no human warmth in it. And he continued rubbing the head of his cock up and down my wife’s pussy, teasing her with it, making her groan in a mixture of pleasure and frustration. She begged and pleaded over and over again, her voice reverberating in my ears with the desperation I could hear, a desperate desire for sex that I understood only too well. And maybe also, as Anna’s submissive husband, I understood cruelty better than she did, too. Because although Trent’s next actions shocked me to the core, they didn’t really surprise me.

“No,” he said, pulling back and leaving my wife gasping with surprise and rejection on his desk. “Not yet. You need to earn it first. And you know how a slut earns a good fucking, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Anna gasped. In the video, I could see that her legs were shaking slightly in the tight black latex that gripped them. And in real life, too, her legs was starting to shake, the same skintight latex pants shining in the light of our bedroom, smooth and slick and wet under my lips and tongue, the patch of fabric that covered her pussy even more glossy and shiny than the rest. Anna was moaning steadily now, her body responding to the rhythmic movements of my tongue, but her voice did nothing to drown out the sounds of the humiliating video she was forcing me to watch. I could hear every mocking word from Trent and every submissive gasp and moan from her. It was as if I was in two places at once, pleasuring my wife and simultaneously watching her receive even greater pleasure from a man I was coming to despise. My head was spinning with the pure force of it all, the wild power of what this wicked woman was doing to me. And as usual, as always, it only made me love her more.

On the video, Trent moved. Stepping away from my wife’s latex-covered ass, he circled around the desk. I watched helplessly, once again cringing with shame as he reached out for her and seized a handful of her thick red hair. She gasped again as he pulled her upright, manhandling her however he wanted to, treating her like a piece of meat.

And then I saw what I hadn’t been able to see before from the angle of the video. Trent had taken off my wife’s wide leather belt, the one that made me think of a corset when she put it on that morning. Then he had wrapped it around both her arms, using it to bind her hands at her sides. As if he needed any more control over her. As if he didn’t already have her completely in his power. And seeing my wife like that, so helpless, made my heart ache with pity and boil with rage at what this man, who had no right to treat a goddess like her like that, was doing. But at the same time, shamefully, I felt yet another stab of arousal, my cock throbbing as usual inside the tight confines of my chastity. Seeing Anna like that, so helpless, so submissive, was like seeing another side to her. Just as sexy as the powerful dominatrix she had left the house as that morning, but in a completely different way. The more facets of Anna I discovered, the more obsessed with her I became. Because there was no version of her that wasn’t unbearably desirable to me.

Trent pulled Anna away from the desk by the hair. He dragged her toward the camera. I watched him position her in the center of his office, right where he wanted her, then use his grip on her hair to pull her down. And Anna understood at once what was expected of her. Meek as a kitten, she dropped to her knees right there in the middle of the office, the tight latex pants showing off the toned shape of her thighs as she did, and I found myself wondering with another spasm of hate how many times she had dropped to her knees in that exact same position.

She was looking up at Trent. She ignored the camera completely, and so did he. Like it wasn’t even there. Like I wasn’t there, which of course I wasn’t, though in a weird way, I was now, thanks to the dark magic of this video. I could imagine just how he felt in that moment, with those big beautiful green eyes gazing up at him, an expression of shameful desire on Anna’s beautiful face. Trent’s face was cut off by the top of the screen, but I didn’t need to see his face to know what he was feeling. It’d been a long, long time since my wife had given me head, and maybe that was never going to happen again. Certainly, that seemed to be what she wanted me to believe. And there was no doubt in my mind about what would happen next. Trent’s cock was standing out from the open front of his pants, its obscene length throbbing right in front of my wife’s face. She’s the office slut. She knows what she’s there for.

Still holding a fistful of her pretty red hair, Trent guided my wife’s mouth toward his manhood. And Anna took it between her lips with an enthusiasm that made my heart ache. I watched her wrap her lips tight around his manhood, watched her cheeks hollow as she sucked. Watched her do everything she could to pleasure him, her hands clenched uselessly at her side, bound by the belt she had put on that morning. Still holding her hair, Trent made Anna bob her head back-and-forth, and she willingly complied. And all the while, those big beautiful green eyes kept looking up at him, maintaining eye contact to show him how much she was enjoying pleasuring him.

“Oh my God,” Anna gasped above me. I hadn’t stopped licking, even as the pain in my heart vibrated through my whole body, a strange echo to the dull ache of my cock inside chastity. And clearly, my work to please my dominant wife was having an effect. Anna squirmed on the bed above me, the high heels of her boots rattling against the footboard I was chained to. She let out a long sigh, I and felt her pussy quiver through the thin fabric of her leggings, and I knew I had done my job. It was far from the biggest or loudest or flashiest orgasm my wife had ever had. Still, it felt good to give her pleasure. Even while she did her absolute best to torture me. That’s how it works between us. Those were the rules of the game. The worse she treats me, the more I want her, and the more I want her, the more submissive I become. And this was a new level, even for her. A new level of cruelty and disgrace, a new level of vicious teasing and sexual humiliation. She’s amazing. I have to hand it to her. She’s taken this shameful fetish of mine and absolutely run with it, so that now, she’s the engine of everything we do, while I’m just along for the ride.

Anna didn’t tell me to stop licking, even as she had her quiet little orgasm, so I didn’t. I went on following my orders, doing as I was told. And my mind raced with the thoughts of her wetness just on the other side of that thin membrane of latex between us. I thought of the hot juices pouring out of her pussy, trapped inside the rubber material of the clothes she wore, and my mouth watered at the thought. I longed to taste her, to have that skin contact with her, but for now, all I got was the taste of rubber and the shame of watching her pleasure another man in a way she would never do for me.

It went on a long time. As I watch the video, I could hear the wet sucking noises of my wild wife’s mouth on Trent’s cock, along with his groans of pleasure. And I could hear her groans of pleasure too as I continued to lick her through the leggings, continued to kiss and worship that pussy that for now, I was not allowed. Hard to imagine a more disgraceful situation, even for us. But it was so damn sexy. It was so unbelievably hot to watch her be so submissive and giving in the video, and so cruel and demanding in real life, both sides of my wife combining to drive me wild with passion for this incredible woman.

On the screen, Anna kept sucking. But Trent didn’t cum. His cock shone with her saliva as he slid it in and out of her mouth, groaning with pleasure on every thrust while she choked on his fat length. Even in the video, I could see that her eyes were watering, but she kept at it like a trooper. Of course, it wasn’t like she had a choice. She was his sex toy, bound and kneeling on the floor of his office, unable to prevent him using her mouth however he chose. But the look on her face, combined with everything I knew about the way Anna’s desire worked, left me in no doubt how she felt about all this. I didn’t doubt, even for a second, that she was having the time of her life. And she wanted me to know that. I didn’t know whose idea it had been to film this outrageous act, and in the end, I knew it didn’t much matter. All that mattered was the shame and desire I felt as I watched my wife betray me in such a kinky and unbelievable way.

And finally, Trent had enough. Even though he hadn’t cum, he slid his still-hard cock out of Anna’s mouth, leaving her gasping as she continued to gaze up at him with pure desire. Saliva shone on her full lips and on her chin, a testament to the wet blowjob she had just given her dominant lover, and his cock shone with the same saliva as he stepped away from her, moving back toward the desk.

The chain rattled as he picked it up. Even though it was the same chain that bound me to the footboard, I had almost forgotten it was part of her outfit that day until I saw him take it in his hand. And my blood froze at the sight, knowing that the key to my chastity device was dangling from it.

Anna watched, saying on her knees on the floor of his office as he stepped in front of her again, sweeping her long red hair back from her face, and draped the chain around her neck. I saw a shiver go through her kneeling body as he used the clip on one end of the chain to attach it to a link, making a loose circle around my wife’s neck. That was the end of the chain with my chastity key on it, and in the video, I could see it dangling against her skin, both of us now trapped by desire neither of us could resist. Trent held the other end of the chain as he stood above my wife, my gorgeous goddess kneeling and bound and now on a leash that this cruel and dominant man held.

“Come on, slut,” Trent said as he tugged gently on the chain. “Get up. I’m going to show the guys what happens when the office slut doesn’t dress the way the boss likes.”

In the video, Anna’s eyes went wide, her mouth dropping open with shock. And in real life, I heard my wife gasp above me, mentally reliving the moment she listened to the video. She had her eyes closed, but I knew she could hear everything. I knew she was never going to forget this moment, and as I watched, I felt it burning itself onto my brain, making sure I would never forget, either.

“The - the guys? Sir, please!”

Anna looked so helpless and lost, kneeling there on the floor of Trent’s office, that my heart contracted with pure pain. This humiliating ordeal had already happened to her, of course, and there was nothing I could do about that. Besides, the same would’ve been true even if it were happening right in front of me, bound to the bed as I was. Still, pity and anger coursed through my veins, and I felt the absurd to help my wife, to spare her the kind of humiliation she inflicted on me every day.

But of course I couldn’t. All I could do was keep licking her pussy through her tight latex leggings and watch the video of her total disgrace.

“Did I stutter? Get the fuck up.”

Trent pulled hard on the leash now to emphasize his command. Anna had no choice but to obey. The light shone on her skintight pants as she rose to her feet, taking a moment to balance herself in her high-heeled boots. Trent was in no mood to help her get comfortable. Turning, he pulled on the chain around Anna’s neck, and she stumbled after him, hurrying to keep up with her arms bound at her sides.

The viewpoint shifted. Trent picked up the phone that was recording all this, and as he carried it through the workplace, all I got was a series of jumbled images. I caught glimpses of him striding down the corridor, and glimpses of her hurrying after him, a mortified look on her face. She was helpless to escape her fate, and she knew it. And on the bed in front of me, the real Anna was moaning loudly again, so turned on by reliving the memories of what had happened that I could feel her pussy spasming once again through her clothing.

I heard the noise as Trent led her into the main office area. Finally, he set the camera down on something, probably a desk. It framed the scene perfectly as Trent stood at the front of the office, my wife by his side, her eyes shamefully on the floor in front of her as she stood there at the end of his leash. I couldn’t see the guys. But I could hear them. I could hear them laughing at her, whistling, catcalling, making lewd comments. Everyone knew my wife was having an affair with Trent. Everyone knew she was the office slut. They had all taken a turn at smacking her ass or groping her boobs, lusting over her beautiful body so provocatively displayed in the outfits I chose for her while she lapped up all the attention. Probably for the first time, it seemed like she had had enough of that attention. But somehow, I knew better. Maybe from the way her pussy was spasming against my tongue and lips as I licked her and she forced me to watch this total disgrace.

“Tell them what you did, slut,” Trent said, to a chorus of laughter from the watching men.

“I – I wore pants to the office,” Anna said. She started to speak with her eyes still floor, her cheeks glowing red. But as she finished, she lifted her eyes to look at the laughing audience. Was it defiance I saw in her gaze? Or desire?

“Sluts aren’t allowed to wear pants,” Trent explained, tugging on the leash again. “Even if they are skintight. Even if we can all see her wet pussy through them.”

More laughter. More shame for my wife. My cock throbbed again in the chastity device

“She needs to be punished,” Trent went on. “I want you guys to help me. Bend over, slut.”

Trent didn’t even give her a chance to comply. Instead, he wrapped a big hand around her slender neck, turning her toward an empty desk behind her. Again, he bent her over, her big round ass straining the stretchy black latex leggings that shone against it. Anna stood with her legs straight, her feet apart, knowing what was expected of her. And Trent stood by the side of the desk, still holding the chain around my wife’s neck as he invited his employees to put their hands on her.

“Spank her,” Trent ordered. “Smack that ass until she learns a lesson. And you, slut. Thank them for teaching you.”

A tense silence had fallen over the office. Even in this unconventional workplace, what Trent was suggesting was out there. But I know the effect my wife’s body has on men. None of them would turn down an opportunity like that.

None of them did.

One by one, Anna’s coworkers stepped up behind her. One by one, they spanked her, each one of them smacking her jiggling ass in her latex pants several times. And in a gasping voice, Anna thanked each one of them just the way her lover and apparent master wanted her to.

At first, the men were hesitant. But soon, they warmed to the task. Soon, Anna’s beautiful body was rocking to the blows, and I could hear genuine pain in her voice along with the sharp edge of desire as she thanked each one of them. As he watched the whole spectacle, Trent couldn’t stop laughing.

Finally, everyone there had slapped my wife’s ass. And as they took their seats again, cheering and laughing, Trent moved. Still holding the chain around Anna’s neck, he walked along desk until he was behind her. Then, setting the chain down in the small of her back, he hooked his fingers under the waistband of her leggings and pulled them down over her ass.

On screen, Anna gasped. In real life, Anna moaned. And she pulled on the belt around my neck, encouraging me to lick her harder as the scene reached its climax.

“This is all a slut like you is good for,” Trent growled on screen. And I heard gasps of shock from the watching men as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

On screen, Anna moaned loudly as Trent entered her from behind. He took her right there in front of all of her coworkers, plunging his cock into her dripping pussy while she screamed in humiliated pleasure. He wanted them to watch. He wanted everyone to see what he did to another man’s wife, the total power he had to use her body the way they all wanted to.

They watched. And so did I. With my heart vibrating in my chest, with my cock throbbing in a steel prison, I watched my wife getting fucked by her boss in front of a yelling audience of other men. They were cheering Trent on, encouraging him to fuck her harder, enjoying their own private sex show. Anna gasped and moaned and screamed, and I pressed my mouth against her pussy as if I could get what I wanted, as if I could somehow taste the juices if I only licked and kissed and worship hard enough. And on the bed, my wife howled in pleasure, pulling again on the belt around my neck as another orgasm, more powerful this time, tore through her.

On screen, Trent growled in pleasure. And I groaned in despair as I watched him cum inside my wife in front of a cheering audience. And as he pulled out, as he walked toward the camera to finally stop the video, my wife placed one high-heeled boot on my shoulder and pushed my face away from her. Her eyes were shining with malice as she opened them, a broad smile on her flushed face as she looked at me, captive and humiliated.

“What do you think of that, cuck?” she sneered.

“I think I want to kill your boss.”

“Yeah, right,” she chuckled. And even as she spoke, I watched her reach for the waistband of her pants. Slowly, she peeled the latex leggings off, pulling them down to the top of her boots. Her pussy shone in front of me, just as wet and swollen as I had hoped it would be. Anna lay back down on the bed, spreading her legs again as the fragrant scent of her desire filled the bedroom.

“You’re not going to do anything of the sort, cuck. You’re going to keep eating me out while I watch the video again.”



10. His Wife Becomes The Office Vixen

A dominatrix isn’t supposed to be nervous. At least not from what I had seen in the videos I had watched, back when I was hiding my kink from my wife. But as much of a natural as Anna had proved herself to be at using her beauty to sexually dominate me, I could tell she was nervous about this.

So was I. Then again, I was supposed to be. In its own strange way, that was part of the appeal. I was far from being a hardened veteran of this cuckold kink. I was trying to figure things out just as my wife was. But what I did know was that the emotional turmoil was all part of it. The doubt, the fear, the shame, the misgivings. The delicious excitement that comes from not knowing what happens next, that comes from knowing someone else has control over your sex life. Because there was no doubt now that Anna did. And as new to the game as she was, she was learning well how to use and enhance that control over me, that delicious power that we both found so sexy.

Because there was no doubt about that. This might’ve started out as a private fetish, but now, it was much more than that. It was something we shared, something that turned her on just as much as it did me. Anna was into it. Whatever dark pathways this kink found in my mind had an echo in hers, because my gorgeous wife was learning to get off on the power her beauty gave her.

Not to mention the possibilities it presented.

And I was rock-hard as I waited in the bedroom that morning. Rock-hard as I thought about what was coming. Anna’s new outfit lay on the bed, just waiting for her to slide her freshly-showered body into it, and I couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen next. I couldn’t stop thinking about how hot she would look, how much she would tease all the guys at the office, including her boss who she apparently found so attractive. I felt my heart squeeze like a fist with jealousy at the thought of that, but at the same time, my cock surged with excitement. It was sexy to think of her tempting him, sexy to think of another man hitting on the woman I loved. Because I had no doubt that he would. Anna might struggle with doubt about that, but I didn’t. My wife is the most beautiful woman in the world as far as I’m concerned, and there isn’t a straight man alive who can resist her. Her boss was going to be drooling over her, along with every other guy she worked with. And my desperate hope was that if he hit on her, she would bring that wild sexual energy back to me.

Anna appeared in the open door of our bedroom, a towel wrapped around her naked body. She had already done her hair and makeup, and she already looked absolutely radiant. But I knew it was only going to get better. It felt strange to be so excited about my wife getting dressed, when normally, all I wanted to do was undress her. But after all, this was all about new experiences. It was all about exploring other sides to our sexuality, deepening and strengthening our relationship by exploring a kind of alternative reality. At least, that’s what I told myself. That ultimately, this strange game the two of us were playing could only make us more bonded to each other in the long run.

As wrong as I turned out to be about so many other things, I was right about that.

“Oh my God, you look so sexy,” I said, and Anna smiled.

“I’m just wearing a towel,” she said.

“Exactly,” I smiled. And as I rose in the bed and began to walk toward her, I saw her bright green eyes flicker up and down my body. Her smile deepened as she saw my cock sticking out in front of me from between my legs, swaying with every step I took toward her. I was as naked as she was, and even more excited, and the task we had set out to do vanished from my mind as I walked toward her, eclipsed by the hope of sex with my wife before we both went to work.

But Anna pushed my arms away.

“We don’t have time for that,” she said.

“But I want you so bad.”

“Well, isn’t that the point? Isn’t this supposed to be a giant tease for you?”

I couldn’t argue with her there. As far as I could tell, that was what it was all about. The wild sexual energy created when I wanted her so badly, but couldn’t have her. And the thought that other men wanted her almost as much, the idea that she could pick and choose any partner she liked if she wanted to. She wouldn’t, of course, I kept telling myself. This was a game of fantasy, a kind of pretend play that let us explore realities different from the one we lived in, the one where we enjoyed a stable and happy relationship. This was about venturing into the darkness together, hand-in-hand, to see what kind of wild excitement we could find there.

For me, this was already wildly exciting.

“I know, but…” I mumbled, trailing off under Anna’s smile. She knew she was right. And as I stepped back, letting my outstretched arms dropped to my sides, she unfastened the towel around her and let it fall to the floor.

There she was, as naked as I was. And even after all the years of our marriage, I never got tired of the sight. Her full breasts sat high on her chest, her pink nipples puffy and puckered with obvious excitement. Her red hair cascaded over her shoulders, and my eyes followed the indrawn curve of her waist down to the tempting spread of her hips and the treasure that lay between her legs. She was so beautiful. More beautiful, even, than she had been the day we met. Maturity had made her more seductive, more enticing, adding a sexy kind of confidence to her beautiful looks. My cock leapt at the sight of her, and from the smile on her face, I guessed my wife knew. But her self-control was always better than mine.

She stepped away from me, moving on bare feet toward her dresser. I watched her go, watched her hips rolling, watched her hourglass figure moving in front of me like a promise of everything I wanted and, for now at least, couldn’t have. She was right about that. She was right that being denied made me want her even more than I already had, and that was saying a hell of a lot. I stood there with my cock throbbing, my own work tasks forgotten, bewitched by the shape of her body as she produced some underwear from a drawer and began to put it on.

I watched her pull her panties up over her hips. I watched her wrestle her big boobs into a bra. A sexy red one, I noticed, not the kind of thing she usually wore to work. It was starting already, I noticed, as my heart began to beat faster. Looking good is a big part of feeling good, and my wife wanted to feel as sexy as possible today.

“You look gorgeous,” I said as she fastened the bra behind her. Her breasts bounced as she took a step forward, chuckling to herself.

“You’re so needy right now,” she said. “I think I like you like this.”

“What, horny and desperate?”

“Yeah, exactly,” Anna giggled. “I feel like… Well, like I can get away with a lot.”

“You could,” I said, making my wife laugh again. Stepping toward her closet, she pulled out a shirt for the day. It was sleeveless, but had a relatively modest neckline. Of course, there’s really no hiding boobs like the set my wife has. I had seen her in that shirt before, and I knew that the outline of her big breasts would be clearly visible through the white fabric. Combined with the rest of the outfit she was planning to wear, it was enough to make any man stare.

Putting her shirt on, Anna moved toward the bed. I stepped aside, watching as she reached down for the black pencil skirt she had just bought. Picking it up in both hands, she pulled down the zipper at the back, then bent at the waist, holding it out in front of her so she could step into it. As she pulled it up her voluptuous body, I could see straightaway how tightly it fit her. The black fabric stretched and strained around her thighs, her hips, her ass, even with the zipper undone. Anna wiggled her way into it, pulling the stretching fabric up inch by inch. I loved the way it hugged her figure, the way it accentuated every curve of her body as she tucked her shirt into it. Reaching behind her back, she pulled the zipper up, the fabric stretching even more around her. In bare feet, she took a step forward, the tight fabric pulling her legs together and forcing her to take small steps. In front of the mirror, she turned on the spot, examining her body from every angle with a critical eye. But there was no criticism from me. I was practically drooling as I looked at her in the skirt, entranced all over again by those incredible curves she possessed.

“Is it too tight, do you think?”

“Oh God, no,” I said, making Anna burst out laughing again. “You look absolutely amazing, Mistress.”

She smiled wickedly at me, her green eyes flashing. I knew how much it turned her on to be called that, how much she loved the reminder of my total submission to her. And I wanted her to feel that confidence, to know how beautiful and sexually alluring she was, to let that carry her through what I knew was going to be a challenging day. After all, she was the one who would be on display in that tight skirt in front of her coworkers. As much of a massive turn-on as the thought was to me, I wasn’t blind to the fact that she was the one having to do it. I just got to think about it all day and wait to see her again at home.

“I can’t believe I’m going to wear this to the office,” she said, turning on the spot. The skirt strained around her again as she bent one knee as much as the tight fabric would allow. She looked like such a vixen, her amazing silhouette making my cock throb with even more desperate desire as I looked her up and down. I could see what she was saying. The skirt might be a perfectly conservative kneelength, but it was so tight that it would be a scandalous thing for any woman to wear to work. Then again, I had seen daring women were similar things in the past. And after all, wasn’t the whole idea to push the boundaries of our normal lives?

“You look amazing,” I said. “God, Anna, I want you so bad right now. Can’t we just - ?”

I trailed off again. There was no need to say the words. My wife already knew exactly what I wanted, exactly what was on my mind. And she giggled again, smoothing the tight skirt over her hips with her hands as she checked herself out in the mirror again. The smile on her face told me what I needed to know. She might be nervous about what lay ahead, but she couldn’t deny the way she looked. She couldn’t pretend she didn’t look magnificent, like the sexy office vixen we both, in our different ways, wanted her to be.

“No,” she said, but there was still a smile on her face as she spoke. “Is that all you think about?”

“Like you’re not thinking about sex right now,” I scoffed. My wife didn’t answer. Instead, still smiling, she walked across the room, back toward the bed.

Her new shoes sat on the floor. Just looking at them was enough to get me going. The black patent leather shone with a dark luster, and the slender high heels made them unbelievably sexy. I knew what they were going to do to the shape of her body, the way she walked, the way she carried herself. And I couldn’t wait to see it.

Anna had some difficulty sitting down on the bed, the tight skirt growing even tighter around her. I watched as she finally sat on the edge of the mattress, then bent forward at the waist, her red hair hanging down around her face as she reached for the shoes. But the skirt held her back. It was so tight, she could barely part her legs enough to raise her foot and slide the shoe on. Smiling helplessly, she looked over at me.

“Can you put these on for me?”

“You want me to help you get dressed sexy for your boss?”

My voice sounded incredulous. But there was no denying that just saying the words sent another bolt of arousal through me. It was such a wild idea, so unbelievably submissive, the thought of helping her look her best for men who weren’t me. It pressed every button in my cuckold heart, even if I wasn’t ready to admit that. But from the way Anna smiled at me, I guessed she already knew.

“Yes,” she said. “I mean, I know you want me to look hot, don’t you? I can’t do it by myself. Besides, I think it’s kind of nice. A nice way you can help me out before you send me off to work looking like this.”

Smiling, I stepped forward. She was right, of course. I kneeled down on the floor in front of her, taking one of the shoes from her hands and pulling down the zipper on the side, and as she smiled down at me, her green eyes blazing, I felt another swell of submissive desire for this beautiful woman. It felt good to kneel in front of her. It felt right, somehow. She was so sexy and so beautiful that it felt like that was my place, kneeling at her feet. And from the way she sat up straighter, smiling down at me, her eyes shining under half closed eyes, I guessed she felt the same way.

“That’s right. Fix my shoes for me,” she muttered, her voice so quiet that I wasn’t sure she was even conscious of speaking. But I couldn’t help it. My cock leapt as I slid the shoe onto her foot, pulled up the zipper, and smiled up her, at once excited and taunted by the darkness I could see between her legs under the scandalously tight skirt.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. And a tiny whimper escaped my wife’s mouth as she bit her lower lip.

She put her foot on the floor carefully, adjusting to the high heel of the new boot. I picked up the other one and slid it onto her other foot, my cock throbbing all the while. Once she had her shoes on, Anna lifted her feet from the floor and swung them back-and-forth, admiring the way the light shone on her new ankle boots. So did I. As sexy as they had looked just sitting innocently on the floor, they looked even more unbelievably erotic now they were on the end of her long legs. I looked up at her in astonishment, my gorgeous wife transformed into the perfect office vixen, and I couldn’t help it. Reaching down between my legs, I took my cock in my hand, feeling it throb between my fingers.

Anna, still smiling, opened her eyes wide. Raising her foot from the floor, she pressed the sole of it against my hand, pushing it gently but firmly away from my cock. Then, while I kneeled with my hands at my sides, she ran the rounded toe of her shiny boot along the underside of my shaft. My cock jumped at the attention, and a groan of desire escaped my lips, and my wife giggled again.

“You really do like the shoes, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said, the words coming easily to my lips now. Besides, I still wanted her to feel like a goddess. I wanted her to feel every bit of the pure power she had over me, every bit of the undeniable beauty she possessed that could make me do just about anything. She was my mistress, and it was sexier than anything I could imagine to think of her that way, to think of her as some dominant goddess who could do whatever she wanted, who could have me kneel at her feet and help her look sexy for her boss just for the hope of being rewarded.

“I like them too,” Anna said softly, continuing to slide her foot up and down my throbbing cock. “And I hope Trent likes them. I hope all the guys at work find me sexy today, even half as sexy as you find me. God, they’ll all be talking about this, I’m sure. I’ve never worn anything like this to the office before.”

“You’re going to blow their minds, Mistress.”

“I hope so. I’m definitely blowing yours, aren’t I?”

My desperate groan was all the answer my wife needed. She laughed again, still toying with my cock, her wicked high heel boot shining in the light as she moved it. My eyes followed the line of her legs disappearing under her tight skirt, the spread of her hips as she sat above me on the bed, her narrow waist leading to the swell of her chest and the breasts that strained against her white shirt. I was completely enraptured. Despite all our years of marriage, I felt like Anna had never looked sexier, and it was her new confident attitude that made her that way.

“Please, Anna,” I said. “Please, Mistress Anna. Please, I need to have sex with you right now.”

“No you don’t,” she laughed. “I know you want to cum, but I just finished getting ready. I’m not going through all that again because you can’t control yourself. Besides, you wanted to be a cuckold, didn’t you? That means you don’t get to decide when you have sex anymore. I do.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned. And Anna sat back a little on the bed, supporting herself with her hands as she let her foot swing away from my cock. She tilted her head to one side, her red hair cascading over one shoulder as she looked me up and down. I felt so small, so weak and pathetic, kneeling in front of this vision of feminine beauty. I felt completely helpless. And I liked feeling that way.

“Go on then,” she said, with a faint nod of her head. I didn’t take her meaning.

“What?”

“You want to cum. So cum. I’m not going to let you have sex with me, but I will let you jerk off if you have to.”

“Are you serious?”

“Of course I am,” she said. “I mean, you can’t go to work with that thing sticking up in your pants all day anyway, can you? And I can see how much my outfit is turning you on, and how excited you get at the thought of me teasing other guys. So jerk off. Jerk off for me, and make it quick.”

I looked up at my wife in disbelief. But there was no indication in her face or in her voice that she was anything less than serious. And what she was saying was outrageous, but really, it was hardly the most outrageous thing that had happened in the last little while.

In the end, desire won out. I couldn’t resist the temptation in what she was saying, even if it felt so strange even to contemplate. I did it. I wrapped my hand around my cock, and my wife smiled wickedly at me. But as I moved to rise to my feet, she stuck out one foot, pressing her high heel against my chest.

“No,” she said, softly but firmly, looking me deep in the eyes as she spoke. “Stay down there. On your knees. This is going to give me something to think about while I’m at work today, teasing Trent. I’m going to think about my husband kneeling there, jerking off to me like I’m his favorite porn star.”

“You are,” I croaked, settling back on my knees at her feet. And Anna laughed again.

“Yeah, I guess I am, aren’t I?” she said. “You think about me while you touch yourself, don’t you? That’s so sweet. You’re just addicted to me. Look at me, then. Keep your eyes on me and think about what you can’t have.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned again. It was useless to even think of resisting. Anna’s cruel words were turning me on so much, making me vibrate with all kinds of masochistic desire. She looked like such a goddess, sitting on the bed above me, giving me orders, mocking me. So sexy, and so in control. I was so turned on. Kneeling at her feet, I began rubbing my cock, and she grinned as she watched the show, enjoying every minute of this pathetic act of worship.

“Good boy,” she said. “From now on, you’re not allowed to think about any woman but me when you touch yourself, okay?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said urgently. Somehow, I didn’t think that would be any kind of problem. Already, my wife was the focus of my fantasies, the most gorgeous woman in the world to me and now the sexiest, too. Anna had no way to enforce her command, but she didn’t need it. Obsessed with her as I was, she was the only woman I could think about these days.

“But that doesn’t apply to me, of course,” she went on, swinging her feet in their sexy high-heeled boots. “I can think about anyone I like, any guy who catches my eye. Even while I’m having sex with you.”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress Anna,” I panted. My cock was thick in my hand, rock hard and swollen, and I could feel my orgasm building inside me. I kept my eyes on her, my eyes moving over her body, trying to take it all in at once while she grinned down at me, the goddess at the center of this act of worship.

Anna gasped as I came. My cock exploded in my hand, launching my cum across the floor, and she shrieked with laughter as she swung her new boots out of the way. Panting, I gazed up at her, filled with a deep sense of shame as she grinned down at me, happy with what she had reduced me to.

“Don’t say I never give you anything,” she said. Then, she stood. I watched her walk away, her hips swaying with every step she took in her new boots, her black skirt straining around her hips and thighs and ass. She didn’t look back. She stepped out of the bedroom and went on her way, heading to work full of sexual confidence while I hurried to clean up my mess.

It was a long day. A long day when I couldn’t banish the thought of sex from my mind, when visions of Anna in her sexy office outfit raced through my brain over and over again. I barely got anything done. I hurried home, arriving before her and waiting impatiently for her to come through the front door.

When she did, she looked sexier than ever. Her high heels clicked on the floor, her skirt strained tight around her legs, and she was barely through the front door before I jumped on her.

She laughed as I showered her with kisses, my hands moving over her body, squeezing her ass as I pulled her against me, letting her feel the hardness of my cock throbbing against her body.

“Someone’s glad to see me,” she said with a smile as I kissed her neck.

“You have no idea,” I mumbled.

“Tell me. Be honest with me. How many times did you jerk off at work today, thinking about me?”

“Four.”

“Four? Oh my God, you dirty little pervert!”

“I couldn’t help it. Look at you,” I murmured, kissing her again. I was steering her to the bedroom, and Anna was allowing it, putting up only token resistance as she strutted along in her high heels with me clinging desperately to her incredible body.

“No, I guess you can’t help it,” she said with a sigh. We were standing in front of the bed now, and my hands were already reaching for the zipper of her skirt, pulling it down so that the stretchy fabric grew a little looser around her hips.

“You’re just a man, after all,” Anna went on as I pushed her skirt down to the floor, and she stepped out of it. I pressed my hand against the front of her panties, and my cock throbbed in my pants to feel her wetness through her underwear.

“But I don’t think I want you doing that anymore,” Anna went on. “I mean, when you think about it, it’s kind of like cheating on me, isn’t it? Even if you’re thinking of me, it’s not the real thing. I don’t think I should allow it anymore.”

“What are you talking about?”

In the wild haze of desire that gripped me, it was hard to concentrate on her words. Entranced instead by the smell of her body and the feel of her skin against mine, it took a monumental effort to consider the words she was saying. And all the time, I knew what I wanted. Hurriedly, I lifted her shirt above her head, casting it to one side as her red hair cascaded over her shoulders.

“You’ll see,” Anna said with a satisfied little smile. “I had a very interesting idea today for something we could do in the future. I think it’s really going to take this game to the next level.”

And lost as I was in desire for her, I didn’t even ask. In that moment, I didn’t even care. I pushed my wife down on the bed, her big boobs bouncing in her bra as she lay back on the mattress, smiling up at me, her arms above her head. Finally yielding to my desperate desire, finally allowing me what I had been dreaming of all day.

I pulled down her panties, pulling them over the high-heeled ankle boots she still wore. And as I climbed onto the mattress, she wrapped her legs around me, and as I thrust my cock inside her, I couldn’t deny that all the teasing, all the desire, all the anxiety this game had put me through was all worthwhile.



11. The Boss’s Pet

Anna’s story echoed in my brain long after she had finished telling it. It was an image I couldn’t shake, to go along with so many other images that were burned into my brain since we started playing this crazy game. But as always, my wife found a way to take things to the next level. Or more accurately, her boss had. I knew she would just go along with everything. Or more than that. She had been an enthusiastic participant, loving the attention, the humiliation, the degradation. Loving the rush of power that came from knowing that she was married to me, but she was letting another man treat her like his personal fuck toy in front of a cheering audience.

And what did it say about me? I had had plenty of time now to consider all the ramifications of what we did, the awful and near-unbearable truth of being Anna’s cuckold husband. But the shame never went away, and with it, the desire. There was no going back, and that had been true now for a very long time. But every fresh step she took, every wild new experience she indulged in, served to remind me how far we had fallen. Or climbed, depending on how you looked at it. Because as always, there was no getting past the simple fact that this excited me. That the fact we shouldn’t be doing this, shouldn’t be taking pleasure in such deviant activities, lay at the heart of the pleasure itself.

Anna had shown me what happened. Then, turned on by her own betrayal, she had watched the video again herself. And while she did, I had obediently eaten her pussy, giving her pleasure while she thought about other men. Hard to think of a more submissive activity, or a more obvious display of who held all the power in our relationship. As if we didn’t know. But trust Anna to come up with new ways to drive home my inadequacy, my insignificance, my pathetic new place in her life.

Then again, her boss had plenty to do with that, too.

She had been back at work for a couple of days since the incident with the video. She took Trent’s instructions seriously, which meant I had to do the same. No more pants, no matter how sexy they might be. Only skirts and dresses for my wife from now on, with no panties underneath. Her skirts were short or tight or both, always calculated for maximum sex appeal, just the way Trent liked. Just the way I liked too, of course, my caged cock throbbing shamefully in its steel prison as usual while Anna dressed for another man to enjoy. As usual, I sent her off to work looking hot as hell, and when she came home to me, she couldn’t wait to tell me about the day’s adventures, just as much as I couldn’t wait to hear. In some ways, it was a prison I was trapped in that was even more inescapable than the tight chastity device that insured Anna owned my cock. This was a mental prison, and there’s no way out of the cage with no bars. There’s no way out of the prison of your own desires, when deep down, you can’t even summon the desire to escape.

And one morning at the end of the week, we were performing our usual ritual. While Anna got ready for work, I laid out her clothes for the day. My ass was still sore from the beating she had given me with a leather belt, and I hadn’t even bothered to comment on how unfair it was. It was Anna’s choice of outfit that displeased Trent so much, but I was a submissive cuckold, and that meant I would get the blame. These days, complaining to my wife about the way she treats me was more likely to get me more punishment than it was a shred of mercy.

But Anna did it again. Mindful as always of Trent’s preferences, I had chosen a sexy black dress with a plunging keyhole neckline that would show off some of my wife’s best attributes, emphasizing her hourglass figure and making her look as available for sex with him as we all knew she was. But Anna, stepping into the bedroom where I waited with her customary smile, had other ideas. Casting her eye quickly over the outfit I had chosen, she instead stepped toward the closet, a silent sign that she wanted to go in another direction. I waited in silence while she rummaged around in the closet, my cock throbbing desperately like always, my heart racing with anticipation mixed with fear as I wondered if there would be consequences for choosing improperly.

And as Anna produced some new items from the closet, as she walked back toward the bed where I waited carrying them in her hands, I could see that she had been shopping.

She does this sometimes. Often, actually. Anna gets off on the idea of making me buy her things that she uses to entice other men, but sometimes, she takes care of her clothing needs herself, too. I don’t know where she gets the stuff from, and I don’t bother to ask. The same place, probably, where she got my chastity device, when she first expressed her desire to lock my cock away. Maybe that was why things had been relatively quiet for a couple days. Maybe she was just waiting for her latest purchases to arrive. And as she carried them back toward me, as she set them down on the bed beside me, I looked them over and felt a churning in my stomach that matched the desperate throbbing of my cock as my mind raced with what it all meant. Anna had laid out a corset on the bed beside me, a substantial garment of pink silk edged with black lace that looked like something more suited for a dancer in a cabaret than a woman going to her job in an office. Though of course, as we both knew by now, there was absolutely nothing typical about my wife’s workplace.

“I know how you feel about lingerie,” Anna said, grinning down at me as she spoke with that maddening smile of pure power that she has. “Think you can control yourself long enough to put this on me?”

“I don’t have much choice, do I?”

With that admission, my wife’s smile only deepened further.

“No, you don’t, cuck,” she said. “And this time, neither do I. Clearly, me wearing pants really pissed Trent off, because he’s decided to make the dress code at the office even more strict. You’ve seen what happens if I piss him off.”

I had. But the way Anna was speaking, it was clear she wasn’t talking from a place of fear. What Trent did to her turned her on. That much was obvious. Turned her on so much, in fact, that I sometimes wondered if she would deliberately disobey him in small ways so that he would punish her just the way she liked. Her boss was everything I wasn’t, everything a hot wife like her needs in a man. Dominant and selfish and hyper masculine, a man who seemed to never question his right to treat my wife the way he did. And after all, Anna never questioned it either.

Slowly, I rose to my feet. There’s always something wild in these moments, something darkly magical. My wife removed her towel, casting it aside and letting me see her naked body in all its infinitely desirable glory, our regular morning ritual that never lost its power to tease me, no matter how many times we did it. And I reached for the corset on the bed, my hands doing their usual trembling as barely repressed lust echoed through every cell of my body, serving only, in the end, to drive me deeper and deeper into submission to the woman I was obsessed with to the point of madness.

The corset was heavy. As I held it in my hands, I could see that this was no cheap prop. Anna had spent some money on this steel-boned garment, and given her almost freakish proportions, she had probably needed to have it made-to-measure. The expense didn’t matter to her. Trent had plenty of money to pay for the provocative outfits he wanted to see her in, but that wasn’t his role. As Anna’s cuckold husband, it was up to me to finance her shopping sprees and help her look sexy for her boss. I didn’t ask what the corset cost. In the end, it didn’t matter. Just like always, Anna was going to do exactly what she wanted, without worrying her pretty head over how I felt about it.

Carefully, I slid apart the steel busks at the front of the corset. I didn’t know much about clothing like this, but like she usually was in moments like this, Anna was willing to be patient. She just sat there, enjoying the moment while I fussed over the garment, figuring out how to loosen the laces in the back, then stepping toward my wife.

She turned, graceful as ever, pirouetting on one foot as she swept her red hair forward over one shoulder. As I wrapped the corset around her, the ultra feminine pink silk disguising the rigid steel bones that would shape her body into an even more unbelievably desirable shape, my desperate cock pressed against her ass, the steel between us driving me wild with helpless frustration, just the way Anna liked. And as I wrapped my arms around her, wrapping the corset around her at the same time, I was seized by a wave of affection and desire for this woman who tormented me so much. It was hardly the first time I had occasion to observe that the more cruel she was, the more attractive she became. I didn’t really even try to keep myself from kissing her bare shoulders, and, clearly in an indulgent mood, Anna let me. She just chuckled as she felt my lips against her fragrant skin, a tiny token of affection in a day that would be full, instead, of raunchy sex.

Maybe that was the only thing I could give her that Trent couldn’t. Genuine affection, heartfelt love. To him, she was just some sluttyy sex toy with a killer fashion sense and a body no man could resist. But to me, she was everything. The sexiest creature in the world, yes, but also the most beautiful, the most exciting, and, when she wanted to be, the most loving. The games we were playing these days made that side of her less apparent, but if this adventure had proved nothing else, it was proof that nothing could shake my love for my wife. And I knew how it would look from the outside, but Anna and I are not on the outside. She treats me, at best, like a servant whose own desires and preferences are totally irrelevant. At worst, it’s almost like she hates me. But I know that’s not true. Because every now and then, there are these moments of beauty, of affection, of intimacy and closeness, and when they happen, they are all the more powerful because of the kinky backdrop of domination and submission they take place in.

Anna helped me dress her for once, her hands guiding the metal clasps at the front of the corset together. And when I started pulling on the laces at her back, she gently instructed me how to tighten it properly, starting at the middle and working my way toward top and bottom. As I tightened the laces, following her directions on just how tight to make the lingerie, I watched her body change. She had a natural hourglass figure anyway, but the tight corset only made it more obvious. Her breasts swelled outrageously over the cups of the corset, rising and falling with every breath she took, jiggling temptingly with every tiny movement she made. Her waist was almost cartoonishly narrow as I tied the laces in a bow in the small of her back, the twin swells of her breasts and hips accentuated into unbelievable proportions.

“Sexy, right?” my wife said she turned to me with shining eyes, a wicked smile on her beautiful face as usual, and I was almost speechless as I looked her up and down, hardly able to even process the way it made me feel to see her like this. I was so unbelievably jealous, and of course I knew that was exactly what she wanted, exactly how I was supposed to feel. But how could I feel any other way? How could I look at the sex goddess she had become and not feel this great wave of desire and despair that all this incredible beauty was not for me?

I had been told many times over the course of our marriage that I was a lucky man, mostly by other men who looked at Anna with desire in their eyes. And I had always agreed with them. There are times, though, when she puts me through teasing like this, that I wonder how many men would put up with it.

Then, I look at my wife dressed to kill like this, and I remember all over again just how lucky I am.

“Anna, you look incredible,” I said, my voice hoarse with the outrageous desire I was feeling. And the smile on her face as I spoke told me that she knew I meant it. But of course, she knew what she looked like, too. There was no accident here. She must’ve known how she looked when she got fitted for the corset that clung to her body like it was a part of her, shaping her into something even more impossibly desirable than nature had made her.

“Good,” Anna said. Taking a deep breath that made her boobs rise high on her chest, almost causing me to groan involuntarily with the weight of my own frustrated desire, she ran both her hands down her torso, over the pink silk and black lace wrapped around her body. “I’m really nervous about this.”

“You’re nervous?” I said. “I think you know what’s going to happen at work today, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” she said with a mischievous little smile on her full lips. “But this is like another level. Because this isn’t all Trent told me to wear. Oh, and by the way, you have some shopping to do, cuck. From now on, I have to wear a corset to work every day, so I’ll need a different one for every day of the week. They’re it’s really expensive, too, but that doesn’t matter, does it?”

“No, Mistress,,” I said obediently while my wife giggled again.

“That’s what I thought. But there’s more. I don’t know if you’re going to like this or not, but it’s the way it is.”

Anna stepped away from me and moved back toward her closet. I watched her dig around in there, her round ass tantalizing me as she stooped down toward the floor to pick something up. She came back with a tall pair of black boots in her hands, high-heeled like all her shoes were these days. As she walked back to the bed, I automatically dropped to my knees, making her smile with my ready obedience. I unzipped each boot, and she stepped into them, and her bare pussy shone right in front of my face, tormenting me with how close it was, and yet so completely out of reach. As always, she looked like an absolute goddess as she stood above me, smiling down at me, her body shaped so beautifully by the corset she wore that it made me breathless, as if I was the one being squeezed by the restrictive garment, not her.

She wasn’t done. I hadn’t noticed that she carried the boots over to me, but that wasn’t all she had retrieved from the closet. Now, she held something small and pink out to me, and I frowned as I took in my hands. A strip of pink leather with a buckle on the end. As I turned it over in my hands, I realized it was a collar. And on what had to be the front of it, in letters as tall as the collar was wide and covered in glitter, I saw the word SLUT.

“He wants you… to wear this?”

“Yeah, he does,” my wife said, still grinning down at me. “He never wants me to forget that I shouldn’t have worn pants that day. And he never wants me or the guys in the office to forget what I am to them. Not that I think there’s much chance of that,” Anna added. The smile never left her face. Clearly, she was into this, getting off on the humiliation. I guess I could understand that, even if it burned my heart to think of my wife submitting so readily. In some ways, it felt even more shameful than all the things I had done, all the things I had been made to do. To send her to work like this was an outrageous humiliation, a complete emasculation for me, and somehow, I got the sense that Trent knew that, and that was part of the point. And of course, Anna was just going to go along with it like the submissive slut she was, willing to do absolutely anything her boss said, so long as he kept giving her that wild sex she craved.

“Put it on me,” Anna said. As always, she wasn’t asking. And I hesitated, torn between the submissive desire to do what my mistress said and the desire to spare my wife this humiliation that she was clearly more than ready to endure. And as always, in the end, it was our kinky desires that won. As always, in the end, neither of us could resist the wild thrill of it all, no matter what doubts or misgivings we might have about what was becoming offers.

I rose to my feet. Anna watched, smiling all the while, as I circled around behind her. Carefully, with gentle hands, I placed the collar around my wife’s neck, and as I buckled it shut, it felt like yet another ritual of humiliation. Yet another physical sign of how far I had fallen as a man, now I was helping the woman I loved become even more of a sex pet for the man who had replaced me.

Yet I did it. And all the while, I stared over her shoulder at her luscious breasts, rising and falling as she breathed, and I could tell she was excited. Once the collar was buckled in position, my hands drifted down her neck, over her shoulders, just touching her lightly. I hardly dared do more, even though every cell of my body was screaming at me to take her in my arms and pulled that beautiful body against my own. That was against the rules. But rules or not, I couldn’t help myself. My arms trembled over her shoulders, over her arms, over the corset that pulled in her narrow waist to such unbelievable proportions. And for a moment, smiling, Anna let me. She let my hands moved over her corseted body, sinking ever lower toward her ass. Only when I reached the bottom of her corset did she step away, leaving me trembling with frustration.

“You’d better get dressed too,” she said, looking me up and down as I stood there naked in front of her. “That’s another new rule. Trent says you have to drive me to work now.”

“What? Why?”

Anna’s big breasts bounced in the top of her corset she shrugged.

“I don’t know. That’s just what he said. To humiliate you, I guess. Maybe he likes the idea of my husband handing me over to him each day to use as his slut.”

I trembled as she spoke. I didn’t doubt that she was right. Her boss was really a very different sort of man to what I was, but even so, I felt like I could see the sadistic appeal of it. It was so deviant, so forbidden, so kinky. Somehow, my wife’s boss had become the perfect bull for us, and the further we went down this road, the more comfortable he seemed to become making these outrageous rules for my wife.

I thought of protesting, but I knew it was pointless. Instead, I started to put on my own work clothes. While I did that, Anna turned to the bedside table where she often kept the key to my chastity. Fishing it out, she split the ring attached to it and carefully threaded it around the ring at the front of the collar she wore. I watched her every move, intoxicated and infatuated as always with everything about her, her easy dominance, her cruelty and her sluttishness. The perfect woman, standing right in front of me with her body beautifully displayed in corset and boots, and she never wanted me to forget, as if I ever could, that there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. That the tiny key dangling from her humiliating collar controlled me completely.

“Are you ready?” she asked once I had my clothes on.

“Yeah,” I said. “What else are you wearing?”

As Anna’s smile deepened while she looked at me, and I felt again that fluttering of nervousness in my stomach.

“Nothing,” she said. “This is the full dress code. This is what Trent wants me to wear to work. This is what he insists on, in fact.”

I looked at Anna in disbelief. Despite her smile, nothing in her tone or expression indicated that she was joking. Besides, I knew she didn’t joke about things like this. Still, what she was saying seemed hardly believable. As outrageous as our lives had become, as clearly unconventional as her work life was, this seemed a step too far.

“You’re going to walk around the office all day like that?” I asked.

“With my pussy out? Yeah,” Anna said. A blush rose to her cheeks as she spoke, even though she never stopped smiling. “I mean, you saw the video. This is Trent’s pussy now, and he wants the rest of the guys to be able to see it all day. They’ll be able to see how wet I’m getting. They’ll be able to see the mess when he fucks me. They’ll be able to reach out and grab it anytime they want, and you know what? I might let them do it. In fact, I might not have a choice. Maybe Trent wants this pussy to be office property now, there for any of the guys whenever they want to use it. I mean, isn’t that what it means, being the office slut?”

Again, I was breathless. Again, I was stunned. Everything Anna was saying was so insane, I could barely believe my ears. And yet, I already knew I had no choice. I already knew that my wife had made her decision to obey her boss’s outrageous demand. I could see how much it excited her. In its own weird way, it was a natural progression from what we had been doing, her sexy workplace outfits leading directly to this. That didn’t make it any easier to take. It was one thing to have her look sexy around the office, even to have her betray me with her boss. It was something else to have her be the sex toy of multiple men, anyone who wanted to able to reach out and take what I couldn’t have. It made my head spin with pure humiliation, and as always, that only fed my desire.

“You can’t be serious,” I croaked.

“Oh, I absolutely am,” Anna said, taking another step toward me. “And Trent is too. Come on, cuck. Time for you to take me to work so all the boys can have some fun with your slut wife.”

I knew she was nervous. In her own way, she had to be more nervous than I was. Like a true dominant woman, she didn’t show it. Instead, she strode toward the bedroom door, stretching tall in her high-heeled boots, her hips swaying with every step she took, her ass taunting me with what I couldn’t have. I had no choice except to follow, grabbing my car keys while my mind raced, barely able to believe what was happening.

Anna stepped out of our house in the cold light of day, naked from the waist down. She walked quickly toward my car, and I unlocked it for her, desperate to get her inside and away from the prying eyes of neighbors. I climbed into the car beside her, starting the engine as she settled back in her seat. As I backed out of the driveway, driving down the street, I felt again, as I had before, that these kinky games were taking over more and more of our lives. Soon, there would be nothing left but this. Every aspect of our life would be some kind of sex game, and my cock ached wildly inside the chastity device in acknowledgment of how much I wanted that, even if it terrified me.

“This is so hot,” Anna said in a low voice beside me as I drove her through the morning streets toward her work. “I can’t believe I’m doing this. I can’t believe what that guy does to me. Just imagine. If you were as hot as he is, you could get me to do things like this to you, too. But at least you get to look at me while I go to satisfy another man.”

She was being deliberately cruel, turned on by her own sexual power. And of course, that turned me on too. The sexual tension in the car was unbelievable, and I could hardly concentrate on my driving as I sat next to this sexual goddess who couldn’t wait to give herself to any man but me.

“Pull over here.”

There was a pullout on the road we were driving, screened from the main road by a few slender trees. Without questioning, I pulled into it and parked the car. Anna turned to me with a smile, spreading her legs and shifting in her seat so that she was leaning back against the car door.

“I’m too horny right now, cuck,” she said breathlessly, her breasts rising and falling temptingly in her corset. “Get over here and make me cum.”

And as worked up as I was, I didn’t even hesitate. Switching off the car engine, I leaned forward in my seat, lowering my head between my wife’s legs to lick her bare pussy before taking her to work.



12. Anna Claims Her Property

I was getting to know that look on my wife’s face. I was getting to know the sly little smile, the mischievous grin that appeared on her beautiful features whenever she had a new idea.

I was learning to love it.

This kinky game we were playing was unbelievable, but there was no denying its power. There was no denying that when Anna came home from work that first day after showing up in the sexy outfit that got her plenty of attention from the men she worked with, she brought home an unparalleled sexual energy. It turned her on so much to be ogled, to be desired, and apparently it turned her on even more to flirt with men who weren’t me.

She wasn’t the only one.

My cuckold fantasies had always been something I was ashamed of, but Anna had accepted them completely. In fact, now it often seemed like she was more into this discovery than I was. And even though it made me nervous to think about what the future held, it made me excited too. Our sex life had never been this good, never this wild. And the thought of her being desired by others, lapping up that attention like a kitten with a saucer of cream, sent the most wild and submissive cravings tearing through my body. It was incredible. We had always had a happy marriage with an active sex life, but somehow, sharing these thoughts and fantasies had taken things to another level.

And clearly, another level was my wife’s new favorite place to go.

It was the weekend after she had first come to the office with the intention of turning other men on. The thought of that had been buzzing in my brain for days now, and I knew it was the same for her. She didn’t have to actually cheat on me. Just the thought that she could if she wanted to was enough to make her unbelievably sexy to me. And the thought that she enjoyed the extra attention, enjoyed being looked at by other men. Whether she would ever actually act on those feelings was besides the point. The fact is, they were there, and that excited me more than I could put into words.

So when Anna approached me with that look on her face, I had some inkling of what I was in for. When she draped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply, passionately, I took the hint. I kissed her back, placing my hands on her hips to pull her closer to me, to feel that incredible body against mine. And right away, my cock was swelling in my pants, pressing urgently against her body, desperate with desire. We had had passionate sex every night that week, but it was never enough. Frankly, the more we had, the more we seemed to want. Both of us. I had never seen this kind of sexual dynamism in my wife, never seen her so hungry for pleasure, and it was such a thrill. Desire vibrated inside me as I kissed her, sure I knew what was going to happen next.

And in some ways, I was right. In others, I truly had no idea.

“Come on,” Anna said in a soft voice, lifting her lips from mine as she took my hand in hers. She didn’t need to tell me twice. I was already there, eagerly following along behind her as she led me to the bedroom, hope and desire swelling inside me with every step we took toward the bed.

Anna was casually dressed, in a T-shirt and yoga pants that showed off the toned muscles of her thighs and ass and her incredible shapely figure. It didn’t take much on her part to get me going. As she led me to the edge of the bed, turning me around so I had my back to it, then pushed me down onto the mattress, I was so excited, it was difficult to even think.

Anna climbed on top of me. There on the bed, she straddled me, and the warmth of her body and her slight weight in my lap poured gasoline on the flames of my desire. I reached for her breasts, taking them in my hands, squeezing them through the fabric of her T-shirt, and she smiled as she gripped my own T-shirt and lifted it over my head. I raised my arms so she could pull it off completely, and she giggled as she tossed it to the floor. But when I went to do the same with her T-shirt, taking the hem in my hands to remove it, Anna pushed my arms away. Instead, she took hold of my wrists in both her hands, pressing my hands together as she held them between us.

“How bad do you want me right now?” she said teasingly.

“So badly,” I groaned.

“Well then. You know what you have to say. What do you call me?”

“Miss Anna.”

My wife giggled at my words, but truthfully, I didn’t even hesitate. I was so on fire with lust for her that I would say whatever it took, and addressing her by the title that turned her on so much was a small price to pay to get her going, to get her into bed. She loved being in control, loved being reminded of the power she had over me, and I loved it too. There was no point denying it. Both of us had turned out to be far kinkier than we ever imagined, and the best thing to do seemed to be to embrace it.

Anna certainly was.

“That’s better,” she said with a cool smile playing on her lips. “We don’t want you forgetting your place, now, do we?”

Without waiting for a response from me, she climbed out of my lap. Disappointed and rockhard, I watched her move toward the bedroom closet, my heart beating wildly in my chest. Anna didn’t keep me waiting for long. When she turned back toward the bed with a couple of my ties in her hands, I knew what she was up to. She had developed something of a taste for bondage lately, and I had developed a matching taste to be at her mercy.

So when she climbed back into my lap, reaching for my hands with one of the ties in her grip, I didn’t resist. I let her wrap the tie around my wrists, binding my hands together and tying it off in a tight knot. Then, climbing out of my lap again, she crawled toward the head of the bed. I squirmed after her as she pulled on the tie, wrapping it around our headboard and tying it tight. I lay back on the pillow, smiling up at my gorgeous wife, still struggling to believe that someone this beautiful could also be this kinky. But Anna, it turned out, was the complete package.

Once she had me tied to the bed, her confidence seemed to visibly grow. Kneeling at my side, she reached for the front of my pants and unfastened them. She pulled down my pants and my boxer shorts in one swift motion, pulling them off over my feet and removing my socks at the same time. Now I was completely naked while she remained fully clothed, and my cock strained up toward the bedroom ceiling, desperate for her touch. Desperate for the body that kneeled beside mine, tormenting me with its unbelievably desirable curves. She was everything I wanted, everything I hadn’t known until recently I was into, the woman I loved and a surprisingly imaginative sex partner who was seemingly up for anything. There was nothing hotter than submitting control to her.

Moving on the bed again, Anna picked up the other tie she had brought from the closet. Leaning over me, she began to wrap it several times around my ankles before pulling it tight. I felt even more helpless as she bound my legs together, my cock standing straight up from my body like a toy for her to use. And how desperately I wanted her to use it. How desperate I was to feel any part of her body, her hand, her mouth, or hopefully her pussy around that sensitive flesh.

Anna moved slowly now, knowing she was fully in control. Shuffling on her knees back up to my side, she reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock. I groaned loudly as she stroked it gently, teasing it, so in tune with my body and my reactions after our years of marriage that she knew exactly how far she could go, and exactly when to pull back. I squirmed against the bondage that held me, but Anna had done her job well. The ties held me fast, keeping me in place for my gorgeous goddess to toy with me for as long as she wanted.

“You get so excited by all this, don’t you?”

“So do you,” I said, making her smile again.

“I do,” she said softly. “I don’t know why, but it’s just so hot. I admit, I thought this was all kind of weird at first. But exciting, too. But I had no idea. This is just so naughty. I can’t believe you’re okay with it. The way the guys at work were looking at me the other day… Especially Trent. It really turns me on. It really makes me feel sexy to know that all those guys want to fuck me.”

“You must’ve known that already.”

“I never really thought about it,” Anna said thoughtfully, continuing to stroke my cock almost absentmindedly now. “Ever since I was with you, I kind of stopped thinking about other guys like that. It’s really exciting to think that way again. To start noticing when a guy is sexy. To start thinking about other men in that kind of way.”

“Are you thinking about other guys now?”

“Maybe,” Anna said coyly, grinning down at me as she spoke. Of course, I knew what that meant. And I trembled with a shockwave of jealousy and frustration that erupted deep inside me, but I knew this was the game. I knew this was what made it so exciting, so thrilling, so unbelievably raunchy. Maybe it was wrong, but it felt good. We had both mutually decided that when it came to sex, that was all that mattered.

“But I’m thinking about you, too,” Anna said. “I’m thinking about how you’re so into me now, how you’re practically obsessed with me. You think about me when you’re pulling on this thing, all alone. And how much more obsessed with me you’d get if you were unable to do that anymore.”

“What are you talking about, Miss Anna?” I said, remembering my manners even as I waited in confusion to see what my wife had in mind. Anna wasn’t in the mood to leave me guessing. Releasing her hold on my manhood, she climbed over my helpless body and stood up. A couple of steps took her to her bedside table, and she opened the drawer and pulled something small out of it. As she sat down on the bed next to me, she twisted at the waist, holding her hand out flat to show me what she had.

At first, I didn’t understand it. But as I looked closer at the metal that shone in the bedroom light, everything clicked into place, and another shiver of fear passed through me. You don’t watch a lot of cuckold porn without coming to understand quite quickly what a male chastity device looks like. And that’s what I saw shining in my wife’s hand now, a solid steel tube with a locking mechanism that would render me unable to touch my own cock.

“You know what this is?”

“Yes,” I said nervously, while Anna giggled.

“Of course you do, you little pervert. I’ve been doing some research. And everyone online seems to agree. If you’re going to have a cuckold husband, he should absolutely be locked in chastity. I have to say, it seems like a good idea.”

Moving again on the bed, Anna turned so that she was lying down beside me. The shining chastity device hovered in her hand just above my chest, and her green eyes looked deep into mine, sparkling with malicious intent and that wild joy she got from having all the power in our relationship.

“This way, I’ll be your only outlet for sexual release,” she went on, as if I didn’t know exactly what being put in chastity by her would mean for me. “You won’t even be able to touch yourself without permission. That should help with your little porn habit, shouldn’t it? And you know how sexy it would be for me to be at work in one of my new outfits, with all the guys drooling over me, knowing that you’re at work with your cock under lock and key? Totally mine. I want to own it, Rob. I want to own you completely.”

She could hardly have put together a more enticing series of words for me. Of course I was scared. Of course I was nervous. And of course, I had thought about it before. In the depths of my kinky fantasies, I had wondered what would be like to be like one of the guys in the videos I watched, a cuckold in chastity, unable to pleasure his wife or even pleasure himself. It was the ultimate mind fuck, the ultimate power trip. The more powerful my wife was, the more I wanted her, and Anna seemed to understand that completely. Somehow, she instinctively knew how to leverage it for her own purposes. Of course, that only made her sexier to me. Of course, that only made me want her more.

“Oh my God,” I groaned, and Anna laughed at the note of genuine despair in my voice. What she was saying terrified me, especially given what she had shown me of this new dominant side of her. To give her this power over me, I knew, would only encourage her to be even more cruel. But after all, that was what I wanted, wasn’t it? Wasn’t that the idea that haunted my dreams, that kept me breathless with anticipation every time it drifted across my fevered brain? I wanted this. Part of me, a big part of me, wanted nothing more. And while I might be afraid to pull the trigger, afraid to submit to her so completely and give her the total power she craved, that other side of me urged me to take this opportunity, since it might never come again.

“Yeah,” Anna said softly. “Intense, isn’t it? That’s what everyone says. And it’s another thing that when I first heard about it, I thought it was super weird. But then I started thinking about it. I started thinking about all the benefits. For me, anyway. Everyone agrees that a cuckold husband should be kept in chastity, horny and desperate, unable to do anything about it. And oh my God, Rob, that sounds like so much fun to me!”

I tore my gaze away from the chastity device she held to look up into those sparkling green eyes. She wasn’t joking. She wasn’t lying. I could see the desire burning deep in her stare, and it made my cock throb with passion. What she was saying was outrageous, of course, and part of me knew that. That part was rapidly disappearing under an onslaught of kinky desire, the knowledge that in a way, this was exactly what I wanted. Exactly what I had dreamed of in those fantasies I had of my wife being an unfaithful bitch, being an outrageous slut who controlled me completely and did whatever she wanted with whoever she chose. It was unbelievable. But what was even more unbelievable was that I wanted exactly this.

“But first, I want to give you something.”

Anna was visibly warming to her role as she spoke, growing into the dominatrix we both knew she had it in her to be.

“I want to give you the best orgasm of your life,” she said, speaking in a soft voice as she leaned close toward me.

Setting the chastity device down on my indrawn stomach, she reached for the bottom of her T-shirt and pulled it off over her head. Her thick red hair sprang free, falling appealingly around her face. Rising up on her knees, she grinned at me again as she pulled down her yoga pants, the tight fabric clinging to her legs until she managed to peel it off. Her panties followed, and before she pulled them down, I could see the faint spot of wetness on the front of them that told me how much this was turning her on. Underneath her panties, her pussy shone wetly, and my cock throbbed in answer as I looked at the incredible body of the woman I loved.

But for now, Anna kept her bra on. Leaning forward, she thrust her boobs into my face, engulfing my head in her cleavage. She chuckled as I kissed and licked the tender flesh, showering her with affection to show her just how badly I desired her. After letting me worship her boobs for a while, she sat up. Reaching out for my cock, she slowly stroked it again. Gradually, her hand began to move faster and faster, and soon, I was gasping with pleasure as she beamed down at me.

“I bet you can’t wait to be put in chastity, can you?”

“Uh, yeah, I think I can,” I said, making Anna laughed again.

“No you can’t. You love giving in to me. And this will be the ultimate, won’t it? I’ll be able to get you to do whatever I want.”

“You can’t do that already?” I panted, making Anna laugh again.

“Well, maybe. But it will be easier now. And I’ll feel so sexy, knowing I have my husband’s cock locked. What woman wouldn’t want that power if she could have it? Own the cock, own the man. That’s what they say.”

I was genuinely trying to listen to her, but it wasn’t easy as my pleasure rose inside me. Her words and the movement of her hand conspired to make it impossible to resist, and I could feel an orgasm building, the strain in my body reaching a feverish pitch.

But Anna could feel the same thing. And as I moaned in pleasure, she suddenly released her grip on my cock. My shaft throbbed in the empty air, suddenly deprived of her erotic touch, and I groaned in despair, thrashing against the bondage that held me while my cruel wife laughed at my predicament.

“You haven’t earned it yet,” she said, rising on her knees to smile down at me again. “That’s how it’s going to be from now on, cuck. You’re going to have to earn every orgasm, and only I get to decide when you deserve one.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, but Anna didn’t seem to hear. Instead, she moved on the bed beside me, crawling toward my head. Reaching it, she swung one leg over it, kneeling above me and straddling my face. As her pussy descended toward me, I knew exactly what I had to do.

I licked her hungrily, enthusiastically, desperately. And I was rewarded with a faint moan of pleasure from my wife as she sat above me. Darkness engulfed me as she sat on my face, but I focused on my task, channeling all my frustration and desire and fear into pleasing this incredible woman. My lips and tongue moved over her sex, tasting the juices of her pleasure as they slowly poured out of her, and as I slid my tongue inside, I was encouraged by another moan from her, wilder this time. Soon, juices began pouring out of her, and while my cock throbbed in the empty air, ignored for now, I concentrated on making Anna cum.

It worked. With a long moan of bliss, my wife found her release, and I gulped down the hot juices that poured out of her. Encouraged by that wave of pleasure, she moved almost frantically, spinning around on top of me and then placing her pussy back on my mouth, now facing the other way. At the same time, she leaned forward, lying down on top of me. I could feel her smooth skin against mine, the fabric of her bra against my body, and I moaned into her pussy as I felt her hand around my cock once again. Only this time, it wasn’t just her hand. While I eagerly licked and kissed that dripping pussy, Anna leaned forward and took my cock between her lips, sucking me deep as we 69ed.

it was incredible. Pleasure and desire coursed through my body, leaving me trembling underneath her. Anna’s wet mouth felt amazing on my shaft, and swiftly, I found myself climbing that peak of pleasure again. I licked her pussy, thinking the pleasure I was giving her might distract her from her own task, and maybe I would get the release I craved.

But I underestimated my wife.

As my cock surged in her mouth, she pulled both her mouth and her hand away. I howled with despair into her as she sat upright on my face, leaving me twitching and groaning underneath her. At the same time, she moved her hips, grinding her pussy against me, pressing down more firmly on my mouth.

“Keep licking, cuck,” I heard her say above me, her derisive tone sending another shockwave of masochistic desire through me. “I can have orgasms whenever I want. You’re the only one who has to earn them.”

It was so sexy to hear her talk that way, such a turn on to be so denied. To hear her be so cruel, so selfish, and so demanding pushed every button I had. And I kept licking her, eating her wet pussy while she trembled in pleasure above me, drunk with her own sense of power and control.

Anna had another orgasm sitting right there on my face. I gasped and spluttered in the hot flood of her juices as she came, moaning and groaning loudly above me. When she climbed off me, I gasped, gulping down air that tasted of her pleasure while I blinked in the light, gazing up her.

She sat down on the bed beside me. Smiling, she reached out her hand, trailing her fingertips over my chest. Slowly, her hand sank lower and lower, until her fingertips were brushing the chastity device instead. Her face was flushed with pleasure, her eyes glassy with orgasm, and as she looked down at me, I was struck by the thought that I had never seen anything more beautiful.

“Maybe I should just put you in chastity right now,” she teased. “I mean, I’ve had my fun. That’s all that matters, isn’t it?”

“No, please, Mistress Anna,” I genuinely begged, making her tip back her head and burst out loud laughing. “Please let me cum, please!”

“Oh my God. I knew I could have you begging, but I didn’t think it would be this easy.”

Anna shifted again on the mattress, rising up on her knees again as she looked down at me quizzically.

“Admit that you’re my cuck,” she demanded. I hesitated, but not for long. The strain of desire was just too great.

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I groaned. “I’m your cuck.”

“And your little cock belongs in chastity, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

“Tell me you can’t wait for me to own your cock. Tell me how you can’t wait to be locked in chastity by your naughty wife.”

“But…”

“Look, cuck,” Anna said with a sigh, raking her hair back from her face. “There’s nothing you can do about it now. One way or another, your cock is going in that cage, and that’s final. The only difference is, will I let you cum first? You want that, don’t you? Because if you do, the only way you’re going to get it is by doing exactly what wifey wants. I mean, that’s how it works now, isn’t it? You do what you’re told, and I get to use you however I want.”

I groaned again. But of course, Anna was right. She had all the power in the situation, all the leverage she needed, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about that. The orgasm she was dangling in front of me was a powerful lever to make me submit to even her wildest whims, and when she said I had no choice, I believed her. By now, she had proven over and over again that she was perfectly capable of being exactly that cruel.

“I can’t wait for you to own my cock, Mistress,” I moaned. “I can’t wait to be locked in chastity by you.”

“That’s right,” Anna said with a devilish grin. “That’s what I thought. And I’m going to have so much fun keeping you under lock and key.”

Picking up the chastity device where it lay on my stomach, she held it in one hand. At the same time, she crawled down my body, reaching my hips and throwing her leg over me. With her other hand, she took hold of my throbbing cock, and we both groaned together as she guided it inside herself. After all the teasing, all the desperation she had inspired in me, her pussy felt more blissful than ever, and I felt on the verge of the orgasm she had promised me already, just from the feel of her wet walls around me.

Slowly, Anna began to ride. Her long red hair swayed around her face, framing her grinning lips, her glittering eyes, as she stared down at me. Her breasts bounced in her bra, and I could see the muscular line down the middle of her stomach as she rocked back-and-forth, bringing us both almost unbearable pleasure.

“Okay, I guess you’ve been a good boy,” Anna said patronizingly. “You can cum now. Enjoy your last orgasm as a free man. Because once you cum, I’m locking your dick away, and then you’ll really be my property. My little toy to tease and boss around, whenever I feel like. And you’ll love it, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

I yelped the words loudly as her pussy tightened around me, my cock swelling and erupting inside her. Anna groaned, but the sound was almost drowned out by my own wild cry of passion and defeat. Orgasm left me shaking, but it wasn’t only that that made me tremble. It was what it represented, too, the power I was about to hand over to my wife, that somehow, I already knew I would never get back.

And Anna was right. As my orgasm receded, fear of what was about to happen filled me. But even that was drowned out by the wild excitement that came of knowing my manhood would now be my wife’s personal property. She was right. I did love it.

I still do.
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13. A Bad Wife Gets Into Trouble

I was completely absorbed in what I was doing. I always am at times like this. The longer my wife keeps me in chastity, the more desperately I crave her body, and going down on her is the closest thing to actual sex I usually get. I do it with an enthusiasm the borders on desperation, just like my love for her borders on obsession. When I’m down there between her legs, it feels the rest of the world can disappear for all I care. I don’t think of anything else, I don’t want to be anywhere else. The only place I want to be is right where I am, doing exactly what I’m doing, and that, I guess, is one of the gifts my cruel mistress gives me. A kind of presence it’s hard to get any other way.

That’s why I didn’t notice another car entering the pullout. I didn’t see the danger coming, completely oblivious, lost in my weird masochistic bliss. And Anna, panting and moaning above me, was no more observant than I was. She was lost too, her eyes tightly shut, her breasts heaving and bouncing in the tight corset that pushed them high on her chest as she writhed in pleasure pleasure.

By the time I heard footsteps approaching our car, it was already too late.

I raised my head between my wife’s legs, hurrying to sit upright. Her eyes went wide, a look of pure shock rapidly appearing on her beautiful face. This time, my beautiful dominatrix was not at all in control. This time, Anna was as helpless as me.

I hadn’t even fully straight as I saw a man standing at the window. He stared into the car, his eyes moving from me to her and back again. Anna struggled to sit up too, flailing in the seat as she pulled herself upright, pulling her legs quickly together to hide the pussy I could still taste in my mouth. But already, I suspected it was too late. We had been caught. Now, I saw the uniform he was wearing and cursed my misfortune. Of all the people to happen to drive into that pullout what we were doing what we were doing, it was just my luck that it was a cop.

I rolled down the window. The morning air felt cold on my wet cheeks and chin, and I trembled with the thought that my breath might smell of my wife’s most intimate place. The cop had small, pale blue eyes that seemed almost sharpened to hard little points, like tools designed to peer through secrets and lies, to get to the dark heart of whatever situation he found myself in. Glancing in my mirrors, I saw his partner waiting on the other side of the car, standing a little back, talking into the radio mounted on his shoulder.

“What’s going on here, sir?” the policeman asked. He said the word ‘sir’ the way they always do, the way they must learn in the Academy when they train. Not as a sign of respect, but almost the opposite. Coming from his lips, the courtesy sounded like an insult. But as fear gripped my heart, I knew I was in no position to argue. We had been caught doing something we should not have been doing, our desires getting the better of us. If I was going to try and talk my way out of this one, I needed to keep my cool.

“Just driving my wife to work, officer,” I said. And I was telling the truth, but the truth was hardly believable. After all, what kind of woman goes to work dressed the way my wife was? I knew he didn’t believe me, and I could hardly blame him as he fixed those eyes on my wife again. I felt a cold thrill of anger as he looked her up and down, taking in the incredible shape of her beautiful body as if he wanted to memorize every detail. Maybe he did. If that was the case, I couldn’t blame him for it. But I could certainly hate him for it. And I did, with a seething, impotent hate that I was getting to feel more and more these days, thanks to Anna’s adventures outside our marriage. As usual, there was absolutely nothing I could do about the way I felt except try my best to ignore it.

“This is your wife?”

His tone suggested he didn’t believe a word of what I was saying. That didn’t surprise me, even if it did anger me. I choked on my anger and my fear and my shame, keeping it all inside, knowing that any outburst from me would only make a bad situation worse.

“Yeah,” I said, but the cop only glanced at me for moment before turning his eyes back to Anna again.

“Is that true, ma’am? You’re married to this man?”

“Yes,” Anna said, and my heart convulsed as I heard the note of fear in her voice. “Yes, I am.”

“Can I see some identification?”

“Of course,” I said, reaching for my wallet in my pocket. Still, the policeman kept looking at Anna, not at me, even as I handed him my driver’s license and the car registration.

“You too, ma’am.”

“I don’t have any with me,” Anna said, blushing visibly as she spoke. “I’m not driving today, so I didn’t bring my purse.”

The cop nodded, just once. As if what she was saying was exactly what he expected to hear, like they were both following script prewritten for the occasion. Standing up straight, the cop signaled his partner with a jerk of his head.

“I’m going to need you step out of the car, please. Both of you.”

“Officer, there’s no need –“ I began to protest. I was painfully aware of Anna’s nakedness below the waist, painfully aware of how exposed she would be once she got out of the car. Maybe that was the whole idea, part of the sadistic thrill for her dominant boss. But I didn’t think even he had imagined a situation like this one unfolding.

But the cop silenced me with a single look. Behind the car, his partner was still on the radio, and the last thing I wanted was to escalate the situation. I looked across the car at Anna, and she looked back at me. Her face showed no more answers than I had. We were stuck, and I saw no way out of this deeply embarrassing situation except to hope that this so far completely humorless officer would prove to have a side that could take a joke.

“Step out of the vehicle, sir.”

On the other side of the car, I could see the other cop approaching, one hand on his belt. The situation was sliding completely out of my control, not that it had ever really been in my control to begin with. My heart was pounding, but I knew there was no way out. With the rising panic of a caged animal, I reached for the handle of my door, opened it, and stepped outside.

The cop nearest me stepped back, eyeing me warily, even though I posed absolutely no threat. On the other side of the car, I heard the door open, and I cringed without looking to see my wife getting out. She was the one who was naked from the waist down, with nothing to cover her between the bottom of her corset and the top of her sexy boots. She was the one who was going to be most humiliated, but I didn’t feel like I was any better off. Her shame was mine, after all. That was something I had learned about marriage lately, something this crazy game we were playing had taught me.

A radio squawked, spewing unintelligible works into air that felt suddenly tense. From the other side of the car, I heard the other cop make a quiet noise. It wasn’t a laugh; their discipline was too rigid for that. It wasn’t a gasp, either. It takes a lot to shock a policeman. But it was certainly a noise of surprise, an acknowledgment that the situation we found ourselves in was far from normal. The officer standing closest to me looked past me, looking over the roof of our car toward his partner. Reaching some kind of silent understanding, he turned his eyes back toward me.

“Put your hands above your head.”

“Is this really necessary? I –“

“Sir,” he broke in in a loud, firm voice. “I won’t tell you again.”

The situation was getting more serious by the minute. Feeling totally helpless, I placed my hands behind my head, and the cop stepped up behind me, roughly pulling one arm behind my back and locking the cuff around it. While he did the same with my other arm, all I could do was look helplessly over at my wife, who was getting the same treatment. Her breasts looked even more prominent in the top of her corset as her arms were shackled behind her back, her beautiful body so helpless and so desirable as the cop held her by the arm. I watched him lead her way toward the squad car, and I was tempted to follow, even though I knew I couldn’t do anything to affect the situation, at least not in a good way. The cop nearest me held me by the cuffs between my wrists, not saying anything at first. He waited until the other officer had my wife seated in the back of the squad car before he looked at me again.

“Are you aware that a lot of prostitution goes on in this area?”

“No, of course not,” I said. “I’m a happily married man. This is just… It’s a game that we play. Something to spice up our sex life. Are you married?”

The cop didn’t answer. His eyes just peered into mine with that same deeply unimpressed look they had had since he first appeared at the window.

“Without the proper identification, it’s very difficult to prove that she’s actually your wife.”

“She’s wearing a wedding ring.”

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

“Well then how can I prove it? You want to take us back home so I can show you pictures, show you her ID?”

“You have any weapons on you, sir?”

“What? Of course not.”

“I’m going to search you now. I’d search your wife too, but it’s hard to see how she could be hiding anything.”

It was the first even slightly human thing the cop had said, but it in no way put my mind at ease. Instead, it just felt like more mockery, more humiliation. From where I stood, I could no longer see Anna, sitting in the back of the car with the door wide open while the other officer stood in front of her, questioning her. There was nothing I could do to help her, and that knowledge burned my heart as I stood there, trying harder than ever to stay calm.

Gently but firmly, the cop guided me backward until I was standing against my own car. His hands ran down over my chest, along my sides, checking my pockets and the seams of my clothing. I tolerated the intrusion as best I could, knowing I didn’t have anything that could be considered in any way a weapon. But as his hand slid over the front of my body, reaching down, I felt again a rising sense of fear. His brow furrowed as his hand connected the hard bulge of the chastity device between my legs, and I tried not to groan with embarrassment as I foresaw another difficult conversation coming up.

“What’s this?”

“It’s… It’s not a weapon.”

“I asked you to tell me what it is.”

There was no way out. His pale and piggy eyes continue to stare into mine, and I knew he wasn’t going to let go. He couldn’t let it go, I knew, and the more I dug my heels in, the more he would push for answers. With a sigh, I tried to resign myself to more cringing humiliation in front of this total stranger.

“It’s a chastity device,” I said. Unable to meet his eyes as I explained my predicament, I looked at the floor at my feet, envying the tiny pebbles under my shoes that didn’t have to worry about an ordeal like this. “It’s a kind of cage for my penis. My wife has the key.”

For a moment, the cop didn’t say anything. As difficult as it is to shock a police officer, I felt like I had done it. But he recovered quickly.

“She locks your penis in a cage?”

“Yes.”

“Against your will?”

“No,” I admitted, “not really. I told you, this is a sex game that we play. She has control over our sex life, and she dresses the way she does to tease me and make me want her. I have to do what she says. Have you ever heard of BDSM?”

“Listen,” the cop said, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. “What consenting adults do behind closed doors is not my business. When you take it out onto the street, you make it my business. I saw you performing a sexual act in public on the woman you claim is your wife. Whether she is or not, that’s against the law. I could place you both under arrest and take you downtown for booking. I’m guessing you don’t want that.”

“No sir, I don’t,” I said, trying to sound as harmless and obedient as I possibly could.

“I didn’t think so. So how do you suggest we resolve the situation?”

“Look, I’m sorry, okay? I made a bad decision. Being locked in this thing… You don’t understand. It’s so frustrating, and sometimes, I just lose my head. I understand that’s not acceptable. And I can absolutely, 100%, promise that it will never happen again.”

The cop paused for a moment, looking at me thoughtfully. My heart continued to flutter in my chest, a faint hope now rising that maybe, just maybe, they would let us off with a warning. After all, we were law-abiding people, generally. Neither of us had any kind of criminal record beyond the odd speeding ticket here and there. Everyone has the occasional lapse of judgment. Sure, this was a big one. But after all, no one was around, no one seen us but them. No one was harmed by what we had done. Surely they could see that?

“Let’s see what she has to say about all this.”

Taking me firmly by the arm, the cop guided me toward his car, parked behind mine. With no choice but to do as he said, I walked along beside him, the two of us moving around to the passenger side of the car where Anna sat in the back. Her eyes were shining wetly as I looked at her, and she looked simultaneously so lost and afraid and so desirable as she sat there in her corset and high-heeled boots, her hands cuffed behind her back, her red hair cascading down on either side of her made-up face. Surely, all the cops needed to do was look at her to understand why I had lost my composure, why I couldn’t control myself.

And they were looking at her, I realized. Both of them were looking at her, and as they looked at one another, I saw them share a smile that struck a new note of fear inside me.

“She agrees that the two of you are married,” said the other cop, tearing his eyes away from my wife to finally look at me. “And she says this was consensual.”

“Maybe not that consensual,” said the cop next to me. “I mean, you have to do whatever she says, right?”

Anna’s green eyes blazed as she turned them on me, a look of shock showing on her face that glowed with embarrassment. I looked back at her helplessly. I didn’t say a word, but in my mind, I was screaming at her: what did you expect me to do? I had to tell the truth. He found the chastity device all by himself, and once he did, it was all over.

The other cop laughed, though he looked confused, too. And with only the slightest glance at me, the first cop decided to tell his partner what he had learned.

“She keeps his cock locked away in a cage,” he said, barely able to get the words out with out laughing. “Some kinky shit. He’s like a slave or something. Right?”

While his partner laughed, he turned his attention on Anna. And I saw the way her eyes flashed. I saw the way she lifted her chin, defiance rising inside her, determined not to be embarrassed despite what these men wanted.

“That’s right,” she said stubbornly.

“For real?” The cop in front of her said, not even trying to hide the grin on his face. “He just does whatever you say? Like he’s your bitch or something?”

I cringed at the term, and Anna’s eyes flickered toward me for just a second before going back to the cop.

“You could put it like that.”

“So this was all your idea then?”

“No,” I blurted out, even though I could see that no one was talking to me anymore.

“Yes,” Anna said defiantly. “He does what he’s told. Just like any husband should.”

Both cops laughed out loud at that, and I even detected the first beginnings of a smile on Anna’s painted lips, too. My wife could charm anyone. I knew that. If she could get me to go along with the crazy things she did, talking her way out of a public indecency arrest shouldn’t be too much of a challenge. And as her fear seemed to evaporate, her confidence came back. She might be in handcuffs in the back of the car, but no one I ever met could generate an aura of being in control the way my wife could.

“I hope my wife never meets you,” said the cop nearest me. “She might get some ideas.”

“You never know. You might like it.” Anna sat back, and now I couldn’t fail to notice that there was a new flirtatious note in her voice. “My husband certainly does. Some of it, anyway. He knows our marriage works better when he knows his place, and I get to have my fun.”

“He knows his place, huh?” said the cop next to me. By now, the two of them were clearly intrigued. Embarrassing as that was, it at least seemed better than having them be actively hostile and on the verge of arresting us both. But now it felt like there was a new danger in the air, a new threat that I couldn’t quite put my finger on, but could nevertheless feel. My nervousness has not gone away. In fact, it was probably worse than ever. And the more comfortable Anna seemed to be getting, the more it freaked me out.

“Oh yeah. I have him pretty well-trained. Don’t I, cuck?”

And as my wife smiled at me with those burning green eyes, there was no longer any doubt. She was enjoying this. From being a scary experience where neither of us had control, this had become yet another twist in our kinky sex life, and Anna had that look in her eyes that told me that once again, she wasn’t going to miss the opportunity to take things even further that we ever had before. I had no idea if I was ready for that, but after all, I never did. She might still be in handcuffs, and I was back in the driving seat, and once again, I was struggling to keep up.

“I – I guess so.”

“No, no,” Hannah said softly, shaking her head to make her red hair sway over her shoulders. “That’s not what you call me, is it? Don’t get embarrassed just because real men are here. Address me properly, the way you do at home.”

I stared at her in astonishment. Of course, I should have known better. I shouldn’t have been surprised that she wanted to push me like this. Yet somehow, I was. Once again, she was doing something completely outrageous, and once again, I was powerless to stop her. She didn’t even need to threaten me. That key dangling from the collar around her neck that proclaimed her a slut did all the work for her. The unspoken threat she could keep me in chastity for as long as she wanted gave her the ultimate leverage. It was going to humiliate me completely to have to bow to her will in front of strangers, but the look on Anna’s face told me that she was going to accept nothing less.

“Yes… Mistress Anna,” I said. Both cops burst out laughing, and Anna laughed with them.

“Can I show you something?” she said, turning her eyes from one officer to the other.

“Sure,” the cop nearest me said. So Anna turned her eyes back to me, seeming to grow in her seat with confidence and power.

“Get over here and lick my boots, cuck.”

This time, she really had managed to shock them. I heard both cops gasp, but I kept my eyes on my wife, and she kept hers on me. She was smiling, but I knew she was serious. And I knew already I was going to do it. No matter the shame, no matter the disgrace. I had no choice.

I walked over to where she sat in the police cruiser. Feeling the eyes of the watching police on me, I sank down to my knees. Bowing at the waist, I pressed my lips to the toes of her shining boots, first one, then the other. Then, while the cops laughed at me, I began sliding my tongue over the patent leather, cringing with shame while Anna chuckled above me.

“See? He does whatever he’s told, like a good cuck.”

“I can’t believe he lets you treat him this way.”

“Oh, it’s amazing what you can get away with when you control a man’s cock. I mean, you know why I’m dressed like this? I’m on my way to work. This is how my boss has me dress in the office now, and he fucks me every day.”

Again, the cops laughed, as much in disbelief as an amusement. And I kept licking my wife’s boots while she humiliated me, knowing there was nothing left to hide. No possibility of retaining any dignity in this situation.

“You cheat on him?”

“Every single day. In fact….”

Even as I kept licking her boots, I hung on Anna’s next words. Somehow, I knew they were going to push me even further, expanding the boundaries of the wild things we did together. And even as it terrified me, there was that part of me that wanted it, too. Anna was going to get us out of trouble all right. But in her own completely slutty way.

“If it helps you guys make a decision on what do with us, I’m sure I can find a way to convince you both not to arrest us.”

My wife’s voice dripped with seduction as she spoke. I didn’t lift my head from her boots, but in the silence that followed, I could imagine what was going on behind me. I could imagine the two cops looking at one another, again silently exchanging their thoughts. Doing what Anna had in mind could get them in a lot of trouble, of course. But look at her. So sexy, I didn’t imagine any straight man could possibly resist the offer she was undoubtedly making.

“I think we could do that,” said the cop who had put me in handcuffs. And while I groaned in despair, my wife giggled. Raising one foot from the floor, she placed it on my shoulder and pushed me away from her. I inched back on my knees, ignoring the pain of the concrete I kneeled on as she sat up in the police cruiser, no longer pressing her thighs together quite as tightly as she had been before.

The cop stepped up front of her. As he pulled down the zipper of his pants, Anna smiled up at him, her eyes shining with sadistic excitement. He pulled out his cock, and Anna leaned forward. Glancing over at me first, she then stuck out her tongue and licked his manhood, and while he sighed in pleasure, I groaned in abject despair.

Anna’s head bobbed back-and-forth, her skilled tongue licking the cock of a man whose name she didn’t even know while I kneeled by the side of the road, trembling with shame and despair. The other cop watched, his hands resting on his heavy belt, glancing from time to time in my direction to see how I would react. But of course, I didn’t. My struggle was internal, a struggle against myself to process what was happening and to stay calm in the face of such outrageous provocation, to trying keep my cool while I watched my wife betray me.

It was bad enough to know she did things like this with her boss. It’d been so hard to watch that video. Somehow, this was even worse still. To be there and see it happening in the flesh, to see my wife be such a slut that she would do this to men she had never met before. It was pure humiliation, pure disgrace. And yet, there was my cock, predictably throbbing away desperately in the prison of chastity. Because there was no denying it. Anna looked so sexy as she licked another guy’s manhood, teasing him to hardness. And as his cock swelled visibly in front of her, she took it eagerly between her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she blew him, and I could only imagine just how good it felt for him to have a beautiful, sexy woman like her using all her considerable skills to give him a pleasure he didn’t deserve.

Warming to her task, Anna rocked her head back-and-forth, her long hair swaying with her movements. Always a good girl, she looked up as she did it, making eye contact with the man she was blowing while he groaned in pleasure. She choked a little on his cock, but she didn’t let that stop her, continuing to suck with everything she had until he was gasping with bliss. And when he finally released with a long sigh, pumping his cum into her mouth, Anna willingly swallowed another man’s cum right in front of me, her eyes shining with that same sadistic delight she always took in doing things like this.

Relieved, the cop stepped back, zipping up his pants.

“I guess in the circumstances, we can let you go with a warning,” he said. And Anna smiled wickedly, looking at him, then his partner, then at me before speaking.

“Not yet,” she said. “I still have to take care of your partner, too. Come here, officer. Let me apologize to you for being such a bad, bad girl.”

The two cops glanced at each other again, but as I cringed in embarrassment on my knees, I didn’t doubt what would happen next. The second cop stepped forward without saying a word, and Anna adjusted her position in the back of the squad car slightly, sitting up straighter. Standing in front of her, he unzipped his pants, and again, she looked at me before beginning to lick his cock, too.

My wife really was the ultimate slut. And for the first time, I was seeing with my own eyes in real time just how cruel and unfaithful and sexy she could be.


14. Dreaming Of Anna

In the morning, I waited for Anna to wake up. Lying there beside her, it didn’t seem like there was anything else to do.

Maybe I would have been better getting up, getting on with my day. The weekend lay ahead, no particular plans to fill it up other than the usual tasks it takes to keep the household running. But I couldn’t think about any of that. I couldn’t think about anything except the warm, beautiful body lying right next to me, teasing me with its closeness and complete inaccessibility. My wife’s body was now totally off-limits. And of course, that only made me want her more. But there was nothing to be done about that. Not only did I not touch her, I couldn’t even allow myself the humiliating release of masturbation. My cock ached inside the steel prison Anna had locked it into, the prison that gave her this ferocious power over me. And all I could do was wait and see what she decided to do next.

Anna stirred beside me. She rolled over in the bed, letting out a quiet little moan, and even before she opened her beautiful eyes, I knew she was awake. Her pupils adjusted to the sunlight, and when she saw me looking at her, lying on one side, a smile lit up her face.

“Good morning,” she said in a voice thick with sleep.

“Morning.”

“How did you sleep?”

“Terribly,” I replied honestly. “I’d ask how you slept, but I was awake most of the night. I could see you slept really well.”

“Yeah, I did,” Anna said with a soft little giggle. “Why couldn’t you sleep?”

“Why do you think?”

And Anna giggled again as she rolled over in the bed to face me. Under the blanket, her hand reached out for me, and I winced as she took my caged cock and balls in one single hand, holding them gently as if enjoying the weight of them and the weight of the unassailable power we both knew she now had over me.

“Were you up all night having dirty thoughts, chastity boy?” she said. And the words she used and the way she set them sent a shockwave of desire through my body. I winced as the chastity device tighter around my manhood, swelling to her words.

“Yes,” I answered, again telling the truth. My wife chuckled, secure in the knowledge that I couldn’t hide anything from her.

“About me?” she asked, giving my caged cock a little tug.

“Absolutely,” I responded.

“Yeah? Then tell me about them. I want to hear every detail.”

And I still held my caged cock in one hand, but as she shifted on the mattress, her gorgeous green eyes gazed at me, her white teeth showing as she softly bit her lower lip. She looked, as always, absolutely irresistible. I felt breathless just from the sight of her, just from looking at the smile on her face and hearing the sound of her voice and knowing that this woman I loved had complete and unassailable power over me. It was a high and wild ride we were on, and in the darkness and loneliness of the night, I had had lots of occasions to wish this wasn’t real. I had had lots of time to question what I was doing, to feel again that disbelief that my life had come to this. But now that I could see her again, could talk to her, could watch her face light up with pleasure at what we were doing, I was reminded all over again why I put up with this. My wife is just too sexy to resist, and she’s never sexier than when she has complete control. As crazy as it was, this was how it worked now.

“Some of it, I was dreaming. I don’t remember all of it,” I said.

“Just tell me what you remember,” Anna said softly. I took a deep breath and started.

“We were going to some party,” I said, the memories rushing back as I spoke. “You were wearing this leather dress. A red one.”

“Leather?” she asked, raising her eyebrows a little. “You like leather?”

“Not especially,” I said. “But you looked really sexy in it.”

“Yeah? What did it look like? Describe it to me.”

“Well, it was dark red. Almost like a scarlet, you could say. And it was cut really low in the front, with a really deep V neck that showed off your boobs.”

“Of course,” Hannah giggled. “What else?”

“It was almost kneelength. It was really, really tight. Your body looked absolutely amazing in it. Everyone was looking.”

“What else?”

“That was it.”

“Was I barefoot?”

“Oh, no. You were wearing high heels.”

“What color?”

“Black.”

“Open toe? Or closed?”

“Open, I think. You really want every detail, don’t you?”

“It helps to me to imagine it,” Anna said with a smile. “It helps me know what you think is sexy. What were you wearing?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think I even thought about that.”

“Okay. Who was there?”

“I don’t think anyone specific. Just lots of people. They were all looking at you the minute you walked in.”

“I bet. They all wanted me?”

“Of course.”

Morning breath or not, I leaned my face toward Anna’s and kissed her on the mouth. She kissed me back, letting me feel the wild excitement that was growing within her as I told her my tale. She loved to think of herself like this, just as I did. She loved to think of herself looking hot, being the center of attention, being desired by everyone. My cock would not stop throbbing inside the steel that gripped it, and her hand holding the chastity device hardly helped my predicament. She was holding it possessively, like she owned it, and after all, we both knew she did.

“So what happened next?”

“You let some guy buy you a drink.”

“Oh yeah? What was he like?”

“I don’t really imagine the guys in these fantasies, Anna,” I explained. “They’re just like props. Generic. Just some guy.”

“So I can imagine him any way I want, them,” Anna said with a smirk. “Tall, definitely. Every girl likes a tall man. And handsome. Tall, dark, and handsome, I guess. It’s a cliché, but a good one. And he’s wearing… I don’t know. A suit, but one that’s perfectly tailored to fit his body. I can see how toned he is through his white shirt. He’s so confident, too, so masculine. With a square jaw and just a little bit of stubble. He’s probably a CEO or some other powerful position. Yeah, I’d accept a drink off a guy like that.”

“Would you flirt with him?”

“Probably,” Anna laughed. “I mean, if he was hot. And I’d be feeling so sexy in my tight dress, knowing everyone was looking at me, wanting me, and that would probably make me feel a little bit more flirtatious than usual. So yeah, why not? Did you imagine that?”

“Yeah. And then I imagined him kissing you.”

Anna gasped, but her shock was all a big act. She knew this was coming, of course. She knew this was all part of the dance, all part of my twisted cuckold fantasies.

“He kissed me? And what did I do?”

“You kissed him back.”

“Wow. What a hussy. And what did you do, while your wife was kissing this gorgeous stranger?”

“Nothing. I just watched.”

“Good boy,” Anna grinned. “Your subconscious knows the deal. You know your sexy wife deserves more than just you. I deserve a handsome, successful, tall man who want to spoil me. Who wants to treat me the way a woman like me should be treated. So what happened next?”

“Well… He kissed you, and you kissed him back. And then, he started kissing your neck, and you turned toward me, and you smiled. You told me you were having fun. And then… He started unzipping your dress.”

“He did? Where were we all this was happening?”

“At the bar.”

“And he started undressing me right there? In front of everyone?”

“Yeah, in front of everyone.”

“Oh my God, that’s so naughty. So he took off my dress?”

“Yeah. And then… He fucked you.”

“Of course he did,” Anna grinned. “Just like that? Doesn’t sound very romantic.”

“It wasn’t,” I said. “He took you right there on the bar.”

“On the bar, in front of everyone?”

“Yeah. You loved it.”

“Did I? What did he do to me? What positions?”

“Well, first, you were on your back. Lying across the bar. He was standing, and you had your legs up on his shoulders, screaming while he fucked you. People were cheering him on. Everyone was into it.”

“That’s so wild. Did I cum?”

“Yeah, you did.”

“I bet I did, with his big, hard cock inside me.”

“How do you know it was big?”

“Well, I wouldn’t cheat on you with a guy who’s smaller than you, would I? What else happened?”

“He got on the bar, and you rode his cock.”

“Oh really? I got on top? That’s so revealing, with all those people watching. They’d really see everything. But I bet I didn’t care at all, did I? I bet I wanted them to watch. How did it feel, watching your wife be such a slut front of a bunch of strangers?”

“Oh, it was so hot,” I said.

It was. I was still ashamed of my fantasies, even though my wife been more indulgent than I would ever have imagined. In fact, these days, she seemed to be more into it than I was. Still, I was ashamed of these thoughts that tormented me, the fantasies merged with dreams of my wife with other man’s hands all over her, and not just their hands. But she looked so sexy when she was having orgasm after orgasm, not caring about anything but pleasure, gleefully betraying me right in front of me while I stood there and watched the whole debauched spectacle. It was incredible. And reliving it now, with my wife holding onto my caged cock, was only making me want her even more. It was only making desire crackle even more loudly in my veins, racing up and down my spine while I lay in the bed beside her, trying without much success to control my heavy breathing.

“And how do you feel now, thinking about it?”

I knew what she wanted to hear. It just so happened that it was also the truth.

“So turned on,” I said.

“Are you thinking about fucking me right now? Or are you thinking about some other guy fucking me instead?”

“Both.”

Anna laughed, a kind of silvery sound that echoed in the air of our bedroom that now throbbed with wild sexual tension.

“You’re so naughty,” she said, gently squeezing my caged cock again to make me groan with irrepressible desire. “You just want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Anna, please,” I sighed, making her laugh again. “Please take this thing off me and let me have sex with you.”

“Already? You’ve only been there for a couple of days. I mean, I admit, I’m horny too, talking about this. But I feel like if I let you out already, you won’t learn anything.”

“I’ve learned a lot, Miss Anna.”

“Oh really? Tell me what you’ve learned then,” Anna said, looking deep into my eyes as she spoke. And my mind went blank. I had just been saying what I thought I had to say, desperately trying to talk her into giving me what I felt like I needed. Now she had called my bluff, I realized I didn’t have anything.

“That… You’re in charge, Miss Anna.”

“That’s right. I’m in charge,” Anna said, giving my caged cock another gentle squeeze. “That means I decide when you get to cum. I mean, that’s the whole point of having you in chastity, isn’t it? And I don’t want you to cum right now. I don’t think you’ve earned it.”

“Then what do I have to do to earn it?” I said, unable to keep a note of desperation out of my voice.

“Oh, I can think of a few things,” Anna said. “You know what? I read about this online. This is what other women say about having a guy in chastity. I mean, it’s a lot of work, a lot of responsibility. But this is the good side. You’ll do anything I say to be allowed to cum, won’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. And you have a long day of being bossed around ahead of you. I hope you’re ready for it.”

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

Anna giggled again. We both knew I had no other choice. We both knew I was going to have to spend the day doing whatever I was told, if that was what she wanted.

Taking hold of the blanket, Anna pulled it away from me in one swift motion, theatrically throwing it aside and uncovering both of us. She had slept, as she often did, in a soft T-shirt and her panties, and while it was by her standards quite a tame outfit, for me, it didn’t matter. I was burning up with desire just as I would have been if she was dressed in the most provocative lingerie she had. Releasing at last her grip on my caged cock, Anna placed a hand on the top my head. As she pushed down, I felt my arousal spike. She never used to be this aggressive, but I loved it. I loved that she was so demanding, so selfish, so clear about what she wanted from me in the bedroom. And following her unspoken command, I crawled down the bed, steering my head where she wanted, between her legs. I reached for her panties, but she stopped me.

“Not yet,” she said. “First, just kiss it. Through my panties.”

And I did. Leaning forward, I pressed my lips almost reverently against the shape of her pussy through the thin cotton fabric of her underwear, looking up at her all the time. Above the swell of her breasts under her T-shirt, I could see her green eyes sparkling as she watched me. She was no longer smiling. Instead, there was a look of intense concentration on her face, a look that I hoped showed just how turned on she was.

“That’s nice,” she said softly. “Beg for it. Beg for my pussy, you little cuck.”

Her words caught me off guard. But at the same time, they only fueled my desire. I loved her cruelty, loved the new edge in her voice. I loved it all, and my desire was burning at a feverish intensity while my cock throbbed painfully inside its cage.

“Please, Mistress,” I humbly begged between her soft thighs, my hands moving gently over her smooth skin while she watched me through half closed eyes. “Please let me lick your pussy. Please, I promise I’ll make you cum.”

“Oh my God,” Anna groaned. “Chastity really does bring out the best in you, doesn’t it? You’re so horny, you’ll do anything for me, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

“Good. Then you can lick me. But slowly. There’s no hurry. Take off my panties, but don’t use your hands.”

I looked up her, not trying to keep the smile off my face. After all, what she was saying was so damn sexy to me. I leaned over her lap, tentatively taking the elasticated waistband of her underwear between my lips and teeth. Slowly, I pulled it down over her hip, while she didn’t lift a finger to help me. She just lay there as I pulled her panties down as far as I could, then moved over to the other side and started pulling them down her other hip too.

Just as my dominant wife wanted, I took my time. I moved above her on the mattress, slowly pulling her underwear down her long legs with my teeth until I could finally lift it away from her feet. Then, I let it drop onto the mattress and crawled back of the bed toward her. Anna was smiling now, propping her head up on a pillow so she could watch what I was doing, and as I crawled toward her, she parted her legs. Her pussy shone in front of me, her delicious lips already swollen with desire, and as I lowered my head between them, she parted her thighs even more, granting me access.

I kissed her pussy again. Slowly, tenderly, letting her feel every ounce of love and wild desire I had for her. I kissed it over and over, worshiping at the temple of her femininity, and my reward was the sweet music of pleasure rising from the back of her throat through her parted lips.

I leaned forward, kissing her a little deeper, applying just a little more pressure. This time, my tongue slid out from between my lips, gently touching hers. And as Anna moaned again, I repeated myself, leaning just a little harder against her each time, letting her feel the pressure of my mouth against her sex. Teasing her, really, getting gentle revenge for all the teasing of me she had been doing over the last little while. And as the taste of her pussy filled my mouth, my cock throbbed even more desperately and even more painfully inside the chastity device that held it. A constant, unignorable reminder of the power this incredible woman had over me, of the wild game that we were playing that filled us both with so much pleasure.

Sticking my tongue out further, I ran it along her pussy, making her groan and leaving her wet with my saliva. But it wasn’t just that. As I licked her again, I could taste the juices trickling out of her, a sign of her pure arousal that encouraged me. I kissed and licked again, savoring the taste of her on my tongue, and slowly, I pushed it gently inside, past the faint resistance of the entrance of her vagina.

She tasted incredible. She always did. I had always loved going down my wife, but it had never been quite like this. Never this sensual, never this thrilling, never this simultaneously divinely pleasurable and hellishly frustrating, as my cock continued to leak inside its cage. Anna knew exactly what she was doing to me, and as I listened to her moans getting steadily louder, I reflected that that was part of what was turning her on so much. Not just the physical act I was doing, but the fact I was doing it on her command, and that she was under no obligation to reciprocate anything if she didn’t want to. I was doing this to please her, doing it in the hope of getting a reward from her, even as I was doing it because I desperately wanted to, too. But Anna knew, just as I knew, that it was all up to her. I had no idea where she had hidden the key to my chastity device; if I had, I probably would have been unable to resist the temptation to free myself in the night. But as long as she had that key, as long as only she knew where was, she had the ultimate power and control over me. I was hers, completely. And that knowledge made us both burn with kinky lust.

As she got wetter, I kissed my way slowly up her pussy. The small button of her clitoris was emerging from under its hood, and I rubbed my nose against it as I plunged my tongue deep inside. Anna’s body shuddered with pleasure, her legs trembling on either side of my head, and I rubbed the tip of my nose a little more forcefully against the super sensitive spot that was key to her pleasure. As she moaned loudly, I withdrew my tongue from her pussy and instead raised my mouth to press it against her clit. Wrapping my lips around it, I gently sucked, flicking my tongue over it at the same time, and my wife went absolutely wild.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her eyes closed now, her legs thrashing, her hands gripping the bed sheets beneath her. Reaching out blindly, she took my head in both her hands, squeezing my scalp as her fingers ran through my hair. At the same time, she raised her hips from the mattress, pushing her pussy against my face. I licked and sucked her clit while she trembled and moaned, and as her body began to spasm more radically, I knew her orgasm was coming. I kept doing what I was doing, keeping the same rhythm, and a loud cry burst from her mouth, vibrating in the morning air of the bedroom as she reached her first orgasm of the day.

Not her last. I was determined to make sure of that. Lifting my mouth from her sensitive clitoris, I gently kissed my way back down her pussy, finding her much wetter than she had been before. I rubbed my face in it, reveling in the knowledge that I had given my wife pleasure as I stuck my tongue back inside her. This time I plunged it in deeper, keeping it more rigid, fucking her with it as if it were my cock. And the juices kept flowing out of her, along with her moans and gasps of pleasure, and the taste of her intoxicated me like the finest wine as I licked and kissed more desperately than ever, my own desire surging. If I had been able to, I would’ve taken my cock my hand and stroked myself right there, but the merciless chastity device could never allow it. Instead, I had nothing to do but focus on my beautiful wife, and to channel all my wild sexual frustration into pleasing her in whatever way I could.

I did. I did, employing every trick and tactic I had learned over the years of our marriage, and soon, Anna was wailing with pleasure again. That same spasm seemed to grip her, her limbs starting to thrash in the sheets again, and I felt her sex tighten and clench around my tongue as if trying to pull it even deeper inside. At the same time, another flood of juices poured out of her, anointing my face with her pleasure.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, barely able to form the words, in the grip of sensations too powerful to be channeled into regular language. Roughly, she pushed my head away, her breasts rising and falling on her chest, her pussy spasming visibly in front of me as I looked at it. She was a mess now, her juices shining on her thighs and on her pussy lips, a dark wet puddle spreading slowly on the sheet underneath her. I had done my job, and a creeping sense of pride filled me to know that I had made this incredible woman cum, that despite the cruel things she might say and do, I knew I could give her this.

But for now, Anna had had enough. Sensitive after two orgasms, she lay there twitching, and I lay between her legs, watching the spasms move through her beautiful body, waiting to see what happened next. Surely, after that, I had earned the reward I craved. Surely, after showing her what I could do, after selflessly giving her multiple orgasms with my mouth, I had earned the reward of having her the way a husband should.

Slowly, Anna opened her eyes. She grinned at me, her whole face lit up with the wild pleasure I had given her. Clumsily, she pushed herself up onto her side, closing her legs and denying me the sight of her wet pussy but allowing me instead to gaze at her gorgeous ass.

“God, you’re good at that,” she said in a breathy voice. “Maybe too good, if you know what I mean.”

“I don’t, Mistress.”

Anna chuckled, a deep throaty sound that made me aroused and afraid at the same time.

“Well, I think I might prefer that to actually having sex with you,” she explained. “I think you’re better with your mouth than you are with your cock. So maybe I don’t need to unlock you at all. Maybe it’s better this way. You’ll just be my little pussylicking machine, and if I want good cock, I’ll go out and find it somewhere else.”

“Are – are you serious?”

As I watched Anna sit upright, I didn’t know what I wanted to hear from her. Did I want it all to be a joke, part of our ongoing mutual fantasy that we indulged in at times like this? Or did I want her to be telling the truth? I didn’t doubt her when she said that she thought of other men when we had sex, and the thought was so wild and kinky, turning me on like nothing else. But when I thought of her actually going through with it, I was filled with so many conflicting and powerful emotions. Jealousy and fear and despair and arousal, all at once.

She sat upright, and I rose up on my knees, and her bright green eyes burned as they stared deep into mine.

“I don’t know,” she said softly. “I mean, I love you, Rob. I never wanted to be with anyone else. But I was thinking about what you told me just now, about me being taken by some sexy stranger on a bar in front of a whole roomful of people. About him peeling off my leather dress, and pounding me on the bar, and then me riding him, and everyone watching, knowing what a total slut I am. Cheering us on while we fucked. And you, watching it all, my little cuckold husband, locked away in chastity. I mean, when you think about it, it’s the perfect fit, isn’t it? With you locked away, I can get myself a boyfriend or two and have the sex you can’t give me. And you’ll just love me even more for it, won’t you?”

“Oh my God, Anna. You are serious, aren’t you?”

Anna shrugged, her big breasts bouncing underneath her T-shirt as her shoulders moved.

“You know it’s fun to think about,” she said. “We both do. You know it turns you on just as much as it does me. I bet your cock is trying so badly to get hard in that chastity device right now, isn’t it?”

“Well, yes,” I admitted, looking down at the tight metal encasing my manhood. My cock was straining against the steel, sending waves of pain through me, my desire burning almost unbearably bright. But only my cruel wife could release me. And from the look in her eyes, the words she was saying, I guessed she had no intention of that.

“Exactly. And now I’m wearing all these sexy outfits to work, and the guys keep looking at me, and it’s just so hot knowing that you want me so badly, but you can’t have me. God, Rob, I can’t take it. I’m a horny girl, and I need to get fucked. Get your fucking face back down and do your job.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Anna lay back on the bed, laughing at my obedience as I lowered my head between her thighs again.


15. A Hotwife’s Boyfriend

After Anna’s performance, it didn’t feel like there was much left to say.

And there wasn’t much I could say, either. Once she had pleasured both the cops, they let us go on our way. Grinning the whole time, barely able to believe what had happened to them, their astonishing luck at running into a slut like her. It was no more believable to us, despite the way we lived our lives recently. As wild as Anna was these days, this felt like a new level of craziness, and I was struggling to process it.

And along with the rage and shame and jealousy that seemed to be my constant companions these days, I felt guilty. As if I should’ve stopped it from happening somehow, even though I knew that was impossible. As if I should’ve protected my wife, even though the whole thing had been her idea. She wanted it. She loved it. And if her silence after the cops gone, after they had taken the handcuffs off and let us go on our way, hinted that she felt some regret about what she had done, it was the only sign of it. She didn’t express any regrets, and frankly, I didn’t want her to. That would only have made it worse. Still, it was difficult to wrap my head around what had happened. And as I drove my wife to work, her sitting beside me in the passenger seat, naked from the waist down, my cock ached and throbbed inside the chastity device with the key still hanging from its ring on her collar, the perfect sexy slut ready to be used for pleasure by seemingly any man but me.

We pulled up outside her office. Anna took a deep breath, and I didn’t even try to keep myself from watching her breasts swell in the cups of her corset, unbelievably inviting, impossible to ignore. She smiled at me then, her beautiful green eyes radiating with the excitement I knew she felt, the excitement of knowing she had been a bad girl, and was about to do it all again. Anna was getting the best of both worlds, having total control over me and my body while getting to surrender control to Trent and anyone else she chose. My dominant wife was absolutely living her best life, and all I could do was try to hang on for the ride as she took us on this adventure of desire and despair.

“Well, I guess I’ll see you tonight, cuckie,” she said, leaning toward me in the car as she unfastened her seatbelt. I kissed her, trying without much success not to think about what her mouth just been doing earlier that morning. And then she stepped out of the car and walked across the parking lot toward the door of the office. I watched her go, her naturally incredible figure even more unbelievably enticing thanks to the corset she wore and the high heels that made her hips sway from side to side with every step she took. She was a miracle, a marvel. Yes, she was beautiful, but it went deeper than that. It was her mind, her unbelievably kinky and devious mind that kept me so addicted to her. It kept me putting up with her games, her outrageous actions, her cruel humiliation. It kept me hooked on her so that she could do whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, with whoever she chose. It kept me right here where I was, in this part of heaven that looked so much like hell, or vice versa. And she is my demon goddess that I can never look away from.

The door of the office closed behind her. She never once looked back, focusing instead on her next adventure and the reaction her unbelievably provocative outfit would get from the guys at work. Every guy in the office was going to see my wife’s pussy today, and as always, I knew that Trent, at least, would get to use it. I wouldn’t. I would just get to ache in my cage and wish that I could be the kind of man that Anna allows to have sex with her.

I drove off, heading to my own office. Off to spend another day longing for the hours to pass until I could see her again.

Anna left me mostly unbothered that day by text messages or pictures. I’ve never been able to decide if that’s better or worse. After all, it’s not like I can ever stop thinking of her, not even for a moment, whether she messages me or not. My thoughts are full of her all day long no matter what she does or doesn’t do, and the radio silence only let my imagination run wild. She looked absolutely irresistible when I dropped her off at work, and thanks to our little adventure with the cops, I knew she was worked up to a fever pitch of desire and ready to do just about anything. It was a perfect storm of circumstances, and I knew her boss would have an incredibly horny woman on his hands. On more than just his hands, I thought with a cringe. The two lovers, my wife and her boss, never seemed to get enough of each other.

When my workday ended, I headed for Anna’s office, going to pick her up. I parked outside and texted her from the car, waiting for her to show up. After a few minutes, the door of the office swung open, and she stepped out. But she wasn’t alone. Trent was with her.

Trent was standing beside her, and as much as I didn’t want to look at him, I couldn’t keep myself from looking at her. I watched them approach, and I soon saw that he was holding her by the upper arm, guiding her through the parking lot toward me. As he reached the car, he pulled open the back door and all but shoved my wife inside. She sprawled on the backseat, gasping in surprise.

“Get out of here, slut,” I heard him growl. “See you tomorrow.”

Then he swung the car door shut, slamming it loudly. Without looking back, he strode back across the parking lot, disappearing through the door of the office.

In the backseat of the car, my wife sat up. Pushing herself up with her arms, she sat with her long legs stretched out across the backseat. I watched in the rearview mirror, looking at her face as she gazed wistfully at the door where her boss just disappeared. She held that position for a moment, and my heart spasmed as I examined the look of longing on her face, her willingness to be treated like this by him, like a piece of meat, like a toy for his amusement, just another sign of her deep and irresistible attraction to him. The same force, I thought with a cringe, that motivated me to do the things I did for her.

Then, she turned her smiling face on me.

“Okay,” she said brightly. “Take me home.”

I did. Starting the car, I pulled out of the parking lot and headed toward our house. I kept my eye on the road, monitoring the traffic, but whenever the chance presented itself, I looked back in the mirror to look at Anna. And almost every time I did, it seemed she was looking at me, her blazing green eyes in the mirror ready to meet mine. Her breasts rising and falling slowly in the tightly laced corset I had put her in, her skin flushed with excitement and what I was sure was the afterglow of pleasure. I didn’t say anything. I wanted to know what had happened, and at the same time I didn’t, but either way, I knew it didn’t matter what I wanted. Anna would tell me exactly what she wanted me to hear, no more and no less. Nothing I could do would change that. I just had to wait.

But this time, my wife was clearly far too excited to keep me waiting for long.

“Well, that was interesting,” she said when we were only a few minutes from her office.

“What was interesting, Miss Anna?”

And I saw her sly smile in the rearview mirror as she began to unfold her shocking little story.

“It was interesting being at the office with my pussy out,” she said. “It was interesting being looked at like that. The guys were like a pack of wolves, honestly. As soon as I walked in the door this morning, they all started whistling and cheering, looking me up and down. They couldn’t take their eyes off me. God, it was so hot. I felt so sexy and vulnerable, but so powerful at the same time. It’s hard to describe. It’s not a feeling a guy like you would ever have, I suppose. Like, on the one hand, I think of you, and I know I can make you do just about anything I want. But it also feels so fucking good to give up control and let them treat me the way they do. I mean, I guess that’s the part you can understand. Submitting. It’s sexy, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Anna.”

In the backseat, Anna chuckled, as if I had said something funny.

“It felt really weird,” she went on. “I mean, I tried to go on with my day. Tried to just walk around the office like it was perfectly normal. But it wasn’t. I know I don’t wear panties to work, but at least I’m covered by a skirt or something. Not today. Today, everyone could see everything they wanted to. Which meant I could see how wet it made me, to.”

“It… made you wet?”

“Of course it did, cuck,” Anna said, as though nothing in the world more obvious. “It turned me on so much. I mean, the guys have been getting more and more aggressive lately anyway. But of course this just encouraged them. Just like Trent knew it would, I’m sure. God, he’s so good at this, isn’t he? So good at being in charge and finding ways to put me in my slutty little place. He’s such an alpha. Isn’t he?”

“If you say so.”

“No,” Anna said, and I heard the iron in her voice as her green eyes blazed in the rearview mirror. “I want you to say it. Say that my boyfriend is a real alpha.”

As usual, I hesitated. But as usual, this battle was already won by her and lost by me. It was hardly the worst thing she had ever told me to say, either, but that didn’t stop me being deeply ashamed of it.

“Your boyfriend is a real alpha, Mistress.”

In the backseat, my wife laughed long and loud. I didn’t. Even though I knew exactly what was going on, even though she never left me in any doubt about how she betrayed me with her boss every single day, it never stopped hurting. And calling him her boyfriend played even more with my jealous heart. My greatest fear, the one I hardly even dared think about, was one I guessed I shared with every guy in my position. If she just wanted Trent to give her the sex I couldn’t, that was bad enough. But the real fear was that she might start to actually feel something for him. That was an idea I couldn’t stand. And hearing her call him her boyfriend made it seem so much more likely, so much more real. Of course, as always with me, fear merged with arousal until I could barely tell them apart, and maybe for me, now, there really was no difference. I trembled, and Anna laughed, drunk with her own sense of power, while I obediently drove her home.

“Yes, he is,” Anna said, drawing the words out slowly with a soft sigh of pleasure. “At least he was happy with my outfit today. But then, why shouldn’t he be? He chose it. And when he heard all the other guys laughing and heckling me, he came out of his office, and he smiled when he saw me, and he told me that this was how I have to dress for work from now on. I mean, we already knew that, didn’t we? But he’s so commanding, so take charge. I’m going to need lots more corsets to keep him happy, and you’re going to need to buy them for me.”

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I said, making my wife laugh again. She knew as well as anyone the mixture of feelings it gave me. I loved to see her in a corset, loved to see her beautiful body in lingerie, reshaping her body into something almost diabolically desirable. The fact I was doing it for another man, her boss and her boyfriend, gave me exactly the kind of feelings of shame and inferiority my cruel wife meant it to.

“You’re going to have to learn how to wash them, too,” Anna went on, gazing now out of the window at the passing scenery while she speculated on the future. “They should probably be hand-washed, to make sure they stay their best. And I have a feeling Trent and the guys are going to make a mess of them on a daily basis. God, cuckie, imagine that. Imagine cleaning your wife’s boyfriend’s cum out of her corset as part of your nightly duties.”

I whimpered quietly in the front seat, but Anna seemed to hear it. Or else she just guessed exactly how much it would hurt me to hear her mocking words. Because she laughed loudly again, thoroughly enjoying teasing me like this, reveling in her ability to drive me crazy with nothing but her words and the glimpses of her I could get from time to time in the rearview mirror.

“Yeah. Pretty rough, isn’t it? But that’s what a cuckold like you does. You help me look my best for real men, and that means cleaning up my clothes, too. Besides, don’t act like it doesn’t turn you on. Don’t pretend you wouldn’t love to peel this corset off me right now, that I’ve been sweating into all day. Because I tell you what, Trent gave me a real workout today.”

“He did?”

It was like I couldn’t help myself. I knew that asking for more details could only bring me more pain, but I wanted that pain. Addicted to it as I was addicted to her, I was like a junkie embracing what destroys him. And my wife knew it all too well. She chuckled again, endlessly amused by how I got myself into these situations almost as much as she did.

“Oh yeah,” he said in a low voice. “He really liked the new outfit. And the collar, and everything. And he could see how wet I was first thing in the morning, and he couldn’t wait to have me to himself. So he grabbed me by the collar and basically dragged me to his office. All the guys were cheering behind me as they watched, knowing exactly what was about to happen. And they were right, of course. They know what I spend all day doing in Trent’s office.”

“He didn’t even close the door behind him. He couldn’t wait. Instead, he made me kneel in the middle of the room. And he got his big, thick cock out, and I could see how excited he was. He didn’t even say anything. He didn’t need to. I mean, he’s the boss. What choice do I have? I know what my job is. And I’m fucking good at my job, cuckie. Maybe you don’t remember. When the last time I gave you a blowjob?”

“Maybe a year ago, Miss Anna,” I said. She laughed.

“Yeah, well, I think those days are over for you, sadly,” she said. “I think blowjobs are wasted on a husband, honestly. They’re for boyfriends. They’re for guys who deserve that kind of service from a slut like me. In fact, I think I’m done doing that for you. Imagine that, cuckie. You may have had your last blowjob.” In the driver’s seat, I groaned, and behind me, I had Anna laugh again.

“Not Trent, though. I made him cum fast this morning. I know what I’m doing with my mouth. I’m not sure if you remember that. And I’ve gotten really good at knowing what Trent likes, too. I sucked him just the way he likes, practically worshiping that big hard cock. I mean, why shouldn’t I, when it brings me so much pleasure? I love his cock, cuckie. I think I might be addicted to my boss’s cock.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

“He didn’t cum in my mouth, though. He pulled out, like he likes to do sometimes. He sprayed all over my boobs. You know these boobs you’ve been drooling over for months? The ones you have to beg me to worship, and I only occasionally let you? Well, my boyfriend can do whatever he likes with them. That includes coming on them. Marking them as his territory.”

Again, Anna was staring right into the rearview mirror as she spoke, and I knew she was saying all this for my benefit. Teasing me, torturing me with her words. At the same time, I didn’t doubt that it was true. She didn’t have to make it up. Her real life now was basically a hotwife fantasy, and all she had to do was tell me the truth, and that was enough all by itself to destroy me. To destroy me and rebuild me into a creature obsessed with her, driven to the point of madness by frustrated desire for the woman I still loved. Loved more fiercely than ever, in fact, now that she was unfaithful to me. That was how it worked. It didn’t matter how, or why. It just mattered that it did work, somehow.

“But you’re lucky today,” Anna went on. “It all went in my cleavage. He didn’t get any on my corset, so you don’t have to clean it tonight. I can’t promise what might happen tomorrow, though.

“And he didn’t get soft, even after that orgasm. You know what he’s like. He’s like a machine once he gets going. I just can’t conquer that cock of his, even though I won’t stop trying. He pulled me up onto my feet. Then he picked me up, right off the floor. These high-heeled boots you love so much were dangling in the air as he pinned me against the wall, his arms hooked under my legs, lowering me down onto his big cock. I threw my arms around him, kissing him, just so totally lost in passion. I kissed every part of him I could reach, his face, his neck, his shoulders. He’s just so sexy. That man just does something to me, something primal. I can’t even explain it. It’s like he turned me into an animal, and all I can think about whenever he’s around is getting fucked.

“I came when he fucked me against the wall. Then, he laid me out on his desk, fucking me again from a standing position. I came again then, twice. And I was screaming, cuckie. You know how loud I can be, and I didn’t hold anything back. I mean, there’s no need to anymore, is there? All the guys at work know what’s going on. They know I’m the office slut, the boss’s little cum dumpster. They’re always talking about how he uses me, how he makes me scream. I guess I want them to know. I guess I wanted them to hear. Even their customers on the phone could probably hear me getting nailed. I didn’t care about anything except sex.

“By the time Trent came again, I was exhausted. He came inside me this time, and cuckie, it felt so good. He doesn’t use protection, ever. Refuses to. And even though I still had his cum all over my boobs, I could feel it was a huge, hot load he pumped inside me. Way more than you used to cum inside me, back when I let you do that. It just feels good to be claimed like that. It just really makes you feel like a woman to have a man with a big thick cock pumping cum deep inside you, claiming you as his own.

“He’s so mean to me, though,” she went on, pouting momentarily in the rearview mirror, even though I knew she didn’t really mean it. “He’s not sweet and loving like you are. There’s no cuddling with him, none of that. Instead, he just pulled out, slapped my ass, and told me to go clean myself up. So I did. I had to walk through the main part of the office reeking of sex, his cum all over my boobs and more of it dripping from my pussy, all the guys in the office cheering and saying rude things about me. Even when I came back from the bathroom, cleaned up as best I could, it didn’t stop. I mean, they all know, now. They’ve known for a long time, but now they know what a submissive slut I am for him, and I think it encourages them to treat me even more aggressively than they otherwise would.”

“Jesus, Mistress Anna, you’re driving me crazy here,” I groaned.

My knuckles showed white under the skin as I gripped the steering wheel, the familiar streets close to our home flashing by. Anna’s little story had driven me mad with desire, just as we both knew it would. Just as it was intended to. My heart was pounding my chest, my cock was throbbing in its cage, and nothing about this was unusual, but nothing about it was routine, either. I was on fire with lust for my wife, the way I always was, and she was on fire with pure cruelty, absolutely reveling in her power to make me do the most outrageous things, to make me listen to every word of my own humiliation. If I could have, I would have raced home, dragged her to bed, and plunged my own cock into that well-used pussy. But we both knew that wasn’t possible. The key to my freedom dangled around Anna’s humiliating collar, and I thought of taking it from her by force, but only in an abstract way. The time for that had passed long ago. If I was ever going to free myself by force, I would have done it by now. No. Instead, I was a prisoner of my own desire, unable to do anything except submit to my wife every single day while she had the most outrageous sexual adventures with whoever she wanted.

Anna shifted in the backseat. Glancing in the rearview mirror, I saw that she was changing her position. She had been sitting on the opposite side of the car from me, but now she moved more centrally, sitting in the middle of the backseat. And she slid down on the seat, at the same time sticking her legs through the gap in the two front seats. One of her high-heeled boots rested on the passenger seat, and the other found its way between my legs, the heel of her shoe tapping against my caged cock. Taking one hand from the wheel, I tipped the rearview mirror down so that I could see her pussy shining in the glass. And I ran my trembling hand over the glossy leather of the boot in my lap, frantic to touch any part of her she was willing to allow me to access.

“It turns you on, doesn’t it, cuckie?” she said softly. “It turns me on. It turns me on so much. And not just me, and not just you, and not just Trent, either. It’s everyone in the office these days. You should see the numbers on this month’s sales board. They’re all competing for me, all competing for your wife. They all want to take me away on that holiday and treat me the way Trent does. The company has never been so profitable. Even though I barely do any work anymore. All I do is service Trent and tease the rest of the guys, but the sales are going like never before. It’s almost the end of the month, cuck. Someone’s going to win your wife.”

“Do you know who, Mistress Anna?”

I tried to keep my voice neutral, but my rage and despair echoed in every word as my voice cracked over the syllables. And Anna’s voice changed, too. In the rearview mirror, I could see her hand busy between her legs, stroking her pussy. She was so turned on by her own cruelty, her dominance, and she didn’t feel like waiting to get home. As if Trent’s ideas about her work clothing had unlocked some exhibitionist side of her, it felt like Anna no longer cared who knew about our new life. Whether was the guys at work, the cops that morning, or our neighbors, she no longer made any attempt to hide what she was. After all, it was just one more way to humiliate me.

“It isn’t over yet,” she said. “But Jason has a pretty healthy lead. He has to be the favorite to win it. To win me.”

“Do you….want that, Mistress?”

In the backseat, Anna chuckled softly to herself. The sound of amusement soon turned into a moan of pleasure as she curled her fingers up inside herself, the sound of her bliss filling the car.

“It doesn’t matter what I want, cuckie,” she said. “I’m the office slut. That means I do whatever I’m told, with whoever I’m told to do it with. That’s what’s so hot about all this. Not having the choice. This is what he’s turned me into, Rob. And it’s so fucking sexy I can hardly stand it. But yes. If Jason wins, I’ll be a good little slut. He’s fairly attractive, I guess. That’s not really the point. What turns me on so much is being used, being passed around like property. Trent’s property. Oh my God, Rob, it turns me on so much!”

We were close to home now, only a few blocks away. But clearly, my horny wife couldn’t wait. She was sprawled in the backseat, her foot trembling between my legs, sending shockwaves through me as I listened to her pleasure. She had her head thrown back, eyes closed, her hand practically a blur between her legs she rubbed against her. As I pulled into the driveway of our house, she let out a long moan of ecstasy, and I sat there, on fire with frustration, completely humiliated, teased beyond belief by the woman I love.

Anna’s green eyes opened, glowing with sadistic pleasure as I turned toward her.

“God, I love being the office slut,” she said, as if it wasn’t already abundantly clear. “Now, let’s get inside before the neighbors see us.”


16. Experimenting With Teasing

“What about this?”

Anna stood in front of her bedroom closet, dressed only in a matching bra and panty set, a deep and scarlet red trimmed with lace that accentuated every curve of her body. Fresh out of the shower, her flawless skin seemed to almost glow, her hair cascading over her bare shoulders like a river of fire, her beautiful green eyes glittering, enhanced by the makeup she wore. She was just standing there, holding a clothes hanger in each hand, a dress dangling from each one. It was a long time before I even looked at the clothing she was trying to choose between. My eyes skated over her body, taking in every desirable inch of the woman I loved, and my cock throbbed desperately between my legs, insisting that I go and take her.

Except that wasn’t an option. The humiliating knowledge that my wife had my cock under lock and key only added fuel to the fire, turning me on even more as I sat there, gazing at this goddess. She was so beautiful and so in charge, and nothing was sexier to me than the knowledge of the power she held over me. This could be a normal scene from any marriage, a wife trying to decide what to wear before going out. But it wasn’t. The knowledge of what we were doing and the kinky psychological game that lay behind it made everything crackle with excitement and possibility. Even the simplest act was now charged with erotic power, and I felt so turned on, it was barely possible to focus on anything Anna was saying.

“What do you think?”

And his words jolted me where I sat on the bed, my eyes glued on her. In her right hand, she held up a shimmering dress of a deep red fabric that sparkled in the light when she moved it. In the other, she held a light gray dress I had never seen before.

I’ve never been good at looking at pieces of clothing hanging in a closet and imagining how they would look draped on her lovely body. I’ve never had much occasion to care. I’ve always loved seeing my wife dressed to the nines, but it’s her I’m most interested in, not the clothes she wears. Besides, most of the time, Anna, strong-willed as she is, doesn’t need my input into how to dress. But I knew what she was asking me. Because this was something the two of us were doing together, another manifestation of our surprising new kink. I was supposed to be involved. I was supposed to help her look sexy as possible.

And with that in mind, I cast my eyes over the dresses again.

I had seen her wear the sparkly red one before. She looked great in it, but then again, she looked great in everything. The red was dark enough not to clash with her vibrant red hair, and the dress made her look classy and elegant, almost reaching the floor when she stood.

The gray one was smaller. In fact, as she held it by her side, it almost looked too small to fit her. But I studied it in the way it was cut, doing my best to visualize how it would sit on her body. It would show off a lot. And after all, wasn’t that the point? It certainly was for me. And it was supposed to be for her, too.

“The gray one,” I said, nodding my head toward the garment she held. Anna held it up a little higher, looking it up and down critically.

“You think so? It’s… kind of revealing.”

“Oh yeah?” I said excitedly, and the smile passed across Anna’s face.

“God, you really want me to do this, don’t you?”

“Don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do. I guess I’m just nervous about it. I mean, I’m the one going to be out there with everyone looking at me.”

“Yeah. Exactly. And you’re going to look amazing.”

Anna smiled again. Taking it as encouragement, I rose to my feet. In a couple of steps, I crossed the bedroom to where she stood, and the long red dress brushed against the floor as she lowered her arms while I wrapped mine around her, holding her body tight to mine. I began to kiss her neck, and I heard her exhale, her breasts rising and falling against my chest.

“Stop it,” she said quietly, and without much conviction “I have to get ready.”

“You smell amazing,” I murmured against her neck. “And you look incredible. You’re going to look like the sexiest woman on earth, no matter what you wear. Every guy’s going to want you.”

“You want that?”

“Yeah,” I murmured, kissing her neck again. I had my arms wrapped around her slender waist, pulling her against me, and the softness and warmth of her skin sending desire racing up and down my spine. I could feel all too well the tightness of the chastity device I wore, pressing against my cock as it tried to harden. I didn’t know where the key was, but she did, and the power that gave Hannah was absolutely mind blowing to me. It made her even sexier, she could ever possibly need the help. She was absolutely addictive, and I felt like I was falling for her all over again.

“I want you looking smoking hot,” I said, punctuating my words with heartfelt kisses on her neck and shoulder. “I want every guy there to want you. I want them all to be jealous of me, wishing they could spend even one night with you.”

Anna sighed again. She had put up her little half-hearted protest, but I knew she didn’t really mean it. My wife could never be as infatuated with me as I was with her, but still, I knew how to get her going.

“You really think of me that way, don’t you?”

“Of course I do. Anna, you’re the most gorgeous woman in the world. You know I mean that. Every guy wants you. And I want you to show them what they can’t have.”

“What you can’t have, either, cuck,” Anna said, warming to the game we were playing now that I had her engine running. And I groaned against her soft shoulder, reminded as if I could ever possibly forget about the dangers of our new favorite past time.

“I can’t?”

And as I spoke, I kissed my way down over her chest, toward the incredible swell of her breath. Anna, smiling down indulgently at me, allowed it for a while. But then, her hands still holding the dresses placed firmly on my shoulders, she pushed me away.

“No,” she said firmly. “I just did my hair and makeup, and I’m not having you mess it all up.”

She stepped away from me. I watched her walk across the room, the back of her thong panties disappearing between the flawless cheeks of her incredible ass. It was all I could do not to groan again in desperate and frustrated desire, just from looking at my wife as she set the sparkly red dress down on the bed and carried the gray one over toward her full-length mirror. She stood in front of it, holding the dress against herself, her free hand smoothing it over her body as she tried to visualize how it would look. Then, while I watched in excitement, she started to take it off the hanger.

There was something strangely intimate about watching her dress. Even though what I really wanted was to have her undress, to have her all to myself, to have that incredible body in my arms and in my bed, all mine and no one else’s. Back then, I was still getting used to being the victim of two contradictory feelings: the desire to have Anna all to myself, and this strange new desire to have her explore sex with other men. It still burned my heart, still made me feel almost sick with fear to think about it. But nothing excited me as much as that did. It felt like we were inching toward it, both of us nervous about what might happen, knowing that if we did this, there would be no going back. But at the same time, now that we had talked about it so much, now that we had given it so much thought and explored how much it excited us both, could we live with not doing it?

Anna pulled the dress on. Straightaway, I could see that it was a struggle for her to get into it, and I could see just how revealing it was. The fabric stretched around her body as she wrestled with it, the skirt ending well above her knees, the neckline low, revealing plenty of that gorgeous cleavage I wanted so badly. The dress was strapless, too, showing off her slender shoulders and acres of her chest. It grew even tighter as she pulled up the zipper in the back, pulling on the top of the dress to adjust it to her chest. Turning in front of the mirror, she steadied herself from every angle, the front, from both sides, and from the back, standing in front of the mirror with one hip cocked and gathering her long red hair over one shoulder to peer over the other at her reflection. I checked out her ass at the same time, feeling my cock swelling painfully against the metal cage that contained it. All the power she had over me, and she was only just coming to understand that. It had always been this way, I supposed, in a sense. It was just that neither of us had really realized it. Now, of course, there was no denying it. My wife had my cock under lock and key, and she had just told me I would not be allowed to have sex with her, no matter how badly I wanted to. That only made me want it more.

“Gorgeous,” I said. Anna smiled at her own reflection in the mirror.

“It’s short,” she said, tugging at the hem.

“I know. I love it. Your legs look amazing.”

“You would say that,” she said. But it was true. Anna is blessed with a fantastic set of legs, long and toned and extremely sexy, and the dress showed them off beautifully with every pose she struck. To say nothing of the way her boobs swelled over the top of the low-cut fabric. She was right; it wasn’t a dress that I would advise her to wear to a professional function or anything like that. But for date night, it was absolutely perfect. And that, in a strange kind of way, was what this was, I thought, with another little twinge of my captive cock.

“It’s going to be a struggle to even sit down in this thing without flashing everyone,” Anna said. She walked across the bedroom, her stride shortened by the tight skirt, and sat down on the edge of the bed to demonstrate to me what she was saying. The dress whispered as it slid higher on her legs, revealing even more of her shapely thighs. And as she crossed her long legs, the dress slid even higher, barely covering her ass. My eyes traveled over her legs. What is it about the feeling of seeing something you maybe shouldn’t? When she was standing in front of me in her underwear, I had been able to study every inch of those gorgeous legs, and I had thoroughly enjoyed the opportunity. But now that she was clothed, it was somehow even more erotic, getting these glimpses of her body from underneath the fabric that slowly slid away from her.

“I can’t see anything,” I said, using the excuse of checking to ogle her legs some more. Anna leaned back, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress behind her, her breasts rising and falling provocatively in the front of the dress. The sly smile on her face told me that my little subterfuge hadn’t fooled her for a moment.

“Why don’t you take a picture? It would last longer,” Anna said.

“Can I?”

My question made her laugh out loud.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I mean, what would you do with it anyway? It’s not like you can jerk off to it, is it?”

I smiled back at her. Her eyes sparkled, and as she looked me up and down, grinning still, I could see that she was getting more and more excited.

“Would you if you could?”

“Jerk off? Absolutely.”

Anna laughed again.

“You would? About me?”

“Right here in front of you, if you’d let me.”

Anna howled with laughter, tipping back her head as the bright happy sound filled our bedroom. But I wasn’t joking, and I suspected she knew that. I was trying to play it cool, but the truth is, I was desperate. She had only had me in chastity for couple of days, but I had soon realized that that was already longer than I had ever gone without an orgasm before. Plus, knowing why I couldn’t touch myself kept me in a constant state of arousal.

“Oh really? Come here.”

Hannah spoke in a soft voice, but all the same, every syllable echoed loud as thunder in my head. I stepped forward, my heart pounding, the blood roaring in my ears as excitement gripped me. As I stood in front of her where she sat on the bed, she sat up straight. I was already dressed, and she reached for the front of my pants, unzipping them before guiding her hand inside. Her smile deepened as she took hold of my caged cock, pulling it out through the zipper while I groaned. She grinned up at me as she ran her fingernails over the shining metal, teasing me with a touch I couldn’t feel.

“Looks like you want out really bad,” Anna said, her voice little more than a whisper now.

“I really do, Mistress.”

“Well, that’s just too bad, isn’t it? Because I don’t feel like letting you out right now, and that’s all that matters, isn’t it? It’s up to me and me alone whether you ever feel sexual pleasure again.”

“Please, Mistress!” I begged, my cheeks burning with shame at this new predicament I found myself in. But there was nothing I could do. Desire was raging inside me, pushing me right to my limits, and no price seemed too high to pay to get what I wanted from the goddess smiling up at me.

“God, I love this,” Anna said, squirming with delight where she sat on the bed. “I can get you to do anything for me, can’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna.”

It was true. I could remember with terrible clarity how I had stroked myself at her feet that first time we got her dressed sexy for work, one of the last times I had been able to touch myself before she locked me away. It was burned onto my brain, along with all the other sexy things she had done to me. And Anna’s pretty face was shining with delight as she toyed with my caged cock, all too conscious of what the sight of her was doing to me.

“What shoes shall I wear with this outfit?”

“Sexy ones,” I panted.

“Well, obviously,” Anna laughed. “High heels, I guess. I’ll tell you what, cuck. Why don’t you go to the closet and pick a pair of shoes for me? Something sexy, ones that make you really want to fuck me. I mean, you want me to look my best, don’t you? You want me to tease you with what you can’t have anymore.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said breathlessly. By now, I was well and truly under her spell. Nothing mattered except this, whatever strange game this was that we were playing. Stepping reluctantly away, I stumbled across the bedroom toward the closet.

Anna had an impressive collection of shoes, even back then. It’s only grown since. And as I went through them one by one, I saw that unbelievably sexy pair she had worn to the office that time, and I thought about it. But then, I had another idea. Picking up a pair of knee-high leather boots with a tall high-heel and a pointed toe, I carried them across the bedroom to where Anna waited.

“Boots?” she said, surprised. “I’m going to look like a streetwalker.”

“You’re going to look unbelievably sexy,” I said firmly, making her smile.

“Okay then,” she said softly. “Kneel down and put them on me.”

I looked at her, hesitating for just a second. I knew what she was doing. But that didn’t lessen its appeal any. She was bossing me around, taking pleasure in the idea of ordering me to kneel at her feet. But of course, I took pleasure in the idea of it, too. I sank to the floor, zipping my wife’s boots she sat above me, her long legs looking even longer and more tempting now I was gazing up her from below. She straightened one leg, pointing her toes at me, and I slid the boot onto her, pulling up the zipper. She watched me do it, her eyes shining, biting her lower lip the whole time, delighted with what was happening.

And I was delighted too as I put the boots on her foot, and she adjusted her position on the bed above me. She uncrossed her legs, and in a split second before she cuffs them again, I got a glimpse into the darkness underneath her skirt, and it made my cock throb with desperate frustration. It was pathetic to be so eager for even a glimpse of my wife’s body, the woman I had been married to for years. But honestly, I had never felt more attracted to Anna than I did in that moment. She really did seem like a goddess to me, and even a glimpse of what I wanted most in the world seemed almost unbearably exciting to me.

Anna watched me put on her other boot, not saying anything. And when it was finally on, she swung her foot a little bit, both of us watching the way the light bounced off the leather.

“I guess they are kind of sexy,” she said with a smile. I stayed on my knees, gazing up at her, completely blown away by her beauty and sex appeal. And then, inching forward a little on the bed so that her dress rose even higher on her legs, she stuck out her foot and tapped the pointed toe of her boot against the unyielding metal of my chastity cage. I groaned in desire and despair while she laughed at my plight.

“This is awesome,” she said, shaking her head in disbelief while her red hair cascaded over her shoulders. “Having you locked up like this, so desperate, so horny. You know what, I had my doubts, but now I can see, this is going to be a lot of fun.”

She uncrossed her legs again, standing up quickly and smoothing her dress over her thighs. She stepped past me, and I watched her go, her walk made even sexier than usual by the heels of the boots she wore.

“Come on, cuck, let’s go,” she said. “You wanted me to get attention. Let’s go to the bar and see what kind of attention this outfit gets.”

I rose to my feet. Hastily, I stuffed my caged cock back into my pants and zipped up. Anna was already halfway out the door, the sexy sway of her body all but forcing me to follow as I hurried after her, grabbing my car keys along the way. We had planned this night together, the kind of introduction to the wild possibilities of this new way of life. And in the planning stage, I had been more eager than she was, less concerned about possible downsides. But now that it was really happening, I felt doubt and fear blooming inside me like mushrooms after rain, while Anna just be getting more confident by the minute. And of course, it was too late to turn back now. I knew that much already.

We climbed into the car, and I started driving. When we had made our plan together, we decided that it would be prudent to do this in a neighboring town, not the place where we lived. After all, the thought of being seen by someone we knew was still too terrifying to risk. So I drove for a long time, and we chatted along the way, but I’ll admit I wasn’t the greatest conversation partner. I could hardly think of anything except what might happen next, and the only thing that punctured through my trepidation was the constant thought of how sexy my wife looked, fueled by regular glances across the car where she sat in the passenger seat beside me, her short tight dress riding up and exposing those beautiful thighs between the bottom of her dress and the top of her boots.

Finally, we arrived at a bar the next town over. I pulled up outside, and Anna took a deep breath, then let it out. Unlike me, she had seemed to be getting less nervous the closer we got to putting our plan into action, but now, I could see that she still had her doubts. Not enough to make a call it off or anything like that, though.

“Okay, here we are,” she said brightly, turning to me. “You want to go in first?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “You go in alone and sit at the bar. I’ll come in just a few minutes after and sit somewhere where I can see you. But don’t look for me.”

“Okay,” Anna smiled, her shoulders rising and falling and her breasts bouncing as she shrugged. “I have to admit, this is pretty exciting. What do I do if a guy starts hitting on me?”

“If? They definitely will. More than one, I bet.”

“So what should I do?”

“Whatever you feel like doing,” I said. My voice wavered as I spoke, barely able to believe the words coming out of my mouth. But I meant them wholeheartedly. Even though part of my brain was screaming at me to call this off, that it wasn’t too late to take back control. That part of me was getting quieter all the time, drowned out by the other part of me that insisted that more was never enough. The further we went down this road, the more momentum seemed to gather behind us, pushing us onward despite our own doubts and fears.

“Oh really?”

Anna’s eyes glittered in the darkness of the car park, teeth showing white as she smiled. “You sure you can handle that?”

“No,” I said truthfully. “But there’s only one way to find out, isn’t there?”

“I guess so,” Anna said. For a moment, she didn’t say another word. She just sat there, grinning at me, letting the moment be what it was. Then, she reached for the handle of her door and opened it. The sound of her high heels on the concrete parking lot echoed in my ears as she walked toward the bar, her body swaying provocatively in the tight dress, simultaneously hidden and displayed for anyone who cared to look.

As she disappeared through the door of the bar, I took a deep breath and let it out in a rush of air. My heart was pounding in my chest, vibrating with shame and fear of what was about to happen. But my cock kept throbbing desperately in its cage, a constant and unnecessary reminder of the power my gorgeous wife had over me and my helplessness to resist this dangerous road we were heading down.

I stepped out of the car. Walking through the dark, I followed my wife toward the door where she had disappeared. As I stepped inside, the noise of music and voices swelled around me, and I glanced around, looking for her even though I had told her not to look for me.

There she was, sitting at the bar in her short tight dress and sexy boots, a drink already perched on the wood in front of her. Her red hair seemed to glow under the lights of the bar, and everything around her seemed to fade into insignificance, as if she were somehow in higher definition than her surroundings.

She didn’t look at me. I didn’t know if she knew I had entered or not. With a huge effort, I tore my eyes away from her and started looking around the bar, searching for a seat. There was a tall table against a pillar, and I took up a position there, positioning my chair so that I could keep my eyes on her all times.

The waitress appeared, and I ordered a beer, barely even looking at the pretty young girl. My focus was all on Anna now, as if she was the only woman who really existed, and for me, she was. No one had approached her yet, but I was sure it was only a matter of time. It seemed almost as if there was a bubble of attention around her, no one exactly staring, but plenty of people glancing over her more than they really needed to. Including the bartender, who seem to approach my wife with a fresh wisecrack every few minutes or so.

My heart pounded in my chest. My cock ached in its cage. And before I had drunk much more of the beer, I saw the first hopeful suitor make his move.

He picked up his drink from one end of the bar and carried it down toward where Anna sat. Although I was close, the music and the voices in the bar were too loud to let me hear what was said, but it wasn’t hard to get the general idea. He asked if anyone was using the chair beside her, and she smiled warmly as she offered it to him. He sat down, smiling as he spoke to her, and I watched her laugh again.

Jealousy stopped my heart. Even this, this tiny humiliation, was enough to make my heart vibrate with desire and shame. But after all, this was what I had wanted. This was what we had chosen to do together. And already, I thought back to my words in the car, how I had told my wife she could do anything she wanted. Did I really mean that? Was I really ready for that?

The man sitting at the bar beside Anna raised a hand, attracting the bartender’s attention, and ordered another drink for both of them. My wife smilingly accepted, clinking her glass against his. And all the while, I watched in a strange kind of prison of desire and excitement, no longer even knowing what I wanted.

Maybe I really was becoming Anna’s cuck.


17. His Wife Is The Prize

“I can’t believe you’re doing this.”

How many times could I have said that in the last few months? But I didn’t. There was an unspoken agreement between us, in a way. It would’ve been easy to blame Anna for everything that had happened. After all, she was the one with power. She was the one who was in charge. But without us ever openly talking about, I felt like that would be too easy, too cheap. The idea that she had this unlimited power over me was a component of the game we played. And these days, it felt more and more true with each passing day. But in reality, things were never that simple.

Anna might be completely in charge, the primary driver behind everything that happened. But in a way, she was making herself a scapegoat, too. Indulging fully in the idea that this was all her choice, that I had absolutely nothing to do with any of it, let myself off the hook too easily. It’s true that I didn’t have a lot of control over what happened. But if you’re going to play games as dangerous as these ones, you need to be honest with yourself. Would I have stopped her if I could? The answer to that, as always, was no. So I had to resist the urge to blame her for what happened, to resolve myself of responsibility by hiding behind her dominance.

But I have my limits.

Anna was all but floating around the bedroom. In a way, it mimicked our regular morning ritual, of her getting ready for work in sexy outfits that teased me beyond reason with what I couldn’t have. But this was even worse. Normally, I had to endure the agony of waiting for her to come home from the office all day and tell me what she had doing. But now, she was going away for a lot longer. A long weekend, three whole days and most of the fourth spent in the company of the guy who won the office sales. Jason, it turned out to be, just as Anna predicted. And it wasn’t like I had in any way come to terms with what she was doing with Trent, or had come to accept my wife’s infidelity with her boss. But somehow, the idea of her cheating on me with some new lover now made things even more unbearable.

“Neither can I,” Anna said. From the tone of her voice, it was clear she didn’t understand what I was saying. She didn’t want to. She was too caught up in her own happiness to worry much about my misery. Especially when that misery was part of her pleasure. And predictably, that acknowledgment made my cock throb again in the chastity device my wife made me wear.

“So don’t.”

In the middle of our bedroom, Anna paused, turning her beautiful green eyes on me with a quizzical expression. These days, I practically had to beg for her mercy all time, and almost never got any. But this was different, and Anna could see that. Her eyes traveled up and down my body as she looked at me, and I could practically see the thoughts turning in her head as she tried to decide how to react to this latest request.

“Oh, honey, you know I have to,” she said. “I mean, Trent’s the boss. I have to do what he says. And this is what he wants. I mean, he promised me as the prize in the sales contest, and Jason won. It wouldn’t be fair to back out now, would it?”

I didn’t say anything. I just sat on the edge of the bed, next to Anna’s open suitcase, trying not to sulk. And with a slight groan of what I took to be sympathy, she walked across the bedroom and sat down on the bed next to me. Her hand ran over my back, and I didn’t look at her face as she looked at me. I knew it would only make it harder. It was always so easy for her to win me over, even before we started playing this kinky game. When it came to my wife, I never really stood a chance. That was how we had ended up here.

“What’s the matter?” Anna said in a soft voice, that hand still rubbing over my back. I had been in chastity so long, denied any sexual pleasure from the woman I loved, that even that was enough to make it feel as though sparks were crackling up and down my body wherever she touched. “Are you jealous?”

“Of course I’m jealous,” I said, finally turning on the bed to look at her. I knew straightaway it was a mistake. She was smiling, but not her usual sexy, seductive, kinky smile. Instead, it seemed like the kind of smile that was meant to be reassuring. Maybe it would’ve been, in a different context. But my wife was packing to go on a trip with another man, a trip that we all knew was intended to be mainly about sex. It would take more than a warm smile to help me forget that.

“Well, you’re supposed to be jealous,” she said. And the fact that she was absolutely right did absolutely nothing to lessen my feelings of rage and despair. “Remember how hot you thought it sounded when I told you about the contest? God, you could hardly contain yourself. I thought you were going to cum right there in your cage.”

“It was hot, as an idea,” I said, struggling to articulate thoughts I didn’t really understand myself. “But now it’s real, it’s… Different. I don’t want to lose you.”

“Oh, honey,” Hannah said, pressing her hand more firmly against my back. “I’m not going anywhere. Is that what this is about? You know the deal. I love playing like this. I love being a slut. It’s the most exciting thing I’ve ever done in my life. But it’s just a game. I know it feels real. That’s what makes it fun. But with these guys, it’s just sex. That’s all it is. That’s what makes it so exciting. No strings attached, no big emotions. I don’t love these guys. I just love fucking them. They’re just toys, in a way. This, what happens between us here, is the real thing.”

I nodded slowly. Everything she was saying made sense. I knew that. After all, it wasn’t like we hadn’t had discussions like this before. We always came to the same conclusion. Maybe it was something I needed to hear from time to time, to remind me of reality when the game got too real. And I cursed myself for being so needy and so whiny, knowing an alpha male like Trent would never be like that. But none of us can help what we feel. Ultimately, we can only be who we are. And that went for Anna just as much as it did for me.

“Do you still love me?”

“What kind of question is that? Of course I love you.”

Anna smiled again at my response, but to me, it seemed almost as if there was something sad in her smile.

“You need to trust me then,” she said. “I’m going to have a lot of fun on this trip with Jason, just like I have a lot of fun with Trent. Just because your wife has a thing for fucking them doesn’t mean she doesn’t love you the most.”

I sighed. It shouldn’t be so easy for her. The things she was saying were completely outrageous, and I felt like any man should be able to mount a decent argument against them. Not me, though. Because I guess I didn’t want to. Anna was right, in the end, the way she usually was. This idea of her being offered as the prize in the office sales competition had horrified me when I first heard it, but there was no denying it turned me on enormously as well. Now that it was really happening, the horror might be keener, but the attraction was still just as powerful as ever. Another outrageous betrayal, another instance of my wife being treated like an object for the pleasure of others. And it all turned me on so much. I could complain all I wanted to, but that did nothing to stop my cock raging in the chastity device, the undeniable proof of how I really felt about what was happening. It was too sexy for words, and the fact that I couldn’t handle it, that my mind was still racing with thoughts of trying to get out of it, was just more proof of how wild and exciting it was.

“Look, I can see you’re struggling with this,” Anna went on, shifting her weight a little on the bed as she spoke. “And I get it. So how about we play a little game? Might help take your mind off it, or at least remind you why you put up with me.”

I stared at my wife, still not saying anything. No matter how bad things got, the matter how outrageously she tormented me, I never needed a reminder of that. I always knew exactly why I put up with Anna’s games, and for once, it had little to do with her ferocious beauty. I love the woman. That was the one thing Trent and all the guys at the office couldn’t give her. They were just as attracted to her as I was, just as turned on by her sexy outfits and her newfound sexuality. But they didn’t love her like I did. They didn’t know her like I did. To them, she was little more than an object, a beautiful body for them to enjoy. And for them, that was all she wanted to be. It was only me that saw the rest of her, saw the whole woman she was. I didn’t have many advantages over them when it came to the games we played. Maybe that was all I had. But maybe it was enough.

“What kind of game?” I asked carefully, and Anna’s smile deepened. She knew, better than anyone, that I was right to be wary. I’d have to be stupid not to be concerned. But she always knew as she always does, that already, she had me right where she wanted. Only I was uncertain of how I felt, knowing only that I wanted her badly.

“A sexy one,” Anna said with a smile. And now that all the excitement was back, that teasing grin on her face that was so alluring was back too. Suddenly, no matter what doubts or fears I might have, there was no getting away from the fact that this woman and her wild ideas excited me more anything in my life.

Anna stood up from the bed, practically bouncing off the mattress. I watched her go to the closet without much surprise. After all, that was usually where her games started. And I wasn’t much surprised, either, when she came back from the closet with some rope in her hands. Special rope designed to tie someone up without hurting them, without causing blisters. Rope made for people like us, who played games of dominance and submission, who got off on one person being in charge and the other helpless. It wasn’t like I had any doubt over who those ropes were going to be used on.

“Lie down,” Anna said softly. She often spoke softly at moments like this, as if she wanted to emphasize the inarguable power she had over me by not barking commands. She knew she didn’t have to. She could speak as softly and sweetly as she wanted to, secure in the knowledge that I would always comply.

She was right about that.

I lay down on the bed, putting up no resistance. Smiling, Anna set the ropes down and kneeled down on the mattress beside me, helping me out of my clothes. Then, she took my wrists in her hands. She bound them together slowly, carefully, taking the time to get it right. Maybe also taking her time to demonstrate to me that she could, just like her soft voice. As if her confidence in her power over me was so total, it never even crossed her mind to hurry. Of course, she was right there, too. Why would I resist her when ultimately, I wanted exactly what she did?

Anna bound my hands together, and then she tied them to the headboard of our bed. Nothing unusual there, either. How many times had we done this? I wasn’t counting, and I doubted that she was, either. But it still excited me like it was the first time. It still made my cock ache inside the chastity device, the cock she had so easily taken such complete control of, the cock she still undoubtedly owned.

Once my hands were bound, Anna turned away. I watched her reach across toward her bedside table, my heart quickening in expectation of what that might mean. For once, hope didn’t deceive me. Anna picked up the key to my chastity cage from her drawer and cupped it in her hand as she kneeled over me.

“It’s been a while since I let you out, hasn’t it?”

“Ages, Mistress Anna.”

Anna giggled.

“I guess I just get carried away with all this stuff. But I think you’ve been a really good boy lately, letting me go on this trip to get fucked by Jason. So I think you’ve probably earned a release, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, yes, Mistress!”

Anna chuckled again at the pure desperation in my voice.

“I had a feeling you would say that,” she said. “Okay, let’s get it out. Let’s see how my cock is doing.”

She put a strong emphasis on the word my, really leaning into it. As much as that would normally excite me, I could hardly be any more excited than I was at the prospect of a release from chastity, no matter how temporary it might be. My whole body trembled as Anna leaned over me, kneeling at my side, her fingers holding the tiny key that was the focus of all my desires. She slipped it into the lock of the chastity device and turned it, the cruel cage finally coming apart after what felt like a lifetime of captivity. Carefully, she took the device apart, sliding the metal tube off my cock, and my manhood swelled rapidly in the empty air, throbbing desperately as if to make up for lost time.

Hannah giggled as she ran one solitary finger up the side of my shaft, making me groan and shiver with unrelieved lust.

“Someone’s glad to see me,” she said. “You know, it’s funny to see this again after so long. I mean, I’ve seen so much cock since the last time I let you out, none of it yours. Kind of makes me look at this one differently.”

“What do you mean differently, Mistress?”

I was almost afraid of the answer I might receive. But I couldn’t help myself. The twists and turns of my wife’s mind were so fascinating to me, and I was as addicted to them as I was to everything else about her.

“Well… Just. I don’t know. It’s fine. I mean, it’s not like my boss’s.”

I groaned again, my head dropping back on the pillow behind me for moment, and Anna laughed at my discomfort. I had no way of knowing whether she meant what she was saying, or she was saying it just to get to me, but in the end, I supposed it probably didn’t really matter much. The point was that she was completely in control and more than willing to say and do whatever she had to in order to humiliate me. And it was working.

“Still, it is nice and hard for me,” she said, and I gasped again as she closed her hand around it, stroking it slowly. At the same time, she cast a critical eye on my face, studying the expression of desperate longing she no doubt saw there.

“Probably going to cum really quick, aren’t you?”

“Probably, Mistress,” I admitted. After all, there was no point denying it. I had been locked up without release for weeks, and had been teased every single day by my gorgeous dominatrix wife. I was so turned on it was almost unbearable, and it felt like my orgasm was hovering just below the surface, ready to explode at the slightest touch. Anna seemed to feel the same way, because she took her hand away, making me groan again in pure frustration.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” she said, a faint note of disappointment in her voice that clutched at my heart as she spoke. “That’s another thing about Trent. It’s like he never comes until he wants. And anyway, it doesn’t matter, because it still stays hard afterward. I’m usually the one that’s had enough, not him.”

I said nothing as I lay tied to the bed, gazing up at my gorgeous wife. I wanted her to stop comparing me to her boyfriend, but I knew better than to ask for it. If anything, it might make her more likely to do it, not less. Besides, I didn’t want to do anything that might jeopardize whatever release she had it in her head to get me. With my cock finally out of chastity but my hands bound, I was determined to be more obedient than ever, to give her everything she wanted. I would say and do whatever it took to get what I needed, and that was something Anna knew she could always rely on.

“There’s not much I can do if you’re going to blow your load early, is there?”

“I’ll try my best, Mistress.”

“I have a better idea.”

Leaning over me again, Anna wrapped her hand around the base of my cock. At the same time, she pursed her lips and spat on it for lubrication. Holding me tight, she ran her hand up and down the shaft, and I groaned and squirmed on the bed, straining against the bonds that held me in place. There was no escape. No escape from the hard bright point of pleasure I was impaled on, the wild bliss rising inside my body after so long being denied.

“I’m… I’m going to cum, Mistress.”

“That’s fine, cuckie,” Anna said, smiling indulgently down at me. “Go ahead. You have permission.”

And that was enough to push me over the edge. I roared with pleasure as my body convulsed, my balls drawing up tight against my body. I exploded in orgasm, my cock spurting again and again, blasting my cum out of me to fall back on my stomach and legs. And I heard Anna gasp, her hand still moving on my cock as she stroked it, stunned by the sheer volume of ejaculate I was producing. Honestly, so was I. But maybe after all that teasing, all that denial, we shouldn’t have been surprised.

The pure power of my orgasm left me gasping as I lay back on the bed. And Anna slowly released my cock, smiling again, delighted with how easy it was for her to make me explode like that. She was completely in her element, once again the dominant queen of our bedroom. Shifting on her knees, she instead sat on the edge of the bed beside me, smirking down at me.

“It’s okay, take some time to collect yourself,” she said. “I still have some packing to do.”

She rose from the bed, moving back toward the closet. I had no idea what my wife was up to, but after all, that was nothing new. I watched her move, my cock lying limp and tamed against my thigh, my own cum cooling slowly on my skin. I felt so ridiculous, so insignificant, as she busied herself with packing for her sexy trip with another man. And now that she had taken the edge of my desire, the shame and outrage of the situation were even stronger than they had been before. I tried to calm myself by breathing deeply and slowly, trying to accept what was completely unacceptable.

Of course, Anna was never going to make it that easy for me.

“Let’s see,” she said thoughtfully, standing by the closet. “What else should I bring? Oh, that’s right. I bought a new swimsuit.”

Anna reached into the closet, taking out a swimsuit and holding it up so I could see it. It was a black one-piece, and she set it down on the dresser beside her as she began to take off her clothes. I watched, transfixed as always, as she pulled her T-shirt off over her head and pulled down the yoga pants she had been wearing. As I watched her naked glory begin to step into the sweatsuit, my cock twitched against my thigh. She was as irresistible as ever, and watching her pull the black swimsuit up, watching her wrestle her big boobs into it before pulling the straps over her shoulders, was an irresistible tease, just like she meant it to be.

Once she had the swimsuit on, Anna turned toward me. It was outrageously low cut in the front, with black laces running up over her highly visible cleavage to hold it together. There were more black laces at her hips, holding together the high split that showed off her gorgeous legs. And as she turned, thrusting out her ass toward me, I saw how the thong back of the suit disappeared between the cheeks of her ass. She looked incredible, her body beautifully on display once again, every curve calling to me as I lay helpless before her. My cock was swelling again, but not as fast as desire was rising in me.

“What do you think?”

“So sexy,” I groaned, and Anna giggled.

“Yeah, it is, isn’t it? Once upon a time, I would never have thought of wearing something like this public. But I mean, I’m a slut now. May as well embrace it.”

She stepped toward the bed, and her demeanor seemed to change. It was all body language, something in the way she walked, the way she was carrying herself. Something predatory entering her, something cruel. Something I loved. She stood beside the bed in her swimsuit, looking down at me, her green eyes blazing under half-closed lids. I watched her raise her hand and run it over the soft flesh of her breasts, visible underneath the laces that held the suit together.

“I’m going to need lots of sunscreen while wearing this,” she said. “Too bad you can’t come with me and be my lotion boy. Would you like that? Kneel beside my lounger and rub lotion all over my body?”

“My God, Anna, I would love that.”

“Of course you would, cuck. But you won’t be there to do it. Maybe Jason will do it for me instead. Although I suspect it might lead to other things if he does.”

“You’re really going to let him fuck you, aren’t you?”

“Of course, cuck,” she smirked. “That’s the whole point. Besides, you know how I get when I dress up in sexy things. Everyone looking at me. Oooo, maybe I could have one of the pool boys apply my sunscreen instead. That would be fun, wouldn’t it? Another man with his hands all over your wife. It would be so much fun, to see if I could give him a hard on from touching my body.”

“Oh my God, Mistress, you’re driving me crazy.”

“I know I am,” Anna laughed. “I can see that for myself.”

Her big breasts strained against the laces of the swimsuit that barely contained them as she leaned over me, running two fingers along the shaft of my cock while I trembled and quivered.

Then, she climbed onto the bed. I felt the springs of mattress compressed beneath her slight weight as she kneeled beside me.

Lifting one leg, she straddled me where I lay in the bed. Tucking two fingers under the narrow band of the swimsuit, she pulled it to one side. She didn’t need to take it off. She lowered herself down onto me, taking my cock in her hand to guide it inside.

She groaned in pleasure as I entered her, but it was nothing compared to the moan I let out. All those long weeks of teasing, all the torture, all felt worth it in that ecstatic moment. I felt the wet walls of her pussy tighten around me, and it seemed like it had never felt so good to be inside her, now that she kept me waiting so long. And of course, she looked so beautiful straddling me, sitting on top of me, her big boobs rising and falling in the revealing swimsuit as she breathed. She leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest, her red hair falling down around her face as her green eyes looked deep into mine.

“See? Good boys get rewarded,” she said with a grin. “Are you ready for this, cuck?”

“I hope so, Mistress,” I said, making her laugh. And at the same time, she shifted her weight on her knees, beginning to move on top of me. Beginning to ride up and down, sliding that wet pussy along my shaft while I groaned in desire.

“How long you think you’ll last this time?”

“A long time, I hope, Mistress.”

I wasn’t lying. As much as I wanted another orgasm, I also wanted this blissful sensation of finally having sex with my wife to last forever. And I took it slow at first, her eyelids fluttering as she continued to ride up and down on top of me, luxuriating in the pleasure she was feeling.

“Well, do a good job of satisfying me, and I might let you out a little more often,” she said teasingly. “Then again, maybe not. I mean, this feels good and all. But it also feels really good telling you no. Especially because I have amazing sex every day at work. It’s not like I need this cock to make me happy.”

I groaned again, and my sound of despair made my wife laugh. Again, she was completely in her element, completely in charge, loving every minute of this cruel and delightful game.

“Once we’re done here, you’re going back into your cage,” she said. “And of course, I’ll be taking the key on vacation with me. But don’t worry, cuck. I’ll keep you updated on what’s going on with me and Jason. Maybe you’ll get some photos. Maybe even some videos. You’ll get to watch what you can’t have while another guy fucks your wife.”

I groaned, and Anna groaned too, swept up in the power and excitement of her own words. And everything she was saying terrified me, sending bolts of fear through my trembling heart. But in a way, that didn’t matter. I was finally having sex with her, and that eclipsed everything else.


18. A Hotwife Flirtation

I watched, barely able to believe what I was seeing. In a way, it was almost like watching a movie, except my gorgeous wife was the star. And that gave it a kind of emotional resonance no movie could ever have.

Everything seemed to matter. It felt like my whole life, my whole future, was hanging in the balance. Even the past, the years I had spent building my relationship with Anna, seemed to be in jeopardy. There was no way that should be a good thing. And yet, somehow, it seemed like it. Or at least an exciting thing, anyway.

Everything mattered. As I sat at the table by myself, watching every move my wife and this hopeful suitor made, it felt like nothing in my life had ever mattered more than this. My head was spinning, my heart pounding in my chest. But my cock would not stop raging in my pants, either. Anna just looked so sexy, sitting there at the bar in her tiny little dress and her tall boots, every curve of her body provocatively displayed for anyone to see. My wife, the woman I loved, the woman who had pledged to be faithful to me, now soaking up the attention of another man.

Because she was. I could see that for myself. Anna was enjoying every moment of it, basking in the attention this man was giving her. And I hated him, completely unfairly. I could hardly blame him or any other man for finding my wife as gorgeous as I did, but since I couldn’t be angry at her, I directed all my anger toward him. How dare he look at my wife like that! How dare he buy her a drink, make her laugh, cast his undeserving hungry eyes over her body when she threw back her head and giggled at whatever lame witticism he had just said?

I knew I wasn’t being rational. But this was hardly the time for that. Nothing about what we were doing here was rational. None of it made sense. I couldn’t even understand the way this was all making me feel, but I couldn’t deny its power. As much as I had always loved my wife, as badly as I always wanted her, I was learning that this was some strange new level of desire. Some ancient unspeakable lust, triggered by the reminder that as a man, I always had competition. My wife was once again a prize to be won, and according to the rules of the game we had set out, I wasn’t even allowed to compete. Not yet, anyway. All Anna wanted from me was that I sit and watch while she had a good time with whatever man caught her eye.

And she was having a good time. I could clearly see that. She made no attempt to hide it or to spare my feelings. After all, I had asked her not to. I had asked for this, and now I had to face the consequences, face up to all the jealousy and rage and despair it inspired in me to see her behaving like this.

Over at the bar, the man leaned forward, and Anna leaned toward him too, sharing some joke he perhaps didn’t want others to hear. Or perhaps it wasn’t a joke. Maybe he was propositioning my wife, right there with me watching, and there was nothing I could do about it. And honestly, in the darkest depths of my heart, I didn’t know how Anna might respond. At any other time in our marriage, I would’ve said I trusted her absolutely, that she would reject any thought of cheating on me, just as I would any thought of cheating on her. But that was in the past, before we came down this strange and wild road. Now, all bets were off.

And as she tossed her vibrant red hair back over her shoulder, as he leaned forward to speak into her ear, his lips hauntingly close to her shapely neck, I watched, choking in silent rage, as he placed a hand on my wife’s leg.

It was absurd. I should march over there right now and put a stop to this, I remember thinking. But of course, I didn’t do it. For whatever wild reason, this was at least in part what I wanted, just as it was for her. And I could put my hand on Anna’s leg anytime I wanted, except now. It was just that that made me want it more than ever before, seeing some other guy getting it instead of me. The tangled web of jealousy. We had played with this idea so many times, acting it out, and it was always a thrill, but it was never as intense as it was now to see it happening right in front of me. The weight of jealousy and desire I felt seemed practically insupportable. As if my head might explode from pure lust, pure frustration, pure desire.

And over at the bar, my greedy, sexy wife went on laughing and giggling, not even looking in my direction. That was the deal, I knew, but now it was actually happening, it was far harder to take than I had imagined it would be. And she didn’t move his hand from her leg, either. She let it rest there flirtatiously, almost possessively, inflaming my desire just as it fueled my lust and making me long for something, without really knowing what it was I wanted so badly. Did I want the game to end, to have my wife returned to me, to have everything go back to the way used to be? Yes, in part.

But did I really want to stop what we had started? Did I really want to abandon the game we were playing, to admit that I was too weak to play this way and go the rest of my life with some of my more deviant desires forever unfulfilled?

That didn’t sound so tempting.

So, tormented by the agony of indecision and doubt, I stayed where I was. Unable to decide what to do, I did nothing. I watched and waited, bewitched by the sight of my wife who had never seemed more attractive to me than she did now, with a stranger’s hand on her leg. And, encouraged by his success, the stranger’s hand crept steadily higher, sliding over the fabric of her sexy dress toward what I knew he really wanted.

“Can I get you another drink?”

I jumped at the sound of the server’s voice. She had appeared beside me without me noticing, seeming to materialize out of the gloom of the bar. But instead, the truth was that I hadn’t noticed because I was so fixated on what Anna was doing. I was staring across the bar in a way that, to anyone who didn’t know the situation, might’ve seemed almost creepy. Staring at this woman who was certainly acting like she was single, soaking up attention from another man while I sat alone in sullen silence. What a spectacle I must make, I thought to myself with an inward cringe.

“No. No, thanks,” I said. With a nod, the server stepped away, vanishing once again out of my sight and out of the story, back into her own life with its various complications that was surely very different from mine.

Over at the bar, Anna and her would-be paramour were closer than ever. Sensing a conquest, he was leaning into her close, trying to weave a spell around her with his words and his touch, his hand forever creeping up her long leg in search of the same contact with her I was craving. She was smiling, yielding to his touch, leading him on with flirtatious looks and giggles, her gorgeous body perched on the stool close to his. She looked so incredibly beautiful, so unbelievably radiant, that it was impossible to take my eyes off her. Even if the sight of her with him hurt – or maybe especially because it did. It hurt in a way that excited me, the pain of rejection and jealousy merging with the pain of my cock trying to harden in the chastity device to remind me of the total control my wife now had over my sexuality.

And then it happened.

The man leaned in even closer to my wife than before, and Anna tilted her head, expecting to hear him say something else. But instead, he kissed her.

He pressed his lips against her long neck, and even from across the bar, I saw her eyes open wide in surprise. She sat up straight in her stool, her hair cascading over her shoulders as she turned to look at me, just for a moment. Of course, she saw me staring right at her, my eyes locked on her as they had been all night, taking it all in. I didn’t say anything. She wouldn’t have heard me if I had. And frankly, even if I could have spoken to her, I had no idea what I would say. I didn’t even know how I felt about what had happened, had no idea what kind of body language I might be projecting toward my wife who, for the first time that night, seemed to need reassurance from me. It burned my heart to see another man kiss her, even if it hadn’t been completely consensual. But also, it was unbelievably hot. To see her like that, the object of everyone’s desire, so free and uninhibited while I remained locked in chastity, completely at her mercy, was the biggest rush I had ever known. I didn’t know if I wanted her to know that or not.

Our shared gaze lasted for maybe less than a second. Then, Anna turned her attention back to the guy sitting beside her. She smiled as she spoke to him, not berating him for taking the liberty he had taken in kissing her, I could see. But he didn’t do it again.

Instead, he sat up a little straighter, just like she had. He reached into his pocket and took something small out of it, handing it to her. Smiling as always, she took it from him. Then, she slid out of her barstool, adjusting her tight gray dress around her body. As she stepped away from the bar, the man watched her go, his eyes dropping to take in the shape of her ass as she walked away from him, and again, I felt that stab of jealousy in my heart. Anna gave only the briefest of glances in my direction as she walked past where I sat, heading for the door of the bar. Was it just my imagination, or was her body swaying more than usual with every step she took in her high-heeled boots?

The door opened, and she stepped out into the night. As it swung shut behind her, I remembered that I had the keys to the car. Fishing some money out of my pocket, I left it on the table to pay for my beer and hurried after my wife.

I could hear her moving through the parking lot, the sound of her bootheels loud in the deepening night. I hurried to catch up with her, my eyes always on her body that seemed to glow in the darkness in front of me, pulling me toward her by some irresistible magnetism. When I caught up to her, she didn’t turn to look at me. She kept on walking, her eyes fixed on our car in front of her. But there was a wild grin on her face.

“Oh my God,” she said, still without looking at me. “I can’t believe we did that.”

“He kissed you.”

“Yeah, he did.”

Reaching the car, I unlocked it and opened her door first. She climbed inside, pulling the door shut behind her, and I got in on the driver’s side. Seized by a sudden urge to get out of there, as if fleeing the scene of some crime, I started the engine and drove away, with Anna leaning back in the passenger seat beside me. As we turned onto the road, she let out a long sigh, and I felt her turning to look at me.

“What did you think?”

“That was… Intense,” I said.

“Did it make you jealous?”

“Of course it did,” I said. Anna chuckled in the seat beside me.

“Did it turn you on?”

That was the question, wasn’t it? After all, that was the whole point of what we were doing. It was supposed to excite us both, and judging by the gleam in Anna’s eyes, the flush on her face, it had done that. And my cock raging inside chastity told the story all too well.

“Yes,”  I said, breathing out in a long sigh as I made the painful admission. Maybe there was no going back from here. Then again, that was probably true the moment my wife locked me in chastity, if not before. There was no coming back from this, and the journey we were on seemed to have its own dark momentum now. It was painful to have my cock trying to harden inside the chastity device, painful to know that my only hope for release lay with the gorgeous woman sitting beside me, a woman who was visibly thrilled with what she had gotten away with tonight.

“Me too,” Anna said softly. “He wanted to take me to a hotel, you know. You know what the wanted to do with me. With your wife. He wanted to fuck me. He wanted to peel this tiny little dress off me and get these boots in the air and make me scream.”

“Oh my God.”

“That’s right. You know that’s what he wanted. What he was thinking about. God, I wonder if he had a hard-on when he was touching my leg.”

“Probably, Mistress,” I said, and my wife smirked. I knew what I was doing, and probably, so did she. Addressing her like that only made her more excited, and right now, that was all I wanted.

“Oh my God,” Anna chuckled. “I’ve got you so whipped, don’t I? I go out and flirt with other guys, and you call me Mistress. We should’ve done this a long time ago.”

Her words seemed to hover for a while in the car, neither of us saying anything immediately afterward. My mind was racing again, full of wild fantasies of what might’ve happened if we had discovered this fetish earlier. But in the end, that didn’t matter. What mattered was that we were here now, the air between us crackling with sexual tension, both of us on fire with lust awoken by this unbelievable game we were playing. The headlights of the car carved the night into ribbons as I hurried home, trying not to speed but unable to contain the lust that was boiling inside me.

“He gave me his number,” Anna said. She spoke softly now, in a kind of faraway voice. Her eyes were on the road in front of us, but I knew it was something else entirely that she was really seeing. Maybe, like me, she was seeing the endless possibilities that lay ahead of us, the wild and unpredictable path this newly-discovered kink might take us down. I would’ve given anything to know what she was thinking, even as the possibilities terrified me.

“He wants you to call him?”

“Yes,” Anna said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. I hesitated a moment longer before speaking.

“Are you going to do it?”

I heard her dress rustle as she shifted slightly in the seat. She waited an agonizingly long time before answering, leaving me hanging in a terrifying limbo while my mind raced with all the crazy possibilities her silence suggested. I could hardly believe that I had even asked the question, but her silence was even more incredible.

“I don’t know,” she said at last. “Do you want me to?”

And in a way, that was the worst thing of all. When she turned the question back on me, forcing me to admit the dangerous truth. That this game was about me at least as much as it was about her. That for all the ferocious sexual power she now had over me, she wouldn’t have had any of it if I didn’t want to give it to her. It was easier, in the end, to believe that she was this unstoppable dominatrix, this cruel goddess, making me bow to her wild sexual whims. Far easier to believe that than to have to acknowledge the unbelievable truth that I wanted – part of me wanted, anyway – my wife to cheat on me.

“I don’t know,” I said uncomfortably as I shifted in my own seat, guiding our car home. “It’s a really hot idea to think about. Seeing you with him tonight, just sitting next to him, flirting with him… And when he kissed you… It’s different in real life. Is different from when you’re just imagining it.”

“I bet,” Anna chuckled. “To be honest, I’m not sure I’m ready for that, either. But you have to admit, it’s an interesting idea. And… I don’t know. In a way, it’s kind of perfect, isn’t it? I mean, you’re all locked up, and you can’t get out until I say so. Your only hope for getting pleasure is that I get excited enough that I want to use your cock to get off. But imagine if I didn’t have to. Imagine if I had another guy to satisfy me. Well, then I guess I wouldn’t ever need to let you out, would I?”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, and Anna laughed.

“Yeah. Pretty crazy. But that’s what you want, isn’t it? For me to have complete control? For me to be able to do whatever I like, whenever I like, with whoever I like, and you just have to deal with it?”

Again, I was breathing heavily, almost panting. My heart was racing in my chest, and I felt genuinely speechless at what my wife was saying. Because she was right, after all, and she knew it, too. She knew that nothing excited me like her complete sexual power, her total control. It excited us both. And she was right, too, that that would be the ultimate version of that power we were both turned on by. For her to be free to betray me any time she felt like, while I could only have pleasure when she decided to allow it. Whatever was happening to my sweet wife lately, it was the biggest turn-on of my life.

We were almost home. The car bumped up the driveway, the house rushing toward us out of the gloom as I slammed on the brakes. Anna was still smiling as she climbed out of the car, closing the door behind her, and I hurried toward the front door of the house with my keys in my hand. I let her in and followed her through the doorway, swinging it shut behind us. And straightaway, I wrapped my arms around her, my wife laughing out loud as I pulled her amazing body against mine. I could feel her irresistible curves through the gray fabric of the dress that clung to her body, barely covering her. I could feel the swell of her breasts, the narrow thread of her waist, the swell of her hips under my hands, leading my questing fingers downward. Desperate for her, I reached up under the skirt of her tiny dress, almost feverish now in my lust for her. And as my fingers found the front of her panties, the tiny scrap of fabric that barely covered her sex, I felt another surge of desire in my caged cock to find that she was wet from all the excitement of the night. And the tiny gasp that escaped from between her fluttering lips was pure music to my ears, making me dizzy with desire all over again.

“Oh my God,” Anna whispered, her lips close to my own now. “Oh my God, I want you so bad.”

“You’re telling me,” I answered, making her chuckle to herself again.

“Come on. Let’s go to bed.”

There were basically no words she could possibly say that would have a bigger effect on me. Joy bloomed in my heart at the thought of what lay ahead as Anna took me by the hand, leading me through our living room and down the hall toward our bedroom. My heart was thumping in my chest as if about to burst, my cock relentlessly pressing itself against the inside of the chastity device in a kind of frenzy.

Inside the bedroom, Anna turned to me again. She pressed her smiling lips against mine, kissing me deeply, making my heart contract with a complex mixture of emotions. But my hands knew exactly what to do, even if my mind didn’t. They traveled over her body, holding her tight against me, pulling her dress up her body and off over her head. And I allowed it, smiling as I undressed her, and she did the same for me. My pants fell to the floor, and I kicked my way out of my shoes while my wife lifted my shirt over my head. Taking her in my arms again, I showered her big breasts with kisses while my hands reached around her to unclasp her push-up bra and let it fall to the floor. I took her heavy boobs in my hands, kissing my way down to the swollen nipples and taking the sensitive flesh between my lips. She moaned again, the sound once again like music to my ears. And my clever hands traveled downward, peeling off her wet panties and letting them fall to the floor too.

At the same time, Anna reached out and pulled my underwear off. The chastity device rattled in her hand as she took hold of it, my caged cock and balls in her grasp, and I felt her smiling against my lips at the feel of it, at the pure rush of power it gave her to hold my manhood in her hand like that and know she had complete control over it. To know how badly I desired her, how I would do anything to have her, and know that in the end, the choice was always up to her.

Releasing my caged cock, she stopped kissing me and stepped away from me. I watched her carefully as she moved toward the bedside table and took out the key to my chastity. Smiling, she stepped back toward me, sliding the key into the lock and twisting it. The device came apart in her hands, and together, we pulled it off, my movements far more desperate than hers. My cock swelled for the first time in what felt like forever, finally unconstrained, my erection feeling all the more powerful from having been denied for so long. And as Anna wrapped her fingers around my cock, it felt like heaven. It felt like the most insane joy, the purest form of pleasure imaginable as she gently pulled on my manhood, guiding me toward the bed. She sat down on the mattress, then lay back, and I climbed on top of her.

At last. It was happening at last, after all the teasing, all the denial, all the begging and groveling and submission she had me do to prove how devoted I was to serving her. And I was reluctant to admit it, even to myself, but there was no denying the idea that maybe it was better this way. Maybe having been kept waiting so long made what would ordinarily have been extremely pleasurable even more blissful.

Anna smiled up at me as she guided me inside. The swollen head of my cock pressed the wet walls of her pussy apart, and we both groaned in mutual desire as I slid into her. It was pure ecstasy to be inside her, on top of her, pressing my lips to her warm neck, kissing away the imaginary mark that stranger in the bar had left, doing what he had longed to do with the woman I loved. And I closed her eyes as I started to fuck her, her open mouth ringing with the noises of her pleasure as I channeled all my frustration and desperation of the past few days into what already felt like some of the best sex we had ever had.

“Oh my God,” I heard her moan. “He wanted me so bad.”

And in the depths of my own pleasure, it took me a moment to even understand what my wife was saying. But then, as understanding washed over me, my cock surged inside her, making her cry out again.

“You’re thinking about him?”

“Yes,” she moaned, her eyes still closed, her hands gripping my shoulders tight and her legs wrapping around my hips as if she wanted to consume me completely. As if she couldn’t get me deep enough inside her, chasing the same wild joy I was pursuing, our bodies merging into one as we worked together to get each other off.

“Fuck me,” my wife panted, as the bed beneath us rocked to the rhythm of our movements. “Fuck me while I pretend I’m fucking him.”

I growled in her ear, plunging my cock deep inside her. And she howled in pleasure, losing herself in the pure thrill of the moment and the wildness of her own desires. The air in our bedroom rang out to the music of sex, the blood pounding in my ears but unable to drown out her cries and moans of passion. As long as I had been denied, as much as it felt like my orgasm was just around the corner, I kept on fucking her, both of us burning up with kinky pleasure while she thought of another man and I snarled with rejection and humiliation and pure deviant lust.

Anna came first. She arched her back, pressing her head back against the pillow, screaming in wild joy as her pussy tightened around my cock. I groaned at the incredible feeling, her orgasm encouraging mine, and as she erupted in a wet flood that stained the sheets beneath us, I gave into my own desires. With an animalistic growl, I came inside her, and she sobbed with pleasure at the feeling.

I collapsed on top of her. The sound of our heavy breathing, hers and mine, filled the bedroom. With a groan, I rolled off Anna to lie beside her, both of us gasping, both of us glowing with the residue of pleasure that still crackled in both our bodies.

“That was amazing,” she whispered. And as she lay her head on my chest, as I wrapped my arm around her, I knew I had to agree.
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19. A Hotwife On Vacation

It’s not easy being around a woman like Anna. Every moment of every day is a fresh trial as she uses her incredible body to constantly tease me and remind me of what I can’t have, unless she decides otherwise. Every time I look at her, no matter what she’s wearing, I feel that stab of remorse, of shame, of frustrated desire, knowing there’s absolutely nothing I can do about it. Knowing that I have no choice but to serve her like the goddess she is and hope that one day, that will win me her favor.

That’s painful. But is it any better when she’s not around?

That was a question I found myself asking almost from the moment she went away. I dropped her off at the airport, and even in comfortable travel clothes, she looked gorgeous. A print T-shirt that strained over the epic swell of her breasts and a pair of yoga pants that revealed every curve of her hips and thighs. She was wearing pants, I noticed, but I suppose this wasn’t really the office, and she wasn’t meeting Trent. I guess this time, it was allowed. And she kissed me goodbye at departures, wheeling her bag inside herself. In a way, I suppose it was a small mercy. The last thing I wanted to do was see Jason and have to look into the eyes of a guy who knew, without any doubt, that he’d be spending the next few days fucking my wife.

I drove home. It was the weekend, and I didn’t have much to do. In fact, I quickly came to realize that I didn’t know what to do with myself when Anna wasn’t around. This sex game had practically taken over our lives, occupying every waking minute and haunting my dreams even when I slept. Without it, the hours yawned on and on, and I found it difficult to fill them. The day passed slowly as I squandered my time on trivial things. I tidied the house, but that was hardly a day’s work. I tried to watch TV, but found that nothing could really hold my attention. Unsurprisingly, all I could think of was her. My gorgeous wife on holiday with another man, given to him as a prize in a demonstration of her boss’s total ownership of her. And Anna was absolutely thrilled by it all. So much for equality. It turned her on so much to be treated like an object, to be passed around between men who wanted her. Men who weren’t me. Lately, that seemed to be almost the only criterion she needed to choose a sexual partner. As long as a guy wasn’t me, she would fuck him.

And of course, that idea turned me on. And of course, if I could have, I would have been masturbating over the idea of my wife being such an outrageous slut. But of course, I couldn’t. I was still locked in chastity, and for all I knew, Anna had taken the key on vacation with her. Certainly it wasn’t in her bedside drawer where she often kept it when she was home. I lasted about an hour before I checked there. I promised myself I wasn’t going to tear the house apart looking for it, that I wouldn’t lower myself to that. I was only partly successful. I didn’t actively look for it, but I was probably more zealous in doing the chores that I normally would have been. Maybe somewhere in my heart, I was hoping I would find the key while I tidied up, but it didn’t happen. And maybe that was for the best, I was able to consider in my more rational moments. If I actually had the ability to free myself, what would happen? Sure, it would be great for a while, relieving myself of the barely tolerable burden of a sexual desire I could do nothing about, that kept me unable to think about anything else. But once that was gone, what would be left? Only the grim realization that this was kind of life I was living, the kind of man I had become. It’s not hard to imagine why I might want to avoid that.

Without the chastity key, I didn’t have to worry about it. That was something my wife was only too happy to do for me; completely relieve me of the burden of making any decisions for myself. She was addicted to her control over me, by her own admission. And even if I found it a little harder to admit that I was addicted to being controlled, that didn’t make it any less true.

The day dragged on with these complicated and convoluted thoughts tugging at my brain, all of them useless in the end. The situation was what it was, after all, and all I could do was accept it. Accept it, and enjoy it in that masochistic way I still didn’t really understand, the joy of being treated so badly still a mystery to me no matter how long it had been since we started down this road. All I could do was wait to hear from Anna. Somehow, I didn’t imagine I would be waiting long.

I was right about that. I dropped her at the airport quite early in the morning, and when my phone buzzed with a message in the late afternoon, I knew it was from her. Bracing myself as much as I could, I opened the photo she had sent.

There she was, lying by the pool. She had taken a selfie, and she was lying down on her stomach on a lounger with the bright blue water of the pool blurry in the background. Naturally, she was wearing that new black swimsuit, the one with all the laces, the one that made her boobs threaten to swell out of the suit at any moment. And the way she was lying on her stomach made it seem even more precarious. After all, that was the whole point. She wanted everyone to see, not just her holiday companion, but everyone else at the resort they had gone to as well. Just looking at the picture, I could imagine how everyone must be looking at my wife, ogling her body, either in judgment or in lust or both. At least my own emotions were unequivocal as I gazed with longing at the picture. I wanted her desperately, and knowing she was the object of desire for so many others worked its usual magic to make her even more attractive to me. Her red hair cascaded down on either side of her smiling face, completely dry. She wasn’t really at the pool to swim, but to wear as little as she could get away with in a public setting. And the smile on her face was as enigmatic as ever, as mischievous and seductive as it always was. Looking at her, I felt the usual surge of arousal I always did, but at the same time, my heart contracted with love for her. We could pretend all we wanted that this was something she did to me, the rules she enforced, because that was what turned us both on. But this was my kink before it was ever hers, and she had done it, at least at first, to make me happy. The fact that she now seemed to get more out of it than I did didn’t change that.

I was still looking at the photo of her in the swimsuit when my phone buzzed with another one. This time, she was stretched out on the lounger, her legs bent at the knees, her toes pointed. She was wearing a pair of sunglasses now, tilted up toward the light, her big breasts thrust toward the camera. This was no selfie; she had posed herself like a fashion model, and someone else had taken the picture. Maybe Jason, I thought with an inner growl of despair, the lucky bastard who was getting to take this goddess on vacation and do whatever he wanted with her. Looking at her, it was blindingly obvious what that would be.

Looks like you’re having a good time, I replied lamely. For long minutes, there was no response. Then, when it finally did come, it came in the form of a short video.

With trembling hands, I pressed play. Even though I knew it could only bring me pain, even though I knew it could only increase my torment. And of course, it did.

The video showed my wife, lying down on her stomach on the sun lounger again. It panned up her long legs, lingering on her ass exposed by the thong back of the swimsuit that disappeared between her buttocks. And as I watched, boiling with rage and jealousy, a man’s right hand appeared in the frame, with a dab of sunscreen on his palm. Slowly, thoroughly, he grabbed my wife’s ass and massaged the sunscreen into her skin, gripping and kneading her soft skin and the firm flesh underneath far more than he needed to. I heard Anna giggle, and right before the video ended, the man playfully slapped her ass, making her yell. I bit my lower lip, struggling with a desire I could not contain but could do nothing about, feeling her spanked ass under my hand as if I were the one taking the provocative video instead of what I could only assume was her colleague Jason.

The video ended. And in the few minutes I spent sitting on the sofa with my phone still in my hand, trembling with desire and frustration and humiliation, another one arrived.

This time, my wife was filming herself. Still lying face down on the sun lounger, pointing the camera at her own face. Behind her, straddling her legs, I could see a bare-chested man, his head just out of the frame. Both his hands were gripping her ass now, kneading her cheeks, alternately pressing them together and pulling them apart. And Anna was smiling at the camera, biting her own lower lip in desire, her eyes rolling with pleasure in her head as she let her colleague manhandle her in front of anyone who might be watching in the resort. She didn’t care. She was the office slut, a piece of meat being given out as an incentive for performance, and she threw herself into that role as if she had never wanted anything more in her entire life.

“Oh man,” I heard her say on camera, slowly shaking her head to make her red hair sway on either side of her face. “Looks like your wife is really going to get fucked tonight, cuckie.”



When my phone rang that evening, I wasn’t the least bit surprised.

I can’t pretend to know all the dark pathways of Anna’s dominant pleasure. After all, while her desires complement mine almost perfectly, they could hardly be more different. I get off on being controlled, while she gets turned on by being in charge. But clearly, things were at least a little more complex than that, because she also took enormous pleasure in submitting to her boss and the other guys at work. As much as it killed me to even think about it, that was an impulse I could understand a little better.

The one thing I do know is that while she might sometimes choose to pretend otherwise, I am still a key part of her pleasure. She loves to make me watch. She loves to rub my humiliation and her own sluttishness in my face. As pathetic as it sounds to admit it, that gives me some hope. These games of betrayal are still about us, at least in some way. Still a thing we do together to please one another, no matter what it looks like.

It didn’t surprise me that she would want to let me know what she was up to, want me to know every humiliating detail of how she was cheating on me. And it gave me that same embarrassing, pathetic hope it always did. At least I was still making her happy in some way.

I answered her video call. And there she was, sitting on the large bed in a hotel room, smiling at the camera. Her hair was still loose around her face, seeming to glow in the dim light. She was smiling, of course. These days, she almost always was.

“Hi, cuckie,” she grinned at me. “How are you?”

How do you think?, I felt like saying. But men in my position don’t talk to their goddesses like that.

“Extremely frustrated, Mistress Anna,” I said as respectfully as I could manage. And her laughter was like music in my ears, bubbling out of her like some mountain spring rising out of barren rock.

“Yeah, I would think so,” she chuckled. “And I don’t think what I’m about to show you is going to make things any better for you. But I want you to watch this, cuck. I want you to see my first time with him.”

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I said, my voice hoarse with fear and desire as I spoke.

“Well, I say first time,” Anna went on, a conversational tone entering her voice now as if she was simply talking about the weather. “It will technically be our first time having actual sex. Unless you count oral, which I don’t.”

“You – you gave him head?”

“Of course, cuckie,” Anna grinned, delighted as always with her role as an uninhibited temptress. “It would be rude not to. I mean, he’s a top performer, so he’s owned all the blowjobs he wants. Besides, you know all the guys at the office are going to be talking about this. I want him to give Trent a glowing report of what a slut I was on this vacation, how many times I made him cum, how sexy I was. You know that stuff turns Trent on, and you know I always want him to fuck me.”

“Yes, Miss Anna,” I said again, almost gasping as I spoke. It was all true. That was the worst of it. I did know how much she desired her boss, and the lengths she would go to please him. She did whatever he said, no matter how outrageous, because she was addicted to his cock in a way she never had been to mine, even when I wasn’t locked in chastity. She was his slut, completely, and she never wanted me to forget that, not even for a moment. As if that was ever an option.

“Yeah, I gave him a long, luxurious blowjob,” Anna teased, licking her lips. “As soon we got into the room. The guy who showed us the room had barely left. He was probably still just outside the door while I was pulling Jason’s pants down and getting that fat cock into my mouth. He has a nice one, too. Not as nice as Trent’s, of course. But definitely very suckable. I gave him the best blowjob of his life. He looked like I was sucking the soul out of his body.”

She giggled again, but I didn’t laugh. For me, this was many things, but funny wasn’t one of them. And I knew she meant every word. She had no need to lie, when our real life had become something straight out of a dirty story.

“He’s in the bathroom right now, getting ready,” Anna went on. “How do I look?”

As she spoke, she tilted her phone downward, letting the camera capture what she was wearing. My wife had dressed herself in a matching black lingerie set, push-up bra and tiny panties revealing every irresistible curve of her incredible body. I remembered watching her pack that underwear, imagining how she would look in it, but no matter how vivid my imagination was, it never did justice to the reality. She was absolutely gorgeous, and I didn’t even try to suppress the moan that rose from my throat as I gazed at her boobs, her toned stomach, her spreading hips and long legs, and fantasized about the pussy that hid just beneath that tiny scrap of black fabric.

“You look gorgeous, Miss Anna.”

“You always say that.”

But Anna smiled as she spoke, and I knew the compliment had landed. It was like she could never get enough, just as she could never seem to get enough sex with other men. Given how many guys wanted her, you wouldn’t think she’d have any need for further validation, but she still loved hearing my adoration of her.

The camera moved, and I saw my wife lift her head, her blazing red hair cascading down over her shoulders. Someone else had entered the room. My stomach churned, my desire and my hatred rising together as they so often did at moments like this, knowing there was only one possible outcome. I never got used to it. I never accepted it. And these days, I never had any choice about it.

“Oh, hi babe,” she said, addressing what must be Jason. “Like my lingerie? My husband helped me pick it out.”

Jason said something, but the phone’s microphone didn’t pick it up clearly. Not that I cared about anything he had to say. I might be nothing more than a prop to my wife’s sex that night, but he was a prop to me. An object she was using to indulge this crazy game that remained, for me at least, between the two of us. Still, I would’ve switched positions with him in a heartbeat, to be there in that hotel room with that gorgeous goddess so ready and willing to give her body to me.

But I wasn’t. And that was that.

Anna moved on the bed, her big breasts moving in her push-up bra as she leaned toward the bedside table. I heard a knock that was loud in the phone speakers as she set it down, her eyes on the screen momentarily as she adjusted it to make sure it captured as much of the bed as possible.

Then, she sat up.

Jason stepped toward her, wearing only a towel, fresh from the shower. And my wife smiled up at him as she reached out, her fingers sliding underneath the towel. With one dramatic motion, she whipped it away.

Jason’s cock hung down between his legs, fat and lethargic. But I knew better than anyone that Anna could change that in an instant. Glancing over toward the camera for a moment, she reached out her hand and stroked his cock, making him sigh with pleasure. His manhood twitched, already responding to her enthusiastic touch.

And Anna, being the good little slut that she was, didn’t stop there.

Her hand drifted gently over his cock again, his manhood swelling steadily to her touch. Then, her hand drifted lower, gently cradling his balls. At the same time, she used her other hand to sweep her red hair back from her face, making sure I could see everything as she leaned forward and stuck out her tongue. Jason groaned again as she ran her tongue up his shaft from the tip to the base, and it swelled toward erection quicker now, excited by the pleasure my wife was giving with her mouth.

Jason’s cock continued to rise, soon sticking out from between his legs, pointing at Anna’s face. And she smiled up at him greedily as she wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, holding it firmly in front of her. Sticking out her tongue again, she licked the tip, sending a spasm of pleasure through his body as he stood in front of her. Then, opening her mouth, she took in between her lips, tightening them around his cock as she bobbed her head back-and-forth.

He moaned in pleasure, and she moaned too, experiencing a different but no less potent kind of pleasure of her own. And her eyes stayed on him as she sucked him, taking him ever deeper into her mouth. An experienced slut, she was able to suppress her gagging so that she could take him all the way into the back of her throat, and clearly, from the sounds he was making, Jason appreciated her talent. He ran his fingers through her hair, holding her head, thrusting his hips forward as he fucked her mouth. And Anna encouraged it, her wet mouth sliding easily up and down his manhood now, breathing through her nose as she continued to pleasure him.

Jason let out a loud groan as he lifted his hands from her head. His cock popped free of her mouth with a wet sound, and Anna gasped for air, her eyes watering from the blowjob she had just given. But it had had the intended result. Jason’s cock was rock hard now, shining in front of her, throbbing visibly with the desire for her body. And my own cock ached in my chastity in a sad reminder of my lowly status, my humiliating position as the sexually frustrated husband of a wife who was incredible in bed, but used her skills only to please other men.

Grinning, Anna climbed back onto the bed. And Jason went with her. Turning her back on the camera, she lay back on her elbows, her long red hair hanging down behind her head as she propped herself up. I could see more of Jason than I wanted to this angle, could see his hard cock throbbing desperately for my wife as he reached for her panties. And Anna giggled as she lay back, letting him pull them off, lifting her legs off the mattress so that he could remove them completely before he tossed them carelessly to the floor.

Even from hundreds of miles away, I could feel the sexual energy in the room thanks to the video call I was on. And when Jason took Anna’s hips in his hands and rolled her over onto her stomach, she yelped in surprise. But her eyes found the camera, found the image of me that was probably on her screen, and she grinned, again biting her full lower lip to show me just how aroused she was.

She spread her legs. Jason kneeled behind her, his cock at full mast. Supporting herself on her elbows, her big breasts pressed between them and the mattress to give her an unbelievable cleavage that made my head spin, she raised her hips from the mattress a little, arching her back. Jason took her by the hips again, shifting on his knees to position himself just right to enter her.

I saw it all. The position of the camera didn’t let me see his cock sliding into her, but I didn’t need that. Instead, I saw the expression on her face. I saw the way her eyes rolled in her head, the way her cheeks glowed with pleasure as she half-closed her eyes, taking him inside. The pure pleasure that radiated from her beautiful face was like a dagger in my heart, somehow even more cruel and teasing than it would have been to see his cock go into her. Anyone can penetrate a woman who allows it. But it was the pure pleasure my wife was showing, the absolute bliss she displayed, that really haunted me. It was that that made me want her more than I had ever wanted anything else, that made me so obsessed with her that I couldn’t stop thinking about her for even a single moment.

A loud moan escaped Anna’s open mouth, her eyes blazing as she opened them again to look right at me through the camera. And I looked right at her, not saying a word. Speechless, in fact, unable to even process what I was watching. And completely unable to look away.

Still holding her hips, Jason began to move more urgently. His stomach muscles tightened as he thrust his cock deep inside my wife’s pussy, and as she howled in pleasure, I could imagine how wet she was. I knew how much this was turning her on, to be on display like this, used like a toy while she simultaneously used him and me for her own selfish pleasure. Such a convoluted tangle of dark desire, but there was no denying the results. As Jason picked up the pace, slamming his body against my wife’s from behind, she wailed and screamed, so loud I had to turn down the volume on my phone.

He seemed tireless. Then again, if I had been with her all day being teased by that incredible body in her slutty swimsuit, I might have acted the same way. He pounded her from behind like it was the last time he was ever going to have sex, like everything depended on the orgasm that was no doubt building inside him. And inside her. Because it was her I cared about, her pleasure and her reactions that thrilled me, with him just a faceless drone behind her, a means to an end.

And as Anna closed her eyes again, as her mouth formed a perfect O ringed by her red lips as she screamed in bliss, I knew what was happening. I knew that she was about to cum first, and part of me longed for it as another part of me was terrified. To know another man was giving her pleasure with the most intolerable humiliation, but at the same time, there was nothing more gorgeous to me than seeing my wife explode in orgasm.

Right there, on the video call, she did.

Her screams of passion filled the hotel room, and filled my ears miles away as I listened. I could imagine how it must feel for Jason, holding her beautiful body in his hands, feeling her wet pussy clenching around him in spasms of pleasure, and I wasn’t surprised when I heard him moan, too. Her orgasm triggered his, as often happens, and as he pumped his unworthy seed deep inside her, Anna sobbed with joy. Her long hair temporarily hid her face as she lowered her head to the mattress, intoxicated by the wild sensations of physical bliss, her shoulders heaving as she struggled to breathe with the pure power of what he had done to her.

Jason pulled out. Behind her on the bed, he stood and disappeared from the frame. But I didn’t care where he was going or what he was doing. The minute he was out of the picture, it was as if he had never existed. Instead, I watched Anna as she raked her hair back from her face, lifted her head, and opened her eyes to look at me on the screen in front of her.

“Fuck, cuckie,” she grinned. “That was amazing. And it’s just the first night of my holiday. I’m going to get so much sex over the next few days, and you’re not going to get any, as usual. But don’t worry. I’ll be sure to keep you posted of just how much cock I’m taking.”


20. The Sales Meeting

Impatiently, I waited for my wife to get home.

The obsession was growing. In some ways, I had always been a little bit obsessed with her. I mean, what is love, romantic love, without a little bit of obsession? I thought about her constantly, unable to get my mind off her. But that had only gotten stronger lately. These wild games we were playing did something to me that I couldn’t resist any more than I could understand them. All I knew was that playing this way felt good in a way nothing else ever had. Anna had always excited me, but this was a completely different level. And the more we talked about her doing things with other men, the more she seemed to come into her sexual power, realizing at last what I had always known: just how desirable she was. That confidence was absurdly attractive to me. And not just to me, either. Anna had always been a woman who could stop traffic, but now that she recognized that fact in herself, her sexiness was the first thing anyone noticed about her. You could almost hear the hard-ons blooming whenever she walked into the room.

The outfits were part of that, of course. She had been tentative about dressing sexy for the office at first, but she had come to love the attention it got her. Certainly, I knew the guys at work weren’t complaining. I could only imagine how much she was turning them all on, and the kind of comments they probably made behind her back. But I was as addicted to it as Anna was. Sending her off to work every day in a new sexy outfit was pushing every submissive button I had, and I spent so much of my day at work thinking about her, fantasizing about her, that it was amazing I got anything done at all.

This day was no exception. There was never a long wait between when I got home from work and when Anna did, but these days, it seemed interminable. My cock was aching in my chastity cage as usual, and while I had no reason to hope that my wife might take pity on me and let me out, it was the only hope I had for the release I desperately craved.

My heart quickened as I heard her car in the driveway, heard her high heels walking up to the front door. She stepped inside, shutting the door behind her, and I feasted my eyes on her gorgeous figure as she came into the living room, wearing the same outfit I had put her in that morning.

It was a sleeveless sheath dress. A deep forest green that brought out her coloring beautifully, complementing the vibrant red hair that cascaded over her shoulders. It clung to her body in all the right places, the fabric straining over the swell of her breasts and around her hips with every step she took. The dress came to just above her knees, but there was really nothing modest about it. It looked more like something a woman would wear to go on a date than to go to work. And Anna had paired it with a pair of black patent leather high-heeled pumps with a peephole toe that showed off her pedicure, adding to the pure sex appeal of the outfit. Just about conservative enough to be acceptable in an office with few rules, but certainly sexy enough to get the attention she had come to love.

And as Anna stood in front of me, her hands on her hips, her body so beautifully displayed by the clinging fabric, I saw a gleam in her eye as she looked at me. As hard as it was to turn my attention away from her legs, her ass, her boobs, I looked into her eyes and saw a wild glow there that I had come to fear. She had something to tell me, and although she pressed her lips together as if trying to keep a secret in a moment longer, it was no use. She couldn’t wait to blurt it out.

“I’ve been a bad girl.”

My heart sank in my chest. Fear gripped me like an icy fist, my stomach churning nervously. But there was that excitement too, the excitement at the thought of her betrayal that I could never quite shake. This was the game we had been playing, after all. A fantasy we had been indulging together, with neither of us sure where the limits were. Maybe part of me had expected this. Maybe part of me had wanted this, someday. Fearfully, I waited for my wife to tell me what had happened, fearing in my heart that deep down, I already knew.

“Aren’t you going to ask me what I did?”

“What did you do?”

Anna paused. Still smiling, still standing in front of me with her hands on her hips, her tempting curves testing the tensile strength of her green dress, she looked me up and down.

“I don’t think I want to tell you here,” she said, still smiling that infuriating little smile. “Come to bed with me.”

I bounced up off the sofa as Anna turned away from me, my eyes fixed on her ass as it pressed against the green fabric of her dress. Swaying in her tall high heels, the glossy patent leather catching the light with every step she took, she led me down the hallway toward our bedroom, a vision of beautiful femininity that I simply couldn’t resist. No matter what. No matter the fear that was boiling inside me, the rising rage that gripped me at the thought of what my wife might have done, I couldn’t help it. Desire overcame everything else.

In the bedroom, Anna paused. She stepped toward me, almost as tall as me in her high heels, and as she wrapped her arms around me, I felt myself losing any resistance I might have had. Leaning forward, she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me gently. I kissed her back, but more forcefully, every bit of frustrated desire I was feeling channeling itself into that kiss and leaving my wife in no doubt how I truly felt. I plunged my tongue into her mouth, my lips writhing on top of hers, my cock aching even more in its tiny prison through the fabric of her tight dress. Wondering if she could feel it. Wondering, if she could, how it made her feel to be reminded of this ferocious power she had over me.

And his hands moved over my body, and as they moved over my chest, I felt her unbuttoning my shirt. Once she had the buttons open, she pulled it down over my arms, and I struggled to help her undress me. As she cast my shirt to the floor and began to unfasten my pants, I reached around behind her to find the zipper of her dress. I pulled it down, the tight fabric instantly spreading apart. And as my pants fell to the floor and I stepped out of them, I slid Anna’s dress off her shoulders, peeling it off her body until it dropped to the floor around her high-heeled shoes, and she stepped gracefully out of it. Underneath, she was wearing a red push-up bra and a matching pair of panties, the sexy lingerie she wore to work no doubt adding to her ever-growing sexual confidence as she strutted around the office, making her coworkers drool. But as I reached for her bra, she placed her hand on my bare chest and gently pushed me away.

“Not yet,” she said softly. “Get on the bed. Lie down.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I grinned, and was rewarded by the pink flush that rose to her cheeks. I knew how much it turned her on to be called that, and it turned me on when she got all bossy like this. Without a second thought, I pulled off my underwear and climbed onto the bed completely naked, my caged cock aching as always inside its chastity. And Anna walked over to the bedroom closet, still in her underwear and her high heels, looking unbelievably desirable, like some gorgeous sex goddess drifting through my life and driving me crazy with every movement, every look. Reaching into the closet, she pulled out a scarf, and my heart beat even faster in my chest, suspecting I knew what was coming.

Anna moved toward where I lay on the bed, holding the scarf in her hands. She moved slowly now, as if to reinforce her total control over me. She didn’t need to move quickly. She knew I wasn’t going anywhere.

Her bra creaked, straining to contain her big breasts as she bent over the head of the bed. She took my hands in hers, her movements gentle, knowing I wouldn’t fight. She was right. I let her wrap the scarf around my wrists, binding them together, then let her tie it to the headboard of our bed. I let her tie me up, almost forgetting about the confession she had still to reveal to me in my excitement to be touched by Anna. It felt like forever since I last had an orgasm, and only my wife could give me one, and that was where all my thoughts were fixated. That was even more true as she went to her dresser, rummaged in a drawer, and came up with the tiny key that controlled my cock.

Anna sat on the edge of the bed, close to my hip. Reaching out, she took hold of my caged cock and balls with one hand and used the other to guide the key into the lock. She turned it, opening the lock, and I sighed as she began to take apart the cage. She pulled it off, and my cock swelled to full attention immediately, rising vertically from between my legs while I gazed at the gorgeous goddess sitting beside me, giggling at her total power.

“Oh, look at that,” she said softly, running a single fingernail up my boiling shaft to make me tremble and moan. “God, you’re just so horny for me all the time, aren’t you?”

“Always, Mistress Anna,” I said truthfully. “I can’t stop thinking about you. Can’t stop wanting you. You’re the sexiest woman in the world, and all I can think about is having sex with you.”

Anna laughed again.

“So it’s true what they say,” she said. “The more I make you go without, the more badly you want me.”

“Absolutely, Mistress,” I panted. “God, Anna, I want you so bad right now. Please, please, have sex with me!”

“Not yet,” Anna chuckled. But if she hadn’t been feeling her total and inarguable power already by that point, she certainly was now. Again, that single fingernail ran up and down my manhood, and again, I could barely breathe with the force of desire pressing on my chest, filling my brain to the exclusion of all else.

“I haven’t told you my story yet,” she said, and again, I felt that cold fear racing up and down my spine. “You should wait until you’ve heard everything. Because you might not like it. Then again, you might. I never really know with you these days.”

“Then for God’s sake, please, tell me what you what you did!”

I was babbling desperately by now, struggling to even form coherent words with how turned on I was. Anna paused just a moment longer, looking at me. As sexually confident as she had become these days, she still seemed to have a moment of doubt, of hesitation, and that only added to my fear. But then, she started telling her story, and all I could do was lie there and listen, on fire with desire and barely able to believe what I was hearing.

“So, I went to work. I was feeling sexy today, I guess. I mean, that dress is really something, isn’t it? Then again, I feel pretty sexy most days at work now. That’s thanks to you as much as anything, I guess.

“Anyway, I could feel the guys looking at me. They’ve been getting a little bit bolder in their looks these days, like they don’t even care if I catch them. Like they want me to. I don’t know. I guess they figure I wouldn’t be dressing this way if I didn’t want the attention. And they’re right about that, aren’t they? I mean, I never really thought about these guys in that way, but clearly, they’ve been thinking about me. And it’s fun being the only girl in the office, dressing all girly and sexy and getting the boys worked up.

“You know, I’ve always wondered about how far I would go, if it came to that. I bet you have too, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I breathed, as my wife wrapped her hand around my cock. She stroked me slowly, almost absentmindedly, but she knew exactly what she was doing. Jolts of pleasure raced through my body where I lay on the bed, and I squirmed against the scarf that held me in bondage, but to no effect. I raised my hips off the mattress, trying to get more of her heavenly touch, but Anna knew exactly what she was doing. She kept her touch light, keeping me on the edge of an orgasm that felt like it’d been building forever, without ever letting me get too close. The more I strained to reach her, the more she leaned away, keeping me in this purgatory of desire while she told me her story.

“Well, I guess today I found out.”

She paused, and her breasts rose and fell in her sexy bra as she took a deep breath and let it out.

“I was supposed to be going to a sales meeting with Trent,” she continued. “So I had to go to his office to talk about it first. And when he saw me… Well, honey, it’s hard to describe.  I mean, he just looked at me. In that way, you know? Maybe you don’t. Maybe you have to be a woman to know what that look is like. But he looked me up and down in that dress you helped me put on this morning, and he smiled, but he looked… Hungry. Like he wanted to eat me. And honestly, honey? It was so, so sexy. Like I could feel myself getting wet just standing there in front of his desk.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped.

“Yeah. But I mean, Trent’s sexy, isn’t it? I mean, he’s very handsome. And tall. And there’s a reason he’s never married. He does really well with women. They’re falling at his feet all the time. We joke about it sometimes, his love life, and how much dating he does. Plus, he’s the boss. I mean, I know it might sound silly, but that’s a turn-on, too. Or maybe it doesn’t sound silly. I mean, I guess if you didn’t find power sexy, we wouldn’t be where we are now, would we?”

Anna chuckled at that, and her hand slid up and down my cock again, making me moan.

“So anyway, we got down to business,” Anna said. And then her cheeks colored adorably, a burst of wild laughter rising from her throat. “Oh, I don’t mean like that! I mean actual business. We started talking about the client, everything we wanted to get across, all of that. But he seemed a little… Distracted. And, well, I couldn’t help myself. I had to tease him just a little bit. You know, nothing major. Just sitting up straighter, sticking my boobs out a bit. Stretching my back at one point so he basically couldn’t help but look at my chest. Just flirty little things a girl can do to get a guy all excited.”

“You teased him?”

“Damn right I did,” Anna said, continuing to gently stroke my cock. “And honey, it felt amazing. Like, he was looking at me like he wanted to rip my clothes off and fuck me right there. And just that thought was making me so fucking wet. And I thought of you, at work, with your cock locked away, completely under my control, and I just thought to myself, this is perfect. This is just too perfect. I have a husband who gets turned on by being denied, by being kept in chastity, and I work for this gorgeous man, and… Well, you can guess what I was thinking.”

“You were thinking about fucking him.”

“And he was thinking the same about me. Even said at one point that I was probably going to distract the client in our meeting. I just laughed. But when we went to the meeting, it turned out he was right. One of the clients, in particular, couldn’t keep his eyes off me. He barely listened to a word I said, too busy looking at my boobs or my legs or my feet. What is it with guys and feet? Anyway, it was obvious they all wanted me badly. And again, I was the only woman in the room with all these horny guys, and it felt… I don’t know. Exciting. Maybe a little bit dangerous, but not really. Not real danger. Not like I thought anything was going to happen. But just the idea that it might, that these guys might want that… It was so fucking exciting to me.”

Anna paused again. For a little while, she sat there in silence, as if lost in thought. Or maybe questioning whether she should be telling me what she was, whether or not it might be better to end her little story there. But it was too late for that. I was hooked, fear and desire merging in a way they never had before, and I knew I would never be able to rest until I knew the rest of the tale. No matter where it ended up going.

“So anyway, nothing happened. Not at the meeting. But when we were driving back to the office in Trent’s car, he pulled over at a restaurant. He said I did so well at the meeting that he wanted to treat me to lunch. I wasn’t going to disagree. And we had a couple of drinks with lunch, which maybe wasn’t the best idea. Or maybe it was, I don’t know.

“We got back into his car. And he started driving, but he wasn’t saying much. It was like there was something on his mind. And then, before we got back to the office, he pulled in to some little pullout somewhere, just off the road. Surrounded by trees.

“”What are you doing?” I asked. And when he turned to look at me, I could see that look was back in his eyes. He looked me up and down, and I swear he even licked his lips, a little bit. Then he put his hand on my leg.”

“He did?”

The scarf was tighter than ever around my wrists as I struggled against it, without really knowing why. Even if I had been free, what would I have done? I had to hear the end of the story now, had to hear just how far things had gone. Even though I dreaded it, even though I was terrified of learning something awful. There was no escape from the need to hear everything.

“He did,” Anna said.

“And you let him?”

“I did. And you know what else I let him do? He said to me, “oh my God, Anna, you look so fucking hot today,” and when I laughed at that, he leaned forward and kissed me.”

“He kissed you?”

“Yeah, he kissed me. And he’s a really good kisser, too. Oh, honey, look how hard your cock is right now. This is turning you on, isn’t it? It turns you on to think of me fucking my boss, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” I groaned through gritted teeth, thrashing my head from side to side as I spoke. The pressure was all too much, driving me insane with desperate lust. But Anna’s story was about the sexiest thing I had ever heard. It was insane to be this excited at the thought of being betrayed, and I still haven’t got used to that idea. But it was different when it was just a fantasy we talked about. This was real. This was the real thing, and yet I was doing nothing to stop it. And neither was she.

“Good. Because he is very sexy. And I think he likes the idea of having an affair with me. I mean, who wouldn’t want some sexy side piece in the office to brighten up the workday? I know I would. It’s a cliché, but in a way, that’s what makes it fun. Being the office slut, the girl all the guys lust after, and the boss gets to have. It turned me on so much, I couldn’t help myself.”

“What did you do,” I groaned. Despair and rage were filling my heart, but they were still no match for the desire I felt as Anna told me her terrifying story.

“Well, nothing, at first. And his hand kept sliding up my leg, and his other hand reached out for my boobs. And then, he slid his hand up my dress and… touched my pussy.”

“He…?”

“Yeah. Through my panties, at first. But then he just slid them to the side and started fingering me. And oh my God, honey, it felt fucking amazing. Having my boss’s fingers inside me right there in a pullout just off the road, I felt like such an unbelievable slut. And I knew I should stop him. I knew I should. I thought of you, at work, all locked up and frustrated, and I thought to myself, I shouldn’t be doing this. A married woman. I have to stay faithful to my husband. But then I remembered all the little talks we’ve had, all the little fantasies we’ve shared. And I thought to myself, you know what? I bet if Rob was here right now, he would find this such a turn-on. Was I right?”

Lying back on the bed, I stared up at the ceiling for a moment. My mind was racing, and it was impossible to untangle all the complex thoughts I was having about what I was hearing. Looking at my wife dressed in her provocative underwear, the sexiest creature imaginable, wasn’t going to help me achieve any kind of mental clarity. But her hand was still moving on my cock, still teasing me, still manipulating me into a state of abject desire. And the image she was conjuring in my head was so wild, so humiliating, so terrifying, and yet so exciting that I couldn’t control my desires.

“Yes,” I said, and heard Anna give a happy little chuckle.

“That’s what I thought,” she said.

Releasing my cock, she climbed up onto the mattress. Moving now on her hands and knees, she climbed on top of me, moving toward my head. Finally, she straddled me with her knees on my shoulders, her pussy hidden behind her panties right in front of my face. She seemed to loom above me, every inch the dominant goddess of my wildest dreams. Her breasts stood out proud from her chest, her beautiful face above them, framed by her cascading red hair, and those unforgettable glowing eyes that showed all the mischief and malice and excitement she had inside her.

Her thumbs slid under the waistband of her panties, pulling it away from her for a moment. Then, holding out two fingers, she ran them over the front of her underwear, teasing her own pussy. I gasped as I stared up at her, my mouth watering, craving her like nothing else, and the wild story she was telling only made it worse. Just like she had suspected it would.

“Yeah, he fingered this married pussy,” she went on, gyrating her hips just a little bit above me to tease me even further with what I couldn’t have. I raised my head, trying to reach her, but Anna skillfully kept herself just out of the way. She wanted me to hear everything she had to say.

“That’s the first man that’s been inside me other than you since we started dating,” she said in a voice that dripped with sadistic pleasure. “And you know what, honey? It felt just amazing. It felt so naughty, so bad, and yet so exciting at the same time. I couldn’t get enough. He made me cum, Rob. He made me cum right there in his car, just with his fingers.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, while she continued to move above me, swinging her hips from side to side and teasing me with her sex. As I watched, her two fingers slid inside her underwear, and just like that, my wife was touching herself right in front of me, just out of my reach.

“Did you – did you fuck him?” I managed to gasp. And again, Anna paused before answering, and that tiny little pause felt like an eternity to me as I waited for an answer I wasn’t at all sure I was ready for.

“No,” she finally said, and even as I heaved a sigh of relief, I felt a faint tinge of disappointment, too. As if there was no way out of this without feeling some kind of negative emotion. As if my conflicting desires meant that no matter what happened, I was going to feel bad about something.

“But I wanted to,” she said in a voice that dripped with seduction. And I watched helplessly from below as she began to pull her panties down. I could see the moisture of her pussy, see the juices of her arousal shining on her skin, and my cock throbbed with desperate passion.

“And afterward, he told me to wear something sexy to work tomorrow,” Anna said. “Even though I always do. My boss wants to fuck me, cuckold. And you know what? Tomorrow, I think I’m going to let him.”

I moaned again, and Anna moved on the bed, pulling her panties down and lifting one leg after the other so she could take them off. Then, straddling me again, she lowered her pussy down onto my face. The smell of her arousal was intoxicating, and I was so full of desire for her, I didn’t even question. Immediately, I stuck out my tongue, licking her straightaway, and above me, I heard my sexy, seductive, dangerous wife laugh.

“That’s right, lick it, cuck,” she said with an audible sneer in her voice. “Lick my pussy while I think about how my boss is going to fuck me tomorrow.”


21. Anna’s Latest Performance

One of the best – or worst, depending on how you look at it – things about what my wife does to me is that somehow, it’s always new. It never gets old. Because she never lets it. She’s forever coming up with new ways to tease me, new ways to drive me mad with her seemingly infinite desirability and my complete inability to do anything about it. As she betrayed me on vacation with another man, I found myself plunged into the white-hot heart of yet another new experience.

Of course, she couldn’t take all the credit for this one. This had been her boss’s idea, not hers. From my point of view, that made it even worse. Not just that he was such a big part of my sexual humiliation, but that he was now coming up with new ideas to mess with my relationship with Anna, and she was so gleefully going along with them.

But it was sexy. That was the undeniable truth, and in games like ours, that’s what matters most. It turned us both on so much to play like this, to play around with fear and desire and betrayal like we were, and in the end, that was all the justification we needed.

The hours passed with astonishing slowness, that weekend she was away. Maybe it should have been easier. Not having her around, flaunting that beautiful body in a succession of sexy outfits and reminding me of everything I couldn’t have, might’ve made it easier to deal with the fact I was locked in chastity, but it didn’t. As always, my thoughts centered around her, and every time my cock twinged, trying pointlessly to harden inside the device to which she held the only key, I was reminded of just why I was in the predicament I was in. I was my wife’s humble slave, and nothing was going to change that, and while she was off having a great time with one of the guys from work, I was trapped alone at home, pining for her.

Just like she wanted me to.

Because Anna kept me updated with a steady stream of pictures and videos to let me know what she was up to. There she was by the pool, soaking up the sun and the attention of not just Jason, but of every other red-blooded male in the vicinity. There the two of them were at a restaurant, enjoying incredible food with her dressed to the nines in dresses that showed far more than they hid and gave every impression of a woman who wanted nothing more than to get fucked. And of course, there were the bedroom scenes that she let me in on, the wild, passionate, uninhibited, and seemingly extremely regular sex she was having with a coworker who seemed unable to get enough. Not that I would have been any different in his position, of course. You’d have to be crazy to pass up the opportunity to have sex with a gorgeous slut like Anna.

But that didn’t make it any easier to take. That didn’t make it any easier to accept that their vacation seemed to be a constant circuit of the pool, the restaurant, the bar, and their room. They would wake up next to each other and have sex straightaway. Then at the pool, my endlessly flirtatious wife would get Jason’s blood flowing again, and either before or after lunch, they’d be back in their room, having sex. Then back to the pool, a few drinks, maybe dinner, and back to the room again for another night of wild pleasure. Yes, my wife kept me informed of all of it, kept my heart pounding in my chest with humiliation and desire, with the desperate longing for everything I couldn’t have.

For example:

it was early evening when I received a video call from her, and I knew what that meant. She was in a time zone a couple of hours ahead of me, so that dinner time for me was after dinner for her. As soon as I saw her picture on the screen telling me who was calling, I knew what I was in for. I knew why she was calling, especially why she was making a video call so that I could see everything that was going on. But I answered anyway. Because I had to, and also because I wanted to. Because I never could resist what I knew had to be bad for me.

“Hi, cuckie,” she said as I answered the phone. She was holding her own phone close to her face, and I could see that she was wearing her hair up, her red locks artfully piled behind her head and leaving a becoming strand hanging down on one side of her exquisite face. Her makeup was on the heavy side, as it usually was these days. No, there was nothing subtle about the way my wife looked these days. She wasn’t going for subtlety. She was going for maximum sex appeal at all times, and if anything, she was only getting better at it with time. Tonight was no exception. The lights in the hotel room were low, but I could still see how gorgeous she looked, and as always, it gave me a kind of shock to my system. We were never apart for long in our marriage, but any time we were, it seemed like my mental image of her was inadequate to compare to the real thing. Every time I saw her in real life, I was once again swept away by her beauty and her wild sex appeal, as if I had forgotten. My heart ached almost as much as my caged cock as I looked at her smiling face, knowing I was in for more torture.

“We just got back from dinner,” she said.

“How was it?”

“Delicious,” she smiled, and the way she said it carried this undertone of sensuality, of sexuality, a reminder of what an uninhibited pleasure seeker she had become. Or maybe that was my endless horniness talking. Anna could read out last year’s tax return, and the sound of her voice alone would send me into a trance of unstoppable desire.

“How do I look?”

As she spoke, she set her phone down on the bedside table, propping it up with something I couldn’t see. Then, once she had it angled way she wanted, she rose to her feet and took a couple of steps back. She was wearing a black dress, strapless, studded with sequins that sparkled and glittered with every move she made. As she turned on the spot, placing one hand on her out-thrusthip the way they do on the red carpet, and I admired her long legs that stretched out from under the high asymmetrical hem of the dress, the neat waistline that hugged her figure and accentuated her hourglass shape, and the inviting twin swells of her breasts in the top of the dress, bouncing and jiggling with every move she made. She turned around, smiling at the camera over her shoulder, letting me see the way her ass filled out the dress, the sparkling sequins making it even harder to look away from her than it would have been anyway. On her feet, she wore a pair of strappy stiletto high heels that made her legs look even longer and brought out the well-defined muscles under the flawless skin.

“You look incredible, Anna,” I said, telling nothing but the truth. But she laughed as if I had said something funny.

“Thank you, cuckie,” she said, turning to face the camera again. “I did pretty well, without you here to help me get ready. But at least I have a handsome, sexy man to help me get undressed.”

As if cued in by her words, Jason emerged from outside the frame of the camera. Maybe he had been in the bathroom again, preparing himself. Frankly, I didn’t really care. What mattered was that he was there now, and we all knew what that meant. As he stepped toward Anna, she turned toward him, her white teeth showing between her red lips as she smiled, and he slid his outstretched arms over her sparkling dress, around her narrow waist, pulling her toward him. She let it happen. Of course she did. And seeing her in another man’s arms was always a dagger to my heart, a hot spike of frustration and fury thrust into my heart. It only grew hotter as he leaned forward and kissed her, pressing his undeserving lips against hers. And she wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back with pure abandon, the heel of one foot lifted nearly off the floor as she did. There was real passion in the kiss, real connection, and ultimately, that was what scared me the most. The amount of sex the two of them were having on this trip meant that their bodies were always soaked in powerful hormones, and even though I trusted my wife not to fall in love, just as we had always agreed, there was always that fear that she might discover some emotion she couldn’t control. Then again, I thought with another wrench of my heart, if she was going to fall in love, it probably wouldn’t be with Jason, but with her boss, Trent.

Still, anyone watching them a kiss like that would think they were deeply in love with each other. Anyone who wasn’t Anna’s husband, that is. I knew – I hoped I knew – that whatever chemistry there was between them was purely sexual. What a wild and strange thing that was to hope about your wife and another man. But that was the position she put me in. That was the strange reality of the life we were living.

They kissed for a long time, and we all know where that leads. The phone managed to pick up the faint little noises Anna was making in her throat as their kiss continued, her passion rising by the second. But they didn’t go on this vacation just to make out. And Anna’s dress sparkled and shimmered as Jason’s hands moved over her body, sinking down from around her waist toward her perfect ass to pull her even tighter against him. Her dress rose even higher as he squeezed her buttocks, and I was practically drooling over the couple of extra inches of her legs it let me see, hungry for whatever I could get of her, no matter how much it hurt.

Jason lifted his lips from hers and began kissing her neck. And I knew what that did to her. She turned her head, looking with half-closed eyes directly at the camera, smiling all the while while he nuzzled against her. Loving what she was doing to me. Wanting to see the stricken look on my face as I watched her betray me once again, feeling the same raw and painful desire no matter how many times it happened. She looked so sexy in another man’s arms, it was hard to believe it was real. But that was really my wife standing there, with another man slowly kissing his way down her neck, over her collarbone, toward those incredible breasts.

Anna’s grin only grew wider as he nuzzled his face between those soft mounds, kissing all over her cleavage. She chuckled a little, flattered as always by male attention. I could have kissed those same breasts for days if she would let me, but that wasn’t what turned her on. What turned her on was doing this with someone else, anyone else, and making me watch and pine for her the way a prisoner can only stare at the sun through the bars of his cell.

Jason knew his role in this little drama, of course. It seemed hard to imagine that he didn’t know I was watching, but I didn’t think about that. My attention was all on my wife and what she was doing, what she was experiencing, as his hands reached behind her back and began to unzip her dress. The sequins shimmered like falling stars as the fabric slid off her body, dropping to the floor, leaving her standing in just her underwear and high heels in Jason’s arms. But I placed her hands gently on his chest, and gently pushed him away, keeping him not quite at arm’s length as she turned to face the camera again. As I looked at her, I felt another of those characteristic wrenches of my guts as I noticed all she was wearing was a bra.

“I didn’t wear any panties to dinner, cuckie,” she gloated. “With a skirt as short as that one, it was quite a thrill. I can’t promise that no one managed to get a glimpse of my pussy. I mean, plenty of guys were trying to get a look. But only one of them is going to get to fuck me tonight, and it’s not you.”

Giggling, she turned back to Jason, and he chuckled as well. So clearly, he did know all about how our marriage works now. The shame and disgrace I felt at that barely registered in the outrageous heat of my desire for Anna. I could deal with that later.

Stepping toward her again, Jason took her breasts in his hands and began kissing them again. But soon, I watched his hand slide down her body, over her narrow waist, over her bare hip, reaching between her legs. And I heard Anna gasp as he touched her pussy, rubbing his fingers over her wet mound.

She reached for the front of his pants, easily unbuckling his belt and unfastening the button, drawing down the zipper. She had had plenty of practice, after all. Like any good slut, she knew exactly how to get a man undressed in record time, and as Jason’s pants dropped to the floor, I watched her reach out and rub the visible outline of his cock through his boxer shorts. Groaning in pleasure, he ripped his own shirt off, throwing it carelessly to the side, then doing an undignified little shuffle from one foot to the other as he kicked off his shoes. All the while, his mouth was glued to Anna’s fabulous breasts, and all the while, she kept rubbing and squeezing his cock through the fabric of his underwear, the bulge of his erection growing visibly, almost by the second.

As Jason finally lifted his face from Anna’s cleavage, she smiled and stepped back. She pushed his boxer shorts down to the middle of his thighs, then reached out to take his cock in her hand. It was rising quickly, jutting upward from between his legs, thick and veiny and more than ready for what was to come. And as she stroked it, moving her hand in a slow twisting motion from base to tip and back again, she lifted one foot off the floor. Skillfully, Anna pressed her foot down on Jason’s underwear, pushing it to the floor and pinning it there so that he could step out of it easily, now completely undressed and ready for her to enjoy.

“Fuck, you have no idea how badly I want this thick cock inside me,” Anna said in a breathless little voice, and Jason chuckled.

“Sounds good to me,” he said, grinning like the cat that got the cream as my wife continued to rub his shaft. Then, she stepped toward the bed, still wearing her high heels that gave her a long-legged stride as she moved. She climbed onto the mattress, getting on her hands and knees, and that appealing strand of loose red hair hung down on the side of her face as she turned to look back at Jason over her shoulder.

“Get over here and fuck me in front of my husband then, big boy,” she said, with a teasing little smile I knew all too well on her face. And Jason didn’t hesitate. With his cock sticking out in front of him, rockhard as mine would have been if I was ever lucky enough to be in the same situation, he looked almost like it was pulling him along, a fleshy guided missile that dragged the rest of his body along behind.

Standing at the edge of the bed, he placed his hands on my wife’s hips. Still smiling giddily, she moved on the mattress, spreading her knees apart to make room for him, her high heels pointing back toward where I assumed the bathroom was, where Jason had emerged from at the start of this sexy little scene. And as he moved in behind her, his cock pointing up toward her pussy like it knew exactly where to go, I watched, my fingernails digging into my palms as I clenched my fists in impotent rage.

Anna moaned loudly as Jason slid his cock inside her. And maybe some of that volume was for effect, but then again, maybe not. It was abundantly clear to me that she really loved fucking this man, just as she loved fucking so many other men who weren’t me. She didn’t have the same animal attraction to Jason that she did to Trent, but in the moment, she seemed so turned on that anyone would have done. Except me. The swollen lips of her pussy spread apart, and Anna howled in pure pleasure, letting me know unforgettably just how good she felt.

She wasn’t the only one. I could see Jason’s fingers leaving tiny impressions in her firm skin as he gripped her hips tight, thrusting his cock deep inside her. In no time at all, he had lost himself in the moment, abandoning everything to the pleasure he was feeling. His movements became more rapid, his hips practically lunging forward as he drove his cock inside my wife, and she yelped and squealed, her loud moans getting louder and more rapid by the minute. That long strand of loose hair rocked rhythmically back-and-forth, matching the rhythm of their writhing bodies, the breathless music of their passion rising from the speakers of my phone to torment me all over again with everything I couldn’t have.

He was really giving it to her. He was really pounding my wife from behind, and she was loving every minute of it. As I watched, she lowered her head down onto her folded arms on top of the mattress, arching her back to take him even deeper inside. And her throaty moans of pleasure only got louder and louder, rising to what was for me an almost unbearable pitch.

I watched her cum. I knew the moment it happened, knowing my wife’s responses so well after so many years of marriage and now, so many extramarital adventures on her part. And seeing her cum never stopped being the most beautiful tease imaginable. Her whole body seemed to swell with her cry of ecstasy, the hot blood carrying pure joy through her veins as she screamed in absolute bliss. Waves of pain spread out from my chastity device as my cock tried uselessly to harden, as if that would do me any good. But even if they were actually right here, right in front of me, even if I was free from my cage, I knew it wouldn’t matter. Anna would never let me do to her what she was loving having Jason do. It was far more fun for her to make me watch.

With a long shuddering gasp, Anna slumped forward on the bed. Her face was still resting on her arms, still temporarily hidden from my view. But not for long. And even before she raised her face, even before I saw that wild gleam in her eyes, I had a feeling she wasn’t done. As insatiable as my wife was these days, one orgasm never seemed to be enough for her. She always wanted more, as addicted to it as I was to her, and I knew she wasn’t going to let this opportunity for pleasure pass without least one more wild explosion.

I was right. Anna gasped as Jason pulled his cock out, raising her head at last so that I could see the flush in her face from the pleasure he had given her. And her eyes were shining in that special way they had when she got like this, when she got completely caught up in her own dominant sexuality and her endless quest for pure pleasure. She raised herself up again on her hands and knees, then turned, sitting down on the mattress, her breasts rising and falling in the bra she still wore, her pussy shining with the juices of her pleasure. She looked tired, but I knew she wasn’t done. My wife wasn’t the type to leave any guy who wasn’t her husband without an unforgettable orgasm.

“I’ve got an idea,” she said. “Get into bed.”

And she patted the mattress beside her to encourage Jason. Not that he needed it. Grinning, he sat down right where she wanted, clearly anticipating lots more pleasure to come.

Anna rose from the bed. She was still wearing her high heels, and I could see the way her legs trembled with every step she took, her muscles tired from the force of her orgasm. But she pushed herself onward, moving across the room and disappearing for a moment from my sight. That was awful in its own way, as if I had been left alone in the room with Jason, the man who had just fucked my wife. I tried not to look at him, but with the way the camera was angled, it was difficult. He didn’t look over at me even once.

Mercifully, Anna soon reappeared. She was holding something in her hands, and as she stood in front of Jason, my heart leaped. It was a belt. And I had seen my wife do things like this often enough to think I could guess what happened next.

“Give me your hands,” she said softly to Jason, turning that winning smile on him that I knew could get a man to do just about anything.

“Why?” He said suspiciously. But he was still grinning, still erect, still totally turned on by her and completely under her spell.

“Because I want to try something,” she said.

“Are you serious?”

“Why not?” Anna said. “I do this all the time. I’ll make it worth your while, I promise.”

Jason was no match for her. He held out his hands, his fists closed, his wrists together. And Anna looped the belt, then slipped it over his arms, binding them together as she pulled the belt tight. Then, she slowly climbed on top of him, pushing him down onto the mattress.

He squirmed to position himself where she wanted him, right in the middle of the bed, and she tucked the end of the belt in behind the hotel room headboard. It wouldn’t really hold him if he struggled; my experiences with her bondage had taught me that. But something told me he wasn’t going to struggle. Something told me that, tied up or not, Anna was going to give him everything he wanted. It was so different when she tied me up, with the very real and very effective purpose of immobilizing me completely. This was just a fun game a couple might play, splashing around in the shallow end. Nothing like what she did to me. And yet, I felt some strange new flavor of jealousy to see her tie up another man. As if she was taking away yet one more thing that had been ours, between the two of us, something she didn’t do with anyone else.

With Jason lying in the center of the bed, his hands raised above his head toward the headboard, Anna moved. On her knees, she shifted down toward the center of the bed, and I got another delightful glimpse of the shining lips of her pussy as she threw one leg over him. Reaching down, she took his cock in her hand, guiding it into herself. And she sighed with pleasure as she sat down, her breasts bouncing just a little in the bra she still wore, her face shining with delight as she felt him filling her up again.

“This cock feels so good,” she groaned, and her eyes flashed as she looked directly at the camera, smiling at me. “Are you enjoying your holiday with the office slut so far, Jason?”

“Yeah, I’m loving this,” Jason said, and Anna laughed.

“Good. The top salesman in the company deserves a little pleasure, doesn’t he? I just think. Maybe Trent will run the competition again, you’ll get to use me like this next month, as well.”

“I fucking hope so,” Jason said.

“You know what? So do I,” Anna said in her most seductive voice, in full-on sex kitten mode now. “This has been a great holiday, and you have an amazing cock. Now, lie back and let the office slut take care of you.”

Jason groaned, laying his head back on the mattress behind him as Anna went to work. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on his chest, running her fingernails over the skin. At the same time, she bucked her hips, bouncing up and down on her knees as she rode his cock. Slowly, at first, but not for long. Soon, her excitement got the better of her. Her breasts bounced and jiggled in the bra, threatening to spill out at any moment, as she moved on top of him more frantically, more greedily, hungry for the pleasure she had already had but could never get enough of.

A series of moans escaped her red lips. And beneath her, Jason was moaning too. And as Anna sat back, lifting her hands off his chest to grip her own thighs as she gyrated above him, I knew I had the best view in the house. My wife’s entire body on display, from her youthful face frozen in a mask of ecstasy to her bouncing breasts to her pussy spread apart by the cock of another man. The best view of anyone, I suppose, except Jason himself. And that, of course, was the point.

Anna rode up and down on top of Jason’s cock, her movements getting faster and faster, his cock plunging as deep inside her as it was possible to go. They were both moaning and groaning, the walls of the hotel room ringing with the noise of their sex.

“Cum inside me, Jason !” I heard my wife yell, and I cringed at the pure humiliation of it all. “Cum inside my married pussy and show me how much you love fucking this slut.”

And as Jason let out a yell loud yell, so did my wife. For a moment, she froze on top of him, her eyes closed, her breasts heaving as she panted. And then, as she felt the explosion of his cum inside her, she opened her eyes and smiled at me.

Leaning forward, she rested her arms on Jason’s chest and reached out toward the phone. She inched closer, and her beautiful face, flushed with pleasure, filled the whole frame of the camera.

“Night night, cuckie,” she said. And then she tapped her finger on the screen, and was gone, leaving me alone with nothing but my rage and humiliation and desperate desire that nothing could alleviate.


22. She Makes Him A Cuck

Getting Anna ready for work in the morning was always an interesting experience, to put it mildly. Back then, it was a relatively new development for us, and while it was mainly her idea, I couldn’t give her all the credit. In a way, it seemed like we had just fallen into it, like it was so obvious that we didn’t even need to discuss it. It drove me wild with excitement, of course. Just touching her body was enough to do that, and the longer she kept me in chastity, the more powerful that affect became. She knew that, too. I had noticed that my releases were getting further and further apart, and Anna herself had mentioned it with her typical little giggle of joy. As if she had finally come to fully accept the unbelievable power she had, knowing there was absolutely nothing I could do to resist her.

And then, of course, there were the outfits.

She didn’t always take my advice on what to wear, but she did seem to value my input, if only because it helped her remember just how much this frustrated me. The things she wore to the office were originally intended to turn me on, designed to suit my taste. But when she realized the effect they had on the guy she worked with, there was a subtle shift. Not that it mattered much, ultimately. My tastes aren’t that unique. I love to see my wife in revealing clothing, and she has a perfect hourglass figure that’s simply made for tight dresses and short skirts, ideally accentuated by high heels to make her sway provocatively with every step she takes. I don’t know many guys who wouldn’t like that. I don’t know any guys who could resist Anna in full seduction mode, dressed up like the office slut she seemed destined to become. And as much of a pleasure as it was touching her body, as thrilling as it was to see her in her sexy clothes, it was an enormous frustration to know that it was no longer even just for my benefit. And that while she was at the office, looking like the goddess I knew she was, I would be at my own work, horny and frustrated and dreaming of her.

But that day, these conflicting feelings were even more intense. Because Anna had made it clear that she was intending to finally, officially make me her cuckold. And even though I had so many doubts and fears about that, even though the thought made my heart pound every time it crossed my mind, I couldn’t find it in myself to argue with her.

After all, this was what I wanted. What some part of me had wanted, anyway. All those times I looked at filthy cuckold porn online, fantasizing about my wife being as wild and promiscuous as the women on screen, without ever really believing it would happen. The reality, I was finding, was very different. The feelings were so intense, the shame and doubt so much greater than I would ever have imagined. But in its own way, so was the pleasure. Anna had given me an orgasm the night before, and I was still living off the memory of that increasingly rare treat. Even if, in some ways, it made things worse. Anna herself had noticed that the longer I went without sex, the hornier I got, and the hornier I got, the more submissive I became. Now, with my balls so recently drained, I was feeling more defiant than I had been for a while. But at the same time, maybe not defiant enough to actually stop her.

Certainly, my cock was aching as it pressed itself against the chastity cage, as if last night’s orgasm had never happened. Waking up next to Hannah was enough all by itself to ignite that fire of lust inside me again, let alone what I knew she was planning, what I knew she wanted me to do. And Anna was as teasing as she had ever been, knowing that getting me worked up was the key to everything she intended to do. She pulled out all the stops.

“Come on, cuck,” she said, almost as soon as we woke up that morning. “You need to help me get ready.”

And maybe I was a little numb from it all, but I didn’t protest. I stumbled out of bed, following my wicked wife to the bathroom, watching as she shed the T-shirt she had slept in and stepped into the shower. Turning her radiant smile on me, she crooked her finger, beckoning me inside. Shedding my own underwear, I stepped into the shower, and Anna chuckled under her breath as she reached out and took hold of my caged cock, running a thumb over it.

“Wasn’t it nice of me to let you cum last night?”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said, making her laugh again. We both knew all too well the unspoken threat behind her words, the source of all her power. If I didn’t bow down to her enthusiastically enough, if I didn’t let her do whatever she wanted, it could be a very long time before she let me cum again. And even though it hadn’t been very long since my last orgasm, at least by the new standards of our relationship, I knew better than to push my luck. My wife had revealed unexpected depths of cruelty and malice over the last few weeks, and her willingness to make me suffer, the sadistic pleasure she took in it, only seemed to grow with each passing day.

“Yeah, it was,” she said. “But you shouldn’t get used to it. It’s a reward for good behavior. And once I start fucking my boss… Well, I’m not going to need you for that at all, am I? I mean, really, I can keep you locked up forever since I’m getting action somewhere else. Imagine that. My little chastity boy, permanently horny, permanently frustrated, while I’m having sex with my boss.”

“Please don’t do that, Mistress Anna.”

Anna tipped her head back, her laughter loud in the small space of the shower. The water cascaded over her red hair, plastering the strands to her shoulders and neck.

“Don’t do what? Don’t keep you locked up forever?”

“Don’t… Don’t have sex with your boss.”

Her laughter seemed to freeze in the air. The joyful expression fell from her face so quickly it was like it had never existed, and her green eyes bored into mine now. For a moment, the only sound was that of the water running in the shower as she studied my face, as if what I had said had caught her by surprise.

“Are you serious?”

When she finally spoke, her voice was soft. Not for the first time, I had the sense that in some ways, dominatrix Anna, the Anna who ruled me and my sex life completely, was at least in part a persona that she put on. It’s not that it wasn’t real; it’s just that it wasn’t the full reality. Lately, of course, that dominant side of my wife was almost the only one I had seen. But that didn’t mean the soft, caring, loving side of her no longer existed. And I was reminded of that now, as she stood in front of me in the shower, a look of concern on her pretty face.

“Yes. No. I don’t know.”

“Rob… Jesus.”

“Look, Anna, it’s…”

“No.”

She spoke firmly, and there was a green blaze in her eyes now as she turned them again on me. “Don’t say anything else. Not yet. You know what? Get out of here. Let me finish showering, and we’ll talk about this.”

“Anna…”

“Go.”

She didn’t yell. She didn’t scream. She didn’t even seem angry, as far as I could tell. She just seemed serious. Determined, maybe. Not knowing what to do, barely even knowing anymore what I felt or what I wanted, I stepped out of the shower and quickly dried myself. As I walked out of the bathroom, Anna was soaping herself up, no longer being playful and seductive about it, but instead going about a necessary task. That didn’t stop the glimpse I had of her naked body covered in suds from being incredibly erotic to me, of course. Again, my cock ached inside its steel cage, but I knew better than to hang around, no matter how tempting it was. Heading to the bedroom, I sat down on the bed, waiting for her. Without anything better to do, I put on my own clothes, listening to the water in the shower stop when I was fully dressed. It was still a long while before Anna appeared. When she did, I saw why. She had applied her makeup, making herself look even more unbelievably gorgeous. And it wasn’t office makeup, either. Hannah had done up her face as if she were going on a date, not going to work. I couldn’t help reflecting on what that meant.

Dressed in only a towel that barely covered her lovely body, she sat down on the sofa beside me. She took a big breath that made her breasts rise and fall underneath the towel wrapped around her, then let it out. When she placed her hand on my leg, I almost jumped. And when she turned that gorgeous face on me again, I could see the faint hopeful smile on her lips.

“Can we talk seriously for a minute?” she said. “No kinky stuff. No mistress. Just you and me.”

“Sure,” I said. “But it’s kind of hard when I’m locked up like this.”

Anna tightened her lips, just slightly. Then, as if she had made a sudden decision, she stood up from her spot on the bed. In a couple of steps, she crossed the room to her side table and pulled open the drawer. Pulling out a small key, she tossed it toward me, and I caught it in my lap. I stared down at it, recognizing it instantly. Such a small thing that gave her such tremendous power over me. The key to my chastity, sitting now between my hands, right by the cock my wife had taken control of.

“Then take it off, if you want.”

Crossing the room again, she sat down beside me again.

“You want me to?”

“That’s not the point, Rob,” she said, shaking her head. “Look, I think we both know how this works. You like not having a choice. You like that I do these things to you, and we both like the idea that I can control you like that, can make you do things you don’t want to do. But there’s not wanting to do something, and then there’s really not wanting to do it. I want you to be absolutely sure, absolutely certain, of whether this is something you don’t want me to do, or something you really don’t want me to do. Because there’s a lot riding on that decision.”

“How do you mean?” I asked, staring down at the key in my lap as I spoke. I noticed, as if I was watching from the outside, as if I had no input on the situation I was in at all, that I hadn’t yet picked the key up or tried to unlock myself.

Anna breathed out.

“Okay,” she said. “Remember why we started this. You were the one who was looking at porn. You were the one who was turned on by all this cuckold stuff, not me. In fact, when I found out, I thought it was really weird. I guess it is. But now I’ve seen what’s in it for me. Rob, you know we’ve had the best sex of our lives since we started doing this.”

“Yeah,” I said dully. There was no denying that.

“And frankly, baby,” she said, entwining the fingers of her right hand between the fingers of my left one and squeezing as she spoke, “I’ve seen what’s in this for me, and I like it. Rob, I love you. I love you more than anything, and the thought of ever losing you makes me sick to my stomach. I don’t ever want to do anything that could possibly jeopardize our relationship.”

“Me neither.”

“Good. Then we need to be certain about this, honey. Before I do something we can’t take back.”

“Having sex with Trent, you mean.”

“Yeah,” Anna said softly, a shy smile reappearing on her face. “Look, what happened, happened. He fingered me in his car yesterday, and I can’t undo that. But I can tell him that it stops there. That I’m not going any further. Hell, if I have to, I’ll find another job. I don’t care about that, not really. I’ve been having a lot of fun at the office lately, teasing all the guys, but I don’t have to do that. Ever again, if you don’t want me to.”

I stared at her in a kind of dumb astonishment. It’s not like I didn’t know she had this side to her. After all, we had been married for years, and it wasn’t just her incredible looks I fell in love with. It was her big heart, her sensitivity, her emotional intelligence. Now, she was having to use all those attributes, risky as they might be, to get to the heart of the situation we found ourselves in. Because if she had been more like me, more repressed, more conflicted, maybe none of this would ever have happened. Or maybe it would’ve happened in the wrong way, driving a wedge between us and torpedoing the most important relationship of my life. This is how we make each other better. Anna is strong exactly where I’m weak.

“But it’s up to you,” she went on. “You can’t behind hide behind me this time, and pretend you have no say in anything. I like being your Mistress, and I like that everything is usually up to me. But this has to be mutual. Maybe the last mutual decision we ever make,” she added, her smile a little broader this time. “You have to decide what you want. Do you want your fantasies to stay just that, fantasies? Or do you want to live a life that, yeah, is going to be really difficult at times for you? But I think we both know it’s never going to be boring, is it?”

In the silence of our bedroom, you could have heard a pin drop. My heart was beating so hard in my chest I felt like maybe Anna could hear it in the silence that followed her little speech. My head was spinning, my typical confusion stronger than ever. It felt terrible to have to decide. It was maybe the first time I fully glimpsed just how Anna’s dominance of me paradoxically made me free, how she freed me from responsibility by calling all the shots. It was an aspect of this submission I had never really considered before. I had never really thought about what this game was like for her. In my head, my cuckold fantasies seemed like something anyone would want. The ability to have wild, no strings attached sex with whoever she wanted while her devoted husband submitted to her whims completely. But now Anna was making me see that for all her cruelties, for all her bossiness, deep down, she was doing it all for me. It might sound strange to talk about love while my cock was still raging inside the chastity that symbolized her ownership of me, the responsibility for myself I was so eager to get rid of. But my heart was throbbing just as much inside my chest, my newfound love for my wife washing over me and astounding me with the hidden depths of the woman I had married.

I thought about it. I thought about it harder than I felt I had thought about anything in my life up to that point. And Anna waited patiently, putting no pressure on me. She just sat beside me, holding my hand, her beautiful green eyes on the floor now while she waited for my response.

I wanted her so badly. Maybe we could go back to what we had had before, back to having regular sex with a woman more beautiful than I had any right to even touch. I would be mad to give that up, wouldn’t I?

But the past few weeks, if they had taught us nothing else, had taught us that desire has its own strange logic, its own inexplicable pathways. A beautiful thing can always be more beautiful. But sometimes, in order to be everything it can be, it needs to get a lot darker. These games of desire and betrayal were undoubtedly dangerous, and we were on the verge of finding out for ourselves just how dangerous they were. But that was what made them exciting, in the end. That’s what makes life worth living, the fact that it matters. You play for keeps or you don’t play at all.

With my free hand, I picked up the key from where it sat in my lap. Anna raised her head, her red hair dry now, raising her eyebrows without saying a word as she waited to see what I would decide.

Reaching across her body, I pressed the key into the palm of her other hand. Then, I closed her fingers over it.

“Really? Rob, are you sure about this?”

“No,” I admitted. “I’m not. But I do know that you’ve never been sexier than you’ve been these past few weeks. And I’m not sure we’ve ever been happier. And the thought of you with another man makes me sick. It makes me feel like I can’t breathe. But it makes me so fucking excited, Hannah, I can’t even stand it. You’re a goddess. I want you to be happy, and I want me to be happy. And I don’t want you to fuck your boss. But I want to be your cuckold. I don’t know if that makes sense, but it’s the way I feel.”

For a long moment, my wife said nothing. She just looked at me with those unbelievably green, astonishingly beautiful eyes. Her lips were pressed together as if she were trying to hold back what she wanted to say. But after a while, I realized that wasn’t it. She was trying, without much success, not to smile. But I could see it there in her eyes, as clear as day. And as she finally let go of her grip on herself, the smile that spread across her gorgeous face was absolutely beautiful.

“Oh my God, Rob, I can’t believe this,” she said, shaking her head again. “I mean, it’s awesome. It’s going to be so much fun. I can’t believe you’re letting me do this.”

I cringed as she spoke.

“I don’t want to think of it like that,” I said.

“Oh. Right. Of course. I have to make you, don’t I?”

“Yes,” I said uncertainly.

Anna seemed to come into her power all at once. Releasing her grip on my hand, she sprang up from the bed, turning to face me in nothing but a towel and staring me down like the goddess she wants.

“In that case, cuck, get down on your fucking knees,” she ordered, the smile vanishing from her face as she pointed to the floor. “Get down on your knees in front of your goddess and tell me how much I deserve to fuck my boss.”

I gazed up at her in astonishment. Her face might be serious, but I still see the glitter of joy in her eyes, the smile that showed only there and not on her lips. Not like it was a joke, exactly; it was way too serious for that. It was more like a glimpse of the woman I had married underneath the gorgeous façade of the dominatrix she had recently become. And I immediately realized that the two of them together, the loving wife and the demanding mistress, were more irresistibly attractive than either of them could possibly have been apart. My heart was full, and my cock was straining desperately in the chastity I had refused to remove as I slid off the bed and sank down to kneel at my wife’s feet, dressed in my work clothes with her in nothing but a towel.

“Mistress Anna,” I said, staring for now at her feet, unable to meet those blazing eyes of hers, “you deserve to fuck another man.”

“Damn right I do,” she said smugly. “Now, Trent told me to look sexy for him, and that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I want to look so fuckable, he can’t resist me. I’m going to officially make you my cuck today, honey, and it’s a special occasion, so let’s get me dressed up right. Go to my closet and choose something really sexy for me to wear. Something you wouldn’t be able to resist me in. Something you’re going to be thinking about me wearing all day while I’m getting nailed by Trent.”

Finally, I raised my eyes from the floor to look up at her. She was smiling openly now, intoxicated by her own power, just as I was. Rising to my feet, I stepped past her and walked toward her closet, feeling her eyes on me the whole time as she stood there in nothing but a towel.

Anna had a lot of sexy clothes. More than ever these days, since she had started dressing so provocatively for work. One hanger after another slid on the rod of the closet as I went through her clothes, trying my best to follow her instructions. There was no point, I knew, trying to stop her looking good. Anna would look incredible wearing a flower sack. Still, I knew I was being the architect of my own misfortune, my own teasing and frustration, as I pulled a dress out of the closet.

It wasn’t a work dress, that was for sure. It was a beautiful black silk number with boning in the bodice that would shape her torso and push her breasts high on her chest, almost like a corset. And as I carried it over to my waiting wife, she grinned at me, happy with my choice.

“Fuck yeah,” she breathed. “That’s a good one. Here, put it down on the bed and get me a strapless bra and thong.”

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said. And I did as told. I set the dress down on the bed and moved to Anna’s dresser, rummaging through her underwear to find what she had ordered me to get. As I carried the underwear back across the bedroom, she unfastened her towel and let it drop to the floor, and my eyes moved over her body, taking in her naked beauty while she stood in front of me.

“What are you waiting for, cuck? Get me dressed for him.”

It’s impossible to describe the feelings I had as I circled around behind Anna, maneuvering her big breasts into the strapless bra and fastening it behind her back. It was the opposite of what I wanted to do, in a way. She looked so radiant in her nudity, so desirable, and she was still holding the key to my chastity in her hand. Doubts and fears nagged at me as I questioned my decision to surrender power to her completely, as I wondered whether it wasn’t too late to take it back. But I didn’t do it.

Instead, I circled around in front of her again and once again dropped to my knees. Chuckling under her breath, Anna raised one foot, letting me slide her panties on, then doing the same with the other. Reluctantly, I pulled her underwear up her gorgeous body, pulling the thong up until it disappeared between the cheeks of her ass. The dress, I knew, was tight enough that if she wore any other type of underwear, her panty line which show.

“Now the dress,” Hannah said softly. And I rose to my feet, taking the sexy black dress off the mattress before unzipping it and holding it out in front of her.

Anna placed one hand on my shoulder for balance as she stepped into the dress. I pulled it up her body, circling around behind her as I zipped it up in the back. It clung to her every curve, the silky fabric shining radiantly as it tightened around her. She wiggled inside it, just get it conformed to her body, looking thrillingly gorgeous, just as I knew she would.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now get me that black blazer to make it a little bit more conservative. Trent will just take it off soon enough anyway. Oh, and some shoes. Some real come-fuck-me shoes so he knows I’m ready for him.”

Without saying a word, I moved back to her closet. Anna watched me go as I took the blazer she wanted off the hanger and draped it over my arm. Then, as I looked through her collection of shoes, I saw the patent leather high-heels we bought at the start of this journey, so full of doubts and excitement, just as we were now. Somehow, it seemed fitting. Besides, they were still some of the sexiest shoes she owned.

I carried the items back toward my wife. I handed her the blazer, and she pulled it on. Then, I kneeled at her feet again, sliding her shoes on one by one and zipping them up. Standing above me, she looked like sex incarnate, the black blazer making the provocative outfit only a little bit more acceptable in an office setting. She still looked every inch exactly what she wanted to be, the office slut. The boss’s personal sex toy. My wife, about to become the plaything of another man. And it made me want to worship her.

Without prompting, I bowed down to the floor at her feet. Anna burst out laughing as I kissed the shiny toe of one boot, then the other. With her hands on her hips, she watched me grovel in front of her with an amused expression on her face.

“Such a good little slave boy,” she smirked as I straightened up again. “Now, take one last look at your wife as I walk out the door. Because the next time you see me, I’ll have fucked another man, and you’ll officially be my cuckold. Forever.”
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