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He’s
clearly nervous … very nervous.


I never know how far he wants me to take it, but when I
start having fun with it, sometimes I become less cognizant of how he’s doing,
and from the look in his eyes, I’d challenge that occasionally that helps to make
it even better…


Walking into a lingerie store at the mall has an entirely
different emotion than it does in any other circumstance, and when I look over
at him for signs, I can already see his mind reeling at all of the
possibilities.


Stepping almost but not quite out of earshot, I approach one
of the salesgirls and tell her that I’m looking for something special …
something for a date. I know that the words seem fairly innocent even
for a married couple, but he knows that’s not what I mean and as we pass
by racks of silk and lace, I can tell that his mind is filled with thoughts of
me wearing these things for another suitor…


At first it’s a bit awkward – shopping for intimates under
the fantasy that you’re not buying them for your spouse, but instead for
another man, but I do my best to let his imagination take the driver’s seat and
the occasionally supplement it with commentary of my own. I try to treat him
not as my husband, but as one of my girlfriends, with comments like, “This
is cute…” and “Do you think that he would find this sexy?”


I know that it really blows his mind when I refer to our
fictitious bull by a real name – telling him that “Brian would really love
this!” can have a very powerful effect and I try to work up the courage to
do it more often because admittedly the name dropping sometimes manages to send
a chill down my own spine, too.


We settled on classic sex kitten – a sheer and skimpy bra
and panty set that does wonders to spark the imagination, followed by a pair of
long, black stockings and a garter belt to hold them up. Standing back as I
watched him pay for the outfit him, I thought about how humiliating it would be
for a man to actually be forced to buy lingerie that his wife would wear
exclusively with another man, and I must admit that it’s kind of hot. Without
saying a word, I think he picked up on the smirk on my face from the thought,
and his reaction made me glad that I thought of it.


Next we began wandering through various boutiques to find me
a little black dress to wear over my new lingerie. We walked through several
stores before anything really jumped out, and then like magic, one caught my
eye that I knew was just absolutely perfect…


My husband has a leather fetish in a big, bad way, and the
few pieces that we already own he practically idolizes. Looking at the tag, I
recognized that it was really expensive, but I also understood that the
cost might very well have still been worth it. As I called him over, I asked if
he saw anything that he liked, and my eyes darted over to the short, leather
dress, curious whether he’s actually noticed it or not. He had, but I could
tell that he was afraid to say it, so as he pretended to gloss over it and
continue randomly scanning the room, I innocuously took the hanger off the
display and casually asked as if I too was seeing it for the first time, “What
about this one?”


I already knew the answer to my question, but I enjoy
watching him fight his anxiety as this fantasy of his proceeds to grow. I know
that the idea of me wearing the dress that he would love to hold and touch, and
then specifically forbidding it in lieu of another is incredibly alluring,
and I can read the conflict on his face as he wants to reach out and touch it,
but secretly also wants me to tell him that he’s not allowed.


The heavy leather felt surprisingly cool against my
fingertips, and I could only imagine what it would feel like tight against my
body. I forgot about him for a while and I considered just how sexy the dress
would look with my new lingerie and the perfect pair of heels, and I knew that if
I wanted to impress another man, this ensemble would certainly do the
trick. As I glance back at my timid husband who’s very overwhelmed by the new
prospect, the denial aspect flared up and I couldn’t deny that the thought of
dressing for another man … fictitious as he may be … made me feel very
naughty and horny.


Not daring to make such an expensive
purchase without first trying it on, I turned my back on my husband and left
him to wander as I approached one of the girls to inquire about a changing
room. A young blonde asked if I needed anything to try with it, to which I
responded a pair of 5” heels just to see the height. Following me into an empty
changing room, she eagerly showed that the dress was nearly a perfect fit
against my body type and helped to lace up the back so that the supple leather
even further enhanced my figure.


Examining my new look in the mirror
after she slipped the open-toed stilettos onto my feet, I found me getting
wound up in the fantasy myself as my mind drifted to telling my husband that he’s
not allowed to touch me in such a decadent ensemble, and I started to get
off on the idea of using his fetish against him to push the experience even
deeper. As I thought about a random pair of hands holding me tight around my
leather-clad waist that aren’t his, the attendant asked if she should
get him so that he could have a look, to which I haughtily replied, “No,
that won’t be necessary – this isn’t for him…” which caused her to blush.


At that moment I kind of wanted
her to make another comment so that I could joke about wanting to look good
for my date or perhaps something even more naughty, but instead she just
quietly waited until I was done with the mirror before helping me back out of
the dress and ultimately carrying it up to the counter and wrapping it up for
my husband to pay for…


On one hand, I was a little shocked
at the price and felt bad about spending so much money, but not only was seeing
the reaction itself building just priceless, but for some reason unknown to me
it seemed to intensify even further the more money that he spent on me.
Ultimately I knew that we could afford it so I kind of forced myself to
overcome it, even hinting at more stuff along the way that he could buy me to
better complete “my new look...”



 	New makeup,
     which gave me the chance to experiment with some more provocative shades
     that one can pull off when they’re wearing a leather dress.

 	An
     expensive, leather handbag that had sort of a bondage-vibe to it
     with black leather and studs, and that I proceeded to further supplement
     at a later stop by filling it with a variety of condoms and a pair of
     handcuffs from the sex store.

 	A manicure
     and pedicure, which eventually evolved into a new hairstyle as well that
     ended up taking a couple of hours to complete and gave me time to send my
     husband on a little mission while I enjoyed my pampering…




After telling him that my hair and nails would take a good
2-3 hours, adding on playfully in front of the stylist with a wink that “I
wanted to look sexy for my man,” I explained to him that he was to take the
next couple of hours while I was occupied to find me a gift … a tribute. I
told him that he had plenty of time to browse the entire mall before making a
selection, and also that he wasn’t to go back to the car to drop off the
bags that he already had, as I thought the notion of him carrying my
wardrobe for another man around with him was kind of alluring!


Once he went on his way, I spent some time with my stylist
trying to find just the right styles that would complement the new persona that
I was building, even getting a little more brave and citing that I wanted
something that would attract the attention of more than just my husband. We
found a couple of options that we both agreed were quite adventurous,
and then after telling her about the new dress, I threw caution to the wind and
just told her to pick whichever ones would go the best and let her do her
thing…


While she catered to my fingers and toes as I sat back in
the humming massage chair, I tried to make a conscious effort to get inside the
head of my character to see what other inspiration I could draw, and
surprisingly as the complimentary glass of wine slowly drained and I thought
more about the dress and the lingerie and even the notion of
being pampered for someone, that’s when my juices really started to flow
as I felt myself begin to cut loose and to some extent let my own fantasies
rise up to meet my husband’s.


I thought about how much fun it always was preparing for
dates before I had married my husband, and how exciting the thrill of
getting all sexed up for someone new had been.


I thought about that first date … and the first kiss … and
the first fuck, and the animalistic excitement of being thrown up
against a wall before feeling a brand new cock penetrate you for the
very first time.


I thought about my imaginary lover, Brian, and who he
might resemble in real life. I imagined what we might look like together, and
how he would hold me, and how my lips would slip effortlessly around his
when he leaned in to kiss me.


As my fantasies swirled, I noticed Brian slowly
taking the form of a guy that I had been with on and off throughout college – Alex.
Although we never officially dated, we hung out a lot and had sex,
and the sex that we had was amazing! It could’ve been said that he was using
me for sex, but the truth was that we were probably using each other for
sex, and honestly I think not having a relationship removed any
inhibitions when we were alone together…


I never could tell Alex no – that was my one weakness with
him, even when my parents were in town to visit and he insisted that I blow him
in the bathroom while they were waiting to take me out to dinner!


I imagined getting a call out of the blue from Alex, and him
wanting to meet up with me for coffee somewhere one afternoon. I didn’t tell my
husband because I honestly thought that it would be innocent, but the moment I
saw him it was like the rest of my world just faded into the background. As our
conversation continued, he began to stare at my wedding ring, but he never
asked a word about my marriage and I never offered up anything, and before I
knew it he was sitting much closer to me and he was calmly stroking my hand
with his fingers, occasionally even brushing up against the ring as if it were
nothing more than ornamental on my left ring finger.


He finally mentioned that he had something he wanted to show
me back at his apartment which was nearby, and knowing exactly what I was
getting myself into, I imagined telling myself about my husband’s fetish
in reassurance, and by the time we were rounding the block to his place, I had
my fingers intertwined with his like a giddy college girl being led to a
secluded place to fuck…


We were barely even in the door before I had my tongue in
his mouth and my panties were left on the floor. In between lust-filled kisses,
I asked what he had wanted to show me, which prompted him to lead me to
a back bedroom where he had setup a leather fuck swing that brought back
all sorts of blissful, kinky memories. He didn’t even have to say a word
– one second my dress was coming over my head and the next I was laying back on
the hanging, leather pad while he attached my wrists and ankles to cuffs that
spread my pussy in a very open and unabashed pose! 


Having such a submissive husband, I hadn’t really had the
chance to be submissive myself since I had met him, and so as my fantasy
plowed forward I felt myself laid back and wet as can be when Alex
aggressively shoved his cock inside me without even wearing a condom and began
to fuck me like I was single…


My heart must’ve been racing so loud that the stylist
could’ve heard it as I was nearly unable to sit in the chair a moment longer
without touching myself. ‘This is for Alex … this is all for Alex,’ I
thought with a smirk as I absorbed my transformation that was taking place that
very day. After hours of primping and perfecting in the salon, my husband would
take me home where I would slip into the lingerie and sexy, leather dress that
he had bought me. Even more time in front of the mirror to do my makeup to the
utmost perfection, I would remind my hubby that I only fucked real men before
making him drive me himself to where I was to meet Alex for our night out.


Alex would be all dressed up in a suit and tie, and I would
pull him close with his tie and give him a taste of my eagerness before my
husband was even able to drive away. As the night progressed and Alex and I
grew more and more amorous in public, many would see my ring and assume that I was
his wife. Eventually we’d retire back to a room at a five-star hotel
that he had reserved just for us, and now that he’d be done sufficiently
feeling me up through my dress, it would come off and go in the corner before
he tied me to the bed and gave me the best orgasms of my life.


Halfway through the night and in between orgasms, he’d start
asking racy questions about my marriage and what kind of wife would fuck
around on her husband, and in the heat of the moment I’d boast that he
wanted me to, and that would just fuel his rant all the more, which
eventually would shift into amusement as I’d join in with him, laughing
about how inadequate my husband was and how I hadn’t had a proper
fucking since college. And we’d both share in getting off on my husband’s
humiliation, with Alex grabbing his phone to take photos of my used and
abused pussy that had just been stretched by a real cock, and me
being eager to take it any way he could give it to me as I fetishized my
husband’s infatuation for my own infidelity…


I was a new woman by the time my husband walked up to pay
for my services just as the stylist was ringing me up. My mind was wonderfully
clouded with thoughts of Alex’s cock fucking me over and over, and for the
first time I did all that I could do to embrace those emotions as I
walked in the direction of the most expensive shoe store in the mall with my
cuckold husband carrying my bags in tow…


When the saleslady asked what I was looking for, I didn’t
hold back an ounce as I whispered between the two of us, “Something to catch
a guy’s eye from across the room – the kind of shoes a girl gets fucked in!”
Surprised but intrigued by my bluntness, the girl who was about my age
led us back to a series of displays featuring a variety of shiny, patent
leather spikes. After unzipping the garment bag to show her the exquisite
leather dress, she immediately popped in the back and returned with the perfect
pair of stiletto sandals that fit like a glove when she slipped them onto my
eager feet.


“Wow – you must be planning quite the night out tonight!”
she remarked as we were admiring the $700 designer shoes on my feet.


“Yes, I’m looking to rekindle an old flame,” I
quipped back, catching my husband in the corner of my eye, “and I want to
make sure that I look my best…”


The walk back to the car and even part of the drive home
were particularly silent until he finally spoke up and asked, “So what are
your plans for the rest of the night?”


Chuckling underneath my breath as I flashed back to my
wonderful fantasies at the salon, I curtly remarked, “I was thinking about
looking up an old friend from college to see if he wanted to get together for
drinks … just the two of us.”


I looked over to see that his face was pale as he drove, yet
a quick glance lower hinted that his fantasy was still very much alive
and pumping. A few more minutes passed awkwardly until I eventually spoke up
again…


“You know that I’m way too horny to let this go
tonight, and we both know that you can’t satisfy me. I need a real
cock and I think now’s the time for that to happen.”


He sat there quiet for another moment and I even saw him
visibly clear a lump in his throat before finally confirming simply, “I
know.”


The conversation ended at that as I flipped open my phone
and started calling around to some of my old friends to see if they were still
in touch with Alex. Luckily I was able to track down his number on the third
try, and after we arrived home, I hung around outside while my husband took my
packages in so that I could make the phone call and see if my college
lover was by any chance available for the fantasy rendezvous that I’d concocted
in my head…


Walking upstairs to our bedroom about 10 minutes later, I
found that not only had hubby laid out all of my new purchases, but he was also
running a bath and had even set out a number of scented oils and lotions that
he knows put me in the mood for our own romantic times. The next two hours were
carried out like clockwork without a single word spoken as he first helped to
bathe and shave me, both my legs and my pussy, but then also helped me into my
sexy, new lingerie and eventually the leather dress, too, which he even took
special care not to touch at my original discretion, only coming into
contact with the back laces as needed as he watched the smooth leather conform
to my body in a way that just begged to be touched.


I didn’t even have to say it – he knew that it wasn’t
for him…


Smiling slyly into the mirror as I finished my makeup, I
admittedly felt a little guilty leaving him behind with what I was about to do,
even if it did just end up being a couple of innocent drinks and maybe some
dancing. I knew that the look in the mirror epitomized the role that I play in
his darkest fantasies – the breathtaking, leather-clad wife who’s so
dominantly gorgeous that she doesn’t feel like she owes her submissive husband
a second glance as she walks out the door to get fucked by better men. After
pondering my options for a moment and noticing him walk into the bedroom out of
the corner of my eye, my mind finally drifted back to the scandalous world that
it had entertained while I had been sitting in that salon chair earlier, and
like flipping a switch suddenly all I could think was that my cock was
waiting for me.


Putting my best stern look on before turning my attention
to my husband, I curtly asked him, “You were supposed to buy a tribute for
me…” as I admired the dress from behind and also took note of the somewhat
raunchy look that my garters presented as I was able to slightly make out their
fasteners underneath the leather.


I watched him fumble as he retrieved a long, leather-covered
jewelry box from the bed where the rest of the packages had been resting.
Inside I found a beautiful-looking gold anklet, with a combination of tiny
heart and spade charms along its length, and in the center hung a key – one
that I recognized all too well as the key to the chastity belt that we had
bought for him years earlier.


“Get on your knees and put it on me…” I told him as I
handed him back the box, taking pleasure in watching my husband drop to his
knees in front of me.


“I would expect that you’re already wearing the cage?” I
inquired as he knelt with his face inches from my strappy, patent leather heels
while he fought to close the clasp around my right ankle.


When I felt him finish, I quickly added, “Now kiss the
heel of my shoe so that I can go…”


I only allowed him a brief touch with his lips before
stepping away from where he knelt. Debating whether words or silence were the
golden way to leave him hanging, I finally simply spoke out, “I’ll probably
be home late – you know why…” as I took my new studded handbag, dropped in
a couple of items for freshening up my makeup, and then walked past him out the
door…


As I sat in the car before pulling out of the driveway, I
looked back up at the house that we had built together and second-guessed
whether I was doing the right thing. The fantasy had been intense enough as it
was – did we really have to take it to the next level and find out what
cuckolding truly felt like in real life?


My mind raced to replay all of the events that had led up to
that moment – the awkward, but titillating exchanges in the lingerie store, the
overwhelming sense of tease and denial that came from the leather dress that
felt fantastic on me, the fantasies of my old lover that hadn’t actually
been relieved because I’d either been in public or around my husband the entire
afternoon. For a moment I considered simply pulling around the block and
masturbating myself to an incredible orgasm before going back
inside to end the fantasy, but then … something else happened…


I felt the jingle at my foot and glanced down to see one of
the charms catch the tiniest glint of light around my ankle at the floor, and I
was reminded of what that represented. I remembered seeing myself in the mirror
in my most dominating role ever, and laughed at the thought of my own husband groveling
at my feet … where he belonged, right along with his key. And
then my mind floated back to Alex, and what he would think when he saw me in
the dynamite outfit that I had donned just for him, no one else.


…his arms would wrap around me and hold me tight as I
pressed myself up against him…


…and he wouldn’t care that I was married because at that
very moment, I didn’t care, either…


A chill ran down my spine as I glanced down at my wedding
ring before pulling out of the driveway and speeding away, then quickly turned
to passion as I envisioned his cock between my fingers that was comically
larger than my husband’s would ever be.


I wanted his hands on my body.


I wanted his cock in my mouth, and my ass, and my cunt.


I hoped that he would find my new lingerie sexy.
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