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		Lia sat on the couch reading a book when John walked through the front door. He slammed the door and tossed his briefcase onto the table. This was not a good day for John. Lia could sense it. But she sighed, knowing what was about to happen.

		"Hey babe," Lia said, putting on her best fake smile. She set her book down, giving John her undivided attention. "How was work?"

		"Fine," John said tersely, walking over to the couch and sitting down beside her. He leaned in to kiss Lia on the lips, but she turned away.

		John was in one of his moods. Work no longer held his attention the way it used to. Accounting simply did not do it for him anymore. It lacked excitement. But that was what brought him home, looking to his wife for something to take his mind off the dreariness at work.

		"Not now, John. I'm not in the mood," Lia said.

		"Oh, come on," John said, his voice raising slightly. "You never want to do anything anymore."

		And that was the problem. Lia, more often than not recently, had not been in the mood. She struggled to share John's affections, finding it hard to reciprocate his advances. It was not that she struggled to love her husband, but she struggled to show it, to respond to the way he showed his love.

		"I'm sorry, I'm just tired," Lia said apologetically.

		"But it's my needs too, you know. You're not alone in this relationship."

		"Please, John, I said not now."

		It was almost the same dialogue every night. Lia would read and not be in the mood for sex. And, because he always came home wanting sex, but never because the timing was right, he would end up getting irritated, then taking it out on her.

		"Never fucking mind. Maybe I need a wife who isn't a stuck-up tease all the time. Would you be a dear and think about that as you sit around and do nothing. Why don't you start making dinner or something? I hope we're not having leftovers again. You're a good cook, but is it too much to ask not to eat the same damn thing every night?"

		"I'm... sorry, John," Lia said, "but it's not my fault. You know how it is. Can we please not fight?"

		This was the script John and Lia found themselves falling into regularly. Lia hoped John might begin to take her feelings into consideration. As was typical, however, the dinner bit was just a cheap attempt to throw it in her face that he worked all day and she took care of the house, not contributing to the finances.

		But that was the ultimate problem. John felt as if Lia was taking advantage of his hard work. He slaved away at the office every day, losing his mind as he stared at spreadsheets on his computer. He had little idea of what his wife's days were like. But the fact she was reading when he came home was enough to set him off. He was tired and he was horny. And he wished he had a wife who could help care for his needs, even when she was clearly spending her day relaxing with a book.

		"Babe," John began with a condescending tone, "You know I work hard. All I want is a little companionship, and for my wonderful wife to take good care of me."

		"Yes, dear," was all Lia said. "But you know that's not how the world works. That's just a fantasy. But if you're this hard up, I'll do what I can. I'll get the lube and give you a hand job."

		John scoffed. "Why even bother with a fucking hand job. I can do that myself. And I don't need lube. Maybe I will go take a shower and take care of myself, because at least then I'll feel like my hand is trying to make me feel nice. I know what I can do."

		Lia stifled her response. It seemed that whatever she offered to do would never be good enough.

		"So be it," Lia said, raising her voice.

		John jumped off the couch, a determined look on his face. Lia watched, wondering if this was the moment John might become physical. He had never hurt her, but he was a muscular man and so much stronger than her. He could hurt her if he wanted to.

		However, John stifled his anger and retreated upstairs, likely headed for the shower. He would do as he said, leaving Lia feeling awful about the stagnation of their relationship. It felt as if they were growing apart, their lack of physical intimacy driving a wedge between them.

		Lia could have picked up her book again and returned to reading, but the atmosphere of the room had soured and she had little appetite left to continue.

		Sighing, Lia picked up her book off the coffee table and carried it with her to the kitchen. She would put on a pot of tea to ready herself for making dinner. Despite John's complaints, they would, in fact, be having leftovers for the third straight night. She was a good cook. It was just that she always seemed to make too much. One day of cooking seemed to leave her having made enough food for a family of eight. And it was just the two of them, with no other mouths to feed.

		But being a housewife was not a skill. Lia put little stock into any accomplishments while house sitting and keeping the house clean and in pristine order. It was not anything to be proud of. But in times when men and women married young, which she and John had, it was often the role women played.

		Although John had no real reason to complain. While most couples split their chores in half to keep things even, John never helped around the house. Lia did it all, going above and beyond simply because it gave her something to do.

		"Everything's my fault, isn't it, John?" Lia asked the empty room. "Fine. We'll have it your way. If I'm not good enough, we'll see about changing me."

		There had been a lot of press recently about a company that made collars that could temporarily change people. Wearing the collar for an hour could raise a person's IQ. Or it could make them more attractive. The collars were magic. And the world was still coming to grips with what these collars could do and how to regulate them. But for now, it was like the wild west in what they could do and what people were using them for.

		If Lia could not please the man she loved, she wondered if wearing a collar, just occasionally, might be the ticket they needed to spice up their marriage and end the bitter fighting that had seized them of late. She just needed to ask John what he thought. They were married. It was only fair that they attempt to save their failing marriage. A third party had no business in their bedroom. This was for them alone. They needed to find a solution for themselves.

		As the water in the shower stopped running, Lia knew she had not much time to think.

		Sure, Lia's relationship with her husband had its problems. That much she could admit. But it was not dead, and she still loved him. Now she just had to figure out a way to fix things, to bring the passion back into their love lives. She was sure this magic collar could help them. And if John loved her and wanted her to be more physically compatible, this was a possible solution.

		As long as he agreed. That was all Lia could ask for. She just needed to impress upon him the seriousness of the situation and everything they could gain.

		"Do you feel better, John?" Lia asked after he rejoined her downstairs and joined her at the table to eat dinner.

		"Yes," John answered. The terseness in his voice was gone. His shoulders looked less tense. He stood taller and more confident. The shower, and likely a masturbation session, had done him well.

		Lia went quiet, returning her gaze to the plate of leftover stir fry. It tasted much the same as it did when she first cooked it. It might even have been better, with the sauce having more time to soak into the meat and vegetables. But that was relatively unimportant compared to what she wanted to discuss.

		"Babe?" John asked between shoveled mouthfuls of food. "Is everything okay? You're awfully quiet."

		"I've been thinking," Lia admitted. She looked him in the eye. "If I'm being entirely honest, it seems as if our marriage has gotten pretty stale."

		John did not say anything. He waited so Lia could say what she needed to say. He had learned in their three years of marriage that there were times he just needed to listen and it seemed as if this was one of those times.

		"You've seemed so stressed out lately. I get it. Work sucks. It's not like what you thought it would be. And I know things aren't great between us. We're just not physical. You know that it's tough for me. I've always been shy and a bit of a wallflower. And that has sadly affected our love life. I just can't, but then you work so hard, coming home horny. I do feel like I owe you. So I've been thinking."

		"Thinking about what?" John asked. He knew this was the moment to speak up. Lia was talking about something important. Now was not the time to play dumb.

		"I love you. I don't want to lose you. I want our relationship to get better. I think your issues at work are as much my problems as yours, since we're a team. And if there is something we can do to fix things, I think we should do it. And I have a crazy idea that might be an answer, so please hear me out before you give me a no right away. Because, and I'm being as honest as I can possibly be, the direction things are heading doesn't seem very good. It doesn't seem like it can stay like this, and not forever."

		The words sent a chill down John's spine. He was nervous. There were very few things that could follow a statement like the one that just crossed Lia's lips.

		"What are you thinking?" John asked.

		"I've seen the news about the new collars. I've seen what they do. And I was thinking what if I used one? At least temporarily? It wouldn't have to be like that all the time. Just occasionally. But if this is a problem in our relationship, it's only right that both of us would be a part of fixing the problem, that we both play a part in improving us."

		"Hmm," John said, unable to formulate anything further.

		In theory, John loved the idea. The whole magic collar thing was exciting. It was no magic pill, but if they could find a setting that made Lia want him as much as he wanted her, then he was all for it. He enjoyed sex with his wife. He just wanted sex back to being fun again, especially whenever the deed was done. He had had a couple of fantasies about Lia, although they had no bearing on the current relationship. But after several months of a lackluster sexual relationship, one could hardly blame him for trying to fill his brain with new and exciting ideas that just might spice up what had become a boring rut.

		However, part of the collars' appeal was that they were meant to be short term. The headlines everywhere had given out that information. Anyone who had paid any attention to the articles, both inside and outside the kink community, knew it. But that was part of the appeal. Lia was not looking to change herself permanently. It was just for those times, like this afternoon when John came home, when he wanted something that Lia could not give him. She could have slipped on the collar and then they could have had some fun. It would have relieved his tension and he figured once she got into it, Lia would enjoy it, too.

		"So what do you think?" Lia asked, hopeful.

		"To be clear," John clarified. "You would wear one of the collars for the sole purpose of being a better sexual partner for me?"

		"Yes," Lia answered. "Like I said, I've done a lot of thinking and it seems like that might be the best option we have available to us. It's all I can think of. I really don't want to divorce or have an affair or anything. And I want to stay together. I like the idea of you pleasuring me and vice versa. I'm just not very good at it or communicating that I want it. Like tonight."

		"It is tempting," John said. "If it helps you get past your shyness, I'd be all for it. But I've seen the price tags on those collars. They're expensive. Can we afford one?"

		"They're not quite as expensive as you'd think," Lia explained. "We could get a generic, budget-priced one. That's all I would need. I even have a brochure that came in the mail."

		"Then I like it," John said, the corners of his mouth creeping into a smile. "If it will help get things going between us, then let's do it. Plus, it would have an upside. I'd be helping my lovely and sexy wife become even more of an amazing woman, without this being any sort of selfish act. In fact, this might have the chance of bringing us closer together, to rebuild what this stress has nearly ripped apart. You agree, don't you, babe?"

		"Of course I do, dear," Lia said, matching her own smile. "But are you certain?"

		"Yes," John answered a heartbeat later. "I like this idea. I'm all for it. Just as long as you can say you really want it. Because if we get a collar, well, who knows what kind of changes could happen. They really haven't had time to study the full range of the collars' effects. They all came on the market so quickly. So let's choose the right settings carefully. This collar is not a toy. I couldn't live with myself if something horrible happened because of a malfunction or some miscalculation. But hey, maybe this is the start of something big, if we approach it with an open mind."

		Lia nodded. Neither of them would ever know whether or not it would be for the better until they put the collar to the test.

		With dinner nearly finished, Lia and John continued chatting. Soon they each carried their dishes over to the sink. Lia would wash them. She handled nearly all of the household chores. John was always willing to help, but Lia's housewife status kept her wanting to do it all as fair trade for him working all day.

		"Where's that brochure you mentioned?" John asked as they both stretched out on the couch to watch a bit of TV before bed.

		"It's on the counter near the fridge," Lia answered.

		Without hesitating, John leaped from the couch, charging his way into the kitchen. He picked up the brochure, quickly flipping through it, before returning to the living room, his wife smirking at his enthusiasm.

		"Oh, wow," John exclaimed. "This is a lot better than I thought."

		He handed her the brochure, holding the pages open to the section on collars. Although the collar Lia had in mind cost five times less than the top of the line products, the cheaper models could still do many of the things the more expensive ones did. The real draw was not the power of the collar, but instead its ability to turn things on and off.

		John read the options aloud. "This one's perfect. 'Floods the woman with the desire and urge to have sex. Almost always guaranteed to result in the desire to orgasm.'"

		"Yes," Lia cooed softly as the reality of what they were about to do began to fully sink in. She was actually looking forward to their experiment.

		"Oh wait, there's even a bigger boost model. Let's flip the page."

		He did so, revealing a new set of features and a layout that nearly mirrored the page before. These were labeled with a 2X.

		"Well, the first one was the basic model so... could this be..."

		"That looks a lot better, and it says, 'nearly doubles the normal urge,'" John said. "I can imagine that with your normally low level of interest, if we could crank things up a few levels, you'd practically turn into a succubus. I bet that could help give you an appetite. And it would all be temporary."

		"So can we get the heavy duty collar?" Lia asked, breathlessly, feeling suddenly hot, her face growing flushed, almost as if a switch had been flipped in her body.

		"I think that's for the best. The cost is reasonable and I'm sure you'll enjoy it as much as I will." John looked over at his wife, seeing her flushed appearance for the first time. "Are you okay?"

		"Yes," Lia whined, nodding her head. "It's just that these new feelings, like this heat I feel spreading across my body. This is embarrassing, but I think I might have a thing for being controlled. You know, the idea of the collar controlling how my body reacts, how I think. This is heavy stuff, but I love it. That doesn't seem weird, does it?"

		John reached over, his eyes darting from the brochure and over to his wife. He placed a hand on her shoulder, comforting her. He wanted to ask if she was in the mood now, but that seemed too self serving. He was a horny man, but he could control his urges, even if being denied could leave him testy, as he had been earlier.

		"It's fine," John said, glancing back at her, excited for the journey they were about to go on together. "We're in this together."

		"Always," Lia gasped. Neither of them wanted to wait, but even after John put in the order online, they still had to wait for it to be delivered. They both had something to look forward to.
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		The day had finally arrived. John and Lia's experimental collar had arrived in the mail and neither of them could wait to try it. John had a hard time hiding his excitement, but he kept a stoic and serious face.

		Lia, however, was bubbling with excitement. She had been unable to get the idea of using the collar out of her head since they first ordered it.

		Now they were finally going to do it. It was the night they would put the collar on her and see if their lives could be changed for the better.

		"Is the door locked?" John asked, making sure the house was completely private.

		"I made sure of it," Lia said, pulling the collar out of its packaging.

		She had no idea how the magic would feel or the physical sensations it might cause. But she could already feel the collar's influence. There was a sense of desire pulsing in her. It was a longing to feel her husband's touch, to have him run his fingers across her body and to feel him inside her.

		Lia had considered if just the act of ordering the collar was enough to bring life back to their love life. There had been times when she would have been receptive to John's advances. But no matter what Lia did, he never made a move on her. He was waiting, wanting to see just how much the collar could change her, at least as long as she was wearing it. The collar was only temporary.

		"Are you ready?" John asked, seeing the lustful look on her face.

		Lia could hardly speak, her body filled with a tingling, yearning for something, anything that could ease her growing desire. But she knew what it was her body wanted and it was her husband's cock.

		She simply nodded.

		"There are several settings for the collar," John explained. There were dials on the side, so tiny he needed a screwdriver to use them. Luckily, there was just such a tool that came with the collar.

		"What are they?" Lia asked.

		"Hmm," John said as he read through the instruction booklet. While he was normally a man who did not read the instructions, when it came with a device that could alter his wife, John was more careful, wanting to get everything right.

		"You're killing me here," Lia said, dreading the silence.

		"It's weird, but the instructions don't really match the brochure or the website. I'm wondering if we should send it back."

		"No," Lia begged. "We need this."

		"Well, instead of the settings we talked about, there are several modes. There's something called slut mode. I think that's what we're kind of looking for. It's supposed to increase the wearer's libido."

		"That sounds good," Lia said, hoping John would get things started.

		"Right," John said. "These other modes are kind of interesting though."

		"I don't care, John. Can we just try the collar, please?"

		"Oh, right, sorry. Put the collar on, I guess."

		Lia did as she was told. She clasped the collar around her neck, a shiver running down her spine at the mere touch of the cold metal on her skin.

		Nothing happened. Lia could not feel any difference. It was as if the collar was nothing more than an ordinary piece of metal. But this was a magic collar, and there was no reason it should feel anything less.

		"Is it working?" Lia asked.

		"You tell me."

		"I don't know."

		"Well, do you feel any different?" John asked.

		But before Lia could answer, she felt the metal around her neck heat up. It was not so hot that it hurt, but it was warmer than her body temperature.

		"Something's happening," Lia said, her eyes growing wide as she felt a growing heat in her belly that coincided with the heat from the collar. "I feel..."

		Lia stopped speaking for a moment, her sentence trailing off.

		"You feel, what?" John asked.

		"I feel horny," Lia said, her eyes showing her growing lust.

		"So it's working?"

		"My pussy is aching," Lia said. "It's aching for your cock. I need you, babe. My body craves you. I can barely take this. Please, please, please. I can't take this. I'm begging you. Fuck me."

		John could hardly believe the difference in his wife. He knew she could sometimes have a dirty mouth, but this was different. She was clearly in need of sex, and her vocabulary had changed to match.

		"Let's take things slow," John suggested.

		"No!" Lia shouted, tears streaming down her face. "You don't know what it's like. I need your cock. I'll do anything for it. Anything. You're driving me mad."

		John took a step toward her, reaching his arms out to take her hands.

		"No!" Lia shouted, taking a step back, her legs hitting the edge of the bed, causing her to fall back onto the mattress.

		But even in her lust-crazed state, Lia knew what was important.

		"Fuck me, please," Lia begged, spreading her legs, pulling up her skirt and exposing her panties, which were already soaked through with her arousal. "I want you so bad. Please, give it to me."

		John could not help himself. He smiled as he climbed onto the bed, looking down on his wife. He could see how the magic of the collar was affecting her. She writhed on the bed, her body crying out in desperate need of sex, of his cock.

		"Are you sure you're ready for this?" John asked.

		"I'm sure," Lia cried. "Please, hurry. It's so bad. I feel like I'm going to die. Please, John. I'm begging you. Help me."

		John reached down to the button on his jeans and popped it free. Lia could not stop herself. She sat up and grabbed for his pants, unzipping them before yanking them down his legs. She was like a wild beast, and her actions left him momentarily stunned.

		But then Lia reached into his underwear, finding his cock. She had only a moment of hesitation before she pulled his boxers down, releasing his hard shaft.

		"Yes," Lia groaned, wrapping her hands around his dick and beginning to stroke. Just touching it felt good. It felt right. She had never felt so wanton before, but with the collar affecting her, she no longer cared. All she cared about was having her husband's hard cock in her pussy. She needed it.

		John had little time to react as Lia pushed him back and climbed on top of him, straddling his legs. But he was more than willing. She had been so shy before, and he loved her enthusiasm.

		Lia stripped her panties off, tossing them to the floor. Her skirt soon followed before she ripped off her top and then bra, leaving her completely nude except for the magic metal around her neck. She reached down and grabbed his cock, aiming it upward. She hovered over him for a second, before lowering her hips.

		"Oh god," John gasped as Lia slid her wet and warm pussy over his shaft. It had been a long time, but she had never been this wet, this eager.

		"Fuck me," Lia gasped as she began riding his cock.

		With each thrust downward, Lia moaned louder and louder. John had no idea his wife could be such a noisy fuck, but there was a lot about her he did not know. She was a completely different woman while the collar was active.

		Lia fucked herself on her husband's cock. She bounced up and down, her small breasts jiggling on her chest. John reached out and held onto her hips, guiding her so that she not only bounced, but moved in a grinding motion against him, maximizing both of their pleasures.

		"Harder," Lia pleaded, her body trembling as an orgasm hit her. Her pussy spasmed, squeezing his cock.

		The pleasure was intense and the sensations were unlike anything John had ever experienced with his wife. She had always struggled to orgasm during sex, but now they were practically on tap, flowing through her one after another.

		"More, please, John. I need more. Harder, faster, please. Please, I'm begging you."

		"Okay, hang on," John grunted. He took hold of Lia and pushed her off him, rolling her onto her back. As much as he was enjoying this new sexual encounter, he could not continue to let her dictate everything.

		Now on his knees, John pushed his cock back into her pussy. Lia immediately wrapped her arms and legs around him, pulling him deeper, locking her ankles behind him, keeping him in place.

		John continued thrusting, his pelvis crashing against her. He had not felt this kind of intensity with his wife in so long, he could hardly remember. It was like she was a completely different person, and maybe she was, with the way the collar had affected her.

		"Oh, yes," Lia cried out, her voice filling the bedroom.

		"Fuck you're tight," John yelled as he continued thrusting into his wife like a piston.

		"I'm going to cum," Lia screamed, another orgasm building.

		"Fuck," John groaned, his cock beginning to pulse as he started to cum.

		Lia's body shook beneath him. She had never felt an orgasm as intense before. And the fact that her husband had cum inside her was such a turn on. It all felt so good, so right.

		John collapsed on top of Lia, the two of them spent. They had no energy left. It had been a long day, especially for Lia. She had spent most of the day in a constant state of sexual excitement. And that was before actually using the collar, which sent her into sexual overdrive.

		As her heart and breath rates dropped back to normal, John rolled off his wife, landing in a heap beside her. They both stared at the ceiling, trying to make sense of what had happened.

		"That was intense," John commented.

		"I know," Lia replied. "But fuck if I don't want to do it again."

		"Again?" John asked, unable to believe that his wife wanted to go another round.

		"I'm still horny," Lia said.

		"You can't be serious."

		"I'm very serious."

		"Well, I don't think I can go again. Not tonight."

		"But I'm horny," Lia whined. "We got the collar so we can fuck more. And now I want to fuck."

		"I can't," John said. "I need time. I need rest so I can recover. But it's good to know the collar works. You should probably take it off now."

		"Why?" Lia asked.

		"Because we're done."

		"But it's so good," Lia continued. "I love it. And my body craves it. It's the perfect solution. With this on, we can fuck as often as we want."

		"Babe, I'm tired though. I can't go again right now. Just take the collar off and we can play with it another time. We need to learn how it works and what all the settings do. You should know the different effects before we keep going."

		"Please," Lia whined. "I want it. I need it. My pussy needs your cock. I'm aching. Please, give it to me."

		"We'll figure something out," John promised. "But not tonight."

		"Fine," Lia said, sighing, sounding a bit sad.

		Lia reached up and pulled at the clasp of the collar. It popped off and she immediately felt the heat around her neck dissipate. But the heat in her belly remained. The arousal she felt was still there. It did not disappear when she took off the collar.

		"There, that's better," John said. "Now we can enjoy the rest of our evening. We've still got some leftovers we can heat up. But we should get cleaned up first."

		"I guess," Lia said, although she still could not get the thought of his cock out of her head. Her pussy had been filled with his seed and the feeling was delicious. But the idea that she could not have his cock right away, the idea that he could make her wait, was torture. "Can you handle heating up dinner? I need some time."

		"Sure, of course," John said, leaning over and kissing his wife on the lips.

		Lia kissed him back, her tongue darting out between her lips, her body expecting a chance to make out instead of a simple. peck on the lips. She could not explain why she wanted him again. But she could not deny her feelings.

		John was shocked by Lia's still amorous response to him, but he figured there might be some lingering effects from the collar. He had no idea that her sexual furnace was still burning at full power. So he had no idea what he was doing to her when he pulled back from that kiss, leaving her on the bed, now completely naked.

		It only took a moment for John to pull his clothes back on so that he could go downstairs and start on dinner. He figured managing dinner was the least he could do after Lia finally gave him everything he needed.

		However, for Lia, she felt stuck. Her libido had not abated. The fire in her belly was still there. It was strong. And it was growing. She could not deny her growing urges, but the fact that John had left the room made it clear that he had no idea just how intense those urges were.

		As she lay there alone, naked and horny, Lia considered her options. She was desperate for another orgasm, even after cumming twice, once from the collar and once while it was being used. She knew she needed to do something, anything. She was in need and the desire in her belly was growing.

		Reaching a hand between her legs, Lia found her clit, gently circling it with her index finger. She played with her pussy, hoping that might relieve the ache. It did help, but it did not alleviate the problem entirely.

		"I need to cum again," Lia moaned. She glanced over at the magic collar, now on the nightstand. She felt this way because of the collar. She knew that. But she could not understand why she still felt so overwhelmingly horny.

		Growing more desperate, Lia reached into her nightstand and pulled out her vibrator. It was not a toy she used often, usually only to help her get in the mood the few times she really tried for John. But with the collar, she did not expect to be using it again.

		Her situation had changed.

		With the magic collar, she was like an animal. The collar had made her so horny that she was practically in heat.

		"I can't believe I'm using this," Lia muttered as she flipped the switch on the toy, the low buzzing of the device filling the bedroom.

		But she was not ashamed. She knew it was her best option. If the magic collar had changed her, it was up to her to adapt and try to find a solution. And as much as she wanted John's cock, he had been very clear. He needed time to recover. And without his help, this was the only way.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Lia panted as she pushed the vibrator against her clit.

		It felt good, but it was not the same. The pleasure was not the same as when John had filled her. But the toy would have to do. Not that Lia was sad. No, the vibrator felt amazing compared to what she was used to. It felt as if her clit was directly hooked up to her brain, the vibrator sending pulses up her spine that then exploded in her mind.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Lia continued to pant as the vibrations of the toy worked their magic. She came again, but she did not feel the same rush of release she had experienced when she had cum around John's cock.

		Lia lay there for a moment, trying to come down from her sexual high, relishing in the pleasure that spread through her body. It was incredible. But it was not the same as when John was fucking her.

		"Fuck," Lia moaned, still struggling to understand what was happening with her body. Her orgasm with the vibrator had been helpful. It had taken the edge off of her need, but it was still there. She was still horny. She still wanted sex.

		Lia looked over at the nightstand, staring at the magic collar. She knew that was the cause of her insatiable lust. But it was all supposed to be temporary. She wasn't still supposed to be this horny. Whatever had happened, she knew she would just have to deal with it. For the first time in her life, she thought she understood John's predicament. This time she was the horny one and he could not perform for her.

		Eventually, Lia realized it was not going to get any better. She would just have to put up with the heightened arousal. But as Lia began to dress herself to join John downstairs for dinner, she found her taste in clothing to be a little different than it had been before.

		Grabbing a pair of tight workout leggings and an athletic cut tank top, Lia went a little trendier, a little skimpier than she was typically fond of. But it felt good. It felt right. And Lia found herself wanting to feel both comfortable and sexy. And this outfit definitely did both.

		Downstairs, John was preparing two plates of leftovers. Catching sight of Lia's approach, he paused for a moment. The corner's of his lips curved into a smirk, pleased to see her clad in something more revealing.

		"Wow, I can't remember the last time I saw you wear that," John commented.

		"I forgot how nice it can feel sometimes," Lia answered, adding an extra wiggle to her hips.

		"The food will be a bit hot," John explained. "Feel free to sit down if you want to."

		Lia chuckled, responding. "I take it you enjoyed the show."

		"Can you blame me? I have quite a good looking wife."

		Lia grinned, never realizing that John might appreciate her so much. But her eyes could not ignore the lump in the front of his pants. Apparently he was now recovered.

		"And what is this?" Lia asked.

		"Maybe I enjoy your new outfit a little too much."

		"I know I'm not wearing the collar anymore, but I wouldn't mind a little fun after we eat."

		"If this is the new Lia, I approve," John said, his smile making it clear he was just playing. He was not going to give up the gift of a horny wife anytime soon. He had seen Lia shut down before. A few poorly chosen words could douse her fire in a second.

		Lia returned her husband's smile. "The sooner we eat, the sooner we can play again."

		"Then you better sit down," John said. "It's still hot, just like you."

		"Heh, I'm the same me. I'm just a me that's ready for sex."

		"Whatever the case, you look fantastic."

		"Thank you, dear. You're too kind."

		"Someone has to take advantage of it."

		Lia sat down. John was quick in bringing the plates of leftovers to the table.

		"Hmm," Lia moaned as they began eating.

		"Hmm, is good or hmm, is bad?" John asked.

		"This is yummy. I haven't felt this good in quite some time."

		"I'm glad to hear it."

		The pair ate their dinner. Lia was not particularly conversational as they ate. She had the hardest time focusing on both eating and the continuing heat in her belly. She rubbed her thighs together as she sat at the table, trying to relieve her arousal, but nothing she did was enough. Lia would need something more drastic, but she did not dare do something so bold at the dinner table.

		John carried the conversation. He continued chatting, seeming not to notice the intense stares from his wife. Her lust had turned her gaze into a heavy lidded glare. John and the collar had turned her into a ravenous beast, one willing to do anything to relieve the building tension she was suffering.

		"Since you prepared dinner, I will take care of the dishes," Lia announced when they had both finished their meals. She picked up her dish and then his, making a big show of the way she swayed her hips back and forth with each step.

		John found his gaze following her ass, hugged tightly in her leggings, the fabric almost losing its opaqueness when she bent over. He followed her into the kitchen as she placed the dirty dishes in the sink.

		"You are so hot," John commented. "Are you purposefully trying to be naughty or is that just how I see you after earlier?"

		"I've got no idea what you mean," Lia shot back, giving her husband a cheeky grin.

		She wiggled her ass back and forth again, teasing him, a move she had seen on plenty of videos but had never done with him before. There was so little she had done before, now that she thought about it. And with the heat of her arousal still coiling in her belly, she found she did not even need to think about it. It just happened. Her body reacted. For the first time in her life, she was enjoying playing the role of the sexy vixen.

		"Fuck, I want you," John said as he approached. He grabbed at her hips, getting a good feel for them and her ass.

		Under normal circumstances, Lia would have froze. Every once in a while, John would grab hold of her while she was leaning over the sink, her hands washing the dishes. But she always froze or pushed him away. This time, it was different.

		"I'm feeling ready for another round," John said. "Are you?"

		Lia simply nodded her head. That was all the confirmation John needed. He pushed his fingers beneath the waistband of her leggings and pulled, tugging them down, revealing her ass, her pussy, and the fact she was not wearing any panties.

		"Naughty girl," John whispered as he leaned forward, his lips tickling her earlobe. His hand ran up the soft inner skin of her thigh, before reaching her soaking folds. Lia cooed at the touch. She felt the heat growing within her.

		"Fuck me," Lia gasped, suddenly pushing back. Her ass pushed back toward John's crotch, where his cock remained hidden in his pants.

		"Here or upstairs?" John's voice was rough with arousal. She could feel his cock straining against her as she pushed back against him.

		"Right here," Lia begged. "Right now. Don't you dare go slow."

		"Never again, honey," John replied. "This slutty side of you is far too sexy to give up."

		John popped the button on his jeans, quickly zipping down the fly. Lia noticed his hands had already left her. They were grabbing at his own waist, trying to get his jeans open. Her pussy was practically dripping with want. She needed him now.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Lia squealed as the heat rose, burning her from inside her body. "Hurry up and fuck me."

		"Oh god," John cried out. In the same moment his cock sprang free. Lia pushed back, suddenly feeling her pussy filled with his fat cock.

		Lia rocked and danced on the spot, thrusting and bucking back against her husband as he pressed forward, her arms stretched out in front of her, braced against the counter to avoid falling over. The feeling of him in her felt right. It felt good. And already the pleasure began to build inside of her, spreading out from her pussy and flowing through her body.

		"I don't know what's come over you, but I love it," John grunted as his thrusts turned feral and desperate, seemingly drawn by instinct to move with her. With one hand on the small of her back and the other bracing himself against the sink, he kept thrusting into her. "I love you."

		"Don't stop," Lia shrieked, losing herself to the erotic ecstasy of the moment. "Don't stop. Fuck me. Don't stop. Don't stop."

		"It's happening," John cried, feeling the inevitable approach. "I can't stop now. I'm gonna cum. God, I can't stop."

		"Yes, yes, yes!" Lia cried. "Fill my pussy. Fill my womb. Give it to me. Give me your seed. Fuck. Yes..."

		"Ahhh..." John groaned as the last of his strength faded as he succumbed to the bliss of his orgasm, her pussy's embrace still working his shaft for every last drop.

		"Fucking hell," Lia yelled as she came. Her orgasm hit her like a freight train. She would have completely collapsed if it was not for her arms bracing her against the sink and John's cock still inside of her from behind.

		Her vision swirled as the pleasure overwhelmed her senses. Everything around her became lost to the sexual hurricane. Lia's pussy pulsed, her orgasm lasting the full length of John's.

		"There's so much," Lia moaned, feeling the creamy seed that poured into her. "Fuck, that's hot."

		John groaned. There was little in his post-orgasmic stupor that he could comprehend, aside from the bliss and the absolute beauty of his amazing wife, who now rode out the last bits of her orgasm on his cock. But nothing changed the fact that he needed this embrace to keep his footing, with Lia holding him up as much as he was holding her up.

		"So hot," Lia sighed when the couple finally parted. John withdrew his cock, but she was already missing it inside of her. Even as his cum spilled out, her pussy cried for more, for something inside of her to keep her happy, and she now knew what would do that. "We need to do that again."

		"Well, I am not sure I can," John admitted. Although he had wanted the same thing Lia did, his refractory period told him otherwise.

		"I didn't mean it like that," Lia said with a giggle. "I mean sometime in the future, you know?"

		"Definitely," John agreed, excited for the continued wantonness of his wife. "But now I think I need to lie down or something. Can I help you with anything?"

		"Nope," Lia said, recovering from her orgasm, but still feeling the blissful high from all of that pleasure coursing through her body. "You go sit and watch TV. I'll finish here and then bring you something nice to drink."

		"Um, yeah, sure, that sounds great," John said, surprised by Lia's reaction. It was more than he could have asked for. But then he looked down at his wife's still bare ass. Her leggings remained around her legs, leaving his cum almost dripping out of her pussy. It was hot to see, but also so unlike her. "Can I help you with your leggings?"

		"Don't worry about it," Lia cooed. "I kind of like the cool air down there right now. And it might help me cool off, because you've still got me hot and bothered."

		"Fuck," John cursed in surprise. "Well, let me know if you need anything. I'm here to help."

		With that, John walked out of the kitchen and into the living room where he sat down to watch the television. Lia returned to washing the dishes, still looking like a woman who had just gotten fucked from behind. But as she worked away, humming some song she could not remember the name of, she still felt a burning need to fuck. She was still horny.

		Lia knew something was wrong. This was not supposed to happen. The brochure, the instructions, it had all told her the arousal the collar would create was temporary. It was not supposed to have this effect on her, but there was a part of her that was loving the change.

		Lia and her husband had had sex twice now, in one night. That was unheard of for them, at least since their honeymoon three years ago. And that did not count the masturbation Lia had undertaken. However, despite this increase in activity, she still wanted more.

		The hope was simple. As much as Lia was enjoying this newfound sexiness and arousal, she hoped it would dissipate by morning. She would sleep it off. Whatever magic from the collar had affected her, it had to wear off eventually.

		At least John was probably spent for the night. Lia doubted he could go again, even if she really wanted him. Which, to her, seemed impossible after what had already transpired. She could not possibly still feel the same level of arousal, but a small nagging sensation, a pull on her soul, told her otherwise.
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		Lia had tossed and turned all night as her dreams were filled with sex. It seemed like as soon as she closed her eyes, all of her thoughts turned toward sex.

		And while she had only ever had sex with John, and that was all she had ever really wanted, the dreams were different. John was there, but so were other men. The men were mostly faceless, although she recognized a few of them as John's friends.

		There were women in the dream, too. Some fucked the other men, taking part in what seemed to be some sort of orgy. But Lia fucked he women, too. They rubbed their sweaty bodies against each other as their hands brought each other to orgasm. Over and over again. It was nonstop.

		Lia woke several times in the night. John seemed unaware of her plight as he slept next to her. But the arousal was still there. It never waned. It invaded her dreams. But it was more than an invasion of her dreams. They felt real. Lia was in no way in control. These were not lucid dreams, but she struggled to fully separate them from reality.

		But when it was finally morning, when it was appropriate to actually wake up, Lia found herself licking her lips as she saw John's morning wood tenting the covers in the light of the morning sun streaming in through the window. Lia's mouth salivated at the sight. She felt a fierce hunger, a burning need to experience the pleasure she had dreamed the whole night long. But rather than dreaming of watching it, she knew she could enjoy it first hand.

		John was just beginning to stir when Lia dove beneath the covers. She was not even thinking straight, having never given a blowjob before. But she needed to do so now. She needed to taste her husband's cock. She needed to taste his seed. And she needed to relieve him of his morning wood.

		"Oh my," John said as his eyes opened in response to Lia licking along his shaft. Her hands were there, too, adding even more pleasure as he awoke. "Good morning to you, too. God, that feels good."

		John held back a groan as his wife licked him again, slowly moving up his cock from its base to the tip and then back again. Her hands stroked his shaft with gentle movements, trading space with her tongue. Lia had never had this desire before, but it seemed like she had more knowledge than she expected. The sensations of sucking a dick had never crossed her mind before, but this was clearly not the first time she had given a blow job. At least if one were to judge her technique.

		Still beneath the covers, Lia purred with pleasure, enjoying her wanton actions. She opened wide and took John's cock into her mouth, wrapping her lips around his shaft, sucking and licking, and bobbing her head.

		Lia had little idea of what she was doing. But she trusted herself, almost as if the collar were still there guiding her actions. And she listened to the pleasurable moans and groans of her husband, receiving his first blowjob from her.

		It did not take long for John to succumb to Lia's sexual attack. His legs squirmed, but Lia was an insistent force. While under the covers, she had latched onto his cock as if she did not need to breathe, her throat opening to his cock, taking him all the way to the base.

		"Oh shit," John cried, barely able to react as the intensity of his orgasm overcame him. But he was not the only one to explode. Without John even knowing, Lia had slipped a hand between her legs, finding her aching clit. Already, he had built to the point of no return.

		Wanting to do it right, Lia accepted her husband's load as he ejaculated. She had wanted to taste his cum and the chance was there. She had pulled back just enough so the head of his cock was in her mouth, her tongue ready to receive his gift.

		And when his cock surged with cum, sending forth a stream of his seed into her waiting mouth, Lia was rewarded with the salty sweet treat. And it was delicious. John's cream was unlike any treat or food she had ever experienced. But that could be because of her extreme arousal, or the act itself being special.

		Lia did not remove her head from beneath the covers until it was done. She had to milk John's cock dry for this wonderful gift. She was an insatiable cock milking machine.

		All the while, her fingers continued to dance between her legs, pushing her closer and closer to orgasm as she sucked and slobbered on his dick, pulling John's orgasm out as long as possible.

		Finally, when his cum was flowing into her belly, like it was nourishing her, feeding her sexual abilities, Lia's own orgasm rocketed through her. She moaned around his softening cock as pleasure washed through her in waves.

		When she finally pulled his dick from her lips, having licked his cock clean, his softening member looked absolutely tiny compared to what it had felt like just a few moments ago, the thick piece of meat overflowing her small mouth.

		"That was..." Lia said, but trailing off, unable to find the right words. There seemed to be no words to explain her latest act.

		"What the hell brought that on?" John asked.

		"What can I say? I was inspired."

		"Shit. I need to do more stuff to get that reaction out of you. That was intense."

		"And last night, too. I still can't believe that happened."

		"Nor can I," John said.

		Lia could not stop the feeling, like butterflies or bubbles, from running around her body. The memory of the night's activities left her with an energy she could not put a name to.

		"Where did that come from?"

		"My libido?"

		"Not that. I was talking about the blowjob. We've been together for years, married for three, and you've never even touched my dick like that before."

		"Um... no reason. Just a spur of the moment thing."

		"You're sure it's not because of last night and the collar?"

		Lia froze. She knew it was the collar. There was no other explanation. That collar had affected her and it was the magic of the collar, she assumed, that continued to affect her. She wondered if she should tell John the truth.

		"I guess I just felt like it," Lia said, trying to sound aloof, although she still felt jittery like an overexcited schoolgirl, or her first time having sex.

		John cocked an eyebrow at his wife. He did not buy her act. She had been acting strange ever since she removed the collar the night before.

		"Shouldn't you be getting to work?" Lia asked, trying to make her husband think of something else.

		"Ugh, you're right. And I need to get breakfast before then."

		"Perfect. I'll have it waiting when you get out of the shower."

		It had worked. But it had also allowed Lia to buy herself some time. Even though she knew her continued high libido was because of the collar, she could not bring herself to admit it to John. It was almost as if she was embarrassed by how turned on she was and how slutty she was acting. And to make it all worse, her embarrassment only made her arousal all the more severe.

		Breakfast was eggs, bacon and toast, nothing too fancy, but an easy breakfast that John could eat quickly before driving in to work. It was something he enjoyed, and Lia enjoyed making it for him.

		But unlike most mornings when Lia made breakfast while wearing a heavy robe or full pajamas, she dressed in lingerie, a sexy bra and panty set she found in her drawer. Coupled with an apron to protect her delicate skin from splatter, Lia looked like a sexy housewife, which was kind of what she was going for.

		"Smells delicious," John said when he came down to the kitchen, fully dressed for work. "Looks delicious, too." Although Lia was pretty sure the looking part was based on how his eyes devoured her body, not the contents of the cooking pan.

		"Thanks," Lia said.

		"How come the lingerie today?" John asked.

		"Don't know. Does it not look good? Do you not like it?"

		"Trust me, I definitely like it. Just wondering if there's a reason."

		Lia shrugged her shoulders, but also smiled. "I thought I'd be a little adventurous. What do you think? Should I do this more often?"

		John returned her grin. "Fuck yes. Although it does make leaving for work more difficult."

		"Eat," Lia said, encouraging her husband. "And then I'll be waiting for you when you get home."

		The way Lia spoke, with lust tinting her voice, it was clear what she had in mind. And all John had to do was look into her eyes for her intentions to be clear.

		"I'd fuck you now if there was time," John said.

		"You sure you can't call in late?" Lia asked, running her hands down her sides. Her arousal was getting the better of her. She would gladly ditch her day plans if John called in.

		"Unfortunately not," John said.

		With great reluctance, John ate his breakfast before heading for the door, kissing Lia goodbye, their lips locked, a heated moment shared between the pair. However, John could not spend all day saying goodbye. Before either of them wanted the moment to end, John was out the door and driving away to work, leaving Lia alone once again.

		However, this was a different day for Lia. As soon as she was alone, she clenched her thighs together, wishing John was still there, aching for his touch. The kiss goodbye had been wonderful, but she needed more. And while she had enjoyed giving John a blowjob, she needed him to actually fuck her.

		It helped to eat and then spend the next hour cleaning the kitchen. And when she finished that, she returned to the bedroom, making the bed and generally tidying up. Having an activity to do definitely helped her keep her mind off of her incessant urges.

		However, the cleaning did not take long and as soon as Lia was done, the need resurfaced, strong and vibrant. But it also gave her time to consider her next moves. With John no longer around, Lia did not need to hide how horny she still was, but there was a part of her that felt this nonstop need was wrong. It was not supposed to be like that.

		Sitting down on the freshly made bed, Lia reached her hand between her legs. She could not help herself. But she knew she had two choices. She could either spend her day masturbating, hoping to get some relief, even though she had found no success with that the night before, or she could keep doing activities that could distract her.

		"What am I going to do?" Lia asked herself. She was still playing with her pussy. It felt natural to do so. It gave her hands something to do. But she immediately saw the danger of constantly playing with herself like that, not wanting to make it a habit that could ruin her social standing. She was not a depraved slut. That left one choice.

		Deciding a workout would do her good, Lia rummaged around the closet, eventually finding a pair of short shorts and a sports bra. She rarely worked out, usually just wearing loose clothing around the house and calling that good. However, the collar's influence made her want to dress up, even if that meant dressing up to work out.

		As Lia started jogging, heading for the park, she felt a rush of adrenaline, not unlike what she experienced while having sex with her husband. She was surprised by the comparison, but it also made sense. She was in tune with her body in a way she had not been before, and that included the need to fuck that burned within her.

		Lia had never been one to wear headphones while jogging, preferring to listen to nature as she went, but today was different. She had a playlist of upbeat songs, using them to increase her focus on the task at hand. The music kept her feet moving as she got closer to her destination.

		The run to the park was not far, but it was far enough that Lia already felt hot and sweaty by the time she got there. She was glad to have worn her sports gear, especially because of how well it showed off her body. Lia knew she was an attractive woman, even if she had always been too shy to take advantage of it. But that shyness paled in comparison to her heightened arousal. And with that arousal came new desires to show off her body, which made wearing such skimpy workout gear ideal.

		However, the local park was not particularly busy. There were a few people walking their dogs and a couple sitting on a bench. That gave her plenty of room for Lia to get started on her workout, but it meant there were fewer people to see her do it. There were fewer people with whom she could ultimately have sex.

		"Bad thoughts," Lia said to herself as she shook her head and entered the fitness course that had been set up by the Parks Department.

		She started with a set of push ups, going through a few exercises, using the signs as she slowly made her way around the circuit, before moving onto a yoga routine. She did not have a specific yoga routine, but again, the park provided, with a grassy space where Lia could kick off her shoes and follow along with several poses that were demonstrated on signs.

		As she stood up from a down dog, Lia's body felt the burn, but it also felt good. This was the kind of thing that should have distracted her from her lust, but instead, it did not seem to make a difference. She was turned on, dripping wet, her pussy practically screaming for attention. But there was no way she was going to have sex in the park, even if there was a cute guy giving her looks while walking his dog on a nearby path.

		Lia finished up her yoga routine, ending on her back, her legs wide open. She wondered if someone watching might see the wet spot on her shorts. She knew it was there. She could feel it. And the thought only made her wetter. She needed sex. She needed to cum. But she had no idea how to handle her problem.

		Heading home, Lia was drenched with sweat, her body tired, but her mind still racing. She had spent the entire time at the park trying not to think about having sex, but it had not worked. If anything, it had gotten worse, because she had actually considered propositioning that cute guy. And he was a stranger. How could she cheat on John like that?

		"You've got to get a hold of yourself," Lia chastised herself as she finally made it home. She kicked off her shoes at the door and headed for a cold shower. Even if the running had not done anything for her arousal, maybe a nice cold rinse would.

		Lia barely waited for the water to turn on before stripping out of her clothing and stepping under the cold spray. She immediately regretted her decision. The water was freezing cold, like she had just stepped off a plane in Alaska in the middle of winter.

		"Fuck," Lia cursed, but she stayed under the freezing spray, willing to do whatever she could to douse the flames of arousal in her body. But it did not work. Her nipples hardened in response to the cold, but the arousal went nowhere. She stood there, nearly shivering, willing her mind to think of anything other than sex, but those thoughts simply would not come. She could not get the desire for sex out of her mind and body.

		Clean, cold, and naked, Lia eventually turned the water off. She stepped out of the shower and caught sight of herself in the mirror. There was a part of her that felt miserable. That was the cold part of her, seeing her brown hair cling to her back and shoulders. But there was also a sense of pride in how good she looked. It was a pride that made her want to show off, just as she had at the park. And it was a pride that made her want to fuck.

		By the time Lia toweled off, wrapping herself in the fluffiest robe she could find, she knew nothing was going to save her. She was stuck like this, at least until John got home from work. He would hopefully know what to do, assuming she could finally tell him what was wrong, but that was a long time off. She did not know if she could wait that long.

		However, Lia needed to do more than just dry off and warm up. Her workout required her to refuel. It was not the lunch hour, and she needed to eat. But first she needed clothes. She dressed herself, still opting for something sexy, but this time in the form of tight fitting jeans that highlighted her ass and a crop top that showed off her midriff. These were not clothing items she typically wore. She frequently wore jeans, but this particular pair had only been seen on her a handful of times. They had been too tight and put too much emphasis on her ass before.

		The top was atypical for her as well. Lia did not even remember where she had got it or what the occasion had been, but it fit her perfectly and really emphasized her breasts, showing plenty of her midriff and the smooth skin of her stomach. That was not something she ever did, until now. Now it felt good. It felt right. And until something changed, Lia had a feeling tops like this one would show up in her outfit rotation more often.

		Making a salad for lunch, Lia made a point to sit down at the kitchen table and eat, even as her free hand continued to wander beneath the table, her fingers dancing across her denim covered crotch. She was horny. She was really horny. But no amount of masturbation or cold showers were going to alleviate her need. She knew something else had to happen, and John would not be back for hours. She was all alone.

		"What am I going to do?" Lia asked herself again. She had about four hours to figure it out, because by then, John would be home.
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		Lia dressed like a slut, ready to greet her husband with her body on display. Her free time during the afternoon had been used to plan her outfit and how she wanted to meet him upon his return. She put on a lacy red lingerie set that clung tightly to her chest, making her breasts look incredible, while also highlighting the smooth curves of her waist and hips.

		Coupled with a set of fuck-me heels, Lia could not believe she was going all out like this, but there was something inside her that would not stop demanding sex. And with John finally home from work, she would finally get her chance.

		The plan was simple. Lia would dress up sexy and then meet him at the door. Her makeup was flawless, her lips painted red to match the lingerie. Her mascara and eyeliner were bold, drawing attention to her eyes.

		"I look like such a slut," Lia commented as she checked her outfit and makeup one last time in the mirror. She expected John home at any moment. "But damn does this turn me on."

		The wait was short. As soon as Lia heard his car in the driveway, she rushed to the front door, wanting to be the perfect slutty housewife when he walked in.

		It felt like an eternity from the moment the engine turned off and the doorknob turned. Lia was right there, waiting.

		The moment the door opened, she threw her arms around John's neck, pulling him close and kissing him, their lips locking. She poured her sexual energy into that embrace, needing the relief.

		"Hello to you, too," John chuckled as they parted. "It looks like you missed me."

		Lia did not give him time to respond. She attacked him, jumping into his arms, her legs wrapped around him, looking up into his eyes as he caught her, his hands wrapped around her ass, holding her tight.

		"Holy shit, honey," John exclaimed, completely surprised by his wife's actions. But he did not say no. He did not stop her.

		"I need you," Lia moaned, her body on fire. "I need you to fuck me."

		John did not resist her advances, carrying her upstairs, knowing exactly where this was headed. Lia kissed his neck the whole way up, unable to believe the slut she had become, the slut that had lived within her all along, hidden and waiting for a spark, or a collar, to set her free. Or that was what Lia had decided as she prepared for John's return.

		"Fuck," Lia squealed when John tossed her onto their bed. "Fuck me. I need you."

		"Wow," was all John could say, amazed and in awe of his slutty housewife, although he remained oblivious as to what had come over his amazing wife, all without the collar.

		Lia wasted no time, grabbing at the waistband of John's pants, undoing his fly, her movements frantic. But she could not do it fast enough. She needed him. She had been waiting for him. And her arousal would not take no for an answer.

		Freeing his cock, which had quickly swelled with desire, John stood at the edge of the bed, letting Lia have her way with him. She stroked his shaft with her delicate hands, making sure he was nice and hard. She loved how his manhood looked in her hands.

		"I've got the magic touch," Lia bragged, as she pulled off her panties.

		"I can certainly see that," John groaned. He helped his wife continue to disrobe, unhooking her bra.

		Having teased herself all day with her own touches and ideas, Lia did not waste a moment, lying down, her heels still on, her legs pointed upward, giving John the opportunity to enter her. She needed him. She did not care how.

		However, the moment his tip pressed against her folds, Lia's body quivered in anticipation. She was practically salivating, her mouth drooling with need. And then he entered her.

		"Ahh," John cried, enjoying the pleasure that was Lia. "God, you're so wet."

		"Just for you," Lia answered.

		And then the fucking began, with John plowing into her pussy, his cock stretching her inner walls to their limit, filling her up. She bucked her hips in tandem, her shoes still on, adding a certain je ne sais quoi, making her feel extra sexy and extra slutty.

		Lia grabbed at John's clothing, trying to pull his shirt off. She needed him as naked as she was, or at least almost naked, still wearing her fuck-me heels.

		As soon as the shirt came off, Lia immediately grabbed at her husband's arms, admiring his strength, his muscles. He was built like an Adonis, the perfect man for her, or any woman.

		John fucked his wife like a champion, thrusting his hips, driving his cock into her, the force of their movements shaking the bed. Lia bounced with each movement, the bed squeaking with the strain, but that was not going to stop them. Lia would keep going.

		She looked up into John's eyes as he fucked her from above, getting lost in them as he kept fucking her. She could already feel her orgasm approaching, her arousal growing and expanding, her need like a bomb ready to explode.

		"That's it," Lia squealed. "Fuck me. Don't stop. Keep going."

		John did not stop, even as Lia's legs slid down his body, wrapping around him, squeezing him, not that it would affect his momentum or pace.

		"It's happening," Lia gasped. "It's coming."

		"Do it," John grunted. He was losing his ability to concentrate, his own orgasm fast approaching.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Lia yelled. "Here it comes. I'm cumming. Ahhh..."

		Her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks, nearly taking the breath from her, but she still managed a scream, releasing the erotic ecstasy. It was a wave that nearly swept her away, but John did not let up, fucking her as her body contracted, her pussy pulsing with waves of pleasure.

		"Me, too," John announced.

		"Give it to me," Lia squealed. "I need it. Give me your seed. Ahhh..."

		John released a stream of his creamy goodness, emptying his balls into his wife's eager pussy. He held himself deep as his cock surged with hot, white cum, filling her. John had long wanted to be able to come home from work and fuck his wife, but this was greater than anything he had ever imagined before. She had become his wanton slut and he loved it as he held himself inside of her.

		Exhausted and finally spent, John eventually collapsed next to his wife, their clothes scattered about, their bodies sweating.

		"Damn," John managed to say. "That was hot."

		"Right?" Lia panted, breathing heavy, her arousal temporarily satiated. "That was intense."

		John rolled over, cuddling his wife. They held each other, feeling the warmth and love between them. But as much as he had just enjoyed himself, at least as much as Lia had enjoyed herself, he knew something was wrong. It was one thing to use the collar for those days when she was not feeling up to it, but this seemed like an extreme to him.

		"Seriously, what got into you?" John asked.

		"Honestly, it's embarrassing," Lia admitted.

		"Wait a minute," John said, his mind connecting the dots. "Is it the collar?"

		Lia froze in his embrace, not believing he had figured her out. But then again, what were the other options?

		"Um..."

		"It is the collar, isn't it?" John posited. "It still has an effect on you?"

		"I think so," Lia answered, nodding her head.

		"Well, fuck," John said as he leaned his head back, looking up at the ceiling, thinking over the situation. "That's not supposed to happen, is it?"

		"Probably not," Lia said, sheepishly.

		John rolled onto his side, looking his wife in the eyes, noticing her makeup, her appearance. She really had gone all out.

		"This sounds like something we need to investigate," John said. "This isn't supposed to happen. It was supposed to be temporary. Can you get the box for me? I want to do a little more research."

		Lia pushed herself off the bed, still only wearing her high heels. She walked across the room to where the box the collar came in was, sitting on a dresser. Her hips sways as she walked, her arousal and desire to be sexy still present. Lia could not help it.

		Returning with the box, Lia handed it over to her husband, climbing back onto the bed, not bothering to cover up. She reveled in her nudity. And once her hands were free, one hand went to John's cock, gently stroking it. The other went to her pussy, teasing herself as John researched their problem.

		"You've become such a slut," John chuckled, not wanting his wife to stop.

		"What can I say," Lia replied. "But damn does it feel good."

		"Something doesn't match here," John said as he compared the box to the directions they had used when configuring the collar the night before. "I'm wondering if we got the wrong collar."

		John flipped through the directions several times, wondering if there was a secret language or an additional insert, but nothing matched. It did not make sense.

		Lia continued teasing herself as John worked, stroking his cock, too. She had a hard time paying attention to the problem when they were both naked. However, her own actions made her hot and horny again, her sexual energy returning as her fingers danced across her clit. And despite the intensity of their previous love making session, she could not help herself. She needed more.

		"I want you," Lia cooed in her husband's ear.

		John pulled his attention away from the box and instruction booklet to look into her eyes. They were filled with lust. Again.

		"Damn, woman," John said. "I'm only human. Give me some time. And besides, I'm trying to figure out how to fix this."

		"But," Lia said, leaning her face forward and pouting. "I want you now."

		John sighed. As much as his dick was beginning to rise to the occasion, he could not give her what she wanted just yet.

		"Go play with yourself or something," John said. "Give me some time. Let's solve this problem first."

		Lia huffed and then climbed off the bed, knowing her husband would not change his mind. And as sexy as she felt, she also wanted a solution. If the collar was permanently turning her into a slut, or keeping her that way, then she did not know what that meant for her, although the sex had been pretty great. But still, she had plans for her life. She did not want her libido getting in the way of her achieving her goals.

		"We might need to contact the manufacturer," John suggested. He pulled out his phone and navigated to a website, seeing what more he could find there.

		Lia ignored him, since she could not get what she needed from him. She opened the nightstand and pulled out her vibrator. It had not really helped last night, but it was better than nothing. Lia then retreated into the bathroom where she could sit and play with herself without interruption.

		"That's the stuff," Lia moaned as she pushed the vibrator against her swollen clit. "God, this is good."

		She leaned back, looking up at the ceiling, wondering if this was who she was going to be from now on. Could she live the rest of her life as an insatiable slut? It seemed exciting, but her plans and dreams had involved different things. However, Lia also could not deny how good she had felt fucking her husband. She felt amazing. That could never get old.

		The buzzing filled the room as Lia pleasured herself. She did not know if John could hear it from the bedroom, but he was too busy researching a solution. Lia wondered what that would ultimately entail, whether they had accidentally purchased the wrong collar and whether contacting the manufacturer would reveal some nefarious plan or trick, or if there was a simple solution, or no solution. She really hoped it was just a case of the magic not wearing off like it was supposed to.

		"Oh shit," Lia shrieked. "Here it comes."

		Without realizing, or being aware of her surroundings, Lia had built to her orgasm. And when the explosion hit, her toes curling and her thighs shaking, it was all she could do to hold onto her vibrator. But she managed, riding out her pleasure until her pussy could take no more.

		However, Lia was left wanting, unsatisfied, and even feeling dirty. This was not supposed to be who she was. She had never dreamed that sex could be this good, but she felt as if she had become an addict, unable to control her urges. It scared her.

		Eventually, Lia cleaned herself up and rejoined John in the bedroom, finding her husband staring at his phone with a dumbfounded look on his face.

		"Did you figure something out?" Lia asked, pulling on her robe, but leaving it loose on her body, giving John a good view if he chose to look away from his phone.

		"I just finished an online chat with a representative from the manufacturer. The good news is we got what we ordered. The bad news is we didn't read the fine print."

		"What do you mean?" Lia asked, unable to control the huskiness of her voice. She sounded as if she was coming on to him, even though she was trying to have a serious conversation with her husband.

		"This manufacturer doesn't make temporary collars. The changes these things make are permanent."

		"Wait," Lia said, the truth dawning on her. "That means..."

		"You're stuck like this. You'll always be a horny slut."

		"Fuck," Lia cursed. But then a smile crept onto her lips. There were definitely worse fates. And John still seemed willing and able to help her with her desires. Maybe things would not be that bad.

		"You're not mad?"

		"Surprisingly not," Lia admitted. "And besides, you'll always be around to fuck me whenever I need it, right, honey?"

		"Um... yeah, sure," John said, unsure how he would maintain the pace his slutty housewife needed. That was a tall order.

		Lia closed the distance, shrugging off the robe, showing her husband all she had. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her breasts against his bare chest, her nipples still hardened with arousal.

		"I think we have time to fuck one more time before dinner, don't you?" Lia kissed John before he could answer. She really did not know what the future held for them, but she believed they could survive this. She could at least hope. And in the meantime, the sex was fun, for the both of them.
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