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Her Big Show

I stood in the closet, my heart burning with something close to terror. Everything we had done in the past few weeks was totally outrageous, but this was on a whole other level. My wife was going to betray me, and I mean really betray me. As shocking as it had been to watch her have her ex-boyfriend lick her pussy, this was something else.

Because I knew what was going to happen. There was no way to mistake it. And Michelle hadn’t exactly been quiet about it, either. She hadn’t invited Tony back here to talk about business. She was going to fuck him.

There was nothing I could do about it. Standing there next to Nathan, I was every bit as helpless as him, every bit as unable to affect what happened next as he was. Just like him, I was going to have to go along with whatever happened and find some way, somehow, to accept it.

If I could.

It was uncomfortable standing so close to this man I still barely knew, both of us practically naked, both of us dominated and humiliated. But let’s face it, it was hardly the most uncomfortable thing about the situation I found myself in. And there was nothing I could do about that, either. Nothing I could do except endure it and watch and feel that same old desperate desire raging inside my chest, reminding me just how submissive I had become to my wife’s will, and just how much she could get away with.

The sound of her voice coming down the hall was like a warning, the prelude to an event I couldn’t stop and couldn’t control. And it wasn’t just her voice, either. I cringed at the deep sound of her boss’s voice, another man in my house, there for one terrible purpose.

They stepped inside the room. I saw Michelle first, the beautiful curves of her incredible body wrapped tight in that outrageous dress. And even if it was only seconds since I had last seen her, it didn’t matter. The flood of her beauty hit me like a train all over again, and if it didn’t make this outrageous night seem completely okay, it at least justified what was happening and reminded me why I allowed it.

As if I had a choice.

Michelle passed by the closet, and even though I knew it must have been tempting for her, she didn’t look. The gap she had left for us to see through gave us a good view. I hoped it kept out enough light that Nathan and I would be more or less invisible, hiding in there among her things. At least to someone who wasn’t really looking for us there, anyway.

And Michelle didn’t need to see us to know that we were there. She didn’t need to look at us to know that we were both watching her every move, two unbelievably horny men who could do nothing except long for what they couldn’t have and desperately desire the incredible body her scandalous dress showed off. She knew we were there, and that was all my kinky wife needed. To know that she had two horny and frustrated man locked in chastity in the closet while she enjoyed a night of sex with her boss. For about the millionth time, I asked myself how it had come to this. And as usual, the only answer I got was the sight of her through the gap in the doors, her gorgeous body and pretty face and unbelievably kinky mind seducing me all over again and reminding me that when it came to her, I never really had any choice.

Michelle passed by the opening in the doors that provided her two cuckolds with a simultaneous glimpse of both heaven and hell. She didn’t look. And behind her came Tony.

I had seen him before, but never like this. A tall, broad-shouldered man with a thick head of dark hair that stood up almost like the crest of some animal. I had never had strong opinions on my wife’s boss one way or the other. But now I hated him. Even though I had to acknowledge that in his position, I would’ve done the exact same thing he was doing. Anything to sleep with Michelle. I couldn’t hate her, and so I had to hate him. But my hate was as impotent as everything else about me as I stood there in my wife’s closet, unable to look away. That was the point. That was exactly what Michelle wanted.

Michelle was smiling blissfully as she led Tony toward the bed. Her small hand was engulfed in his big one, her eyes shining, smiling up at him, encouraging him. Wordlessly telling him that it was okay, that this was exactly what she wanted. As if she needed to. As if anything could possibly stop him, now that he was this close to his goal.

Michelle sat down on the bed. I watched her hips spread, the tight green dress growing somehow even tighter as it stretched to accommodate her beautiful form. I watched her long legs shining as the dress slid higher, her smooth skin calling to me, the toned muscle of her body reminding me of everything I couldn’t have. Not yet, anyway. Not until my unbelievably cruel and dominant wife decided otherwise. And the only way to get from here to there was to give her everything she wanted. To let her do this unbelievable act of betrayal to reinforce the outrageous power she had over me. And maybe then, if everything went right, I would finally get to enjoy some fraction of what Tony was getting and the pleasure of sex with the girl who had always been the woman of my dreams.

But for now, she was somebody else’s.

The smile never faltered on Michelle’s face as Tony sat down on the bed next to her. The green silk of her dress shimmered with every movement she made as she turned her body toward him, those big breasts of hers testing the strength of the fabric. Above the endlessly inviting cleavage she displayed, I could see the two keys to mine and Nathan’s chastity. I wondered if Tony ever wondered what they were for. Probably not. Probably he was too distracted by the possibility of sex with this incredible woman, too entranced by the beauty of her unbelievable body. Just like I would be if I were him. Her perfect hourglass figure sheathed in green silk was enough to capture anyone’s attention, and she knew it, and she took incredible joy in it. She was about to show me exactly what she could do.

Her eyes on him, that bright blue glow weaving the same spell over him that it did over me, over Nathan, over any man she chose to direct it at. He turned his face to her, smiling back, their lips just inches apart. I tried not to groan into the wet panties that filled my mouth as my wife placed her hand on another man’s cheek and pulled his mouth down toward hers. Their lips met, and I trembled as I watched them kiss, seeing something I had never imagined I would see in my life. And the passion in their kiss was real, the raw sexual tension that filled the room and made the air feel as if it were about to ignite at any moment. I could see their jaws working, could see the way their tongues slid over one another as they made out, watching it all with wide eyes in the darkness of my wife’s closet surrounded by the sexy clothes that made me desire her so much.

It was unbelievable. It was the ultimate mind fuck, somehow more powerful even than all the outrageous things she had already said and done over the last little while.

And as always, my cock throbbed and ached inside its steel prison, desperately pressing against the unyielding chastity as though it still didn’t believe that it couldn’t free itself by brute force.

Over on the bed, Michelle made a tiny little noise in her throat. I don’t really know how to describe it. It was a sound I had heard before, but not in a while. Just pure excitement, I guess, welling up inside her, finding whatever outlet it could. And as she finally glanced over toward the gap in the closet door where Nathan and I hid, fixing us with that bright blue stare just for a second, I felt my cock throb even more urgently.

It was turning me on. After everything we had been through together, there was no point denying that. It was turning me on to watch my wife with this other man, to watch her make out with him like they were lovers, like I didn’t matter at all. But that glance toward the closet, as teasing and sexually frustrating as it was, was a kind of reassurance too. Because Michelle hadn’t forgotten me. I might be nothing more than a spectator, but the fact that I was there meant something to her. It made this all more exciting for her to know that her husband and her ex-boyfriend were watching everything, unable to do anything about it. As long as those keys hung around her neck, we would be her frustrated, teased slaves.

I heard her make that noise again, that tiny little soft sound deep in her throat. And I watched her hands sink down over Tony’s body with a mingled sense of desire and despair. Her hands moved over his shoulders, over his muscular chest, down his thick arms, and clearly, Tony wasn’t the type to miss an invitation like that. He reached out for her, his hands moving over her body, over the shimmering silk that wrapped her like a second skin, and I watched every movement, jealousy gnawing away at my insides as I wish those hands were mine.

And probably I should’ve expected that my wife had never looked more beautiful. Probably I should have anticipated that I had never wanted her more than I did now, seeing the way another man got to touch her, to hold her, to follow those incredible curves toward what I wanted more than anything.

Tony’s hands slid over the whispering silk of Michelle’s dress, over her narrow waist, over the swell of her hip, toward where the hem of her dress tightly gripped her thigh. I watched his hand move over the bare skin of the legs Nathan and I had shaved for her date, sliding inevitably under the tight silk.

And of course, Michelle let him. Of course, the whole thing turned her on. He slid his hand up between her legs, and I moaned softly into the panties that still tasted of my wife as he reached for her pussy. I knew, just as Nathan did, that she wore nothing under that revealing dress. And when Tony found out the same thing, it seemed to encourage him.

He shifted his weight on our bed, the bed we had chosen together years ago, the one I had once thought only the two of us would share. His hand slid up further, and I heard Michelle groan. His lips were still locked on hers, their tongues still exploring each other’s mouths, but he was touching her pussy. He was playing with my wife’s body, and she was loving every minute of it.

With his other hand, he slid her dress up a little higher. I stared, drinking in every detail of her body, the scene in front of me burning itself into my brain while I watched trembling from the closet. Tony kept pushing, and soon, her dress was up around her hips, only his lucky hand hiding her pussy from my view.

Michelle’s lips broke away from his, and she let out a loud moan that echoed in the bedroom. He smiled and kissed her neck as he slid his fingers inside her, and she closed her eyes, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress as she leaned back, giving in to the sensations of pleasure he was giving her. He kept kissing her, moving down over her chest, finally sinking his face between those voluptuous boobs. And she placed her hand on the back of his head, holding him there, enjoying the feeling of him kissing her cleavage while he continued to finger her dripping pussy.

Just from that, she was moaning as though it was the most pleasurable feeling anyone had ever given her. Just from his fingers, she was panting and gasping as though she could barely withstand the intensity of this bliss. But I knew, just as she did, that the show had only just begun. That there was so much more to come before my wife was fully satisfied with her new boyfriend.

And Michelle, I knew, wasn’t the type to be satisfied with anything less than the best.

Her eyelids snapped open, pupils shrinking to show off more of the bright blue of her iris between the dark bars of her lashes. Again, her eyes flickered for just a moment toward the crack in the closet door where we hid, and my heart stumbled over itself at that recognition of my humiliating plight. Then, she turned her attention back to her new lover.

She reached for the front of his pants. He smiled as her skilled hands unfastened his belt and pulled it open, working quickly as though she couldn’t wait to get down to business. I whimpered into her soaked panties as I watched my wife reach into the underwear of another man and pull out his cock, already rockhard just as mine would be if my wife didn’t have it locked in inescapable chastity.

And as she ran her hand along it gently, from base to tip and back again, as though coaxing it to some even greater level of erection, I could see that my wife’s boss was much bigger than me.

Of course, Michelle already knew that. And she didn’t look over at the closet this time, all her attention on her boss for now. Still, after all our years together, I felt like I could guess at least some of what she was thinking. Maybe she was thinking about me as she stroked his cock. Maybe she was comparing us, recognizing that the man she married was far smaller than the man she was now with. Maybe she was thinking about my cock straining away inside the chastity device to which she held the only key, her new toy that would only be used when she decided.

Or maybe that was wishful thinking. Maybe, overcome with desire for Tony, Michelle wasn’t thinking about me at all. Somehow, that hurt even worse.

Michelle moved on the bed. He green dress was barely covering her anymore, and of course, she didn’t care. She slid off the mattress, and I held my breath, my teeth grinding against the wet panties that filled my mouth as I watched her drop to her knees on the floor of our bedroom. I knew what was coming next as she looked up at Tony, fluttering her eyelashes, smiling that pretty smile, doing everything to make him want her more and more. And it was working.

Tony sighed as my wife leaned forward, her open mouth closing around his cock. Her red hair caught the light, gleaming like spun copper as she moved back-and-forth. One hand gripped his shaft by the base while her lips ran up and down, pressing tight against his skin, making his manhood shine with her saliva on every pass.

And soon, my wife’s boss was moaning in pleasure. He looked down at her with his eyes half closed, a kind of sneering smile of satisfaction on his face, and I watched her suck another man’s cock with pure enthusiasm, as though it was the best tasting thing she had ever had in her mouth. As though she wanted to spend the rest of her life there on her knees, pleasuring him, feeling that big cock between her lips to make her feel like a real woman.

Michelle took her time. She moved slow, then fast, then slow again, playing her boss’s cock like an instrument. And soon, she had him moaning and crying out in pure pleasure.

Even back when she used to do that for me, she never spent so long doing it. She never took so much obvious joy in it. But now, she was practically worshiping his manhood, in love with the feeling of being such a slut while her frustrated slaves watched from the closet.

Tony shivered with bliss. His eyes closed, and his fingers disappeared into the red tangles of Michelle’s long hair. He held her by the head, growling like an animal as his cock throbbed and surged between her lips, and I closed my eyes as though to blackout what I knew was coming next.

But only for a second. Something made me open them again. Some masochistic instinct to see it all, to witness the fullness of my own betrayal. Or just the desire to see my wife performing like a porn star, filling my mind with memories I knew I would never be able to erase. Seeing her there in her slutty dress sucking her boss’s cock was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life, and I knew I had never wanted her more. I knew I was never going to be able to escape this image of pure deviant sex appeal from my mind. Maybe I never wanted to.

Tony came. Right there in front of me, in my bed, his cock buried deep in my wife’s throat, he unleashed what seemed like a torrent of cum. And I cringed like a beaten dog as I listened to the wet sound of my wife slurping it down, swallowing his load the way she never did for me. I watched her sucking him greedily, the juices of his orgasm running down her chin while more poured down her throat, and he pumped his cum into my wife as though he was claiming her body forever, making her his and not mine. These were the thoughts that raced through my brain as I stood there in the closet, the ultimate humiliated cuckold who had no choice but to watch his wife betray him and have the time of her life doing it.

Finally, Tony sighed. I heard Michelle cough slightly as she lifted her head from his crotch, his big cock sliding easily out of her mouth. She sat back on her knees, her sharp high heels pointing back toward the closet where I hid, trapped in an agony of desire and frustration and humiliation.

“Holy shit,” Tony said, laughing as he spoke. And he should laugh. He was using another man’s beautiful wife as his personal slut, as his sexy pleasure toy, and Michelle couldn’t get enough of it.

“Thanks, boss,” Michelle giggled flirtatiously. “You want a drink? Replenish those fluids?”

“Sure,” Tony said. I watched Michelle rise to her feet, pointlessly tugging down her tight dress as she stood. And I watched his eyes follow her every movement, still drinking in the beauty of her body, still turned on by my wife as she stood in front of him despite the load she had just sucked right out of his balls.

“It’s a shame my husband isn’t here, actually,” Michelle said teasingly. “Wouldn’t it be fun to make him fetch us drinks instead?”

“You’d do that?”

“Maybe,” Michelle said coyly.

“You can make him do things like that?”

This time, my wife laughed out loud.

“I can make that little bitch do whatever I want,” she said. “And not just him, either. You’d be surprised how many men there are there who want nothing more than for a pretty woman to boss them around.”

“I don’t get it.”

“No, of course you don’t,” Michelle said, shaking her head. “You’re a real man, boss. You’d never let your little side piece tell you what to do, would you?”

“Is that what you want to be? My side piece?”

“Works for me.”

With that, Michelle turned and strutted out of the bedroom. I could tell by the way she swung her hips from side to side with every step that she was still horny, still eager for what else the night might bring.

With Michelle gone from the room temporarily, there was nothing to look at but Tony. He sat there on the edge of the bed, looking massive and immobile, temporarily sated with pleasure. His cock was still hanging out, his pants down past his knees, but I didn’t look at that. I looked at his face, and I felt that hatred swelling inside me again, and I knew there was nothing I could do about it. No outlet for the rage that was building inside me as long as Michelle kept me captive here.

Soon, my wife returned. She had a glass of water in each hand, and she handed one to him, then drank most of the other one herself. Then, setting it aside on the bedside table, she sat down on the mattress next to Tony again with a soft sigh. Smiling at him, she shifted on the bed, swinging her long legs up onto the mattress as she pushed herself back to sit against the headboard.

“What you say, boss? Ready for round two?”

And as she spoke, she spread her legs, her tight green dress sliding up her thighs.

Tony smiled. His eyes dropped to between Michelle’s legs, fastening on the pussy that I couldn’t see, but he could. He set his glass of water down on the floor near his feet and kicked off his shoes. With hurried motions, he pushed down his pants and underwear, then ripped off his shirt. Completely naked, his cock already rising back toward hardness, he climbed onto the bed and moved toward my wife.

Michelle yelped as he took her by the hips and pulled her down the bed. Her red hair fanned out behind her, forming a kind of halo around her pretty face as she smiled up at him. His big hands thrust her dress higher on her legs, pushing it up around her waist, exposing her pussy completely. And in one suddenmotion, he leaned forward, plunging his thick cock deep into my wife’s body.

Michelle screamed. Her eyes closed with the force of her passion, and her hands gripped the headboard behind her for balance as her body rocked beneath his. He was not gentle. He was not tender. He pounded my wife like she was a piece of meat, and in no time at all, she began screaming in ecstasy, loving being used like this.

The bed rocked to their movements, every screw and bolt creaking with the strain. I had never made sounds like that when I had sex with my wife. And she had never made sounds like this, the animalistic cries he tore out of her throat as he fucked her. As he continued pounding away, his big hands mauled her breasts, pulling them out of the dress and out of the bra I had put on her, squeezing and slapping them until she yelped in a mixture of pleasure and pain. He was using her body like it was his own personal toy, heedless now of her pleasure, and as dominant as Michelle could be when it came to me and Nathan, she seemed to love surrendering to him like this.

Her high heels caught in the sheet as her feet scrabbled on either side of him. Her legs trembled and thrashed, and her cries rose to a fever pitch, bouncing back from the ceiling, and I knew what was about to happen. She roared in pleasure as she came, that beautiful tight pussy I craved more than anything in the world spasming around the cock of another man, and I heard her boss grunt in pleasure as he fucked her.

But Tony didn’t cum. And as soon as Michelle’s orgasm passed, her boss seemed to have another idea. Controlling her body with his hands on her hips, he rolled over onto his back, pulling her on top of him. And Michelle screamed in pleasure again as she straddled him, his cock sinking deep inside her. She leaned forward to place her hands on his broad chest, her face partially skewered by the hanging curtain of her bright red hair. Both Nathan and I had to watch in utter amazement, total frustration, as she bounced her round ass up and down on top of him, hungry for more ecstasy.

Michelle rode Tony to another orgasm. Her wild cries of passion filled the bedroom once again, driving home my defeat.  Gagged and chained and silenced in the closet, I watched it all, watched her betray me with every thrust, watched her experience joy unlike any I had ever been able to give her.

Not long after her second orgasm, I heard Tony growl, and for the second time that night, he came inside my wife. Their pleasure peaked together, their bodies locked in an embrace of pure bliss that I was locked out of, able only to watch in horrified humiliation.

Their climax seemed to go on forever. But eventually, it had to come to an end. Shaking and shivering and sighing, Michelle climbed off Tony and sprawled beside him on our bed. And he lay there where she left him gasping, slowly recovering his faculties as the glow of pleasure drained out of both of their exhausted bodies.

“You better go,” Michelle said, turning to her boss after a long period of silence.

“Really?”

“Yeah. My husband will be back soon. I don’t want him to find you like this.”

Michelle was still half-dressed in her tight dress as she climbed out of the bed and began gathering up her boss’s clothes to hand to him. He looked confused, but he pulled them on the way she wanted. She smiled at him, but she ushered him out of the door, guiding him out of the bedroom and toward the front door of our house. From the closet, I listened to them kiss on the doorstep, then heard the door shut behind him. Then, for a moment, the only noise in the house was that of Michelle’s high heels coming toward us.

“Hello, boys.”

Michelle flung the closet doors wide. Her eyes flashed as she looked me and Nathan up and down, a broad smile spreading across her pretty face that was still glowing red from the excitement of orgasm. She paused for a moment, letting us take in the sight of her in the closet’s open doorway, her body tempting and teasing us the way it always did until we were wild with desire for her, weak to her feminine charms. Right where she wanted us.

“That was amazing,” she grinned. “And you know what made it even better? Having my two humiliated cuckold boys watching every moment. But now, I think I need a little bit more. I think I need my husband.”

As she spoke, she reached into her bra and produced a small key. She unlocked the handcuffs that held me to the closet rod, and my heart soared with bliss. Taking me by the hand, my sexy wife guided me toward the bed, the key to my chastity glowing as it hung from its chain above her boobs. Finally, I knew, it was time for my reward.
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