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Valentine's Gift: Parts 1-13

1. Date Night

 

The truth is, I didn't know what to expect. I've been married to Tony for two years now, but he's  still  more  than  capable  of  surprising  me.  He  comes  up  with  these  ideas  sometimes,  with origins that are opaque to me. But I will say this: it keeps things interesting. For all the years that I've  known  him,  there  are  still  hidden  recesses  and  depths  to  his  heart  that  remain  unexplored. 

Sometimes  I  wonder  how  aware  of  them  he  even  is  himself.  And  it's  not  Tony's  fault.  He  was raised  by  parents  who  didn't  believe  in  free  and  open  communication,  especially  not  with  their children. In my family, we almost always shared everything, perhaps even too much according to some  people's  standards.  But  to  this  day,  Tony's  family  never  talk  about  anything  real,  instead leaving everything to subtext and meaningful glances. And don't get me wrong; I'm not saying that  one  is  necessarily  better  than  the  other.  They're  just  different.  I  think  the  way  that  he  was raised  has  a  lot  to  do  with  Tony's  strange  reticence  and  difficulty  in  communicating  what  he wants. 

So what happened on Valentine’s Day was a big deal for both of us. 

Romano's  was  predictably  busy  that  night.  Tables  were  clustered  together  throughout  the dining  room,  so  close  together  that  it  took  an  effort  not  to  rub  your  elbow  against  that  of  the person sitting at the next table. Waiters raced back and forth through the place with that swift, efficient, measured stride of theirs, carrying plates and bottles and folded menus in a mad whirl of activity. Candle flames bobbed and flickered. It was all indirect lighting and old world charm, and  the  heavenly  scent  of  artfully  prepared  food  wafting  over  us  every  time  the  kitchen  doors opened and closed. I don't know how early Tony had had to make reservations to get a table at my favorite restaurant, but I appreciated the effort. After all, isn't that what Valentine's Day is all about? A chance to make a little fuss over each other for once, to remind ourselves that we are more than just roommates and financial partners. An opportunity to reclaim a little romance. And if Tony's idea wasn't the most original in the world, it was at least effective. The restaurant was reliably great, even as busy as they were that night. And the mere fact that he’d thought so far in advance  and  planned  this  night  to  make  me  happy  was  enough  to  make  me  feel  appreciated.  I know we hadn’t been married all that long by the standards of these things, and we didn't even have  any  kids.  As  older  couples  never  failed  to  remind  me,  we  were  still  in  that  phase  where everything  seems  magical  and  new.  But  Tony  and  I  had  been  together  for  years  before  ever getting married; it's not as though this relationship was still in its first flush of fleeting glory. It's far too easy to let the romance and the passionate drain away when you have to get on with your regular, everyday life. After all, this isn't the movies. I don't wake up with a full face of flawless makeup  and  my  hair  immaculately  styled,  ready  to  receive  my  husband's  kisses  as  though morning breath doesn't exist. Marriage means seeing your partner at their worst sometimes, and letting  them  see  the  same  in  you.  Doing  that  and  still  feeling  the  stomach-fluttering  rush  of attraction when you look at them is a daily challenge. 

So I like Valentine’s Day. People call it a Hallmark holiday, and that’s probably true as far as it goes. But I still think it’s a good idea that there’s a day set aside for lovers to be lovers, to remind themselves of why they got together in the first place and how it felt to be absorbed in the first flushes of love. 

And I did my part. I had bought a new dress, a navy blue number that was intended to bring out my eyes along with the makeup I had applied. And I certainly hadn’t chosen the high-heeled

pumps  I  was  wearing  for  the  comfort.  I  knew  Tony  liked  them.  I  was  reminded  again  as  I  got dressed at home and saw the way he looked at me as I emerged from the bedroom. I’ll say one thing for the male sex drive; it gives men really short memories. I was the same woman that had woken up next to him that morning, my hair a state and my eyes puffy with sleep. But he didn’t care. Once I was all dolled up, he seemed to forget that he had ever seen me any other way. And having him look at me that way made me feel good about myself. It was a happy little feedback loop, and I was glad he had made the effort. 

Sitting across the table from me, Tony didn't look too shabby himself. His short dark hair still  showed  no  traces  of  gray.  His  cheeks  were  smooth  from  shaving  just  before  we  left,  even though I usually preferred him with a little bit of stubble on his square jaw. He was wearing that dark jacket that I liked on him, with a pale blue shirt underneath. The jacket's shoulders made his torso  look  even  broader  and  more  substantial  than  it  already  was.  Tony  had  spent  his  entire career  working  in  offices,  but  he  came  from  a  long  line  of  rugged  laborers,  farmers,  and frontiersmen.  He  carried  that  heritage  with  him  in  the  solidity  of  his  body,  his  naturally  thick arms  and  powerful  chest,  his  broad  hand  with  the  gold  band  of  our  marriage  on  his  finger  his only concession to jewelry. I watched those hands move over the white tablecloth, his knife and fork precisely angled in his fingers. Tony's background was firmly blue-collar, but he had come a long way in the world and had learned a thing or two about the good life. He had forgotten more about wine than I would ever know, and his tastes were refined in a way that would have been alien  to  his  father,  let  alone  his  grandfather.  His  meal  finally  finished,  he  set  aside  the  cutlery, making barely a sound as the metal touch the plate. I resisted the urge to grab a piece of bread from  the  basket  on  the  table  and  use  it  to  mop  up  the  sauce  on  his  plate.  Not  here.  Not  at Romano's.  Besides,  it's  not  as  though  I  was  still  hungry.  My  own  meal  had  been  perfectly satisfying. But that rich ragu on Tony's plate just looked so appealing. It was only manners that held me back. 

"How  was  it?"  I  asked  as  Tony  sat  back  in  his  chair.  A  shallow  dimple  appeared  in  his cheek  as  he  smiled  at  me  over  the  table,  the  candle  burning  between  us  casting  a  flickering orange glow over his skin and making his eyes shine. 

“Oh man,” he sighed. “It was awesome.” 

"I know," I giggled. "I love this place. Thanks for booking us a table here, babe." I reached across  the  table,  over  the  wreckage  of  our  exquisite  meal,  to  take  his  hand  in  mine.  Tony squeezed my fingers in his. I knew my husband well enough to know that there was something else on his mind. Now that the meal was finished, I could see the slight tension in his shoulders and at the corners of his eyes. And I knew there was no point calling him out on it. Whatever it was he was thinking of, it was going to have to work its way out in its own time. I smiled and acted as though I had noticed nothing, waiting all the while to find out what it could be. 

"You look amazing tonight," Tony said, and my cheeks prickled with happiness as though I was a young girl on her first date. Tony knew enough to have complimented me the minute he saw me in my outfit for the evening, but it still felt good to hear it again. And the way his eyes flickered over me, from the parting of my dark hair over my face and neck and bare arms, made a faint thrill of excitement pass through me. No prizes for guessing what my husband was thinking of now. And with the soft light and the good food and the charged atmosphere, I was feeling the same way. Now that dinner was finished, it was only natural that our thoughts should turn to how we would pass the rest of the night. And I had an idea or two. But then, so did Tony. 

The  waiter  appeared  at  the  side  of  our  table,  silent  as  an  owl,  and  swept  our  plates  away. 

With the table cleared, Tony leaned forward, his eyes peering deep into mine. Holding both my

hands  in  one  of  his,  his  other  hand  reached  into  the  pocket  of  his  jacket  and  fumbled  for something in there. 

“Now, don’t get too excited,” he said. “This isn’t… what you might think.” My heart raced as I saw him produce a small box from his jacket and hand it to me. One of those hinged velvet-covered boxes you get from the jeweler’s. I was smiling already as I took the box from him and pushed open the lid. Ready to thank him for this latest offering, ready to try it on right there and then  in  the  restaurant,  whatever  it  might  be.  Tony  had  learned  what  I  liked  in  jewelry,  and  I trusted  his  taste.  But  my  smile  turned  to  a  puzzled  frown  as  I  peered  into  the  case  and  saw  no jewelry there. Instead, there was a key. Just an ordinary, regular key, quite small, the kind you might use on a padlock or something similar. Not the key to a car or house or anything like that, that much was clear. My brain raced as I tried to guess what it all might mean. What could my husband, always more than capable of surprising me, have gotten me that this key would fit? His eyes sparkled in the candlelight as I raised my gaze to his. 

“What… What is it?” I asked. Instead of answering, Tony shifted his weight a little, making the seat creak underneath him. There was a nervousness in him now, plain to see as I looked at him  across  the  table.  He  opened  his  mouth,  but  said  nothing  for  a  moment,  as  though  he  was struggling to find the right words. 

“I’ll show you when we get home,” he said at last. Raising his head, he made eye contact with the waiter across the dining room. At Romano’s, you didn’t need to do more than that. The check was on its way. Whatever it was my devious husband had in mind, I was about to find out. 

*

“Oh my God!” 

I couldn’t help it. I laughed. More in shocked surprise than real amusement, you understand. 

No matter what I had expected Tony to reveal to me, I certainly hadn’t expected this. I know that the last thing any man wants when he pulls down his pants is for his wife to laugh, but that was how I reacted. Struggling to get myself under control, I leaned forward where I sat on the edge of our bed, taking a closer look at this strange device. 

"What is it?" I asked. Tony stood in front of me, his jacket shed and his blue shirt held up at his  waist.  His  pants  and  underwear  were  around  his  thighs,  giving  me  a  close-up  view  of  his genitals. Or at least, it would have if his cock hadn't been covered by some contraption of bright and shining metal. It looked almost like some medieval torture device. The curved metal covered his cock completely, and as I looked closer, I saw that it was fastened in place with a small lock. 

Something clicked in my head. The key he had given me. 

"It's like a chastity belt," Tony said. His eyes darted towards me and retreated again, before flickering back to me. Back and forth, like timid songbirds hopping from branch to branch. He was  struggling  to  meet  my  eyes.  I  saw  straight  away  that  whatever  this  was  about,  it  was something my husband was more than a little ashamed of. My heart swelled with pity for him. 

So good at so many other things, Tony had never mastered the ability to tell me, his wife, what he really wanted. In this overly dramatic unveiling, I realized, he was trying to do exactly that. 

"Is that what the key is for?" I spoke softly, my initial laughter faded now. Perhaps this was more  serious  than  I  had  initially  thought.  How  many  nights  had  Tony  lain  awake  beside  me, pondering whether to take this step? Knowing him, he must've agonized over it for a long time. 

And as reserved as he could be about his sexual preferences, I couldn't help but think that it must be some overwhelming compulsion for him to finally take this plunge. The least I could do was try to be understanding. 

Tony  nodded.  His  eyes  were  on  the  floor  now,  as  though  he  had  been  caught  doing something he shouldn’t have been. As far as surprises go, I thought to myself, it could’ve been a lot  worse.  I  couldn’t  pretend  to  understand  what  exactly  this  was  all  about,  but  if  this  was something  he  needed,  I  would  do  my  best  to  play  along.  Although  it  was  hard  at  first  to  see exactly how I should go about that. 

“So… you want me to unlock it?” I was doing my best. But Tony grimaced as he continued looking at the carpet. 

“Well, yeah,” he said slowly. “Eventually. If you want to. I just… I want you to have the control. I want you to decide.” 

"Oh,  really?"  I  smiled.  Shifting  on  the  mattress,  I  leaned  closer  to  him.  I  was  starting  to understand. I'd never engaged in much in the way of S&M, but it's not as though I was oblivious to its existence. I even read one of those books that were crazy popular a few years back, lent to me by a friend. I guess I can see the appeal, even if it wasn't anything I'd felt motivated to try for myself. But Tony's talk of control was helping me to understand. If he wanted me to dominate him… Well, I wasn't too sure how to go about it. But I was willing to give it a try. 

Tony gave a faint gasp as I leaned forward and touched the smooth steel of the device with my fingertips. Behind his sheathed cock, his balls were exposed, looking swollen and needy as he convulsed to my touch. The metal was warm with the heat of his body, and he gave a faint but delicious shudder as I ran my fingers over the steel. 

“Does it hurt?” I asked, looking up at his face. 

“Yeah, it does,” Tony admitted. “When I get turned on, anyway.” 

"Are you turned on now?" I grinned evilly at him as I continued to run my fingers up and down  the  device,  and  Tony  nodded.  "Well  that's  too  bad,  isn't  it?"  I  went  on.  I'll  admit  it-something was tingling at the base of my spine. A dawning sensation of my own power, I guess, the  power  that  he  had  given  to  me.  And  as  strange  as  the  situation  he  had  created  was,  I'd  be lying  if  I  said  a  few  naughty  ideas  weren't  already  blooming  in  the  deep  recesses  of  my  mind. 

Understand, I never would have done this myself. In fact, I never knew that such devices existed until Tony showed his to me. But it didn't take a genius to see what kind of power I would wield if this was what Tony wanted. 

“Aren’t you worried? Afraid that this will give me too much power over you?” 

“Yes,” Tony said, his voice hoarse with nervousness and desire. I laughed again as I wrap my fingers around the steel. 

“Well at least you’re honest,” I said. “You might be right. This is going to make things…

interesting.”  Releasing  my  hold  on  his  cock,  I  stood,  smoothing  my  dress  over  my  hips.  I  had carried the key, tucked into its misleading jewelry box, home in my purse, and now that I knew what it was for, I felt the need to have it to hand. Tony didn’t move. Only his eyes followed me as he watched me rise to my feet. He was still holding up his shirt, still with his pants around his knees. He looked ridiculous. But the sudden sexual tension in the air between us stop me from laughing. 

"You should probably take your clothes off," I said in a low voice, placing one hand on his shoulder as I spoke into his ear. Tony blinked rapidly, and I felt the warmth of his breath against my  skin  as  he  sighed.  We  had  hardly  started,  and  already  I  could  see  that  he  was  in  a  state  of high arousal, more worked up that I had seen him in a long time. Maybe ever. And seeing that was  having  an  interesting  effect  on  my  own  body.  A  romantic  night  had  already  started  my motor running, and this new kink was pouring gasoline on the fire that burned inside me. And in addition to all that, I felt something else. Something deeper. I felt somehow touched that Tony

had  shared  this  with  me,  even  if  he  had  done  it  in  such  a  theatrical  way.  I  might  wish  he  had simply told me what he wanted, and we could have discussed together. But that wasn't his way. 

And the fact that he had trusted me with this at all, the fact that he wanted to trust me with this key he had given me - well, it made me feel adored. So I did my best to silence my inner doubts and questions as I tried to act like the dominant goddess Tony so clearly wanted me to be. 

“Stay here and get undressed for me,” I said in the same soft and sultry voice. “Let’s have some fun.” I stepped past Tony and walked through the open door of the bedroom. My purse was on  the  table  in  the  kitchen,  and  my  high  heels  echoed  on  the  floor  as  I  walked  towards  it. 

Fumbling  inside,  I  retrieved  the  box  and  opened  it  up,  lifting  the  key  off  the  cushion  inside.  I smiled to myself as I held the small key in the palm of my hand. Knowing what it was for, it felt far heavier than its size would have suggested. And Tony had willingly given this to me. 

When  I  got  back  to  the  bedroom,  Tony's  clothes  lay  in  a  pile  on  the  floor.  He  was completely naked, and I let my eyes travel appreciatively over the solid muscle of his arms and chest, his stomach and thighs. The steel tube of the device showed between his legs, like some kind of robot cock, smaller than he would otherwise be. I missed his cock, and in the heat of my own  desire,  I  wanted  it.  I  wanted  it  unlocked  and  free  for  my  use,  as  a  faint  wetness  bloomed between my legs while I looked at him. But that wasn't what my husband wanted. Or rather, if I understood  his  desires  correctly,  he  did  want  it,  but  not  right  away.  Sort  of  like  the  way  food tastes better when you're really hungry. Well, that was okay by me. I've always been what you might call an aficionado of foreplay anyway. Even with my husband's cock locked away, there was still a lot that we could do in the bedroom. 

“ Okay,” I said as I stepped past Tony to take a seat on the mattress again. I felt his eyes on me as I crossed my legs, the hem of my dress riding a little higher up my thigh and teasing him with a glimpse of my legs. Tony was breathing hard already, his excitement obvious in every line of  his  body.  And  he  looked  so  strong  and  powerful  without  his  clothes  on,  much  bigger  and much stronger than I was. But he was the one who was naked, or nearly so. And I was the one holding  the  key  to  his  release.  The  juxtaposition  was  almost  dizzying.  With  every  minute  that went by, I felt as though I was starting to understand his desires a little more. 

“Is this the only key?” I asked, bouncing the sliver of metal slightly in my palm. 

“Yes,” came the choked reply. 

“Really? You don’t have a spare tucked away somewhere?” 

“No,” Tony said. “That would defeat the purpose.” 

“I  suppose  so,”  I  mused.  “But  what  if  I  lost  this  key?”  Tony’s  eyes  shone  with  fear  as  he looked at me. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I suppose I’d have to get it cut off or something.” 

“Well that would be embarrassing, wouldn’t it?” I giggled. “How would you explain that to a locksmith?” 

“I don’t know.” I leaned back on the bed, balancing myself on my elbows as Tony stared at me with a look of unequivocal lust on his face. Tossing my head, I swept my hair away from my face and smiled at him. 

“Well  then  I  guess  you’d  better  be  very  nice  to  me,  hadn’t  you?”  I  teased.  “If  I  have  the only key, you’d better make sure you keep me happy.” 

“Yes,” Tony sighed. And again, that feeling of power roared inside me, stronger this time. I wondered  if  Tony  really  realized  what  exactly  it  was  that  he  had  given  me.  I  mean,  I  love  the man, and I would never do anything to hurt him. Not really. But clearly, he wanted to be hurt, at least a little bit. And in that case - well, I was more than willing to give it a shot. 

"Get  over  here,"  I  said.  The  device  bounced  comically  between  Tony's  legs  as  he  lurched towards me like an automaton suddenly brought to life. I reclined like an Empress on the bed as I watched my naked man approach, horny beyond belief and eager to serve. Tony's new fetish had taken me completely by surprise, but there was no denying the possibilities it created. He wanted me  to  have  power  over  him,  and  he  had  given  it  to  me.  I'd  have  to  be  a  fool  not  to  see  the opportunities it gave me. 

"Take my panties off." It felt strange to be giving my husband orders. We didn't have that kind of relationship ordinarily. I never wanted to be a nag or scold. But Tony didn't offer a word of complaint. He just sank to the floor at my feet, kneeling in front of me as his trembling hands reached towards my legs. I sighed with pleasure as his fingers slid over my skin, reaching under my dress for my underwear. I had worn a nice set that night, anticipating some kind of bedroom activity  after  dinner,  even  if  I  would  never  have  imagined  it  exactly  like  this.  Uncrossing  my legs, I squirmed on the mattress as he pulled my skimpy panties down my thighs, past the bend of my knees and off completely. I was thoroughly wet as I pulled up my dress, exposing myself to him. I lay back on the bed, squeezing the key in my fist so tightly that the metal dug into the skin  of  my  palm.  My  own  breath  was  almost  as  short  as  my  husband's  now,  and  the  air  in  our bedroom crackled as though on the verge of bursting into flames. My eyes open, I stared up at the ceiling, Tony out of sight for now between my legs. It was somehow easier that way. Easier to give free rein to my own fantasies and desires if I wasn't looking at him. 

“Make me cum,” I ordered, half expecting him to laugh and shatter the fragile spell of my uncertain dominance. I felt as though I was playing a character, and maybe not playing it all that well. But Tony didn’t laugh. He shuffled forward on his knees, between my legs, and I moaned loudly as I felt his tongue against my skin. Pleasure bloomed through my body as though I was a thin  cloud  lit  up  by  the  sun,  and  my  high  heels  scrabbled  on  the  floor  as  I  squirmed  in  joy. 

Tony’s hands were on my thighs, lifting my dress up out of the way, and his tongue pressed hard against my dripping pussy, sending deep vibrations of pleasure all the way through me. My clit swelled in arousal, and Tony’s nose rubbed against it, making me moan in excitement. I gasped as he raised his head to run his tongue over the swollen bud of flesh, drawing sparks of desire from me as I groaned ecstatically. And those groans turned to a yelp of selfish pleasure as he slid two  thick  fingers  inside  me,  reaching  upwards  towards  my  pleasure  spot  and  beckoning  me towards him. While his skilled fingers worked their magic, his tongue slid and danced over my clitoris,  his  lips  brushing  against  the  flesh  before  wrapping  themselves  around  it.  His  tongue flickered  like  a  rapier  as  he  gently  sucked,  his  fingers  still  working  inside  me  to  bring  me  to absolute joy. 

My husband knew what he was doing. He’d had enough practice, after all. Tony had gotten good at getting me off over the years, just as I had gotten good at doing the same for him. But this  was  different.  This  was  totally  selfish.  The  key  to  his  chastity  device  felt  as  though  it weighed  a  ton  in  my  closed  fist,  and  the  power  it  gave  me  flowed  through  my  singing  veins, combining  with  the  pleasure  radiating  out  from  between  my  legs.  All  the  usual  fears  and anxieties I felt seemed to melt away. This was for me, and solely for me. Not only did I not have to worry about whether Tony was enjoying himself; he actively didn’t want me to worry about it. 

He wanted me to take control and use him the way I was using him. He wanted me to give him no  choice.  And  even  with  him,  the  man  I  loved,  I  realized  I  had  never  felt  quite  so  free  and uninhibited  in  the  bedroom  as  I  did  now.  That  was  a  real  gift  my  husband  had  given  me  for Valentine’s  Day.  The  permission  to  be  entirely  self-centered,  entirely  greedy,  to  put  my  own pleasure first and foremost for the first time in our lives. 

The  walls  of  our  bedroom  rang  with  my  screams  as  I  came.  The  juices  of  my  orgasm anointed Tony’s face as I gasped and writhed and surrendered to pleasure. It was going to be a Valentine’s day to remember. 

    

2. His Wife, His Goddess

With a long sigh, I fell back on the mattress. My knees felt like jelly, my legs trembling and shaking as though I had just climbed a mountain. Tony kneeled on the floor at my feet, staring up at me with his mouth open, his lips and cheeks shining with my juices. Raising my flushed face from  the  mattress,  I  smiled  as  I  looked  at  him.  My  desire  dulled,  though  not  gone,  the  total strangeness  of  the  situation  we  were  in  struck  me  even  more  than  it  had  previously.  The  key Tony had given me for Valentine's Day was still in my hand, the metal still digging into the skin of my palm as I clutched it in my fist, unwilling to ever let it go. The key- the only key - that could release his cock from the steel prison he had voluntarily locked it in. It was an intoxicating thought, and even in the afterglow of my orgasm, I could feel it plucking at my inflamed nerves again. I had never cum like that simply from oral sex, and there was no doubt in my mind that the  kinkiness  of  the  situation  Tony  had  created  was  a  big  part  of  that.  For  me,  my  husband's captivity meant no more inhibitions. No more holding back. No more worrying about anything besides  my  own  physical  pleasure.  It  was  intoxicating.  Dimly  in  a  mind  haunted  by  the  still-erupting bursts of pleasure, I wondered if he had created a monster. Or at least awoken one. But after all, this chastity was Tony's idea. Not mine. I was just benefiting from it enormously. 

"Fuck, that was awesome," I groaned. Tony had not gotten up. He still kneeled on the floor, watching me as though awaiting further orders. Which I realized with a giddy thrill was exactly what he was doing. I might still be glowing in the full flush of orgasmic pleasure, but he was not. 

He was frustrated and horny, in a prison of desire that he had fashioned for himself. I thought of his  cock,  straining  against  the  unyielding  steel  that  contained  it,  unable  to  get  hard  in  the  tight confines of the device, and even as a faint note of pity for my husband resounded in my chest, I couldn't help but smile at the sheer wickedness of it all. This was wild alchemy, a twisted game of desire and denial. And if there were dangers that went along with this new game, in the golden shadow of my ecstasy I was unaware of them. Tony had given me his key as a gift, and I was only just coming to realize what a gift it actually was. A gift of endless selfish pleasure from my husband's hands and mouth, and anything else I decided he could use. 

“How  are  you  doing  down  there?”  I  gently  mocked.  I  couldn’t  help  it.  The  power  I  was feeling brought it out of me. Tony just looked so humble, my big strong husband kneeling at my feet  with  my  pussy  juice  all  over  his  face,  baptized  into  his  new  submissive  role  by  an unstoppable  flood  of  my  pleasure.  He  was  mine,  more  completely  than  he  had  ever  been.  I always had his heart, I knew that. But now, thanks to the little key in my hand, I had his cock too. 

“Okay,” Tony stammered. There wasn’t much else he could say. His eyes flickered over my body, coming to rest again and again on the wet mess between my legs. He wanted me so badly, I  could  see  it  in  every  line  of  his  face,  and  it  made  me  feel  fantastic.  It  was  like  electricity flowing  through  my  body,  making  the  whole  world  shine  as  I  watched  him  carefully.  To  my pleasure-addled mind, it was starting to make a strange kind of sense. After all, we women get to have multiple orgasms. Even with the most considerate lover, things sometimes come to an end before  we’re  quite  ready.  But  with  Tony’s  cock  locked  away,  I  saw  that  it  would  be  up  to  me from now on how things between us progressed and when they ended. If I had been initially a little disappointed in the restaurant when I found he’d given me a plain key instead of a piece of jewelry, that disappointment was long gone. Tony’s chastity was a gift greater than any he had

ever given me. Even on that first night, I could see that. 

“Okay?” A spirit of mischief was moving inside me now, and I couldn’t help but tease my poor husband a little. After all, that was why he had put himself in this predicament. I raised one foot  from  the  floor,  and  Tony  grunted  as  I  tapped  my  toe  against  the  steel  that  encased  him. 

“How’s your cock doing in its little cage? Does it hurt?” 

“Yes,” Tony admitted. 

“I bet it does,” I grinned. “Is it trying to get hard for me? Are you all turned on from licking my pussy?” 

“Yes,” Tony grimaced. He seemed unable to form any sentences longer than a single word, as though most of his brain was devoted to his palpable desire, leaving little left over for things like speech. But that was okay. The way he felt was written on his face and seemed to vibrate out from every line of his body as he kneeled in front of me. No one had ever looked at me quite like that before, with such an expression of unbridled lust on their face. I felt like the sexiest creature alive as I basked in my husband’s desperate attention. 

“Aww, that’s too bad,” I grinned. “Because I’m kind of enjoying having you locked up like this. That might be the best oral sex I ever had. Good job, honey.” Awkwardly, I sat up on the bed. My dress bunched around my waist as I looked down at him. Tony gazed up at me with rapt attention, hanging on my every word and gesture. How many wives can say the same? I watched his eyes move as I raised the key in my hand, holding it in front of his flushed face. There was an element of playacting about all of this, of course. Tony was far bigger and stronger than I was, and  if  he  really  wanted  to,  he  could  have  easily  overpowered  me,  taken  the  key  and  freed himself. I could almost see the thought in his eyes as I watched his face. His desire for sex was just that strong. But there was a war going on inside him between that desire and his desire for this,  whatever  it  was  exactly.  This  need  that  he  had  been  nurturing  for  who  knew  how  long, hiding it from me until he couldn’t repress it any longer. If I had known it would be like this, we could  have  explored  it  a  lot  earlier.  It  wasn’t  the  first  time  Tony’s  inability  to  tell  me  what  he wanted had cost us. But that was okay. I was more than willing to make up for lost time. 

"God,  this  is  hot,"  I  sighed.  Reaching  forward,  I  ran  my  hand  through  Tony's  dark,  close-cropped hair. His eyelids fluttered at my touch. Some dark thrill of sadism lanced through me, a desire to see just how far I could follow this vein of inadequacy inside him. The rewards for me were  obvious.  Still,  I  had  my  needs  too.  Meeting  both,  mine  and  his,  was  a  challenge  I  was looking forward to. 

“It’s a shame, in a way,” I went on. “I’m so fucking horny right now. Look how wet I am. 

You know what I really want? I want to feel your big, hard cock sliding right into my tight little hole and making me scream. That’s what you want too, isn’t it?” 

“Oh  God,  yes!”  Tony  gasped.  I  laughed  out  loud  at  his  desperate  eagerness,  and  even  I could hear the note of wildness in my own voice. 

“I  think  you  got  that  wrong,  honey,”  I  said,  still  running  my  fingers  through  his  hair.  “I think you mean,’Goddess’. Don’t you?” 

"Goddess," Tony rasped, his voice little more than a whisper. His eyes roamed over my face as he said the word, as though he was seeing me for the first time. With excitement flaring in my stomach,  I  knew  that  after  this  night,  things  between  us  would  never  be  the  same  again.  Not entirely.  We  were  never  going  to  forget  what  had  happened  here,  neither  of  us.  Or  what  was going to happen. Because I wanted Tony badly at that moment, really I did. A large part of me had no better idea than to use the key to release him and let him fuck me the way he so clearly, so  desperately  wanted.  But  the  other,  darker  part  of  my  psyche,  the  part  that  seemed  to  be

growing  by  the  minute  ever  since  I  learned  what  the  key  was  for,  urged  me  to  press  my advantage.  It  was  possible  that  I  would  never  find  myself  in  a  position  like  this  ever  again. 

Better, then, to try to enjoy it to the fullest while I could. 

“Go get my dildo,” I said. “You know where it is.” Tony stared up at me open-mouthed. He looked as though he couldn’t believe what he had heard, and was waiting for me to change my mind  and  order  him  to  do  something  else.  But  while  goddesses  may  be  fickle  and  capricious, they  don’t  go  back  on  their  orders.  I  was  the  furthest  thing  away  from  being  an  experienced dominatrix, but even I could see that much. And maybe Tony read the resolve in my eyes as he stared up at me. Or maybe he just remembered the helplessness of his situation. Either way, he said nothing. He rose slowly to his feet, and the shining steel of the device appeared in front of my  eyes  again,  hanging  humiliatingly  between  his  legs.  I  watched  it  bob  and  sway  with  every step he took as he circled the bed I sat on and reached for the special drawer in my bedside table. 

He came back around the bed with my favorite toy in his hand, the blue vibrating dildo that he had bought for me a year or so earlier. I stood as he approached, wobbling slightly in my high heels with my legs still shaking with pleasure. Tony watched as I turned so that I had my back to him. 

"Take my dress off," I said. Tony's hands were gentle as he brushed aside the curtain of my long hair and reached for the zipper in the back of my dress. I smiled to myself as he pulled the zipper  slowly  down,  shrugging  out  the  shoulder  straps  and  letting  the  dress  fall  to  the  floor.  I stepped out the pool of fabric, almost as tall as my husband was in my high heels. Still with my back to him, I stood with my hands on my hips, waiting without a word. Tony's fingers were on my skin again as he unfastened my bra. Sliding it off my arms, I let that, too, fall to the floor. 

Now  I  was  naked  but  for  my  high-heeled  pumps,  just  as  he  was  naked  except  for  the  steel chastity  device  that  enclosed  his  cock.  What  a  pair  we  make,  I  thought  to  myself.  Finally,  I turned, catching his eye as I smiled at him. I'd had another idea. A goddess is always creative. 

“Get down on your knees, honey,” I said, as though it were a foregone conclusion that he would do what I said. And he did. Open mouthed, my solidly built husband sank to the floor in front of me, my faintest wish his inarguable command. With him kneeling again, my pussy right in  front  of  his  face,  I  could  feel  his  fluttering  breath  cooling  the  warm  juices  that  coated  the inside of my thighs. I shifted my weight from foot to foot as I spread my legs, standing with my feet far apart as I towered above him. To my delight, I saw Tony lick his lips as he stared right at my dripping womanhood. 

“You  know  what  to  do,”  I  grinned  at  my  husband.  “Make  me  cum.  Make  your  goddess happy.” 

The vibrator burst into life as Tony clicked a button on its base. I placed a hand on his head, using him to steady myself as I felt the rounded head of the toy pressing against my lips. Despite his obvious desire, Tony didn't rush. He took his time, sliding the toy up and down the full length of my pussy, building the desire in the pit of my stomach. I could feel the vibrations deep inside me, radiating out from my sensitive clit and swollen lips to fill my whole body with light. Tony used  the  toy’s  head  to  gently  push  my  lips  apart,  and  I  groaned  as  he  slid  the  toy  inside  me, filling  me  with  its  vibrating  length  while  I  gripped  his  head  with  my  hands.  He  let  the  toy  sit inside me for a moment, letting the vibrations spread through my body as I groaned and gasped. 

Then he began to slide it back and forth, in and out of me, fanning the flames that roared inside me to a near-unbearable level. 

“Yes, that’s it,” I hissed. “Please your goddess. Make me cum.” 

The vibrations and the dildo and the exquisite outrageousness of the situation all did their

job, and so did my husband. Kneeling in front of me, use the toy like a skilled craftsman using a tool,  his  only  object  my  physical  pleasure.  And  it  was  working.  Once  again,  I  could  feel  my stomach tightening and fluttering with the rushing sensation of approaching orgasm. The blood roared in my ears as my breath became ragged and irregular. I swayed on my feet as the blissful feelings grew. 

And  I  wasn't  the  only  one  at  risk  of  getting  carried  away.  Kneeling  in  front  of  me,  Tony gazed up at my naked body as though I was indeed the goddess of his dreams. Drunk with desire, he pressed his face against me and began to kiss me, anywhere he could reach. My thighs, my hips, my stomach. Tony showered me with his affection while I gasped and moaned about him, alive  with  selfish  pleasure.  And  as  the  toys  slid  in  and  out  of  my  body,  bringing  my  orgasm nearer  with  every  thrust,  Tony's  talented  mouth  found  the  hard  bud  of  my  clitoris  again.  I shrieked with pleasure as he teased me with lips and tongue, the sensations merging with those of the dildo inside me until it felt as though my whole body was drowning in pleasure. I barely knew  what  I  was  doing  as  I  squeezed  his  head  in  my  hands,  my  fingernails  raking  his  scalp through  his  short  hair  as  I  spasmed  in  pleasure.  Hungry  for  more,  desperate  for  it,  I  clumsily raised  one  foot  from  the  floor  and  hooked  my  leg  over  Tony's  shoulder.  My  high  heel  scraped down his back as I half-sat on him, spreading my legs further as I ground myself against the toy he  held.  The  vibrations  reached  deep  inside  me,  forcing  the  cries  of  pleasure  from  my  hoarse throat as I yelled and screamed. 

And  as  though  something  inside  me  had  suddenly  cracked,  the  unbearable  tension  broke like  a  wave  at  the  shore  as  ecstasy  washed  over  me.  I  howled  as  another  orgasm,  even  more potent  than  the  previous  one,  rolled  through  my  quivering  body.  I  almost  collapsed  as  my  leg gave way, and only Tony held me up, my thigh on his shoulder and my streaming pussy right in his face. I just about wept with pleasure, a sense of relief so powerful that I could hardly stand it. 

Tony  drew  the  dildo,  wet  and  glistening  now  with  my  moisture,  from  between  my  lips  and switched it off before setting it aside. He turned on his knees, still awkwardly supporting me on top of him, and I fell onto the bed gratefully. He was still kneeling, watching me as I sucked in air and squeezed my breasts and writhed in outrageous bliss on the mattress in front of him. Our bed had become like some kind of altar, and he kneeled like a penitent in front of it, the witness and architect of a pleasure which he was not himself permitted to enjoy. The key to his chastity device  lay  still  on  top  of  the  blanket  where  I  had  left  it,  and  I  snatched  it  up  again,  trying  to control myself as aftershocks rippled through me. 

"Oh my God," I panted, again and again, "oh my God. Oh my God." There seemed nothing else  to  say.  No  words  can  capture  what  I  felt  as  I  lay  there  in  lonely  ecstasy,  barely  able  to believe what we had done and how it had felt. Who was my husband? Who was I, to take such pleasure in such deviant activities? Where had this game been all our lives? 

But even the brightest bliss fades in time. Slowly, I felt the feelings draining away, and I let them  go,  not  trying  to  hold  on  to  what  I  had  felt.  It  was  only  as  my  ecstasy  dimmed  that  I realized  how  tired  I  was.  My  body  was  exhausted  from  nothing  more  than  pleasure,  my  limbs aching  from  the  contractions  of  the  muscles  I  barely  knew  that  I  had.  Tony  kneeled  in  silence beside the bed, still watching, still waiting. Once I was in control of my body again, I rolled over onto my side to face him, propping my head up with one hand. His eyes wouldn’t stop moving, rolling up and down my naked body as though he was trying to commit the image to memory. As though he hadn’t seen me naked hundreds of times before. The game we were playing, the game he had initiated, seem to make everything between us new. It put an edge on his desire for me, and mine for him, that I had never experienced before. And tired as I was, I was reluctant to give

up this game now that we had found it. 

“Go get me a glass of water,” I said. It wasn’t a question. And Tony didn’t treat it like one. 

But I wondered if it was solely my imagination that made me see a flicker of something in his eyes, a fugitive gleam of excitement or faint glimmer of relief. The game wasn’t over. Not yet. 

And as much as he wanted it to end, as much as his body must be crying out for release after all I had made him do, he wanted me to carry on being his goddess. 

Tony rose to his feet without a word. I watched with a disbelieving smile on my face as he walked  quickly  out  of  the  bedroom  and  towards  the  kitchen.  I  had  the  sound  of  water  being poured  from  the  fridge  as  he  filled  the  glass  and  returned  to  me.  I  smiled  as  he  reappeared, handing me the glass as I reached for it. My tongue was already between my teeth to thank him before I stopped myself. It was no more than his duty to serve his goddess, after all. There was that  thrill  again,  muted  after  all  I  had  felt  but  still  undeniably  there,  brought  on  by  having  my naked  husband  waiting  on  me  like  a  servant.  Again,  the  possibilities  of  this  newfound  power seemed to expand in my mind. Just how much would I be able to make my husband do for me as long  as  his  orgasms  depended  on  my  whims?  A  funny  thing  about  limits  and  boundaries; sometimes the only way to see them is to cross them. Tony’s kink must have its limits, and I was sure I would have some of my own. But in the first flush of excited discovery, I wasn’t thinking about limits. I was thinking about possibilities. And they seemed absolutely endless. Gleefully I squeezed the key again in my bruised hand, holding it tight. I hadn’t known of its existence until a  few  hours  before,  but  now  I  never  wanted  to  let  it  go.  It  was  more  than  the  key  to  Tony’s chastity  device.  It  was  the  key  to  an  entirely  new  way  of  life.  A  new  chapter  of  our  marriage opening out before us. It made me almost breathless with excitement to think of it. 

Carefully,  I  sipped  the  water,  leaving  a  faint  smudge  of  lipstick  on  the  side  of  the  glass. 

Tony  watched  carefully.  The  look  on  his  face  was  unlike  any  I’d  seen  before.  Anguish  and despair  mixed  with  lust  and  desire,  with  a  healthy  dose  of  fear  mixed  in  there  too.  And excitement. Tony had more reason to dread our new future than I did, but there was no doubt that he was as excited about it as I was. My heart thumped in my chest, swollen with love and desire and fatigue as I looked at my husband. 

"Please." Tony's voice seemed to come from deep inside his chest, his lips barely moving as he spoke. His eyes were wide, locked on mine like missiles locked onto their target. His broad chest  rose  and  fell  rapidly,  the  solid  slabs  of  muscle  heaving  as  he  panted  for  air.  His  heavy hands opened and closed at his sides, as though he didn't know what to do with them. It was an exciting sight to see my husband like this, practically on fire with lust for me. 

“Please,” he said again, “please unlock me!” I felt a slow smile spread across my face. How hard had he tried not to say those words? But the pressure was just too much. 

“Why?” I teased. “So you can fuck me?” 

“Yes,” Tony groaned with a visible shudder. “Please!” 

“Begging your wife to fuck you,” I grinned, my hair tickling my shoulder as I slowly shook my head. “I have to say, I don’t hate this. But if you really want me to unlock you, you should beg me properly.” 

“Please!” There was a new urgency in Tony’s voice. He approached the bed, and I noticed the way his hand trembled as he laid it on my leg. “Please! I need to cum, please!” The key was in my hand, barely a foot away from him. I couldn’t help but note that he still made no attempt to take it from me by force. But I couldn’t doubt the desperation in his voice. Every game has its rules, and every man has his limits. Still, there was one last thing I wanted from him. 

“Please what?” I said. His eyes followed the key as I dangled it in front of him, teasing him

with it. “What do you call me? Say it.” 

“Please,  Goddess,”  Tony  sighed.  And  that  delicious  feeling  of  power  swelled  inside  me, more  strongly  than  at  any  other  point  that  night.  He  was  mine,  completely.  There  could  be  no more  doubt  about  that.  And  I  squeezed  my  thighs  together  as  my  pussy  spasmed  at  the undeniable knowledge of just how badly my husband wanted me. 

"All right," I said. Tucking my legs under me on the bed, I sat up and reached with my free hand  for  his  imprisoned  cock.  Tony  panted  like  a  dog  as  I  took  the  steel  tube  of  his  chastity device in my hand. I held his gaze as I slid the key into the lock and slowly turned it. The steel device came apart, and Tony moaned with a loud cry as I gently pulled the device off. His cock swelled  instantly,  almost  alarmingly,  as  I  freed  it  from  the  cage,  like  one  of  those  time-lapse films that condense hours into seconds. He was instantly hard, his cock dark with the blood of desire that the chastity device had held back for so long, and his manhood leaped in time with his pulse as I set the device aside. 

Tony  climbed  fully  onto  the  bed,  straddling  me.  I  lay  back,  no  longer  in  charge,  finally passive  and  compliant  as  he  mounted  me.  I  groaned  as  I  felt  the  head  of  his  cock  against  the opening of my pussy, pressing against the sore flesh. Tony no longer cared. He was free at last, and his desire was too much for him to hold back any longer, and it was my husband's turn to be selfish. I cried out as he drove his cock deep inside me, and my husband let out a moan unlike any I had ever heard as he plunged his full length between my dripping lips. The bed rocked and bounced as he fucked me, pounding me into the mattress as though he intended to drive his body right  through  mine.  And  I  moaned  and  groaned  and  clung  on  for  dear  life,  wrapping  my  legs around  him  while  he  threw  me  around  the  bed.  The  room  became  a  mobile  blur  of  rapid breathing and cries of pleasure. I felt like a doll in his arms as he took control of me. Somewhere in  that  breathless  whirl,  I  felt  myself  cum  again,  and  Tony  gasped  as  he  felt  my  pussy  tighten around him. With that, he exploded, his throbbing cock launching his hot seed deep inside me. 

He collapsed on top of me as we moaned together, luxuriating at last in a shared ecstasy. 

Slowly, Tony pulled out. He rolled over onto the bed beside me, panting heavily. His eyes closed,  and  he  draped  a  forearm  over  his  face,  his  other  hand  on  my  damp  thigh.  He  seemed exhausted. I lay beside him, curled up on my side, watching his chest rise and fall. Who knew how  long  he  had  nursed  this  private  fantasy  before  summoning  up  the  courage  to  present  it  to me?  Who  knew  what  doubts  had  plagued  him  as  he  wondered  how  I  would  react?  And  to  be honest, before that night, I wouldn't have known myself how I would've handled this kink of his. 

I would never have imagined how eagerly I would have embraced it. But I had. And now here we were, glowing with pleasure next to each other in bed, trying to process the best sex we had ever had. 

Tony lay as still as a dead man in the bed as I moved beside him. He didn’t seem to feel it, or to hear as I carefully picked up the chastity device that lay beside me. I studied it carefully, taking occasional furtive looks at him. It was simple enough; a steel tube for his cock and a steel band that went behind his balls, with the lock to hold it all in place. I smiled devilishly to myself. 

Between  his  legs,  Tony’s  cock  was  finally  soft.  It  lay  draped  on  his  thigh  like  a  sleeping dog, exhausted by its exertions. Tony grunted as I took it in my hand. He lifted his arm from his face  and  opened  his  eyes.  But  despite  my  own  tiredness,  I  was  moving  fast.  I  had  already climbed up onto my knees above him. The chastity device slid easily over his cock, and I quickly looped the bar behind his scrotum. The device clicked as it locked together, and I snatched up the key, holding it tight in both hands as I pressed it to my chest. 

Tony raised himself up on his elbows, staring in disbelief. 

“What are you doing?” he said. 

“What do you think?” I giggled. “Now you’ve given me this power, did you just think I was going to let it go? No, I think things are going to change around here now. I think you need to keep your goddess happy. And you know what makes me happy? Keeping your cock all locked up for my personal use.” I laughed out loud as Tony stared up at me in disbelief. But once again, I  noticed  that  he  didn’t  even  try  to  take  the  key  from  me.  As  though  it  never  even  occurred  to him that he could simply overpower me. But I knew the truth: he didn’t want to. He wanted me like this, cruel and dominant and totally in control. 

And happily, I was discovering that that was exactly what I wanted too. 
    

3. Tony’s Decision

Maybe  it  was  naïve  of  me.  But  I  suppose  I  just  didn't  realize  how  deep  this  would  run.  I knew that now that I held the key to Tony's chastity device, effectively owning his cock, I would have tremendous control of my husband. That much was obvious. But the speed and totality of the power it gave me over him took me by surprise. I knew, of course, that the male sex drive could  be  a  powerful  thing.  But  I  guess  I  never  realized  just  how  powerful  until  I  was  given complete control of it. 

Tony had been two days in the cage before he started to beg. Conscious of the fact that he could, if he wanted to, simply physically overpower me and take the key from me by force, I had hidden it somewhere in the house. Somewhere he would never find it. Or at least, so I hoped. I had used a piece of tape to secure the key to the wall up inside our bedroom closet, as high above the door as I could reach. The best I could do for now, until a better solution came along. Either way, I made sure that I knew that I didn't have the key on my person at all times. I knew he'd probably tear the house apart looking for it the first chance he got, but for those first couple of days, he was never alone at home anyway. I could keep an eye on him. And I had made it clear that any attempt on his part to locate the key and release himself would displease me. 

But  there  is  only  so  much  a  man  can  take.  And  in  Tony's  case,  apparently,  two  days  was about it. He came home from work that day with a sour look on his face, scowling as he skulked around the house. When I asked him what was wrong, his expression changed. A kind of furtive embarrassment showed in his features, and for a moment he looked as though he was going to try not to tell me. But then he relented. Coming towards me where I sat on the couch, he sat down beside me. I could feel the tension in his body, drawn as tight as a guitar string, as his trembling hand rested lightly on my leg. 

"It's… this is hard," he said with a faint sigh. "This… chastity thing. I… I don't think I can keep it up." 

“But it was your idea,” I said. “I never even heard of this before.” 

"I  know."  Tony  scowled  at  the  floor  as  he  spoke.  Clearly,  he  was  regretting  sharing  this fetish of his with me, at least in part. Isn't that so often the case? The way we imagine things is rarely  the  way  that  they  turn  out  to  be  in  reality.  Fantasies  are  dangerous  things  like  that;  they often look very different close-up than they did from afar. And ultimately, this was all supposed to be fun. A little bit of kinky experimentation to bring some spark back into our married life. I love my husband, and I had no desire to hurt him unless he wanted me to do it. He had the right to change his mind. Of course, that didn't mean I couldn't tease him about it a little bit. 

"Well, I guess you should have thought a little more about it before you gave me the key, shouldn't you?" I said. Tony's scowl deepened. He stared at the floor as though he were trying to bore a hole in it with his eyes, and his hand trembled faintly where it gripped my leg. 

“I didn’t think it would be this hard,” he said, his voice low. 

"It's not easy for me either," I said. "If you have to go without, that means I do too. I mean, I can  always  have  you  go  down  on  me  or  use  a  toy.  And  it's  so  much  fun.  But  every  once  in  a while, a girl needs a little more." 

"So  let  me  out  then,"  Tony  said.  He  raised  his  head,  his  eyes  on  mine  now  as  he  spoke urgently. I could see the fire in him now, and it made my own stomach flutter with nervousness and  delight.  It  might've  only  been  two  days,  but  Tony  wanted  me  badly,  and  the  truth  of  his

desire was written all over his face. Was I really ready to give all of that up? Tony's Valentine's gift had opened a door that I hadn't known existed, but now I did, and I wasn't sure if I would be able to close it again. Moreover, I wasn't sure that was really what my husband wanted anyway. 

“Let me ask you something,” I said. “You must’ve been thinking about this for a long time before now. How long have you been fantasizing about being locked up?” 

Tony’s broad chest rose and fell as he drew a deep breath and released it. He paused for a moment before speaking, his eyes drifting from mine while he searched for the right words. 

"A few months," he said. The way he spoke made it seem as though the words were being torn from him against his will. My husband had always been a little secretive about these kinds of  things,  always  far  too  reticent  to  tell  me  what  his  true  desires  were.  I  knew  it  had  taken  a monumental  effort  for  him  to  go  as  far  as  he  had,  yet  now  he  wanted  to  pull  it  all  back  again. 

While I have my naivety and my blind spots, I'm not a complete beginner. This idea of enforced male chastity was brand-new to me, but I know what fantasies and kinks are. This one of his was not going to just go away. And I wasn't at all sure that I wanted to let it. 

"A few months," I echoed. Even I heard the change in my voice, and I know that Tony did too. I shifted on the sofa beside him, turning so that I was leaning with my back against the arm to  face  him.  Lifting  my  legs,  I  bent  my  knees  and  placed  my  feet  in  his  lap.  A  quiet  fluttering kind  of  sigh  came  from  his  nostrils  as  his  hands  rested  on  my  calves  through  my  work  pants. 

"How many months, exactly?" 

"Four," Tony said. Again, he spoke as though under duress, as though he couldn't keep the words inside even if he tried. And my bare toes plucked at the front of his pants as my feet crept higher  up  his  leg,  until  I  could  feel  the  solid  steel  bulge  of  the  chastity  device  through  his trousers. I'll admit it; the thought of him having to wear that thing to work, constantly conscious of the power he had given me as he tried to go about his regular day - well, it excited me. As I went about my own work, multiple times through the day I would remember the position he was in, my poor husband horny and frustrated and unable to forget about me. About the control I had over  his  manhood.  It  was  exciting.  Just  as  he  had  intended  it  to  be.  But  I  wonder  if  he  ever suspected that I would find it even more thrilling than he did. 

“Four  months,”  I  said.  “For  four  months,  you’ve  been  thinking  about  this  without  telling me. I’m your wife, Tony. You’re supposed to tell me everything. Especially stuff like this. If you want  something  in  the  bedroom,  you  know  you  only  have  to  ask.  I’m  not  saying  I’ll  try absolutely anything, but I want to make you happy.” 

"I know," Tony sighed. "I should've told you. It's just… it's embarrassing. I thought you'd think it was weird." 

"It is weird," I giggled. "But that doesn't mean it isn't fun. Knowing I have you all locked away, all to myself - I have to admit, it gets me going." Tony shifted uncomfortably in his seat as my foot continued to press against the hard bulge in his pants. I imagined his cock trying to get hard in the tight steel confines of the device, and I saw him wince at the pain. And that growl of sadistic  desire  grew  louder  in  me.  It  was  up  to  me.  Under  normal  circumstances,  I  would  do anything  to  spare  my  husband  the  slightest  pain  or  discomfort.  But  these  were  anything  but normal  circumstances.  And  I  was  enjoying  myself  immensely,  knowing  that  whether  he experienced pain or pleasure was entirely my gift to give. 

“It does?” Tony’s eyes met mine again. Those deep blue orbs probed my gaze, as though he were  trying  to  read  my  thoughts.  And  I  was  doing  the  same.  There  was  so  much  going  on  in Tony’s face that it was hard even for a wife to know what was in his heart. There was fear and nervousness  in  his  stare,  and  desire,  of  course.  There  was  also,  I’m  sure  of  it,  a  faint  note  of

hope. But hope for what? Tony told me he wanted to be released, but was that him talking from his heart? Or his cock? That was what I needed to decide. 

“Of  course  it  does,”  I  smiled.  “Just  the  thought  of  my  big,  strong,  sexy  husband,  going about his workday with this thing on his cock. This secret that only the two of us know about. 

It’s hot.” 

“I know,” Tony groaned. “I mean, it is. But it’s hard. It hurts.” 

"Aww, poor baby," I purred. Reaching forward, I gripped his shoulder and leaned closer to him,  and  his  lips  met  mine  in  a  kiss  while  I  continued  to  grind  my  foot  in  his  crotch.  "But  it's only been two days," I said as I lips parted again. "We often go that long without having sex." 

"I  know,"  Tony  said  again.  "But…  it's  different,  with  this  thing  on.  I  can't  stop  thinking about it. I'm always aware of it. And I mean I can't even…" Tony stopped. He had a look on his face as though he had said too much. And he didn't need to finish his sentence. I knew what he meant. A broad grin spread across my face as I stared at him. 

"You  can't  jerk  off,  can  you?"  I  said.  Guiltily,  Tony  shook  his  head.  "Oh  my  God,"  I breathed. "Honestly, I never even thought of that. As long as you've got this thing on, you can't cum  in  any  way  unless  I  allow  it.  You  can't  even  touch  your  own  cock."  Of  course,  it  was obvious in hindsight. I guess it should've been obvious in foresight too. I guess it was, except I had never really considered all of the ramifications. Tony and I had been married for a couple of years, and we had been together a lot longer than that. That was a part of his life that I didn't give much thought to, a part that he kept concealed for me. A part that I now had complete control over. 

"How often do you do that?" I asked, before correcting myself. "I mean, how often did you used to do it?" 

“Every day,” Tony said uncomfortably, squirming in his seat as my foot continued to tease his caged cock. 

“Every day? You’re like a horny teenager!” Tony said nothing. His eyes were on the floor again, shame palpable in every line of his slumped shoulders. He was embarrassed, and even if I was  of  the  opinion  that  no  husband  should  be  embarrassed  of  his  sexual  desires  in  front  of  his wife, I have to admit, it was endearing. More than that, it was something I could use. 

“Where you do all this?” I asked. 

“Usually in the bathroom,” Tony said. “The shower.” 

"The shower," I repeated. "And when you're doing this, what do you think of? Do you think of me?" 

“Sometimes,” Tony muttered. 

“Sometimes. So not always. So sometimes you’re thinking of other women in there. Who do you think of?” 

“I don’t know,” Tony scowled. “No one you know. Celebrities. Actresses, stuff like that.” 

“So you’re cheating on me, in your mind,” I said. But I smiled as I made the accusation, not entirely serious. I wasn’t actually mad. Everyone has the right to their own inner life, even my husband.  God  knows,  I  had  one  or  two  fantasies  of  my  own  that  didn’t  involve  him.  But  I’ll admit  it  -  I  was  enjoying  making  him  squirm.  It  was  a  tremendous  amount  of  fun  to  see  his discomfort, to probe him for answers while I had him in such a compromising position. 

"No," Tony said. "It's not like that." But I was hardly listening. If Tony no longer wanted what he had thought he wanted so badly, so be it. I would be disappointed, but I would live with it. But I wasn't ready to give up my newfound power so quickly. And for all Tony's complaints, I wasn't convinced that it was what he really wanted. I wasn't convinced that if I did give him the

release he wanted, he wouldn't come soon enough to regret it. And so right there on the spot, I hatched a plan. 

"The thing is," I said slowly, making my voice a low and seductive purr as my toes traced the shape of his chastity device in his pants, "if I have you locked up, you can't do that anymore. 

And I know that sucks for you. But it means that I can supervise any orgasms that you have. It means that I get to decide how and when and where you get to cum. It means you won't be able to cheat on me in your head anymore. Or in real life, for that matter." I laughed out loud as Tony glared  at  me  silently.  He  was  a  faithful  man,  ultimately.  It's  not  like  I  actually  thought  for  a moment  that  he  ever  would  cheat  on  me.  But  I  had  to  admit  to  myself  that  one  benefit  of  the chastity device was that it ensured that he couldn't betray me like that even if he wanted to. The power  the  steel  device  gave  me  over  my  husband's  sexuality  was  total.  Own  the  cock,  I  was coming to realize, and you own the man. 

"And knowing I have you caged like that gets me so horny," I said. Lifting my feet from his lap, I rose up onto my knees on the couch and crawled towards him. Our lips met in another kiss, longer and deeper and more passionate this time, and arousal swelled inside me as I straddled his lap.  The  hard  bulge  of  his  chastity  pressed  between  my  thighs  as  I  sat  astride  him.  His  hands shook and trembled as they held my hips, his face staring hungrily up into mine. 

"If you really want me to let you out, I'll let you out," I said. My voice was little more than a whisper  now  that  we  were  so  close.  Tony  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  but  I  pressed  a  single finger  against  his  lips,  and  he  fell  silent.  I  wasn't  finished.  "Tomorrow's  Saturday,"  I  went  on. 

"I'm not letting you out today. But tomorrow, if you're really nice to me and do everything I say, I'll unlock you. I'll unlock you and make you cum harder than you ever have before. After that, if you  don't  want  to  play  anymore,  we  won't.  But  there'll  be  no  going  back.  If  you  change  your mind and come back to me a few weeks or a month or five years from now, wanting me to lock you up again, too bad. I'm not doing it. You either want this, or you don't." 

Tony  stared  up  at  me  in  silence.  His  mouth  was  open  as  he  listened.  I  was  almost  as surprised as he was at the side of myself, this commanding, dominant side. But someone had to take  charge  here.  Tony,  I  knew,  would  equivocate  forever.  There  needed  to  be  something  at stake. 

"So you need to think about what it is that you really want," I said. "But don't decide now. 

You can think about it for the rest of the night, and tomorrow. But while you're doing that, I need to be taken care of." 

I  placed  my  hands  on  his  shoulders.  Tony  turned  on  the  sofa  as  I  pushed  him  forcefully downwards. He lay back on the cushions, staring up at me with a look of unbridled lust on his face as I sat on top of him. The zipper of my work pants groaned as I pulled it down and pushed the  dark  fabric  down  around  my  thighs.  My  panties  followed.  Not  even  bothering  to  undress fully, I crawled up the length of his body to position myself on his face. A grateful and delighted moan rose from my throat as I felt his tongue against the wet folds of my pussy. My frustrated and horny husband knew exactly what I wanted, and he knew that he needed to give it to me with no  thought  for  his  own  desires.  His  hands  gripped  my  buttocks  as  his  tongue  went  to  work, caressing and kissing my quivering skin, my juices beginning to flow freely as he worshiped me. 

Because that's exactly what I didn't want to give up. Holding Tony's key had made me into his goddess, and I found that I liked being worshiped. How do you go back from that? 

Tony  had  always  been  good  with  his  mouth.  But  this  time  was  unlike  any  other.  His desperate hunger for me was evident in every movement of his tongue and lips, in the way his body  writhed  beneath  me,  in  the  pure  passion  with  which  he  buried  his  face  against  my

streaming  pussy  and  devoured  me.  And  I'll  admit,  my  own  desire  enhanced  the  sensations  too. 

Tony wasn't the only one who found his mind fixated on sex since he had given me control over his body. I had been plagued at work with plenty of naughty thoughts of my own. I wanted to learn  more  about  this  fetish  my  husband  had.  I  wanted  to  be  the  perfect  mistress  for  him,  the dominant goddess of his dreams. I had already decided I was going to need to do some research. 

But  in  the  meantime,  simply  thinking  this  way  was  enough  to  get  my  heart  racing.  And  as  I moaned and gasped in pleasure above him, I felt my stomach tightening with oncoming bliss. I could  hear  my  own  wetness  in  Tony's  mouth  as  he  gulped  and  swallowed,  as  though  he  was consuming a ripe piece of fruit. And I could let myself go completely. This was unlike the times he gave me oral sex before, when I lay on the bed exposed as he went about his business. With my thighs clamped around Tony's head, he could hardly even see me, and it was an unexpectedly freeing  feeling  to  not  have  to  worry  about  how  I  looked.  Not  that  Tony  would  have  minded anyway. My screams and cries of ecstasy seemed only to excite him more, and I felt the pleasing vibrations of his moans against my sex as he ate me out. 

I couldn't last long. But why would I want to? After all, I'm not a man, good for only one measly orgasm before needing to rest and recover. I let myself go, abandoning myself to physical pleasure, and before long, I could feel my body filling with hot white light. My muscles tensed. 

My back arched. My chest swelled with a deep breath and collapsed as I let it out in a roar of pleasure. Tony spluttered and gulped beneath me as my cum washed over him, smeared all over his face by the unstoppable contractions of my pussy. 

And  even  as  my  husband  swallowed  the  nectar  of  my  pleasure,  I  felt  my  desire  burning unabated in the pit of my stomach. One was never going to be enough. And one of the perks of being a goddess is that you can be completely selfish. After all, that's what your disciples want. 

My  legs  trembled  like  the  shimmering  surface  of  a  lake  as  I  climbed  awkwardly  off  the couch. Tony still lay on the cushions, his face shining with my juices as he watched me carefully. 

A kind of passivity seemed to come over him at these moments, as he waited to see what I would do next. After all, it was all up to me. I smiled at that thought as I wiggled my way out of my clinging work pants, leaving them and my damp panties in a pile on the living room floor. Tony watched, not daring to speak as I stripped off my work shirt. The tightness at the corners of his eyes  told  me  he  was  in  pain  from  his  cock  trying  to  get  hard  in  the  chastity  device,  and  once again that knowledge only added to my dark delight. I was tormenting my poor husband, and it felt fantastic. How could we ever, either of us, give this up now that we had discovered it? 

Leaving my bra on, I quickly climbed back onto the couch. I positioned myself above Tony again, facing his feet this time. He lay on his back, looking up at me as I undid his belt and drew it out of the loops of his pants. Deftly, I unfastened his pants and drew down the zipper, pushing them  and  his  boxers  down  his  legs  to  expose  his  caged  cock.  The  polished  metal  shone  in  the light, its curved surface showing a distorted reflection of the room around us as I smiled down at it. The source of all my power, this tight little prison for my husband's manhood to which I held the only key. His balls looked swollen with desire, and Tony groaned as I took them gently in my hand. 

"Look at that," I purred. "All locked up for me. Who owns this cock?" The snarling mistress was  coming  to  the  fore  again,  all  my  cruelest  impulses  being  given  life  by  the  power  I  held. 

Glancing back over my shoulder, I tapped the side of my foot against Tony's cheek. 

“You do,” he said. 

“What was that?” 

“You do, Goddess.” 

“Oh fuck, that’s right,” I groaned. “I am your goddess, and I do own this cock. And I decide when it gets released, and what it gets used for. It’s my cock now, and if you ever want me to use it again, you’d better do exactly as I say. Got it?” 

"Yes, Goddess," came Tony's swift reply. The metal of the chastity device was warm in my hand  as  I  held  it,  reveling  in  just  how  easy  it  was  to  make  my  husband  submit.  Releasing  my hold, I sat up and laughed as I felt Tony begin to lick and kiss my dripping pussy once again. I sat on his face, and every breath he drew was heavy with the smell of my desire, and his mouth was nothing but an instrument for my outrageous pleasure as I pressed myself against him. And while  my  husband  worshiped  at  the  temple  of  my  feminine  power,  I  toyed  with  his  belt  in  my hands. Grabbing his thick wrists, I pressed his hands together. Making a loop of the belt, I put it over his hands and pulled it tight around his wrists, binding them together. Tony didn't even try to  stop  me.  Either  he  was  too  busy  with  the  task  at  hand,  frantically  licking  me  to  yet  another orgasm, or else this was exactly what he wanted. To be dominated by me, his wife. To be owned and used and humiliated, to be forced to do the things we both knew he wanted to do anyway. 

For a guy who allegedly wanted to convince me not to lock up his cock anymore, Tony was most definitely going about it the wrong way. Then again, I hadn't given him all that much choice. If he wanted to be released, it would be my way. I was determined to get what I could out of this last weekend of his submission, if that's what it proved to be. And I didn't want my husband to have  any  illusions,  either.  If  he  decided  that  this  was  in  fact  what  he  wanted,  to  have  his  cock under my lock and key, I wanted him to know what that would mean. 

Once again, those steel cords seem to tighten in my stomach as orgasm approached. I was drunk with power and physical pleasure, my husband bound and helpless beneath me as I used his face as a sex toy. Leaning forward, I took his steel-encased cock in my hand again and felt him groan as I toyed with it. 

“My cock,” I growled, my breath short as pleasure erupted inside me and my words turned to screams of bliss. “Oh fuck! This cock…belongs to me. Oh my God, that’s it! Yes! Yes! Right there!” And as Tony’s talented tongue probed deep inside me, finding precisely the spot I needed him to hit and working its rhythmic magic there, my body melted into another copious orgasm. 

Tony gulped and spluttered beneath me as I covered his face with my cum, laughing in disbelief at the sheer selfishness of the situation as I did so. The truth was, Tony had created a monster. 

And as I lay on top of him, trembling and twitching as my orgasm slowly subsided, I suspected that he was starting to see that for himself. 

The  only  question  in  my  heart  at  that  moment  was,  which  would  he  choose?  The  gentle, loving  wife  who  cared  for  and  supported  him?  Or  the  cruel  and  capricious  bitch  goddess  who owned his cock and demanded he worship her? And would I be able to live with his choice? 
    

4. A Husband’s Confession

It’s a hell of a way to wake up. I’ll say that much. 

It  was  Saturday  morning,  and  neither  of  us  had  anywhere  special  to  be.  After  the  night's events, I had gone to bed tired and satisfied and slept like a log, curled up in my husband's arms. 

I can't imagine that he had the same experience. True to my promise, I had not released him, no matter  how  much  he  begged.  A  deal's  a  deal,  after  all.  He'd  get  his  chance,  but  not  until  the following day. And even then, it was contingent on good behavior. 

No  alarm  woke  me  on  Saturday  morning.  Instead,  I  lay  back  on  my  pillow,  my  eyes  still closed as I hovered in that delicious space on the edge of consciousness where your thoughts still have the creativity of dreams. I didn't need to see to know where Tony was. The blanket swelled over his body as he huddled underneath it, his face between my legs again. I hadn't even had to ask. As soon as I gave the first signs of being awake, he dived right in, desperate to please me. 

How many married women get treated like this? 

Not that Tony didn't have his reasons, of course. I had told him he needed to please me if he wanted  to  be  released  that  day,  and  he  was  off  to  a  flying  start.  But  knowing  that  there  was  at least  an  element  of  coercion  behind  his  actions  didn't  make  them  any  less  pleasing,  for  me  at least.  If  anything,  it  made  the  whole  thing  more  exciting.  His  tongue  on  my  body  was  like  an admission of the power that I held over him, his fervent worship of my pussy a sure sign of my superiority.  I  lay  back  in  bed  and  basked  in  his  adoration,  feeling  pleasure  swell  slowly  inside me. 

It was a long time coming, and I was fine with that. I was in no hurry. The day stretched out before me, full of promise and kinky delights, but there was no need to rush. Everything would happen  in  due  time,  unfolding  at  the  pace  I  set  for  it.  It  is,  I  was  starting  to  realize,  a  lot  of responsibility to sexually dominate your partner. Every decision, and seemingly every idea, had to come from me. It was, quite frankly, a lot of work. But as I moaned softly and smiled up at the ceiling, I couldn’t deny that it had its rewards. 

It's  hard  to  explain,  but  it  feels  qualitatively  different  when  a  man  goes  down  on  you without expectation of anything in return. I mean, obviously Tony did expect that his diligence and attention would be rewarded. Or at least he hoped it would. But certainly not right away; we both knew that. Licking my pussy that morning was not going to get me to put his cock in my mouth,  or  allow  him  to  fuck  me.  It  was  done  solely  to  please  me,  to  get  into  my  good  graces. 

And  that  thought  was  another  soft,  warm  glow  added  to  the  heat  inside  me  as  I  savored  the sensations  growing  within  my  body.  It  was  going  to  be  a  good  day.  I  couldn't  ask  for  a  better start. 

When my orgasm came, it came softly, gently. Totally unlike the wild and greedy spasms of the night before. Tony seemed almost caught off guard by it, the sudden flood of warm juices in his mouth almost the only sign that I had attained my ultimate pleasure. There were no screams or  moans  this  time,  only  soft  purrs  of  pleasure  and  gratitude  that  rose  steadily  from  my  open mouth. But Tony was diligent, lapping up every drop of my juices from my wet skin. Finally, I open my eyes. 

“Good job, honey,” I said. The blanket ballooned slightly as I patted it with my hand. Tony emerged, his face flushed and his lips shining. The look of deep and simmering lust in his stare was unmistakable, and I felt it tugging at the wires of lust in my own body as he crawled towards

me. Balancing himself on his hands, he lowered his face towards mine, coming in for a kiss. But I chuckled to myself as I placed a hand on his cheek and pushed him gently but firmly away. 

"Oh,  no,"  I  laughed.  "I  know  where  that  mouth's  been.  You  have  pussy  breath."  Tony dropped his head onto the pillow beside me. Already, my mind was buzzing with ideas of what to do with the day. Tony would get his release, but I would make him earn it. I would take what pleasure I could from the power I had over him for as long as I had it. And who knows? Maybe in doing so, I'd convince him that we should continue this kinky game. Or else I'd push him too far  and  put  him  off  it  completely.  But  it  was  a  risk  I  was  willing  to  take.  Embarking  on  this journey  had  been  Tony's  idea,  but  now  it  was  me  that  was  keen  to  see  continue.  Tony's  own feelings about it were more ambivalent. 

With  a  gentle  sigh,  I  pushed  the  blanket  aside  and  swung  my  legs  out  of  bed.  Standing,  I made my way towards the bedroom door. I had slept naked the night before, not bothering to put clothes  back  on  after  our  wild  bacchanal  in  the  living  room.  Tony's  eyes  followed  my  naked body across the room as I turned in the doorway to smile at him. 

"Come on, honey," I said. "Come help me get cleaned up." Tony said nothing as he hoisted himself  out  of  bed.  He  was  naked  too,  or  would  have  been  if  not  for  the  steel  chastity  device locked onto his cock. I felt the familiar flush of pleasure as I studied the stainless steel hanging between his legs. If only he knew how close he was to the key that kept him imprisoned as he passed  by  the  bedroom  closet.  But  only  I  knew  that  it  was  there.  And  I  turned,  leaving  Tony towards the bathroom as he shuffled after me obediently. 

Warm water thundered in the shower as I turned it on and stepped under the silvery stream. 

The water cascaded over me, plastering my dark hair to my scalp as I stood underneath it. It had been years since the two of us had showered together, not since the early days of our courtship when we had felt unable to be apart from each other for any reason. In its way, this felt a lot like that, the burning desire we had once had for each other rekindled by the temporary impossibility of its fulfillment. Tony looked at me now the way he looked at me then, as though I was the most beautiful  creature  in  the  world,  and  nothing  else  could  possibly  compare.  As  though  he  was amazed at the mere sight of me. I'm not saying that things had gone stale in our marriage, or that I  ever  felt  truly  taken  for  granted.  I  didn't.  But  it's  only  natural  to  lose  the  intensity  of  young feelings, and for the passion of a new relationship to fade into the easy familiarity of marriage. 

Tony may not have had any idea that this would happen, but giving me control over his orgasms had brought us back in some way to those early days. Tony was again attentive to me in the way only a young and desperate lover normally is, hanging on my every word and gesture. It wasn't an accident that I made him address me as Goddess. That's how it made me feel, to be looked at the way he was looking at me now. It was fantastic. 

Tony watched from outside the shower as the water cascaded out of my body, making my skin shine. Reaching for a sponge and a bottle of soap, I held them out to him without a word. 

Tony  took  my  meaning,  and  took  the  sponge  and  soap  from  my  hands  as  he  stepped  into  the shower. The chastity device was clearly waterproof, and as I watched the metal shine wetly, I felt my desire grow just a little more. And that feeling, that steadily increasing desire, spiked as I felt Tony's hands on my body. The soap slid over my skin, adding its fragrance to the humid air, and I felt as though I had a direct line to my husband's hidden heart through his questing hands. They trembled  as  he  touched  me,  his  powerful  fingers  shaking  with  desire  as  he  gently  caressed  the curves of my body. I said nothing. I offered no direction. I simply relaxed into the hot water and enjoyed the erotic sensation as my husband cleaned me. He was thorough, too. There wasn't an inch  of  my  skin  that  he  didn't  touch.  My  nipples  hardened  and  cascading  soap  bubbles  as  he

caressed my breasts, his breath fluttering against my neck as he stood close against me. I could feel  the  hard  curve  of  the  chastity  device  pressing  against  my  hip.  I  wrapped  an  arm  around Tony's shoulders, holding on to him as he cleaned me. 

“So  this  is  where  you  did  your  jerking  off,”  I  grinned.  Tony  winced  at  the  embarrassing reminder of last night’s conversation. But I’ve no intention of letting him off the hook. Teasing and tormenting my husband was fun; more fun than I ever would have thought it would be. And it inevitably led to orgasms for me at least, if not for him. For me, it was just another way to keep that fire inside me fueled, transforming even the simplest act into a sexual one. “I bet you wish you could do that now,” I teased. 

“Not really,” Tony muttered. “I wish I could fuck you.” 

"Well, maybe later," I said. "If you do what your goddess tells you. And right now, I want you  to  tell  me  a  fantasy  of  yours.  Tell  me  what  you  used  to  think  about  when  you  jerked  off, back  when  you  were  still  allowed  to."  Tony's  eyes  shone  as  he  looked  at  me  from  beneath  his own dripping hair. I was smiling broadly, but I meant what I said. He studied my face as though looking for some sign of weakness, some sign that I wasn't serious. As though I hadn't proven to him  over  and  over  that  I  was  perfectly  capable  of  making  him  do  these  humiliating  things.  I watched his powerful shoulders rise and fall as he sighed in resignation. 

“You know that detective on The Badge? The blonde one?” 

"Ashley,"  I  said.  Tony  nodded.  We  watch  that  show  sometimes,  a  fairly  standard  police procedural.  I  didn't  know  the  name  of  the  actress  he  was  talking  about,  but  I  could  picture  her easily enough. A standard Hollywood starlet, I supposed, pretty enough in her way. Certainly far prettier than any real-life detective, I imagined. She wasn't much like me, beyond the fact that we were probably close in age. There was the blonde hair, for one. Plus she had a more slender build than  I  did,  more  TV-friendly,  no  doubt.  Was  I  now  going  to  have  to  be  jealous  of  a  fictional character? 

“Yeah. Her,” Tony said. I’ll admit, it felt strange to even think about my husband thinking about  another  woman.  Even  though  I  knew  that  he  was  a  man,  and  that  men  do  that.  It  wasn’t like he was the only one. I’ll admit to having more than a few fantasies about men who were not my  husband.  Still,  it  was  weird  to  have  it  out  in  the  open  like  this.  But  it  was  also  strangely thrilling, as though I was increasing my control over him by probing the hidden recesses of his desires. 

"Well, what about her?" Tony stared at me again, as though uncertain of whether or not to speak his mind. 

“Well,  she…”  Tony  let  out  another  sigh.  His  hands  were  still  on  my  body,  but  he  had stopped  washing  me  for  now.  Unable  to  meet  my  gaze  any  longer,  he  stared  at  some undifferentiated point on the tiles beside me. “She arrests me,” Tony sighed at last. 

“Ooo. Handcuffs?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” Tony said. “And then she interrogates me.” 

“Oh, my,” I smiled. “I bet you’d love that, wouldn’t you?” 

“Yeah,” Tony ruefully admitted. 

“See?  You’re  just  a  big  old  submissive,  aren’t  you?  You  love  it  when  a  woman  takes charge, don’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

"You know, I wonder whether you really want me to let you out of this thing at all." As I spoke, I reached out and took his chastity device in my hand. Tony's head snapped up, his eyes locking on mine as he winced. There was no doubt in my mind. His cock was trying to get hard

in the confines of the cage once again, causing him that nagging pain that I so loved to inflict on him. I was having an enormous amount of fun. 

"I've got an idea," I said. "Go get my toy. The blue one. Then bring it back here, and you can  tell  me  more  about  your  naughty  fantasies  about  Detective  Ashley."  Tony  stared  at  me  as though I had two heads. As though there was nothing of the wife he loved that he recognized in this  slyly  smiling  mistress.  But  he  did  as  he  was  told.  As  though  he  couldn't  control  his  own body,  he  stepped  wordlessly  out  of  the  shower  and  toweled  himself  off.  He  headed  to  the bedroom,  and  I  rinsed  the  last  remnants  of  soap  off  my  body  while  he  carried  out  my  orders. 

When he returned, he held the blue vibrating dildo in his hand. He stepped into the shower and turned  the  toy  on.  Draping  an  arm  over  his  shoulders  again,  I  closed  my  eyes  and  moaned  in pleasure as he pressed the buzzing head of the toy against my wet pussy. 

“So what does Detective Ashley do to you?” I asked. There was a slight pause before Tony began to speak. 

"She pushes me down onto the table," Tony said. "You know that big table they have in the interrogation  room?  Then  she  pulls  my  pants  down.  She  takes  my  cock  in  her  hand,  and  start stroking it, telling me to confess." as he spoke, Tony slid the head of the dildo up and down my quivering pussy, pressing a little harder each time. The rounded head slipped easily between my lips, making me moan as the vibrations swelled through my body. Tony pressed a little harder, a little deeper, and I dug my fingernails into his shoulder as he finally pushed the dildo all the way inside me. I could feel the insistent buzzing in my clit, in the pit of my stomach, racing up my jangling  spine  to  explode  like  fireworks  my  brain.  I  was  glad  I  had  Tony's  solid  body  to  hold onto amid the wet tiles and streaming water as my legs began to wobble. 

“Do you confess?” 

“No,” said Tony. “So then she starts… She starts to suck my cock.” 

"Of course she does," I moaned. With my own pleasure growing ever more powerful, it was getting harder and harder to speak. "Is it good? Is she better than me?" 

“No,” Tony said. “But she’s pretty good.” 

“Good answer,” I laughed. I was feeling giddy with pleasure as Tony slid the dildo in and out of me, the shower stall ringing with my moans of bliss. 

"Then  when  that  doesn't  work,  she  climbs  on  top  of  me."  Tony's  voice  was  getting increasingly breathy too, I noticed. His lips almost brushed my ear as he spoke, audible over the running water and my own frantic cries. "She lifts up her skirt. She's not wearing any panties." I moaned again. To the best of my recollection, I'd never seen Detective Ashley wear a skirt in the show. Not that it mattered. This was Tony's fantasy, and his taste for feminine clothing was no surprise to me. 

"She sits on top of me," Tony went on. "She shows me her pussy. She teases me with it. She says I can have it if I confess." Tony fell silent. I opened my eyes. His face was too close to mine now for me to see it, but I smiled at the shining tiles over his shoulder as he slid the dildo in and out of me more and more rapidly. Another orgasm was dawning, and I hung from his body like a vine  wrapped  around  a  tree  as  he  brought  me  to  the  brink  of  ecstasy.  My  pussy  spasmed  and squeezed the dildo buried inside it. But there was one last thing I wanted to know. 

“And do you?” I could barely get the words out, my breathing was so ragged and short. But against my neck, I felt Tony nod. 

“Yes,” he panted. “I can’t help it. She gets me every time.” 

"Oh  my  God!"  Finally,  I  let  myself  go,  my  whole  body  contracting  around  the  buzzing phallus inside me. I howled in ecstasy as I gripped Tony's shoulders, pulling myself against him. 

He  stood  firm  under  the  falling  water,  removing  the  toy  from  between  my  legs  as  my  orgasm subsided. 

Returning  somewhat  to  my  senses,  I  reached  out  and  turned  off  the  water.  Disentangling myself  or  my  husband,  I  stepped  out  of  the  shower  and  reached  for  a  towel.  The  dildo  clicked into silence as he switched it off. Turning to face him again, I couldn't help but smile at the sight of him, his naked body dripping and his eyes locked on me. 

“Okay,” I said. “Not bad. But you should have been honest with your goddess before now. 

You should have told me what a naughty, submissive boy you really are. Oh well. At least we know now. And you don’t have to have sad little fantasies about submitting to women anymore. 

You can have the real thing now.” Tossing my towel aside, I walked naked out of the bathroom and towards the bedroom. Sliding open the closet door, I rummaged among the clothes, my body alive with the delicious knowledge that the key to Tony’s release was right above my head. I felt his footsteps through the floor as he followed me into the bedroom, watching me cautiously. My hands held a few of his ties as I turned to face him. 

"Lie down on the bed," I ordered, "on your back. Put your hands up to the headboard." Tony didn't even question me. He did as he was told. Under the spell of some deep desire, he lay down on top of the sheet and raised his arms above his head. I climbed on top of him quickly, sitting on his  chest  with  my  dripping  pussy  practically  in  his  face.  Taking  one  of  the  ties  in  my  hands,  I reached for his arm and bound his wrist to the headboard my bed. Then I did the same with the other. Turning, I crawled down his body towards his feet and used another tie to tie his ankles together. Then I use the fourth tie to bind his ankles to the footboard. Of course, he didn't even try  to  resist  me.  In  seconds,  he  was  completely  immobilized,  completely  vulnerable,  unable  to defend himself in any way. His chastity device shone in the light as he stared up at me. 

And  slowly,  carefully,  knowing  that  I  was  in  complete  control,  I  climbed  off  the  bed  and walked back to the closet. Reaching up above the door, I pulled his key off the wall. Tony’s eyes widened as I held it out in front of me and walked back to the bed to stand over him. 

"You've  been  a  good  boy,"  I  said.  "And  I  told  you  I  would  unlock  you  today.  But  I  can't help wondering. If Detective Ashley can get you to confess to a crime, I wonder what I can get you to do?" Tony gasped as he took his chastity device in my hand. The key slid easily into the lock,  and  as  I  twisted,  the  whole  device  came  apart  in  my  hand.  I  pulled  it  away,  and  Tony groaned loudly as his cock swelled rapidly, filling at last with the blood of desire that it had been so  long  denied.  I  set  aside  the  empty  device  carefully  before  returning  to  sit  on  the  bed  beside him. Tony growled, and the bedframe shook as he struggled uselessly against the ties that held him.  I  remembered  all  too  clearly  the  way  he  had  fucked  me  after  the  last  time  I  had  released him,  and  part  of  me  wanted  nothing  more  than  a  repeat  performance  of  that.  But  I  felt  the significance of the moment keenly, as though the entire pattern of a future relationship depended on  how  I  handled  myself  now.  Tony  had  given  me  everything.  He  had  given  me  the  means  to control him and a virtual blueprint of his desires. If I couldn't do something with that, there was no helping me. And while he groaned and sighed at my touch, I slid my hand up and down his throbbing shaft, teasing him mercilessly. 

"Are you sure this is what you want?" I asked. "For me to set you free? Because it looks to me like it excites you when I dominate you. And I know it excites me. We've had better sex this week than we've had in years. You can't deny that. And it's all because of that chastity device. 

Are you sure you want to give that up?" 

Tony shook his head from side to side. His raw desire was delicious, almost palpable in the thick air of the room. I couldn’t remember ever seeing him so worked up. And as his desire fed

mine, I felt new ideas blooming darkly inside me, forming like ice crystals in deep caves. I could hardly believe my own wickedness, and yet I didn’t have it in me to feel bad about it. Not when I knew it was what my husband really wanted. 

"I know what to do," I smiled. "You see, I think we should give this whole chastity thing another try. I want you to wear it for another week, just until next Saturday. And if you agree…" 

Tony  raised  his  head  from  the  pillow  and  stared  at  me  wild-eyed  as  I  bent  my  body  over  his throbbing manhood. Extending my tongue, I drew it along his boiling skin, from the base of his shaft  all  the  way  to  the  tip.  He  whimpered  and  yelled  with  unbearable  bliss  as  my  tongue caressed the swollen head of his cock. 

"We'll  see  who's  more  persuasive,  Detective  Ashley  or  me,"  I  smiled.  "If  you  agree  to  be locked up for another week, I'll suck your cock until you cum right here and now. And then, I'll leave you tied up until you're ready to go again. Then I'll climb on top and ride your cock with my  tight  little  pussy  until  you  fill  me  up  with  even  more  cum.  I'll  spend  the  rest  of  the  day fucking you like you've never been fucked before. And once those balls are completely drained, I'm going to lock you up again." Tony shuddered and whimpered as he listened to me. His desire was plain on his face, and I was offering him all that he wanted at that moment. I could see the turmoil within him as he struggled against his own body. 

"Or," I said, releasing my hold on his cock and letting it sway and throb in the empty air, "I can  just  throw  away  the  chastity  device,  and  we'll  never  speak  of  it  again.  You  can  go  to  the bathroom and think of Detective Ashley while you take care of this boner, and that will be the end  of  that."  Tony  gasped  as  I  wrapped  my  fingers  around  his  cock  again.  Bending  over  his body, I smiled up at him as I continued to stroke. 

“Choose  carefully,  honey,”  I  smirked.  “A  whole  week  this  time.  And  it’s  not  going  to  be easy.  You  know  how  much  I  love  to  tease  you.  But  if  you’ll  confess  to  a  crime  for  Ashley’s pussy, I don’t think I’m being unreasonable.” 

"Yes," Tony said, and the breath poured out of his open mouth as though the words were being torn from him. "Yes, please!" 

“Please what?” 

“Please, Goddess!” Tony howled. “Please suck my cock! Please fuck me! Please! I’ll go a week. I’ll let you lock me up. I’ll do anything you say, just - please! Please let me cum!” 

“Of  course,  honey,”  I  smiled.  I  tried  to  stay  calm,  but  inside  I  could  feel  my  own  joy burning deep inside my chest. I would have honored Tony’s wishes, but there was no way for me to deny the truth to myself. I had wanted exactly this. He had started this whole thing, but now I wanted  it  more  than  he  did.  I  love  being  my  husband’s  Goddess,  and  I  couldn’t  imagine  ever going back to the way things were. Tony’s capitulation filled me with joy. 

And I wasn't the only one. Tony's deafening yell told me all I needed to know about the way he felt as I swept my hair back from my face and opened my mouth. I could feel the urgent swell of his cock as I took it between my lips, drawing my tongue over his sensitive head. He moaned and gasped and writhed as I sucked him, and I smiled around his flesh. I knew it wouldn't take long.  With  a  great  shout,  Tony  lost  control,  and  his  throbbing  cock  erupted  in  my  mouth.  My moaning husband watched as I swallowed his cum like a porn star, maintaining eye contact with him the entire time. Finally, when I was sure I had sucked every drop of cum from his cock, I raised my head and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. 

"So  who  was  better?"  Tony  blinked  in  confusion,  his  brain  addled  with  unimaginable pleasure. Clearly, he needed me to spell it out for him. "Me or Detective Ashley?" 

“You, Goddess,” he panted. “Always you.” 
    

5. Another Week

It was quite a week. I can tell you that much. And really, how could any week be bad after the start that we had? Saturday passed in a blur of kinky sex, with me using my bound husband for my pleasure again and again. It's not as though Tony had any objections. Tied to the bed, he stared up at me with a kind of wonder in his eyes, as though he couldn't quite believe what I have become. I couldn't believe it either. I'd never seen myself like this. I never imagined I had this dominant side to my sexuality. But discovering it with him was so much fun, my only regret was that we hadn't tapped into it sooner. 

I kept my word. Once I was completely satisfied, convinced that I had thoroughly drained his balls, I left him tied up while I slipped the chastity device back on. He protested, of course. 

But I was deaf to his pleas as I locked him back up. It wasn't easy to treat my husband like this. I love the man, and a large part of me wanted nothing more than to do what he asked. A crack had opened up between what Tony wanted and what he said that he wanted. He knew it himself. It's just that he couldn't help himself. He couldn't keep himself from begging me not to lock his cock away, even though he knew it was for the best. He knew that the sex we had had that weekend, the best of our marriage, would never have happened without the cruel device. But after all, he was the one who had to wear it and go without physical pleasure for a full week. His period of chastity  would  be  rough  on  me  too,  but  I  had  other  resources.  His  lips  and  tongue  not  least among them. And I intended to make full use of Tony's skills over the week that lay ahead of us. 

In the meantime, though, I was discovering some of the fringe benefits of being a dominant wife. Once the cage was back on, Tony sulked for a little while. Leaving him still tied up, I took the key out of the bedroom to hide it. Tony had never tried to physically take the key from me, but  I  didn't  want  to  take  any  chances.  The  more  I  denied  him,  the  less  restraint  he  seemed  to have.  So  I  crept  through  the  kitchen,  looking  for  a  place  to  hide  the  key.  Finally,  I  dropped  it inside a bag of flour, silently closing the cabinet door to give him no hint as to where it had gone. 

Returning to the bedroom, I untied my husband at last. 

"There," I said brightly as he sat up, rubbing the red marks on his wrists where his own ties had held them. "That's the last you'll be seeing of that for a week. And I don't want to see you sulking about it, either. You wanted me to own your cock. Well, now I do. That means no one touches  it  without  my  say-so."  Tony  said  nothing.  He  sat  scowling  on  the  edge  of  the  bed, shoulders  slumped,  watching  me  get  dressed.  Even  then,  sated  with  physical  bliss  as  I  was,  I could still feel faint echoes of desire vibrating inside me. But I ignored them. My body was tired, worn out from our exertions that morning. Unfortunately, there's more to life than just sex. 

And  so  the  weekend  passed.  Like  any  other  suburban  married  couple,  we  went  about  our various errands and tasks and pastimes. Anyone watching from the outside who didn't know the full  story  would've  detected  nothing  strange  about  this.  They  might  perhaps  have  noticed  a certain sullenness in my husband. But who would ever guess its cause? Only a couple of weeks ago, I never would have myself. It was all so new to me, the power and the passion. The total control my husband's desire for me granted. I'll admit; I was intoxicated with it. But I was all too aware  of  my  lack  of  experience.  I  needed  to  learn  more  about  the  mechanics  of  this  power exchange we had engaged in. And Tony being Tony, I knew that I would have to drag it out of him.  He  was  always  so  reticent  about  his  desires.  Even  introducing  the  chastity  device  to  our relationship had taken him forever. 

So what else could I do? I went online. Sitting right next to my husband on the sofa, I use my  tablet  to  browse  through  a  seemingly  endless  sea  of  forums  and  blogs  and  pictures  and videos, all touching on some aspect of male chastity. I read blog posts written by men who had surrendered  the  keys  to  their  wives,  and  started  to  understand  more  about  the  appeal  of  this lifestyle for a certain type of man. The appeal to the women - the keyholders, as I was learning to call  them  -  was  pretty  obvious.  In  fact,  it  quickly  dawned  on  me  that  I  still  wasn't  taking  full advantage  of  my  new  position.  While  some  of  the  women  I  saw  online  were  far  crueler  than  I could ever see myself being, it was obvious I had a lot to learn. And so did Tony. The poor guy sat on the sofa beside me, watching TV, unaware of the plots forming in my devious little mind. 

But  again,  I  reminded  myself  that  this  was  what  he  wanted.  It  was  he  that  had  locked  himself away  that  first  time.  He  who  had  given  me  the  key.  From  time  to  time  he  would  whine  and protest,  just  as  the  blogs  told  me  that  he  would.  But  he  had  made  his  choice.  Tony  knew  deep down  that  if  he  ever  wanted  to  be  released,  really  wanted  to  be  freed  forever,  I  would  do  it.  I would do it the minute he asked. Still, I was starting to hope he never would. 

Finally, Monday rolled around again. It wasn’t an easy weekend for either of us, haunted as it was by sexual tension. But then, I thought to myself with a smile, that was probably the way things were going to be between my husband and I from now on. That’s what the chastity device meant. It meant having him in a constant state of unrelieved desire. And it was a massive turn-on for  me  too.  On  Sunday,  I  gave  in  to  my  own  desires  and  had  Tony  go  down  on  me  before finishing  me  off  with  my  vibrating  dildo.  The  look  on  his  face  when  I  finally  dismissed  him without reward still shone before my eyes as I headed to work on Monday morning. No matter what  I  said,  my  husband  seemed  always  to  hold  out  hope  that  I  would  relent  and  let  him  out early.  Maybe  it  was  good  that  he  believed  that.  Maybe,  I  reflected,  it  would  help  to  keep  him obedient and  submissive.  But at  least  for that  first  week,  I was  determined  to keep  my  word.  I wanted him to know that I meant what I said. 

Tony  left  for  work  before  I  did.  But  I  was  taking  no  chances.  After  he  left  the  house,  I retrieved his key in the bag of flour where I had hidden it and rinsed it off in the kitchen sink. 

Then I threaded it on to the same keyring that held my car keys. All the way to work, it dangled there from the ignition of my car, and as I sat at red lights or in traffic, I couldn't keep myself from toying with the key and smiling to myself. It was impossible not to think of my husband, trying to get through his workday while his cock sat uselessly in the steel tube that only I could free him from. And I knew he was thinking of me. How could he not? The sex we had had on Saturday played over and over again in my mind, and I knew it would do so even more in his. I felt like an evil bitch, but in the best possible way. A selfish, demanding, sexy bitch. The cruel goddess  that  Tony  worshiped.  It  felt  great.  And  so,  as  I  daydreamed  my  way  to  the  office,  I decided how I was going to push things further. 

Life goes on, even for a man locked in a chastity device and his dominant keyholder wife. It wasn't until Wednesday that I put my plan into action. Monday and Tuesday passed more or less like  normal.  About  the  only  difference  I  noticed  was  in  Tony's  behavior.  When  he  came  home from  work  on  Monday  evening,  his  sulking  seemed  to  have  come  to  an  end.  Instead,  he  was practically  fawning  over  me.  He  couldn't  keep  his  hands  off  me,  constantly  touching  and caressing me as we sat in front of the TV. And I knew that it would only make his predicament worse as his cock tried to harden against the unyielding steel of the device. But he couldn't help himself.  The  blogs  and  forums  had  told  me  this  might  happen,  but  it  still  made  me  smile.  My husband couldn't resist me, and it made me feel like the sexiest creature alive. He even cooked dinner, something I normally do, and did the dishes afterward too. Of course I knew what he was

doing.  He  was  trying  to  curry  favor  in  the  hope  that  I  would  shorten  his  sentence.  I  had  no intention  of  doing  that,  but  in  the  meantime,  why  not  enjoy  his  new  servile  attitude?  If  this  is what it meant to be a key holder, I was all for it. 

Wednesday was different. Instead of going straight home from work, I went to the mall. I spent a while in the lingerie store, picking through the offerings to find something extra sexy. I finally settled on an all-black set. A bra with lacy underwired cups that push my boobs high on my  chest  and  made  them  jiggle  invitingly  with  the  slightest  movement  of  my  body.  The matching panties barely covered me at all, the thong back essentially invisible from behind, and the  tiny  triangle  of  fabric  in  front  doing  little  more  to  hide  my  womanhood.  A  garter  belt  and some  thigh-high  stockings  completed  the  provocative  look.  Inside,  I  was  glowing  with excitement as I paid my purchases and carried the bag out of the store. 

But the plan was not yet complete. Checking the time, I saw that Tony would probably be home by now. He’d probably be wondering where I was. He’d be waiting for me anxiously, like a puppy longing for the return of his mistress. And I wanted to make an entrance. Close to home, I  pulled  into  a  gas  station  and  headed  for  the  bathroom.  I’d  prepared  for  this.  Under  my  work pants, I wore my favorite knee-high boots. Despite their heel, they were perfectly respectable for the office environment when paired with my work clothes. But I knew the way they would look with the outfit I just purchased. And in the gas station bathroom, I stripped down, shedding my work clothes and my practical weekday underwear in favor of the new lingerie. Once it was all on,  bra,  panties,  garter  belt  and  stockings,  I  pulled  my  boots  back  on.  Then  I  pulled  my  long wool coat over myself. It was long enough that no one would be able to tell that I didn’t have a skirt or dress on underneath it, so long as I kept it closed. Stuffing my work clothes into the bag that had held the lingerie, I stepped out of the bathroom and headed back to my car. The short drive  home  was  deliciously  naughty,  my  body  buzzing  with  delight  at  the  secret  I  had.  And Tony’s  key  still  dangled  from  my  keyring,  the  metal  starting  to  shine  in  the  glow  of  the streetlights that were just coming on as I drove. 

Pulling into the driveway, I killed the engine of my car and drew a deep breath. My heels echoed  on  the  concrete  of  our  path  as  I  made  my  way  to  the  door.  The  lights  were  on  in  the house, Tony’s car already parked next to where I parked my own. He was inside, waiting for me. 

My  heart  thumped  steadily  in  my  chest  as  I  slipped  my  key  into  the  door  and  stepped  inside. 

Dropping the bag I carried just inside the door, I set my keys on the small shelf and headed for the living room. 

Tony’s head turned at the sound of my footsteps. His eyes met mine, I felt a familiar thrill at the look of unbridled lust that shone in his face whenever he looked at me lately. But he had seen nothing  yet.  Slowly,  still  holding  his  gaze,  I  opened  my  coat  and  slipped  it  off  my  shoulders, letting it fall to the floor on my feet. His eyes practically devoured me, widening with surprise as they slid all the way down my body and back up again. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as I basked in his obvious adoration. Tony didn’t need to say a word. His feelings were written all over his face. And in my mind’s eye, I could practically see his cock pressing against the steel walls of his chastity device. Right on cue, I saw the slight tightening of the skin at the corners of his  eyes  that  indicated  the  pain  the  device  was  causing  him.  He  was  trying  to  get  hard  for  me, and yet he couldn’t. Not unless I allowed it. The rush of power made my skin redden all the way to the roots of my hair as I smiled at my husband. 

"How  do  I  look?"  I  posed  for  him  with  one  hand  on  my  hip,  thrusting  out  my  chest  and feeling  his  eyes  traveling  out  of  my  body  again  like  spectral  hands.  Tony's  lips  trembled  as  he slowly parted them, as though the power of speech had temporarily escaped him. 

“You look amazing,” he finally stammered. My boot heels echoed on the floor as I stepped slowly towards him. 

"What was that?" I spoke quietly, but I knew that he heard me perfectly clearly. I saw his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed nervously. 

"You look amazing, Goddess," he said. My smile grew deeper as I placed my hands on his shoulders. 

"That's  better,"  I  purred.  "And  thank  you.  I  was  pretty  pleased  with  it  myself."  My  right hand  drifted  slowly  down  his  chest,  my  fingertips  sliding  over  his  shirt  and  feeling  the  solid muscle underneath. After all these years, my husband's body still turned me on. Even before we started down this kinky road. But lately, my desire for him had gone into overdrive. Just as his, I knew,  had  for  me.  I  grabbed  the  front  of  his  belt,  pulling  him  towards  me,  and  he  placed  his hands on my hips, holding me tight. His eyes shone mere inches in front of mine, his face blurred by closeness. I leaned closer still, and felt the warmth of his lips against mine, my tongue sliding between  them  to  probe  his  mouth.  Tony  kissed  me  back,  and  I  felt  the  faint  fluttering  of  his breath against my cheek. His hands moved, sliding over my skin, his palms on my buttocks as he pulled me against it. I felt the hard steel of his chastity device through his pants and that old knot of desire began to tighten in my stomach. 

“Do you want to fuck me? You want to fuck your goddess?” I teased. 

"Oh  my  God,  yes!"  The  desperation  in  Tony's  voice  was  obvious.  It  was  exactly  what  I wanted to hear. 

“Well, that’s just too bad,” I grinned. “You know you don’t have permission. You haven’t earned  it.  And  frankly,  I’m  starting  to  wonder  if  you’re  even  going  to  earn  your  release  on Saturday.” 

"What?"  Tony's  handsome  face  was  a  picture  as  he  stared  at  me  in  disbelief.  He  looked terrified, absolutely terrified at the thought that I might not release him after all. It took an effort of the will on my part not to laugh out loud at the panic on his face. Instead, I simply toyed with the  buckle  of  his  belt,  and  my  other  hand  drifted  lower  to  hold  his  chastity  device  through  the front of his pants. 

“Well, I know I said I would. But it’s so much fun for me keeping you horny and frustrated. 

I think if you want to be released on Saturday like we talked about, you need to be a  really good boy. You need to do whatever your goddess tells you to do. Don’t you think?” 

“Yes,” Tony panted. “Yes, of course. Whatever you want. Goddess, please! I’ll do whatever you want!” 

Releasing  my  hold  on  him,  I  turned  abruptly  away  from  Tony  to  hide  my  laughter.  Even after all I had learned since Valentine’s Day, it was still hard to believe just how easy this was. 

Just how ready my husband was to do as he was told. And it had only been two days since I last let him out and fucked him senseless. It was hard even to imagine what a week in the device was going to do to him.  But that cruel and selfish part of myself couldn’t wait to find out. 

Turning, I sat down on the couch, crossing my legs carefully while Tony watched in abject fear. The posts I had read on the Internet were right. My poor frustrated husband seemed about ready to do whatever I said. And in the same way that a dog can’t help but chase anything that runs, I felt an irresistible impulse to use the power that I had. 

"Well you can start by taking your clothes off," I said. "All of them." Tony simply nodded. 

But a new thought seemed to occur to him. He stepped towards the window, and as he reached for the curtains, I saw what he had in mind. The window of our living room faced the street, and with the lights on and the darkness descending outside, what went on in our living room would

be plainly visible to anyone passing by. And yet…

"Don't  do  that,"  I  said  sharply.  "Leave  the  drapes.  I  don't  care  who  sees."  Tony  looked shocked as he turned to face me again. Nervousness fluttered in my own stomach, even as I tried to keep my expression commanding and severe. It wasn't just my husband that I was pushing. I was pushing myself too, trying to explore this new aspect of my character that had lain dormant for so long. The thought that we could be seen by anyone who happened to look in through the window excited me. And the fact that it would humiliate Tony only made it more appealing. But as  scared  as  he  looked,  Tony  did  what  he  was  told.  With  heavy  steps,  he  returned  to  stand  in front of me in the center of the living room, and reached for his belt. I settled back into the sofa, making myself comfortable as I watched him undress for me. He shed his shirt, tossing it onto the floor behind. He peeled off his socks next, and then undid his belt. I made no attempt to hide my gaze as I stared at his chastity device emerging from the front of his pants. I still hadn't gotten used  to  it.  It  still  looked  so  strange,  shining  stainless  steel  completely  encasing  his  cock  and making  it  look  like  some  artificial  appendage.  Yet  it  never  failed  to  get  me  wet.  The  outward symbol of my total control over him. I was growing to love that tight little steel tube. 

“That’s better,” I giggled. “I like to see it. It reminds me of how I own your cock. Don’t I?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” Tony sighed. 

"Get on your knees." There was that sharpness in my voice again, that savage note of cruel command. And it worked. Tony seemed to snap to my order, dropping to the floor immediately. 

The chastity device bounced with his movements as he kneeled on the floor at my feet. I really did feel like a goddess, like some powerful queen, bringing my husband to his knees with just a few words. And the more he obeyed me, the more in control I felt. 

“I think this is how you should greet me every day from now on,” I said. “When you come home  from  work,  your  clothes  come  off.  You’re  not  to  be  dressed  in  this  house  until  I  say otherwise. Understand?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” Tony sighed. His compliance thrilled me more than I can say. A week ago, he had been my strong and independent husband, my equal in all ways. Now here he was, on his knees, calling me Goddess. I squeezed my thighs together as a thrill of arousal tore through me. 

"Since I'm your goddess, I think you should worship me." I could hardly believe the words coming out of my own mouth. But I was fully in character, and loving every minute of it. Tony looked up at me with a kind of wonder in his expression. I might be new to these kinky games of domination  and  submission,  but  I  felt  like  I  was  generally  nailing  it.  "Bow  down  to  me,"  I commanded, pointing at the floor as I leaned forward. "Do it." And of course, Tony did. Bending at the waist, he lowered his face to the floor. I watched the muscles move under his skin as he prostrated himself. It was absolutely magical. Uncrossing my legs, I felt the growing wetness in my thighs as I sat above my adoring husband. Slowly, I slid one foot forward towards his face. 

“Kiss my foot," I said. I tried my best to keep the tremor of excitement out of my voice. I tried  to  make  it  sound  as  though  nothing  was  more  ordinary,  as  though  it  were  a  foregone conclusion that he would do what I said. Tony raised his head from the floor, just enough to peer up at me from under raised eyebrows. His whole body seemed to tremble. And I smiled, secure in the knowledge that what I was telling him to do, however humiliating it might be for him, was exactly what my submissive husband wanted. 

Tony inched forward. Through the leather of my boot, I felt him press his lips to my foot. 

My knuckles whitened as I gripped the edge of the cushion above him, trying not to squirm in absolute joy. The sound of his worshipful kiss filled the room, out of all proportion with the act itself.  He  was  mine.  There  never  was  any  question  of  that,  but  seeing  him  debase  himself  like

this only confirmed just how badly he wanted me. Tony, and especially his body, were mine to do with as I pleased. The only thing I couldn't do, the only thing I wouldn't allow myself to do, was to unlock the chastity device that contained his cock. No matter how much we both might want it. 

“Keep  kissing,”  I  ordered.  “Show  me  how  much  you  love  your  goddess.  That’s  it.  Work your way upwards, slowly. I said slowly! Better. Good. You can kiss your way up to the top of my stockings, but no further. Understand?” 

"Yes,  Goddess."  Tony's  voice  was  slightly  muffled  as  he  pressed  his  lips  against  my  calf, but I could hear the yearning in his voice, and it poured gasoline on the fire that raged inside me. 

He pressed his hands against the floor to support himself as his kisses rose slowly up my legs. 

For a moment, I found myself wondering who was really teasing who in this situation. But there was  no  doubt  that  I  was  in  charge.  And  as  my  hand  drifted  down  my  body,  I  finally  allowed myself to give in to the desire that flared inside me. My hand crept underneath the waistband of my new panties. I groaned as I touched myself, trailing the tips of two fingers over the wet folds of my pussy. Tony's mouth was at my knees now, his kisses as tender and as urgent as ever as he moved from one leg to the other and back again. The feel of his lips through the stockings on my thighs was incredible. And as he rose higher on his knees, kissing his way ever closer to my busy hand, I saw his eyes light up at the sight of me touching myself. 

I chuckled at the look on his face. His breath fluttered from his nostrils to tickle my skin. 

And  I  kept  on  rubbing,  my  fingers  sliding  easily  inside  myself  now  as  my  juices  continued  to pour forth. I curled my questing digits up inside myself, seeking that spot of tension inside me that I knew held the key to my ultimate pleasure. 

“Keep kissing,” I ordered urgently, the strain of my mounting pleasure audible in my voice. 

And Tony went back to his task as though my words had jolted him out of some fevered dream. 

He worked his way up my legs kiss by kiss until he was pressing his mouth against the lacy tops of my stockings. And he stayed there, his face mere inches from my trembling pussy as I moaned and panted. He kissed the lace again and again, frantic with desire, as though he could somehow make us both cum with the force of his passion alone. And I slid my fingers in and out of myself while he watched, my thumb teasing my clit while I moaned in desire. 

“That’s  right.  Watch,”  I  growled.  “Watch  you  goddess  touch  herself.  Look  at  what  you can’t have. What you’re not worthy to have.” The sound of Tony’s steady kisses filled the space between my words as I stared down at him. Reaching out with my free hand, I seized a handful of his hair and held it tight. My orgasm was swelling inside me, and my whole body felt on the verge of some colossal eruption as I stared down at him. 

"Who owns your cock?" I snarled. 

"You do, Goddess," Tony said. And as he spoke, my pleasure overwhelmed me. Closing my eyes,  I  threw  back  my  head  and  howled  at  the  ceiling.  A  hot  flood  of  juices  poured  out  of  my pussy to dampen the cushion beneath me. My husband was right. I am a goddess. And his cock belongs to me. 
    

6. Wearing The Pants

"Oh, I love your shoes." 

The smell of coffee hung in the air, the way it always did in the office break room. There was no getting away from it. Don't get me wrong; I love coffee. And the smell is one of the best things about it. But how many cups of coffee had been brewed in that same room to make the smell of ground beans seem to permeate the walls and ceiling? 

Shannon stood beside the coffee maker, one hip propped against the countertop. The break room is large, big enough to accommodate practically everyone at the company at a single time. 

But this early in the morning, it was just me and her there. I'm generally an early riser anyway, and  lately,  I'd  been  finding  it  difficult  to  stay  asleep  for  long.  The  wild  dreams  I  was  having, filled  with  strange  and  erotic  images,  woke  me  up  sometimes  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and never let me stay in bed for long once the morning came. Besides, I liked to get up early. It gave me more time to tease and torment my poor husband. 

Shannon was often at the office early. As my boss, she often had to be responsive to things that happened in other time zones, necessitating an early response. One thing I've noticed about Shannon was that no matter how early she got to work, she never let it show. She always looked well  put  together,  her  outfits  carefully  chosen  and  her  makeup  flawless.  That  day,  she  was wearing a smart black pantsuit that was expertly cut to flatter her figure, the drawn-in waist of the jacket emphasizing a narrow waist above pants that hugged her hips. She was wearing heels herself, a pair of black ankle boots with a square heel and pointed toe. But the severity of her all-black outfit was softened by the lavender shirt she wore underneath and the thick cascade of her enviable  blonde  curls.  Her  hair  was  her  trademark,  visible  from  across  the  large  office.  It perfectly framed a face you might call pretty, if she didn't have a faint air of… What, exactly? 

Deviousness? No, that's too negative. Just something sort of hidden, but not entirely. It showed especially when she smiled, a broad infectious grin and her arched eyebrows combining to give her  expression  a  faint  sense  of  wickedness.  I  don't  mean  any  of  this  in  a  bad  way,  mind  you. 

Shannon  was  a  perfectly  nice  person  and  a  great  woman  to  work  for.  It's  just  that  you  got  the sense that there were hidden depths to her. Despite the lofty position, she was the furthest thing possible from a corporate drone. And while she was always perfectly professional, I always got the sense that there was a lot more to her than that. I always felt like should be a lot of fun to hang out with outside the office, and a few work functions here and there had only supported that opinion. 

"Oh,  thanks,"  I  said.  The  shoes  were  new,  and  not  exactly  comfortable.  Patent  leather pumps with a high heel and a closed toe. Appropriate enough for the office, when paired with my black pencil skirt and red sweater. Still, it was a bit of a departure for me. The dress code at the office was conservative, but within those parameters, I generally try to be comfortable. It's not as though  there  was  a  conscious  effort  on  my  part  to  dress  sexier.  It  was  more  just  the  outward expression  of  what  was  going  on  inside  me.  The  things  Tony  and  I  were  doing  together.  My desire  was  bubbling  over  pretty  much  constantly,  and  maybe  that  was  starting  to  work  its  way into my outward appearance. Certainly, I wasn't exactly displeased with the look on Tony's face when  he  saw  what  I  would  be  wearing  to  work  that  day.  But  then,  after  so  much  remorseless teasing, he was so horny that pretty much anything looked good to him. The fact that Shannon noticed my outfit made my cheeks prickle just a little. Maybe I always got the feeling that she

had secrets that she hid from the rest of us, but she wasn't the only one. 

“Don’t they hurt your feet after a while?” Shannon asked. “I mean, I love heels, don’t get me wrong. But a whole day in them can be rough.” 

"Yeah, well. It's not like I have to walk around all day." And it was true, as far as it went. 

Once I got to my desk, I'd be there for much of the day, other than bathroom breaks and lunch. 

So far, so mundane. But there was that feeling inside me again, that slight gnawing nervousness, the  butterflies  flapping  their  wings  in  the  pit  of  my  stomach  as  they  so  often  did  those  days.  I couldn't help it. Tony's kinkiness had got me to this spot, where I found it almost impossible not to think about sex at any moment of any day. That's my defense, anyway. The thought of Tony at his own workplace, his cock locked away and unable to be touched without my say-so and his mind hopelessly fixated on me was the most powerful aphrodisiac imaginable. So I smiled as I spoke my next words. 

"Besides, I can always get my husband to give me a nice foot massage when I get home." 

The  comment  was  innocuous  enough,  I  guess.  It  was  only  knowing  the  truth  of  our  strange situation  that  made  it  exciting.  Knowing  that  I  could  indeed  make  do  Tony  that,  and  that  he'd probably jump at the chance. Knowing that if I wanted, I could have him kiss and worship and grovel  at  those  same  feet.  Of  course,  there  was  no  way  for  Shannon  to  know  what  was  going through my dirty mind. But the way her face lit up as she smiled, the way her wicked eyebrows arched as though she knew exactly what I was thinking made the fluttering in my stomach grow stronger. What would Tony think if he could see me now? 

“Really?” Shannon’s voice was low, and she drew out the word as though savoring its taste on  her  tongue.  I  suddenly  found  myself  wondering  if  I  had  said  too  much.  And  yet,  I  couldn’t quite bring myself to regret it. It was just too exciting. After all, I hadn’t said anything really. It was just Shannon’s face and her voice that hinted at an incurably filthy mind and made me think otherwise. 

“It must be nice,” she replied. “Most women have to beg a guy for something like that.” 

"Not in my house," I smirked. "He's the one who does the begging." I don't know why I said it. But I guess by that point, I should have been used to unforeseen impulses making themselves felt inside me. Everything I had been doing with Tony over the last week or so had felt so good, so  exciting,  so  fascinating.  I  guess  it  was  only  natural  that  I  should  want  to  tell  people.  And  I knew I shouldn't, and I didn't intend to. But I couldn't help it if something slipped out. 

"Nice,"  Shannon  grinned.  And  that  wicked  grin  of  hers  convinced  me  that  she  somehow knew  what  I  was  talking  about.  As  though  she  could  guess  what  was  going  on  between  my husband and I behind closed doors. As though nothing we could come up with, no matter how kinky, would be a surprise to her. She gave that impression, of a worldly woman who had been there and done that. I couldn't help wondering how she would react if she knew the truth. Would she be shocked? Or had Shannon come across this kind of thing before? And if so, what did she know  about  it?  For  all  the  fun  I  was  having,  I  was  still  achingly  conscious  of  my  status  as  a beginner in this strange new world. I still had so much to learn. 

"I like a woman who knows her own value," Shannon said. "And I love to see a man on his knees." We both laughed at that, just harmless office banter between colleagues. So why was my heart getting to race? Why were my cheeks burning in a way that I desperately hoped my boss wouldn't notice, as unlikely as that seemed? 

"Well someone has to put them in their place," I said. Shannon nodded slowly, the blonde curls bouncing with the movement of her head. Still smiling, she pressed her lips together, and faint fine lines appeared at the corners of her eyes. Saying nothing, she lifted her coffee mug to

her lips and took a careful sip. The entire time she drank, her warm brown eyes watched me over the top of her cup. I got the feeling she was seeing a new side to me. After all, I was seeing a new side to myself. 

“Very true,” Shannon said at last. “It’s good to know who wears the pants in a relationship. 

Even if you can rock a skirt as well.” 

I  smiled  in  response  as  I  poured  coffee  into  my  own  cup.  Outside  the  breakroom,  I  could hear the muffled voices of my colleagues beginning to show up for work. The atmosphere in the room Shannon and I shared felt strange in a way that I couldn't quite put my finger on. But was there  anything  there  at  all?  Or  was  I  reading  the  situation  in  the  light  of  my  own  feelings?  I couldn't be sure. What I had done to Tony the night before still haunted my memory, the images appearing unbidden in front of my eyes. It was impossible to see the world in the same way after something like that. 

*

“Who owns your cock?” 

"You do, Goddess!" 

“Oh my God!” 

I threw back my head and howled at the ceiling as pleasure swept over me. I could feel the powerful contractions of the wet walls of my pussy, gripping my probing fingers as they worked away between my legs. With Tony's face mere inches from my pussy, I dissolved in pleasure, all but  melting  into  the  living  room  couch  as  my  orgasm  raced  through  me.  His  stare  was  almost predatory,  his  eyes  locked  between  my  legs  as  though  nothing  on  earth  could  persuade  him  to tear himself away. He was a picture of agonized frustration and physical need, kneeling on the floor at my feet with one of my legs draped over his shoulders. And even as my pleasure peaked and  dissipated,  I  still  felt  a  gnawing  desire  inside  me  as  I  sneered  down  at  my  husband.  He looked so humbled and humiliated, wild with desire and yet so firmly under my control. Like a half-wild lion that I kept caged, aware that at any moment he might spring up and maul me. It was a wild thrill, and as I looked down on him, studying his broad shoulders, his thick arms, his massive chest, the familiar lust growled within me. 

"How badly do you want this pussy?" I snarled. Tony's lips were dry as he lifted them from the lace top of my stocking. 

"Badly, Goddess," he groaned. His voice was hoarse, as though he were the one who had been  roaring  in  ecstasy  and  not  me.  His  breath  was  almost  as  ragged  as  mine.  I  could  see  the tension in his body, the taut steel wire of lust and shame and the pain of feeling his cock trying to harden inside the device that would never allow it. He pushed every button of cruelty and desire inside me. His submission was like a drug that fed my own desire, make me willing to do things that I might once have thought unthinkable. 

"Too  bad,"  I  panted.  "You're  not  worthy.  You  need  to  earn  this  pussy  from  now  on.  And you know what I said. No cumming until Saturday." Tony nodded slowly as he gazed up at me. 

He needed this. No matter how much it hurt. Precisely because it hurt. He needed the pain, the shame,  the  humiliation.  It  tormented  him.  It  kept  him  up  at  night,  when  I  felt  him  tossing  and turning  beside  me,  unable  to  sleep  while  arousal  roared  inside  him.  But  he  was  right,  after  all. 

Having him in chastity failed our nights with sadistic pleasure in our days with the memory of what we had done. Not to mention the anticipation of what we might do in the future. It wasn't possible  for  me  to  love  Tony  more  than  I  already  did.  But  the  cruel  stainless  steel  tube  he  had introduced into our relationship was suddenly making me want him more than I ever had before. 

And that went double for my husband. I was starting to think it never looked at me quite like he

did now. Not even in the early days of our whirlwind romance, when we couldn't get enough of each other's bodies. Even back then, as passionate as we had been, he hadn't depended solely on me  for  his  sexual  release.  Not  like  he  did  now.  And  I  had  certainly  never  held  power  like  this before. 

“What day is it?” I asked. As I spoke, I stretched out my left hand and grabbed a handful of Tony’s  short  hair.  Pulling  on  it,  I  tilted  his  face  up  to  look  at  me.  Meanwhile,  my  other  hand emerged from between my damp thighs. Tony’s eyes rolled in his head as he watched my fingers approach, glistening with my wetness. I held my two fingers in front of him as though about to offer a blessing, my smeared juices shining in the light. Tony’s lips were parted, and I watched them twitch adorably before he spoke. 

"Wednesday, Goddess," he rasped. 

“That’s right,” I grinned. “It’s Wednesday. Not Saturday. You know what that means.” 

“Yes, Goddess.” 

"So  tell  me."  My  fingers  were  right  in  front  of  his  face,  and  I  watched  him  heave  a  deep breath  as  I  gently  touched  my  fingertips  to  his  upper  lip.  Tracing  the  shape  of  his  lips,  I  left  a sheen of my moisture on his skin. He could smell me, I knew, and it was driving him crazy. His desire made things almost too easy for me. 

“It means… I don’t get to cum.” 

"That's  right.  No  orgasms  for  you  today.  They're  just  for  me.  And  you  better  make  sure  I cum lots if you want me to do anything with you on Saturday." I extended my fingers just a little further, and Tony groaned loudly as he took them into his mouth. I giggled as I felt his tongue sliding  over  the  wet  skin,  his  lips  contracting  around  my  fingers  in  just  the  way  my  pussy  had moments before. Tony cleaned my fingers with his mouth as though his life depended on tasting every  drop  of  my  juices.  I  moaned  softly  as  my  pussy  spasmed  in  memory  of  the  contractions that made it tremble earlier. 

“Come on,” I said. Sliding my wet fingers out of his mouth, I swung my legs over his head. 

My boot heels rapped on the floor as I stood. My legs were unsteady, my muscles turned to water by the intensity of the pleasure I had given myself. But that was no problem, I reflected with a smile.  Submissive  husbands  have  uses  beyond  the  merely  sexual.  Standing  over  Tony,  I  raised one foot and placed it on his shoulder. Slowly but firmly I pushed downwards, and Tony’s hands dropped onto the floor. As he crouched on hands and knees, I stepped forward and straddled him, sitting on his shoulders and taking hold of his hair again. I felt him wince as I dug both heels into his  thighs.  “Take  me  to  bed,”  I  giggled.  “Giddyup.”  It  took  an  effort  not  to  laugh  out  loud  as Tony started forward with me on his back, riding him like a pony. He crawled through the living room and down the hallway before carrying me through the open door of the bedroom and over to the bed. Dismounting, I swung my leg over him and climbed onto the mattress. Tony stayed on  his  knees,  looking  up  at  me  with  that  expression  of  adoration  that  I  had  so  come  to  love. 

Slowly, my leather boots creaking as I move my feet, I parted my legs wide. 

“Well, what you waiting for? Get over here and make me cum.” 

Tony eventually sprang to his feet. I felt the mattress sink beneath his weight as he climbed onto  the  bed  beside  me.  His  caged  cock  swayed  from  side  to  side  as  he  flung  himself  onto  his stomach,  crawling  on  his  belly  towards  me.  My  high  heels  sank  slightly  into  the  mattress  as  I adjusted my position, his face between my thighs gratefully. I shivered with unconcealed lust as he passionately kissed my pussy. Placing my hands on the back of his head, I pulled him closer. 

Tony balanced himself on his elbows as he went down on me, running his tongue over my skin and drawing sparks and jolts of pleasure from my body with every move he made. My body was

primed for ecstasy, vibrating like a tuning fork to the rhythm of his talented tongue, and almost at once I felt another orgasm swelling inside me. I thrust my hips forward, nearly crushing my pussy  against  his  mouth  in  my  hunger.  I  wrapped  my  legs  around  his  head,  and  Tony  almost lifted me off the mattress. I held two fistfuls of his head in my hands, heedless of how he was feeling  while  I  roared  and  yelled.  All  at  once,  I  was  cumming  again.  Tony's  tongue  slipped between the sensitive folds of my pussy, and his nose pressed hard against the sensitive bud of my clitoris, and every movement our joined bodies made seemed only to increase the sensations I was  feeling.  Lost to  the  world, I  howled  and  screamed, and  the  bedroom walls  rang  with  my selfish pleasure as I filled my husband's mouth with my streaming juices. 

Gasping, seeing stars as I opened my eyes to gaze up sightlessly at the ceiling, I fell back on the bed. Tony's head slid out from between my legs as I relinquished my grip on him. He sat up, his  face  dripping  and  flushed  red  as  he  looked  at  me.  I  groaned  again  as  our  eyes  met.  I wondered  if  I'd  ever  get  tired  of  seeing  that  look  on  his  face,  if  I  could  ever  get  used  to  being adored so desperately and so nakedly by my husband. I hoped not. I wanted this strange magic to continue  forever,  for  the  two  of  us  to  keep  growing  closer  and  closer  and  hungrier  for  one another, the way we had been all week. What more could a goddess want? 

But the week had made changes in me just as it had made changes in our relationship. I was no  longer  the  woman  I  used  to  be.  A  woman  content  if  she  managed  to  get  a  single  orgasm before her husband finished. Maybe, on some rare or lucky day, I might get two or three. Now, I call those days weekdays. And greed is a funny thing. The more you feed it, the stronger it gets. 

It  was  hard  to  believe  it'd  only  been  around  a  week  since  Tony  first  offered  me  the  key  to  his chastity device. But already I was getting used to this. I was getting used to sex games that could last for hours and would leave me completely satisfied, completely ravished, exhausted and filled with bliss. That was Tony's job now. And despite the power of the orgasms I had already had, I still found myself wanting more. 

Tony watched as I rolled over onto my stomach. I was moving awkwardly, my limbs made clumsy by trembling and fatigue. But I ignored the tiredness. My hair hung around my flushed face as I slowly climbed up onto my hands and knees. My legs spread far apart, I turned to look over my shoulder at my husband. No surprise to see him staring at my exposed pussy, devoting every ounce of his rapt attention to my dripping sex. Smiling, I folded my arms on the pillow and lay my head down on top of them. 

"Go get the dildo," I ordered. "You goddess needs to get fucked." And Tony did as he was told. I listened to his heavy tread as he climbed off the bed and moved towards the drawer where I  kept  my  toy.  The  gadget  had  never  seen  so  much  use  since  the  day  I  got  it.  But  with  my husband's cock under lock and key, what else could I do? Even goddesses have needs. 

I  close  my  eyes  for  a  moment  as  I  felt  Tony  climb  back  onto  the  bed.  Carefully,  he positioned himself behind me. I sighed happily as I heard the familiar click and buzz of the toy being  switched  on.  He  pressed  it  against  me,  and  now  the  buzzing  vibrations  were  inside  me, filling my stomach and my chest, echoing through my trembling legs. Tony moved the dildo up and  down,  up  and  down,  teasing  me  with  the  rounded  head  as  he  gently  parted  my  wet  lips.  I moaned  in  gratitude,  feeling  Tony's  hand  on  my  hip  as  he  concentrated  on  his  task.  Slowly, gently, he pressed harder, feeding the dildo into me. I cried out as the buzzing intensified. Tony moved the toy in and out, hunching over me from behind. I squealed in delight as I felt his lips on my skin, passionately kissing my bare hip as he fucked me with the toy. Even in the depths of my  own  desire,  I  could  feel  the  tension  in  his  body.  The  raw  desire  that  made  him  kiss  and worship  my  body,  even  knowing  that  it  could  only  make  things  worse  for  him  personally.  I

gripped the pillow beneath me in my fists, and it muffled my screams as I buried my face. 

Tony  knew  his  business.  The  dildo  moved  in  and  out  of  me  more  rapidly,  picking  up  the pace  while  I  writhed  and  moaned.  My  body  rocked  to  the  rhythm,  and  the  whole  bed  moved beneath us. My boots scrabbled on top of the sheets while I clawed the pillow. Another orgasm was  coming,  welling  up  inside  me  unmistakably.  I  felt  as  though  my  body  could  hardly  stand anymore, as though I were on the edge of destruction. And yet I didn't care. There was nowhere else  I  wanted  to  be  at  that  moment.  If  this  pleasure  was  going  to  tear  me  apart,  so  be  it.  I screamed  and  cried  and  yelled,  and  felt  again  the  hot  flood  of  my  juices  pouring  out  over  my thighs.  My  pussy  gripped  the  dildo  like  a  fist,  my  body  reluctant  to  let  it  go  as  I  howled  in pleasure. 

Finally, the spasm passed. The wet dildo slid easily out of my ruined pussy, and I flopped onto  my  side  as  my  legs  gave  way.  I  kept  my  eyes  squeezed  tightly  shut,  letting  the  fireworks explode in my brain as I convulsed with ecstasy. I felt the bed move as Tony shifted his weight, but  for  the  moment,  I  had  no  room  in  my  thoughts  for  him.  I  was  alone  with  my  orgasm, completely present and inhabiting my body while the rest of the world fell away. 

I  heard  the  click  of  the  switch  and  the  sudden  silence  that  followed  as  Tony  turned  the vibrator off. I opened my eyes. The bedroom was blurry and out of focus. From the position I lay in, I couldn't see Tony. But I felt him. I felt him move, his body descending on top of mine. I felt his lips on my skin again, and I smiled as he kissed my shoulder, my neck, my back. Whatever parts of me he could reach. But for once, I was thoroughly sated. In fact, I was exhausted. For all the  wild  excitement  I  had  been  feeling,  I  had  finally  had  enough.  Tony  propped  himself  up  on one elbow as I rolled over onto my back. I smiled dreamily up at him from the pillow. 

“Good  boy,”  I  said.  “That’s  what  your  goddess  needs.  You  keep  it  up,  and  we  can  have some fun on Saturday.” 

"Yes,  Goddess,"  Tony  said.  Try  as  he  might,  he  couldn't  hide  the  frustration  and disappointment in his voice. Dimly, I wondered if he had thought that maybe I would take pity on him and release him early. Fat chance. I was having way too much fun the way things were. 

Why would I ever want to go back? Being his dominant goddess meant being in a constant state of either arousal or orgasm. Why would I want to give that up? Even if I did want him, then, at that moment, for all my fatigue. Even if at times, I missed the feel of my husband inside me, a sensation that no sex toy could ever fully replace. Wrapped up his own frustration and needs as he was, I doubted that it had occurred to Tony how much self-control I, too, had to exercise. But it was worth it. It was all worth it. As I lay wrapped in the warm afterglow of multiple orgasms, I couldn't deny that. 

Tony hovered over me. He was waiting, I knew. He wasn't going to ask; he knew better than that.  He  didn't  want  to  jeopardize  the  good  work  he  had  done  by  asking  me  an  impertinent question. But I suppose he had hoped that he might get me so worked up, so drunk with pleasure, that I would give him what he wanted. He needed to learn that that was not the case. 

"I'm  tired,"  I  purred.  "You  wore  me  out.  I  think  I'm  going  to  take  a  nap.  Wake  me  up  to have dinner ready." There was a silent pause after I spoke. Not for the first time, I wondered if this  might  be  the  moment  when  Tony  finally  said  no.  When  he  finally  told  me  that  things  had gone too far and that he was no longer willing to submit to me. But he didn't. Sighing happily, I close my eyes as I felt him rise from the bed. His heavy footsteps sounded through the house as he left the bedroom and headed towards the kitchen. There's no question about it. It feels good to be in control. 
    

7. An Idea At The Office

At work, my computer screen faces a wall. I sit in a cubicle at one edge of the office with no one  behind  me.  The  gray  fabric  walls  hide  my  screen  from  the  view  of  my  neighbors,  just  as theirs  do  to  me.  The  only  way  for  someone  to  see  what’s  on  my  screen  is  to  walk  along  the narrow space between my desk and the wall. And why would anyone do that? 

The position of my desk in the general layout of the office isn’t something I gave a lot of thought. I never really needed to before. And while I might have regretted from time to time that I’m not closer to the window, it’s something I’ve just gotten used to over the years I’ve worked there. 

But the email I got from Shannon that day changed all of that in an instant. 

The  subject  line  simply  read,  'You  and  Tony'.  Shannon  had  met  my  husband  a  few  times before, at various work functions. They didn't know each other well by any means. But Shannon had  a  leader's  gift  for  remembering  people's  names.  When  I  opened  the  email,  I  saw  no  text. 

Instead, Shannon had simply put a GIF in the body of the email. And I peered at my screen as the image came to life. 

The scene was dimly lit. A woman in a dark dress and high heels, her face out of the frame. 

And a man standing in front of her. A man who dropped to his knees and prostrated himself in front of the woman, lowering his face to the floor to kiss her feet. The image played in a loop, the man dropping to the floor again and again, only to suddenly reappear in a standing position and repeat the whole process. I suppose it wasn't pornography, technically. Both he and she were fully clothed. But all the same, I felt something sink dark claws into my heart as I watched. 

What did Shannon mean by this? I mean, on one level it was obvious. It followed on from our  conversation  in  the  break  room  that  morning,  with  me  bragging  about  how  I  had  Tony whipped. But the fact that Shannon had found this image, the idea that she had been looking…

Well, I couldn't get it out of my head. And my hand hovered over my mouse, ready to click my way out of the email and get on with my work. But I didn't. I watched. I watched, and I felt those internal claws plucking at the tight wire that I could feel vibrating inside me. There was no way to  deny  it.  The  image  was  sexy.  It  was  as  simple  as  that.  Maybe  I  wouldn't  have  thought  so  a week or two before, back when I had no idea of the submissive nature of my husband's desires, and the sadistic part of me that they had awakened. But that was then. Everything was different since Valentine's Day. Since Tony had given me the key to his desires and the key to controlling him. Everything was different now. 

With a sigh, I finally closed Shannon’s email and returned to my work. I was reading too much into it. It was just a joke, a silly albeit slightly inappropriate joke. Maybe if my boss had been  male  and  had  sent  me  something  like  that,  it  would’ve  been  more  of  an  issue.  But  I  told myself that Shannon meant nothing by it. That was just the way she was. There was a naughty streak  in  her  that  showed  on  her  face,  and  she  used  the  way  that  she  looked  to  get  away  with things that might not have been acceptable coming from someone else. That was all. 

So I tried to be interested in my work. Some claims that needed looking into; some reports that needed editing. I did my best. I tried to focus on work as best I could and ignore not only the image  that  my  cheeky  boss  had  sent  me,  but  also  the  images  from  the  night  before  that  it conjured.  Dominating  my  husband,  I  had  learned,  required  me  to  exercise  fairly  rigorous discipline over myself. Sure, I got to have orgasms, unlike Tony. But I had to constantly resist

the temptation to be too kind to him. To be too merciful to the man I loved and thereby lose my authority. I wasn't prepared for how tiring that can be. And the thing about willpower is that it is a finite resource. Muscles get stronger with exercise, but willpower is different. And maybe I'm making excuses for myself. But I think that my willpower just ran out. 

Closing the program I had open, I returned to Shannon's email. There they were again, the man  and  the  woman.  Her  standing  tall  and  regal  and  elegant  in  her  dress.  And  him  dropping humbly  to  the  floor  to  worship  her,  as  though  there  were  nothing  more  sacred  in  the  world. 

Somehow, it seemed to press every one of the buttons that I had only just discovered. I gripped my knees with my hands as I squeeze my thighs together under the desk. As usual, as always, I could  feel  desired  churning  inside  me  again.  Shannon  might  have  meant  it  all  as  a  joke,  just  a silly  call  back  and  things  we  had  said  that  morning.  But  it  meant  a  lot  more  to  me.  My  hair-trigger arousal was set off by the image, and it wouldn't let me rest. All kinds of bad ideas were swirling in my head. And I no longer had the strength to resist them. 

Opening a private search window on my computer, I copied the image into the search bar. 

The screen filled up with variations of the same scene. Along with similar material, I found a few images that were apparently from the same movie. Even though I knew there was nobody there, I couldn't  help  glancing  furtively  over  my  shoulder  at  the  blank  wall.  How  embarrassing,  to  be caught  looking  at  something  like  this.  A  married  woman  with  a  regular  job,  browsing  kinky imagery at work. I'd never live it down. But there was no one to see. No one but me could know what I was up to in my cubicle as I jumped from one image to another. Easy enough to piece it together. I found myself wondering how Shannon had come across the GIF in the first place, and if she knew that it was from a dirty movie. Because it clearly was. Later shots showed the man undressing while the woman watched, her arms folded as she tapped one foot on the floor. Next, it seemed, the two of them moved to some kind of bench. The man was tied down, and a seven-second loop showed the woman climbing on top of him, her dress now removed, her bare pussy descending on his face. 

Abruptly, I closed the window. The breath felt short in my chest as I panted. I could feel the heat of embarrassment and desire in my cheeks as I sat at my desk. The images I had seen, and the ones it conjured in my mind from the last week or so, would not go away. I could hear the blood  pumping  in  my  ears  as  I  stared  sightlessly  at  my  empty  screen.  How  was  I  supposed  to work like this? There was no way. 
 
Pushing  back  my  chair  and  grabbing  my  purse,  I  stood.  With  the  prickly  paranoia  of  the guilty, I felt as though everybody in the large office was watching me as I made my way behind the  row  of  desks.  Of  course  they  weren't.  Why  would  they?  I  hope  that  there  was  nothing abnormal in my appearance to make them look. Maybe, if someone were looking really closely, they might notice the pink flush of my cheeks. But who would look that closely? No one, I told myself.  I  was  just  a  coworker,  heading  to  the  bathroom.  Nothing  to  see  here.  And  nothing  to think if anyone did see. It was only what I knew myself that made me painfully self-conscious as I made my way through the office. 

Someone was just leaving the office bathroom as I entered. She held the door for me, and I offered a quick smile as I stepped past her. I heaved a sigh of relief as I saw that I had the place to myself. Moving towards the stall furthest from the door, I stepped inside and locked the door behind me. Hanging my purse on the hook on the back of the door, I dug out my phone and sat down on the toilet. For a few minutes, I just sat there. I couldn't quite believe what I was about to do. It was a feeling I got more and more often these days, playing these strange games with my husband. When I was with Tony, I had to act the part. I had to at least seem as though I knew

what I was doing. I was his goddess, and a goddess needs to exude complete confidence. With him, I push my doubts to one side. But alone, I could indulge my disbelief. 

I raised my phone in front of me. With a few quick taps, I located the email Shannon sent and looked up the image again. There they were, this couple, the beautiful dominant girl and her submissive slave. I’d never been one for porn; I’d always found my own imagination excited me more.  And  these  days,  pure  memory  was  enough.  But  these  two  fascinated  me  for  reasons  I couldn’t put into words. Finally, after scrolling through search results for a while, I found a link to  a  video  of  them.  Even  though  I  was  alone  in  the  bathroom,  I  turned  off  the  volume  of  my phone before pressing play. The thought of being caught doing what I was doing terrified me, but I  was  unable  to  stop  myself.  Hunching  over  my  phone,  I  watched  with  an  open  mouth  as  this woman set about bringing a man to his knees. 

It  started  with  the  scene  Shannon  had  sent  me.  The  woman  pointing  to  the  floor,  her confidence  total  and  unquestionable.  The  man  mutely  dropped  to  his  knees  to  worship  at  her command, just the way I knew that Tony would in the same situation. Satisfied with his homage, the  woman  spoke,  and  the  man  began  to  undress.  His  cock,  I  noticed,  was  only  half  hard, bobbing between his legs as he moved. That would never happen with Tony, I knew. Back in the days before the chastity device, I rarely saw his cock anything less than fully erect. I guess I just had that effect on him. 

When the man on screen was naked, the woman reached out and grabbed him by the hair. 

Memory bloomed inside me, the memory of the feel of Tony's short hair in both my hands last night as I pressed my pussy to his thirsty lips. I squeezed my legs together again and felt faint dampness in my underwear. I couldn't hold out any longer. Still holding the phone in one hand, I pulled my skirt up around my hips and pushed my panties down my legs. I bit my lower lip to stifle a moan as my fingers slid over the sensitive skin of my pussy. 

Now the woman was leading the man towards the bench I had seen before. It seemed made for the purpose, specially designed sex furniture, unlike anything I've seen before. Passively, the man lay down on the bench as ordered and let the woman buckle his hands and feet to its legs. I knew that look, that passivity. It was the same way Tony looked when I took control over him. 

As though he wanted to resist. As though at any moment he might. But he couldn't. He couldn't bring  himself  to  say  no.  And  maybe  the  man  on  screen  was  acting,  but  if  so,  he  was  doing  an excellent  job  of  replicating  that  mingled  look  of  fear  and  desire  that  I  knew  so  well  from  my husband. 

My fingers probed deeper as I watched the woman straddle his face. The breath fluttered in my  nose  as  I  tried  not  to  moan,  to  scream  in  furious  desire  as  I  touched  myself.  I  watched  her body  rock  above  him,  riding  his  face  as  she  balanced  with  her  hands  on  his  heaving  chest, grinding her pussy onto his mouth. I thought of Tony, and another sigh swept through me as I curled my fingers up inside myself. My high heels scraped on the bathroom floor as I squirmed with lust. 

The woman's body stiffened, and I watched her throw back her head in a silent scream. She had  cum,  or  at  least  pretended  to.  I  remembered  the  way  Tony  had  made  me  cum  the  night before,  his  lips  and  tongue  licking  and  kissing  my  pussy  as  it  spasmed  against  his  mouth.  The phone trembled in my hand as I tried to hold it steady while tremors shook my body. 

The  woman  dismounted  her  slave's  face  and  climbed  down  off  the  bench.  The  camera stayed  on  him,  his  chest  heaving  and  his  ribs  showing  under  his  tattooed  skin  as  he  helplessly waited. Soon, his mistress returned. Only this time, her outfit had changed. She had shed the bra that she had been wearing earlier, and her silicon-enhanced breasts barely moved as she stepped

back toward the bench. Her nipples were as hard and engorged as mine were as I watched. And from her hips, a shiny black appendage protruded. It took me a moment to understand what I was seeing, and when I did, I couldn't stifle the gasp that rose from my throat. 

The woman had wrapped a black harness around her ample hips. I could see the way that the straps pushed her buttocks higher, accentuating her already enviable body. From the front of the harness, between her legs, a large black fake cock thrust forward. 

I watched, hardly daring to breathe, as she stood in front of her captive. The bulbous head of the strap-on dildo was right in front of his face, and he peered at her with trepidation as he lay on his back, secured to the bench. The woman wrapped her hand around the base of the toy, slowly stroking  it  as  though  it  were  part  of  her  body.  Playfully,  she  bounced  it  off  his  lips.  The  man grimaced, but was nothing he could do to resist her. She took hold of his hair again and pulled his head downward, her other hand guiding the cock towards his open mouth. The man squeezed his eyes shut as she thrust it inside, and I almost choked with disbelieving laughter as I watched. 

She rocked her hips back and forth, and the man’s throat swelled as he tried to swallow her cock. 

I  could  only  imagine  the  complete  humiliation  he  was  enduring,  and  how  totally  powerful  she must  feel  in  that  moment.  No  matter  what  I  did,  it  was  hard  to  imagine  Tony  allowing  me  to subject him to something like that. But then again, everything we had done in the past week was almost beyond my imagination. 

My  fingers  slid  in  and  out  of  my  trembling  pussy  as  I  matched  my  rhythm  to  that  of  the cruel dominatrix. I could feel an orgasm growing inside me, but I wanted to see how this twisted scene played out. Alive with pleasure, practically shaking with demonic lust, I peered wide-eyed at the screen of my phone at the total degradation of the stranger. 

Seemingly  satisfied  at  last  with  his  oral  performance,  the  woman  slid  her  cock  out  of  her slave's mouth. I could see his open mouth gasp for air, but I felt no sympathy for this unknown man. Those increasingly familiar sadistic impulses were coming to the fore inside me again. Just as they did when I played with Tony. He deserved it. They both did. Because what me and the woman  on  screen  had  in  common  was  a  secret  we  knew  about  men  like  this:  they  needed  us. 

They  needed  us  to  take  control,  to  treat  them  like  slaves  and  use  them  for  our  pleasure.  They wanted nothing more. And lucky for them, we were willing to give them what they needed. 

The  man  on  screen  wasn't  given  long  to  relax.  While  he  still  panted,  the  woman  circled slowly around the bench. The camera pulled back a little to show her crouching at the other end of the bench and unfastening his ankles from the shackles that held them. But his mistress had no intention of letting him go. Instead, she raised his legs so that his feet were in the air above her. 

Then she reached between his thighs and took hold of his cock. He was fully hard now, that was for sure. I didn't need to have the audio enabled to know that he was moaning in desire, just the way  that  Tony  did  whenever  I  touched  him.  And  the  woman  inched  closer,  her  black  dildo shining  with  her  slave's  drool.  It  was  obvious  what  would  happen  next,  but  still,  I  gasped  in  a kind of dull shock as I watched her push the dildo deep into the man's ass. 

It  was  wild.  It  was  unlike  anything  I'd  ever  done,  or  even  seen.  And  yet…  there  was something in it. Something that meant I couldn't tear my eyes away. If anyone had described this to me, I would probably have been repulsed. But seeing it, in the aroused state that I was in, was different. It wasn't the action itself that turned me on so much, I realized. It was the total control this woman had over her man. That she could humiliate and emasculate him like this. And his cock was as hard as a rock in her hand. He could protest. He could moan and groan and struggle against his bonds. But just like Tony, he wanted this. Just like my husband, he needed a woman to make him do what he wanted most. And I felt ready to burst with joy as I watched, my hand

buried  between  my  legs  and  my  fingers  probing  ever  deeper  between  my  wet  folds  as  I masturbated.  As  my  orgasm  finally  bloomed,  I  let  out  my  breath  with  a  deep  sigh.  I  fell  back against the wall behind me, breathing heavily. For a while, I just sat there, perched on the toilet at the office while pleasure shook my body. 

Holding my phone in shaking hands, I exited out of the video and closed my browser. I was shaking with the power of the orgasm I had given myself, but I don't think that was all. It felt as though  I  had  crossed  a  line  somewhere.  Whether  it  was  watching  porn  or  pleasuring  myself  at work,  I  couldn't  escape  the  sense  of  having  crashed  through  some  invisible  barrier.  Absurd,  I know, after all the new frontiers Tony and I had crossed together. But that was the way it felt. 

And  a  goofy  smile  spread  across  my  face  as  I  wondered  whether  I  would  tell  him  what  had happened. I didn't have to wonder what my husband's reaction would be. It would turn him on. I had  no  doubt  about  that.  Everything  did  these  days  anyway,  thanks  to  his  chastity  device.  But this  story,  I  couldn't  help  but  think,  would  drive  him  crazy.  Just  knowing  that  I  had  done something so transgressive, so out of character for me. As though I was steadily becoming the dominant mistress I pretended to be with him. The goddess he worshiped. That's how it felt, like the birth of some new persona inside me. 

And  still,  the  wild  ideas  kept  coming.  The  strange  images  and  frantic  desires,  the  insane impulses that I couldn’t ignore. 

Slowly, I pulled up my panties and pulled down my skirt. Standing, I slipped my phone into my  purse  and  lifted  it  from  the  hook  on  the  back  of  the  stall  door.  Plucking  nervously  at  my clothes, I slid back the lock and opened the door. 

My heart froze. Standing there in front of the row of sinks against one wall was Shannon. 

Her eyes were on the mirror in front of her. She held a tube of lipstick to her face, in the midst  of  adjusting  her  makeup.  But  as  I  stepped  out  into  the  bathroom,  doing  my  best  to  act natural while I felt as though I was about to keel over with shame, her eyes moved toward my reflection in the mirror. She lowered her lipstick, and that notorious smile of hers spread across her face again, making it light up as her eyes shone. What had she heard? Did she know what I had been doing? Could she see it on my face? 

"Hey," Shannon said to my reflection as I approached the sink. I nodded and smiled weakly, reluctant  even  to  speak  as  though  I  might  give  myself  away.  Standing  in  front  of  the  sink,  I turned on the faucet and held my hands under the water. Shannon's eyes moved back to her own reflection in the mirror as she continued to adjust her appearance. She said nothing. I tried not to give myself away by watching her too closely. But I couldn't help myself. While I washed my hands, I kept stealing furtive glances towards her, trying to read her facial expression to see if I had been discovered. Finally happy with her makeup, Shannon recapped the lipstick and pressed her lips together. Then she turned to me, smiling again. 

"Did you like the picture I sent you?" I blinked. It took me a brief moment to recall that that was how this whole thing had started, with a simple GIF from her. And it took an effort of will to remind myself that she didn't necessarily know where that image came from. A guilty conscience will tend to make you suspicious of everyone else, but it was perfectly possible that Shannon had found only that image on a quick Internet search and hadn't probed any deeper than that. At least, that's what I told myself. 

“Yeah. It was funny,” I smiled as I dried my hands. 

“Is that pretty much what it’s like?” Shannon asked. “At your place, I mean?” 

“Not  exactly,”  I  shrugged,  trying  to  act  as  though  there  was  nothing  out  of  the  ordinary going on. 

“Not yet, anyway,” Shannon smiled. Her bright eyes stayed on me as I finished drying my hands and made for the door. Desperate not to make it look as though I was running away, I tried to moderate my steps and resist the urge to flee as I pulled open the bathroom door. If I had felt as  though  I  was  being  watched  on  my  way  to  the  bathroom,  it  was  nothing  compared  to  the feeling I got walking back. I kept my face down, my eyes on the floor in front of my feet as I hurried back to the relative safety of my desk. 

I managed to avoid Shannon for the rest of the day. I muddled my way through the hours somehow,  trying  to  concentrate  on  my  work  and  failing  miserably.  But  that  sense  of  being watched never left me. The uncomfortable sensation that I was being scrutinized, and that all my secrets were laid bare. I cursed my lack of self-control, berating myself for not simply waiting until  I  got  home  so  that  I  could  have  my  husband  take  care  of  my  needs.  But  no  more  emails came from Shannon. No sign that she knew anything out of the ordinary was going on. 

And the sensation of being watched didn't leave me when the workday finally slumped to an end. Probably because I was, in fact, up to something. I didn't go straight home. Some purchases are better made online, protected by the sweet anonymity of a computer screen. But I didn't want to wait. Despite my indiscretion at work that day, I could still feel the tense buzzing of arousal within me, pushing me to do things that I would never have done otherwise. I stopped at a store on the way home, and this time I knew I didn't imagine things. There really were eyes on me. I tried to ignore them as I made my way around the store, wishing I had worn an outfit slightly less attention-getting. But I found what I was after. I almost ran out of the store after paying, just like I had all but ran out of the bathroom after talking to Shannon that morning. 

But all that running, all that fear, didn’t feel the way I would have thought it would. I was afraid of discovery, but in a very peculiar way. It was exciting. And the excitement it gave me mingled  and  merged  with  the  deep  sexual  excitement  that  was  quickly  becoming  a  constant  in my life. Nervousness or even a certain sensation of fear, I was starting to realize, were all part of the games that we played. 

And when I got home, I was reminded of just how sweet those games could be. My absence from the house when Tony got back from work must have made him wonder where I was and what I was up to. And he knew what had happened the night before, when I was also late home from work. So he prepared. I stepped through the front door of our house to be greeted by my husband  on  his  knees,  naked  but  for  the  shiny  metal  chastity  device  that  imprisoned  his  cock. 

And  as  he  bowed  down  at  my  feet,  humbly  pressing  his  lips  to  the  toe  of  my  shoe,  I  smiled happily. All the tension and fear and excitement of the day collapsed into a bright point of total desire.  Whatever  else  I  might  be,  within  the  walls  of  the  home  we  had  built  together,  I  was Tony's  goddess.  Nothing  else  mattered.  And  so  I  stood  for  a  while,  just  like  the  woman  in  the video  I  had  guiltily  watched,  basking  in  my  husband's  humble  adoration  as  he  groveled  at  my feet. 

Finally, I spoke. 

“Good boy,” I said. “That’s how a goddess deserves to be greeted.” Lifting my arm, I shook the shopping bag I held in my hand. “Guess what? I have a surprise for you.” 
   

8. Goddess’s Toy

Tony looked up at me nervously from his position on the floor. I was practically vibrating with  excitement  as  I  stood  above  him.  Without  another  word,  I  stepped  past  his  kneeling  form and  made  my  way  towards  the  bedroom.  I  didn't  even  turn  around  to  check  that  he  was following; I knew he would be. Over the sound of my own heels clicking on the floor, I could hear him quickly rise to his feet and follow me. Impossible to keep the smile off my face. All the mean, cruel, nasty things I did to him, and he was still following along behind me like a puppy, desperate for my attention. It was outrageously funny, but in its own twisted way, it was kind of touching  too.  Love  and  sexual  desire  are  not  the  same  thing,  but  that  doesn't  mean  they're  not linked.  And  they  meet  most  perfectly  in  the  person  that  you  choose  to  marry.  It  might  seem strange to be talking about love while I relate this story of cruel teasing, but I do love Tony. And he does love me. Over and above the kinky games that we play, we're deeply in love. Because without that, none of this would be anything. I would never be able to tease him this way if he didn't want me so badly, and he'd never want me this badly if he wasn't deeply in love with me. 

That's the strange truth that makes all of this hang together. 

Maybe my heart was buzzing with love as I led my husband to the bedroom. My body was certainly buzzing with sexual desire. All the way home from the store, I had felt that delicious tension, gripping the steering wheel and squeezing my legs together as I hurried home. Tossing the bag onto the bed, I hurriedly unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor. I could feel Tony's eyes on me as I peeled off my sweater and cast it aside too. There was no time for ceremony as far  as  I  was  concerned.  It  was  always  a  thrill  to  have  Tony  undress  me,  to  feel  his  trembling hands on my body as he tried and failed to resist the lust inside him. But I was breathlessly eager to get started on my latest idea. Dressed now only in my underwear and my high heels, I reached into the bag and produced the item I bought. Tony stared at it. He stared and stared. And I held it up in front of him, the plastic packaging creaking slightly in my hands as I let him take a good long  look.  I  love  that  expression  on  his  face.  The  confusion.  The  nervousness.  The  fear.  His mouth opened, and his lips moved. But Tony said nothing. He was genuinely speechless. As long as I held the keys his chastity device, he knew he needed to watch what he said. 

"I got myself a new toy," I purred. As though that much wasn't plainly obvious. The plastic crackled in my hands as I tore it open. Reaching in past the ragged edges of the plastic, I took hold  of  the  toy  in  my  hand  and  pulled  it  out.  The  black  silicon  felt  firm  in  my  hand,  though  it yielded  slightly  to  my  touch.  Not  a  bad  approximation  of  the  appendage  it  was  supposed  to mimic, I thought to myself. A strap-on dildo complete with harness, more or less identical to the one  the  girl  in  the  video  had  worn.  Tony  watched  me  warily  as  I  cast  aside  the  package  and stepped towards him. I unfolded the straps. Then, while my husband stood still as though rooted to the spot, I set the base of the dildo in place, pressing it against his pelvic bone just above his caged cock. Figuring out the straps as I went, I slowly tightened the harness around his pelvis. I couldn't help but smile as I noticed the way the harness lifted his buttocks just a little, as it had done for the girl in the video. I'll admit, I didn't hate it. In fact, once the straps were tightened to my satisfaction, I couldn't resist the urge to deliver a quick little slap to Tony's bare ass. His chest rose and fell as he breathed heavily, and I circled back around him to stand in front of him again. 

I peered deep into his eyes as I wrapped my hand around the cock that now projected from his body.  Smiling  wickedly,  I  slid  my  hand  up  and  down  the  toy  as  though  he  could  feel  it,  and

Tony's breath fluttered in his nostrils as though it were real. 

"That's better," I said quietly. "You know, having you all locked up like this isn't easy for me.  I  mean,  don't  get  me  wrong,  it's  a  lot  of  fun.  I  love  having  you  horny  and  frustrated,  you know  that.  And  I  love  how  obedient  it  makes  you.  But  it  turns  me  on  too.  And  you're  getting good with your mouth and with toys, but sometimes a girl misses the real thing. That's where our friend here comes in." I giggled slightly as I caressed the dildo. Between my legs, I could feel my wetness spreading as my body responded to the feel of the cock in my hand. The events of today had kept me in a high state of arousal all the time I was at work, and it felt as though I had been waiting forever for this. Of course, it was much worse for Tony. That was the whole point. My orgasms  were  a  right,  while  his  were  a  privilege.  That's  just  the  way  it  was.  And  if  he  felt differently, he should never have given me the key to his chastity device. But he had. And so I was in control. And the more sex we had, the more often he made me cum with his tongue or his fingers  or  my  toy,  the  more  I  found  myself  wanting.  I  was  starting  to  understand  why  some people say they're addicted to sex. That kind of pleasure can't help but be addictive. 

Still  holding  Tony's  new  appendage,  I  dropped  down  onto  the  floor.  I  kneeled  in  front  of him,  the  fake  cock  in  my  hand  while  his  real  one  remained  locked  away.  Smiling  up  at  him,  I could see him wincing in pain as his member tried to swell and harden in the device that would not  allow  it.  Maliciously,  I  reached  out  with  my  free  hand  and  took  hold  of  the  stainless  steel device. Tony groaned as he felt me grab him, his caged cock in one hand and the fake one in the other.  I  felt  so  deliciously  slutty,  kneeling  in  front  of  him  in  high  heels  and  underwear  with  a cock  in  each  hand.  It  was  wild.  I  knew  even  at  the  time  that  what  I  was  about  to  do  would  be impossible to forget, impossible to come back from. I welcomed it. Tony's upper lip trembled as he  stared  down  at  me,  and  I  held  his  eyes  with  my  own  as  I  opened  my  mouth,  extended  my tongue and licked the fake cock from its base all the way to its tip. Tony shuddered and squirmed just as though he could feel my tongue on his skin. How long had it been since I had done this for  him?  It  had  been  a  while,  I  knew  that.  If  asked,  Tony  probably  could've  told  me  the  exact number of days. I'm not one of those wives who immediately stops giving head the moment she has a ring on her finger. In fact, I enjoy giving a blow job from time to time. I always loved how it  drives  him  crazy,  how  it  makes  him  wild  with  desire  and  desperate  to  fuck  me.  Still,  it  had been  a  while.  And  now  here  I  was,  going  down  on  this  fake  while  his  real  cock  stayed  locked away.  It  was  awesome.  Opening  my  mouth  wider,  I  took  the  head  of  the  dildo  deep  inside, feeling its rounded weight on my tongue as I moved my head back and forth. Tony sighed. His hands  clenched  at  his  sides,  opening  and  closing  uselessly  as  he  tried  to  withstand  the  sheer frustration I was inflicting on him. My saliva shone on the black silicon as I took it deeper and deeper, keeping my lips tight around it while my husband watched. Still maintaining eye contact, I  backed  off  a  little  and  kissed  the  head  of  the  toy,  savoring  Tony's  hungry  little  shivers. 

Momentarily releasing my grip on both cocks, I reached out for Tony's hands and placed them on my head. Just as though I were really blowing him. His hands rested there, his fingers in my hair as I bobbed back and forth. It was too delicious for words. And finally, I couldn't hold back any longer. The wetness between my thighs threatened to turn into a flood, and for all the evil fun I was having, I needed more. 

The dildo made a wet sound as I removed it from my mouth. It shone in the bedroom light as I pushed Tony's hands away and slowly stood. I kept my movements slow and deliberate, even as I trembled almost as much as Tony did. I let him watch as I peeled off my panties and let them slide down to the floor before stepping out of them. I unfastened my bra and flung it across the room. For a moment, I stood in front of my husband completely naked but for the high heels I

had  worn  to  work,  that  Shannon  had  complimented  me  on.  And  at  the  thought  of  her,  another little tremor of excitement ripped through me. It had been so naughty, what I had done at work that day. My poor husband had no idea. Not yet, anyway. His eyes traveled over my naked body in a way I was eminently familiar with, but that never lost its power to excite me. His face was an absolute picture and desire, of desperate lust that he must be starting to feel would never be fulfilled. In my high heels I was still shorter than him, but only just. Reaching suddenly towards his head, I grabbed a fistful of his short hair and tugged on it. 

"Get on the bed," I said. "Now." Tony stumbled forward. He knew better than to argue with his keyholder. I watched with satisfaction as the black dildo swayed with his movements and the shining steel chastity device below it did the same. Tony climbed onto the mattress, turning onto his  back.  And  I  followed  him.  I  climbed  onto  the  bed,  crawling  towards  like  some  jungle  cat stalking her prey. His chest felt like a wall of solid muscle under my palms as I placed my hands on  him.  I  pushed  him  down  onto  the  bed  and  climbed  on  top  of  him,  straddling  his  hips.  He stared  up  at  me,  and  I  smiled  down  at  him  as  I  rose  up  on  my  knees,  my  hand  creeping  down between my legs. I could feel the hardness of the dildo pressing against my pussy, and I held it by its base, teasing myself at the same time as I teased my husband by rubbing the rounded head against my dripping sex. Rapid bolts of pleasure rose from my pussy, rising up through my body in swelling waves as my bliss increased. I could feel the wetness running down the inside of my thighs, as though I was on the verge of orgasm already. Tony watched as I guided the dildo into myself, groaning theatrically as its solid length sank deep inside me, pushing the wet walls of my pussy apart and filling the yawning emptiness of desire in the pit of my stomach. It felt fantastic, and I made sure that my husband knew that. Closing my eyes, I opened my mouth and tilted my head back as I sank down on top of it, letting my loud groan fill the room. Once I'd taken it all the way inside me, sinking right down until the base was pressed against Tony's skin, I opened my eyes again and smiled at him. 

"God, this stuff has got me so fucking horny," I groaned. My pussy was already spasming around the dildo, my wet lips gripping the shaft greedily like a fist. "You should have seen me at work today. I got so worked up that I had to go and take care of myself in the bathroom." 

“Really?” Tony’s eyes were wide and round with disbelief as he stared up at me. 

“Yes, really,” I chuckled. “I couldn’t help it. I was thinking about all the things I’m going to do to you.” 

“Oh God,” Tony gasped. A sharp crack rang out in the room as I slapped my hand against his chest. 

“Oh goddess, you mean,” I snarled. 

"Yes,"  Tony  panted.  "Yes,  Goddess,  yes!"  His  submission  made  me  groan  with  pleasure. 

Tony  wasn't  bound.  He  was  easily  twice  my  size,  and  stronger  than  me  by  many  times  that figure.  None  of  that  mattered.  He  hardly  dared  lay  a  hand  on  me.  He'd  do  nothing  unless instructed  to  do  so,  and  it  was  all  because  of  that  little  key  that  I  had  hidden  somewhere.  His sexual  pleasure  depended  entirely  on  me,  and  that  made  him  mine.  Completely.  My  pussy spasmed again as I began to slide up and down on the dildo. 

"That's  right,"  I  said.  "I  was  thinking  about  how  my  husband  worships  me.  About  how  I own your cock. About how you can't even get a hard-on without my permission. Fuck, it turns me on. Knowing that you'll do whatever I tell you to do. Won't you?" 

"Yes, Goddess," Tony groaned. From the look on his face, you might almost have thought it actually  was  his  cock  buried  inside  me  instead  of  some  toy  from  a  sex  shop.  His  face  was flushed, his cheeks almost matching the red mark on his chest from where I had struck him. His

eyes were half closed, and he peered up at me from under lowered lids. It was almost as though his  desire  had  hypnotized  him,  as  though  he'd  been  put  into  a  kind  of  trance  by  sheer  sexual frustration.  Lust  can  do  funny  things.  The  last  week  or  so  -  had  it  only  been  that  long?  -  was proof of that. 

I  leaned  forward.  Supporting  myself  with  my  hands  on  his  chest,  my  hair  fell  around  my face to tickle his skin. I moved my hips back and forth, back and forth, sliding my pussy up and down the black shaft of the dildo. My face was only inches from his now. 

"That's right," I said. "You know how many women would be jealous of me if they knew how  I  have  you  whipped?  Can  you  imagine  if  they  could  see  what  a  submissive  little  bitch you've become?" Even though the fog of arousal that had gripped me, I couldn't help but chuckle at the look of panic on Tony's face. Seized by my dominant impulses, I reached out and grabbed Tony's wrists, pinning his hands on either side of his head. Not that he couldn't free himself if he tried, of course. But he wouldn't try. That was the point. He was mine to do with as I pleased, and we both knew it. 

"Remember  Shannon?  My  boss?"  It  was  getting  harder  to  talk.  My  breathing  was  getting shorter and quicker with every thrust of the dildo inside me. But my wilder impulses would not let me rest. Tony and I were far past the point of hiding anything from each other when it came to sex. He had always been so reticent, so shy in revealing his desires. But now that I had him caged like this, any inhibitions I might have had myself were completely gone. This is what he wanted, after all. He wanted me to do what I wanted, to use him as I saw fit. And at that moment, what I wanted was to keep on teasing him. 

“Yeah,” Tony panted. 

“What  if  she  knew?  What  if  she  knew  that  your  wife  keeps  your  cock  locked  away,  and doesn’t let you out unless you behave?” 

“You told her?” 

“Not yet,” I smiled. “But what if I did? Wouldn’t that be the most humiliating thing ever? 

How could you ever look her in the eye again? Imagine the next Christmas party. Because you know I’ll make you go, too. I’ll make sure you say hi to her. And she will smile, the way that she does. And you’ll both know. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing?” 

"Yes, Goddess," Tony groaned. 

“I  wonder  if  she  knows  about  this  stuff,”  I  said,  still  rocking  up  and  down  on  top  of  the dildo  while  pleasure  swelled  within  me.  “She’s  been  around  the  block.  She’s  probably  pretty kinky. I wonder if she’s ever dominated anybody. I bet she has.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” Tony said again. He was at that point, the one I had come to know so well. 

He’d  agree  to  just  about  anything.  His  whole  body  was  one  great  throb  of  desire.  Just  where  I wanted him. 

“I bet she could whip you into shape, if she wanted to. Don’t you think?” 

"Yes,  Goddess."  I  moaned  out  loud  as  Tony  spoke.  The  sensations  were  beginning  to overpower me, filling me up with joy. And Tony's compliance was all part of it. I couldn't help it. The ideas mutating in my mind and the ecstasy erupting inside my body were too much. My pussy convulsed, and I moaned loudly as an orgasm swept over me. A small one, granted, but no less pleasurable for that. As my body tensed and flexed, as I moaned and groaned with delight, I reflected that the best thing of all was that I knew it was only the first of many. 

When the spasm passed, I relaxed slightly. Letting out a loud sigh, I adjusted my position. 

Carefully, with the dildo still buried inside me, I lifted one leg so that my foot was planted on the mattress close to where my knee had been moments before. Then I did the same with the other

leg. I leaned back, gripping Tony’s legs as I balanced on my hands. He raised his head from the mattress, taking in the view of my body I presented him with. He could see everything, I knew, from the base of the dildo now stained with my fluids, to my bouncing boobs with their swollen nipples, to my orgasm-flushed face. And I knew he liked what he saw. He groaned as his cock tried yet again to swell inside the tight confines of the metal device. And failed, yet again. Mine. 

All mine. 

"You never know," I grinned. Squeezing my thigh muscles, I rode slowly up and down on top of the dildo, feeling it sliding in and out of me again. My pussy was still spasming erratically from my last orgasm, but already I could feel the first stirrings of the next. I ignored the fatigue in  my  limbs  as  I  bounced  up  and  down,  slowly  gathering  speed  as  I  worked.  "I  could  start  a revolution," I said. "Once more women find out how good it is to have control over a man's cock, they'll  all  want  to  do  it.  There  won't  be  a  husband  out  there  anywhere  who's  not  in  chastity. 

Maybe it's for the best. Don't you think?" 

“Yes, Goddess,” came the inevitable reply. 

"Of course you do," I smiled. "You think what your goddess tells you to. Isn't that right?" 

“Yes, Goddess. That’s right.” 

"Oh,  fuck."  My  rising  pleasure  was  getting  the  better  of  me  already.  And  Tony  was  only making it worse. Or better, depending on how you look at it. If ever there was a time to push my luck, this was it. Through the haze of pleasure that clouded my senses, I decided to do just that. 

“You  know  I’m  having  coffee  with  her  tomorrow,”  I  said.  “Shannon,  I  mean.  Part  of  her regular  checking  in  on  the  staff.  We  have  coffee.  We  chat.  Not  even  about  work,  necessarily.” 

My  speech  was  punctuated  with  soft  moans  and  groans,  my  breathing  getting  faster  and  more erratic by the second as I rode up and down on the dildo.  Tony watched open-mouthed as my legs began to tremble and shake. But I persisted. 

"You know what I'm like," I gasped. "Sometimes my mouth just runs away with me. Maybe I'll let something slip. About you. About your little chastity device. About how you became such a good, obedient husband since I locked your cock away." 

“Oh my God,” Tony groaned, and quickly corrected himself. “Oh, Goddess!” I howled with joy and triumph as he spoke. And even as I hovered on the brink of another orgasm, I noticed he hadn’t said no. 

"That's  right,"  I  growled  and  felt  an  echoing  growled  deep  inside  my  body  as  my  pussy convulsed around the toy inside it. "That's right. That's it. That cock… belongs to…me. Say it!" 

"My cock belongs to you, Goddess!" Tony yelled. And at that, I came. The hot juices of my pleasure flowed out from between my pulsing lips, coating the black dildo and spilling all over Tony's caged cock. I collapsed on the mattress, the dildo sliding out of me as I crumpled into a shuddering heat. I squeezed my breasts in my hands and pressed my thighs together as I curled up in a ball next to Tony's feet, letting the sensations of the second and more powerful orgasm race through me. 

Eventually, I sat up. Tony still lay on his back, watching me. The black dildo rose from his hips, tireless and unconquerable, forever ready to be used again. From where I lay, it looked like part  of  him,  incongruously  black  as  it  was  in  comparison  with  his  pale  skin.  But  it  was  bigger than him; I had made sure of that. And I was sure that fact wasn't lost on my poor husband as he waited to see what else I had in store for him. 

And I did have more in store. As tired as I was, as worn out by waves of pleasure as I felt, I was having too much fun to stop now. Forcing my weary body to comply, I climbed up onto my hands and knees and crawled up the bed towards Tony's head. Lying down beside him, I placed a

hand on the back of his head and pulled him towards me. Our lips met, and I kissed him deeply, hungrily, overcome with the feelings of closeness that follow a really hard cum. Tony, of course, was nowhere near the blissed-out state I was in. His body was still humming with desire; I could feel it vibrating through him as we embraced. But for a while, we simply lay there, kissing one another passionately like two teenagers making out. And as his mouth moved against mine, as he wrapped his arms against my waist and I felt the dildo pressing against my thighs again, I knew I wanted more. I could hardly believe it myself, but it was the truth. Tony wanted me to be his sex goddess. He needed it. And that's exactly what I intended to give him. 

Our lips parted. I smiled at him at close range while my hand drifted down his body. I felt the stiffness of the toy still strapped to him as I wrapped my fingers around it. And the feel of it, artificial as it might be, tugged again at those old strings of desire inside me. 

“Fuck me, Tony,” I whispered. “Make your goddess cum again.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” Tony said. His voice was as low as mine. It was almost as though we were in  church,  as  though  something  somehow  sacred  was  passing  between  us.  I  lay  back  on  the pillow, giddy with excitement. And my big strong husband climbed on top of me. 

I  gasped  as  the  dildo  pressed  once  again  on  the  entrance  to  my  pussy.  Lubricated  by  my copious  witness,  the  toy  slid  easily  inside.  I  moaned  again  as  I  savored  that  sensation  of  being filled  up,  of  being  taken  over.  And  this  time,  all  I  had  to  do  was  lie  back  and  enjoy  it.  Tony supported himself on his thick arms, and I wrapped my legs around his hips, taking him deeper. 

Arching my back, I lifted my pelvis off the mattress to meet him, and he leaned forward, driving the  toy  deep  inside.  It  was  just  like  old  times,  just  like  the  sex  that  we  used  to  have  before  he introduced me to chastity. It seemed like so long ago. And yet, of course, it wasn't like old times, either. Not exactly; not as long as his cock stayed locked. 

"Oh God, that's it," I moaned. "That's the spot. Fuck me, Tony. Fuck your goddess." I cried out  as  Tony  thrust  the  dildo  savagely  inside  me.  As  though  every  ounce  of  frustration  he  was feeling could be buried in my body, he drove himself against me harder and harder, making the bed creak and groan and shudder under our weight. I didn't even try to control the sounds that I was  making,  instead  letting  myself  go  completely.  My  legs  squeezed  his  hips.  My  fingernails raked his back. Tony lowered his head close to mine, and I felt the hot rush of his breath as he panted  and  gasped  and  fucked  me  hard.  And  my  body  convulsed  in  the  most  powerful  orgasm yet. I screamed and howled and thrashed beneath him, virtually losing control of my body as I came. I almost wept with pleasure as I felt my pussy clench around the toy once again. My high heels caught in the bed sheets as my legs thrashed, and I hung from Tony's body as I clung to his shoulders, my head against his chest. Finally, I let go. I sprawled on the mattress beneath him, limp  and  ravished.  And  Tony  knew.  He  withdrew  the  dildo  from  my  spasming  pussy  while  I groaned,  and  lay  down  on  the  bed  beside  me.  He  took  me  in  his  arms,  burying  his  face  in  my hair, and held me close while my body shook uncontrollably. 

Not bad for a weekday night. 
    
    

9. A Keyholder At Work

"Well, come on. I don't have all morning." I was slowly adopting a kind of style. After all, this was still all very new to me. All this domination and submission, this seemingly total control I had of my husband now that he was locked into a chastity device. I was still finding my feet with it, just as he was. And I had found that I was never likely to be some snarling dominatrix, barking orders and insults at her cowering slave. After all, Tony is my husband. He's the man I love. He gets off on being humiliated and controlled by me, and I get off on doing it. I love being mean  to  him,  but  in  a  playful  way.  I  can't  get  enough  of  teasing  him,  of  making  him  beg,  of having him worship me like the goddess I am. But I'm not really the type of woman who snaps at anyone. 

Still, he was taking too long. I don't know who these people are who have infinite time in the mornings, like the families on TV that sit down to a cooked breakfast before work or school. 

That's  not  what  it's  like  in  our  house.  Getting  up  early  and  not  being  rushed  in  the  morning sounds great in theory, but then you have to actually do it. I'll admit that lately, I've been getting up earlier than usual. Sleep had lost some of its appeal, and it was hard to sleep anyway with all the ideas buzzing in my head these days. It's definitely easier to get up when there's the promise of some sexy fun to motivate you. But still, time has a way of slipping through your fingers. 

Of course, I couldn't really blame Tony, even if I was pretending to be mad at him. What I was  asking  from  him  -  well,  demanding  really  -  was  yet  another  new  frontier  in  our  changed relationship. I know by now that things said in the moment, when the heat of passion takes over and the blood is up, can often look very different in the cold light of day. Not that it mattered to me,  I  hasten  to  add.  I  wasn't  the  one  agreeing  to  my  own  humiliation.  But  Tony  couldn't  help himself. He was a prisoner of his own kinky desires far more than he was of the chastity device locked to his cock. Though of course, that helped too. 

He stood in front of me at the foot of our bed. We had both dressed for work by now, and I was  about  ready  to  head  out  the  door.  There  was  just  one  more  piece  to  this  particular  puzzle. 

And  my  husband  held  it  in  his  shaking  hands.  A  plain  silver  necklace  that  I  had  had  for  God knows how long, but only just found a new use for. The key to his chastity device hung from the chain, dangling and shining in the light as he held it between his two hands. For all that I feigned sternness and impatience, I was nervous too. Since Tony given me the key on Valentine's Day, he had barely seen it. I know my husband well, but this was still uncharted territory for us. There was no way I can be sure that once he had the key in his hands, he wouldn't just give in to his base urges and use it to free himself. After all, there was no way I could stop him. And I wouldn't necessarily want to. If Tony wanted to be free, actually genuinely wanted this game to stop, then of course it would stop. There would be no pleasure in this at all for me if it were against Tony's will. It's fun to play with consent, but I can't brush past it. In a way, I suppose that letting him handle  the  key  was  a  method  of  asking  him  once  again,  this  time  without  words:  do  you  still want  this?  Are  you  still  okay  with  what  we  are  doing?  Tony  certainly  seem  to  be  taking  the question  seriously.  He  stood  in  front  of  me,  hardly  moving  except  for  the  faint  shiver  that animated  his  body.  And  I  stood  in  front  of  him  with  my  hands  on  my  hips,  waiting.  I  was wearing dark pants and a white shirt, my favorite knee-high boots almost totally hidden by my outfit. Perfectly professional. Only I would know the fire that raged inside me as I went through my workday.but the necklace was the piece that brought it all together, the outward sign of our

inward secret. And I want Tony to put it on me himself. 

“what’s the matter?” I prompted. “Scared somebody might see?” 

“Yes.” Tony’s voice was a dry rasp. His nervousness was palpable. 

“They won’t know what it means,” I said. “It’s just a key. Only we know what it’s for. But it’s gonna make me so horny at work, knowing that I’m wearing the key to your chastity out in the open. God, even just thinking about it now… Well, I might not be able to control myself. I might  end  up  in  the  bathrooms  at  work  again,  touching  myself  while  I  think  about  what  I’m going to do to you.” 

I've  never  believed  in  a  fair  fight.  This  was  definitely  not  one.  Tony  just  wanted  me  too badly. Even with him holding the key for once, I still held all the cards.  I heard him sigh, and it was as though I could see the will drain out of him. His solid chest rose and fell, and he stepped forward. I bent my neck and smiled as I scooped up my hair behind my head. His shaking hands fastened the clasp at the back of my neck. Standing this close, I could smell the faint scent of his cologne and the cleanness of his fresh shirt. I hadn't been lying when I said it turned me on. The key, small as it was, seemed to have the weight of a collapsing star as it hung around my neck, and I glanced at myself in the mirror while I adjusted the necklace. In the open neck of my shirt, the  key  was  plainly  visible.  I  move  my  head  a  little,  watching  the  way  the  light  danced  on  the metal. Getting ready for work shouldn't be this exciting. 

“Good boy,” I smiled. “Yeah, this is gonna be fun. I wonder if anyone will ask what it’s for. 

I wonder what I’ll tell them if they do.” Tony said nothing. He studied my face as though trying to guess what I might say. The truth was, I didn’t know myself. I was hardly going to confess my kinky  lifestyle  to  the  entire  office.  There  was  an  undeniable  thrill  in  knowing  that  I  could  if  I chose to. Tony’s pride was in my hands, just as his cock was. And I’m not going to lie. It felt great. 

“God, this turns me on so much,” I breathed. “This is just so fucking naughty, isn’t it? I’m going to be thinking about your poor locked-up cock all day. And you’ll be thinking about me, won’t you?” 

“Yes,  Goddess,”  Tony  sighed.  I  never  got  tired  of  hearing  him  call  me  that.  But  with  this both  dressed  for  work,  just  a  regular  suburban  couple  going  about  their  daily  lives,  it  seemed somehow  even  more  outrageous.  Even  more  shocking.  Even  more  exciting.  That  same  feeling was rising up inside me again, that dark excitement that I felt every day, every hour of the day lately, ever since Tony had given me this unrivaled power. It was intoxicating. It was addictive. 

It was such an outrageous thrill that I couldn’t help myself. I glanced at the clock beside the bed, but I barely even saw the numbers it displayed. I didn’t care. I was too horny to think of anything else. 

"Fuck," I sighed, resigned to the truth. I couldn't go to work in the state I was in. As much as  I  hated  the  thought  of  turning  up  late,  I  knew  that  if  I  didn't  do  this,  I  wouldn't  be  able  to concentrate  all  day.  I  suppose  in  its  way,  it  was  an  insight  into  the  way  my  husband  had  been feeling all week. The difference was, I could do something about it. And I intended to. Reaching towards my husband, I placed both hands on his shoulders and smiled as I looked deep into his eyes. 

“Get  down  on  your  knees,”  I  ordered.  As  I  spoke,  I  pushed  down  on  his  shoulders  for emphasis. Tony looked confused, but he did as he was told, sinking to the floor at my feet. His compliance only turned me on more. Frantically, I reached for the zipper of my pants and pulled quickly downwards. Wiggling my hips, I shuffled my tight pants down to my thighs. As I pushed my panties down after them, I felt the cool air of the bedroom on my wet flesh. I was turned on

all right. Already wet, I detected the faint scent of my arousal in the air as I expose myself right in front of my husband’s face. 

"Make me cum," I said, "now. And be quick about it. If you don't make me cum in the next five  minutes,  I  might  have  to  reconsider  releasing  you  tomorrow."  That  did  it.  The  threat  that could  be  relied  on  to  quash  any  hint  of  defiance  from  my  husband.  He  all  but  lunged  forward, taking my hips in his hands as he pressed his face between my thighs. I placed a hand on top of his head and sighed gratefully as I felt his tongue sliding over the wet lips of my pussy. Clearly, Tony took my threat seriously. I could feel him grunt as he repositioned himself for better access, sinking  down  below  me  and  craning  his  neck  to  reach  the  spots  he  knew  so  well.  His  nose pressed  against  my  clit  as  the  sensitive  organ  swelled  with  pleasure,  and  my  hot  juices  ran  in eager  streams  over  his  busy  tongue  and  into  his  thirsty  mouth.  I  could  hear  him  gulping  as  he swallowed,  and  my  hand  formed  a  fist  in  his  hair  as  I  groaned  with  pleasure.  Barely  a  single minute had gone by on the bedside clock before Tony reached up and slipped two fingers inside me. I cried out with pleasure as his digits curled, seeking the spot inside me that he knew would give  me  what  I  wanted.  Meanwhile,  his  mouth  moved  higher,  and  I  felt  his  tongue  replace  his nose  on  my  clit  as  he  licked.  Howling  with  pleasure,  I  felt  the  sweet  sensations  growing  ever more powerful as my husband licked and kissed my clit while he worked his fingers in and out of my  streaming  pussy.  Two  minutes.  My  legs  began  to  shake.  I  felt  unsteady  in  my  high-heeled boots as I stood above my husband's kneeling form, my feet spread wide. Impossible not to feel like a goddess in the position I was in. Impossible not to feel as though I was being worshiped, as though my body was a temple and Tony was a humble penitent petitioning his deity. Me. Both my hands on his head now, my fingers meshing at the back of his skull as I pulled him against me. Three minutes. With a loud cry, I squeezed my eyes shut and yelled in bliss. The welcome heat of orgasm washed over me, sweeping away the sexual tension that had been building, and I cooed and moaned with pleasure as I relaxed. The orgasm vanished as quickly as it had arrived, and I gently but firmly pushed Tony's face away from between my legs as the warm glow faded slowly. 

"Good job, honey," I smiled down at him. The light reflected from his face, shining in the thick coat of my juices that I had anointed him with. Despite himself, a faint smile plucked at the corners of his mouth, as though he were genuinely pleased with my praise. Perhaps he was. In any  case,  it  was  all  he  was  going  to  get.  I  pressed  a  hand  against  the  key  that  hung  from  my necklace, feeling the warm metal against my skin. A promise is a promise. It wasn't Saturday yet. 

Slowly,  Tony  rose  to  his  feet.  I  pulled  my  clothes  back  on.  He  had  done  his  job  well.  I might  still  make  it  to  work  on  time  at  this  rate,  or  close  enough  that  no  one  would  notice. 

Leaning towards him, I quickly pressed my lips against his. I could taste my pleasure on his lips, and I didn’t care. 

"Okay, I better go," I said. "See you tonight. Love you." 

“I  love  you  too,”  Tony  said  reflexively.  But  I  could  hear  the  strain  in  his  voice.  The mounting frustration that I had been building all week. The disappointment that I wasn’t going to release him, even though he must’ve known that that was never on the table. It all added a spring to my step as I turned and headed for the door, ready to face the day at work with a delicious, sexy secret buzzing away in the back of my brain. 

*

The  coffee  shop  was  busy.  Small  tables  stood  close  together,  crowded  with  workers  from the nearby offices. Picking up her coffee from the counter, Shannon surveyed the café. Her face

lit up at the sight of a young couple vacating a table over in the corner. Still waiting for my own drink, I watched her stalk towards the table confidently. Her heels thumped on the wooden floor with  every  step.  Shannon  was  wearing  a  loose  skirt  with  a  floral  pattern  that  ended  with  a feminine frill just above her knees. But she had contrasted this girly garment with a pair of black leather boots with a high square heel and laces up the front. Along with her leather biker jacket, boots gave her look a much-needed edge. The truth was, she looked great. She always did. And while I wasn't sure how old she was, I suspected she had at least ten years on me. I could only hope that the next ten years would be as kind to me as they had evidently been to her. The fine lines that appeared in the corners of her eyes when she smiled only made her look more devious, more  charmingly  roguish  than  she  naturally  did.  And  her  body  was  the  envy  of  women  far younger than her. 

I watched her smile at the couple vacating the table and promptly sit down in the vacated seat  they  left  behind.  The  barista  called  my  name,  and  I  took  my  drink  from  her,  carrying  it carefully  as  I  made  my  way  through  the  clustered  tables  towards  where  Shannon  waited.  She turned that megawatt smile on me as I set down my cup and sat across the table from her. 

“I love your boots,” I said. 

"Oh, thanks," Shannon smiled. "I don't even remember where I got them." And maybe that was true, or maybe she didn't want me to get a pair like them. There was a time I wouldn't have worn  boots  like  that.  But  lately,  things  were  different.  Don't  get  me  wrong;  Shannon's  boots weren't inappropriate for the office. Not these days. But I can see they would look just as good in the  bedroom  as  in  the  boardroom,  especially  for  an  increasingly  dominant  woman  like  me.  I couldn't help it, I realized with a kind of internal sigh. Having the secret my husband and I shared sexualized everything. I could hardly get through five minutes of any given day without thinking of something naughty. 

“So  how’s  things?”  Shannon  sipped  her  coffee  carefully,  mindful  of  the  pink  lipstick  she wore. 

"At home or at work?" I asked. Shannon shrugged. 

“Either  or,  really,”  she  said.  “You  know  how  these  coffee  meetings  go.  We  don’t  have  to talk about work, but if you want to, go ahead.” 

“Things are good at work,” I said after a thoughtful sip of my own warm drink. “I’m happy with how things are going.” 

"And  at  home?"  There  was  that  smile  again,  as  Shannon  lifted  her  cup  to  her  lips.  That smile always made me think she knew more than she let on, that she guessed at the most wicked and  outrageous  secrets.  Of  which,  lately,  I  had  an  abundance.  I  felt  my  cheeks  turn  hot  as  I remembered how Shannon had been in the bathroom without me knowing it while I masturbated. 

She  had  given  no  sign  that  she  knew  what  I  was  up  to  in  there,  and  I  had  done  my  best  to  be quiet. But did she know? I felt suddenly nervous. 

"Things  at  home…  Good.  Really  good.  Great,  actually."  I  smiled,  and  my  nervousness seemed to lessen at the thought of Tony. It was true. As strange as it might seem, I suspected that Tony would give the same answer, despite all that I had put him through. It's not easy to explain. 

But having him in chastity, having total control over his sexual pleasure, had brought us closer together  than  I  had  ever  thought  possible.  And  of  course,  being  worshiped  as  a  goddess  didn't hurt. 

“That’s awesome,” Shannon smiled. “Tony’s good?” 

"Tony's good," I said. I couldn't help the sly smile on my face, even as I tried to hide it by taking a sip of coffee. If only she knew. I wondered what Tony was doing right at that moment, 

and if he was thinking of me. More than likely. I had sent him off to work with the taste of my pussy lingering on his tongue, and a week of frustration and teasing would ensure that he would be able to think of little else. I thought of his cock straining and struggling to get hard in the tight confines of his chastity device, and I felt a familiar warmth bloom in the pit of my stomach. 

"You're  so  lucky,"  Shannon  said.  "You've  got  a  good  guy  there.  My  last  husband  was…

Well, the less said about him the better. But you seem to have chosen a lot better than I did." 

"I just got lucky, I guess," I said while I enjoyed that warm internal glow that had nothing to do with the coffee I was drinking. As I raised the cup again to my lips, I saw Shannon's eyes drop to my chest. And my heart clenched like a fist in my chest as I saw a curious expression on her pretty face. 

“That’s  interesting,”  she  said,  her  blonde  curls  bouncing  as  she  nodded  her  head  at  me. 

“What’s that key for?” I knew the question was coming. Carefully, I set down my coffee on the table before speaking. 

"Oh, this," I said, while a thousand scenarios rattled through my mind once. Every different choice I could take, every path I could follow. It all lay open in front of me. Slipping my thumb under the necklace, I lifted it slightly from my skin, letting the key dangle. I could downplay it, of course. Tell her it was for a padlock or mailbox; anything really. But that's not what I did. I've had plenty of time to go back over the events of that day in my mind, and it occurs to me that what I did say was more or less designed to keep her interested. To keep her asking questions. In some weird way, it was similar to the way that Tony needed me to dominate him. He needed me to make him do the things he wanted to do but couldn't admit to himself that he wanted. And I, sitting there in a coffee shop with the key to his chastity device around my neck, wanted to tell the truth. Otherwise, I wouldn't have said what I did. 

"It's  kind  of  a  secret,"  I  said.  Shannon's  perfect  white  teeth  showed  as  her  smile  widened. 

Her wicked eyebrows rose, wrinkling her forehead, and her warm brown eyes seemed to sparkle. 

"A secret? Well, now you have to tell me. I love secrets." Shannon certainly looked the part as she leaned over the table towards me, her hands folded in her lap. What secrets were hidden under  that  mass  of  blond  curls  in  Shannon's  devious  mind?  She'd  always  been  a  woman  who oozed  confidence,  who  seemed  completely  self-possessed  and  in  control  no  matter  what  the situation. It was something I'd always envied her. And I couldn't help but imagine, when I was inclined to think about it, that her confidence probably translated into the bedroom too. 

“Well… I shouldn’t.” Shannon continued to smile at me as I took another drink of coffee. 

She could see that I wanted to tell her. All she needed to do was wait. And maybe prod me just a little,  just  gently.  I  couldn’t  believe  what  I  was  thinking  of  doing,  but  that  was  hardly  a  new experience for me. The whole last week had been one long experiment in doing things I never would have imagined myself doing. What was one more added to the list? 

"Come on," Shannon purred. The ends of her hair brushed the table below her as she leaned closer in. " You can tell me. It sounds like fun." 

“I  don’t  know  what  Tony  would  do  if  he  found  out  I’m  telling  you  this,”  I  said.  I  leaned forward too, so that our heads were close together above the center of the table. Shannon looked absolutely  delighted  as  she  waited  for  me  to  spill  the  beans.  “You  promise  you  won’t  tell anyone?” 

"Absolutely," Shannon said. "This is like confession. Anything you tell me here stays here." 

She held up her hand as she spoke, her palm towards me. The butterflies raged in a sudden storm in the pit of my stomach as I began to speak. 

“So, like… Have you ever heard of chastity? Like a chastity belt?” The smile dropped from

Shannon’s face. As far as I can remember, it was the first time I had ever seen her shocked. That experience alone was almost worth it. 

"You  serious?"  her  eyes  darted  quickly  from  side  to  side,  as  though  to  see  if  anyone  was listening. The background murmur of the busy coffee shop was too loud for anyone to hear our quiet  voices.  And  I  had  already  opened  the  door  now.  I  might  as  well  tell  her  the  whole  story. 

Ignoring the nervousness that gripped me, I pressed on. 

"Yeah,"  I  said.  "I  was  surprised  too.  I  never  heard  of  it,  outside  of  stories  about  medieval times.  But  you  can  get  these…  devices,  and  they  go  on  his…  You  know.  And  then  you  lock them, and he can't take it off." 

“Oh my God.” Shannon was still shocked, but the wicked smile was slowly returning to her face. “You have Tony in one of these things?” 

“Yeah,” I nodded, glancing down at the table between us before returning my eyes to her. 

“Just for the past week or so.” 

"Oh my God," Shannon said again. "Karen, I had no idea you were so… kinky." She laid a hand on my arm as she spoke. 

“I’m not,” I said. “I wasn’t. I didn’t even… I never thought I would… It was his idea.” 

"It was his idea? To lock his… away?" Shannon's eyes darted around the coffee shop again as she spoke. 

"Yeah. I was surprised too. I didn't get it at first, but now… Well, I have to admit, it's kind of fun." 

“I  bet  it  is.”  Shannon  nodded  slowly,  her  blonde  curls  bouncing  again.  I  could  almost  see the wheels turning in her head. “So when he has this thing on, he can’t… You know? With you?” 

“No. That’s kind of the problem with it. There are ways around that, though. That’s kind of what we’ve been figuring out the past few days.” 

“Can he touch himself?” 

“He can’t do anything. Once it’s locked on, he can’t even touch it unless I unlock him. And this  is  the  only  key.”  Once  again,  I  picked  at  the  necklace  and  let  the  key  dangle  in  front  of Shannon’s wide eyes. 

“Wow.  This  is  amazing.”  Shannon  sat  back  in  her  chair.  For  a  moment  she  was  silent,  as though  thinking  through  the  ramifications  of  what  I  had  just  told  her.  “I  can’t  believe…this  is amazing. No wonder you said you had him whipped.” 

"Yeah," I smiled. "He does pretty much whatever I say. He has to if he wants me to let him out ever again." 

“Oh my God. You’re a genius. If I had done that with some of my husbands…oh my God. 

Things would be very different, that’s for sure.” I laughed at that. It was a strange echo of what I had said the night before as I taunted Tony while he fucked me with the strap-on. But there was truth to it. The path that my husband and I were on was not for everyone; I knew that. But the benefits couldn’t be denied. 

“It’s…I have to say, it’s pretty great,” I grinned. 

"Of course it is," Shannon beamed, and a peal of bright laughter erupted from her. "I'm so jealous of you right now! Oh my God!" 

And while my boss laughed, throwing back her head as she cackled at the information I had just revealed, I sipped my coffee and pressed my legs together under the table. Our secret, mine and Tony’s, was shared with Shannon now. And things just kept getting better and better. 
    

10. Release Day

Even the longest wait comes to an end eventually. The work week seemed to drag on and on, even for me. I could only imagine how it felt for Tony. But finally, it was Friday night, and then it was Saturday morning. The day I had promised I would grant my husband’s release. And I  intended  to  give  it  to  him.  I  could  hardly  fault  his  behavior  throughout  the  week.  It’s  the prerogative  of  a  dominant  woman  to  be  impossible  to  please,  but  secretly  I  was  more  than impressed with Tony’s submission. He didn’t resist me. Not even for a minute. No matter what humiliating task I had him perform throughout the week, he did it all. He just needed a release that badly. And finally, the day had come. 

Of course, I wasn’t going to give it up just like that. I was having far too much fun in my new role to go too easy on him. 

No alarm clock needed on Saturday. I woke with lust already burning away in the pit of my stomach, the deep desire that had been the running theme of the week present even in sleep. And before even opening my eyes, I smiled to myself as I realized that Tony was under the blankets, his face buried between my legs. It had become something of a tradition already. My husband's mouth was the best alarm clock in the world, licking me awake and starting the day with a rush of  pleasure  that  kept  my  heart  singing.  Purring  in  delight,  I  stretched  without  dislodging  him from his position. I sensed that Tony knew that I was awake from the increasing urgency with which  his  tongue  moved  against  my  skin.  He  knew  what  day  it  was.  And  he  knew  what  I  had promised him. But he also knew that his goddess wife could be a cruel and capricious creature. 

He had no intention of putting a foot wrong now that his goal was in sight. Lucky for me. And I let him go about his business. Why would I stop him? Shifting slightly in the bed, I spread my legs wide, bending my knees so that the blanket formed a kind of tent over him. I could feel his hands on my thighs, sliding up and down my skin as he caressed me while his tongue slid easily over my dripping pussy. Still with my eyes closed, I cast my mind back over the events of the week.  Impossible  to  believe  it  was  a  mere  seven  days  since  Tony's  last  release.  So  much  had happened in the meantime. I remembered Tony groveling and licking my boots as I stepped in the  door  of  our  house.  My  loss  of  self-control  at  work,  and  the  naughty  video  I  watched  as  I touched myself. The strap-on I had bought, and the multiple orgasms Tony had given me using it. The look on his face as he realized that I had found a way to have him fuck me without him getting to cum. Finally, the conversation I had had with Shannon, and the look on my boss's face when I spilled the beans about Tony. My husband still didn't know about that one, and I'll admit there  was  a  faint  note  of  guilt  hidden  in  among  the  arousal  I  was  feeling.  That  only  made  the arousal all the more powerful. Tony wanted me to be his goddess, and a goddess does what she likes. Even if it humiliates the man she loves. Sometimes, especially if it does. 

And  all  the  while,  Tony  kept  on  licking.  And  I  could  feel  my  pleasure  swelling  like  the notes of a symphony, my body responding to his talented tongue. He knew what he was doing. 

He'd had plenty of practice, both over the years of our marriage, but also and most especially in the last week or so. With his cock locked away in an inescapable chastity device, Tony's mouth was getting better and better at pleasing me. And there was no doubting his enthusiasm. He was licking  my  pussy  as  though  it  were  the  most  delicious  treat  in  the  world,  as  though  he  was starving to death and only my dripping womanhood could save him. His tongue swirled and dove and plunged inside me, his lips caressing mine as he made out with my pussy. The first words I

spoke that day were moans and groans and expletives, while I gripped the bedsheet in my fists and my legs thrashed above him. I kept my eyes shut the whole time, all the better to replay the memories of the week that had past and the wild visions of the future that lay ahead of us. And while  my  pleasure  soared,  new  ideas  erupted  in  my  mind,  as  though  sexual  excitement  was fueling my creativity. Tony would get his release. After all, he had earned it. But that didn't mean I couldn't have some fun first. 

And with that thought, I arched my back and screamed at the ceiling as my first orgasm of the day tore through me. Tony gulped and swallowed as a hot flood of my juices washed over his face and into his mouth, and the sound of his eager spluttering only made me groan more. My legs flopped back onto the mattress, spread far apart while the dew of my passion cooled on my thighs. I heard the blanket rustle as Tony emerged from underneath it. Finally, I opened my eyes. 

A satisfied smile spread across my face as I looked at my husband. His hair was a mess, from sleep  and  from  the  way  he  had  woke  me  up.  His  cheeks  were  flushed,  the  skin  glowing  pink under the shining coat of my juices that anointed his jaw. His lips shone as though he had applied gloss,  and  a  tremor  ran  through  me,  a  faint  aftershock  of  the  orgasm  he  had  given  me,  as  I watched him lick my moisture from his lips. A cheeky smile lifted the corners of his lips too as he  stared  up  at  me.  For  a  man  who  had  lost  control  over  his  own  manhood,  he  looked  quite pleased  with  himself.  Because  he  knew  what  day  it  was  too.  And  he  knew  that  starting  it  by making his goddess cum was the best thing he could possibly do to ensure that the day went the way he hoped it would. 

"Morning, honey," I said, smiling languidly as I spoke. 

"Good  morning,  Goddess,"  he  replied.  Tony  hadn't  forgotten.  And  the  title  I  had  awarded myself and insisted that he use seemed to have transformed over the space of the week. Once, he had spoken it reluctantly, rightly seeing that it was just another way for me to humiliate him and demonstrate  the  difference  in  status  between  us.  But  now  –  and  maybe  it  was  the  glow  of happiness  inside  me,  or  the  light  streaming  through  the  curtains  from  outside  the  promised  a beautiful  day  ahead  -  it  seemed  more  like  a  token  of  affection.  Like  a  pet  name,  albeit  one  he would  never  use  in  public.  Unless  I  made  him.  And  there  was  that  shiver  of  desire  again,  that thrill of excitement knowing that whatever happened, it would happen as I wanted. If I wanted him to call me Goddess in front of complete strangers, or to get down on his knees in a crowded shopping center and worship my boots, would he do it? Would he have a choice? I still wore the necklace that I had worn to work the day before, the silver chain that had the key to his chastity device dangling from it. I never wanted to take it off. It was the outward sign of the truth we both knew, that my control and power of my husband were near-total. That his cock belonged to me. 

The simple act of wearing it made my heart beat harder in my chest. 

“That was lovely,” I sighed. “I guess you’re going to be on your best behavior today, huh?” 

"Of course, Goddess," Tony said. Gently, he pushed aside the blanket, uncovering my body. 

I  had  slept  in  a  baggie  T-shirt  and  panties,  seeing  no  need  to  titillate  my  husband  more  than  I already did. It didn't matter. After a week of nearly nonstop teasing, there was nothing I could wear that would stop him from being desperately attracted to me. And of course, the panties were long gone. Tony had removed them without waking me up before going down on me. I lay my back with my legs spread wide apart, with nothing to hide from my submissive husband. And as though he couldn't help himself, Tony hunched over me again. I felt his lips on my skin, on my thigh  this  time.  Slowly,  savoring  the  experience,  Tony  kissed  his  way  down  my  leg.  As  he reached the foot of the bed, he gently lifted my foot in both his hands and pressed his lips against the  top  of  it  though  it  were  a  holy  relic.  He  looked  right  at  me  as  he  did  it,  and  I  smiled

encouragingly. My husband wanted his release, and he was definitely going the right way about it. But I'd have to be blind not to know to notice the opportunities that this gave me. 

“I want pancakes for breakfast,” I said. Slowly, carefully, Tony lowered my foot back down to the mattress. 

"Of course, Goddess," he said. I watched him swing his legs off the bed and rise to his feet. 

By my order, he was always naked at home now, wearing only the shining stainless steel chastity device  to  which  I  held  the  key.  And  it  still  had  its  power  to  excite  me  on  sight.  I  watched  the device, source of all my power, sway slightly with the movement of his body as he stood. Tony's body still turned me on. He didn't go to the gym as often as he probably should, and so he lacked the lean definition of a man who really works at it. But a solid mass of muscle was undeniably there,  beneath  the  skin.  I  could  see  it  in  the  broad  expanse  of  his  chest  and  shoulders,  and  the thickness of his arms, and the faint grid of abdominal muscles that still showed through the skin of his stomach as he stood in front of me. He still excited me. He would have even without the power he had granted me. But with it? It was almost more than I could stand. I stared at him in clear  desire,  not  bothering  to  hide  the  way  my  eyes  drifted  hungrily  over  his  body  as  though  I were a lioness and he was a piece of meat. My husband. The man that I effectively owned. I still could hardly believe my luck. 

And without another word, the strong man took his muscular body out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen to make my breakfast for me. I watched him go, watched the muscles of his buttocks  move  under  his  skin  as  he  turned  on  the  light  and  headed  through  the  open  door. 

Reaching up, I took my breasts in my hands and squeeze them through the fabric of the T-shirt. 

My nipples were like two pebbles pressing through the cotton against my palms. I had just had an  orgasm,  true.  But  when  has  that  ever  stopped  me?  Not  lately,  that's  for  sure.  There  will  be plenty of time for that, I told myself. Lying back on my pillow, I listened to the sounds of bowls and pans being deployed in the kitchen as Tony set about making my breakfast. 

It was like a dream. Like some naughty fantasy. But it was my life. It was the reality of that morning, and the reality of our lives together. As long as I held his key, Tony would dote on me just like this. And who knows? Perhaps his adoration would only grow stronger. For my part, I felt closer to him now than I had at any point during our marriage. Because he had confided in me at last. He had let me see into the dark heart of his deepest desires. He had trusted me with that. Beyond the excitement, beyond the sex and the kinky games, that was what mattered most. 

That was what made me feel sexiest of all: the fact that he trusted me so profoundly. These warm and tender thoughts filled my heart as I waited for Tony to return. 

And he did return, carrying a tray at waist height with two plates of pancakes on top. He'd brought the syrup, too. My husband knows me well. And carefully,  he climbed into bed beside me  still  holding  the  tray,  sitting  at  my  side  so  he  could  hand  the  food  to  me.  I  was  about  to reflexively thank him before I stopped myself. A goddess doesn't give thanks; she receives them. 

Still, I felt the gratitude even if I didn't express it. And the moment felt tender as we sat in bed together, enjoying our breakfast in satisfied silence. 

When  I  was  finished,  I  set  my  plate  aside.  With  one  hunger  vanquished,  the  other  felt stronger  than  ever.  Tony  was  lying  beside  me,  and  his  chastity  device  glowed  in  the  light,  our bedroom and everything it contained, including my naked form, reflected in the distorted mirror of the polished steel. Time for some fun. 

"I  suppose  you  want  me  to  unlock  you,"  I  said  as  I  turned  to  Tony.  His  breakfast  was already finished, his plate set on the low table beside his side of the bed. He tried to stay cool, but his eyes gave him away. I could see the excitement that blazed inside him as I spoke. 

“Yes please, Goddess,” he said. I felt a low growl in my stomach as I rolled over onto my side, facing him. 

"Hmmm." I climbed up onto my knees. Tony moved as I did, pushing himself back against the headboard with his arms as I loomed over him. Lifting a leg, I straddled him, facing him as I sat in his lap with my knees on either side of his hips. Without the chastity device, I had no doubt that his erection would be pressing against the wet entrance to my pussy. But thanks to the key around my neck, that was no longer an option. And even as I missed it in its absence, I felt the flash  of  sadistic  desire  as  I  watched  Tony  wince  in  pain  while  his  cock  tried  to  harden  in  the device that allowed no room for it. 

“You’ve been pretty good, I guess,” I said. My hands met behind his head as I drooped my arms over his shoulders. “The trouble is, I really enjoy having you locked up like this. I love the way you treat me. I love being your goddess.” 

“I’ll still treat you the same,” Tony said. He couldn’t disguise the eagerness in his voice as he spoke. 

“You say that now,” I said. “But it’s always the same with men. They’ll say anything to get what they want, but once they’ve gotten it, it turns out it was all talk.” Tony shook his head. 

“Not with me,” he said. “You know I love you. You know how badly I want you.” 

“That’s nice, honey. But I want you to worship me.” 

"I do," Tony gasped. I felt his hands trembling on my hips as he looked up at me. I could feel the slow spread of moisture between my legs, my excitement creeping wetly down the inside of my thighs. I was squirming on top of him with the heat of my desire. The air crackled between us. 

“Do you?” I asked. 

"Of course," Tony said. He leaned towards me, and I smiled as I felt his lips against my skin again. He kissed my neck, making his way from just below my ear to my collarbone. And while he did that, I reached for the hem of my T-shirt. Tony raised his face from my chest as I lifted it over  my  head  and  cast  it  aside.  Now  I  was  completely  naked,  and  Tony's  mouth  descended hungrily on my breasts. I rocked back and forth in his lap as he devoured my boobs, showering the  soft  flesh  with  passionate  kisses.  Lifting  one  breast,  I  fed  him  my  nipple,  and  he  took  it between his lips gratefully, licking and sucking and kissing until jolts of pleasure raced up and down my spine. His cock, I knew, must be aching inside the chastity device. That was the point. 

He kept on kissing and licking, worshiping me just the way he had promised. And I pressed my knees against his hips as my desire soared. 

"You have been a good boy this week," I said. Tony continued to kiss my boobs as I spoke, and  I  ran  my  fingers  through  his  short  messy  hair  affectionately.  "And  I  promised  I'd  let  you cum. But that's just the thing. I like it when you're a good boy. I like it when you need to keep me happy. When I have your cock under lock and key, you're kind of the perfect husband." 

"So lock me up again." Tony's voice was muffled, his lips still pressed against my boobs. 

And while I understood what he said, I could hardly believe it. Even though this had all been his idea  from  the  start.  Even  though  it  had  been  him  who  gave  me  the  key  to  the  device,  before  I even knew that such things existed. I still found it hard to believe that he was willing to give me that kind of power all over again. In fact, I still do. 

"What was that?" Grabbing a fistful of his hair, I slowly pulled on it so that he had to lift his face from my chest. His eyes met mine, and I saw the wildness in them, the cliff edge of desire on which he hovered. 

“Lock me up again, Goddess,” he panted. “If that’s what you want. Own my cock. I’ll do

whatever you say. Just, please let me cum today.” 

Unable to help myself, I laughed out loud. It was just too easy to manipulate Tony when he was like this. And too much fun not to. And I might have felt bad about it if I hadn't known just how badly he wanted this. Once he had had his orgasm, I knew, he might start to have second thoughts about what had agreed to. Right now, he didn't care. The relentless pressure of the week made sure of that. Still holding him by the hair, I took the necklace in my free hand and lifted it away from my skin, making the key dangle just in front of his face. 

"Such a naughty little submissive boy, aren't you?" I teased. As though mesmerized, Tony's eyes followed the key as it swung back and forth in front of him. "You love being locked up by me, don't you? You love the fact that I own your cock." 

“Yes, Goddess,” he breathed. 

“So you want me to lock you up again?” 

“Yes, Goddess.” Tony spoke in a kind of sigh now, as though struggling to get the words out. He knew what was coming, just as I did. He knew what I had in mind. But he couldn’t stop me. He never could. 

"Kiss  the  key,"  I  said.  "Kiss  the  key  and  thank  me  for  owning  your  cock."  Tony's  eyes stared into mine as he puckered his lips. I held the key still in front of him, and he kissed it, to my unending delight. 

“Thank you, Goddess,” he said. “Thank you for owning my cock.” 

"You're so very welcome," I giggled. "But this time, it'll be different. This time, I don't feel like  giving  you  a  set  release  date.  Instead,  I'll  keep  you  locked  up  for  as  little  or  as  long  as  I choose. Maybe it'll be another week. Or maybe it will be less. Maybe more. I guess it all depends on how nice you are to me and how turned on I get. So it's really in your best interests to keep me happy, isn't it?" 

“Yes, Goddess,” Tony said again. 

"Okay  then,"  I  said.  "But  I  don't  think  I  can  trust  you  without  the  cage  on.  Stay  there." 

Quickly,  I  rose  from  the  bed.  Tony  sat  watching  me  with  his  back  against  the  headboard.  I moved  to  the  closet  and  pulled  out  one  of  his  ties  before  returning  to  the  bed  again.  "Give  me your hands." Tony did as he was told. I looped the tie around his wrists and bound them tightly together. It was a giddy thrill to feel the strength in his arms that he didn't even try to use against me as I raised his hands above his head and bent his elbows. I used the loose end of the tie to bind his hands to the top of the headboard behind his head. The posture made his biceps swell as I tied him up. Then I climbed back onto the bed, straddling him again but sitting a little lower on his thighs so that I could take his caged cock in my hand. Pinning my hair back behind my ear, I unfastened the necklace and took the key in my other hand. Tony's solid chest rose and fell as he breathed, watching every movement I made as I slid the key into the lock of the chastity device. 

There was a tiny click as I turned the mechanism, and the device opened. Carefully, I removed it from his body, feeling my own breath growing shorter at the sight of his cock swelling rapidly as I  freed  it.  Tony  let  out  a  delicious  moan  as  the  blood  rushed  to  his  throbbing  manhood,  his eyelids  fluttering  as  he  closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  His  mouth  was  open,  and  another  long moan  escaped  it  as  I  took  his  cock  in  my  hand.  It  was  hot  to  the  touch,  hot  and  hard  and desperate for my attention. And Tony writhed and squirmed against the bonds that held him as I stroked his member up and down. 

“Look at this thing,” I giggled. “My cock. Just another one of my toys. Just there for me to use as I see fit, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” Tony sighed. 

“And when I’m not using them, I like my things locked away so that nobody else can touch them. Not even you.” 

“Yes, Goddess.” 

“If only people knew what you are, what you really are.” I bit my lower lip as I stared at Tony’s face, relishing his agony and ecstasy as I continued to pump his stiff cock. “You know, I told Shannon about you.” 

“What?” Tony’s eyes were wide with fear as he stared at me. Nervousness fluttered in my stomach.  I  had  hinted  at  this  before,  of  course,  gauging  my  husband’s  potential  reaction.  But reality and fantasy, I had learned, are two very different things. Now I had made it a reality, the threat of exposure that I had only hinted at to tease him in the past. I wasn’t quite sure how this was going to go. My only guide was the intense throbbing of his cock in my hand. 

“Yeah,” I shrugged, as though there was nothing more normal in the world. “It just kind of came up. We were talking about you, and I mentioned how nice you’ve been to me lately, and then she saw the key around my neck, and it just sort of… Came out. So now she knows. Are you  mad?”  And  my  hand  moved  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  never  stopping  while  I  spoke. 

Tony’s  breath  was  rapid  now,  and  I  could  feel  the  way  his  heart  raced  in  the  pulse  of  his member.  He  was  close,  desperately  close  to  the  orgasm  he  had  been  craving  for  a  week  now. 

And it might not be the way he wanted it to be, but it was what he was going to get. That part was up to me. Tony moaned steadily with every breath, unable to control his desire. 

"No,  Goddess,"  he  said  at  last.  His  eyes  were  closed  again,  his  face  a  tormented  mask  of anguished desire. It was too delicious for words. And as he spoke, I felt a thrill of triumph wash over me. Just as I had suspected, I can do whatever I wanted with him. He was never going to stop me. 

“Good,” I smiled. “Because she thought it was hilarious. And I have to admit, it was kind of fun bragging about how I have you whipped. I mean, Shannon’s been around the block, but even she’s never done anything quite like this. She got pretty excited hearing about it.” 

Tony simply moaned in response. His eyes were closed again, his head lolling back against the  headboard  behind  him.  He  seemed  incapable  of  speech,  too  lost  in  frantic  lust  to  form coherent thoughts. 

“So  here’s  what  we’re  going  to  do,”  I  went  on,  my  hands  still  sliding  up  and  down  his throbbing  cock.  “You’re  going  to  cum,  right  now.  And  then  we’ll  have  a  little  talk.  And depending how that talk goes, and how agreeable you are with my plans, you might even get to fuck me afterward. But you’re going to have to earn it.” 

Tony’s lips moved. But all that came out was a long moan and gasp of air. Still, I could read the  response  from  the  way  his  lips  moved.  And  what  else  could  he  possibly  have  to  say?  Yes, Goddess. That was all that was in his submissive heart. 

"Okay. Then go ahead. You can cum." I moved my hand more frantically, squeezing down around  his  shaft  as  I  touched  him.  Tony  cried  out,  and  the  bed  shook  beneath  his  body  as  he trembled.  His  cock  surged,  and  he  launched  his  hot  cum  up  into  the  air.  I  gasped  at  the  sheer force and volume of his ejaculate as it splattered over his thighs, while fresh torrents leaked over my  caressing  hand  like  the  eruption  of  a  volcano.  Tony  howled  as  he  released  the  pent-up pressure of what must've been the longest week of his life. And I smiled as I milked his cock for every  drop  of  cum  while  his  orgasm  tore  through  him.  Yes,  I  had  plans  for  my  submissive husband all right. And Shannon was part of those plans. 
    

11. Exposed

Poor Tony. He sat up on the bed, his back against the headboard and his hands tied behind his head. He stared at me glassily, his eyes, previously wide and round with surprise, now heavy-lidded with the dull fatigue that follows orgasm. He had been waiting for this all week. And now the moment had been and gone. Not for the first time that week, I felt a little sorry not just for Tony, but for all men. Orgasms are great for all of us, and the look on Tony's face told me that his moment of ecstasy had been worth the wait. That was all he would get, at least for a while. 

After all, he was a man, good for one big explosion followed by nothing. Whereas I was buzzing with fresh excitement, despite the recent orgasm my husband had given me with his mouth. And of course, the joy of our situation was that the game was never over unless I said it was. How Tony felt about things was increasingly irrelevant. 

I  was  feeling  frisky.  Well,  more  than  that.  I  was  feeling  downright  slutty.  Desire  gnawed away inside me like some toothed animal, and I had no intention of ignoring it. These days, I was all about indulgence. At least when it came to myself. My husband, of course, was not so lucky. 

And he watched in dull fatigue as I swung my leg over his thighs to kneel beside him. Shuffling slowly down the bed towards his feet, I hunched over him. His cock was slowly softening, spent and sated after its massive explosion. I could see Tony's cum shining on his skin, on his thighs and his stomach and his balls and his cock, to say nothing of the mess he had made on the bed sheet. And I pinned my hair back behind my ears as I brought my mouth down to his lap. Tony groaned softly as he felt my tongue on his leg. The taste of my husband's cum was familiar to me, even if it had been a while since I last tasted it. Nothing had changed. It was maybe a little thicker than usual, that's all. And I smiled up at Tony while he watched me lick his cum off his legs, inch by inch. 

I took my time, moving my head over his body to make sure I got every drop, cleaning him thoroughly. He sighed again, louder this time as I licked his scrotum. His groans got even louder as I sucked on his balls. As I moved up towards his stomach, I noticed his cock twitch against his leg, as though already trying to get hard again. I took it in my hand, feeling the slickness of his ejaculate  on  the  warm  skin.  And  as  I  moved  my  mouth  towards  it,  slowly  circling  closer  and closer, I felt him start to harden in my hand. I couldn't keep the smile off my face. After what was  undoubtedly  a  powerful  orgasm,  I  had  teased  him  back  to  near  immediate  hardness  with nothing but my tongue and my smile. And Tony groaned and struggled against the tie that kept his  hands  down  to  the  headboard  of  the  bed  as  I  ran  my  tongue  at  last  over  his  swelling  shaft. 

While  I  tongued  his  cock,  I  no  longer  swallowed.  I  let  my  husband's  cum  build  up  inside  my mouth, storing it in my cheeks like a hamster. By the time I was done, Tony's cock was free of every trace of his seed and shone instead with my saliva. And my mouth was full. 

Releasing my grip on his hard shaft, I rose up on my knees again. I straddled his lap just as I had  a  few  moments  before.  Only  now,  his  cock  was  no  longer  locked  away  in  chastity,  and  I could feel it pressing against me between my legs as I sat on top of him. It wasn’t easy to ignore, especially in my aroused state. But I had a plan. Reaching forward, I gripped Tony’s jaw in my hand  and  squeezed  my  thumb  and  fingers  into  his  cheeks.  Tony’s  eyes  were  wide  again  as  I brought my face towards his. I saw him grimace and reflexively tried to pull away. But there was nowhere for him to go. Besides, my husband knew the price of defiance. With his hands tied, he was in no position to stop me. I close my eyes as I kissed him full on the lips. My tongue slid out

and pressed in between his lips, forcing them open as I deposited the load of his cum from my mouth to his. I felt Tony trying to shake his head from side to side as though to deny what was happening. But my grip was too strong. Using both hands now to hold his head, I forced his own semen  into  his  mouth.  Then  I  removed  my  lips  from  his  and  pressed  one  hand  over  his  lips.  I smiled down at him as he stared up at me with furious eyes. 

“Now swallow it,” I ordered. “Do it. Every minute you resist is another day I add on to your next period of chastity.” Tony’s brow furrowed. He closed his eyes as though he couldn’t bear to meet my gaze. But he did as he was told. Reluctantly, he swallowed. It was all I could do not to laugh out loud at the look of disgust on his face. But it was yet another triumph for me, and it fueled the sadism and dominance inside me. 

"Open your mouth," I said. "I want to make sure you got it all." And Tony did. He opened his mouth, I paid into the dark space behind his teeth, infinitely pleased to see that he had indeed swallowed  everything  I  had  given  him.  His  head  hung  on  his  thick  neck,  and  every  line  of  his body seemed to radiate the shame that he was feeling. Just as I had hoped. Along with his desire, Tony's embarrassment was one of the levers I used to get him to do what I wanted. And doing what I wanted, I reminded myself, meant doing what he wanted. My outrageous selfishness and cruelty only turned him on more, and made him even easier to control. It was like a magic spell, and I couldn't get enough of it. That's why I had to keep pushing the boundaries. I had to keep following  this  vein  like  minor  that  strikes  a  seam  of  precious  metal  in  the  black  flanks  of  a mountain.  Now  that  we  had  discovered  this  strange  and  winding  path,  I  had  no  intention  of getting off it until we followed it all the way to the end. 

"Good boy," I said. "I can't believe you just did that. Dirty little slut." Playfully, I slapped my hand against his chest. Tony's jaw moved as though he wanted to speak, but couldn't find the words. And really, what could he say? Yes, Goddess. That was about it. More or less the only phrase he could speak that wouldn't get him into further trouble. It was all I wanted to hear from him.  And  he  knew  that.  He  might  want  to  complain  about  the  things  I  was  doing  to  him,  or maybe he didn't. But either way, he knew better than to try. 

So my husband watched in silence as I inched back down his body. I felt his cock pressing against  my  ass,  and  I  lifted  myself  over  it  so  that  his  rounded  head  was  on  the  wet  lips  of  my pussy. I rubbed myself back-and-forth on top of it, and we both groaned in mutual desire at the teasing sensation. 

“Look how hard you are,” I grinned as I reached down between my legs and took hold of his shaft again. “I think you like being my little cum-swallowing slut, don’t you?” 

“No, Goddess,” Tony cringed. 

"Really? Well, that's too bad. Because I like it. And that's what matters, isn't it?" 

“Yes, Goddess,” he said. My heart felt as though it was filling with a kind of black light. 

“That’s right. And since you’re a good boy who swallows all his cum, you get a reward.” 

Slowly, I sank down onto Tony’s cock. Slowly, his member slid between the tight wet walls of my  vagina,  and  I  felt  the  indescribable  sensation  of  having  my  husband  inside  me.  His  eyelids fluttered  as  he  closed  his  eyes  momentarily,  his  open  mouth  sighing  with  desperate  need  and gratitude as I sank down on top of him. And I was hardly less grateful myself. Even if I had been enjoying countless orgasms through the week with the help of Tony and some of my toys. It just wasn’t the same. As for him, this was what he had been waiting for and dreaming of for seven torturous days. He cried out as my pussy spasmed and tightened around his throbbing cock. I was glad I’d already given him an orgasm; I wanted him to last more than the few seconds he would have if I jumped on top of them the minute he was out of chastity. This way, we could both get

what we wanted. 

I leaned forward and placed my hands on his shoulders. Gathering my knees beneath me, I rose  up  and  down  on  top  of  him.  Slowly  at  first,  but  with  gathering  speed.  As  the  pleasure mounted inside me, I increased the pace, rocking back and forth so that his cock plunged in and out of my trembling body. My fingernails dug into his skin as I began to moan rhythmically. And my husband's moans were an echo of mine, the two of us filling the room with a duet of passion and desire as the bed shook beneath us. Faster and faster, harder and harder, I rode Tony's cock with  abandon,  as  though  it  were  the  first  time.  Or  the  last.  His  face  was  a  picture  of uncontrollable desire, and his body was as taut as a violin string as I moved up and down above him.  I  could  feel  my  orgasm  in  the  pit  of  my  stomach,  every  tendon  and  sinew  of  my  body tightening along with his as I cried out. And his cock surged inside me while my pussy clenched around him, pleasure feeding pleasure and desire feeding desire until it was all that there was in the world for either of us. 

The moment came in a shower of sparks. My eyes were tightly shut, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I launched myself up and down, driving his cock deep inside me. I turned my blind  face  to  the  ceiling  and  roared  with  pleasure  as  another  orgasm  shook  me.  My  pussy contracted,  squeezing  Tony’s  cock  like  a  fist,  and  he  howled  right  along  with  me.  We  came together,  a  sudden  flood  of  his  hot  cum  filling  me  up  at  the  same  moment  as  my  own  juices washed  out  over  us  both.  It  was  a  hot,  wet,  sticky  mess,  and  it  felt  absolutely  incredible.  I  fell forward,  flopping  on  top  of  him  with  my  face  buried  against  his  neck,  and  we  moaned  and groaned and panted together as our bodies trembled and shook. The moment was too powerful for words. For a while, while we both waited for trembling to subside, I just crouched there on top  of  him,  holding  on  to  his  shoulders  as  though  I  were  caught  in  a  gale  and  afraid  of  being swept away. 

But  even  the  most  magical  of  moments  must  pass  eventually.  And  some  pleasure  is  too powerful  to  be  enjoyed  for  long.  Eventually,  slowly,  I  returned  myself.  Opening  my  eyes,  I raised my head and kissed Tony tenderly. And this time, he kissed me back. Because for all the mean  and  nasty  and  raunchy  things  that  I  did  to  him,  none  of  it  would  be  possible  if  he  didn't love  me  enough  to  trust  me  with  his  key.  That  was  the  light  hidden  inside  the  darkness,  the tender heart of this monster that we had created. That was the real magic of all of it. 

Slowly,  I  reached  down  underneath  myself  and  slid  Tony's  cock  out  from  between  my dripping lips. I climbed off his lap and struggled towards the edge of the bed. My legs felt like jelly as I stood, but I forced myself to make my way towards the bathroom and run a cloth under the faucet. Ringing out the excess water, I returned to the bedroom. Tony watched me closely as I stood above him and reached once again for his genitals. But this time, my intent was different. 

Carefully, I cleaned him off, wiping our mingled juices from his cock and balls. But I knew I had to work quickly. Tony's refractory period had already caught me by surprise once that day. Once he was clean, I circled around to the other side of the bed. The chastity device, once removed, had been set down beside us on the bed, but in the course of our sexual exertions, it had fallen to the floor. I picked it up and brushed it off before climbing onto the bed with Tony once again. A look of fear came over his face as I advanced on him with the steel device in hand. But he had no choice. And he knew that. After all, a deal's a deal. And he had made this deal knowingly and willingly. Even if I had used a little bit of sexual leverage. 

I  slid  the  steel  tube  over  his  soft  cock  and  swung  the  hinged  arm  that  held  it  all  together behind his drained balls. The device clicked as I closed it, locking up his cock again. Tony let out a  sigh,  as  though  he  was  almost  relieved.  I  knew  that  wasn’t  the  case.  But  I  guess  he  was

somewhat resigned. He knew it was coming, that’s for sure. I’d made no secret of that. 

"That's better," I smiled, and I affectionately patted the steel tube as I spoke. "All locked up again. Safe and sound. We'll see when I feel like letting you out again. I have to say, that was some good sex. But then again, it's so much fun denying you too. You'll just have to hope I want one more than the other." Reaching behind Tony's head, I untied the tie that held his arms to the headboard of the bed. Then I picked apart the knot the bound his wrists together. The improvised bondage had left grooves in his skin, and he massaged his wrists as I tossed the tie aside. He was free now, at least in a way. And I felt the faint nervous thrill I always felt at times like this, when I had his cock caged but nothing else. The key to release him was still on the bed beside us, and his eyes followed my hands as I picked up the necklace and fastened it around my neck again. It will be easy for him to take it from me by force if that's what he wanted. But he never did. It was almost like living with a wolf, knowing that if it chose, it could tear you apart at any moment. 

And yet you trust that it won't. My husband trusted me with the key, and I trusted him not to try and take it from me. We were like two trees that had grown together, each leaning on the other for support so that we couldn't fall unless we fell together. 

With  the  necklace  back  around  my  neck,  I  flopped  down  on  the  bed  beside  him.  The  day was still young, but I was already worn out from the multiple orgasms I had had and the athletic nature of the sex we had enjoyed. Next time, I decided, he’d have to do all the work. And my smile widened at that thought. I had him locked up again. I knew I could make him do anything. 

And as tired as I was, I knew that I would regain my energy. And our games would begin again. 

"Well,  that  was  fun,"  I  sighed,  nestling  my  head  on  the  pillow  beneath  me.  "But  I  need  a break.  And  you  have  dishes  to  do,  mister."  For  a  moment,  Tony  just  looked  at  me.  His expression was impossible to read. I can only guess what was going on inside his head, and what he was feeling for me at that moment. I was so mean to him sometimes. But it only made him want me more. Still, I reflected the must be moments when he felt at least some anger towards me. Not that it made him want me any less. 

Without a word, Tony climbed out of bed. His body showed the same heavy-limbed fatigue that I had felt as he collected the breakfast plates from the bedside table and headed out towards the  kitchen.  I  watched  him  go,  his  body  naked  but  for  the  chastity  device,  just  the  way  I  had decreed  it  should  be.  And  the  weekend  stretched  out  ahead  of  us,  empty  of  everything  except promise. It feels good to be in charge. 

*

I  didn't  go  back  to  sleep.  Not  quite,  anyway.  I  dozed  for  a  little  while,  hovering  on  that delicious edge between dream and reality. Which was more or less how the last week had been anyway. Outside the bedroom, I could hear Tony cleaning the breakfast utensils. Later, the TV

was switched on. After all, even we couldn't be kinky 24 hours a day. I lay in a warm bed drunk with pleasure, not thinking about anything much. 

But eventually, I knew it was time to get up. My body had more or less recovered from the assault of pleasure it had undergone that morning. I was curious to see what my husband was up to. And even more curious to see what other adventures we might have together. Just because his cock was locked up again didn’t mean I couldn’t have some fun with him. In fact, it generally meant that my fun was about to begin. 

Rolling  over  onto  my  side,  I  picked  up  my  phone  from  the  bedside  table.  There  was  a notification on my home screen; a text message. I opened it, and my slight frown of confusion quickly changed to a sly smile. It was Shannon. 

How is your weekend going? 

Shannon  had  never  texted  me  before,  nor  I  her.  While  we  got  on  great  in  the  office,  our relationship had always been restricted to within those walls. She was my boss, after all. And as friendly as she was, she usually seemed to want to maintain a certain distance between her work and  personal  life.  But  all  that  was  gone  now.  Ever  since  I  made  my  confession  to  her  about Tony's chastity, we seemed to have entered a new phase in our relationship. Shannon and I have exchanged cell phone numbers at that same coffee meeting. And I can't say I was surprised to see a text from her. The revelation that I kept Tony's cock locked away had seemed to fascinate her. 

And why wouldn't it? It was fascinating. I'm no fool. I knew Shannon wasn't texting me to talk about the weather. She was curious to know what my husband and I would be getting up to, and she didn't want to hear about a trip to the hardware store or some grocery shopping. She wanted the messy details. 

Not too bad, I replied. How is yours? 

Boring. How is Tony? 

He’s okay. He just finished doing the dishes for breakfast. 

Doing all his chores? 

Of course. If he knows what’s good for him. 

You’re so mean! I LOVE it! 

LOL, I replied. It still felt weird to be talking to her this way. I worked under Shannon for years  now,  but  I  still  didn't  know  very  much  about  her.  I  knew  she  wasn't  currently  married, although she had been at least a couple of times in the past. She was still an attractive woman, and I doubted that she would be spending a weekend alone unless she wanted to. But whatever she  was  up  to,  I  found  it  impossible  to  believe  that  it  would  be  more  exciting  than  the  kind  of things me and Tony did. And clearly, Shannon felt the same way. 

Is he locked up? 

He is now. I let him out this morning, but now he’s back in it. I haven’t decided when I’m going to let him out again. 

He’s lucky I’m not the one holding his key. I’d really make him earn it. 

If Shannon’s intention was to conjure some strange images in my mind, she succeeded. Like I said, she’s an attractive woman. And Tony had admitted as much himself. I knew that this new wrinkle opened up all kinds of delicious possibilities. I just wasn’t sure how far I want to go with it. Still, I didn’t get to where I was, the keyholder wife of a submissive husband, by being risk-averse. And there was that gnawing feeling inside me again, the familiar sensation of increasing lust. Setting aside my phone for the time being, I climbed out of bed. 

The TV played on in the living room as I walked towards the closet. The black lingerie set I had bought during the week to tease and tantalize Tony was folded away in a drawer. I picked it out  and  lay  it  on  the  bed.  Piece  by  piece,  I  put  it  on.  The  black  push-up  bra  and  the  skimpy panties,  the  garter  belt  and  the  stockings.  My  high-heeled  black  boots  completed  the  look,  the same one I had worn home from the laundry store a few days earlier. Only this time, I picked up my cell phone. Bending over, I slid it into the top of one of my knee-high boots. Then I went to find my husband. 

My heels echoed on the floor as I strutted out of the bedroom, feeling like a million dollars. 

As I entered the living room, Tony’s head turned toward me. His eyes dropped from my face to my feet and climbed back up again, taking in every inch of my body as though he were trying to memorize it. As though he had never seen it before. I saw again the tightness that appeared at the corners of his eyes as his cock tried to harden in the unyielding cage. 

“What  are  you  watching?”  I  asked.  Tony’s  mouth  hung  open  for  a  moment  before  he

answered, as though it took him a split second to get his brain into gear enough to form words. 

“Sports highlights,” he said. 

“Well,  never  mind  that,”  I  said.  “Shannon  just  texted  me.”  Tony’s  face  was  a  picture.  He looked confused, yet I could detect a faint excitement in his stare. 

“what does she want?” Tony asked carefully. 

"Oh, we were just chatting," I said. "She asked how you were doing." 

“What did you tell her?” 

"The truth," I shrugged. "That you were being a good boy and had just finished doing your chores." Tony's cheeks flushed as I spoke. Yeah, this was going to be fun. As humiliating as it was for Tony to grovel and bag in front of me, it had to be 100 times worse with another woman. 

And one he barely knew. That was what made it so exciting. 

“You  know,  she  was  really  interested  when  I  told  her  about  your  chastity  device,”  I  said. 

“She could hardly believe it. So I think maybe we need to show her.” 

“Show her?” Tony frowned. But I stayed calm. The key to his chastity device hung around my neck, and that was all the leverage any woman would ever need. 

“Yes, show her. I want her to see. To stand up so I can take a photo of you.” 

“No,” Tony gasped. It was more of a shocked exclamation that it was an actual refusal. And I saw the creepy look of fear on his face as my brow furrowed in a frown. 

“What did you just say to me?” I said in a quiet, venomous voice. 

“Goddess, please,” Tony babbled. “I didn’t mean… I just…” I made my voice as cold and hard as a shard of ice as I cut him off. 

“Get  over  here  and  apologize  to  me,”  I  said.  “If  you  want  to  cum  between  now  and Christmas, you’ll do what I say. Get on your knees and beg for my forgiveness.” 

Tony  rose  from  the  couch.  His  chastity  device  swung  between  his  legs  with  every movement he made as he hurried towards me. As ordered, he dropped to his knees on the floor right where I pointed. I stood above him, blazing with wrath as he stared up at me pleadingly. 

"Please,  Goddess,"  he  said.  "Please  forgive  me.  I'm  sorry.  I  didn't  mean  it.  I  was  just surprised." To my unending delight, Tony bent at the waist and lowered his face to the floor. His body  trembled  as  he  pressed  his  lips  to  the  top  of  my  boot  in  a  humble  kiss.  My  husband  was literally groveling at my feet, and it felt fantastic. 

"Stay  there,"  I  said.  Seized  by  a  new  idea,  I  stepped  past  him  and  hurried  towards  the kitchen table where we kept a basket of pens. I dug out the black market I knew was there and strode  back  towards  my  husband.  Uncapping  the  marker,  I  crouched  in  front  of  him.  My  free hand held his shoulder for balance as I raise the pen. 

"Hold still," I ordered. Tony did as he was told. He simply watched in submissive silence as I  wrote  directly  on  the  skin  of  his  chest.  When  I  was  done,  the  words  ‘HI  SHANNON'  were written on his chest. Snapping the cap back on to the marker, I set it aside and rose to my feet. 

Then I raised one booted foot and placed it on Tony's shoulder. 

“Hands behind your back,” I ordered. Reaching for the top of my boot, I pulled my camera out and turned it on my kneeling husband. “Look at the camera,” I ordered. And Tony did as he was told. The plaintiff expression on his face only made the scene more amusing as I snapped the photo and sent it to Shannon. 

“There,”  I  said  as  I  tucked  the  phone  back  into  the  top  of  my  boot.  “We’ll  see  what  she thinks of that. Now, get back down on the floor where you belong. You’re not done apologizing to me yet.” 



12. A Visit From The Boss

The universe, they tell us, is so vast it may as well be endless, and infinitely cold. I’m not a scientist of any kind, but it seems to me that if that’s the case, we puny mammals can hardly be blamed  for  seeking  any  bright  spot  of  warmth  we  can  in  the  middle  of  all  this  blackness.  Like everything else that rises and falls, we only have so long on this earth. And the worst part is, we don’t  even  know  how  long.  This  is  not,  at  least  to  me,  a  recipe  for  nihilism.  But  it  is  a  strong argument to take what pleasure you can in the life that you are living, knowing that it can end any moment, and that one day it surely will. 

So while the stars circled overhead, unseen in the bright daylight, and while planets collided and stars shattered and reformed in the unimaginable distances of outer space, I lay back on my bed and purred with pleasure. My desire burned inside me as brightly as any wandering star, as intensely as any distant and unseen sun might. It was taking me over again. I was getting used to that  feeling.  I  was  getting  used  to  losing  myself  in  the  rawness  of  sexual  desire,  forgetting everything and everyone besides myself and my amazing husband. But things kept changing. I kept  on  pushing  those  boundaries,  and  every  day  brought  fresh  delights,  and  every  morning  I woke up excited to see what the day might bring. That Saturday was no different. The day of my husband's long-awaited release. His bliss had come and gone, but the game was far from over. 

Tony's cock was locked up again, and that meant I was in charge. It felt good. 

"Oh,  fuck."  Okay,  so  it  felt  more  than  good.  It  felt  amazing.  The  strange  thing  about  sex, you never get used to the feelings it gives you. Not really. I mean, sure, standard missionary with the lights out can quickly get tiresome. But an orgasm is an orgasm, no matter how you get it. 

Each  is  different,  but  each  is  fundamentally  the  same.  And  I  never  get  sick  of  them.  But  then, that might be because of the unending variety of the sex that Tony and I were having. 

And this was a new one. I lay on the bed on my back, one knee bent in the air above me and the slender heel of my leather boot on the edge of the mattress. My other leg hung over the edge of the bed, my foot dangling just above the floor. Tony kneeled on the floor beside the bed, his head  buried  between  my  legs.  His  lips  and  tongue  never  stopped  moving  as  they  slid  over  my dripping pussy, drawing those welcome feelings of pleasure from my body yet again. Since he had given me the key to his chastity device, Tony had spent more time between my legs than my underwear did. In fact, these days, my underwear seemed mostly just to get in the way. My sexy panties  had  long  since  been  shed,  allowing  my  husband  access  to  the  center  of  my  bliss.  But  I still wore the black bra that pushed my boobs together and up on my chest, tantalizing Tony with the  way  that  they  jiggled  and  bounced.  I  was  still  wearing  the  garter  belt  and  the  sheer  black stockings that were attached to it, the lacy tops gripping the middle of my thighs close to Tony's cheeks as they worked busily. I still wore my boots, of course. Men are visual creatures, and I'm not  going  to  say  that  I  wasn't  dressed  the  way  that  I  was  for  Tony's  benefit.  I  was.  I  knew  it would turn him on, and that was exactly what I wanted to do. But there was more to it than that. 

Tony  called  me  Goddess.  That's  what  he  wanted  me  to  be.  His  demanding  and  dominant goddess, the cruel and beautiful deity he worshiped. I needed to look the part. And in this sexy outfit, I felt like I did. 

Which  was  just  as  well.  Because  for  all  the  wild  things  we  had  engaged  in  since  the  day Tony  gave  me  the  key  to  his  sexual  release,  this  was  another  new  one.  We’d  never  had  an audience before. 

Shannon sat on a chair brought in from the kitchen for this purpose. While my body shook with a series of delicious tremors, I briefly lifted my head from the mattress to sneak a glance at her. My boss, a woman I had never really spent time with outside of the office until now. I liked Shannon just fine, but we weren't exactly close. That, I was learning, only made what we were doing so much more exciting. So much naughtier. A long groan rose from my throat as my head dropped  back  on  the  mattress,  and  I  closed  my  eyes  as  I  savored  the  pleasure  blooming  inside me.  Tony  went  on  licking,  thirstily  gulping  the  streaming  juices  of  my  arousal.  And  Shannon watched the whole thing. If this was crazy, why would I ever want to be sane? 

"Such a good little pussy licker," Shannon said, and I let out a bright burst of laughter that quickly morphed into another disbelieving moan. Everything seemed to have happened so fast. I had just been playing, teasing Tony with the threat of exposure to Shannon. And then I did it. I had sent a photo of him locked in chastity with her name written on his chest, and everything had just spiraled from there. Shannon had immediately invited herself over. She wasn't a woman that took  no  for  an  answer,  especially  when  it  came  to  something  she  really  wanted.  And  being involved  in  our  kinky  games,  I  had  realized,  was  most  definitely  something  that  Shannon wanted. I hadn't had it in me to refuse her. Not when I thought of the possibilities this situation would create. Not when I saw the look on Tony's face when I told him that Shannon was coming to see him. Embarrassed, yes. Ashamed, even. But my submissive husband was unable to hide from  me  the  fact  that  he  was  deeply,  painfully  aroused.  I  could  see  it  in  the  way  the  skin tightened around his eyes at the pain that came from having his cock try to harden inside a steel tube that left no room for it to grow. I could see it in the way that he trembled, literally trembled, as he kneeled in front of me. I could see it in the way that he leaped to do what I told him when I ordered  him  to  clean  the  house  before  she  arrived.  As  though  he  couldn't  serve  his  goddess quickly  enough.  And  by  the  time  Shannon  knocked  on  our  front  door,  Tony  was  clearly  in  a fever pitch of desperate arousal. And so was I. 

And  now  my  boss  was  watching  my  husband  lick  my  pussy.  And  Shannon  was  clearly excited by it. She sat upright on the kitchen chair, her hands gripping the seat at either side of her hips as she crossed her legs. She definitely looked the part. Women of Shannon's age who can pull  off  the  skintight  wet-look  leggings  she  was  wearing  are  vanishingly  rare,  but  with  her exquisitely  toned  yet  still  voluptuous  body,  Shannon  was  definitely  one  of  them.  Her  slender shoulders  showed  in  the  top  of  the  white  off-shoulder  shirt  she  had  paired  with  the  pants.  Her shoes were black patent leather pumps with an insane heel and a red sole that told me how much she had spent on them. She looked sexy. If I hadn't been able to see that for myself, I certainly would  have  known  it  from  the  look  on  Tony's  face  when  he  first  caught  sight  of  her  coming through our front door. After that, everything had been a bit of a blur. Overcome with excitement at  the  wild  scenario  I  had  found  myself  in,  I  had  all  but  dragged  my  husband  to  bed.  And Shannon  had  come  with  us.  And  now  she  was  watching  as  my  body  tightened  in  pleasure,  my orgasm rising up from deep in my stomach to fill my weary limbs with light. 

"Oh my God!" My cries split the air in the bedroom as I moaned. Tony licked and lapped and diligently gulped as my pussy spasmed once again with unstoppable joy. It might be Tony's release day, but I couldn't remember the last time I had cum so much. As it should be, I reminded myself as I flopped back on the mattress, panting desperately as Tony's tongue slowly slid out of me. A goddess deserves to be worshiped. Since my husband couldn't cum, it was his sacred duty to ensure that I did. Over and over again. 

"This  is  fucking  amazing."  Over  the  sound  of  my  own  blood  rushing  in  my  ears,  I  heard Shannon's chair creak as she shifted her weight. Releasing her grip on the seat, she leaned back, 

folding  her  hands  in  her  lap.  She  might  almost  have  been  admiring  a  particularly  skillful presentation at work, or some other piece of business. But the light in her dark eyes was difficult to  misinterpret.  Shannon  had  always  had  a  smile  that  made  you  think  she  was  thinking  of something slightly naughty, slightly devious, and probably sexy. But this was the first time I had known for sure that she actually was. And I'll admit, it was nice for once to be showing her, a woman who had been around the block and then some, something new. 

“It is,” I panted, still breathless with pleasure as I turned my head towards her. My raised foot slid from the mattress and dropped over the edge of the bed as I relaxed. Tony still kneeled at my feet, his solid chest rising and falling steadily as though he had been the one who had just enjoyed  a  lengthy  orgasm.  I  could  see  that  he  was  finding  it  difficult  to  meet  my  gaze,  and impossible to look at Shannon. He was too embarrassed. And it was too delicious for words to watch him cringe in front of my boss and I. 

"I wish he had told me about this a long time ago," I grinned as I spoke to Shannon. "Ever since he gave me his key, things have been amazing. I get woken up with an orgasm every day. I get to cum whenever and however I want. Plus he cooks and cleans and does whatever else I tell him to do. Don't you, honey?" 

“Yes,”  Tony  growled.  It  was  the  truth,  and  we  both  knew  it.  But  my  husband  was  smart enough to see what I was doing, even if he wasn’t able to stop me. I was humiliating him in front of Shannon. And it was way too much fun to stop. 

"What was that?" Raising my head from the mattress, I propped myself up on my elbows as I  stared  down  at  Tony  along  the  length  of  my  body.  His  eyes  darted  up  towards  me  before sinking to the floor again. His cheeks, already flushed with unmistakable desire, reddened further as  I  waited.  Tony  knew  the  rules.  And  if  he  was  hoping  that  I  would  let  them  slide  now  that Shannon was here, he was sorely mistaken. If anything, things were about to get a lot harder on poor Tony. 

“Yes, Goddess.” Shannon’s wild laughter filled the room as Tony addressed me the way I demanded. And I cackled with laughter of my own as I savored his cringing embarrassment. 

“Is that what he calls you?” Shannon asked. 

“Of course,” I grinned. “That’s how he sees me. Isn’t that right, Tony?” 

"Yes, Goddess." There was less hesitation in Tony's answer this time. The cat was already out of the bag, his humiliation already burning inside him. There was no going back from this. 

Whatever else happened, my boss would always know the power I had over my husband. None of us were going to forget it. 

"This is so hot," Shannon sighed. "You're making me jealous. I could use a man groveling at  my  feet  too."  I  smiled  across  the  room  at  my  boss.  What  woman  couldn't?  Tony's  kink  had shocked me when he first revealed it, but that seemed like a very long time ago indeed. Once the benefits had become clear to me, I was at least as excited for this new experiment as my husband was. And lately, it seemed like it was more my thing that it was his. Not that Tony didn't enjoy it, in his own way. But I was the one who was constantly pushing things further. I was having the time of my life, truth be told. Shannon was right to be jealous. But her words gave me another of my naughty little ideas. 

"You  deserve  it,"  I  said.  "Men  need  to  learn  their  place.  Tony,  why  don't  you  go  over  to Shannon and let her get a better look at you?" Shannon laughed her raucous laugh, and Tony's head shot up as he stared at me. I knew that look on his face. There was a hint of disbelief about it, as though he was silently searching my face to see if I really meant what I said. Even though he ought to know better. As he watched, I let the smile slowly fade from my face and raised one

eyebrow quizzically at him. I let him feel the full force of my displeasure before I spoke. 

"I'm thinking of a number," I said in a voice that was all the more menacing for being quiet. 

"It's the number of days until I let you out of your chastity device again. You know what happens if you don't do as you're told." Shannon erupted with laughter again as Tony rose to his feet. He didn't say a word. In fact, he seemed almost as though he had been stricken dumb by the sheer intensity of the moment. But he had no choice. We both knew that. The key that hung around my neck was a lever I could use to make Tony do seemingly anything. And the more fun this game became,  the  more  willing  I  was  to  keep  him  locked  up  for  longer  and  longer  periods.  Tony's frustration  had  become  the  key  to  my  bliss,  and  my  husband's  kinky  game  had  become dangerously real. He had no choice, and he didn't want to have any choice. Tony wanted me to take control. Lucky for him and for us, that was exactly what I wanted to. 

I  still  think  sometimes  about  the  look  on  Shannon's  face  as  she  sat  back  in  her  chair, watching my husband approach. She folded her arms slowly, her mobile shoulders shifting in the top of her shirt. She looked endlessly satisfied with herself and her place in the world, practically glowing with excitement. And yet there was an air of entitlement about her, as though everything that  was  happening  was  no  more  than  she  deserved.  Nothing  more  than  the  natural  order  of things, the way it should be between men and women. At least women like her. The moment I saw that look on her face, and the easy poise with which she sat in her chair as she watched my nearly  naked  husband  approach,  I  knew  I  had  made  the  right  decision  bringing  her  in  to  our bedroom. 

I sat up and crawled along the bed to get a better view as Tony stood in front of Shannon. 

Shannon smiled up at him from her chair. Her total lack of awkwardness or apparent discomfort with the situation only seemed to enhance Tony’s embarrassment. The more in control Shannon seemed, the less in control Tony felt. And I’ll admit; for all the things that we had done in the past few weeks, seeing the way my boss looked at my husband and the way my husband tried not to look at my boss was one of the hottest things I had seen yet. 

Shannon glanced towards me. Her pink tongue appeared between her lips as though she was considering something. Her glittering eyes narrowed slightly as she smiled. Then, she turned her attention  back  to  Tony.  I  heard  the  breath  catch  in  his  nostrils  as  she  reached  out  and  took  his chastity device in her hand. His big hands opened and closed at his sides, as though he had been about to reflexively try to protect himself and then thought better of it. Shannon's strong white teeth showed in her smile as she toyed with the device, and Tony winced above her. For my part, I  felt  a  delicious  thrill  of  jealousy  streak  through  my  heart  like  lightning  as  I  watched  another woman touch my husband's cock. Even if it was encased in steel. The insolent familiarity with which  Shannon  handled  Tony's  chastity  raised  the  fine  hairs  on  the  back  of  my  neck  as  I watched. 

“He can’t get out of this at all, can he?” Shannon said. 

“Nope,” I said. “Not without this.” Predictably, Tony’s eyes darted briefly towards me as I lifted the key that hung from the chain around my neck. He knew I wasn’t going to let them go. 

But it was as though he couldn’t help himself. Hope, I suppose, springs eternal in the heart of a sexually frustrated man. That, too, was part of the magic that made this all somehow work. 

"You're  a  very  lucky  man,  Tony,"  Shannon  said,  smiling  up  at  Tony  as  she  continued  to hold him by the device. "Not only do you have a beautiful wife, but she even lets you cum once in a while. If I had you locked up like this, you don't even want to know how hard you'd have to work to please me." I couldn't keep myself from laughing at that, and Shannon chuckled along with me. I couldn't imagine that Tony felt especially lucky at that moment, but then again, who

knows? His face didn't show it, but after all, this was what he wanted. He couldn't have known when he handed me the key that I would take things this far, but if he had, he would have only been more eager to submit to me. After all, Shannon was an undeniably sexy woman, and I knew that Tony was attracted to her. Far from making me jealous, though, that fact amused me to no end. After all, how could I be jealous when I knew that Tony's sexual satisfaction was entirely in my hands? As I had forced him to admit over and over, his cock belonged to me. His orgasms were my gift to give. The fact that Shannon looked so hot, far from being threatening to me, only turned us both on more. 

"This is no way to greet your goddess's boss," I said. "You need to show Shannon the same respect  you  show  me.  The  respect  you  should  show  to  any  woman.  Get  down  on  your  knees." 

Tony's  eyes  darted  quickly  towards  me  again,  but  I  wasn't  joking.  Shannon  was  practically bouncing on the spot with obvious joy as she watched Tony slowly sink towards the floor at her feet.  And  despite  the  orgasm  I  had  just  had,  I  felt  my  own  desire  burning  away  inside  me  as though it could never go out. I never got tired of seeing my husband kneeling in front of me with his cock locked away and a look of desperate desire on his face. But seeing the same thing with another woman was an unexpected thrill. 

"Such a good boy," Shannon said. Once Tony was on his knees at her feet, she raised one foot and drew the heel of her shoe over my husband's skin. Slowly, she traced the shape of the letters  of  her  name  that  I'd  written  on  Tony's  skin  in  black  marker  pen.  The  light  shone  on Shannon's  toned  legs  inside  her  tight  pants,  and  she  looked  dangerous  somehow  as  she  sat  in front of my husband. Sexy, and dangerous. 

"He has his moments," I said. But Shannon hardly seemed to hear me. Her focus was all on Tony now. And his was on her. I would never have guessed it, but it was bizarrely thrilling to sit in my own bed and feel like something of an outsider in this scene that involved the man I loved. 

As hot as it was to make him submit to me, making him submit to another woman, one he hardly knew, was even more delightful. 

"Of course, you'd better be a good boy," Shannon went on. Lowering her foot to the floor, she leaned forward, and her blonde curls hung around her face. "Because if your wife ever gets sick of you, I might ask to borrow you for a while. And I wouldn't be nearly as nice to you as she is." 

"What would you do to him?" Tony's head snapped towards me as I spoke. But I couldn't help it. Shannon turned towards me too, and her smile sent a hot shiver racing along my spine. 

Without  saying  a  word,  she  rose  to  her  feet.  In  her  high  heels,  she  towered  over  my  kneeling husband,  and  he  gazed  up  at  her  as  though  she  were  as  divine  as  he  thought  I  was.  Shannon raised  a  foot  and  placed  her  heel  on  Tony's  shoulder.  I  saw  my  husband  wince  as  she  pushed downwards. Her sharp heel dug into his skin, and he fell backward. Shannon kept pushing, and soon  Tony  lay  flat  on  his  back  on  the  bedroom  floor,  staring  up  at  Shannon  with  panic  in  his eyes.  Shannon  stood  over  him,  her  feet  apart  and  her  hands  on  her  hips  in  a  posture  of  total authority.  Raising  her  foot  again,  she  dug  her  heel  into  Tony's  chest,  pressing  down  until  he winced in pain. I saw him raise his arms as though about to stop her, and I knew I couldn't allow that.  Sliding  off  the  bed,  I  quickly  crouched  on  the  floor  above  Tony's  head  and  gripped  his wrists, pulling them back towards me. Shannon grinned as she watched me use my body weight to press my husband's hands to the floor, rendering him helpless. Tony squirmed, but there was nothing he could do as Shannon continued to drag her heel over his skin. Slowly, it crept ever lower, and my pussy spasmed as I watched her trace the shape of his abdominal muscles before sinking even lower. Tony winced again as Shannon tapped the toe of her shoe against his hard

steel chastity device. 

"Do  you  have  any  other  toys?"  Shannon  asked.  And  such  was  the  strange  magic  of  the moment that I hardly even hesitated. She might be my boss in the office, but Shannon had slotted so  confidently  and  so  naturally  into  this  bizarre  scenario  that  it  barely  even  occurred  to  me anymore how strange it really was. 

"In the drawer over there," I said, nodding my head in the direction of our dresser. Tony's head  moved  as  he  watched  Shannon  step  over  him  and  walk  towards  the  dresser.  I  shifted  my weight and placed my knees on Tony's hands, pinning him even more firmly to the floor. But he was past the point of trying to resist. The key that swung from the chain around my neck above him made sure of that. 

“Oh my God,” I heard Shannon chuckle behind me. “This is awesome.” She had found my meager  toy  collection.  I  barely  even  felt  embarrassed  to  have  my  boss  rummaging  through  my personal  things.  I  was  far  too  excited  for  that.  I  turned  to  watch  over  my  shoulder  as  she produced a few items. 

“You don’t have any handcuffs?” Shannon asked. 

“No,” I said. “Not yet, anyway.” 

"You should get some," Shannon said, and for a moment she was my boss again. I watched as she made her way to the closet and located a couple of Tony's ties. Great minds think alike. 

Looping the ties together, she stepped towards me and crouched down at my side. Together, we tied Tony's hands together tightly. Then Shannon ran the end of one tie around the leg of the bed, tying  it  off  to  keep  Tony  on  the  floor.  With  my  husband  secured,  I  stood,  and  Shannon  stood with  me.  My  cheeks  colored  as  I  glanced  over  at  the  toy  she  had  taken  from  the  drawer  and tossed onto the bed beside me. Shannon smiled as she reached for the object. Lifting it, she held it in front of my face. 

"You're  going  to  have  to  explain  this  one  to  me,"  she  grinned.  The  black  strap-on  dildo  I had recently purchased was in her hand. And although I felt a little embarrassed myself, I could see at once that there was no point being coy. An object like that could only have so many uses. 

“Well, I get pretty horny when Tony’s locked up,” I said. “This way, he can still fuck me, but he doesn’t get to cum.” 

"Nice," Shannon said approvingly. I watched, and from the floor Tony's wide eyes watched as  well  as  Shannon  lowered  the  strap-on  to  her  own  hips.  Holding  the  prosthetic  phallus  at  its base, she pressed it against herself and chuckled. The black silicon matched the glossy material of her pants, making it seem as though the object was a part of her body. And to my everlasting surprise, I felt a fresh flood of aroused juices on the inside of my thighs as I looked at her. 

"What do you think?" Shannon asked. But I didn't say a word. Instead, I stepped closer to her. Standing over my husband's prone and bound body, I reached for the straps that hung from the toy. Shannon's eyes sparkled with mirth as she watched me take up the straps of the harness and begin to wrap them around her hips. One by one, I buckled them in place and pulled them tight, feeling the way the flesh of her ass swelled as I tightened the harness around her. Beneath us,  Tony  was  breathing  heavily,  almost  panting  as  he  watched.  And  when  I  was  finished,  the menacing  black  cock  rose  from  Shannon's  crotch.  My  hand  trembled  as  I  reached  for  it  and slowly stroked it, and Shannon smiled as Tony groaned in despair. 

"I like it," I smiled at my boss, suddenly overcome with a wave of lust that seemed to have no particular object. It was just a raw and naked need inside me, a desperation that drowned out everything  else.  It  felt  as  though  Shannon's  fingertips  on  my  arm  might  draw  sparks  from  my skin as she touched me. 

“Good,”  Shannon  said.  “I  like  it  too.  And  you’re  right.  Just  because  your  husband’s  cock isn’t worthy of a goddess like you doesn’t mean you don’t deserve to get fucked.” 
    

13. Shannon Takes Control

There are times in this life when I feel almost as though someone else is acting through me. 

I  wouldn't  describe  it  as  a  possession;  it's  not  as  dramatic  as  that.  But  there  is  a  sense  of  some force  that  isn't  me  being  in  control  of  my  body.  It's  fanciful  nonsense,  of  course.  I'm  not  a superstitious  person  usually.  But  sometimes,  I  seem  to  know  exactly  what  to  do,  even  in situations that are unlike any I've ever been in before. That's what I'm talking about. 

And that's what happened as I stood in front of Shannon in our bedroom. Tony lay on the floor beneath us, his chest rising and falling and his heavy breathing audible in the quiet room. 

Shannon  had  bound  his  hands  above  his  head  and  secured  them  to  the  frame  of  the  bed.  Poor Tony was going nowhere. And the strange scene playing out was reflected in the curved mirror of the steel chastity device that encased his cock. Another makeshift mirror was created by the key  that  hung  around  my  neck,  both  the  literal  and  figurative  key  to  my  husband's  desire.  The key  that  meant  he  had  to  do  whatever  I  said,  had  to  endure  whatever  I  decided  to  put  him through.  I  was  growing  to  love  that  key,  and  all  that  it  represented.  But  for  all  that,  just  that moment, I wasn't looking at Tony. My eyes were fixed on Shannon instead. 

Shannon stood tall and proud in her designer high heels. That sexy smile lit up her face as she  stared  deep  into  my  eyes.  I  couldn't  imagine  that  she  had  been  through  anything  quite  like this  before,  as  experienced  as  she  seemed  to  be.  But  Shannon  took  it  all  in  stride.  She  seemed entirely comfortable in the midst of this erotic scene. And I could only hope to emulate her poise and confidence as I let the moment carry me away. 

No  one  said  a  word.  I  stood  in  front  of  Shannon,  close  enough  to  feel  her  warm  breath against my cheek. My fingers were wrapped around the solid silicone shaft of the dildo that I had strapped onto her body. The black silicone was a perfect match for the glossy black material of her skintight leggings, enhancing the illusion that this menacing phallus was a part of her. And Shannon grinned at me wickedly as I slid my hand up and down, almost a reflex action caused by my unstoppable arousal. I kept my eyes on hers. But I knew that my husband was watching. I could feel the weight of his scrutiny, like the unnatural weight of the key that hung around my neck as, still holding the shaft of Sharon's cock, I sank down onto my knees in front of her. 

"Oh  my  God,"  Tony  whispered.  But  I  hardly  heard  him.  Nor  did  Shannon,  if  her  reaction was anything to go by. He might as well not be there at all as far as she was concerned. Her eyes glittered like warm brown jewels as she smiled down at me, one hand reaching out to brush the hair back from my face. Her cock was right in front of me, just inches away from my face as I slowly  stroked  it.  She  stood  with  her  feet  apart,  towering  over  both  my  husband  and  me  and seemingly content with her position. And I knew what to do as that same strange feeling of being taken over completely pushed me forward. I opened my mouth, and Shannon laughed as I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the dildo that projected from her crotch. 

Tony  let  out  a  wordless  growl  as  he  watched.  Finally,  I  dropped  my  eyes  to  him.  He  was staring up at me with his mouth open, his face a mask of desire and frustration and disbelief as he watched  me  suck  the  fake  cock.  And  as  I  moved  my  head  back-and-forth  in  a  slow  rhythm, covering Shannon's new cock with a glistening coat of my saliva, I winked playfully at my poor frustrated husband. Lust growled deep in my belly like some fanged beast lying in ambush. I was going to put on a show for my husband. Whether he wanted to watch or not. 

"That's  it.  That's  a  good  girl,"  Shannon  cooed  encouragingly.  "Suck  that  cock.  Show  your

husband  what  he's  missing.  I  can't  decide  who's  better  at  giving  head,  him  or  you."  And  as though I had something to prove, I moved my head back and forth a little faster, pinning my hair back behind my ears as I sucked and licked and stroked. My tongue caressed the bulbous head of the toy, and Shannon rested both her hands on the top of my head, and I felt deliciously slutty as I fellated the toy in front of my helpless husband. 

Lifting my mouth off Shannon's cock, I craned my neck so that I could lick slowly from the base to the tip and back again. Tony groaned as he watched, and Shannon laughed. I could feel the heat between my boss's legs as I got close, and it excited me. Releasing my hold on the dildo, I reached around to take Shannon's perfect ass in both my hands, squeezing her flesh through the slick  material  of  her  tight  leggings.  Shannon  held  my  head  in  both  her  hands  as  she  slowly guided it back towards her cock. Obediently, I opened my mouth again, and Shannon slid the toy between  my  lips.  I  could  feel  her  growing  aggression  as  she  rocked  her  hips  back  and  forth, fucking  my  face  while  my  husband  watched.  Her  cock  sank  deeper  with  every  thrust  until  my mouth  watered  and  my  eyes  began  to  stream.  But  I  didn't  try  to  stop  her.  I  couldn't.  My  own juices were streaming down the inside of my thighs, my pussy spasming with undeniable desire as I sucked my boss's cock. Understand, I'm not that kind of girl. At least I didn't think I was. I never  had  a  homosexual  urge  in  my  life.  And  even  though  I  could  appreciate  the  inherent sexiness of a woman like Shannon, I had never before felt any desire to act on it. But this was different.  By  making  it  part  of  the  games  I  played  with  Tony,  it  became  somehow  okay,  and more  than  okay.  It  became  thrilling.  As  bizarre  as  it  was  to  be  sucking  a  fake  cock  that  my female  boss  was  wearing,  in  that  precise  moment  it  seemed  like  the  perfect  thing  to  do.  And given how things progressed, I've had no reason to regret the decision since. 

At last, Shannon stopped. I gasped for air as she withdrew the toy from my mouth, taking a single  step  backward  in  her  sky-high  heels.  Her  whole  face  was  lit  up  with  desire  and  delight, and  it  made  my  stomach  flutter  as  I  peered  up  at  her  from  my  kneeling  position  beside  my husband. Shannon's hand slid easily over the glistening shaft of the dildo as she smiled down at me. 

“You’re so fucking hot,” she said, and the deep growl in her voice plucked at the taut wires of lust inside me. “Get on your hands and knees.” 

I didn't even hesitate. It was as though it didn't even occur to me that I could refuse. Why would I? What Shannon wanted, the desire I could see in her sparkling eyes, was the same desire that filled every part of my body. It seemed as though I had never seen anything sexier than my boss  was  in  that  moment  as  she  towered  above  both  my  husband  and  me  and  demanded  my body. I wanted nothing more than to give it to her. So I leaned forward, placing my hands on the floor  as  I  arched  my  body  over  Tony's,  trembling  slightly  as  I  waited  for  what  I  knew  was coming. 

But Shannon had plans of her own. 

"Not like that," she said. "Over here. Put your knees on either side of his head." The new note of command in Shannon's voice thrilled me. I did as I was told. I crawled on the floor of my own  bedroom  on  all  fours,  swinging  one  leg  over  Tony's  head  as  I  positioned  myself  where Shannon  wanted  me.  I  faced  his  feet,  my  knees  on  either  side  of  his  head  and  my  uncovered pussy directly above his face. Peering down under myself, past the key that dangled and swung from its chain around my neck, I saw Tony gazing up at me with a look close to wonder on his face. His desire was palpable, every bit as powerful as mine if not more so. But only one of us was going to get satisfied. And my trembling grew stronger as Shannon circled slowly around us, taking up a position behind me while I waited impatiently for her next move. 

Shannon  sank  to  the  floor.  I  craned  my  neck  to  watch  over  my  shoulder  as  she  kneeled behind me. She kept one foot on the floor and balanced on her other knee as she took my hips in her hands. I groaned loudly as I felt the head of the toy pressing against the wet entrance to my pussy.  I  had  wanted  to  put  on  a  show,  and  Shannon  clearly  had  a  similar  idea.  From  where  he lay, Tony would have an unobstructed view of the strap-on cock fucking me from behind. And as Shannon's grip tightened, I all but sobbed with desire. The toy slid easily between my slick lips, spreading the spasming wet walls of my vagina apart. My husband's howls of despair matched my own groans of joy as he watched a cock that wasn't his penetrate me while his own member stayed locked up in chastity. 

"Oh  fuck,"  I  moaned  as  Shannon  drove  the  toy  deep  inside  me.  I  closed  my  eyes, surrendering myself to the blissful sensations. I could feel my boss's thighs against my ass as she bottomed out, the thick black dildo giving me a wonderful feeling of being completely filled that made me shudder and moan before Shannon had even started. My pussy pulsed and spasmed and squeezed  the  toy  deep  inside  me  as  though  it  never  wanted  to  let  go.  Shannon  laughed,  and  I yelped in sudden shock as she brought her hand down against my ass with a loud crack. 

“You like that, huh?” she playfully teased. “You like getting fucked by your boss?” 

"Yes,  Shannon,"  I  gasped.  "It  feels  so  good!  Fuck  me,  Shannon!"  I  didn't  much  sound anymore  like  the  dominant  goddess  Tony  loved  me  to  be.  But  I  didn't  care.  Part  of  being  his dominant wife was putting my sexual needs above his. And there was no doubt in my mind, as Shannon began to slowly slide the toy in and out of my dripping snatch, that this was something I needed. All the cunnilingus in the world couldn't fill the need for a good hard fuck once in a while.  Buying  the  strap-on  and  making  Tony  use  it  on  me  had  been  a  stroke  of  genius  on  my part. But having him watch Shannon fuck me with it was possibly even more delicious. 

Shannon  was  remorseless.  My  body  rocked  to  her  thrusts,  and  the  key  to  Tony's  chastity swung  wildly  from  my  necklace  as  I  convulsed  above  him.  Shannon  continued  to  spank  me while  she  fucked  me  from  behind,  and  the  growing  heat  of  my  ass  only  added  to  my  twisted pleasure.  My  arms  trembled  beneath  me,  and  the  muscles  of  my  thighs  twitched  wildly  as  my pleasure grew. Shannon knew what she was doing. She held me tight, alternately squeezing and smacking  my  ass  like  a  piece  of  meat  while  she  fucked  me.  I  could  feel  my  juices  streaming down the inside of my thighs, and I knew that Tony's face would be coated in the residue of my pleasure, and I screamed out loud as I thought of him, forced to watch as Shannon plunged the dildo in and out of my pussy right above his face. 

With a howl that bounced back to us from the bedroom walls, I came. I came and came and came,  slumping  forward  to  sprawl  over  Tony's  body  while  Shannon  gripped  my  pelvis  in  her hands.  My  eyes  closed  as  violent  tremors  shook  my  body,  but  I  could  feel  the  warm  steel  of Tony's chastity device pressing against my cheek, and it only turned me on more. Like a creature of  pure  pleasure,  I  forgot  everything  but  the  orgasm  that  swelled  inside  me,  screaming  and thrashing on top of my tormented husband as my pussy erupted in a shower of passion. 

It seemed to go on forever. But finally, the peak of my passion passed. As though some vital cord had snapped, I collapsed on top of my husband. Shannon placed her hand in the small of my back as she slowly withdrew, and I moaned with every inch of the toy that slid out of me until it was finally gone, leaving me alone with my ecstasy. 

But not for long. After all, there were three of us in this scene, and I was the only one who had  cum.  Tony  got  his  kicks  from  being  made  to  endure  sexual  torture,  but  Shannon  was  cut from a different cloth. And I knew she hadn't come all the way over to our house on a Saturday afternoon just to make me cum and then leave. So I wasn't surprised to hear her move behind me. 

I wasn't shocked to feel her gentle hand sliding along the curve of my back, towards my shaking shoulders. And I was both shocked and delighted to feel her suddenly take a fistful of my hair and pull my head upwards, forcing me to scramble up onto my hands and knees again. 

"Who fucks you better? Me or him?" Shannon asked, and I could hear the smile in her voice she spoke. My face was turned away from hers, and her grip on my hair stopped me from turning my head. So I spoke into the empty air of the bedroom, knowing that my words would reach both her and my humiliated husband. 

"You do, Shannon," I said. And I smiled as I spoke, luxuriating in the giddy thrill of what I was  doing  to  Tony.  But  that  was  nothing  compared  to  my  boss's  mocking  laughter.  Shannon released her grip on my hair, and I struggled to rise to my knees on limbs that felt as though they were made of soft rubber. 

"Good  answer,"  Shannon  said.  Awkwardly,  I  climbed  off  my  husband  and  kneeled  on  the floor beside his legs. Shannon was kneeling too, facing me as she rested near Tony's head. That smile  of  hers  was  never  going  to  look  the  same  again.  It  had  always  hinted  at  some  secret  she kept, some secret source of delight that had an edge of something darkly sexual about it. But now there  was  no  more  doubt.  Shannon  had  fucked  me  like  a  whore  in  front  of  my  husband,  and  I couldn't imagine that I would ever be able to forget that fact when I encountered her in the office from now on. In fact, I hoped I wouldn't. What a delicious secret to add some spice to a mundane workday. Suddenly, I was that girl. A married woman having sex with her boss. Only there was nothing in the least bit clichéd about the situation the three of us found ourselves in. 

"Here, help me with this." Shannon plucked at the straps that I'd tightened around her hips as she spoke. I shuffled forward and reached for the harness. Between the two of us, we managed to loosen and unbuckle the straps of the harness that held the strap-on dildo against her. I could feel my own cum on the hard silicone as I held the toy in my hand. I stared into Shannon's eyes, and she smiled back at me. She too had crossed the line that day. And she didn't seem to regret it any more than I had. 

"I need to cum," Shannon said bluntly. As she spoke, she reached for the hem of her white shirt  and  pulled  it  over  her  head.  She  cast  it  aside,  letting  it  pool  on  the  bedroom  floor. 

Underneath, a red bra held her small round breasts against her chest. I watched my boss rise to her feet and begin to peel off the leggings that clung to her skin as though reluctant to leave her. 

While  Shannon  undressed,  I  smiled  at  Tony.  There  was  a  dazed  look  about  him,  as  though  he couldn't believe what he had been a witness to. I could hardly believe it myself. But he lifted his head from the floor to return my stare. I mouthed the words  'I love you'  at him before pursing my lips to kiss the air, and even through the fog of desperate lust and humiliation that gripped him, Tony was able to smile back. His lips twitched as he mimed the words back at me, and my heart swelled inside my chest. Even in the midst of a scene this wild, this outrageous, we could still feel connected to one another. We could still recognize this game for what it was: a way to bring us closer to each other. Tony was suffering, overwhelmed by a desire that he could do nothing to assuage. But in his own submissive way, he was in heaven. And the crueler Shannon and I were, the happier my complicated husband would be. 

Which was just as well. Because Shannon, I was starting to see, was a natural at this. 

With some difficulty, Shannon had finally removed her clinging leggings and dropped them to  the  floor.  She  stood  over  us  both  in  her  expensive  high-heeled  shoes  and  her  red  bra  and thong.  She  smiled  wickedly  at  me  as  she  took  the  waistband  of  her  panties  in  her  fingers  and pulled  them  slowly  down  her  legs.  Her  pussy  was  totally  bare,  most  probably  waxed.  Bending gracefully,  she  lifted  one  foot,  then  the  other,  pulling  her  panties  off  completely.  Then  she

turned.  I  watched  as  she  stepped  over  my  husband,  standing  over  him  now  with  one  foot  on either side of his torso. Shannon kept her legs straight as she bent at the waist, her blonde curls hanging  down  around  her  face  as  she  brought  it  close  to  Tony's.  While  he  gazed  up  at  her,  I couldn't keep myself from looking between her legs at the unencumbered view of her pussy that Shannon  was  giving  me.  She  was  a  woman  completely  without  shame,  completely  without inhibition. Her confidence was intoxicating. And I could see that I wasn't the only one excited by the  events  of  the  day.  The  lips  of  Shannon's  pussy  were  pink  and  swollen,  glistening  with  the faint trace of her juices. 

"Open up," Shannon said to Tony. From behind, I watched her reach towards my husband's face. Her skimpy panties were balled up in her hand, and I laughed loudly as I watched her stuff them  into  Tony's  mouth.  Unsurprisingly,  he  didn't  try  to  resist.  Not  that  he  could,  even  if  he wanted to. Shannon gripped her knees with her hands as she turned her head towards me without straightening up. "Pass me the strap on," she said. And I did as I was told. I shuffled forward on my knees to hand her the slippery toy, and Shannon took it from me with a smile. Turning her attention back to Tony, she bent low over him again. I watched with growing excitement as she wrapped the straps around his head. The harness wasn't designed for that particular use, but my boss  made  it  work  somehow.  Soon,  I  could  see  the  fake  black  cock  rising  from  my  husband's face, strapped into place over his mouth. Bound and gagged, he looked somehow dehumanized, reduced  to  a  living  sex  toy  by  my  kinky  boss.  And  I  felt  my  pussy  clench  again  as  I  watched Shannon so easily take control of the man I loved. 

“That’s  better,”  Shannon  said.  Finally,  she  straightened  up.  I  watched  as  she  stepped  over Tony  and  turned  to  face  me.  Then  she  stood  with  one  foot  on  either  side  of  Tony’s  head.  I practically crowed with excitement as I watched her bend her knees and lower herself down onto the toy. Tony stared up intensely as Shannon impaled herself on the fake cock, gripping it by its base  as  she  settled  downwards.  A  grateful  groan  rose  from  her  long  throat  as  she  positioned herself on my husband’s face. I saw her eyes roll with pleasure as she slid all the way down until her  pussy  was  pressed  against  the  base  of  the  toy.  Her  breasts  shuddered  in  her  bra  as  she breathed erratically, her body sinking into the same pleasure that had so recently overtaken mine. 

And I couldn’t resist the sight in front of me. I hurriedly crawled forward, climbing on top of  Tony’s  chest  to  straddle  him  as  I  sat  in  front  of  Shannon.  She  smiled  indulgently  as  she opened her eyes, and my hands trembled as I reached for her. My first time with a woman, and I was as nervous as a virgin. But Shannon’s smile was encouraging. And the desire that filled me would not be ignored. 

Her  skin  was  soft  to  my  touch  as  I  ran  my  fingers  along  her  arms.  She  took  my  hands  in hers and guided them towards her breasts, pressing them against the soft mounds of flesh under her  bra.  I  could  feel  the  hard  buds  of  her  nipples  in  my  palms  as  I  caressed  her,  and  Shannon moaned in delight as I teased them through the fabric. I leaned forward, my lips twitching with nervousness and need, and Shannon placed one hand on the back of my neck as she pulled me closer to her. We kissed, and sparks seem to ignite in my streaming blood, a deep thrill of lust and guilt and shame and desire echoing in the dark chambers of my heart. We kissed and kissed, our  tongues  sparring  and  warring  as  each  invaded  the  others  mouth,  and  our  lips  made  wet sounds  against  one  another  that  I  hoped  my  husband  could  hear.  I  hoped  he  could  hear  my moans,  and  my  soft  purrs  of  pleasure  that  grew  steadily  louder  as  I  made  out  with  my  boss.  I knew he would feel the growing wetness between my thighs as my juices streamed out over the skin  of  his  chest,  smearing  the  ink  that  I  had  used  to  write  Shannon's  name  on  his  chest.  My husband belonged to me, body and soul. But I was only too happy to share him with Shannon if

it meant more pleasure like this. 

Our lips parted. Shannon's eyes were alive with pleasure as she smiled at me. The muscles bunched in her thighs as she bounced up and down more rapidly, riding the black dildo that rose obscenely from my husband's face. I could only imagine what he felt as her juices streamed over his face, her pussy so close and yet so out of reach. Overcome with desire, I lowered my head to kiss Shannon's breasts. Pulling down the cup of her bra, I took her nipple in my mouth and began to suck. Gratified by the moan she gave, I licked and kissed my boss's sensitive nipple while she bounced up and down on Tony's face. 

I  took  Shannon's  hand  in  mine.  I  heard  her  chuckle  as  I  guided  it  between  my  legs.  But  I needed something. My dripping pussy felt horribly empty, and I needed her inside me. Shannon obliged, curling  her  fingers up  between  my lips  that  seem  to open  like  a flower  to  receive  her. 

Her  digits  probed  deep  inside  me,  expertly  seeking  out  the  spot  inside  me  that  I  needed  her  to touch. I gasped, and my thighs squeezed Tony's chest as pleasure bloomed again inside me, and Shannon and I moaned and gasped together in a duet of selfish female pleasure as I sucked her breast  and  she  fingered  my  pussy.  We  moved  together,  as  though  our  bodies  were  one,  and  I matched  as  best  as  I  could  the  rocking  motion  she  made  as  she  bounced  up  and  down  on  the dildo, ever more frantically. 

Being a woman, I quickly realized, isn't the same thing as being with a woman. I was drunk with the thrill of new discovery, of exploring this terrain that was at once so familiar and so new to me. Shannon gasped, and her body stiffened, and I noticed that the taste of her skin changed as her orgasm overtook her. Her nipple hardened in my mouth, and she sobbed in pleasure as she spurted  her  hot  juices  all  over  Tony's  face,  and  my  own  pussy  throbbed  with  desperate  desire around  her  fingers.  Shannon  howled  in  pleasure  as  she  came,  but  her  fingers  continued  their work, and I knew I wasn't far behind. Right as her orgasm began to subside, I felt another surge inside  me.  As  though  one  pleasure  fed  the  other,  or  as  though  Shannon's  touch  had  somehow transmitted her pleasure on to me, I came hard on the heels of her ecstasy, soaking Tony's chest in the flood of my juices. Shannon withdrew her fingers, and I flopped on to the floor beside my husband. Carefully dismounting the dildo, Shannon lay down beside us. 

For  a  long  while,  no  one  said  a  word.  I  lay  on  the  floor  of  my  bedroom,  seeing  stars.  I listened to Shannon's breathing slowly return to normal, and Tony's frustrated moans were like music, scoring the wild show we had all just taken part in. Finally, Shannon turned to me. That wicked smile was back on her face. 

“This is so much fun,” she grinned. “I never knew you were such a freak.” 

Neither did I, Shannon, I felt like saying. Neither did I. And I had my husband’s Valentine’s gift to thank for everything that had happened since. I lay beside my boss, the two of us almost drunk with pleasure and fatigue. But it was my husband I thought of as I slowly recovered my breath.  It  was  the  thought  of  him  and  the  gift  he  had  given  me  that  made  my  heart  swell  with love. Tony’s chastity was the greatest gift I would ever receive. 
  

   
   
Valentine's Gift: Parts 14-20

14. Made To Watch

 

She was blonde and slender, of course. She looked young, too; at least younger than I was used to seeing her look. No doubt the images I was seeing were from at least a few years ago, back before her star had risen to its current height. But she was pretty then, just as she was pretty now. And I'll confess to feeling a tinge of jealousy at the sight of her body, slight yet curvy in that Hollywood-approved kind of way. If her boobs were fake, they were at least well-done counterfeits of the real thing. The blonde hair was almost certainly fake, but it suited her. I was learning, and seemed to be relearning over and over again, that jealousy doesn't have to be a negative emotion. After all, it had done plenty for me. And plenty for Tony, too. It was the foundation of the games that we were playing, the bedrock of everything else we did. Usually, I was making him feel jealous. Jealous of my freedom to do as I wanted to with my body, to allow myself the same pleasure that I continually denied him. But every so often, I felt the lash of envy myself. And I'll admit it; it felt great. It acted like the fuel of our desire, the spark that made the whole thing catch alight again. Maybe that's not healthy. But by this point, I had given up questioning what we were doing. It was working, for us. That's all that mattered. I would never have thought, before all this began, that I was even capable of doing half the things that Tony and I had done together. But that was the key word: together. Everything we did was something between us, something we shared. Before I experienced it for myself, I never would have believed it. But the wild games that we played had actually made our relationship stronger.

Ashley moaned, and a slow smile spread across my face. That wasn't even her name, I dimly thought to myself. I'd forgotten her actual name. Not that it mattered. She'd always be Ashley to me. And to my husband. As the young woman groaned in mounting pleasure, I sneaked another glance in Tony's direction. He sat on the floor, his eyes fixed on the screen. The expression on his face was difficult to put a name to, but it was one I had been seeing more and more lately. A kind of wonder at what was happening, a kind of vague disbelief frozen on his features. But mixed, of course and always, with the telltale signs of outrageous lust. My poor husband was in a constant state of arousal thanks to the chastity device I kept him in. His orgasms were mine to gift as I saw fit, and no one could accuse me of spoiling him. As hard as it was for Tony, it wasn't always easy for me, either. I had been getting better and better at finding ways for him to please me without using his cock. But sometimes, a girl just wants to get fucked. I don't know if Tony ever really appreciated the amount of self-restraint I had to apply to play with him this way. Not that I'm complaining. The rewards were most definitely worth it. But it's a big responsibility, being entirely responsible for somebody else's pleasure. Especially when that person is someone you love very much. There was always that part of me that wanted nothing more than to give Tony what he wanted, to make him cum again and again and keep him happy with the sex that he craved. And that kinder part of me was in a near-constant state of conflict with the more sadistic facets of my personality. I loved having Tony in chastity. I loved having him so in my control that he would jump to do more or less anything I asked him to. It was impossible to give up. Holding the key to his release made me feel like a goddess, and my husband worshiped the ground I walked on. Who would ever want to give that up? Not me. And not, if he was to be fully honest with himself, Tony either. He could whine and whimper. He could beg and plead. But my husband knew as well as I did that he could end all of this with a single word. If it were what he wanted, what he really wanted, I would unlock him tomorrow and throw away the cruel device that kept his cock contained and under my control. And that would be that. There would be no more of these crazy games, no more wild nights of almost unimaginable sexual excitement. We would go back to what we had before, a perfectly pleasant, perfectly normal, healthy marriage. An average life. There's nothing wrong with that. But deep down, Tony didn't want that any more than I did.

And so my husband suffered for me. He was suffering now. Of course I knew about the power of the male sex drive, but I don't think until I became a husband's keyholder that I had ever truly realized just how relentless its demands could be. It took so little to get Tony worked up, to the point where his cock would ache from trying and failing to get hard inside the tight confines of the cage that contained it. Before the Valentine's Day that had changed everything, my husband and I had regular and fulfilling sex. But I was coming to realize something that I had only dimly guessed before. I had never been Tony's only outlet for sexual desire. Married men masturbate just as regularly and habitually as their single counterparts. I'd always considered myself to have a high sex drive for a woman, and recent events seemed to bear that out. But who could keep up with the relentless animal sex drive of a man? Luckily, the key that hung from its chain around my neck meant that I didn't have to. And, ironically, it also served to feed and increase that drive until my husband was entirely submissive to me.

"He's really giving it to her." The laughter in Shannon's voice made my own lips rise in a smile. She wasn't wrong. On the TV screen in our living room, the woman I could think of only as Detective Ashley was getting railed. I don't know what website Shannon had visited to find the actress's sex tape. I only know it hadn't taken her long. Once I had mentioned how the whole situation with Tony started, how he had confessed his masturbation fantasies of this actress, Shannon had taken the ball and run with it. She was like that. My boss was a take-charge kind of woman, and I had come to realize that it applied not only in the office. Shannon had insinuated herself firmly and quickly into our sex life. Not that I was complaining. And I didn't hear Tony complaining either. Shannon was sexy; there was no question of that. I'd always considered myself 100% straight, but that doesn't mean I couldn't see when another woman was attractive. And Shannon clearly was. I didn't need to see the way Tony behaved around her to know that. She was older than my husband and me, but she kept her enviable body in fantastic condition. I could only hope that I would look half as good as her when I reached her age. And the fine lines that formed on her pretty face when she smiled only made her all the more wickedly seductive. It was a smile that hinted at dark experience, at untold delights that glittered behind the intoxicating glow of her warm brown eyes. There had always been something about Shannon that hinted at sex, and I don't just mean her workplace wardrobe. But now I knew for sure what I had previously only suspected. Shannon was wild. And I appreciated her input. One thing I had learned about controlling my husband was that it was always on me to come up with new ideas and new sexy games. It was a lot of pressure. I was relieved to have Shannon's help in coming up with new ways to tease and torment poor Tony. And this, the Detective Ashley sex tape, was just the latest means of doing precisely that.

“He is,” I giggled. “Lucky girl.” I almost trembled at the feel of Shannon’s hand on my knee. We sat on the sofa together, the two of us wearing only our underwear like girlfriends at a slumber party. Tony sat on the floor in front of the sofa, banned from the furniture in yet another display of his inferiority to us. He was naked apart from the chastity device that enclosed his aching cock. The TV speakers filled the living room with a chorus of moans and cries, both male and female, as the unknown man fucked the woman my husband lusted after. One of the women he lusted after, anyway. Along with Shannon. Along with me. It never failed to give me a little thrill of excitement anytime I was reminded just how badly Tony wanted me. What was his little crush on Detective Ashley compared to that?

"I know," Shannon purred. "Look how long this guy can last. I guess that's what comes of not being a submissive little bitch boy whose wife keeps him under lock and key." Tony said nothing. His eyes never left the screen where the girl of his fantasies was shrieking in pleasure. But I knew he heard. And even more, he heard the giggle that rose from my throat as my boss humiliated my husband again. I couldn't help it. It was just too much fun.

On the screen, Ashley threw her head back against the pillow and arched her back. Her hands gripped the sheet beneath her. No wedding ring. I knew that the actress was married now, having seen it in some trashy magazine somewhere. The tape obviously predated that. Some women are faithful to their husbands. Until recently, I had been one of them. But is it really cheating if your husband is involved? Even if his only involvement is to watch? Since Shannon had come into the picture, I found myself questioning everything. My fidelity. My sexuality. Everything was different now. Everything was better. And as Shannon's hand slid slowly along my bare leg, I felt the familiar bubbling of sexual desire in the pit of my stomach.

"You must miss it," Shannon said in a low voice. Her blonde curls tumbled over her shoulder as she turned her smiling face to me. Her attention was fully on me now, ignoring Detective Ashley in the throes of passion as she spoke to me. From the corner of my eye, I could see Tony's head darting back and forth from screen to me and back again. I could only imagine the turmoil inside him as he watched. "Getting fucked, I mean," Shannon explained. "Like this bitch is. I mean, there's plenty of other ways to have fun. But sometimes, nothing beats a good hard fuck from a nice stiff cock." I ought by now to have been used to Shannon's occasional crudeness. But somehow, it never failed to shock me. For years, she had been my boss and nothing more. Sure, we had a friendly relationship, but it was one that never extended outside of the office. And yet now, we were more than friends. More intimate than I had been with anyone in my life other than my husband. My relationship with Shannon still had the delicious veneer of the new, the wild excitement of something strange and unpredictable. I hadn't felt that in years, so long that I had almost forgotten what it was like. Not since I was first dating Tony all those years ago had I woken up with the same thrill burning in my belly. That I could get to experience this again and still stay married to the man I loved was a gift beyond price. And inside the panties I wore, I can feel my body responding. I could feel my sex blooming, a faint moisture appearing between my legs as Shannon's straying fingers plucked daintily at the waistband of my underwear. Tony was watching us exclusively now, his lips trembling as they parted and his chest rising and falling rapidly. He knew what was coming as well as I did. And the same excitement in a different key rose inside both of us. Shannon, I knew, was going to fuck me. And my husband was going to watch.

"That's what I have you for," I grinned coquettishly at my new lover. My hand trembled as I reached out and touched one of Shannon's breasts. It was all still so new to me, and yet so strangely familiar too. Touching another woman's body had lost none of its illicit thrill. Shannon's skin was soft and smooth and fragrant in a way that Tony's could never be, her body warm and inviting. Through the padded fabric of her bra, I could feel her nipple swell under my hand, and Shannon's smile deepened as I ran my thumb over the swollen knob. Her eyelids fluttered slightly as I touched her, and knowing that I was giving her pleasure only excited me further. I'm still not sure that I would call myself gay, or bisexual, or anything else. The thought of being with Shannon when Tony wasn't around did nothing for me. It was being watched by my frustrated husband that made the situation so outrageously exciting. Shannon was attractive, sure. But it was the fact that my husband was also attracted to her and could do nothing about it, while I got to enjoy her body in any way I chose – that was what made the whole situation so darkly thrilling.

"You're so fucking sexy," Shannon grinned. Now her hand was between my legs, gently tracing the contours of my damp pussy through the thin fabric of my panties. I moaned softly as my pleasure grew and Shannon smiled proudly. My eyes were fixed on her, but I could dimly see Tony shift positions as he tried to see around my boss. Watching what was going on between us could only hurt him, making his cock ache even more inside the tight confines of its prison. But my husband couldn't help himself. The same forces that moved inside me kept him trapped in this tight orbit of lust and frustration. He couldn't look away. And I couldn't keep my body from reacting to Shannon's touch the way that it did, my thighs slowly parting as I welcomed her inside. Shannon bent her body over me, her breasts pressing against mine as she lowered her lips to my mouth. I moaned again as I felt her tongue slip between my teeth, taking possession of me the way she so easily did. I wanted nothing more than to yield to her, to give up everything and allow myself to be taken. There was just something about her, an aura of complete command and control. It made me actively want to do what Shannon wanted. It made me obey her without question. It was the closest I could come to understanding what Tony felt when I dominated him. And it felt fantastic. There was no way to deny that.

"Oh God," I panted as Shannon removed her lips from mine and began instead to leave a trail of kisses my neck. "Oh my God!" Spurred by Ashley and by Tony and by Shannon herself, my lust was on fire. Every time she touched me, it seemed to draw sparks for my trembling body. I wanted her desperately and immediately, with no time for any kind of slow awakening or sensual teasing. I needed her. More precisely, I needed to cum. And I needed my husband to see it. As Shannon's mouth sank lower, traveling over my chest until her lips made contact with my boobs as they swelled out of the cups of my bra, I squeezed my legs together around her hand and groaned in clear desire.

"Tell me what you want." Shannon's voice was muffled, her mouth almost buried in my cleavage, but I heard her perfectly clearly. As did Tony. And I knew what she wanted. As long as she touched me the way she was touching me, as long as she caressed my body and made me feel like the most desirable creature on earth, Shannon could have whatever she wanted. I would say anything, do anything, to relieve the tension exploding inside me. It was the same magic that had turned Tony into a willing slave. I was only fortunate that Shannon's demands on me were less exacting. I had no more chance of resisting them than my husband did.

"Fuck me, Shannon," I gasped. "Please fuck me! Make me cum, please Shannon!" I meant every word. But that doesn't mean I was immune to the effect the words I said would have on my husband. My eyes were solely on Shannon now, when they weren't closed in delight, but I knew Tony so well, I could practically feel him wincing. One more humiliation to add to the list, to hear his wife begging another woman for sex while his cock stayed locked up and frustrated. The very idea sent hot wires of desire racing through my blood, glowing elements that increased the heat I could feel racing through my body and causing my skin to prickle everywhere Shannon touched me.

“Tell me who fucks you better.” Shannon raised her face from my chest, her eyes shining as she smiled up at me with that wicked smile that never failed to make my heart flutter. And I didn’t even hesitate. My cheeks prickled with a heady mixture of embarrassment and desire, but I didn’t even pause in giving my lover what I knew she wanted.

“You, Shannon,” I panted, my breath short with the desire I felt. “You know you do. You fuck me better than my husband ever could. Oh my God, I want you so bad. Please, Shannon! Please fuck me!”

"You know I love to hear you beg," Sharon grinned. I sighed as she withdrew her hand from between my legs, feeling the spreading moisture on the inside of my thighs as she sat up. The springs of the sofa groaned underneath her as Shannon climbed to her feet. I stared up at her with a look of undisguised lust on my face, and I knew that Tony was looking at us both in the same way. Shannon towered above us both, completely in control of the entire situation as she stood with her feet apart and her fists on her hips. She ignored Tony completely, instead smiling down at me while she concocted her next scheme. I could barely wait. Beneath a layer of foundation, I could see that her cheeks were flushed. The twin buds of her nipples showed through the material of her bra, and the damp patch that appeared in the front of her panties only increased my excitement. Shannon was as turned on as I was.

Suddenly, she moved. Her large breasts hung heavily in her bra as she bent over me, giving me a drool-inducing view of her ample cleavage. I sighed happily as she took the waistband of my panties in both hands and pulled them swiftly down. I writhed on the sofa beneath her, wiggling from side to side to help her remove my underwear. Pulling the panties off over my feet, Shannon tossed them aside carelessly. I felt deliciously vulnerable as I lay back on the sofa in our living room, both Shannon and Tony's eyes feasting on my body as I waited for what was coming. I felt like some erotic prize, some trophy to be taken by whoever had the will to do so. But there was no doubt who that would be. Tony could only watch open-mouthed from the floor as Shannon stood above me, basking once again in her total triumph over us both. Her eyes remained on me as she stooped again, and I couldn't keep the wild smile from my face as I watched her seize a handful of Tony's short hair.

"Get over here," she growled at my husband as he shuffled forward on his knees. "Get your wife's pussy ready for me." Shannon pushed Tony's head between my legs, and he placed his hands on the floor in front of the sofa as he did as he was told. I howled with delight as I felt his lips and tongue against my wet sex, and Shannon's smiling eyes held mine as she easily bent my husband to her will. "I'm going to train him to be my fluffer," Shannon giggled. "I'm going to make him get you ready for me to fuck. Don't you think that's a good idea?"

"Yes, yes Shannon, yes," I gasped, squeezing my eyes shut against the unbelievable scene playing out in our living room as I thrashed my head from side to side. She knew that I would say anything. Tony's skilled tongue was dancing over my dripping sex, making my whole body tremble with rising lust as I lay back on the couch. His wordless submission to Shannon plucked at every string of desire in my body, and I felt almost ready to cum right there and then as my husband licked me. Reaching down, I pressed my hands against his head, drawing him closer against me as I moaned in pleasure. Shannon stepped back, and I heard her faint footsteps on the floor as she made her way to the bedroom. I knew what was in there, and I moaned again at the thought of what was about to happen. Shannon had begun to keep a selection of toys in our bedroom for the times she came over, her visits becoming more and more common as our relationship grew. Toys that I wasn't above using myself when my boss wasn't around. Tony licked and lapped and nuzzled, desperate to please me as though he hoped by doing so, he might somehow earn his own release. Which was true in a roundabout way, I suppose. There was no hope for him that day. Not with Shannon there. But if he hoped to earn some goodwill by doing as my boss commanded, well, it wasn't the worst idea he'd ever had.

But even with my husband's face between my legs, all thought of Tony practically vanished when Shannon reappeared from the bedroom. She had stripped off her underwear in seconds, and emerged back into the living room completely naked. Except, that is, for the black harness wrapped around her hips and the black strap-on dildo that rose from it. Shannon held the thick shaft in one hand as she approached, that wicked smile shining on her face once more, and I moaned as my pussy spasmed against Tony's mouth. Shannon stepped forward, and her free hand took hold of Tony's hair again as she pulled him away from me. He grimaced, deprived once again of my body, and I groaned in disappointment myself, even though I knew the greater pleasure that was coming my way. Shannon handled Tony roughly, using her grip on his hair to move him across the living room floor so that he sat on hands and knees parallel to the couch I lay on. Shannon raised one foot and placed it on my husband's back, slowly stroking her cock as she towered above him. And I watched. It was one of those images, to which I had been exposed more and more lately, that I knew I would never forget. A visual representation of the power dynamic that existed between us. My husband cowering on the floor while my boss stood above him, preparing to fuck me. And I wanted nothing more than to let it happen.

Shannon stepped over Tony. I watched as she bent her knees and took a seat on his shoulders. I saw my husband raise his head slightly as her weight settled on top of him, and I wondered with a delicious shudder if he could feel the wetness of her excitement against his bare skin. Shannon's black cock rose up from between her thighs, the toy jutting obscenely into the air in exactly the way my husband's would have if I had allowed it. But instead, it was locked away a little steel prison to which I held the only key. My husband was effectively neutered. And it was my boss's cock that I longed to feel inside me.

"Get over here," Sharon said, her sly smile mitigating her harsh words. I felt unsteady as I rose to my feet, stumbling forward at her command. Shannon still held the base of her cock in one hand, and I felt Tony shift on his hands and knees as I went to the two of them, climbing on top of him. Our combined weight pressed down on my husband's back as I struggled in Shannon's lap, and I didn't care. I wanted him to feel it, to feel everything. Shannon held her cock upright, and I moaned loudly as the thick head pressed against the wet lips of my pussy as I rubbed myself against it. Shannon's free arm curled around my waist, pulling me closer to her. Her lips were on my breasts again, showering my skin with kisses. I felt her mouth pressing the small key to Tony's chastity against my skin, and I all but howled in wild desire. Parting my knees on Tony's back, I lowered myself down onto Shannon's strap on, moaning loudly at every stiff inch that sank deeper into my hungry pussy. Shannon cooed encouragingly as she kissed my neck, my shoulders, my breasts, and I tilted her face up towards mine so that I could kiss her deeply as I began to ride her cock. Underneath us, Tony trembled, as much with his unrelieved lust as with the effort of supporting our rocking bodies. But I made no attempt to make things easier for him. My movements grew more and more rapid, more and more erratic, and my cries of ecstasy filled the living room as I bounced up and down on Shannon's cock. I wondered if he could feel the wetness of my juices as they streamed down over the rigid shaft of Shannon's cock. I hoped so. But as pleasure swelled inside me, I soon lost the capacity for rational thought. All that mattered was my body, and the shower of sparks exploding inside my brain as I came.


15. Dress Code

 

“Oh my God! Oh, Shannon! Oh my God, fuck me!”

It's a scene that's easy to imagine. One, I would guess, that plays out around the world thousands of times a day, and has been playing out ever since men and women began to work together. But how many times had it happened exactly like this? I had never seen myself as that sort of girl. I don't mean cheating on my husband; as far as I was concerned, this wasn't really cheating. I mean the old cliché of a woman sleeping her way to the top. But I wasn't having sex with my boss to advance my career. I was doing it because it was just so much fucking fun.

I lay sprawled on my stomach across Shannon's desk. My skirt was hiked up around my hips. My feet were spread wide, and my high heels slid over the carpet as I tried to keep my balance while my body rocked and trembled. They were truly ridiculous shoes that I was wearing, black patent leather ankle boots with a six-inch heel that made me look like a streetwalker, more appropriate for a brothel than a boardroom. But at that moment, I didn't care. If you look like a slut and act like a slut, it might be time to admit to yourself that you are, in fact, a slut. And when being slutty felt this good, why would I want to be anything else?

"You like that, huh?" Shannon stood behind me, at one end of the desk I lay across. Her hips pumped back and forth as she drove a strap-on dildo in and out of my streaming pussy with the remorseless intensity of a machine. Every thrust made me gasp and moan in new delight, waves of pleasure spreading out from between my parted legs to engulf me completely. Shannon held my hips as she fucked me from behind, and I cried out at a sudden sting of pain as she smacked my bare ass with her hand.

"Yes, Shannon! God, I love it! Oh fuck, I think I'm gonna cum!" The last words came out in a high wail as I felt my pussy contract. Following its lead, my whole body seemed to tighten, and I arched my back as I clung on to the sides of Shannon's desk for support. I felt like a boat in a raging ocean, far from shore and at the mercy of powerful waves. It was exhilarating. And the sheer naughtiness of what we were doing only enhanced the deliciousness of the scene. My boss had kept me behind after work, waiting for all of my colleagues to go home. I had known why at once. And the anticipation had fueled my lust as Shannon bent me over her desk.

"Cum for me," Shannon hissed. I had noticed her increasing aggression lately, and I welcomed it. I still felt faint trace of embarrassment at how much pleasure I got from being treated like a slut by her, but the truth is the truth. I loved it. And as Shannon moved one hand from my hip to seize a handful of my hair, pulling slowly back so that I had to raise my head from her desk as I howled in pleasure, my orgasm took over. Shannon growled happily as my pussy spasmed around her fake cock, my spurting juices coating the silicon shaft as she continued to pound me from behind.

“Who’s the boss?” She hardly had to ask. But she did anyway. And short of breath as I was, my voice hoarse with pleasure, I wasted no time in giving Shannon the answer she wanted.

"You are, Shannon," I moaned as pleasure continued to bubble inside me. "You're the boss. Shannon, you're the best. You fuck me so good. God, I love your cock inside me." Shannon laughed out loud. In the open front of my dress shirt, the silver key to my husband's chastity swayed in time with my boss's thrusts, bouncing off my swaying breasts in the push-up bra I wore. Shannon slowed her strokes, allowing the last burst of brilliance from a powerful orgasm to slowly fade inside me while still keeping me in a state of desperate arousal. She released her grip on my hair, and I lowered my head to the desk again, almost sobbing with the pleasure that rolled through me. I was hers, well and truly. I couldn't resist her any more than Tony could resist me. In both cases, it was the control we had over the sexual release of the other. Tony couldn't cum without me, his cock safely locked away in a steel chastity device to which I had the only key. And although I could most definitely experience sexual pleasure without Shannon, why would I want to do that? There was an element of theater to everything we did together, but that didn't change the truth. My boss fucked me like no one ever had. I wasn't about to give that up for anything.

The scene was easy to imagine. But my poor frustrated husband didn't have to rely on his imagination. As I slowly tried to gather my breath again, taking what rest I could while Shannon continued to fuck me slowly from behind, I raised my head again. My devious boss had set up her laptop at the end of the desk that I faced. The screen showed Tony, his eyes blinking rapidly as he watched. Like I said, I don't cheat on my husband. No matter how much I love playing with Shannon, I  hadn't done anything with her without Tony being involved in some capacity. The fact that he was already at home didn't hinder us in the slightest. And Shannon loved to play along. Nothing turned her on like making me cum while my husband helplessly watched. As I smiled at the screen, staring at Tony's face, my pussy spasmed again at the look in his eyes.

"Did you hear that, bitch?" I let out a throaty laugh as Shannon spoke from behind me, addressing my watching husband now. "Your wife loves being the office slut. Don't you?" I shrieked, more in surprise than real pain, as Shannon spanked my ass again. But my eyes were on my husband's as I smiled and answered.

“Yes, Shannon,” I cooed. “I love it.”

"See?" I didn't need to turn around to hear the triumph in Shannon's voice. On the screen in front of me, Tony's eyes moved up and down, and I guessed that he was looking from me to Shannon and back again. I didn't have to imagine what we looked like from his end, either; a small inset in one corner of the screen showed me what my husband could see. My flushed face, up close and personal, smiling giddily with the orgasm that still glowed inside me while the key to his cock hung from around my neck. And behind me, my boss, her strap on dildo still buried in my married pussy. Such delicious torment.

"I told you what I was going to do, didn't I?" That was Shannon again. There was a sneer in her voice as she spoke to Tony that made my body tremble. Don't get me wrong; I love my husband. Outside of the context of what we were doing, I would never have let anybody talk to Tony that way. And nor would he. In spite of the way my boss and I treated him, my husband was no pushover. Except when it came to sex. Then, he was putty in my hands. As long as I held the key to his chastity, he would say and do whatever he was told in the hope of someday earning his release.

"Yes, Shannon." Tony's voice sounded tinny through the laptop's speakers. It seemed to cost him a great effort to speak, his chest swelling with the difficulty of forcing the words out. And I laughed as I watched, Shannon's hands on my hips again as her cock forced its way deeper inside me, making me moan in new pleasure as I surrendered my body to her. Shannon was right. She had told my husband that this was going to happen.

 

Saturday at the mall. What could be more mundane than that? Only that wasn't how I felt at all. Not this time. As we made our way through the cavernous building, passing one brightly lit store after another and winding through shifting crowds, I could feel the excitement bubbling in the pit of my stomach. The same excitement I felt whenever I was around Shannon, or around Tony, for that matter. The excitement I felt particularly keenly when I was with both of them. Ever since Valentine's Day and Tony's gift of the key to his chastity device, most of my days had been exciting. Everything was new again. And once Shannon had got involved, the excitement reached a new level. I never really knew what she was going to do next. I had impressed myself with an erotic imagination I hadn't known I possessed, but it was nothing compared to Shannon's. Never quite knowing what was about to happen made almost every moment of my life unbelievably thrilling.

Besides, I've always liked shopping. And my husband had never been a fan. But Tony no longer had a choice. Shannon had stayed over at our house on Friday night, putting both Tony and me through our paces. When she and I were finally worn out from multiple orgasms, we retired to the bed that Tony and I had picked out together. I slept naked beside my boss in my marital bed while my husband retreated to the spare room. Once again, he had not been allowed to cum. He had not been allowed to join in, besides what Shannon called ‘fluffing' - using his mouth and his fingers to get me ready for her to fuck. He barely touched Shannon. I could easily imagine that he had spent a sleepless night in his enforced chastity, but my submissive husband knew better than to complain. And when Shannon had suggested this daytime shopping trip, he had kept his mouth shut. If he questioned why his presence was required, he said nothing. Tony had quickly learned not to argue with me or with my boss.

"Let's go in here." Shannon turned and headed for the gaping door of a department store. I turned my head to watch her go. She wore a black shirt, dark material making her blonde curls look all the brighter as they tumbled freely over her back. Her blue jeans clung to her hips, the denim fabric giving her round ass a lift it hardly needed. A lift that was further enhanced by the high heels on the boots she wore. Black leather clung tightly to her legs, rising above her knees to grip her thighs jealously. I had been incredulous when she suggested a day of walking around the mall in those boots. When she'd worn them to our place after work, it made sense. They were boots better suited for fucking than for shopping. But Shannon walked as though she was born in high heels as she clicked her way across the polished floor of the mall toward the store.

Abruptly, I shook my head to physically dispel the fog that seemed to have descended on me. I had been staring at my boss's ass. As strange as it may seem after all that had happened between Shannon and me, I still considered myself straight. After all, everything I did with her involved Tony in one way or another. At its heart, no matter how mean we were to him, no matter how badly it might seem we were treating my husband, this was all about him. And me. Without him, I never would have done any of this. Still, I was learning something that on reflection should've been obvious. You can't have someone make you cum over and over, continually giving you multiple and powerful orgasms, and not expect to start being drawn to that person in a fundamental and physical way. It was impossible for me to so much as look at Shannon without thinking about sex. Impossible not to remember all the many ways she had given me pleasure. Did that mean I was attracted to her? If not, it was close enough to sexual attraction that I couldn't tell the difference. And I wasn't overly interested in putting labels on whatever this was. Above anything else, it was ours, something that Tony and Shannon and I all shared, that gave us all immense joy and made even the most simple acts into a kind of raw sexual theater.

Smiling, I reached out to Tony and placed my hand in his. He smiled back at me. Dark rings under his eyes were a testament to the sleepless night he had spent in the guestroom. But I knew there was nowhere else he would rather be. I wondered with a quick thrill of excitement whether he had seen me staring at Shannon's body, and what he had thought about it if he had. But of course, my husband had seen far worse. Or far better. Just the previous night, he had watched my boss fuck me over and over,  making me howl with pleasure and scream her name while he kneeled in front of us. I felt my pussy moisten at the naughty thought as I led Tony towards the department store Shannon had entered.

Shannon was easy to find. In her tall boots, she towered over the racks of clothes. Her unruly blond curls glowed under the store's halogen lights, making it possible to pick her out from a distance as I made my way towards her with Tony stumbling along slightly behind me, his hand still in mine. As we drew closer, I could see the fine lines in Shannon's brow as she frowned down at the selection of clothes on the racks

"What about this?" Pale purple fabric shimmered in the yellow light as Shannon lifted a garment from the rack. I felt my own brow creasing as I studied it. A satin pencil skirt, cute enough in its way, but unlike anything in my current work wardrobe.

“Isn’t it a bit –”

"No, I don't think so," Shannon cut me off. She raised her eyes to mine, and the fine lines in her forehead disappeared, replaced by dimples that deepened on either side of her wicked smile as she grinned at me. "I've been thinking. I could use a little eye candy at the office. You have a great body. May as well show it off a little." In spite of myself, I blushed. Tony, I knew, felt the way my hand tightened slightly around his at Shannon's words. I was a grown woman, but even the most offhand compliment from Shannon had a powerful effect on me. Maybe because the woman was so sexy herself. And the thought of what she suggested sent some new sensation fluttering through me. I had never thought of myself as eye candy for anyone, not even my husband. Shannon and I worked together in a large office, and I had to consider what my coworkers would think. But as I stood there in the store holding my husband's hand with my boss smiling at me, I had to admit that the idea was exciting. Shannon had a way of looking at me, simply looking at me, that made my knees feel weak. It was those burning eyes of her, that seductive smile. No one had looked at me that way since before Tony and I were married. Or possibly they had, and I hadn't noticed. Once I had married Tony, I had had no intention of ever being with anyone else. I had thought that that part of my life was over, forever. It was only recently that I had come to realize that far from being the end of the road, marriage could be the start of a whole new adventure. It certainly was for us.

"Come on." Shannon knew better than to wait for me to decide for myself. Still holding the skirt in one hand, she reached out and took my free hand in hers. She pulled me toward her, and I smiled faintly at Tony as Shannon pulled me away from him. My hand slid out of his, and he watched as I followed my boss toward the changing room. No one else batted an eye. Beside Tony, nobody knew what was going on between the three of us. Anyone watching would no doubt have guessed that I was with Tony, and have taken Shannon for just a friend. The bored- looking attendant over by the change rooms didn't say a word as Shannon and I entered one of the small cubicles together. People accept an intimacy between women that would certainly raise eyebrows if men were to display it. If only they knew, I thought to myself with another sly smile as Shannon locked the door behind us.

"Try it on," she said as she pressed the skirt, still on a hanger, into my hands. I turned and hung it on a hook that projected from the cubicle wall. Under Shannon's watchful eye, I unfastened my pants and pulled them down. Taking off my shoes, I undressed. Shannon leaned back against the locked door, her arms folded underneath her breasts as she watched with an approving glance. Lifting the skirt from its hanger, I couldn't help but admire the silky smoothness of the fabric as I stepped into it and began to work it over my legs.

“It’s too tight.”

"It's perfect. Nice and slutty, just the way I like." I gasped, and Shannon's eyes sparkled as she watched me. I felt again the way Tony must feel when I dominated him. The dizzying rush of having your will overruled by that of someone else. It was intoxicating. It was addictive. Squeezing my legs together, I pulled slowly on the skirt, wiggling my hips as I slid slowly into it. The skirt fit, just about. As I fastened the zipper behind me, I felt the satin straining around my hips and thighs. The hem sat just above my knees, perfectly modest if not for the extreme tightness of the clothing. Smoothing the skirt over my thighs, I glanced at myself in the mirror.

"I can't wear this to work. I look like –"

"A sexy secretary? That's right. That's exactly what I want you to look like. I think from now on, you need to dress to please your boss a little more." Shannon smiled as she spoke, and I couldn't keep the smile off my own face. As ridiculous as her suggestion was, there was that not insignificant part of me that wanted nothing more than to go along with it. It was all in the expression on her face, the way she looked at me. The naked hunger in her gaze. It made me feel wanted and desired like nothing else. I turned to the mirror again as though it could hide my blushes instead of amplifying them and shifted my weight from one foot to the other, watching the way the skirt clung to me.

“I can barely walk in this thing,” I tried.

"You'll learn," Shannon said dismissively. Her eyes traveled up and down my body, and she tapped a forefinger against her chin as she considered something. "You're half right though," she said. "It's too tight to wear those panties underneath it. Take them off."

I grinned at Shannon, and she grinned at me. Pulling the zipper of the skirt down again gave me just enough slack in the material to reach inside and push my panties down my legs. With difficulty, I stepped out of the warm fabric of my underwear. Shannon’s boots creaked as she stooped to the floor and snatched up my underwear, stuffing it into her purse. “That’s better,” she said. “Turn around.” I did as I was told. I turned my back on Shannon, and she tugged the zipper of the skirt closed again. I had to admit, she wasn’t wrong. The silkiness of the fabric against my skin was doing something to me. And the way Shannon had simply taken control did the rest. I was in bare feet, and in her boots she towered above me, grinning down at me possessively while I posed and preened for her amusement.

"You look beautiful," Shannon said, and one hand reached out to rest on my hip as she spoke. "We're buying this. I want you to wear it out of the store."

"Okay," I breathed. Shannon grinned and tore the tag from the skirt.

"You're going to need some new shoes to go with that, though," Shannon said as I stepped back into the shoes I had worn to the mall. "Luckily I know just the place." She draped my discarded pants over one arm and stepped out of the changing room. I had no choice but to scurry after her. Just as I had expected, the tight skirt made every step a struggle. But it also made the satin slide over my thighs, and with no panties getting in the way, I could feel a faint but growing moisture gathering between my legs.

When Tony saw me emerge, his jaw dropped. I smiled as I made my way toward him, my hips swaying from side to side as I stepped carefully.

"What do you think?" I did a little twirl on the spot for him, savoring the way his eyes traveled over my body just as Shannon's had done. But the way they looked could not be more different. Where Shannon's gaze was possessive, my husband's was merely longing. As though he were looking at something he could hardly hope to attain, while Shannon had a way of looking at me as though she owned me. My heart contracted with pity for my long-suffering husband. And as I thought of his cock, locked up in the steel chastity device that only I held the key to, the moisture between my legs grew predictably.

"You look amazing," Tony said, and his lips trembled as he cast his darting eyes around the store. There was nobody near us. Not close enough to hear, at any rate. Just me, Tony and Shannon, in a darkly radiant world of our own. "Goddess," Tony added in a voice that was little more than a whisper, and Shannon smirked in delight.

“I’ve decided that I want your wife to be my eye candy at work,” Shannon loftily pronounced. “Don’t you think she’ll make a good office slut?”

"Yes." I shrieked with outraged laughter as Tony croaked his response. It seemed almost as though it had slipped from him unintentionally, as though he had accidentally offered the truth without thinking. His eyes burned as he looked from Shannon to me and back again to her, as though he longing to take back what he had said. But it was too late for that. I had heard, and so had Shannon, and none of us were going to forget that fact.

"So do I," Shannon beamed. "But you know what they say. Shoes make the slut. So that's where we're headed next." Turning imperiously on her heel, Shannon strode toward the cash desk, still holding the tag from my skirt. The cashier smiled as she scanned the barcode, and Shannon stuffed the pants I had been wearing into the bag the cashier provided. I turned to my husband again.

"Having fun?" I reached out for his hand and squeezed it in mine. Tony almost jumped, as though he were returning to himself from some land of thought far away from the store that we were in. His eyes studied my face, but they couldn't stay there for long. Like stones in the grip of gravity, his gaze skipped over my body, dropping again to the tight skirt the clearly show the outline of my thighs and hips as I stood in front of him.

“You look so hot,” he panted. I giggled again.

“Thank you,” I smiled. “Shannon has good taste. I don’t know how I’m supposed to work wearing this, but it’s what she wants. I can’t say no to my boss, can I?”

"No, goddess." No matter how many times Tony said it, it never failed to make a shiver of arousal race through my body to hear it. And as self-conscious as I felt in my revealing skirt, I felt my confidence growing as I held my husband's hand.

"Okay then," I said, tugging gently on his hand to pull him toward me. "Looks like she's already paid. Let's go." Once again, Tony followed along behind me as I pulled him toward Shannon. She turned without a word and led us out of the department store, back into the murmuring hallways of the mall. I felt people's eyes on me as I passed by in a skirt that, no matter what Shannon said, I felt was at least a size too small. And she was right; it hardly went with the comfortable shoes I was wearing. As always, Shannon had a fix for that. She stopped at the window of a store, the brightly-lit display revealing shoes of all kinds. Well, not quite all kinds. I'd been to the mall many times before, but had never visited the store. The shoes they sold here were for women like Shannon, who valued sexiness over all else. And I followed the direction of her eyes as she smiled at one particular pair in the back of the window. A pair of black leather ankle boots with wicked spike heels and silver buckles that shone in the light. I gulped as Shannon turned her megawatt smile on both of us.

"What do you think?" Shannon asked. Her eyes moved from me to Tony and back again as she spoke, involving us both in her question.

"I'm not going to be able to walk in those," I said feebly. But inside my chest, my heart was thumping. My mind was on fire with the idea that Shannon had presented. The skirt I was already wearing, and now these provocative patent leather ankle boots; Shannon was right. I would look like nothing other than the resident office slut. And the idea excited me.

Shannon leaned closer to Tony. In her heels, she was his height, or perhaps even a little taller. Placing one hand on the back of his neck, she pulled him closer, so close that her lips almost brushed his hair as she spoke to him. But her voice was loud enough for me to hear too.

"You see those shoes?" she asked. Tony nodded, his tongue appearing as he licked his dry lips and stared at the shoes Shannon pointed out. “I’m going to fuck your wife in those shoes,” she said.




16. Sex And Shopping

 

How many times had I been to that mall? I couldn't even say. It was the nearest shopping center to our house, and I found myself regularly visiting for one thing or another. The place was so familiar to me, almost as familiar as the office I worked at. Almost as familiar as the home I shared with my husband. But I never thought, in all the countless hours I had spent wandering the gleaming passageways of that shopping center, that it would be the place where I first learned to eat pussy.

Shannon led us inside the shoe store. She moved with purpose, completely in control. And I was more than willing to go along with it. Honestly, it was a joy to give up control for a little while. Not completely, mind you. In my dealings with Tony, I had developed a taste for power that hadn't gone anywhere. I love controlling my husband. I never failed to get a kick out of it. Every time I felt the key to his chastity device moving over my skin, I felt another little thrill of complete power. But it was interesting to see it from the other side. It fascinated me to experience at least a little of what Tony got out of all this. Honestly, I think it made me a better dominatrix. Not that I'm trying to make it sound like some kind of educational school project. It was fun. It was the most fun I had had in a long time, and lately, I'm a girl who has more than her share of fun. But Shannon has something about her. Call it confidence. Call it poise. Call it what you want, but whatever it was, it made following her lead seem like the most natural thing in the world. It made people want to do what she said. It wasn't just me. I could see that Tony was as much in the grip of Shannon's natural dominance as I was. And while I knew the key I wore around my neck had a lot to do with that, I also knew it wasn't the whole story. Sometimes, I wondered what would have happened without the chastity device that Tony wore. What if I had just decided to dominate him, without any of the leverage the device gave me? He would have gone along with it. I was certain of that. Submitting to the women he desired was part of Tony's nature. It would have come about one way or another. But having his cock under lock and key made everything so much easier.

Shannon walked into the shoe shop as though she owned the place. In her tall boots, she cut a striking figure, her blonde curls cascading over her shoulders and her wicked smile lighting up any room she entered. She turned heads wherever she went. And I was glad, as I hurried along behind her, the tight skirt I wore forcing me to take two steps to every one of hers. I could feel people looking at me, too. Some in disapproval, some in outright lust. I didn't have Shannon's unshakable self-confidence. But under the eyes of strangers, I couldn't help but feel something happening to me. The truth is, it was turning me on. It was turning me on to be displayed like this, shown off for Shannon's amusement. It turned me on especially to know that my husband was right beside me, hardly able to keep his eyes off my ass as he followed me and I followed Shannon. Tony was always turned on lately, but this public display was something else. The poor man was in a state of abject desire, one which he knew was not going to be relieved anytime soon. That key around my neck felt heavier than a collapsing star as I followed Shannon into the store.

“Can I help you?” I hadn’t expected the store clerk to be male. The store wasn’t familiar to me; I must have passed it a thousand times as I went elsewhere in the mall without ever stepping inside. After all, the shoes they sold weren’t really my style. But Shannon had her own ideas about what my style was going to be going forward. She had her own tastes and preferences. And I was happy to let my boss decide for me. Even if it did make me a little nervous to know what she had in mind.

"Those ankle boots in the window," Shannon said. She turned to me, and I all but trembled under her imperious gaze. "What shoe are size you?"

“Eight,” I said.

"Do you have them in size eight?" Shannon asked. I watched the store clerk's eyes travel over Shannon's body as she spoke. The heels of her thigh-high boots made her as tall as most men. But the tightly clinging fabric of her jeans flaunted the feminine curves of her body. Shannon had always been sexy. But seeing this new side to her, this dominant side to her, made my boss unbelievably desirable to me. From the way this man was looking at her, I could see I wasn't the only one.

I would have guessed him to be in his 30s. He still had a full head of thick dark hair, sprouting from his scalp bushily despite the efforts of the barber's clippers. His watery blue eyes moved from Shannon to me, and I saw them once again do their little dance as he looked at me. His gaze felt almost like ghostly hands on my body, caressing my breasts, my stomach, my hips in the tight satin skirt Shannon had chosen. I felt color rising to my cheeks as I stood before him. Did he detect anything unusual about the three of us that had just entered his store? I know that guys look at women, and the way I was dressed actively encouraged it. But my husband was right beside me. This guy couldn't know the position Tony was in. My sexual excitement grew as I considered the idea that the guy just couldn't help himself.

"I'll have to go check in the back," the man said as he turned his eyes to Shannon again. She nodded, and the man turned, making his way toward a door at the back of the store. The store was small, and he seemed to be the only person working there. I wondered if he owned the place. It seemed a strange line of work for man to go into. Unless he really liked women's shoes. I could blame it on Shannon, or on the tightness of the skirt clinging to my hips and thighs, or the fact that my panties were bunched up in Shannon's purse. But I could feel the moisture of my bare pussy dampening between my thighs. Shannon had the ability to make even the most mundane scenario seem loaded with sexual implications. Of course, the key around my neck had plenty to do with that, too.

Shannon took a seat on a padded bench beside us. She lowered her beautiful body down onto the cushion, and the leather of her tall boots shone under the store's lights. Carefully, I took a seat beside her. The tightness of the pencil skirt I wore made even something as basic as sitting difficult. As I sat beside Shannon, the spreading of my hips made it feel as though I would burst out of the satin garment. But to my relief, the stitches held. Still, I couldn't hope to cross my legs the way Shannon did. Instead, I sat with my knees together, achingly conscious of the fact that I was naked underneath the skirt.

Shannon's eyes sparkled as she smiled at me. I knew that look. My sexy, devious boss was dreaming up something new. Something exciting. Something kinky. And I hoped that the wetness of my pussy wouldn't start to show through the fabric of my skirt as I sat.

"What do you think?"

“About what?” Shannon’s question had caught me by surprise.

“About him.” Shannon’s golden curls bounced as she inclined her head toward the door the store clerk disappeared into.

"What about him?"

"You think he wants to fuck us?" My eyes were on Shannon as she spoke, but I heard the catch in Tony's breath as he stood beside me.

“What? I – I don’t know,” I spluttered. Shannon’s wicked smile only grew deeper as she grinned at my discomfort.

“Of course he does,” she smiled. “You look so fucking sexy in that skirt. You must have noticed the way guys are looking at you.”

I said nothing. Shannon was right, of course. I would have to be blind not to notice. Besides, in the state of arousal I was in, I was attuned to every slight indication of male interest. But I didn't have Shannon's enviable confidence. I wasn't used to thinking of myself in those terms. Sure, I knew how badly Tony wanted me. I had the key to his chastity around my neck to prove that. But other men didn't interest me. Or at least, they hadn't. My husband and all his kinks had always been more than enough for me. Until Shannon came along.

"He's probably trying to hide his hard-on right now," Shannon giggled. A burst of laughter escaped my lips at her words. Maybe she was right. He'd certainly taken more than a peek at the two of us. And Shannon could say what she liked about the way I looked, but she wasn't exactly letting the side down herself. I knew that if Tony's cock had been free, it would have been rock hard for the two of us. But the thought that we had the same effect on a perfect stranger added its own excitement to the scene we were in.

"Let's give him something to remember," Shannon said. She seemed animated by some deep excitement, practically bouncing in her seat as she smiled at me. My brow furrowed in confusion. But before I could ask her what exactly she had in mind, the door to the storeroom opened, and the sales clerk emerged again. He walked towards us, a box tucked under his arm. My cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red as I caught myself snatching a glance at the front of his pants. Was there something there? Was Shannon right?

"Looks like we have them," the man smiled. "Would you like to try them on?"

"She would." Shannon indicated me with a nod of her head. The man nodded too and stepped toward me. "Go on," Shannon said encouragingly. "Take your shoes off." I bent forward. Immediately it became clear to me that doing what Shannon asked was not an option. The skirt I wore was too tight to allow me to raise one leg at a time, the satin binding my legs together almost to the knee. The key to Tony's chastity dangled from my neck as I leaned forward, grunting with effort. But I couldn't reach my shoes no matter how I tried.

"Here, allow me." The store clerk dropped to one knee in a single fluid motion. Setting aside the box he held, he reached for my feet. I cast a glance in Shannon's direction to see her grinning meaningfully at me. Between my legs, my pussy streamed with moisture. The situation couldn't help but remind me of all the times Tony had kneeled at my feet, and all the times he would do so again. I knew that Shannon and my husband were thinking the same thing as the store clerk gently slid my shoes off my feet.

Setting aside my own shoes, the store clerk reached into the box beside him. The black patent leather of the boots Shannon had chosen was polished to a high gloss, the entire store reflected in the rounded toe and vicious spike heel. Loosening the laces with a practiced hand, the store clerk opened up one of the ankle boots and leaned toward my foot. I could feel myself at the center of a burning circle of attention, everyone's eyes on me. The store clerk, Shannon, and my husband, all watching as I sat in my slutty skirt with a man kneeling before me. Every movement I made caused the tight fabric to ride a little higher, the smooth satin sliding easily over my skin. Moment by moment, my skirt was bunching up around my hips. And all that protected my uncovered sex from a stranger's eyes was the darkness under my skirt. I felt suddenly hot. The air in the store seemed to grow thin as the blood roared in my ears. And slowly, barely perceptibly, guided by the same wild impulse that had sent us to such heights of sexual fever, I parted my knees just a little. I felt my pussy spasm as the store clerk's eyes dropped to take a look up my skirt. My husband was right beside me. Everything about this was wrong. And that's what made it so desperately exciting.

"Not a bad fit," the store clerk said as he slid the ankle boot onto my raised foot. Tugging at the laces, he tightened the shoe until it sat correctly. The shoes simply screamed sex. As provocative as they had looked in the window, they were even more so now. Shannon had to be crazy to think that I would show up to work looking like this, I thought to myself. And yet in the same breath, I knew that I would do it. I would feel endlessly embarrassed, completely self-conscious, totally uncomfortable at every moment of the day. But I would do it. Because being looked at the way my husband looked at me, the way the store clerk was looking at me, the way Shannon looked at me was addictive. Another thrilling twist on an already exciting lifestyle. The store clerk reached for the other boot, and I let my legs part a little more, the skirt riding a little higher up my thighs, and I knew that Tony was watching as the man took a more brazen look between my legs this time. I wondered how much he could see. Did he know that I wore no panties under my scandalous skirt? A faint smile showed on his face as he fastened the other shoe around my ankle. A dead man would have been able to feel the sexual tension in the small store. He might not know exactly what was going on between the three of us, but he couldn't be unaware that something was happening.

"Oh, I like those." Shannon's voice seemed to break the spell of the moment temporarily. The store clerk looked up at her as though he had forgotten she was even there. As though in his mind, there was only him and me. I raised my own head to see Shannon staring across the store at a pair of boots on the far wall. She leaned forward as she turned her head to look past me and over the head of the kneeling clerk. Shannon was smiling at my husband.

"Go fetch them for me, Tony?" Hearing my boss order my husband around never failed to turn me on. While Tony hesitated, no doubt warring internally with his pride pitted against his desire to obey, I looked directly into the eyes of the smiling clerk as I spoke.

“Do it,” I said. And without a word, Tony stepped forward. Shannon’s eyes followed my husband across the small store as he did her bidding. But I kept mine on the man in front of me. The store clerk was taking his time lacing up the other shoe. He was grinning at me, and I smiled back at him. My knees were splayed far apart now, and I was sure that he could see directly up my skirt. His hand rested on top of my foot, almost caressing the glossy letter of the shoe he had put on me. There was no more doubt in my mind, if there ever had been. The guy wanted me badly. And he didn’t care who knew it.

There was no way that Tony could fail to see what was going on as he took down the boots Shannon had pointed out and brought them to her. Finally breaking eye contact with the kneeling clerk, I turned my smile instead on my open mouthed husband. He stumbled across the store like a blind man, his eyes locked on me. His wife, showing off her naked pussy to a perfect stranger. The moment was too exciting for words.

"Take these off." Shannon wasn't asking anymore. She sat back on the bench beside me, and Tony crouched on the floor in front of her. I saw his hands trembling as he reached for the long zipper of the boots Shannon wore and slowly drew it down. Shannon and I sat like queens on a single throne while the men kneeled at our feet. It felt amazing. It felt right. While my husband clumsily but carefully drew Shannon's boots off and slid new ones onto her feet, the store clerk stayed kneeling in front of me. My new shoes were fastened tightly now, but he seemed reluctant to leave his position. And I was happy to let him look. My husband serving another woman, and a man I didn't know serving me. It felt fantastic.

When Tony had the new boots on Shannon's feet, she stood. I felt the dull thud of her heels through the floor as she took a couple of steps. Tony stayed on his knees. So did the store clerk. Smiling, Shannon turned to me and extended a hand in my direction.

"Stand up," Shannon smiled as I took her hand. "Let's take a look at you." My boss pulled me to my feet, the store clerk shuffling aside on his knees as I rose. The spike heels of the ankle boots were tall and slender, and I tried to keep my feet from wobbling as I took my first tentative steps. Combined with the tightness of the skirt Shannon had bought for me, walking became a challenging task. I felt almost as though the clothes she had put me in were shackling me, hindering my movements and forcing me to walk slowly and carefully. But I liked the feeling. I felt everyone's eyes on me as I walked across the store, placing my feet carefully. The satin skirt clung deliciously to my ass, straining with every step I took in the impossible heels. My outfit wasn't comfortable, not in the least. But I knew that it was sexy. And that was all Shannon wanted.

"Oh my God, you look amazing," Shannon smiled. "Doesn't she look stunning, boys?" A murmur of agreement rose from both the store clerk and my husband. They were both watching my every step, their eyes shining. But while the clerk's face had an almost predatory smile on it, my husband's face was frozen in a mask of frustrated desire that was becoming intimately familiar to me. They both wanted me badly. That much was clear. And as I continued walking back and forth across the store, my hips swaying in an exaggerated motion with every step, I saw the wild gleam in Shannon's eyes too.

"That's how an office slut should look," Shannon smirked. "I don't know how much work anyone's going to get done with you looking like that. But it's worth it. Fuck, this is hot." Her words made me shiver. It never failed to fuel my own excitement to know that Shannon was turned on. She was always so sexy and so in control. Anytime her desires seemed to be getting the better of her couldn't help but excite me. And the outfit I wore under the scrutiny of two kneeling men all combined to turn my body into a furnace of lust. I strutted back and forth, basking in all the attention. And yet all I wanted was to get off. It didn't matter how; it only mattered when. I needed it, right now. And I knew that I could get what I wanted. A simple twist of the key around my neck in the lock of Tony's device would free him, and he would fall on me like an animal. I knew that. But that wasn't how the scene played out. That wasn't what Shannon wanted. She was the architect of the entire situation, and she had her own ideas of what would happen next.

“What’s your name?” Tearing her attention away from me, Shannon stared down at the store clerk.

“Alan,” he answered.

“Are you here alone, Alan?”

“Yes.”

“Want to see something cool, Alan?”

“Yes!” Alan’s voice was tight with desire as he smiled up at Shannon. The guy couldn’t believe his luck. For that matter, nor could I.

"I think you should close the store now," Shannon purred. "Time for your lunch break." Alan eagerly nodded. Rising to his feet, he crossed quickly to the door of the store. A metal shutter groaned slowly downwards as he twisted a key on the wall. Once the store was closed, Alan put the key in his pocket and walked back towards us.

“Let’s go,” Shannon said. All three of us followed behind her as she made her way toward the door of the storeroom. Inside, wooden shelves contained boxes upon boxes of shoes. The faint smell of leather filled the air as I followed my boss deeper into the room. Tony followed too, with Alan bringing up the rear. The store clerk closed the door of the storeroom behind us, hiding the four of us from view. Shannon turned to face us all and smiled.

“I bet you both wish you had a sexy secretary like this, don’t you?” Shannon grinned.

“God, yes,” Alan nodded. His eyes roamed freely up and down my body now, fueling my desire as he stared at me with open lust. Tony said nothing. But the same expression of deep desire showed on his face as he looked at me.

"Dressing her up has gotten me all hot and bothered," Shannon went on. "Unfortunately, I didn't bring my strap-on to the mall with me today. Otherwise, I'd be pounding this little slut's tight pussy right now. But that's okay. There are other ways for an office slut to please her boss. Time for some training."

Shannon's words seemed to weave a spell over me. I said nothing as she discussed me with the store clerk as though I were her property. I didn't care. I only wanted to touch her, to feel her skin against mine, to be allowed the rush of orgasm I so desperately craved. Shannon turned to me, and I smelled the faint floral scent of her perfume as she lifted my T-shirt above my head. I heard the sharp intake of breath as the store clerk watched, unable to believe what he was saying. But for Tony, for Shannon and for me, this kind of thing was becoming ordinary. Not that that did anything to make it less exciting.

Shedding my shirt, I stood in front of my audience in only my bra, plus the tight pencil skirt and ankle boots. Shannon's eyes danced over my body, and I felt my skin prickle wherever they alighted. Drawing me towards her, she kissed me passionately on the lips, and I moaned with undisguised desire while the store clerk laughed approvingly at the show we were putting on. Shannon's hands drifted downward, sliding easily over the satin skirt that hugged my hips. I pressed myself against her, tasting her tongue on mine, feeding hungrily on her warm mouth as my body exploded with lust. Our kiss broke, and Shannon reached up to place her hands on my shoulders.

Raising her head, she looked past me to address the store clerk again.

"She was straight when I met her," Shannon said. "Married to him." A quick nod of her head indicated Tony. "But my little slut isn't so straight any more, are you? Who fucks you better, me or your husband?"

“You, Shannon.” I didn’t even hesitate. Alan chortled with laughter, but I had eyes only for Shannon.

“Good girl,” Shannon purred. “But if you want me to keep fucking you, you need to learn how to please me like a good slut. I think it’s time you learned to eat pussy, don’t you?”

Both Alan and Tony gasped at Shannon's words. I was no less shocked myself. But no part of me wanted to resist my boss as she stood in front of me, so sexy and so powerful. The slight pressure of her hands on my shoulders pushed me down, and with great difficulty, my movements hampered by my tight skirt and high heels, I dropped to the floor in front of Shannon. Her blonde curls framed her pretty face as she smiled down at me, reaching for the front of her jeans and pulling them down. The scent of her arousal filled the small room, mingling with the smell of the shoe leather as she pushed both her jeans and her panties down around her thighs. Reaching for me, she ran her fingers through my hair, smoothing it back from my face before pulling my head toward her. And I shuffled forward on my knees, heedless of the men watching us. No; not heedless. Their rapt attention only made the moment more exciting, more arousing, more delightfully kinky. And while my pussy spasmed, rivers of moisture pouring down the inside of my thighs, I pressed my lips against Shannon's mound and tasted my boss's juices.

"Good girl," Shannon cooed, stroking my hair affectionately while I kissed and licked. "That's a good girl. That's what your boss likes. Such a sexy little pussylicker. My personal dyke slut, aren't you?"

"Yes, Shannon." My voice was muffled by Shannon's pussy against my lips. But my meaning was clear. As on fire with desire as I was, I wanted nothing more than to make Shannon cum. And so, watched by my husband and a complete stranger, that's precisely what I did.


17. A Slut Comes Home

 

I could feel my face burning as I drove home. The outfit Shannon had me wear never let me forget the position I was in, not for a minute. Even driving felt different wearing such a tight pencil skirt and sky-high heels. Shannon knew what she wanted. I wasn't even allowed to keep more sensible shoes at the office to change into after work. Shannon said she wanted me to get used to wearing this kind of provocative footwear, and the only way to do that was to wear it consistently. My legs ached from wearing the shoes all day, my calves cramping and my back sore. I spend most days at my desk, only getting up to take a lunch break or go to the bathroom. But even these small errands were difficult in the outfit Shannon made me wear. But Shannon made me wear it; that was the key. That was what made it all so exciting. It was thrilling to do as my boss told me, to let her dress me up like a doll for her viewing pleasure. And it's not as though it didn't have its rewards. Along with my feet and my legs and my back, the biggest ache in my body was the dull throb between my legs. Shannon had really given it to me with her strap on, bending me over her desk like the most clichéd boss screwing his secretary. Only with us, things were different. Not only was my boss a sexy and beautiful woman. But I was married. I was a married woman carrying out a lesbian affair with my dominant female boss, and my husband couldn't get enough of it. I could feel the dreamy smile that showed on my face as I drove home from work. Even the catalog of aches in my body only served to remind me of what was going on. This lifestyle had a way of transforming everything it touched. And at home, I knew, my husband waited. His cock locked away in a steel chastity device with the key hanging from a necklace around my neck. He had watched every moment of Shannon fucking me, unable to do anything else. His pleasure was mine to award or deny as I saw fit. Shannon could easily bend me to her will, especially since her will complemented mine. What my boss wanted was what I wanted. But at home, when it came to my husband and me, I was firmly in charge. So in charge that he was essentially my slave. A willing slave. The slave of a woman who loved him deeply, no matter how cruel I might sometimes seem. But a slave nonetheless. Tony's desire for me was the weapon I used to keep him obedient, just as Shannon did with me. The endless ramifications of our power exchange tugged at the edges of my consciousness all the way home.

I pulled the car into our garage and killed the engine. My high heels echoed on the floor as I stepped out and made my way towards the door. Tony was waiting inside. I felt as though I could feel his presence, as though his endless desire for me hovered over the house like a fog. I stepped into the house and closed the door behind me. Tony's rapid footsteps on the floor made me smile as he came to greet me.

“Hi,” he breathed.

"Hi there." I stepped towards him. His hands trembled as he held me by the hips, and I pushed my body against him, my breasts pressed against his chest as they swelled upward in the deep V of my dress shirt. Tony lowered his head to mine and kissed me, and I felt the hunger in his kiss, the deep desire that no words could do justice to. His whole body seemed to vibrate like a plucked string, oscillating with the music of his frantic lust. If his cock had been free, I had no doubt that I would have felt his erection pressing against me as I pressed my body against his. But my husband wasn't free. My husband hadn't been free since he handed me the key to his chastity device on Valentine's Day, what seemed like years ago. Until that day, I had had no idea just how deep his submissive tendencies ran. Until that day, I had had no idea how easy it would be to control my husband completely. And how much fun it was.

"How was your day?" As if I didn't know. As our lips parted, I stayed close to Tony, my hands sliding from his shoulders to his arms. I could feel the dense muscle of his biceps through his shirt, and new desire growled inside me. I was still attracted to my husband, very much so. For all that my desires and preferences seem to have changed in the last few weeks, I still loved Tony's body. He might not have Shannon's femininity, the softness of her skin, the rawness of her wild sexual appeal. But my husband was still an attractive man. I still had women who didn't know about our lifestyle tell me that I was a lucky woman as they looked at him with hunger in their eyes. But they had no idea just how lucky. They wouldn't believe it if I told them.

“Frustrating,” Tony admitted.

“Aww. I bet. Did you like our little show though?”

"Yes, Goddess," Tony said. As always, I felt a thrill of sexual power race through me as he used my title. It was true. My husband worshiped me like a goddess. As long as I held the key to his chastity device, I was his goddess. My power over him was total. And I could be as cruel and capricious as any goddess. But sometimes, I felt like being kind.

“This outfit is ridiculous.” My heels echoed again on the floor as I took a step back. “I can hardly walk in it. And you should see the way everyone at the office was looking at me. Especially the guys. I wonder if any of them are thinking about me right now?”

"Definitely, goddess." I couldn't keep myself from laughing at how readily and emphatically Tony answered. But he meant it. When you have the kind of power over a man that I had over my husband, it can be hard to know how much of what they say is intended just to appease you and maybe get what they want. But the look on Tony's face as he spoke left me in no doubt. My husband was attracted to Shannon; who wouldn't be? And there was his little crush on that actress, too. But to Tony, I was the sexiest creature on earth, the focal point of all his desires. Just the way he looked at me was enough to make my heart soar.

"It's not easy wearing this all day," I went on. "But Shannon seemed to like it, didn't she? God, if she keeps fucking me like that, I'll wear whatever she says to work." Tony winced visibly as I spoke. It wasn't just the humiliation of my words, either. I knew that his cock would be pressing against the unyielding inside of his chastity device, trying desperately to swell against the steel that enclosed it. It hurt, he had told me before. In its way, that was all part of the appeal of the cruel device. But goddesses are capable of pity, just as they are capable of mercy. And of malice. Tony never knew what kind of goddess I was going to be from day-to-day. Neither did I.

"Why are you dressed?" Tony heard the way that my tone changed as I spoke, and he knew what it meant. Without a word, he began to undress, right there just outside the kitchen of our home. I smiled as I watched, folding my arms across my chest as I shifted my weight from one foot to the other. My feet were aching, and I longed to sit down. But I couldn't help myself. Goddesses never get tired.

In a matter of seconds, Tony had shed his clothes. His dress shirt and work pants lay in an untidy heap at his feet. But for the shining steel locked onto his manhood, he was naked. I let my eyes drift over his chest, his shoulders, his arms, the ridges of muscle that still showed along his stomach. The strong man that I had married, a man who was capable of picking me up and tossing me to the floor as though I weighed nothing. But his cock belonged to me. And that meant that he belonged to me.

"That's better," I grinned. "You like my new shoes, don't you?"

“Yes, goddess.”

"Well you can't see them very well from there, can you? On your knees." Tony instantly obeyed. Smiling, I stood above him, my hands on my hips now as he stared up at me. Teasing him was just too much fun. For all that a large part of me wanted nothing more than a quiet night to rest from the pounding Shannon had given me, I couldn't help myself. Whenever I saw Tony, and especially the tight cage locked onto his member, I just had to mess with him like this.

"Shannon told you what she would do, didn't she?" I said. "She told you she was going to fuck your wife in these shoes. And that's exactly what she did. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, goddess."

“Yes, goddess. And you just had to watch. Watching your wife get fucked by her boss. It must be so embarrassing for you.”

“Yes, goddess.”

“But this was what you wanted. This is what you signed up for. The minute you gave me this little key, you gave me total control over you. Didn’t you?” Tony’s eyes followed my hand as it strayed to the open front of my shirt. I lifted the silver necklace from my chest, letting the key dangle in front of him. Tony licked his dry lips before answering.

“Yes, goddess.”

“You’ve been such a good boy lately. So desperate to cum, aren’t you? You’ll do anything your wifey says just to be unlocked, won’t you?”

"Yes, goddess." With every repetition, Tony's voice grew more fraught. We both knew the position he was in. But I never got tired of hearing him say it. Just as I never got tired of hearing Shannon call me her slut. My pussy still ached desperately from the pounding it had taken, but once again I could feel the moisture of arousal dampening my thighs and my tight skirt. No panties, of course. Shannon had forbidden me from wearing any.

"Kiss them. Kiss the shoes my boss fucked me in." Tony didn't hesitate. Planting his hands on the floor at my feet, he lowered his head and pressed his lips against the glistening patent leather of the ankle boots I wore. Tony debased himself, kissing and licking hungrily at my feet while I stood above him, basking in his worship like the goddess he had made me into. I could feel the pressure of his lips and tongue through the leather as I shifted my weight from foot to foot. Tony didn't stop. He continued to grovel at my feet for as long as I would let him, until my sexy ankle boots gleamed with the traces of his worship. Only then did I raise one foot from the floor. Balancing precariously on one high-heel, I placed my other foot on his shoulder and pushed him slowly back. Tony sat back on his knees, staring up at me again.

"Wait there," I said. Tony nodded. My high heels echoed on the floor as I made my way toward our bedroom, as briskly as my tight skirt would allow. In the dim light of our bedroom, I toyed with the idea of changing out of my work clothes. What a relief it would be to change into something more comfortable. But I restrained myself. There was some magic in wearing the outfit Shannon had chosen for me. As though I was still submitting to my boss's will, even in the confines of our home. I wanted Tony to see that. I wanted him to understand it. Besides, I felt incredibly sexy in my new outfit. I could keep it on a little longer. Retrieving a set of handcuffs from a special drawer of toys, I returned to where Tony waited.

“Hold still.” My skirt pinned my thighs together as I crouched behind Tony, balancing precariously in my heels. My husband didn’t resist as I locked his wrists together behind his back. He knew better than that. Rising to my feet, I circled slowly back around to stand in front of him again. After a day spent as Shannon’s submissive plaything, it felt good to be in charge again.

Tony watched my every movement as I reached for my necklace. I could hear his ragged breath as he watched me unfasten it and take the key in my hand. Smiling, I crouched in front of him again. The key slid into the lock of his chastity device and clicked as I turned it. I pulled the steel cage away from his body and set it down on the floor. Tony's cock seemed to roar into life, swelling urgently right in front of my eyes as it filled with the hot blood of arousal. I laughed out loud as I watched it harden, watched the veins bulging under the skin while my husband's eyelids fluttered. It had been a long time since I last released him, the longest he had ever been locked away. For a moment he looked almost as though he was about to faint as the blood rushed from his head to his manhood. The enormity of what I had been doing to him washed over me like an ocean wave. This was how badly my husband wanted me. This was how desperately he needed me. I had the evidence right there in front of my eyes. I had never felt more like a goddess than I did at that moment.

Tony trembled and sighed as I ran a hand lightly over his shaft. I knew that he was primed and ready to explode at the slightest touch.

The long weeks of teasing had reduced him to this, a trembling creature of bottomless need. I was glad I had cuffed him before removing his cage; something told me that he would not have been able to help himself otherwise. Whether he would have touched himself or grabbed me, I couldn't say. But either way, I had taken those options away from him. As always in our house, it would happen my way or not at all.

“Since you’ve been such a good boy, I’m going to give you a reward,” I said. “I’m going to let you cum. What do you say?”

"Thank you, goddess!" Tony yelled his thanks, and I laughed to hear the wild desire in his voice as my husband thanked me for what should be his right. But Tony had no rights. He hadn't had any since Valentine's Day, when he transferred ownership of his cock to me. I stood, rising slowly to my feet and trying to ignore the ache of protest in my sore calves at the work they had to do.

“I want you to cum on these shoes,” I quietly explained. “I want you to cum on the shoes Shannon bought for me, the shoes she fucked me in an hour ago. And then do you know what you’re going to do?”

“No, goddess.”

"You're going to clean up your mess. You're going to lick your cum off my shoes until there isn't a drop left. Or else you don't get to cum at all. What do you say?" As I spoke, I raised one foot from the floor. Placing her hand on Tony's shoulder to balance myself, I ran the toe of my boot slowly along the underside of his bobbing shaft, making him groan with abject desire. Sure, my husband had a choice. He could ignore every lustful thought in his mind, every horny cell of his body and the conditioning of millions of years of evolution. Or he could give in. There was no doubt in my mind which he would choose.

“Please, goddess!” The urgency in Tony’s voice made my heart flutter with joy as he spoke. “Please let me cum!”

"Good choice," I grinned. I pressed my foot harder against his cock, rubbing the gleaming leather over his skin, and Tony trembled under my hand as pleasure overwhelmed him. That was all it took. I saw his body grow tight, his thick arms straining against the cuffs that held them behind his back and the tendons showing like steel cables on his neck. Watching his orgasm was like watching my husband possessed by some irresistible force. He cried out through gritted teeth, squeezing his eyes shut as his cock exploded with pleasure. His fluids formed a sudden pool on our floor as he spurted an astonishing amount of cum at my feet. I moved, getting my shoes underneath the flight path of his semen so that the white liquid splattered against the black leather. Tony shuddered and shook, gasping for air as his eyes slowly opened again. His heavy chest rose and fell as he sucked in air, trying to recover from the spasm that had gripped him. I waited, my hands on my hips as I slowly tapped one cum-covered foot against the floor.

"You know what to do," I said. "A deal's a deal." Tony grimaced. Now that he had got what he wanted, his arousal was no longer there to blunt the edge of disgust and disgrace he felt. That was the point. If Shannon had taught me anything, it was that being made to do things that you want to do is easy. A true goddess makes her slaves do what she wants, not what they want. And while deep down I knew that Tony wanted this, that he wanted to submit to me and have me take control of his body and his sex life in the way that I had, I felt that I needed to prove to him that it wasn't going to be all his way.

And Tony did it. He was still cuffed, and he knew that I could slip the chastity device back on his cock anytime I chose. I had just granted him one orgasm, but there was no way for him to know when I might allow another. My submissive husband wasn't off the hook yet. And so Tony swallowed a little more of his pride and bent his face awkwardly to the floor again. I laughed in triumph as I felt his tongue on my toes through the leather of my boots again. The boots Shannon had fucked me in, just as she had said she would. I cursed at myself inwardly as I wondered why I hadn't taken any pictures. My boss would love to see this.

"That's it, get it all," I said. "I have to wear these again tomorrow. I want them nice and clean for Shannon, understand?" Tony made a noise that I could only assume expressed agreement. His mouth was full of his own ejaculate; I could hear him noisily choking it down as he fought the urge to gag. Served him right, I thought with a brief burst of sadism. All the times he had wanted me to swallow, and now he was the one choking down cum. And soon, Tony had performed his unwelcome task. My slutty heels shone again, the way they had in the shoe store when Shannon had me eat her pussy in front of an audience. I had only owned the boots for a couple of days, and already they had been through a lot of kinky activity. But that was the life we were living, my husband and I. And we were never going back. I was having too much fun. When he wasn't lapping up his own semen, so was my husband.

"Get up." I slipped a hand under Tony's arm and tried to help him to his feet. He rose in front of me, and I smiled as he stood. Still with my hand on his arm, I turned and guided him deeper into the house, toward our bedroom. "It's good you got that orgasm out of the way, honey," I said as we walked together. "My pussy is still aching from the pounding Shannon gave it, but watching you clean up your mess has kind of got me going. I think I'm going to need a little bit of TLC from you tonight." As I spoke, we stepped inside the bedroom and reached the bed. Placing my hands on Tony's shoulders, I pushed him playfully backward. He flopped down onto the mattress, his bound hands trapped underneath him while he stared up at me. His cock swayed from side to side, dangling between his legs. His last orgasm was only moments before, but already I could see that his cock, though soft now, was still thick and full. It would only be a matter of moments before Tony was hard again. And I took it as a personal challenge to see how quickly I could make that happen.

Tony lay on his back and slowly raised his head from the mattress to watch as I stood at the edge of the bed. My movements were deliberate as I reached for the buttons of my shirt; there was no need to hurry. We had the whole night ahead of us. One by one, I unfastened the buttons of my dress shirt and let it fall to the floor. My breasts fell free as I unfastened my bra and dropped that too, my prominent nipples visible as they rose from my soft flesh. I smiled at my husband as I reached behind myself and drew down the zipper of the satin skirt. Even unfastened, it took some effort to slide the garment down past my hips and over my legs. But soon enough, I was naked in front of Tony. Except for the glossy black ankle boots I still wore. I didn't care that they were hurting my feet, any more than I cared when Tony's chastity device hurt him. It was all part of the game. Nothing worth having comes without some pain. And as I climbed onto the mattress, straddling my helpless husband, I knew that this was most definitely something worth having.

I sat up on Tony's chest. His even breathing caused me to rise and fall with the movement of his ribs. I knew that he could feel my wetness against his skin as I straddled him, gripping his sides with my knees. Glancing back over my shoulder, I watched his cock swell ponderously upwards, hardening again before my very eyes in a slow-motion repeat of the way it had been when I first removed the chastity device. Most men Tony's age would be delighted to have so short a recovery between an orgasm and another erection. But how many men of any age would be willing to go through what I made my husband suffer? I was a lucky woman. There was no denying that.

"It's been a while, hasn't it?" My fingertips danced over Tony's bare chest as I spoke. "Since we fucked, I mean. With Shannon around, my needs are pretty much taken care of. But I do still miss it sometimes. With you, it's always… Nice. Familiar, I guess. Even if your cock isn't as big as hers." I giggled maliciously as Tony scowled. It never failed to amaze me, the way that he had still somehow managed to hold onto some vestiges of pride after all that I had done to him. But then, that was the game we played. That was what made it so fun to break him down, to reduce him to a submissive creature of naked need. Poor Tony never stood a chance.

"Part of me just wants to ride your cock into the sunset," I went on. "But I'm sore. So maybe we'll do this instead." Tony watched as I swung my leg over him and turned around. I climbed back onto his chest, facing his feet this time as I edged back toward his face. He dropped his head to the mattress as my shining boots pressed against his cheeks. I inched further back, bending my knees and lowering myself down onto his face. I felt his fluttering breath against my damp skin as I lowered my pussy to his mouth. And pleasure swelled inside me as my husband began to obediently lick and kiss my dripping sex.

“That’s it,” I purred as my body awoke. “Nice and gentle. Kiss the pussy you watched Shannon fuck tonight. Kiss it better for me, honey. Because you know she’s just going to do it again tomorrow.”I heard Tony moan underneath me. Smiling, I watched his swelling cock reach up to point at the bedroom ceiling. Idly, I took it in my hand, letting my fingers trace the shape of his thick veins and feeling him rise with pleasure underneath me. My obedient husband. My submissive sex toy. Tony was everything I wanted, and he had given me this new life. The least I could do in return was let him have an orgasm now and then. But not too often, I told myself with a smile he couldn’t see. After all, I didn’t want my slave getting lazy. There was so much more I had planned for Tony.




18. Sexy Secretary

 

“I need you in this meeting with me.”

It wouldn't be accurate to say that I looked up from my desk. I had already looked up, the moment I knew that Shannon was approaching across the busy office. These days, I couldn't help but notice her. I was attuned to her every movement, especially when she was nearby. I couldn't not know that she was there. And even though I tried not to look, tried to act as though my boss and I still had a normal employer-employee relationship, I couldn't keep myself from noticing the way that she looked. Shannon wore a bright floral dress that day, the thin fabric clinging to her body and doing nothing to hide her enviable curves. The floaty femininity of the garment was balanced by the black leather biker jacket she wore and the black lace-up boots that rose to just below her knee. The square heels of the boots put some wiggle into her walk and made her, already a tall woman, even taller. Nothing Shannon wore was ever accidental or thrown together. My boss always dressed with infinite care. And she always looked fantastic. As she emerged from her own office and made her way across the call center, I tried to pretend to look at my computer screen, but I had eyes only for her. When she arrived at my desk, Shannon didn't waste any time with pleasantries. As she spoke, she perched herself on the front of my desk, her dress growing tighter over her hips as she sat.

"Why?" It wasn't a question I asked Shannon very often these days. It wasn't something she wanted to hear. And in our sexual exploits, I had learned not to question her. Even her strangest ideas invariably ended up in a lot of pleasure for me. But this was work. Not that Shannon was above introducing an aspect of our sex lives in the office. It was her willingness to do that in the first place that had led to whatever this relationship between us was now. What went on between us was a secret that we had to keep hidden. Workplace affairs happened in our office as they did anywhere else, but anytime they involved people of different stages in the hierarchy, there was a possibility of problems. Favoritism, or the appearance of it. Plus, I was married. My coworkers knew that. If they knew the things I did with Shannon, the things Shannon did to me… Well, my cheeks grew hot and red at the mere thought.

 

"Because I said so." Shannon's words might be harsh, but her smile was anything but. She was being playful, and as she beamed down at me, I felt my stomach fluttering the way it invariably did when she spoke to me this way. The wicked gleam in her eye was unmistakable. Shannon had an idea. And as I said, those usually only ended one way.

“I need you to take minutes,” Karen said. “That’s the official reason, anyway.”

“And what’s the unofficial reason?” Now I was smiling, too, catching it like an infection from my boss. Dimples appeared in Shannon’s cheeks as her white teeth showed between her parted lips.

"Come with me, and I'll show you." Shannon slid from my desk, her boots thumping on the floor as she rose to her feet again. I pushed back my chair. Even something as simple as standing up was now a reminder of the position I was in. I had never had Shannon's taste for bold fashion choices at the office, but lately, my boss left me no choice. Shannon was extremely particular about what she wanted me to wear. And the sexier it was, the better. I adjusted my black pencil skirt as I stood, tugging at the stretchy fabric that clung to my hips and thighs. The strappy high heels I wore on my feet were more appropriate for a club than an office, showing off the pedicure I had recently gotten and making me walk with an exaggerated sway to my body. So far, nobody at the office had commented on the change in my clothing style. But I knew that they had noticed. How could they not? The clothes Shannon picked for me were designed to attract attention, guaranteed to draw people's eyes toward me and show off my body. It made me feel vulnerable. It made me feel self-conscious. But it made me feel fantastic, as though I were some trophy for my boss to show off, a prize to be won. Besides, the way Shannon had me dress only added to the teasing of my poor husband. And nothing turned me on more than that.

I followed Shannon as she set out, winding her way among the desks of our open-plan office. We couldn't talk freely out there. My desk was far enough from others that anything said in a low voice would not be heard, but we still needed to be careful. Shannon knew that as well as I did. It never ceased to amaze me, the way my boss moved in high heels. In fact, I'd never seen her wear a flat shoe yet. Maybe that was why she seemed so comfortable in sexy footwear. Shannon moved in heels as though they were a part of her, as though nothing were more natural. And I did my best to keep up with her as I followed in her wake, achingly conscious of the tall heels on my feet and the tight skirt around my legs that hindered my movements. The top I wore was cut with a deep V in the front, and I could feel my breasts jiggling in the push-up bra I wore underneath with every step I took. No wonder people in the office stared. That was what Shannon wanted. And I have to admit, more and more these days, it was what I wanted, too.

Shannon led me to the bathroom. The door swung shut behind us, squealing slightly on its hinges. Our high heels echoed on the tiled floor. Shannon cast a quick look around, checking under the raised doors of the stalls to make sure that we were alone. Then she turned her smile on me again. Setting her purse beside the row of sinks that occupied one wall, she dug around in its depths while I waited impatiently to see what was in store for me.

"Here," Shannon said. She held something out to me, and I took it in my hand. An egg-shaped device of pink plastic, with no apparent markings or buttons on its smooth surface. The item rolled slightly in my cupped palm as my hand trembled.

"What is it?" I asked. Shannon's sly smile struck sparks from my heart.

"It's a new toy I got you." Her hand disappeared inside her purse again and reappeared this time with a small oval-shaped remote control in its grip. Shannon pressed one of the white buttons set into the plastic, and I felt the pink egg vibrate in my hand. I gasped in surprise at the unexpected sensation, and Shannon chuckled in a way that made me shiver.

"You put that inside yourself," she grinned. "And whenever I feel like it, I give you a little buzz." The egg vibrated in my hand again as Shannon pressed the button.

"Are you kidding me?" It was always the same. Every new, wild idea that Shannon came up with, my first reaction was to resist. She loved to push my boundaries, and my first instinct was to say no. But Shannon knew me too well. All she had to do was flash me that wicked smile of hers. As the egg buzzed in my palm, I could tell how much pleasure the device would give me. Shannon was so good getting me to do what she wanted because she only ordered me to do things that she knew, deep down, I wanted to do. Whatever exhibitionist tendencies of mine my sexy boss had tapped into, they were powerful. Dressing like her slut at the office was a giddy thrill, and this new outrage was simply a more intense variation on that. Shannon smiled as though she knew my answer was a foregone illusion. She was used to me resisting. She knew better than to pay it any attention.

"Of course not," she smiled. "You know it will feel awesome. Just try not to cream yourself in front of all these stuffy old guys." She giggled as she spoke, and I couldn't help letting out a nervous laugh of my own. What Shannon was suggesting was crazy, of course. But was it really any crazier than having my husband's cock locked away in a chastity device and wearing the only key on a necklace to work every day? Was it crazier than wearing what my boss told me to wear, dressing like a sexy secretary for her amusement? Everything that happened between the three of us recently was crazy. And all of it was fantastic. I couldn't help but feel, as bizarre as Shannon's request was, that I would be foolish to refuse.

 

"How do I…" Shannon continued to smile as I hefted the egg in my palm. She reached into her purse again and produced a bottle of lubricant.

"Use this," she said. "I can give you a hand if you like." I bit my lip as I smiled at her. Shannon's eyes gleamed. Framed by the golden curls of her long hair, her face was ravishingly beautiful. Her outfit was the perfect blend of soft femininity and hard edges, a perfect reflection of her. In the same way that I could seemingly make my husband do anything I wanted, Shannon had a way of getting me to agree to anything. And I didn't even have a chastity device to use as an excuse. It was simply my desire for her, and more precisely, my desire for the pleasure I knew she could give me. My throat felt tight with nervousness. I felt unable to speak. So I simply nodded. I nodded, and turned towards a bathroom stall, my heels clicking on the floor as I made my way towards it. Shannon grabbed her purse and followed.

In the small space of the stall, our bodies pressed together. Shannon closed and locked the door behind us. My heart raced, and I felt as though it was somewhere in the back of my throat as I swallowed nervously. Any of our colleagues could walk in at any moment. The door of the stall was high enough off the floor that anybody could see there were two women inside. They might not guess what was going on – I knew I wouldn't – but they would know I was in a bathroom stall with my boss. It would take some explaining. But for now, nobody came inside. Shannon grinned at me as she uncapped the bottle of lube and squirted a small amount onto her hand.

"Lift your skirt up," she said. Easier said than done. I handed her the egg, and she took it while I reached for my skirt. The material was already stretched just to fit around my thighs and hips; Shannon demanded that my clothes always be this formfitting, if not more so.

But inch by inch, I tugged the black fabric higher up my thighs, bunching it around my waist as I revealed myself to my boss. Shannon smiled happily as she coated the pink egg with a glistening layer of lube. As I finally hiked my skirt all the way up, I could feel my moisture gathering between my thighs. Shannon no longer allowed me to wear panties to work. Below the waist, I was naked. Shannon tossed the lubricant back into her purse and hung it from a hook on the back of the door before turning to me again.

"Turn around," she smiled. "Bend over." I did as I was told. Pivoting with some difficulty in the tight confines of the bathroom stall, I turned my back on Shannon and bent at the waist. Pressing both hands against the wall in front of me, I spread my legs for my boss. I felt the toy she held pressing against the wet entrance to my pussy, the coolness of the slick plastic and the lubricant that coated it making me squirm. Shannon pressed harder. I heard her footsteps on the floor as she stepped closer behind me. The pressure grew between my legs as she pushed harder. Her free hand smoothed the hair back from my face, her fingers trailing over my cheek and neck while I panted with desire. My sex bloomed like a flower in the heat, and slowly, teasingly, Shannon slid the plastic egg inside. I threw back my head and moaned as I felt it filling me up, sinking deeper and deeper into me as Shannon guided it between the wet walls of my convulsing pussy.

"There," Shannon murmured, her voice quiet with her mouth close to my ear. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"

"No," I panted. I squeezed my eyes shut as a tremor of pleasure raced through me. It wasn't bad at all. The fact that we were doing this in the office bathroom only made the whole situation more exciting. But as though that wasn't enough, I cried out as I felt the sudden urgent buzzing deep inside my body. Shannon had activated the egg with her remote control. I heard her delighted laughter over my long groan of passion as the vibrations swelled through my whole body. A mixture of lubricant and my own juices trickled down the inside of my thighs as I convulsed with pleasure.

"See? I told you it would be fun." I moaned in answer, but Shannon didn't need my words to know the effect she was having on me. I felt her hands lift off my body, and I opened my eyes. The wall of the bathroom in front of me was blank. In the brief pause that followed, I breathed heavily, trying to get my body under control. I heard Shannon move behind me, but I didn't turn my head. Whatever she was up to, I knew that I would find out soon enough.

"Oh my God!" I cried out in unexpected bliss as a new sensation reverberated through my body. Shannon's tongue slid teasingly over the wet lips of my pussy, make me growl in lust and surprise. My boss was crouching down behind me, her face pressed against my bare ass as she tongued my wet slit. I moaned and groaned in a pleasure that seemed only to grow, to become more intense with every pass of Shannon's skilled tongue over my skin.

And that’s when she pressed the button again.

My screams echoed back from the walls of the bathroom. I no longer cared who might come in to discover our forbidden tryst. Nothing mattered anymore except pleasure, while the vibrations of the toy merged and melted into the entirely different sensations from Shannon's tongue. My whole body seemed to glow with what I was feeling, the lust inside me a force that I couldn't hope to resist. It was too much. My hair hung around my face as I lowered my head, slumping forward and holding myself up with my arms pressed against the wall in front of me. My heels slid on the tiled floor as I spread my legs further, desperate for more of the powerful sensation ripping inside me. The egg buzzed frantically now, unrelentingly, and Shannon's tongue slid back and forth, caressing my convulsing lips as I shrieked and screamed. My orgasm was an inevitability. There was nothing I could do to stop it, even if I had wanted to. And why would I ever want to? Shannon kept on looking, and the egg kept on vibrating, and soon I felt the explosion of bliss inside me. My boss slurped up my streaming juices as I came. And Shannon kept licking until my pleasure finally subsided, sinking back from its wild and nearly unbearable peak to a lower but still thrilling level. My knees felt like jelly as she finally removed her mouth from my body. The egg stopped buzzing as Shannon released her grip on the remote control. While I panted breathlessly, Shannon stood. I turned to her to see her slip the remote control back into her purse.

"See? I told you it would be fun," Shannon grinned. I could see the residue of my juices shining on Shannon's lips and cheeks. Her eyes glowed with mischievous delight as she spoke to me. In the tight confines of the bathroom stall, my hurried breath was loud and ragged.

"Now, clean yourself up," Shannon said. "The meeting starts in a few minutes. Come on, let's go."

My head was spinning. The last vestiges of physical bliss were still glowing inside me as Shannon unlocked the door of the bathroom stall. She stepped out, heading for the row of sinks to wash her face. I swung the door shut and locked it again. Breathlessly, I pulled some tissue from the holder and did my best to wipe up the juices that shone on my skin. With the vibrating egg still buried inside me, I was still powerfully turned on. All I could do was clean myself up as much as possible and resist the urge to touch myself. There was no time for that. Inwardly cursing Shannon's prohibition against me wearing underwear, I pulled my skirt back down. I stepped out of the bathroom stall to find Shannon waiting for me beside the sinks. She had washed her face and reapplied her lipstick, and her grin was as seductive as ever.

"That's better," she said as I peered at myself in the bathroom mirror. To my eyes, there was no way to mistake what I saw in front of me. My cheeks were flushed a deep, dark red, and my eyes were glazed in the way they sometimes got after a really hard orgasm. I adjusted my hair, trying to hide the glow in my cheeks as best I could. Shannon watched my movements with evident amusement. Sometimes, I wondered if what she really wanted was for our secret to be discovered. Certainly, she loved to torment me with the possibility. After all, Shannon was single. She wasn't the one having an affair. At least, that's how other people would see it. They couldn't know about Tony's involvement in the situation the three of us had created.

"You ready?" Shannon asked.

"As ready as I'm ever going to be," I replied. Shannon patted my arm as I took a deep breath and prepared myself.

 

"Okay then," she smiled. "Let's go sit through a boring meeting. Hopefully, we'll find a way to have some fun in there." The shudder that passed through my body at her words had more to do with desire than fear, though it contained elements of both. She turned toward the door, and there was nothing I could do but follow her while my heart raced in my chest. In a kind of daze, I shuffled along behind her, as conscious as ever of the way I was dressed.

It was only the second time I had been in the boardroom of our office. The first had been for my initial interview. How long ago that all seemed, back before I had any idea where any of this might lead. I was a happily married woman then, as I am now. But back then, I had had no inclination to be with another woman. To be honest, I had never imagined such a thing might happen. Now here I was, entering the boardroom for the second time, following a woman who had just eaten me out and given me an unstoppable orgasm. Funny how a few years changes things. The juxtaposition couldn't help but strike me as I let the glass door swing shut behind me.

"Gentlemen, this is Karen," Shannon said. "She'll be taking the notes for me. Karen this is Mike, Bill, Jim, and Zach." Shannon's raised hand indicated the four men sat around the large tabletop that filled the room. Mike was an overweight man in perhaps his mid-50s, with a close-cropped helmet of gray hair that seemed completely immovable as it sat on top of his head. Hank, if anything, was even older. The top of his bald head shone under the boardroom lights, exhibiting the classic male pattern baldness that I was thankful my husband showed no sign of. He peered out at the world from behind a pair of square-framed glasses, fussing with his tie as I entered. Jim was another middle-aged man, younger than Bill and thinner than Mike. He might perhaps have been a handsome man in his youth; certainly, he looked in relatively good shape for his age. But Zach was hands-down the star of the group. I might've guessed him to be in his 40s too, but if so, only at the very start of them. The dense waves of his chestnut hair were still thick and luxurious; the kind of hair you want to run your fingers through. He sat on the opposite side of the table from the other three men, dressed elegantly in a suit that fitted him to perfection. Clearly, he took a lot more care over his appearance than the other men. It showed. All four men murmured greetings as I followed Shannon inside, trying and failing to control the blushes that rose to my cheeks. I could feel their eyes on me. I could feel them watching every step I took in my high heels and one of Shannon's preferred tight skirts. Impossible for them not to notice. Impossible for them not to see the way my breasts jiggled and wobbled in my top with every step I took as I hurried towards the seat Shannon indicated. My only hope was that they would be distracted enough by my body that they wouldn't notice my face. Shannon took a seat beside Zach, and I sat on the other side of my boss, facing the three older men. There was a small laptop computer set up in the seat meant for me, and I woke it up. I was supposed to be taking notes, after all. While Shannon made small talk with the men, who she clearly knew well, she reached into her purse and fished out her phone. With the ability to concentrate on multiple things that I had always admired in her, she tapped out something on her phone without missing a conversational beat. I saw a message appear on the screen of the laptop in front of me. Don't write anything, it said. Just pretend you're taking notes. I did my best not to glance over at Shannon as she set her phone back in her purse. The breath caught in my throat as I watched her hang her purse from the back of the chair she sat in. Firstly, she positioned it so that it hung close to her hand, out of view from the men across the table. She could reach inside anytime she wanted. Nothing Shannon did was accidental.

I couldn't go into the details of what was discussed even if I wanted to. Presumably of great import to the company, the meeting was of very little interest to me. Frankly, it was high above my pay grade. I didn't know who these men were, and I didn't understand much of what they were discussing. But I wasn't there to offer advice. And frankly, it wouldn't have mattered what they were discussing. There was absolutely no way for me to concentrate while Shannon toyed with me mercilessly.

The meeting had hardly begun when the first vibration burst between my thighs. It wasn't strong, and I had known it was coming, but I hadn't known exactly when. And that surprise was almost enough to make me cry out. I had to squeeze my lips together, swallowing back the yelp I might otherwise have made. My body stiffened before I could force it to relax. From under lowered brows, I glanced quickly around the table, trying to see if anyone had noticed. They all seemed engrossed in the discussion of the business. Even Shannon, who had to have known what was happening to me, gave a good impression of being oblivious. But already, under the table, I could feel a familiar spreading wetness between my legs. Wildly inappropriate images exploded inside my mind. A kind of sense memory of Shannon's touch, her tongue between my legs while the vibrator buzzed madly and my body erupted in orgasm. It was impossible to think of anything else. My hands hovered above the small keyboard of the laptop. Keeping up the pretense, I actually typed on the keyboard, a string of gibberish letters punctuated by random spaces. But inside, I was a bundle of nerves. Frayed nerves and endless desire. I feared and longed for the next time Shannon pressed the button. Her left hand was hidden inside her purse, invisible to everyone. But I knew that she held the remote control. And I knew that it was just a matter of time before she used it again.

"So we're still looking at the same issues by quarter three – I'm sorry, are you okay?" That was Mike. I felt my cheeks burning uncontrollably as every pair of eyes in the room turned to me. Shannon had buzzed me again, and the explosion of sensation between my legs had made me jump in my seat, rising uncontrollably as I squeezed my thighs together under the table.

"Yeah I'm – sorry. I'm totally – fine. I'm fine. Sorry." Shannon was grinning evilly. The cascading curtain of her blonde curls hid her face from the men across the table as she stared at me. And the wickedness of her smile almost made me gasp. My mouth hung open, my lower legs trembling as pleasure tore through me. Shannon was relentless. The entire time I was talking to Mike, she had kept the vibrating egg buzzing inside me. The woman was evil. Pure, unadulterated, unbelievably sexy evil. And while I sat in what seemed an eternity of silence, my whole body buzzed with unstoppable arousal. Shannon was driving me crazy. I wanted nothing more than to come, no matter how recent my last orgasm had been. The remorseless vibrations of the egg were just too powerful. They were driving me into a state of sexual desire in which nothing else seemed to matter. I was almost ready to tear off my slutty clothes there and then and let any man who wanted to have his way with me. Anything to relieve the unending torment my boss was putting me through. I pressed a hand to my mouth as I shuddered again, another wave of pleasure rolling over me. I was close, dangerously close. Shannon and her new toy had driven me to the brink of release, right there in the boardroom.

"Sorry, guys," Shannon said as she turned her charming smile toward the men. "Karen's been a little under the weather today, haven't you? Perhaps we ought to wrap this up." I all but bit my hand as the buzzing abruptly stopped. Regardless of the torment and the potential embarrassment, I nevertheless felt the absence of its maddening touch. This was the awful truth that Shannon knew and that I had learned during my kinky games with Tony. Certain types of torture are too delicious to go without.

"Well, I think we're about done," Mike said. "I guess our next step is to take a look at the figures Zach mentioned and really drill down at our next meeting."

"Sounds good to me," Shannon said. Her hand was still in her purse she spoke, and a desperate whimper escaped my throat as the egg buzzed inside me again. Shannon's brow furrowed in mock concern as she turned to me.

"Are you sure you're okay, Karen?" she asked, radiating concern that I knew was an act.

"I – I think I need to – I should go," I panted. Even forming those few words seem like an impossible task while the vibrator buzzed inside me. Shannon nodded, as though she understood fully. Pushing back her chair, she rose to her feet. I was infinitely glad to do the same.

"Okay, gentlemen," she said as she addressed the table. "Thank you for your time. I'm going to take Karen here to the bathroom, and we'll discuss this further." I almost sobbed with gratitude as I stumbled toward the door of the boardroom. Shannon followed me, striding easily along behind me as I all but ran to the safety of the toilet. Flinging aside the door, I heaved a big sigh of relief to see that no one was inside. Shannon smiled at me as the door to the bathroom swung shut behind us once again.

“What’s the matter?” Shannon asked, a sly smile on her face as she spoke.

"Oh my God, Shannon," I panted. "I need you to fuck me. Right now."




19. Shannon’s Slut

 

I love this. I love the way it feels to be in control. I love it more than I ever thought I would. I love to feel like a goddess, made powerful by my husband’s desire for me. I love him for giving me that.

I love the way he looks, stretched out on our bed. I love to see the way his bound arms stretch above his head as he reaches toward the headboard, the muscles straining uselessly against the bondage I put him in. I love the way his chest rises and falls as he breathes, waiting in anticipation to see what I'm going to do to him. I love the tension of these moments, from both sides. I love to be the one in charge, the one who decides what's going to happen next. But I also love to be in Tony's position when Shannon's around, helplessly waiting for somebody else to use me for their pleasure. I love that I get to experience both aspects of this relationship of ours.

I love to loom over my husband at times like this, taking a moment to study his sexy body. I love to let my eye follow the indrawn curve of his stomach, gliding over the bunched muscles of his abdomen. I love the creases on his hips that lead my eye downwards to his crotch, like arrows pointing the way. I love to see the light dancing off the steel cage that confines his cock, and to feel the slight weight of the key to his freedom that hangs around my neck in a constant reminder of my power over him. My ownership of him.

"I can't believe she did that." Tony's voice was low, and I could hear the desire that boiled inside him as he spoke. It was laughably easy these days to get him into this helpless position. After all, his orgasms depended upon my whims. He would do whatever I said. In fact, he inevitably got excited when I produced some cuffs and told him to strip. Tony knew that if I wanted to play with him, that was his best chance of getting an orgasm. He was more than willing to play along. I love that, too.

"Yep. Shannon's so fucking hot." I didn't even mind that Tony had forgotten to address me properly. I was too caught up in desire to think about that. Besides, there would always be time to punish him later. But for now, the blood was boiling inside me. My own lust seemed hardly less than his as I looked down at my husband. I had just finished relating the details of the meeting Shannon had made me sit through with her vibrating egg lodged inside me and driving me to a fever pitch of arousal while men I didn't know watched uncomprehendingly. Reliving the outrageous experience had only heightened my excitement, and his. Just as I knew it would. My life, mine and Tony's, had turned into something from a dirty movie. There is no need anymore to fantasize. All we had to do was remember.

Rising up on my knees, I ran my fingers over Tony's chest. He groaned as he felt my nails sliding over his skin. I didn't press hard enough to scratch; I didn't need to. Just the fact that I could if I wanted to was enough to make him tremble with a mixture of fear and desire. The mixture I knew so well. Raising one leg, I straddled my husband, sitting on top of his stomach as I smiled down at him. His eyes danced over my body, taking in my nakedness as though he was seeing me for the first time. That's how things were between us these days. Despite all the years of our marriage, everything seemed new again. It was always as exciting as the first time, because we were always crossing new boundaries. The key to Tony's chastity hung between my naked breasts, teasing him as he watched me.

“I can’t believe you did that.” I giggled as Tony spoke.

"Me neither," I said. "Who knew your wife was such a slut? Before Shannon came along, I had no idea myself." Tony smiled. He had had his doubts, I know. But he couldn't argue with the results. Due to the chastity device, my husband was getting fewer orgasms than ever. But every moment between us was a kind of sex act now. When he had given me the key to the device on Valentine's Day, he had never dreamed it would take us here. But he had wanted something like this, even if he had never imagined these precise details. For all the time my husband spent moaning and groaning, for all the frustration he felt, I knew he had never been happier. I love that, too.

"Just telling you about it is getting me so hot," I said. I loved the way Tony's lips trembled as he listened, his eyes wide as he stared up at me from the pillow beneath his head. "But that's not all. You know what Shannon's like. She always comes up with something new."

"So what happened next, Goddess?" I love it when he calls me that. My lips spread in a wide smile, and I wondered if he could feel my spreading wetness on his skin the way I could feel it on my thighs. The air crackled and hummed with desperate desire as I teased both my husband and myself, my fingers gripping my own bunched thighs as I sat astride Tony's body.

"I'll tell you," I said. "But then you need to do something for me. I'm going to ride your face, and you're going to eat my pussy like it's your last meal. And depending on how well that goes, we'll see what else we get up to."

“Yes, goddess,” Tony panted. “Of course.” And I giggled to myself at his ready compliance. Bending at the waist, I leaned down towards him until the key to his chastity sat on his chest. I kissed him deeply, my tongue invading his mouth, his lips writhing against mine. Moment by moment, the sexual tension grew, driving me wild with desperate desire. Our lips parted, and I placed my hands on his shoulders as I raised my face from his.

“I love you, Tony,” I said. My bound husband smiled up at me from the bed below.

“I love you too,” he said. My heart swelled in my chest at the sound of his words.

 

Shannon fucked me. Just as I asked, just as I begged her to do. I all but fled to the office bathroom as the meeting drew to a close, my body bubbling with unstoppable need. Shannon followed behind me, her girly dress floating around her legs as she strode confidently after me in her tall boots. Inside the relative privacy of the bathroom, I threw myself upon her. Chuckling to herself, Shannon led me into a stall and locked the door behind us. I no longer cared about discovery, even though I knew I should. All that mattered was that I relieve the outrageous pressure that was building second by second in the pit of my stomach. I needed to cum, driven into a state of animalistic frenzy by the buzzing of the vibrating egg inside me. And as Shannon hung her purse on the hook on the back of the door again, my heart skipped a beat as I watched her produce the remote control and brandish it in front of me. She always knew exactly what to do. My knees felt weak as I looked at her, my sexy boss in full control of my physical pleasure. I wasn't even gay, and yet this gorgeous woman had taken such control of me. I could feel her grip on me tightening by the moment, and I didn't care. I had never wanted her more. As I knew from the games I played with Tony, it was my desire for her that gave her power. But that was fine by me.

"What do you say, slut?" Shannon grinned malevolently as she brandished the remote. She pressed the button, and I shrieked as a powerful vibration echoed inside me, the pleasure seeming to rise up from between my legs and race along my spine toward my fevered brain. I was gasping as the vibration abruptly stopped, my dripping pussy trembling around the egg lodged inside it.

"Please, Shannon," I gasped. Abandoning all traces of pride and self-respect, I begged my boss to fuck me. "Please! I need it! I'm so horny right now, please Shannon!" Shannon laughed out loud as I begged her. In the tight confines of the stall, we stood face-to-face, our bodies touching already. Still holding the remote control, Shannon placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed gently but firmly down. I understood her intention at once, even if obeying her was more difficult than it seemed. The tight quarters and my tight skirt combined to make movement difficult, and my ridiculously high heels slid on the smooth floor. The fabric of the provocative skirt Shannon had chosen for me to wear bound my legs together, stretching slightly as I tried to move. But finally, awkwardly, I was able to drop to my knees in front of her. Shannon looked more beautiful than ever as she stood above me, staring down with that seductive smile on her face. She ran her fingers through my hair, sweeping it back from my face affectionately. And then, as one raised hand still held the remote control, the other reached for the hem of her dress. I watched breathlessly as she pulled it upwards, gathering the fabric in front of her stomach. My hands trembled as I reached out for her hips, taking her panties in my hands. Shannon smiled indulgently as I drew them down her legs. The leather of her boots was smooth and warm under my hands as I pulled her underwear down to her ankles. My boss's pussy shone in front of me, her swollen lips already damp with the moisture of her arousal. The scent of her body rolled around me in a warm cloud, intoxicating me further as I stared at her dripping sex. For a woman who had never had any homosexual urges, I was finding myself incredibly aroused at the sight of Shannon's pussy. Maybe because I knew what it meant. She was completely hairless down there, her skin waxed so that nothing was hidden. I touched my tongue to my dry lips as I stared between her legs.

"I know it's pretty, slut," Shannon giggled as she pressed her hand to the back of my head. "But I didn't take it out for you to just look at it." Slowly but firmly, Shannon drew my head between her legs. She didn't need to. I was already shuffling forward, my bare knees sliding over the bathroom's tiled floor as I crawled toward my boss. Her buttocks felt smooth and soft yet firm in my hands as I grabbed them, squeezing the muscles until my fingertips sank into her firm flesh. Shannon purred happily as I ran my tongue over her pussy, drawing a moan of satisfaction from my boss as I tasted her. My own body was on fire, but I tried to ignore my needs and focus on her. It was the only way to get what I wanted. But in its way, this was also what I wanted. I felt like the slut Shannon insisted I was as I kneeled on the bathroom floor, eating out my boss. But it felt fantastic to be Shannon's slut. The deeper I sank in submission to her, the more I came to understand my husband and what he gained from submitting to me. It was addictive. The thrill of relinquishing control, of being so desired by another that they were willing to do outrageous things to possess you. Hard to believe my luck, that I got to experience both sides of this kinky power exchange. As Shannon moaned in pleasure above me, my thighs streamed with my own juices underneath my skirt.

"Oh!" Shannon's pussy against my mouth muffled my cry. She had pressed the button on her remote control again, and a shockwave seemed to race through my body as the vibrating egg buzzed. As I burned with wild desire and frustration, I could hardly believe that I hadn't cum yet. I felt myself hovering right on the brink, the ecstatic and agonizing position I so loved to keep my husband in. I was getting a taste of my own medicine, and it tasted fantastic. It tasted like Shannon. Her juices streamed over my chin as I continued to lick her, and she leaned back against the locked door behind her, moaning rhythmically as I got her off. I felt her pussy convulse against my tongue, and a sense of accomplishment filled me as I achieved my goal. Shannon wailed in pleasure as her orgasm took over, making her body tremble against the rattling door. The taste of her changed as a fresh flood of juices erupted from her pussy to fill my mouth, and I gulped and swallowed the nectar that flowed out of her while she moaned in ecstasy.

Finally, Shannon relaxed. She slumped back against the bathroom door and pushed my head away. Her eyes shone as she smiled down at me, glazed with pleasure but still burning with deep desire. That was the difference, I thought to myself, that I had never truly appreciated until she came along. My husband wanted me like nobody had ever wanted me, his desire a palpable force in any room the two of us were in. But his body had its limits. On the increasingly rare occasions I permitted him to cum, he often impressed me with how little time he needed to become erect again. But there was always a gap of some kind. Not so with Shannon. One orgasm with her simply seemed to fuel the next. And I gasped as I felt her hand tighten in my hair.

"Up," she ordered, tugging on my hair for emphasis. My heels scrabbled on the tiled floor as I struggled to obey, rising clumsily to my feet. Shannon pressed her advantage. Still gripping my hair, she spun me around and pushed me against the wall of the bathroom stall. I gasped as I felt my breasts pressed against the smooth surface, my hands flat on either side of my head. Holding me by the hair with one hand, Shannon pulled down my skirt with the other. The tight fabric resisted her, but she was relentless. Finally, the garment fell to the floor, pooling around my ankles. I cried out as Shannon delivered a quick, stinging slap to my bare ass and laughed at my reaction.

“How did it feel, slut?” she growled in my ear. “How did it feel with that toy in your pussy during the meeting? Did you nearly cum in front of all those guys?”

"Yes, Shannon," I breathed. My eyes were closed as I pressed the side of my face to the wall in front of me, but I could feel her hand moving over my skin. Slowly, teasingly it crept between my legs. I parted my feet as far as the skirt around my ankles would allow, and Shannon's hand slid between my thighs from behind.

"You know they're all talking about you now," Shannon hissed. Her breath was hot against my ear as she spoke. "They're all wondering where I found a slut like you. They're all wishing you were their secretary instead of mine. If only they knew what a slut you really are. If only they could see what we're doing right now. They all want to fuck you so bad. But you're mine. Aren't you?"

"Yes, Shannon." It was the truth. In that moment, I was hers, completely. The skin of my ass burned as Shannon spanked it again, making me yelp with a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“That’s right.” Shannon growled the words in a way that made me tremble. I felt like some prey animal in the grip of a dangerous predator. Yet all I wanted was to be consumed. Shannon could have me, could help herself to whatever she wanted of me. This sweet surrender felt too good to ignore.

“Maybe I should have shared you with them,” she said. A faint whimper rose from my throat, and Shannon chuckled as she heard it. “I should have let them have their way with you. All of them. Ever taken on four guys at once before?”

“No Shannon – ow!” I jumped as Shannon spanked me again, and this time she laughed out loud at my reaction. The wildness in her laugh made me tremble as she kept me pinned against the wall in front of her.

“There’s a first time for everything,” she smirked. “All in a day’s work for the office slut, I would think. I’d love to see that wedding ring on your finger shining while you suck off another man on my orders. What would your bitch husband think about that?”

"Oh my God," I gasped. Shannon's words seem to ignite inside me, filling my head with a blinding smoke. In the raw heat of monstrous desire, the vision she conjured stabbed at me. Her grip on my head tightened, and I cried out as the vibrating egg buzzed between my legs again. She must have been holding the remote in the same hand that gripped my hair. I moaned loudly as her other hand pressed between my legs, her fingers sliding between my dripping lips. I heard Shannon laugh as I involuntarily arched my back, pressing my hips back against her, greedy for more contact from her invading hand, sparks of lust swirling behind my closed eyes as my body responded to her touch. But Shannon was on a mission. I groaned and squirmed in her grip as her hand seized and removed the vibrating egg from my pussy. I screamed in pleasure as the toy forced my lips apart on its way out. With all that I had gone through, all the teasing my sexy boss had forced me to endure, it was enough. Right there and then, I came, my hot juices rolling down the inside of my shaking thighs as my entire body spasmed. And Shannon laughed as she kept me pressed against the wall, using her body weight to pin me against the upright surface while I twisted and writhed. I was still gasping with the aftershocks of pleasure as she removed her toy from my body completely. My chest felt tight as I panted, my breasts pressing harder against the wall. Shannon wasn't done; I knew that much. But I felt so lightheaded from pleasure that if she had released her grip on me, I felt as though I would flop to the floor. Still, Shannon didn't release me. Instead, she stepped even closer, pressing her body even harder against mine. I could feel her knee between my parted thighs, and I opened my eyes as she pulled harder on my hair, tilting my head back.

"Open up," Shannon growled. My mouth was already open, but at her command, I opened it wider. Shannon smiled as she forced the vibrating egg between my lips. My eyes grew wide as she pushed the toy inside, pressing down on my tongue as it filled my mouth. I could taste my own orgasm on my tongue, and as Shannon grinned at me, I knew that that was what she wanted to see. She wanted me to taste what she had done to me while she told me of her latest kinky idea. It worked. I felt degraded, totally humiliated and totally turned on. Just the way I knew my husband would feel when I told him what my boss had done to me.

"Bend over." Still holding my hair, Shannon pulled me away from the wall and pushed me toward another, making me bend over the toilet. I tried to keep my footing as my skirt wrapped around my ankles, acting like shackles as I struggled to obey. I bent over the toilet as Shannon wanted, pressing my hands against the wall and parting her legs as far as I was able. I trembled as I felt Sean's touch again, her hand reaching from behind me to caress the drenched lips of my pussy.

"No more talking from you," she said. I gasped as I felt the vibrating egg inside my mouth now. Shannon laughed giddily as she slapped my exposed ass again. "Slut's mouths aren't for talking. They're for me to put anything I want inside. Right?"

"Yes, Shannon," I tried to say, but the words came out as an undifferentiated moan around the vibrator. Shannon giggled and spanked me again, my whole body jumping at the sudden contact. And then I cried out as her fingers invaded me. Briskly, roughly, Shannon forced her way inside. Bunching her fingers up, she pressed her hand between my lips, and I threw back my head and closed my eyes as pleasure tore through me. Shannon used her hand to fuck me roughly from behind, making my body rock to her movements as she toyed with me. In the empty bathroom, I wailed and moaned, made wordless by the toy in my mouth. The taste of my own orgasm mingled with that of Shannon on my tongue, and my eyes rolled in my head as I felt another orgasm swelling inside me.

Shannon had released her grip on my hair. Now her hand gripped my hip while the other was busy between my legs. My boobs swayed and shook in my top as I bent over the toilet, arching my back in pleasure while I moaned and wailed. Another flood of juices rolled down the inside of my legs as my pleasure mounted. Finally, the dam broke. I wailed and thrashed, barely able to stay on my feet as another orgasm turned my muscles to water. I heard Shannon laugh triumphantly as the flood of my juices swept over her hand, my sex contracting desperately around her fingers as though to keep them inside my body. I moaned and sobbed in a spasm of pleasure, and Shannon watched it all, as confident as ever in her power over me.

Slowly, she withdrew her hand from between my legs, and my pussy twitched around empty space. Using my hands on the wall for leverage, I pushed myself into an upright position. Slowly, shuffling awkwardly with my skirt around my ankles, I turned to face my boss. Shannon’s eyes were shining the way they always did as she grinned at me. She raised a hand to my face, palm upwards, and I opened my mouth wider as I pushed the vibrating egg into her hand.

"What do you say, slut?" Shannon asked. It took me only a moment to realize what she wanted to hear.

“Thank you, Shannon,” I gasped.

“Good girl,” she smirked. “What tastes better? Your boss’s pussy or your husband’s cock?”

“Your pussy, Shannon.” I didn’t even hesitate. Shannon laughed out loud, the melodic sound ringing back from the bathroom walls as she threw back her head.

"Good answer," she grinned. "I want you to tell him that you said that. Now, clean yourself up and get back to work." Slipping the glistening sex toy back into her purse, Shannon lifted her bag from the hook on the door. The lock slid back, and she stepped out into the bathroom, heading for the sink. As I swung the door shut behind her, I heard water running as she washed her hand. Exhausted, I sat down on the toilet, desperately trying to calm down. The running water stopped, and Shannon's boots echoed on the floor as she made her way to the door. I heard it open and close behind her. I was alone at last. Burying my face in my hands, I felt powerful sobs wracked my body. I wasn't crying from sadness; far from it. I had rarely been so happy in my life. It was the sheer intensity of what had happened that could find expression no other way.

 

“She made you say that?” Tony’s eyes were wide as he stared up at me from the mattress below. His stomach was shining now with a small pool of my warm juices. Telling him the story of what Shannon had done to me in the bathroom had worked us both up to a fever pitch of desire. I didn’t need to look at his caged cock to know that it would be twitching and throbbing with relentless desire.

"Yeah," I shrugged. As though it was no big deal. As though there were nothing more normal in the world than telling my husband how my boss's pussy tasted. "And guess what?" I leaned forward again, my hair hanging down around Tony's face as my mouth hovered above his. "I meant it," I giggled. The look on his face was a picture. His eyes were as round as two golf balls, and his mouth was open in shock. "You've never tasted Shannon's pussy, have you?"

“No, goddess,” Tony panted.

"Well, your wife has. And it's delicious." Rising up again, I began to crawl forward over Tony's body. I could feel his rapid breath as I crawled over his chest, planting my knees on either side of his head. My bare sex hovered above him, and I watched my husband stare up at my pussy as though it contained all the secrets of the universe. As though it was all he had ever wanted. Raising his head from the pillow, he strained towards it, trying to reach me with his mouth. And I giggled as I teased him, moving back on my knees so that I stayed just out of reach.

“Now you know what you have to do,” I said. Channeling Shannon’s easy dominance, I took hold of a fistful of my husband’s hair and pushed his head back down onto the pillow. “You need to eat the pussy that belongs to Shannon now.” And with that, I sat on Tony’s face. Immediately, his tongue began to work, his lips caressing mine while his muscular organ sank deep inside me. I moaned in rising pleasure as my body responded. As wildly exciting as it unquestionably was to do Shannon’s kinky bedding, I had to admit, it feels good to be in control.


20. An Office Surprise

 

Tony sucked in air as I sat back. His handsome face shone, damp with a mixture of sweat and the juices of my excitement that pooled on his skin. I could feel the shortness of his breath as his chest rose and fell underneath me. I was in the same condition myself. Sparks of joy seemed reluctant to fade behind my eyes, my body drenched in an exhausting sense of pleasure. For a long moment, I simply sat there, riding the rhythmic breath in my husband's chest while my own thighs spasmed on either side of his face. And Tony looked up at me wordlessly, panting in evident desire. The only thing I wore was the key to his chastity around my neck. I knew what he wanted. He didn't need to say a word. It was written all over his face. It was the same thing he always wanted, the same thing he had wanted since Valentine's Day when he gave me the key to his sexual pleasure.

"Oh my God," Tony panted. "You're so fucking sexy. Please, goddess, please let me cum!" His desperation tore at my insides. His need for me made me feel like the goddess he addressed me as. His desire poured gasoline on the flames of my own. I had just cum, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of my orgasm. But my husband's desire and the bizarre situation we found ourselves in was enough to get me going again. There seemed to be no break between one spasm of bliss and the next, all peak and no valley. Like waves without troughs, one ecstatic experience after another rolled over me and through me. And as I panted above my husband, I knew what I had to do.

"Have you been good?" I took my necklace in my hand as I spoke, dangling it above Tony as I taunted him. "Because you know you only get orgasms when you earn them. Do you think you've earned one?" Tony seemed to detect something dangerous in my tone. Even through the fog of lust that gripped him, he paused. Licking his glistening lips, he paused for a moment before answering.

“I – I don’t know, goddess,” he finally said. I grinned in satisfaction, bouncing happily on top of him as I giggled.

"That's right," I said. "That's for me to decide. But you're in luck. Maybe it's greedy, but I kind of feel like I want to fuck. I guess Shannon's right. How does it feel to be married to such a slut?" The word felt foreign on my lips as I spoke. But I couldn't keep the smile from my face. Even here, in what should have been the sanctity of our marital bedroom, Shannon hung over everything like some dark avenging angel. I could feel her presence there with us as I remembered the things she made me say and do, and I knew that my husband was doing the same. My boss didn't even need to be in the room to have an impact on my sex life with my husband. That was the power Shannon had.

"Awesome, Goddess," Tony said. A smile broke across his face as he spoke, a crooked echo of my own. It was good to see him smile. I love to torture and tease my husband, to humiliate and degrade him. But what I love even more is when he becomes unable to hide the fact that he enjoys my cruel treatment of him.

“Good answer,” I replied. “But your goddess has been a naughty girl. Do you want to hear just how naughty I’ve been?”

"Yes, goddess," Tony gasped. He nodded his head as he spoke, and the glistening pattern of my juices showed on his face. Slowly, making sure he saw my every movement, I reached for the clasp at the back of my neck that held my necklace together. Unfastening it, I drew the chain from around my neck and took the key to his chastity in my hand. I could hear Tony's breath fluttering in his throat, as though he hardly dared breathe for fear of breaking the spell that hung over us. The key swayed in front of him as I held it up, and his eyes followed it as though it were a hypnotist's watch. With every swing of the pendulum, he slipped a little further under my control.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll tell you. And I’ll even unlock your cock. If you can keep yourself from cumming until I finish my story, I’ll fuck you. But if not, you’ll be locked up again right away, and I’ll be very angry. You understand?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

"Good." Swinging my leg over Tony's prone body, I turned. The mattress bounced slightly, making Tony's body shift as I moved. Turning, I straddled Tony's chest again, facing his feet this time. My hair brushed the bare skin of his stomach as I leaned forward and slipped the key into the lock of his chastity device. I could feel the tightness of his body as I paused, his flanks barely moving between my knees as he held his breath. Then I twisted the key, and the click of the tiny lock was unbelievably loud in the silent room. Drawing the steel tube away from his body, I smiled as I watched my husband's cock roar into life. His member swelled before my very eyes, lurching upward from his body as it strained towards the ceiling. Every tangled vein and throbbing inch of his cock spoke of his bottomless desire for me. I might say, to tease my husband, that my body belonged to Shannon. Caught up in the heat of some highly charged moments, I might even mean it sometimes. But there was no question that Tony was mine, completely and totally. Every day that passed only seem to confirm it more.

Tony's cock leaped in my hand as I wrap my fingers around it. I could feel the mad pulse racing under his skin like a war drum urging him to battle. His freed manhood was like a lever that I could use to make his entire body do as I wished. I could feel the tension inside him, the hair-trigger to his arousal that I could pull anytime I wanted to. Carefully, I toyed with his cock, and Tony moaned beneath me as I drove him wild with passion. I knew that I could end this game whenever I wanted to. The man was putty in my hands. Making him cum would be a simple matter, a few firmer touches here and there. But just because I had invented the game didn't mean I could ignore the rules. I didn't know myself whether I wanted Tony to fail or succeed at the challenge I had set him. But I at least wanted him to have a chance.

"So," I began, and Tony moaned beneath me again as I ran my hand lightly along the length of his shaft. Grinning, I inched backward so that my dripping pussy hovered over his mouth again. A soft sigh escaped my parted lips as I felt him press his mouth against my sex. "I was at the office…"

 

How could I possibly be expected to get any work done in the state I was in? Shannon knew what she did to me. She had to know that after that day's meeting and our encounter in the bathroom that followed, there was no way I could even dream of simply going back to work. Most probably, she didn't care. Being a dominant woman means you can be selfish like that. I had learned that truth with Tony.

But there were still hours left in the workday. Underneath my tight skirt, my pussy throbbed. With no panties underneath, I worried about the wet spot I might be leaving in my chair as I stared listlessly at my computer screen. But Shannon didn't care about that either. All she cared about was her own selfish pleasure. And after she had left me in the bathroom to clean myself up, my beautiful boss mostly left me alone. From time to time, as the day wore on, I would see her here and there, striding across the office in her tall boots and biker jacket, the edgy outfit made feminine by the pretty floral dress she wore. But on those occasions, she hardly looked at me. She saved her sly smiles for our colleagues, laying flirtatious hands on an arm here, a back there. At one point, I found myself shaking my head as though to clear it of the fog that had descended upon it. Was I jealous? There I was, a married woman, worrying about how my female boss behaved around my coworkers. As though I had any claim on Shannon. As though I had any right to be jealous - or any reason for it, either. Dimly, I realized that I knew next to nothing about my Shannon's personal life. For all the wild things we had done together, I had learned very little about the woman behind that seductive smile. I knew that Shannon wasn't married, not anymore. That made sense, in its way. Hard to imagine any single man keeping up with her. Or woman, for that matter. Feeling my cheeks beginning to prickle with the familiar heat of shame and arousal, I quickly turned back to my computer screen. If Shannon caught me staring at her, it would only give her something else to smile about. Something else to lord over me.

And so the day wore on. But the fire inside me could not be quenched by any amount of spreadsheets or emails or KPIs. What Shannon had done to me that morning could not be undone, any more than it could be forgotten. And despite all the orgasms that had torn through me, my body longed for Shannon's touch once again. It was like a drug, something I could no longer do without. Shannon made me high, and I was hooked. Hooked on the adrenaline rush of submitting to my sexy female boss.

So as the day ground to a halt and the people around me began to shut down their computers and head for home, I stayed. Shannon had been cloistered in her office for a while now, but I wondered what might happen if we found ourselves alone together again. I said distracted goodbyes to my coworkers as they trickled out of the door, the office steadily emptying like a bucket with a hole in it. Soon – though it could never be soon enough for my liking, not with the flames that roared inside me while I waited – I was alone in the office.

I couldn't see Shannon's office from my own desk. But if she had left the building, unless she had snuck out via a fire escape, I would have noticed. Shannon was still in the building, I was sure of that. I waited a full five minutes, timed by the clock in the corner of my computer screen. She didn't emerge. Nor did anyone else. I could hear nothing in the echoing space of the office besides the whine of the slumbering computers. Rolling back my chair, I stood.

My skirt clung to my thighs with every step as I made my way through the maze of desks in the open plan office. Shannon’s office sat around a corner, close to the office of other managers and executives at the company. As I turned the corner, I heard voices. Plural. Cursing the precarious heels Shannon made me wear, I ran for cover.

Two square pillars reached from floor to ceiling in this part of the office. I ducked behind one, pressing my back against its smooth white surface. The post wasn't wide enough to hide me completely, but short of ducking under a desk, there was nowhere else for me to go. I hoped that the pillar would provide me with enough cover as I turned my head to peer around the four-sided column.

The door to Shannon's office was open. From where I peeked, I could see right into her workspace. As I had guessed, Shannon wasn't alone. She was sitting on top of her desk, on the edge nearest the door. Her legs were crossed, her flirty dress sliding high up her thigh while her black boots gleamed. In the chair in front of her desk sat a man in an expensive looking suit. The breath caught in my throat as I realized it was Zach.

What was he doing here? If Shannon had ever told me what his job was, I hadn't remembered. When I had met him earlier that day, I had had other things on my mind. I had never seen him around the office before. Yet now I had seen him twice in one day. And what I wanted most of all was for him not to see me. As much as I hoped that Shannon's cover that I had been feeling unwell during the meeting would explain my behavior, I had no desire to face any of the men who had been in the boardroom ever again. I should have left there and then. I told myself to leave. What Shannon did was no concern of mine. Most likely they were discussing that morning's meeting that had been cut short by my impossible arousal. Probably the conversation they were having was super boring. But I knew better. Shannon was a colossal flirt, and I think often she did it without even meaning to. But something in her body language told me this was different. Something made me want to stay. Some part of me guessed somehow that something was about to happen. I wasn't wrong.

As I watched, Shannon threw back her head and laughed loudly at some comment that Zach made. Almost simultaneously, he stood. He was a tall man, able to smile down at Shannon as she sat on the desk in front of him. He took 1/2 step toward her, and now there was no doubt. His hands reached out to her, finding her waist under the jacket she still wore. And Shannon's deep blue eyes burned as she gazed at him. The smile was gone from her face now, to be replaced by something else A certain intensity in her stare, a certain quiet flame. I realized with a stab that I had never seen my boss look that way at me. Of course I had seen her turned on. There was no question about that. But this was different. When Shannon and I played, the smile was never far from her face. As though she found the whole situation, mine and Tony's, infinitely amusing. When she looked at Zach, I saw none of that. All I saw was desire. And now there was no doubt, no way to hide behind semantic games and soothing platitudes. I was jealous. I was jealous of Zach and the way Shannon looked at him.

As though responding to some music I couldn't hear, the two of them moved as one. The sudden urgency in their bodies left me breathless. Shannon reached towards Zach's broad shoulders and pulled his jacket down. He slid his arms free of the sleeves easily as their lips met. I saw his jaw working as he kissed Shannon passionately and deeply, and from where I watched I could hear the faint moan of pleasure in her throat at his touch. Zach slid his hands underneath Shannon's biker jacket, and soon it slid down her arms to pool on the desk behind her. They were having an affair. How long had it been going on? How many people in the office was Shannon fucking? The sounds of pleasure radiated out to fill the office as Shannon and Zach held one another tightly. They made for a beautiful couple, I had to admit that. Zach was a handsome man, with movie star looks that any woman would have noticed. And of course, Shannon was beautiful. I watched with a fixed stare as Shannon's hands reached the buttons of Zack's shirt.

They undressed one another like teenagers, hungrily, urgently. They pawed at each other in their eagerness to touch, unable to get their fill of one another. Their lips seemed locked together as Shannon tore Zack's shirt off, exposing his muscular torso under the office lights. Zach gathered Shannon's dress up in his hands and lifted it, their kiss breaking momentarily as he pulled it over her head. Shannon raised her arms to help, and her blonde curls sprang free from the dress as Zach tossed it aside. She leaned back on her desk, propping herself up on her elbows while Zack's quick hands reached for the front of his pants. I watched him kick off his shoes and step out of his pants as he dropped them to the floor, his underwear still inside. He was naked now, and an impressive erection rose from between his legs. My cheeks colored. I knew I shouldn't be watching this. As absurd as the idea was, I knew I should give them some privacy. The privacy Tony and I didn't have from Shannon. But I couldn't tear myself away. The heat that had been building all day between my legs only grew as I watched from behind the pillar.

Zach reached for Shannon's panties, just as I had done in the bathroom earlier that day. The memory of her taste flooded my mouth at the thought, and I squeezed my hands together nervously as I watched. I could feel my nipples swelling, the sensitive buds pressing against my top as I watched. Shannon raised her legs as Zach pulled her panties down over her boots, laughing giddily as he flung them aside. I watched him step closer to her. I heard her cry out as he entered her. From my hiding place, I watched a man I had just met that morning slide his stiff cock into my sexy boss's dripping pussy. And I wasn't sure who I envied more as I watched the two of them.

Carefully, quietly, I shifted to get a better view around the pillar that hid me. The muscles bunched in Zach's back as he pumped his hips back and forth. Shannon lay on her back on her desk now, her boots propped up on Zach's shoulders. I remembered how Shannon had fucked me on that same desk, bending me over its wooden surface and pounding me from behind while Tony watched through a video link. My hands slid over my hips, feeling the firm flesh under the skintight material of my skirt. Shannon had made me into her personal slut, but evidently, that wasn't enough. Her sex drive impressed and terrified me in equal measure, even if I knew that my own was nothing to be sneezed at And while I watched, the juices of my arousal continued to flow silently over my inner thighs, my wet pussy trembling as I watched.

Soon, Shannon's cries filled the building. Each one seemed louder than the last as Zach picked up the pace. The desk shuddered and groaned beneath the two of them. Shannon's moans of bliss mirrored the rhythm of Zach's thrusts, and I could hear him groaning with pleasure too as he fucked her. I had never before felt the slightest envy of men and their equipment, even as I acknowledged the charming prettiness of other women. But watching Zach give it to Shannon was making me wonder how it would feel. And the impossibility of ever knowing did nothing to stop the torrent of moisture that poured from my pussy as I watched.

The moment came, as I knew it must. Shannon screamed as she arched her back, almost lifting her hips off the desk as she pressed her body against Zach's. Zach cried out, throwing back his head as he felt Shannon's pussy tightening around his cock. I had seen my boss cum enough times to know it when I saw it, and as Shannon thrashed on top of her desk, I knew that she was in the throes of ecstasy. Her pleasure seemed to set his off, and Zack's naked body stiffened as he let out a long, low groan. I watched what looked like the same orgasm tear through them both, making them gasp and shudder and cry out in shared bliss. And it was only then that I noticed that my hand was pressed against the front of my skirt, rubbing through the material as I watched. Shame bloomed inside me yet again, my constant companion in the office these days. But I didn't want to stop.

Zach bent over Shannon, and their lips met again. They kissed slowly this time, no less passionately than before. Their immediate desire might be assuaged, but the bond between them had clearly grown deeper. For a while, they stayed like that, Shannon sprawling back on her desk and Zach looming over her as they kissed. Finally, Zach straightened up. I heard Shannon's sigh as he withdrew his cock from her streaming pussy. Slowly, his movements made clumsy by bliss and fatigue, he gathered his clothes.

Shannon sat up. Sliding off the desk, she found her dress and pulled it back on over her head. Zach carelessly tucked his shirt into his pants and stepped back into his shoes. The two exchanged a few words that I couldn't catch, and Shannon wrapped her arms around his neck as they kissed again. Fear clutched my heart in an icy claw. Distracted as I was by the show they put on and my own feverish desire, I had forgotten all about the risk of discovery. As Zach released his grip on Shannon and reached for his jacket, I knew I had to hide. I made a mad dash for the nearest desk, dropping to the floor as I crawled underneath it. The outfits Shannon made me wear were anything but practical, but I hoped that I hadn't been seen or heard as I crouched in the footwell of the desk. I heard footsteps coming closer, Zach and Shannon presumably leaving her office.

"See you later." Zack's voice was deep and rich as oak. I felt a shudder ripple through me as I listened.

"Bye," Shannon said. I didn't need to see her to know that she smiled as she spoke. From under the desk, I couldn't see either of them. I listened to Zach's footsteps heading towards the front door of the office. He was gone. And now the only footsteps I could hear were Shannon's.

My heart seemed to freeze as Shannon’s tall black boots appeared in front of me.

“Come on out, slut,” Shannon said, while my heart spasmed in shock and shame. “I know you’re there.” Slowly, I crawled out from under the desk. On all fours, I peered up my boss. Shannon wasn’t smiling anymore.

“How much did you see?”

"I – Shannon, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to peek. It's none of my business."

"You're right. It isn't." As Shannon spoke, I leaned back on my knees, getting ready to rise to my feet. But Shannon placed a hand on my shoulder to stop me. As I stared up at her, the shame I was feeling slowly bled into the arousal that had never left. On my hands and knees at my boss's feet, I waited for her reaction. "But now you've made it your business. Did you see Zach fucking me?"

“I –” Shannon’s face was stern as she looked down at me. I had no idea how she had known I was there, or how she felt about it. It seemed better not to get caught in a lie.

“Yes.”

“Did you see him cum?”

“Yes.” My cheeks felt as though they were on fire as Shannon quizzed me. But hope bloomed in the pit of my stomach as Shannon reached for the hem of her dress. Slowly, she drew it up her thighs to reveal her pussy. I could see the light shining on her wet folds, the faint trace of a man’s semen glistening on the lips I had kissed that morning. The smell of sex engulfed me as I stared up between Shannon’s legs.

“Then I have a job for you.” Shannon stepped back. Still holding her dress up around her waist, she perched herself on the desk I had been hiding under. She sat, lifting her feet from the floor as she parted her legs. I stayed on my hands and knees. Smiling at last, Shannon beckoned me toward her.

"Since you're here, you may as well make yourself useful." Shannon's eyes shone with the mischief that never failed to set my heart ablaze. "Get over here and clean me up. Don't make me ask twice."

 

“Oh fuck,” Tony groaned, his words somewhat muffled between my legs. But his intention was clear. I grinned as my hands slid once again over his cock that seemed fit to burst any moment.

“That’s right,” I laughed. “I told you your wife was a slut, didn’t I?”

“Did you do it?” Tony lifted his head from the pillow as he spoke. I could feel his warm breath against the wet skin between my legs. I could feel his pulse in the throbbing cock I held in my hand.

“Of course I did it,” I said. “My boss told me to. What else could I do?” With a long groan, Tony’s head dropped back onto the pillow. My nerves danced with excitement.

“I licked it all up,” I said. My hair slid over Tony’s thighs as I brought my face close to his cock, close enough so that he could feel my breath against the hot skin. “I licked Shannon’s pussy, and I ate all of Zach’s cum out of her. She made me swallow, of course. Imagine that. Imagine your wife swallowing another man’s cum. When was the last time I swallowed yours?”

“I don’t know, Goddess,” Tony moaned underneath me.

“I don’t know either,” I said. “And I don’t know if I ever will again. It’s not like I need to, now that I have your cock all locked away. But Zach was a real man. You could tell by the way he was giving it to Shannon.”

Tony groaned again. But I knew that sound. For all the dismay and despair he might be feeling at what I was telling him, I knew that his desire overpowered it all. I could feel it throbbing in my hand, after all. Releasing my hold on my husband's straining cock, I sat back on his chest. Peering back over my shoulder at him, I saw his flushed face staring up at me.

"You did it, honey," I smiled. "You managed not to cum while I told my little story. So now you get a reward. I'm going to fuck you. But before you get too excited, I have a little idea. I'm going to let you cum inside me. Once you're done, you have to eat it all up. Just like I ate up all of Zack's cum. Deal?"

Tony gave out the loudest groan yet. The cuffs that held him to the headboard rattled as he squirmed underneath me. I giggled. It was all theatrics. Tony might resist. He might buck from time to time, and fantasize about having the ability to say no to me. But we both knew the truth. I had offered him what he wanted most in the world. In the state he was in, no price was too high to pay for that

"Yes, Goddess," he breathed. Chuckling, I began to crawl down his body to where his erect cock waited.

“That’s a good boy,” I said. “That’s how you worship your Goddess.”
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