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Chapter One


The text that Jerry received was
direct and to the point. He liked that about his wife.

I’m coming home horny. I
expect you naked and in your cuffs.

She didn’t specify anything beyond
that but Jerry knew what to expect. He was used to Yolanda’s
demands. It was fun to be married to a sexually adventurous and
aggressive woman. He didn’t have to explain the urge to her. She
knew. He knew. 

He did what was expected of him. He
stripped naked and found the leather wrist and ankle cuffs in their
toybox. They had spent the extra money on high-quality—if somewhat
scary looking—real leather cuffs that were held shut by brass
buckles and could be secured with small locks. 

Jerry didn’t get out the
locks; he didn’t think it was going to be that sort of night.

Putting them on wasn’t that difficult.
He’d worn them before. She’d worn them before. It was nice to be
married to a woman who was a switch like him, though lately she’d
been asserting her dominance. The hardest part was putting the cuff
on his right wrist. He fumbled a bit with the buckle as he cinched
it into place. The trick was to make sure they were tight enough to
actually restrain without the possibility of them slipping off when
they were pulled on.

In a thought that he constantly tried
to scrub from his mind, he flashed on the memory of the thick
leather band that his grandfather used to wear for his watch.
Grandpa Joe had been a foreman on a county road crew for most of
his life. It was his job to keep track of time and wore the thick
band so he’d never lose his watch. When they bought the restraints
Jerry couldn’t help but think about Grandpa’s old watch and leather
band. 

It made him wonder what his
grandparents had been getting up to in their free time.

The difficult thing was
that Yolanda didn’t say when
she would be home. He’d just have to wait. That
was okay. He busied himself making sure the chains were attached to
the bolts he’s sunk into the bed frame he’d made for them. It was a
custom job, not that basic woodworking was all that difficult.
Grandpa Joe had taught him woodworking years ago. Building a bed
frame that could stand up to the rigors of their sex life and look
stylish enough to please his was wasn’t difficult at
all.

Jerry felt lucky when he heard his
wife walking into the house. She hadn’t made him wait just to
torture him. Not that he would have minded being tortured a
bit.

It wasn’t exactly late for Yolanda.
She was still wearing her work clothes: skirt that was maybe a
little too short, white blouse that was maybe a little low cut, a
professional jacket to dress both the skirt and blouse up, and
stockings that Jerry knew were thigh highs held up by a garter
belt. That morning when Yolanda had left she had blown him a kiss
while lifting up her skirt just enough to show off the garters. He
knew what that meant: she was expecting something exciting to
happen at work and, if he was lucky, he’d hear about it that night
in bed.

And here he was, at night, and in
bed.

She walked into the bedroom while
shedding her jacket. Automatically Jerry’s cock started to harden.
She noticed that right away. “Been waiting for me long?”

“Not very.”

She casually unbuttoned her dress, not
hurrying, but doing it very efficiently. “You aren’t hard
yet.”

“I didn’t want to jump the
gun.”

She nodded acknowledgement of his
admission as she took off her dangling earrings. He took that as a
good sign; it meant she was serious about some vigorous sex and
didn’t want to be bothered by dangling earrings annoying her or
getting caught in hair or sheets or on a limb. “Get out your cock
ring.”

That gave him a bit of a pause. “What?
Why? I’ll get hard. Just give me a second or two.” Without thinking
he grabbed his cock and started pumping it. With her shirt off and
her tits barely contained by the lacy white bra she was wearing, it
didn’t take much of an imagination to get him going. He could even
see the shadow of her dark nipples through the gauzy
material.

Yolanda slapped his hand away from his
cock before going to the toybox to root around in it. “I’m not
saying you can’t get it up. I just want you nice and hard and I
want you to last a long time.”

“I can do that,” he
bragged but didn’t put his hand back on his cock. She found the
black rubber ring and tossed it to him. It had a diameter that was
just big enough to slip his balls through one at a time and then
stuff the shaft through. It was tight, but not too tight. It would
get tight when he got hard. It would make him very hard. It would
make cumming a struggle, but it would also make cumming that much
more powerful. He both loved and hated wearing his cock ring; that
was the irony of sex. It was a struggle and a lot of work, but it
was worth it in the end...except for the repercussions.

She unzipped her skirt and dropped it
to the floor. Jerry paused in putting on the ring. She was wearing
white lace panties that matched her bra...and she was wearing them
over the garters. That alone made his cock stiffen and he hurried
to push his cock all the way through the ring so he didn’t have to
get ice to make it go down just to go back up.

Yolanda stood six feet away from him.
She already saw that he had noticed her panties; she was just
waiting for him to say something about it. 

Jerry was having trouble forming words
as all his blood rushed from his brain to his cock.

“Yes?” she prompted him as
he tried to force out a few words and only managed to make a few
choking noises.

He had seen her wear a
garter belt and stockings before. Usually it was when they were
going out on a date and were coming home to have sex or going out
to have sex someplace exotic. Occasionally she had worn stockings
and garters to work, but when she did that it was
always—always—with her panties underneath the garters. 

When she put on the garters and
stockings in anticipation of sex, the panties went over the
garters.

He didn’t know which way she wore them
this morning. 

Of course, over the entire work day
she would have had plenty of opportunity to switch things up, but
still…

“Do you like what you
see?” she asked him innocently, trying to prompt him and still
making it worse. 

All he could do was point at her
mostly hidden crotch. He could see the little dark triangle of
pubic hair partially obscured by the lace material. He knew what
she had hidden in her underwear; he had been between her legs and
inside her body many times, but that didn’t stop him from getting
hard for it once again.

“Yes,” he managed to
say.

“Good. Lie down on the bed
so I can chain you up. I’m going to ride your cock all night
long.”

That was an obvious exaggeration, but
it didn’t do anything to stem the flow of blood to his cock. Still,
he did exactly as she requested because he wanted it as well. He
liked when her body moved close to his face. He could smell
whatever soap or lotion or perfume she had put on that morning, in
addition to the natural scent of her body. He helped her restrain
his body because it was in both their interests to do so, plus he
was excited to hear what she had been up to all day.

Once all four limbs were restrained—he
had a bit of movement but nothing significant and not enough to
where he could release himself easily—she stood at the foot of the
bed and let her eyes focus on his cock. It wasn’t huge, but it was
more than big enough to satisfy any woman who liked to be filled
up. And now, with the ring in place holding back the blood from
easily returning to his body, it appeared bigger than usual and was
definitely redder than normal. But that was fine. She wanted all of
that.

Reaching out with her fingertips, she
flicked his manhood to the
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