
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2016

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

This bundle contains chapters 6 - 12 of Amy’s Bitch. To read parts 1-5, go here.

My Wife’s New Toy

The box sat on our kitchen table. It was big, and black, and shiny, coated in some sort of high-gloss plastic. It was unopened. Amy had been waiting for me to get home from work.

“What is it?” I asked. My voice was faint, as though I was nervous. Maybe I was. Was it the mysterious black box that made me uneasy, or my wife’s devilish smile?

I’ve gotten to know that look well. We’ve been married seven years, Amy and I, and in all that time, our sex life was perfectly satisfactory, as far as I was concerned. But in the last six months, everything has changed. Ever since the first night, when Amy took charge of me and humiliated me and made me beg for her body, she has pushed me further and further. And for a guy who never previously had a kinky thought in his head, I have to say, I love the new us. I love Miss Amy, my cruel and sexy dominatrix, just as I love Amy, my loving wife and companion. Sometimes you don’t realize something’s missing until you find it. I found a hard-edged heaven there at Amy’s feet, every time she made me kneel. I wouldn’t go back even if I could. And it’s that sly smile of Amy’s that keeps me locked in a prison of pleasure.

“Remember a couple of weeks ago?” Amy grinned. “When Britney came to visit?” As if I could forget. Amy’s best friend Britney had come to town, and not only had Amy revealed to her the fact that she dominated me sexually; she had encouraged Britney to join in. The two women had spent an entire weekend teasing and torturing me, treating me like their own sexual plaything - which of course I was. It was the hardest, most humiliating and most sexually fulfilling experience of my life. I wasn’t likely to forget any time soon. Dumbly, I nodded. The mere mention of that weekend was enough to get my cock stiffening in my boxers, and even though Amy couldn’t see it, I couldn’t escape the feeling that she knew all too well the effect she was having

“So that first morning, when we were using you as a footstool, me and Britney did some online shopping. And now it looks like my order has finally arrived.” I gulped nervously. Britney seemed to bring out Amy’s cruel side. Not that she needed any help in that department. My mind raced as I wondered what sort of diabolical contraptions my two mistresses might intend to use on me.

“What’s in there?” I asked again.

“A bunch of stuff,” Amy said evasively. Her heels clicked on the kitchen floor as she took a step towards the table, running her hand lightly over the box’s smooth surface. She hadn’t changed out of her work clothes. Hadn’t even taken off her high heels. I knew this was deliberate. I remembered a time when she used to wear jeans to work, but those days were over. Dominating me, even on an occasional basis, seemed to have awakened my wife to her own desirability. She wore tight skirts and high heels to work almost every day now, driving me wild when she left in the morning just as she must drive the men she works with wild all day long at the office. I’ll admit my bias - she is my wife, after all - but Amy is hot as hell. She’s curvy, and I don’t mean fat. She has a tiny, delicate waist and a flat stomach from frequent visits to the gym. But she has retained her womanly figure. I’ve never been a man that is attracted to muscular girls, or anorexic stick figures either. Amy has a perfect hourglass figure, her DD breasts balanced out by her full, round hips. She’s shaped like a cello, like a beautiful instrument of pleasure. The fiery red curls that frame her pretty face with its delicate features lend her beauty an edge of wild, unrestrained sexiness. An edge her wicked smile only sharpens. In short, my wife is as hot as hell, and I’m incredibly lucky to be with her. And if she uses her beauty to get her way with me every once in a while, well, there’s no harm done there. I love it when Amy takes charge.

“You’ll like it,” she said, smiling at me. “Some of it, anyway. Some of it you’ll hate, but I’ll like it, and that’s the main thing. Have any plans for this weekend?”

“Nothing I can’t blow off,” I said.

“Good,” Amy smiled wolfishly back at me. “Because I want to try some things out, and I need my bitch for that, don’t I?”

“Yes,” I said slowly, my prick rising and stiffening in my pants to the point where she had to have noticed, “Miss Amy.” It was that simple, that easy. All she needed was a smile, a skirt and a pair of high heels, and I was ready to acknowledge her as my mistress, my owner. Still smiling, Amy stepped towards me, tight skirt hugging her thighs as she pressed her soft body against mine, her emerald eyes gazing up into mine as her heavy breasts pressed against my chest, her delicate hand creeping down my side until it found the growing bulge in the front of my pants.

“I think we’ll save the toys for tomorrow,” she whispered, her lips mere inches from my own, her hot breath making my skin prickle. “I think we should go to the bedroom now, don’t you?” I nodded, my breath quickened as my arousal grew. My searching fingers found her round ass where it stretched her skirt behind her, and I squeezed the firm flesh hard, pressing her pelvis against my own as my erection throbbed against her thigh. We kissed, her warm lips seeming to explode against mine with a wet pop as our questing tongues found one another, her hand sliding across my face to entwine its fingers in my short hair while mine firmly grasped the twin globes of her pert ass. Breaking the kiss, I led her to the bedroom, both of us already panting in excitement at the mere thought of what the weekend would bring. I almost tore her skirt in my eagerness to undress her, and she tugged violently at my shirt as she peeled it down my arms. We had only just come home from work, and already we were pawing at each other like horny teenagers, needing each other’s bodies as badly as when we first met. If being Amy’s slave from time to time hadn’t been even slightly enjoyable to me - and it was - it would still have been worth it, just to keep this burning passion alive.

* * * *

The next day, Saturday, dawned bright and clear. I awoke in the best way possible - after a deep sleep, with long lances of sunlight breaking through the thin curtains to splash like molten metal on the white wall, and Amy’s manicured fingers tracing the boiling veins of my stiff cock, playing me like a flute. I awoke almost on the verge of orgasm, torn from some erotic dream by the growing pressure of arousal. My wife smiled down at me, surrounded by a dazzling corona as the sunlight caused her hair to flame even redder than usual, the tumbling curls igniting in the newborn light and spilling down her pale chest to dangle provocatively in her exposed cleavage. Balanced on one elbow, her full breasts threatened to spill out of the lacy black bra she wore. Groggy from sleep, I twisted on the mattress, reaching for her sunlit body like a half-drowned man finally reaching the sandy shore. She giggled as she pushed me back onto the mattress, two fingers on my shoulder all she needed to force me off balance. Her hand flat on my chest stayed me as I tried to rise again.

“Now, now,” she admonished playfully. “You know what today is?”

“No,” I shook my head, my mouth thickly furred with hours of sleep. A tinny echo of panic reverberated in my vaulted chest; had I forgotten some important date? Our anniversary was a month away, her birthday six months. I racked my drowsy brain for an answer.

“Today’s the day Miss Amy gets to try out her toys on you, my other toy,” she giggled. “It’s like Christmas come early. I’m going to play with you all day, if not all weekend. This is going to be so much fun. For me, anyway.” Her fingers played gently over my heaving chest, making swirls in the light dusting of hair on my pectoral muscles. I grunted, more in surprise than in pain, as she tugged playfully at a pinch of hair.

“Now, get up and get showered,” she ordered. “Clean yourself up for me. Shave, too. I know you always slack off on the weekends and grow a bit of beard. I like the look, but I plan on having your face in some sensitive areas, so I want those cheeks smooth, ok?”

“Ok,” I nodded numbly.

“This, too.” I grunted again as her nimble fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my underwear and ran like a comb through the tangled bush of my pubic hair. “This has to go. I want you smooth down there, ok?”

“Ok,” I mumbled. I had never shaved myself there, never done more than the occasional trim to restore order. It wasn’t a task I was looking forward to, but how hard could it be? Amy had never expressed any problem with it before. But one of the things I love about her is her constant creativity. She’s made me do far, far worse. Her reaching fingers strayed further south until they encircled my balls, briefly wrapping the tender flesh in a soft, flexible cage. “I hope you drained these balls in me last night,” she purred, her lips almost brushing my ear as she whispered, “because they don’t get to cum again until I say so. Is that clear?”

“Yes,” I mumbled, and felt her fingers squeeze tighter, my most sensitive area now fully in my wife’s grip.

“Yes what?” she hissed.

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I replied.

It’s always like this. I love to submit to her, but I need her to make me. I want to call her Miss Amy, to acknowledge her as my superior, to humble myself before her - but I can’t just do it. I need her to make me. Maybe it’s machismo, or some trace element of guilt. As though I’m ashamed of my kinks, and need to believe that I have no choice. Once the scene starts, of course, I don’t. But I need Amy to force me to do what I long to do, what I literally dream of doing. Somehow, she seems to understand this.

“Ok.” Releasing my balls, she patted my throbbing cock affectionately, as though it were a pet. “Go on, then. Go get pretty for me, and I’ll get ready for you.” She rolled away, and I climbed out of bed, stumbling towards the bathroom. Amy almost always gets up before I do on weekends. She’s not a deep sleeper, the way I am. Streaks of water on the inside of the shower door and on the polished tiles showed me she’d already showered. I gradually woke up under the stream of warm water. Two weeks ago, I had washed both Amy and Britney’s soft, glistening bodies in this exact same shower. My cock pulsed with the memory, desperate for release. As always, I pondered my options. I could jerk off, right now, in the shower, and Amy would never know. But as usual, I didn’t. Maybe some part of me understood that the more helplessly aroused I was, the more I would enjoy obeying my wife. Or maybe I was simply scared of getting caught. Whatever the reason, beyond what was necessary to thoroughly wash it, I kept my hands off my swollen prick.

My skin soft from the shower, the ghost of toothpaste still lingering in my mouth, I returned, wrapped in a towel, to the bedroom. In a kind of facial pas de deux, as though caught in a maze of mirrors, I was able to watch her reaction to my reaction, the satisfied smile that spread across her face as my freshly-shaved jaw quite literally dropped. I was stunned. My heart beat inside my chest like a sparrow encased in the thorax of a granite statue, fluttering wildly against the unyielding walls. Speechless.

My desire for my wife is what allows her to dominate me. We both know this. I could physically overpower her, anytime I’m not handcuffed or otherwise restrained. But I don’t. I allow her to cuff me and abuse me, to torment and torture me. Because I want her that badly. And that’s the excitement in all of this for her. It’s not that she likes hurting me, per se. She gets turned on by the fact that I’m so attracted to her, I’ll submit to her hurting me.

She understands this. And so, in the six months since she started sexually dominating me, she has worn clothes and lingerie that I’d only dreamed of seeing her in. The visual appeal, she understands, is key. The very first time she dominated me, she wore a green satin corset with black lace overlay and shiny patent heels like something out of my kinkiest fantasies, as though she had some direct line to the darkest desires I keep hidden away in my skull. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. Until today.

She was wearing a dress. Black, and figure-hugging, with a strap over each shoulder. The neckline was low, what I think is called a sweetheart, the rounded cups revealing acres of soft breast as her waist tapered below her bust in a perfect heart shape. Her waist, I noticed, was even narrower than it should be, the rigid strips that ran in parallel lines down her stomach hinting that the dress had its own built-in corset to enhance her already mouth-watering figure. The skirt was on the longer side. As she sat on the bed with her legs crossed, the hem rose high, but I suspected it wouldn’t be more than an inch or two above her knee if she stood. Most striking of all, the dress was made entirely of latex. It shone in the bedroom light as she breathed, the shimmering fabric clinging to every curve of her body, exposing everything and yet revealing nothing. It was as though she were somehow more than naked, even sexier for keeping some things a mystery, this woman who I married seven years ago. Desire exploded within me, the leaden pressure of lust almost forcing me down to my knees before she even spoke a word. My furious cock pressed hard against the rough towel I had wrapped around my waist, still holding it closed with suddenly numb fingers. My limbs tingled, deprived of the life-giving blood that had rushed to my steel-hard dick. Some images you know, the moment you see them, will stay burned into your brain forever, like the shadows cast by an atom bomb etched permanently onto whitewashed walls. My wife Amy on the edge of our bed, legs crossed, smiling, in a skintight latex dress, will stay with me forever.

“How do I look?” she smiled. She didn’t have to ask. The look on my face said more than my mouth ever could, and the look on her face confirmed it. But I wet my dry lips with my tongue and attempted to speak.

“You look....divine,” I wheezed. It was really the only word for it. Her delicate eyebrow arched mischievously.

“Divine?” she repeated softly. “That’s good. Because I expect to be worshiped like a goddess.”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I humbly croaked.

“Lose the towel,” she ordered. The rough fabric slid briefly over my bobbing cock as I dropped my only covering to the floor. I stood naked and aroused before my wife as she sat demure, clothed and shod. In the fog of desire, in the blaze of her sexiness, it seemed entirely appropriate.

“Ok,” she said. She stood, and smoothed the clinging latex over her hips and thighs, the skirt forming horizontal lines between her legs that pointed first at one knee, then at the other, as she began to walk towards the bedroom door. The tight, unyielding skirt combined with the black strappy heels she wore forced her to take short, straight-legged steps, crossing one foot in front of the other exaggeratedly, making her ass sway provocatively beneath her shining skirt. She passed me without looking at me, her smile broad and triumphant. It was all I could do not to groan in frustrated desire.

“Come with me,” she ordered, without looking back. I turned and followed her without protest. I was right. The dress laced up at the back, drawn tight against her incurving spine. Her copper curls tumbled down her bare shoulders while her buttocks pressed firmly against the gleaming skirt. She was irresistible from every angle. My cock pointing in front of me like a lodestone, I followed it as it followed my impossibly sexy wife out into the kitchen.

The big box on the table seemed to glow blackly, its shiny surface matching the luster of Amy’s sexy dress. Her movements graceful, yet rapid, Amy plucked a knife from the wooden block on the kitchen counter and handed it to me, handle-first.

“Open it,” she ordered. “Carefully.” I cautiously pushed the steel point through the tape that held the top two flaps together and drew the sharp blade along the gap, slicing the box open. I had begun to peel back the flaps to look inside when Amy stopped me.

“That’s enough,” she said. “Put the knife back, and stand over there.” As I followed her instructions, she stepped up to the table, the tight latex shining with every movement of her body in the low morning sun. I watched nervously as she rummaged in the unseen contents. Finally, she fished something out and abruptly turned to face me, her hands hiding the item in the small of her back. Her face was flushed, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Her breasts swelled with every breath against the tight latex cups of the dress.

“Ok,” she smiled. “A lot of these toys are designed to make you more obedient, so we’ll start with those. Then, we’ll move on to the sexier stuff. Now, hold out your hands.”

I did. Amy’s dress strained around her thighs as she stepped forward, producing two black leather straps from behind her back. She wrapped one around each of my wrists, fastening them into place with a large metal buckle. She made sure they were tight. But as ominous as they looked, all black leather and shiny metal D-rings, I had to admit they were far more comfortable than the police-style metal cuffs she had used on me in the past. A spring-loaded metal clasp dangled from the D-ring on one of the cuffs. Holding it in her hand, Amy circled slowly behind me, her heels rapping on the tile floor. I understood. I stood still while she pulled my arm behind me, then fastened one wrist to the other with the metal clasp. She wrapped her arm around me from behind, her palm on my chest forcing me backwards, into her.

“Mine,” she whispered fiercely in my ear. I could feel her breasts pressing against my back as they strained against the tight latex of her dress. My cock surged as it flooded once more with the hot blood of arousal.

Amy walked back around me to face me again, my hands now bound behind my back. This is how she likes me. When she decides to be Miss Amy, she almost always has me restrained before we do anything else. She turned, and rummaged again in the box while I watched the light move across the latex that hugged her gorgeous ass, her calves standing out from her shapely legs as she stood in her high heels. She found what she was looking for. Again, she turned, and once again, she kept the new item hidden behind her back, wanting to keep me guessing until the last possible moment.

“Now this is something I’m excited about,” she smiled seductively. “I don’t think you’re going to like it. But, well, you don’t really have a choice, do you?”

“No, Miss Amy,” I conceded, and watched her smile bloom ever deeper. She approached me again, and I groaned quietly as her soft hand took hold of my aching cock, tracing its hot length with her fingers before gently cupping my balls. I felt some coarse fabric wrap around me, her nimble fingers securing it around the base of both my cock and balls. Something cold made contact with the underside of my scrotum. Something metal. A buckle clicked into place. Amy returned to the box, and I glanced down at my bound genitals. A black strap was clipped around them, tight enough to stay in place, but not nearly tight enough to be uncomfortable. So far, so good.

Amy turned back to me, a small padlock in her hand. I realized that the strap’s buckle had a hole that allowed a lock to be attached, making it impossible to remove. Amy smiled as she clicked the lock shut, dropping the tiny keys carelessly on the table. My breath came quick as I waited to see what all this meant.

“Good,” she smiled. “That stays on until I say otherwise. I had to get it specially made, but I think it will be worth it.” I shrugged. I still had no idea what it was. Amy fished around in the box again, finally retrieving a small plastic box that fit neatly into the palm of her hand. She pulled out one of the tall kitchen chairs and hopped onto it, the latex of her dress squeaking against her skin as she crossed her legs demurely. With an expression of concentration on her face, she extended her arm and pointed the little black box at me.

I yelped as a hot, buzzing sensation spread through my testicles, almost as though I were being stung over and over by invisible wasps. I leaped and danced, trying to find relief, but the sensation would not go away. Amy threw back her head and cackled with delight, her fiery curls tumbling down her bare back as she laughed a my discomfort. As abruptly as it had started, the buzzing sensation stopped. Amy waved the plastic box at me, its front covered in tiny rubber buttons, like a TV remote in miniature.

“Oh yeah,” she chuckled, “I like this. It’s a shock collar, for training dogs. But I figure I can use it to train you just as easily.” I stood before her, panting. The shock hadn’t been exactly painful, but it had definitely been uncomfortable, and utterly impossible to ignore.

“Wh - why?” I gasped. “Why would you do that?”

“Because I want to,” Amy shrugged. “And because I like being able to hurt you without having to exert myself. All I have to do is press a little button,” and the buzzing started again at the back of my balls, hotter and more insistent this time, forcing me to clench my teeth in pain, “and it brings you instantly to your knees.” Taking the hint, I lowered myself to the ground on shaking legs, the pain disappearing the minute my knees touched the cold tile floor. A cold sweat broke out on my forehead as I realized the terrible power my wife commanded. She smirked down at me from her high chair, her raised foot bobbing in front of my face.

“That was level four,” she said calmly. “It goes up to ten. Would you like to see what ten feels like?”

“No!” I gasped. “No, please, Miss Amy! Please!”

“Then you’d better be a good boy, hadn’t you?”

I was terrified. I knew Amy could control me, knew she could and would hurt me, when it suited her. But I never thought it would be this easy for her. Seized by fear, I abandoned what little remained of my pride and began to kiss her feet, pressing my lips against her exposed toes in her high heels, composed entirely of wide black straps that crisscrossed her pretty feet up to her ankles. Unlike a lot of the shoes she wore to dominate me, these would have been appropriate outside the bedroom. But they matched her sexy dress perfectly, and showed off her fresh manicure. In a bright burst of submission and shame, I grovelled at her pretty feet in the hope that I might avoid further punishment.

“Oh, poor baby,” she cooed from high above me, “you really don’t want to get shocked again, do you?” Her skin smelled of coconut oil. Her toes were soft against my desperate lips. Like any true goddess, I thought, even her feet smell good.

“No, please, Miss Amy,” I begged as I kneeled before her, “please don’t shock me again.”

“Oh, but I might, though,” she said, her painted lips pouting as she spoke. “It’s just too funny, watching you dance around like that.”

“Please don’t, Miss Amy. I’ll be good, I promise.”

“Hmmm. Well, we’ll see.” I cried out as the buzzing began again, but I quickly realized it was much lighter this time, no more than a gentle tickle.

“That’s level 1,” she said. “I’m going to use that like a little buzzer to summon you. If we’re apart and you feel that, drop what you’re doing and come to me immediately. If you don’t get there quick enough, I’ll just have to go up a level or two. Got it?”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Now,” she said, reaching for the box on the table next to her, “what else do we have? Oh, yes, this.” She slid from the chair to stand before me again, her heels clattering on the hard floor. In her hand, she held a black leather riding crop. Playfully, she seized it with both hands and bent the flexible shaft before slashing experimentally at the air a few times. “What do you think?” she asked.

“I - uh, I’m not sure,” I stammered. The implement looked ominous. I wasn’t sure I could handle this. But the light in her eyes told me she had no such doubts.

“I told you, a lot of these toys are to keep you in line,” she said. “I think this will work wonders with your attitude. Go kneel over there, and we’ll try it out.” I shuffled awkwardly on my knees towards the living room, to the spot she had pointed out with the crop. “Face to the floor,” she commanded. “Get that ass nice and high for me.” I bent at the waist, pressing my cheek to the cool floor. I jumped as I felt the first light touch of the crop, as she drew the leather flap across my exposed skin. She giggled as she tickled my exposed balls. “I bet you don’t want me hitting these, do you?” she chuckled.

“No, Miss Amy,” I agreed.

“Better not to piss me off then,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Amy.” I heard her heels on the floor as she shifted her weight. The crop met my ass with a loud, unmistakable cracking sound that made me jump again. It hurt, there was no question of that, leaving a stinging heat where it had struck me that continued to glow long after the blow. It wasn’t, at least, as painful as I had feared.

“How was that?” Amy asked. The leather flap continued to glide up and down my ass as she spoke, the glow from the slap slowly cooling.

“It was ok,” I said, my speech muffled with my cheek to the floor. “It hurts, but not as bad as I thought it might.” The crop cracked against my ass, a little harder this time, the stinging sensation a little deeper.

“I like it,” said Amy. “It makes such a great sound, and it really makes me look the part, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said, the last syllable rising as the crop struck me again. Amy laughed above me.

“It’s easy to use, too,” she said. “I feel like I could do this all day.” Another blow, my ass now stinging pretty much all over as she targeted a new area each time. “And it leaves the most adorable red marks on your skin.” Another crack. It was definitely starting to hurt now. Crack.

“It’s starting to hurt now, Miss Amy,” I said. Crack.

“Good,” she replied. “It’s supposed to. That way, you’ll be eager to avoid it, won’t you?”

“Yes Miss Am - ouch!” She chuckled at my reaction, using the end of the crop to tease my tortured skin.

“Yeah, I like this,” she said. I listened to her heels click on the floor as she walked around me to stand at my head. I hear her pick up her phone from the table, and the device clicked rapidly as she sent a text. A quiet bell announced a quick reply. She chuckled, and sent another. Meanwhile, I simply stared at her pretty feet in her sexy shoes, awaiting her next devious idea.

I didn’t wait long.

“You know who should see this?” Amy said, her face invisible to me as I kneeled with my face on the floor. “Britney. She’d get a kick out of this.”

“B -” I began to argue, and immediately thought better of it. Amy was going to do what she wanted to do; she had proved that over the last few months. Being put on display for Britney would be humiliating, but less humiliating than lots of things she had made me do before. There was no point complaining.

Unfortunately, my aborted defiance had not gone unnoticed. I yelped as the hot buzzing began in my balls.

“Are you complaining, bitch?” Amy sneered as she released the remote.

“No Miss Amy,” I frantically gasped. She laughed again as, without being told, I pressed my lips to her exposed toes.

“That’s right,” she said. I could hear the smile in her voice. “Kiss my feet, and accept that you have no say in what happens to you any more. This is why I need these toys, to make you more obedient.” The crop struck my ass again, harder this time, the edges of the leather flap palpable in the burning sting they left behind. Disobedience, it seemed, was going to be costly.

“I’m going to Skype her now,” Amy said. “You be on your best behavior, ok?” The crop stung me once again as I frantically promised to obey. “Good. Now, heel.” Shuffling, I followed Amy on my knees into the living room, her shiny latex ass leading me forward like a well-trained puppy. She turned on the computer and took a seat on the sofa, while I kneeled on the hardwood floor beside her. In a few moments, she had the video call set up. Our computer is wired into our living room TV with a webcam attached, so the image of Britney filled the large screen, dominating the room. I saw the grin on her face as she took in the sight that greeted her: Amy sitting regally on the sofa in her latex dress and holding a riding crop while I knelt in cuffs at her feet, my hard cock exposed and begging for attention.

“Well, hello, slut,” Britney’s voice came through the TV speakers.

“Hello, Mistress Britney,” I greeted her submissively.

“Have you missed my pussy?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress Britney.” Britney was sitting on her sofa with one leg up beneath her, wearing track pants and a shapeless gray hoodie. Her black-streaked blond hair was tied back in a loose pony tail, her thick black-framed glasses present as always. Britney had an amazing body, as I knew all too well. But this wasn’t exactly her sexiest look. Knowing her, she had been out the night before, probably picking up random guys in bars, just as she had when she visited us a couple of weeks ago. The juxtaposition was striking: Britney in her comfortable clothes, Amy in her dominatrix dress and me in nothing but cuffs and a shock collar.

“Holy shit, Amy, you look amazing!” Britney said.

“Thanks,” smiled Amy, standing up to show off her outfit to her friend.

“Damn, look at that ass! And those boobs. That’s a super hot dress. I bet your little slave boy there loves it. Don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress Britney,” I agreed. “Miss Amy looks incredible.”

“Is it driving you crazy? Do you want to fuck her real bad?”

“Yes, Mistress Britney, I do,” I said truthfully. “It is driving me crazy. I want Miss Amy so bad.”

“He’s going to have to earn that,” Amy said. The crop cracked against the side of my thigh, and Britney hooted with laughter.

“So the toys arrived, then?” she said.

“Oh yeah. I’ve just been trying a few of them out on him. I love the shock collar. Watch this.” I winced as Amy picked up the remote again. Smiling evilly at me, she pressed a button, and I howled as the fiery buzzing engulfed my balls again. Tremors ran through my body as I fell to the floor, writhing helplessly. As abruptly as it had begun, the pain subsided. Amy and Britney laughed together.

“Oh my God, that’s hilarious!” Britney chuckled.

“And that was only level five,” Amy smiled at the TV. “It goes up to ten. I could totally fry his balls if I wanted.”

“That’s awesome!” Britney beamed.

“Yeah it is. I locked it on, and I don’t think I’m ever going to take it off. He can wear it under his clothes, and I can use it any time he pisses me off. Or anytime I just want to see him dance around.” The girls laughed again as I struggled back to my knees.

“Ok, what else?” Britney asked eagerly, leaning forward in her chair. “Did the other stuff arrive too?”

“Oh yeah,” said Amy. “I’ve been bringing them out one at a time, keeping bitch boy guessing. And I’ve been having so much fun with the collar and the crop. But I think it’s time to bring out the next toy.” I watched Amy’s figure as she swayed seductively back towards the kitchen table, her latex dress reflecting the morning light with every step. Britney’s image smirked at me from the screen.

“That’s such a hot dress, right?” she said. “What a lucky slave you are.”

“Yes, Mistress Britney.”

Amy returned to the room, something small in her hand. She sat back on the couch, her knees together, facing me. She held out her hand to reveal a small, clear plastic tube with a padlock attached.

“Do you know what this is?” she said in a serious voice, her eyes holding mine.

“No, Miss Amy,” I said slowly. I could hear Britney sniggering, but my focus was all on my wife.

“This is a male chastity device,” she said. “You slip your thing in here,” she slid her little finger inside the tube as she spoke, “and this lock around your balls. It means you can’t touch yourself ever again. It means I’ll control when and how you get to orgasm, always.” I gulped nervously. This was extreme. Did I really want to give my wife this kind of control? It was one thing to play these kinky games now and again. It was another to be totally reliant on her for my pleasure. Sensing my hesitation, Amy continued.

“Think carefully about what this means,” she said to me. “Once I put this on, you won’t be able to take it off. You’ll never cum again without my permission. And from what I’ve read on the subject, guys in these things get very, very desperate. They’ll do anything for an orgasm. If I put this on you, you really will be my slave. It won’t be pretend any more. Are you ready for that? Think about it.”

I knelt before her in silence, a mess of conflicting emotions churning in my brain.

“Of course he’s ready,” Britney snorted. “Look how hard he is. And look how sexy you look. Of course he should be your slave.”

“You don’t have too,” Amy said quietly to me.

“Do you want me to?” I asked. Her beautiful face lit up with a smile.

“Of course,” she said. “That’s why I bought it. I want to control you, to have you begging at my feet for pleasure. I want to really, truly own that cock. But I don’t want to take it by force. I want you to give it to me.”

“Ok,” I said quietly. “I’ll do it.” Amy leaned forward on the edge of the sofa. Seizing my chin in her hand, she pulled me towards her and kissed me passionately. On screen, Britney hooted triumphantly, her hands in the air. Breaking the kiss, Amy put her lips to my ear.

“I am so fucking wet right now,” she whispered. “I might just cum right here in this dress.” Releasing my chin, she sat back on the couch, her face glowing. The thought of her moist pussy running with juices in the tight latex sheath was almost too much for me. My cock bristled.

“Put. It. On. Put. It. On.” Britney chanted rhythmically from the TV. Amy stood and smoothed the dress over her legs. She took a few steps towards me, her breasts bouncing in the top of the dress.

“Well, we have a little problem here,” she said. The toe of her shoe tapped lightly on my rock-hard cock. “It won’t go in like that. We have to get it soft.”

“Not much chance of that, with you in that dress,” Britney chuckled. “Put some ice on it. That might work.”

“No,” Amy frowned, “that’s too mean. He just gave me his cock, forever. I think that deserves a little reward.” She thought for a moment, her hands on her hips accentuating her shapely figure. “Ok,” she said finally. “Stand up, bitch.” I rose to my feet. Amy stepped behind me and released the clasp that held my cuffs together. “I don’t think we’re going to have a problem with you, are we?” she asked, menacingly raising the shock collar’s remote.

“No, Miss Amy,” I said hurriedly, my hands at my sides.

“Ok,” Amy smiled up at me. “You’re going to make yourself cum so that we can get you locked up. It’s going to be the last time you jerk off, so make it a good one. And as a special treat, I’m going to let you cum on any part of my body that you choose. There’s just one catch.” That wicked smile again. “You’re going to have to clean it up with your tongue when you’re done.”

Britney’s gasp almost echoed my own. I had never tasted semen in my life, nor had the slightest desire to. This would be the ultimate humiliation, far worse than anything Amy had done to me so far. But my cock pulsed and throbbed, eager to cum no matter what price it had to pay. My eyes roved over Amy’s incredible body in the super-sexy dress. I wanted every inch of her, from her fiery red hair to her pretty painted toes.

“Tits,” I said finally, my voice hoarse. “I want to come on your tits.”

“Ok, then.” Amy smiled, and took a seat on the couch again. “Get started,” she smiled up at me, “and be quick about it. The sooner you cum, the sooner I can have you locked up.”

Britney watched from the glowing screen as I stood in front of my sitting wife and began to massage my rigid prick. I was side-on to the TV, so she missed nothing. I heard her chuckle as I tugged frantically at my dick. Amy simply smiled, looking into my eyes the whole time. In no time at all, I felt an unstoppable orgasm racing from my balls and up my swollen cock, a wave of bliss causing my eyes to roll back in my head as the pleasure overtook me.

That’s when Amy pushed a button on the remote.

It wasn’t level five. It was four, or maybe even three. Not overly painful, but sudden and shocking enough to make me jump, just as my cock began to erupt with cum. My spurting semen went everywhere, my aim thrown completely off by the shock. Amy released the button, and I managed to get the last few spurts more or less on target, squirting thick, goopy cum all over her exposed cleavage and the front of her shiny dress. As my head cleared, I saw I had spurted all over my wife. Globs of cum hung from her hand, pooled on her skirt, glazed her feet and shoes. I was shocked at the sheer amount I had just ejaculated. From the screen, Britney clapped gleefully.

I stood still on trembling legs as Amy inched forward, careful not to spill the cum that coated her skin and dress. She slid the hard plastic tight over my now-flaccid cock, then slipped the padlock and clicked it shut. Smiling all the while, she removed the tiny key. Then she sat back on the couch.

“Ok, slut,” she ordered, “get to work”. Now that my orgasm had came and went, the idea of licking up my own cum was merely repulsive to me. But Amy had played the game well. She simply had too many ways to compel me to do what she wanted, especially now that my cock was locked away. I dropped to my knees and began to lick her breasts clean. My cum was still warm, and I did my best to lap up the slightly salty fluid. At least it gave me an opportunity to lick Amy’s breasts, something I’d been dying to do since she put on the cleavage-enhancing dress. I used my hands, lifting her breasts slightly and licking my cum out of the valley formed between them. She didn’t stop me. I felt her nipples, hard against the tight latex. As though my recent orgasm had never happened, my cock began to tingle again as it tried to grow.

Finally, Amy pushed my head away from her breasts. She held her hand out to me, and I licked the dripping cum from her fingers. Next, she pushed my head further down, to the pool of semen that had collected in her lap. The cum slid easily over the shiny skirt, making it extremely difficult to lick up. So close to her wet pussy, with only the thin latex between my tongue and her wet folds, I felt an increasing discomfort as my cock tried to swell in its new plastic prison. Amy’s fingers ran through my hair as I lapped at her shiny skirt. After a lot of effort, I succeeded in cleaning the cum form her lap. The taste filled my mouth now, my throat thick with the slimy texture as I gulped down my own seed. Still not done. The tip of Amy’s crop tapped lightly on the top of her foot, showing me where to go next. I bent to the floor and licked her feet and shoes all over. The cum had dribbled down between her toes, and I thrust my tongue down after it, causing my wife to giggle. Finally, her crop on the back of my head, and I licked the floor clean of the puddle of cum that had ended up there. The two women watched the entire performance in silence. My cleaning done, I rose back onto my knees.

“Holy shit,” Britney said quietly.

“Yeah,” said Amy. “He’s all mine now.” She stood, smoothing her dress around her again. She laid the crop gently against her bare shoulder, her other hand on her hip. “The trouble is, slut,” she said, “now you’ve got me all hot and bothered. But with that dick all locked up, what do you propose to do about that?”

“Whatever you want, Miss Amy,” I said humbly.

“Whatever I want? What I want is a nice hard cock inside me. You want to put your dick in me, bitch?”

“Yes please, Miss Amy,” I said eagerly.

“I think you need to ask Britney. Go on. Beg her for permission to fuck your wife.” Still on my knees, I turned to face the TV. Britney’s smiling face filled the screen, her arms crossed as she smirked at my predicament.

“Please, Mistress Britney, please let me fuck my wife,” I implored. My eyes involuntarily followed Amy as she walked out of the room.

“I don’t think so,” Britney sneered. “What’s in it for me?”

“Anything,” I begged. My cock was pressing painfully against the chastity device. I had only been in it for a few minutes, and I was already desperate to get out of it. “I’ll do anything.”

“Tell me how much you love me,” she said. “Tell me how much you love licking my pussy and how you’re not worthy to kiss my feet.”

“I’m not,” I grovelled. “Your pussy is magnificent, and I don’t deserve to kiss your boots. You and Miss Amy are so superior to me. I’m lucky you allow me in your presence.”

“That’s right,” Britney growled. She uncrossed her arms, sliding down slightly on her sofa. “I’m the only way you get to fuck your wife this weekend, so you’d better make me happy.” I heard Amy’s heels clacking behind me as she returned. She fastened a collar around my neck, the basic dog collar they had bought from a pet store when Britney was here.

“I’ve got an idea,” Britney said brightly. “You’re going to give me twenty push-ups. At the top of each push-up, you’re going to give me one way in which I’m better than you.”

“Oh, I like that,” Amy giggled as she clipped a metal leash to my collar. “Go on, slut. Do as you’re told.” I lowered myself onto my hands and the balls of my feet. Amy took up a position at my head, holding the dangling leash in her left hand and the crop in her right. As I lowered myself to the floor, I found her feet under my face. I kissed her foot and pushed myself back up.

“You’re better looking than me,” I said.

“Damn right,” said Britney, and the crop cracked loudly against my ass. I struggled to maintain my position as the ladies laughed at my plight. Lowering myself again and kissing Amy’s toes, I raised myself back up.

“You’re smarter than me,” I said. The crop stung my ass again.

“That’s two,” Britney smiled. I felt Amy’s heel dig into my skin as she placed a foot on my back, forcing me down to kiss her other foot again. As I pushed myself back up, I felt her pushing against me, forcing the sharp heel deeper into my skin.

I’ll admit, I’m not in the best shape. Somehow, I managed the twenty push-ups demanded of me. By the end, I was panting, with barely enough breath to croak out the compliments I showered on Britney: you’re younger than me, stronger than me, braver, more capable, more competent. I barely noticed when, halfway through my set, she brazenly slipped a hand inside the front of her sweat pants and began masturbating as she watched my ordeal. At the twentieth push-up, I collapsed in a sweaty mess on the floor, my ass burning from Amy’s riding crop. Britney’s heavy breathing from the TV speakers matched my own.

A tug on my leash from Amy raised me back to my knees. Stepping behind me, she refastened my cuffs in the small of my back.

“She didn’t give you permission yet,” Amy gently reminded me.

“Please, Mistress Britney!” I almost howled. “Please give me permission to fuck my wife.”

“Keep begging,” Britney panted. “I want to hear you beg while I cum.”

“Please, Mistress, please! I - ow!” I yelped as Amy, with an evil smile, administered a shock to my balls. Britney moaned, her pleasure enhanced by my discomfort. “I know I don’t deserve it, but I’ll be your slave fore - ow! Mistress, please, I’m not worthy - ouch!” Amy giggled as I writhed from the jolts of electricity. Britney was moaning rhythmically now, crying out every time she heard me get shocked. The shocks kept coming faster and faster as Britney approached orgasm; Amy knew exactly what she was doing. Soon, I was simply writhing on the floor as she shocked me again and again, unable to do more than bleat out “Please!” and “Mistress!” over and over as the pretty girl on the screen in front of me threw back her head and wailed as her orgasm took her.

The shocks stopped. Despite the pain, my cock pressed hard against the constricting device. Britney lay back on her sofa, her face flushed, legs spread.

“Well this isn’t right,” pouted Amy. “I’m the mistress here, and everybody’s cum but me.” A grin spread lazily across Britney’s pink face. “What do you say, Brit? Can bitch boy fuck me now?” Britney laughed, and shook her head.

“No,” she whispered. “That cock stays locked.” I groaned in abject frustration and desire. Amy shrugged, and swayed her way over to the couch.

“Well, you heard her,” she said to me. I watched in a haze of lust and rage as Amy filled out an address on an envelope. I watched as she picked up a set of small keys, the keys to the lock that imprisoned my cock. Separating the two copies, she dropped one inside and licked the envelope before sealing it shut. “I’m mailing your key to Britney,” she explained. “I’ll keep the other one. Only she or I get to decide when you cum, not you.” I heard Britney’s laughter in the TV speakers as Amy rose to her feet again.

“Well, I need to cum now,” Amy said matter-of-factly. “So that brings us to our next toy.” She walked to the box of toys, and back. Standing in front of me, her spread legs stretching her glossy skirt to its limit, she held a heavy leather strap in both hands. “Open your mouth,” she ordered. I obeyed, and something long and hard slipped inside. I almost gagged as a rubber phallus invaded my mouth. Amy fastened the heavy buckle at the back of my head, holding the gag in place.

“That’s right,” she smiled down at me, “you just suck that cock. That’s all sluts like you are good for, isn’t it?”

A large black dildo protruded obscenely from the front of the gag. I almost went cross-eyed looking at the thing. It was bigger than I had ever been, even when I was allowed to get erections. Its shiny surface was ridged with realistic-looking veins. I watched as Amy wrapped her hand around it possessively.

“This is how you fuck me from now on,” she said, staring coolly down at me. “This is as close as you get. And you better do a good job, or you know what will happen to you.” My thigh stung as she lashed it with the crop, the dido stifling my cry of pain.

“Ok, Brit, gotta go,” Amy said to the TV. “This little slut has a job to do.”

“Ok. Let me know how it goes,” Britney said.

“Oh, we will,” Amy smiled. The screen went blank as Britney logged out. I was alone with my wife again. Kneeling, cuffed, collared and leashed like an animal, my cock encased in plastic, my balls wrapped by a shock collar and with a dildo mask gagging me. She had made me into a slave, a mere object for her pleasure. The tip of her riding crop traced the muscles of my chest as I gazed up at her imploringly.

“Stand,” she ordered. I rose to my feet, my knees protesting from being on the hard floor so long. Amy turned, and tugged on the leash. “Heel,” she ordered, and I sprang to obey, the leash slack between us as I followed her sexily swaying figure into our bedroom. Once inside, she removed the leash and dropped it carelessly onto the dresser. “On the bed,” she ordered, pointing with her crop to indicate exactly where I was supposed to go. With difficulty, I climbed up onto the mattress and lay on my back. The dildo gag pointed directly at the ceiling. I heard the groan and squeak of latex as she struggled with her tight dress. The mattress depressed as she climbed onto it, and I was treated to a brief, brilliant view of her soft round ass as she straddled my head, facing my feet, her skirt hiked up above her hips to expose her dripping pussy. The smell of her arousal, contained so long in the rubbery skirt, filled the room and flooded my senses as I breathed deeply through my nose.

Amy gasped with delight as she slowly slid her pussy down onto the dildo. I watched helplessly as the thick head spread her pink pussy lips apart. As she impaled herself, her ass filled my view, darkness descending as she sank down onto the dildo and smothered me. Unable to see, to talk, to move, smell was the only sense I had left, and all I could smell was the tangy juices that dripped copiously from her well-filled pussy as she rode my face. I was nothing more than a dildo to her now. My wife’s sex toy; nothing more. Her weight pushed my head into the mattress as she fucked herself. Her moans of pleasure made my cock ache in its tiny prison. Her flowing juices ran down the dildo, some of them seeping around the edges of the gag and into my mouth. I sucked them greedily from the cock-shaped gag that depressed my tongue.

Amy leaned forward, allowing a sliver of light and whisper of fresh air to enter beneath the full curves of her ass. I felt the soft flesh of her breasts against my thighs, her cleavage engulfing my raging cock that felt nothing through the cruel plastic. The latex of her dress was cool on my stomach.

“Feel that, honey?” she teased. “Feel my fat tits on your poor locked cock? You’d love a titty fuck right now, wouldn’t you? You’d love anything. You’d be happy just to jerk off on my feet again. But you had your fun, didn’t you? It’s my turn now. You’re here for my pleasure. You’re my human dildo, my sex toy, and you’ll stay right there until I’m satisfied.” She pushed herself upright again, her hands on my chest supporting her as she bounced with renewed energy on the cock that rose from my mouth. Her moaning turned to cries as she impaled herself, faster and faster, her legs quivering on either side of my head as her needy pussy clamped down on the dildo and coated my face in her free-running juices. She cried out, and came, slumping forward on top of me as her orgasm wracked her body.

After a few moments, she reached between her legs and slid the dildo out. I stared powerlessly at the glistening cum that coated the rubber shaft. My wife’s cum, the sweet nectar of the pussy that ruled me. I couldn’t even taste it.

Amy slipped off the bed and retrieved the leash from the dresser. Clipping it to my collar, she tugged it until I rose off the damp mattress to stand on the floor beside her. The crop was in her hand again.

“Kneel,” she said, the crop’s thin shaft flexing as she pushed down on my shoulder. I sank to the floor. Amy sat on the bed, swinging one leg over my head. Her freshly-fucked pussy was on full display now, her wet lips still quivering with the aftershocks of orgasm. Her crop in one hand, the leash in the other, she pulled me towards her and gasped as the dildo slid inside her wet tunnel once again.

“Fuck me,” she ordered, and I bobbed my head back and forth, the dildo sliding easily in and out of her well-lubricated snatch. I found that it was quite easy to vary the speed and angle of penetration with a face-mounted dildo like this, far easier than with a real cock. Plus I could see exactly what I was doing. Abruptly, the crop cracked against my back as she lashed out at me.

“Harder,” Amy growled. She cried out as I thrust the fake cock deep inside her, burying it so deep my nose rubbed up against her swollen clit. The crop slashed my back again, and again. Forcing the dildo in and out, I pounded my wife’s pussy until she shrieked and thrashed in the throes of another orgasm, and I was able to watch as her pussy spasmed around the thick rubber, applying a fresh coat of thick cum to the toy. She sighed contentedly as I slid it out of her again.

“Good boy,” she cooed, sprawling on the bed in the afterglow of ecstasy. Mute, I waited for her to come back to earth. Finally, she sat up. Her face glowed with orgasm, a sheen of sweat coating her face and cleavage. Her hair was a mess. She looked incredible. Reaching behind my head, she unbuckled the gag and slid it from my mouth. She had been about to drop it to the floor, when her eyes caught mine, fixed on the dildo.

“You want a taste?” she asked. I nodded dumbly.

“Then ask for it,” she smiled. “Ask to suck my cock.”

“Please, Miss Amy, please let me suck your cock,” I said. “I want to lick your cock clean. Please, Miss Amy.”

“Dirty boy,” she grinned, lashing at me playfully with the crop. She held the dildo between her legs, as though it were really her cock, and I bent and licked her creamy cum from the rubber phallus, sucking the thick head into my mouth to clean every last drop of her precious juice from the dildo. She smiled down at me.

“Such a good cocksucker,” she purred. When the dildo glistened with my saliva in place of her cum, she let it fall to the floor.

“Well,” she said, “that was fun.” Reaching behind my back, she unfastened my cuffs, then unclipped the leash from my collar. “But I’m tired now. Think I’m gonna take a bath. In the meantime, you can get on with some chores.”

“Chores?” I echoed, confused.

“Yes, chores,” she repeated. “You didn’t think it was all going to be non-stop sex, did you? I own your cock now, which means I own you. If you ever want to cum again, you need to keep me happy. And right now, what will make me happy is taking a relaxing bath while my bitch-boy husband does the laundry, washes the dishes and mows the lawn.” She stood up, not bothering to pull her dress back down over her nakedness. She stalked out of the room as I stood up slowly, my unrelieved cock pressing futilely against its plastic confines.

“Don’t worry,” Amy called from the living room, and I yelped as a familiar shocking sensation set my swollen balls vibrating. “If I need anything, I’ll buzz you.”

* * * *

A Husband Denied

It was one of the longer Saturdays of my life.

I built up a sweat as I ran through a week’s worth of chores, naked except for the cuffs on my wrists, the collar around my neck and the cruel devices of torment attached to my genitals. Meanwhile, my dominant wife, Amy, relaxed. Continually, as I labored, an insistent buzzing in my balls from the shock collar she had locked onto me would summon me to her side. She used a low setting to call me to her, but I knew what a high setting felt like, and I was not eager to repeat the experience. I made sure to respond promptly to her summons. She had me fetch her a glass of wine while she relaxed in the bath, followed by another. Her creamy skin shone with moisture above the bubbles that coated the surface of the water, her red curls tied back from her face as she smiled at me. She looked impossibly desirable to me in my frustrated state, her large DD breasts glistening wetly through the bubbles. But in the chastity cage she had locked onto my cock, I was unable to even get hard at the provocative sight.

“Run along now,” she ordered, and off I went, back to my assigned chores. I had the dishes washed and the laundry in progress when a buzz brought me back to her. She was in the living room now, reclining on the sofa in a fluffy bathrobe.

“Fetch me another glass,” she ordered, and I hurried to comply. She smiled as I returned and handed her wine to her.

“I have to say, these new toys really have made you much more obedient,” she cooed. “Isn’t it better with your cock all locked up? Doesn’t it help you concentrate more on serving me properly?”

“No, Miss Amy,” I said truthfully. “I hate it.”

“Oh, poor baby,” she pouted mockingly. “You want to get a hard on? You want to stick your dick in your wife?”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“But you can’t, can you? Mistress Britney didn’t give you permission, so you don’t get to fuck me.” It was true. Amy had brought her best friend Britney into our sex games, and Britney was as cruel as she was beautiful. Just that morning, through a Skype call, she had made me beg her permission to fuck my own wife, then denied it. And Amy seemed to have every intention of following Britney’s lead. “It’s a good thing I got that dildo gag, isn’t it? Otherwise I’d be as horny and frustrated as you are. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it’s not the same as a real cock. In a lot of ways, it’s better. Always ready, never gets soft. But it doesn’t have that same feel. So maybe if you’re a good boy, I might let your cock out for some fun later.” Amy laughed as my face lit up with hope and desire. “But only if you’re very good. And even then, maybe not. Yours isn’t the only dick in the world, and I do love having you locked up like this. Come here.” I stepped forward, standing beside her as Amy leaned towards me on the couch. She took my cock in its hard plastic cage in her hand, fiddling with the padlock that held the device together, lightly running a fingernail over my exposed balls. She chuckled as I squirmed, the slight pressure increasing my arousal and my discomfort as my cock tried in vain to swell against the unyielding plastic walls.

“Look at that,” she said softly, tracing the contours of the cock cage with her fingers. “My property. All locked up. I don’t like others playing with my things, so I think I’m going to be using this a lot.” I groaned inwardly. I’d been wearing the chastity device for only a couple of hours, and I already hated it. It made erections uncomfortable, if not downright painful, and when Amy dominated me like this, my cock was permanently hard. And I worried Amy was enjoying this far too much. When would she release me? What if she never did? Still, I kept my concerns to myself. I had a feeling whining would not be looked upon kindly. And the only way to get free was to keep my wife happy.

“Ok,” she said, releasing my cock and leaning back on the sofa, “back to your chores. I want you to vacuum, too. I want to watch you vacuum naked while I eat lunch. Make me a turkey sandwich.”

“Yes Miss Amy,” I said humbly, returning to the kitchen like a domestic servant. You’d think I’d be used to humiliation by now, in the six months or so since Amy started dominating me. But my cheeks burned with shame as I meekly complied with my wife’s orders. This was not how I envisioned married life. And for seven years of our marriage, this is not how it was. I still have no idea what prompted Amy to start dominating me. But as my cock pulsed uselessly in its cage, there was no question as to how I felt about it. For all the humiliation, frustration and physical pain, I loved being dominated by Amy. The only real question was, who enjoyed it more, me or her?

I fixed Amy a sandwich and brought it to her on the couch. Then I retrieved the vacuum and began to run it over the living room floor. Her eyes followed my naked form as I worked. She slowly ate her sandwich, watching me all the while, the slight smile of conquest never leaving her lips as I toiled for her amusement. Her power was absolute. As horny as I was, we both knew I’d follow virtually any order just for the privilege of being allowed to cum again.

Amy finished her sandwich, and I moved on from vacuuming the living room to the spare bedroom. She retreated into our master bedroom and closed the door behind her. I knew better than to interrupt. I had finished the spare bedroom and the hallway and was debating whether I should ask her permission to vacuum our bedroom as well when the shock collar buzzed against my balls. Obeying her summons, I entered the bedroom.

She had changed back into the outfit she had been wearing before her bath, the figure-hugging black latex dress that so captivated me. Her deep cleavage rising over the low neckline made my cock pulse and ache in its cage. Of all the sexy outfits I had seen her wear in the last few months, this was my favorite, even though it revealed so little. The skirt was almost knee length, but the tightness of the shiny fabric clearly showed the shape of her hips and thighs, the corset-like top of the dress emphasizing her narrow waist and huge breasts, with her coppery curls free once more and tumbling around her bare shoulders. Really, all she needed to bring me to my knees in service to her was that dress. Her new instruments of discipline - the riding crop, the shock collar, the chastity device - only reinforced the power she already had. Her beauty was weapon enough.

“Kneel,” she ordered quietly, and I instantly dropped to my knees in front of the black strappy high heels she wore. She seemed to tower above me as I gazed up at her, the sexy dress shining in the light as she breathed. She ran her fingers affectionately through my hair.

“I’m getting horny again,” she almost whispered. “Watching my little prisoner obey me so eagerly has got me going. What are you going to do about that?”

“Whatever you want, Miss Amy,” I said excitedly. I was happy to have pleased my wife, happy that my hard work was exciting her. Maybe she’d unlock my aching cock and let me fuck her finally, after teasing me all morning in her latex dress.

“Whatever I want? That’s not very imaginative. Why don’t you tell me what you want to do to me?” she purred.

“Well,” I began, “I want to - I want to peel that dress off you.”

“Mmmm,” Amy cooed. “Go on.”

“Then I’d push you down onto the bed. I’d grab those big tits and suck on your nipples.”

“Yeah, I like that,” she smiled.

“I’d even bite them, lightly, just enough to hurt.” Amy yelped, as though she could feel my teeth on her sensitive skin. Looking up at her, I could see the buds of her nipples standing out against the dress’s tight material.

“Then I’d kiss my way down your body, slowly, teasing you. Your stomach, your hips, your thighs, getting close to your pussy without ever quite reaching it. I wouldn’t stop until you begged me to eat you out.”

“Please,” Amy gasped, the latex dress squeaking and moaning as her body writhed in pleasure underneath it, “please lick my pussy.”

“I’d start on your lips,” I continued, “kissing and licking them, tasting your juices as I lightly brushed them with the tip of my tongue.”

“Ohhh,” Amy moaned, “I’m so wet!”

“I can taste it,” I said. “I can see your clit getting bigger, and I’d rub my nose against it while I continued licking you, hearing you moan, tasting you getting wetter and wetter.”

“Yes,” Amy breathed, “yes, yes!”

“Then I’d wrap my lips around your little button, and I’d suck it gently, tracing the tip of my tongue over it until your legs begin to shake.”

“Oh, yes!”

“Then I’d slip my tongue back inside, your pussy all slippery now as I lick up your juice and rub my nose against your clit at the same time.”

“Yes,” she gasped, “tongue-fuck that pussy!” Her hands moved across her body, from the visible nipples to her tight corseted waist, sliding over her spreading hips, the latex dress squeaking under her hands. She couldn’t stop moving, her body desperate for pleasure, just as mine ached for release.

“I’d feel the walls of your pussy spasm around my tongue as you came, and I’d lick up all the cum as it gushed out of you while you moaned and groaned.”

“Oh, yes!” Amy cried. “Lick up that cum! Now fuck me!”

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” I decided to push my luck. “You want my dick inside you, don’t you?”

“Yes!” Amy cried as she stood above me, her eyes closed now, her head thrown back as her red hair spilled down her back, “put your dick inside me! Please fuck me! I need that dick right now!” Uselessly locked away, my cock spasmed in its plastic prison at the thought.

“I’d climb on top of you and pin your arms down on the mattress, and you’d scream as I pushed your lips apart with the head of my dick.”

“Ohhhhh,” Amy groaned. One hand cupped her large breast, massaging her raised nipple through the latex of the dress. The other rubbed desperately at the front of her skirt, exciting her clit through the tight material. The sexual charge in the room was electric.

“I’d slide inside you, feeling your tight wet pussy squeezing my dick, pulling me in deeper and deeper. I’d slide slowly in and out of you, feeling your legs wrap around me and pull me in as I start to fuck you, faster and harder.”

“Yes,” Amy panted, “harder, fuck me harder!” Her hand pressed hard against her crotch now, rubbing herself through her skirt as I kneeled at her feet.

“I’d pound my cock into you, over and over, until you screamed and moaned with pleasure, and I’d feel your pussy squeeze me even tighter as you came and coated my cock with your juice.”

“Yes!” Amy cried out, the latex dress squeaking desperately under her hands as both hands now rubbed at her groin, blurred by rapid motion. “Oh God, yes! Oh, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

“And your orgasm would set off mine, your tight pussy pulling the cum out of my balls as I pumped it deep inside you.”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Amy cried out and gasped as an orgasm tore through her, shaking in her high heels as she masturbated through her sexy dress, right in front of me. She slumped heavily on the bed, writing and thrashing in ecstasy as pleasure flowed through her. I waited, on my knees, for her erotic moaning to subside.

She sat up. She gazed down at me coolly from under half-closed eyes, a mischievous smile spreading along with the red glow of her flushed cheeks. I watched her every move as she picked up the crop that lay on the bed beside her.

“Look at that,” she whispered, pointing with the tip of the riding crop at a spot on her bare calf. I looked. Twin beads of moisture shone on her smooth skin. “You know what that is? That’s cum. That’s what your little story did to me. Now lick it up.” I eagerly complied, bowing my head low and licking the errant drops from her leg. I kept licking, the faint taste of her orgasm cruelly heightening my arousal.

“Latex doesn’t breathe,” she said quietly as I continued running my tongue over her shapely calf. “This skirt is just full of my cum. I bet you wish you had your head up in there, licking away, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said truthfully.

“Just a little cum-guzzling bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes Miss Amy.”

“You love the taste of my cum, don’t you?”

“Yes Miss Amy.” Amy was firmly in charge again.

“Beg for my cum. And make it sexy.”

“Please, Miss Amy, let me taste your cum. I’m a cum-guzzling bitch, and I want to taste you. Use me as your cum dumpster, please. Ow!” I yelped in pain as Amy’s crop cracked against my shoulder, raising a red line of pain where the flexible leather struck my skin.

“You’ve been a bad boy,” she smiled. “You’re going to pay for making me cum in my dress. But first, you get a little treat to keep you motivated. Kiss the hem of my skirt.” I pressed my lips to the glossy fabric, kissing her hem as she stood above me. Placing the crop on my chest, she pushed me gently away from her. I watched, enthralled, as she hiked her skirt up on her thighs and reached underneath. Her hand, when it came back into view from under her dress, glistened wetly. She held it out to me. “Lick,” she ordered. My mouth filled with the enticing taste of her pussy as I cleaned her cum from her hand, taking her manicured fingers into my mouth one by one and sucking every last trace of her juices from them. She reached under her dress again, this time smearing her cum all over her skirt. Eagerly I bent forward and licked up her juices, my tongue gliding over the slick latex, the rubbery taste mingled with the familiar flavor of my wife’s pleasure as I thoroughly cleaned her skirt with my tongue. Finally, she seized a fistful of hair and pulled me towards her, slipping my head under her skirt. The skirt was tight, my head clasped by her knees. To my disappointment, I couldn’t see her pussy in the darkness above me. But the smell of her sex filled the warm dark chamber of her skirt, moisture coating my face as I licked up her cum and sweat as it slowly trickled down the back of her dress towards my waiting mouth. It was both humiliating, and intensely erotic.

Finally satisfied with my performance, Amy slowly hiked up her skirt higher and higher, my head emerging back into the light as it was released from the imprisoning latex. I watched hungrily as, with a smile, she gradually pulled the skirt up to her hips, exposing her glistening pussy with its puffy pink lips and faint dusting of pubic hair that glistened like copper as it caught the light from the window. Involuntarily, I licked my lips.

“Good boy,” she cooed. “Come over here and eat your mistress’s pussy.” Delighted, I skidded forward on my knees, pressing my face into her hot slew. My senses filled with the scent and taste of my wife as I lapped at her still-quivering lips, tasting her cum fresh and warm from her pussy. I ground my nose against her already-swollen clit, making her gasp with pleasure and press the back of my head firmly against her. She moaned happily as I slid my tongue inside, mining for more of her delicious wetness, her hot cum. I craned my neck at an awkward angle as she stood above me, hungry for her snatch.

“Ow!” I yelped as Amy’s crop cracked down on me again, and I heard her giggle above me.

“Britney’s right,” she moaned breathily, “it does feel good when you shout like that.” I grunted as the riding crop struck me again. “Scream, bitch!” Amy ordered, lashing me harder this time, my skin stinging under her blows as I yelped and shouted into her dripping pussy. She groaned loudly over my screams as she whipped me, her pussy pulsing against my busy tongue every time she made me cry out. My back and shoulders burned under the onslaught as she held me by the hair and rubbed her vagina up and down my face, smearing hot juices all over my nose, chin and cheeks. I struggled to keep my tongue inside her as her cries of bliss grew louder and more urgent, the sharp sound of the crop mingling my pain with her pleasure as an orgasm gripped her. She wailed, and her pussy pulsed a flood of cum into my tired mouth as I lapped up the residue of her pleasure. Releasing my hair, she collapsed once again on the bed. My skin burned where the crop had struck me, and my cock raged inside the chastity device. But my sexy wife was satisfied, and that, I had quickly learned, was all that mattered.

Once again, I waited patiently on my knees for the afterglow of her orgasm to fade. The latex dress creaked around her as she sat up.

“Go get your drill, and some screws,” she panted cryptically. “Inside the box of toys on the table, there’s a square metal plate. I want it bolted to the floor over there.” She pointed her crop to a corner of the room, between the bed and an armchair she sometimes liked to read in. Puzzled, I knew better than to question her. I rose to my feet and went to fetch my tools.

I found the metal plate in the box of new toys she had ordered, just as she had said. There were other items, too, all mysteriously wrapped in black tissue paper. The urge to see what else my cruel wife had in store for me was almost impossible to resist. But the fear of her wrath if she caught me looking was just enough to keep me honest. I had been extremely obedient all day, and still hoped she might allow me to have sex with her, despite what Britney said.

A buzzing sound filled my ears as I entered the bedroom. Amy lay on her back, propped up in a nest of pillows, her dress still pulled up around her hips. Her eyes glinted glassily as she watched me enter the room. My cock throbbed painfully as I took in the sight before me. Brazenly, shamelessly, she was working her favorite blue vibrator in and out of her dripping pussy, the sound dying off as she plunged the toy deep inside herself, then buzzing loudly again as she withdrew it. Her flushed face glistened with a sheen of sweat, her breathing coming in short, ragged gasps.

“That’s - right,” she gasped, veins standing out in her neck as she breathlessly approached another orgasm, “over - there. Bolt it - down - really well - oh! Oooohh!” She threw back her head and cried out in pleasure while I kneeled and located the floor joist. My drill growled over the noise of my wife’s vibrator as I drove two three inch screws into the wooden joist through the hardwood floor of the bedroom, then screwed the other side of the metal plate into the floor itself. Finished, I turned to my masturbating wife.

“Done,” I said.

“I hope it’s done right,” she panted. After her last orgasm, she had regained her breath a little. But the vibrator still buzzed away in her hand as she watched me. “You know what will happen if I’m not satisfied.”

“That’s not going anywhere,” I insisted. “I screwed it right into the joist.”

“Good,” Amy smiled. “Now get over here. I have another job for you.”

Kneeling by the side of the bed, I took her wet vibrator in my hand. She lay back on the pillows, making herself comfortable as I ran the buzzing instrument over her sensitive clitoris, drawing gasps of pleasure and desire from her. I used the rounded end to press her lips apart, just slightly, using the toy to explore the sexy body I had been denied for so long. She bucked and writhed on the bed as her orgasm approached. Inspiration struck. Placing the vibrator against her clitoris again, I bent over my wife and began to lick her button, feeling the vibrations from the device in my tongue. She howled with pleasure as she felt the twin sensations of my tongue and the vibrator, already on the verge of orgasm when I slipped two fingers between the wet walls of her vagina and adroitly located the ridged texture of her G spot. The slightest motion of my fingertips sent her over the edge, her pussy pulsing again around my fingers as her cum darkened the bed sheets below her while she erupted in ecstasy. I withdrew my dripping fingers, my tongue, the vibrator. Amy struggled to regain her breath, her eyes tightly shut.

“Good bitch,” she finally gasped without opening her eyes. “Now, get back to your chores.” Crestfallen, I stood and left the bedroom. I had hoped that if I pleasured her enough, she would get so excited that she’d actually have sex with me. But for now, it seemed, her vibrator was enough. I returned to the basement to switch the laundry from washer to dryer, my trapped cock aching the whole time. I shuddered as I passed the large dog cage that sat open and menacing in the basement, set up when Britney came to visit two weeks ago. I had spent an agonizing night locked inside then. A mixture of fear and arousal gripped me every time I saw it, wondering if I would be locked inside again. I knew Amy could do it, if she wanted to. Especially now. With my orgasms completely under her control, there was virtually nothing I could do to resist.

I returned upstairs to find Amy standing in the kitchen. God, that dress. She had pulled the knee-length latex skirt back down, the shiny fabric wrapping her thighs tightly and shimmering as she moved. I remembered the smell of her arousal trapped inside the skirt as my cock surged desperately. Her cleavage spilled over the sweetheart neckline, her pale flash contrasting with the black luster of the latex. I wanted to bury my face between her delicious breasts. She looked like sex incarnate.

“Is the laundry done?” she asked, arching an eyebrow quizzically. Her hands on her hips only served to emphasize her feminine figure, her narrow waist pinched by the corseted dress between the seductive swells of her hips and breasts.

“It’s in the dryer, Miss Amy,” I said. “Should be done in an hour or so.”

“Good,” she said. “Turn around. Hands behind your back.” I felt her fasten my cuffs together in the small of my back. Not that it made much difference. With my cock locked and a shock collar attached to my balls, I wasn’t in any position to defy her. But Amy liked for me to be restrained. Standing behind me, she seized the clasp of the cuffs in one hand. Her other arm snaked around me to reach my chest, pushing me back against her. Her latex dress squeaked between us, and I felt her soft breasts swell against my back as they were pressed against me.

“An hour, hmmm?” she purred, her lips brushing lightly against my ear. “That should give me just enough time to punish you.”

“Please, Miss Amy -” I began.

“Ssshhh,” she hissed in my ear. “That’s enough out of you, bitch. You do not have my permission to talk.” I gulped. The cruel dominance, the arrogant power in her voice made me weak at the knees. Her hand left my chest and produced the long chain of the leash from somewhere. She clipped it to my collar, and ordered me to turn and face her. I watched the latex shine on the sculpted curve of her irresistible ass as she bent slightly over the black box of toys on the kitchen table. “There we are,” she said, producing a couple of items from the box. The tissue paper crinkled as she unwrapped them. A thick metal pole around three feet long, and a matching ring that fit in her hand. No sense wondering what they were for; I knew I’d find out soon enough. She picked up the end of my leash and, turning, gave my collar a tug.

“Come, slut,” she briskly ordered, and I hurried after her as she led me back to the bedroom. I couldn’t decide if she looked better from in front or behind, as the light caressed her seductive curves, her ass rolling under her shining skirt with every step in her high heels. Her bright red hair cascaded down her back, the laces at the back of the dress pulled tight to accentuate her gorgeous figure. And here I was, shuffling behind her in chains, unable to enjoy the incredible body she teased me with. My cock ached as it struggled futilely to become erect.

Inside the bedroom, Amy led me over to the newly installed metal plate on the floor. The leash slapped lightly on my chest as she released it. I stayed put, watching her body move as she crouched awkwardly in the tight dress and high heels. The pole she carried screwed into the threaded base. Then she stood, smoothed the skirt around her hips, and began to screw the metal ring to the top of the pole. She grunted with effort as she gave one final twist, making sure everything was firmly in place. Then she flipped open the metal ring, a hinge on one side allowing the small circle to fold fully in half. With a wicked smile, she pulled on my leash, pulling me over to her. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and I gasped as I felt her hand seize my tight scrotum.

“Give me those balls,” she said, tugging lightly at my sack. Circling around to the other side of the pole, she pulled me gently but irresistibly towards her. I winced as the cold metal touched my skin, and she maneuvered my testicles into place, closing the ring around them. Picking up a small padlock from the dresser beside her, Amy locked the device around my swollen balls, dropping the key back onto the dresser. Hopelessly out of my reach. I was locked to the pole by my sore balls, unable to pull away even slightly without inflicting real pain on myself. Even if my hands had been free, I would have been utterly helpless. I gazed pitifully at my wife as she stood before me, smiling evilly.

“It’s like a stock for your balls,” she giggled. “I mean, my balls. I like to keep my things under lock and key.” Striding over to the bed, she picked up her riding crop and the remote control for my shock collar. I trembled nervously. There was no way this wasn’t going to hurt, I thought, as she swished her crop through the air experimentally.

“Whose balls are these?” she asked quietly. The leather flap of the crop tickled the taut skin of my exposed balls, and I winced in anticipation.

“Yours, Miss Amy,” I babbled frantically. “These balls are yours.”

“That’s right,” she smirked. “That’s my cock in that little cage, and my balls chained to a post. Don’t you forget it.”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I panted.

“Now, you need to be punished. But first I want you to tell me what you did wrong, and apologize to your owner.” Frantically, I racked my brain to remember what she had said to me earlier.

“I’m sorry, Miss Amy,” I said, “for making you cum in your beautiful dress.” Amy beamed, her eyes glowing in lust and triumph.

“It is beautiful, isn’t it?” she smirked.

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I agreed. “You look so sexy. If I wasn’t restrained, I’d be all over you.”

“But you are restrained,” Amy purred wickedly. The crop’s thin shaft flexed as she bent it between her hands, the latex dress moaning around her as she stepped towards me. “You are restrained, with my cock and balls all safely locked away.” She stood right in front of me now, her face mere inches from my own. Her smile taunted me.

“You’d do anything to get that cock free, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Well that’s just too bad. Because it’s my cock, and I want it locked up.”

“Yes Miss Amy. It’s your cock.” She smiled, and turned her head away. I heard her heels echo on the hardwood floor as she walked slowly around me.

“The trouble is,” she said as she circled me, “sometimes a woman wants cock. I mean, dildos are good, and your tongue is very useful, but nothing really matches the feel of a real live man, throbbing away inside you.” I jumped as her crop trailed lightly along my expectant skin. Amy giggled at my reaction. “But I love keeping that cock of mine locked up. It makes you so obedient. A wife should control her husband’s orgasms, don’t you think?”

“Yes Miss Amy.”

“That’s right. But with your cock all locked up, how am I supposed to get the fucking I need? The big, hard cock I deserve, that this body’s crying out for?”

“I - you could fuck me, Miss Amy - ow!” I yelped as her crop struck angrily at me, causing me to jump in my restraints and bringing new pain to my confined balls.

“Don’t be disgusting,” Amy’s voice sneered behind me. “I need a constant supply of good hard dick, and you simply don’t deserve to cum that often. If at all.” My buttocks burned as she landed another blow, and immediately I yelped and thrashed as she shocked my balls. I realized that the electricity would make my body jump and shake, no matter how much I tried to resist, and with my balls locked to the pole, the result could be extremely painful. Silently, I prayed that she keep the shocks on a low setting.

“No,” Amy continued, circling back around into my view, “I need more and better dick than you can provide. If you were a real man, maybe. But you’re not, are you? No, you’re just a locked-up little bitch boy who doesn’t get to cum until his wife gives him permission.” What little remained of my pride bristled. I knew where this was headed, and the same mix of fear and arousal that Amy’s torture devices elicited in me crept coldly up my spine. Amy stopped in front of me, and I took in her shiny skirt stretched over her thighs, the crop dangling from her hand, the outrageous curves of her latex-clad figure. I’d do anything. We both knew it.

“I think I’m going to find a real man,” she said slowly, her eyes fixed on mine. “With a nice, thick cock that’s always hard. And I’m going to fuck him. And all the time, I’ll be thinking about my little bitch boy husband, helpless and horny and all locked up at home, waiting for me.”

“Please, Miss Amy, I -”

“Please what?” she asked. “Please don’t, or please do?”

My mouth worked silently. With the uncanny ability she had to seek out the darkest depths of my desires, she correctly intuited that I was torn. The idea of my gorgeous wife cheating horrified me. But the thought of her getting fucked by a stranger also excited me. I imagined her moaning and thrashing on our marital bed as another man pounded away at her tight pussy, his hands mauling her fat tits like toys as she writhed in ecstasy beneath him.

“Well?” she demanded. “Don’t I deserve a good fuck?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I quietly replied.

“Look at this body in this sexy dress. Isn’t it just built for fucking?”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Doesn’t your sexy, dominant wife deserve all the dick she can get her hands on?”

“Yes, Miss Amy. You do.”

“Good. Then we’ll hear no more about it, will we?”

“No, Miss Amy.” She smiled ecstatically as my face flushed with shame. Unable to meet her gaze, I hung my head. She had done it. She had secured my assent to her fucking another man. Her control over me had never been stronger.

“Now,” she said, walking briskly behind me with her riding crop raised, “punishment time.” I yelped as the shock collar buzzed at my balls, and immediately the crop stung my ass. Unable to move without causing myself further injury, I simply stood and took the blows, howling with pain and pleading uselessly for mercy. It was as though I was caught in a sadistic storm, exposed and powerless, forced to simply weather the ordeal as best I could.

Finally, the beating stopped. Amy stepped back in front of me, a faint sheen of sweat now coating her exposed skin. My ass was on fire from her stinging crop, my balls aching from the shock collar and the metal ring that secured them.

“Learned your lesson?” Amy panted.

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I grovelled. “I’m sorry for making you cum in your dress. Thank you for teaching me.”

“Good bitch,” she purred. “Now, I want to spend the rest of the evening relaxing. But don’t worry, I’ll keep this handy.” I watched as she tucked the shock collar’s remote into the front of her dress, the small plastic square visibly pressing against the soft flesh of her breast. She laid the crop on the bed, and I watched her body sway sexily as she walked out of the bedroom in her tight skirt and tall heels. She soon returned. She had a glass of wine, a paperback book and the dildo gag she had introduced me to that morning in her hands. Placing the book and glass to one side, she stepped up to me, and I bowed my head as she fastened the gag in place.

“Not a peep out of you, ok?” she whispered, as though I had any choice. I nodded, and groaned with frustrated lust as she slid her red lips around the dildo that projected from the gag, sucking on the big fake phallus right in front of me. Giggling, she pulled her mouth away and picked up her wine and book. The tight latex dress moaned around her bending body as she settled into the armchair and began to read. I quickly realized why she had me install the pole where she did. I was right beside her, and utterly unable to touch her. All I could do was look down her sexy dress at the exposed mounds of her breasts and the deep cleavage between them, or admire the shape of her thighs as she demurely crossed her legs in her shiny skirt. My cock was in agony as it struggled to get hard in the plastic cage. From time to time, without lifting her eyes from her book, she’d reach over and stroke my balls or run a finger down the plastic contours of the chastity device or fiddle with the padlock that kept my cock uselessly locked away, and I struggled not to groan against the gag that filled my mouth. I was conquered, utterly. Unable to speak, to move, to do anything but gaze in frustrated desire at my beautiful, dominant wife as she relaxed with a book and a glass of wine.

I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else.

Amy Steps Out

I sighed as I leaned my head back on the cool tiles. The warm water was soothing. It was nice to have some quiet time, all alone in the bathtub. It wasn’t as deep as I would have liked; the double shower we put in meant that the separate bathtub could only be so big, even if we did have a pretty big bathroom. But it was deep enough.

Everything’s eroticized now, I thought as my cock stirred below the water. I use that shower every day. But I can’t shake the memory of my wife Amy and her best friend Britney showering together in there, while I knelt between them and followed their orders. I don’t even need to fantasize any more. All I need to do is remember. The humiliations Amy has inflicted on me since she discovered her dominant nature have been wilder than anything I’d ever imagined. And she seemed to have limitless creativity when it came to dominating me. Of course, she had Britney to help her there. If anything, Britney was crueler than Amy. I was fortunate that she didn’t live in the same town as us, limiting my contact with her. She was sexy, though. Dangerously sexy. I hated her punishments, but I loved serving her.

Slowly I stroked my cock as I thought about Britney and Amy. My soapy hand slid up and down my now erect member, poking up out of the water like a submarine periscope. Distance had not stopped Britney contributing to our sex life. Amy sometimes allowed her friend to decide if I could have sex with my own wife, and I would be forced to send a serious of pleading texts or even call Britney and beg her for permission to fuck Amy. Which she very rarely granted anyway. She just loved to see me squirm.

It’s funny; I’m sure to a lot of men this sounds like a form of hell. Why would I allow this? Why do I put up with it? Because when we do have sex, when I’m finally allowed to cum, it’s off the charts. Like nothing else. All the cruelty and humiliation builds up and up to an explosive peak. And Amy’s so good at building the tension. The truth is, it’s a good thing she’s in control. I’d never have the patience or self-control to engage in sexual games for an entire weekend without cumming and ruining all the careful build-up.

Maybe I’m fucked up. Maybe she is. But at least we’re fucked up together. Our own dark desires perfectly complement the others, fitting together like the tiny teeth of a watch’s cogs.

As though on cue, the bathroom door opened. I’d been in the bath a long time, and figured Amy just needed to use the toilet. But the moment I heard high heels rapping on the tile floor, I realized I was wrong.

Amy pulled aside the plastic curtain, and I gazed up at my wife. No, not my wife; not anymore. She was Miss Amy now, my mistress, my owner. I could tell just by the fierce glow in her warm brown eyes. Smiling down at me as I lay in the tub, she lifted a leg and placed a foot lightly on my chest. My cock bobbed in the rippling water. She wore knee-high, patent black boots with a wicked heel, the shiny material held tight against her calves by a series of heavy buckles. I loved those boots. I was well acquainted with all Miss Amy’s footwear by now, but these were one of my favorites. My eyes traveled up her body as she towered over me. Her thighs were encased in stockings, held up by a black garter belt. Her skimpy panties matched the black underbust corset that narrowed her waist and enhanced her natural hourglass figure. A red bra struggled to contain her DD breasts, the soft flesh threatening to spill over the lacy fabric with every breath she took. Her curly red hair hung freely around her shoulders. Her hand held a menacing riding crop. She looked, as ever, divine. My cock surged with hot blood, eager to plunge itself into her warm wetness. But I knew better than that. Miss Amy always made me work for it.

“Hi, Miss Amy,” I said. A smile played over her darkly painted lips.

“Well, hello, slut,” she purred. “Is that for me?” As she spoke, the tip of her crop tapped lightly against my exposed erection.

“Of course, Miss Amy,” I said.

“Were you planning on laying in here playing with yourself all day?”

“No, Miss Amy,” I argued.

“Good. I have a little game I want to play. You want to play with me?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said eagerly.

“Good,” she smiled. Her spiked boot heel dug into my skin as she pushed down on my chest. My skin slipped on the bath’s smooth surface, and I slid down into the tub with Amy’s boot pressing me underwater. She held me there for a second before she lifted her foot and I scrambled to the surface, coughing and spluttering at the unexpected dunking.

“Come on,” she ordered briskly. “Out you get.” I sat up and climbed over the side of the tub, toweling myself off quickly before sinking to my knees on the thick bathmat in front of her. My cock was rock hard now, bouncing in time with my heartbeat as it pointed up at my wife. She held the crop in both hands, flexing the thin shaft between them as she looked down at me. She extended her right foot towards me.

“You got my boot wet,” she said quietly. “Fix that.” I knew exactly what she wanted. I bent my head to the bathroom floor and licked her leather boot, lapping up the droplets of water that beaded on the shiny surface. Bathwater is not renowned for its delicious taste; I didn’t exactly savor every mouthful. But I knew the heavy price of disobedience to my wife. A soapy taste was the least of my worries.

I hissed as she struck my shoulder with the crop, the sharp heat prickling my skin. Not hard, but hard enough to remind me of what she was capable of.

“Are you going to be a good slut and do what I tell you?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said, continuing to lick her boots submissively. I remembered the first time she had made me do that, and how I had resisted her. Ashamed to grovel before my wife, ashamed to admit the power she had over me. It was still humiliating. But licking Amy’s sexy footwear had become a regular thing in the last few months. It helped to remind us both of our respective roles.

“Heel,” Amy abruptly ordered, and I followed close behind her as she turned and walked out of the bathroom. On my hands and knees, of course. Her boots clicked on the hardwood floor as we entered the bedroom, the soundtrack to my shameful lust. Just the sound of a woman’s heel on a hard surface was enough to make me drool. Every time Amy wore heels to work I got excited. Instead of desensitizing me, her kinky sex games had made everything in our lives part of our sex life. I wondered if it was the same for her.

“Down,” she ordered, gesturing with the crop as she perched on the edge of our bed. On my hands and knees, I bowed my head to the floor, continuing to lick her boots as she spoke.

“So, slut, do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Amy. Please!” I gasped.

“Well, I might let you. I won’t even ask Britney’s permission.”

“Thank you, Miss Amy!”

“But there’s a catch. Of course there’s a catch.”

“Ok, Miss Amy,” I said uncertainly. It’s true. There always is.

“As you can see, I have some of my favorite toys laid out here.” Amy gestured at the bed beside her. Raising my eyes from her feet, I saw handcuffs, a dildo gag, and the dreaded chastity cage. My heart sank. “Here’s the deal. You can fuck me, but after you cum, I lock your cock up and you don’t get out for a week. No orgasms, no sex, no jerking off. All you’ll get to do is help me cum. Or, you could say no. I don’t lock you up, you don’t get to fuck me, and.....well, I’ll be very disappointed.”

I thought. I knew what the chastity cage meant. Amy would tease me mercilessly, making my balls ache with pent-up cum as I pleasured her with no release for myself. Once I put that thing on, I was powerless. She owned me utterly. Having complete control over my orgasms made me powerless to resist anything she might want to do. On the other hand, as she stood above me in yet another sexy outfit, I couldn’t resist my desire for her. And the truth is, I wanted to please her. If having my cock under lock and key would do that, then I was in.

“Please, Miss Amy,” I said, looking up into her eyes, “please let me fuck you. Please lock up my cock.” My heart skipped a beat as her face lit up from within with a gorgeous smile, joy radiating from her smooth skin as she beamed down at me like the summer sun.

“Oh, that makes me so happy!” she cried. “I love you so much!”

“I love you too,” I said quietly. For a moment we paused. Our masks had slipped slightly. It was an intense moment. Amy broke the silence. She stood, her crotch at my eye level.

“Remove my panties,” she ordered. “We’re going to fuck my way.”

“Yes Miss Amy.” She had put her panties on over the top of her garters, making it easy to slide them down her thighs, over her boots, and off. Her subtle smell hung faint in the air, causing my cock to twitch and bounce. Holding her crop in both hands, she lifted it over my head and pulled the back of my neck towards her. I happily began to lick her pussy, getting her ready for me. This is the magic of our unconventional sex life. Every time is like the first time. When we have regular, vanilla sex - which is most of the time - it’s fine. I have no complaints. But when she becomes Miss Amy, it’s like we’ve never fucked before. I’ll give up orgasms for a week just to have sex with the woman I’ve been married to for seven years. To this day, I don’t know what prompted Amy to start us down this road of female domination. But I’m endlessly grateful that she did.

Amy’s pussy was wet and warm, my saliva mixing with the juices of her arousal as they flowed freely down her thighs. Her pussy was puffy and swollen, the hard nub of her clitoris standing out proudly as I rubbed my nose against it while I licked. My hands squeezed her ass, pulling her into me. I wanted my face as deep inside her as I could get it, to taste as much of her as possible. She moaned provocatively above me as I performed my duty joyfully.

“You wanna fuck me?” she panted, superfluously.

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I replied, my voice muffled by her wet snatch.

“Then get up on that bed,” she ordered. A lash of her crop against my thigh punctuated her instructions. I scrambled to my feet and climbed onto the bed. Amy seized my wrist and began rolling me over onto my front. In a flash, she had me face down on the bed, her weight pushing me into the mattress as she straddled my hips. She locked the cuffs in place. Her weight shifted, and she rolled me back over to face the ceiling. My cock stood straight up, throbbing between us as I gazed in helpless awe at my dominant wife. She took my cock gently in her hand, rippling her fingertips over the warm skin as though playing a flute. I groaned happily.

“You must really want to fuck, huh? Giving this cock up for a week just for the chance to fuck your wife. You must want me bad.”

“I want you so bad, Miss Amy. Please fuck me. I don’t care if you lock me up after, just fuck me.” Amy smiled.

“Oh, you don’t know what you’re asking for, slave,” she purred. “I’m going to make your life hell for a week. Once this cock belongs to me, you’ll have to do anything I say. Anything.”

“Ok, Miss Amy.”

“I’m not going to make it easy for you. I’ve been thinking up some evil things I want to try out. Really wild stuff. You might not like it, but that’s ok, because you won’t have a choice.”

“Yes Miss Amy.” I was panting with desire, my body straining. I worried she was going to make me cum from dirty talk and her teasing fingers alone. Then what would happen?

“It’s not just going to be doing my chores and licking my delicious pussy, either. That’s too easy. I’m really going to make you suffer.” Her brow furrowed as she became suddenly pensive. “I mean, it’s not really fair, is it? Just because you’ve given up orgasms for a week, doesn’t mean I should have to suffer.”

“No, Miss Amy,” I grunted, as beads of sweat sprang out on my forehead.

“I shouldn’t have to be deprived of cock just because you need me to keep your cock under lock and key.”

“No, Miss Amy,” I hissed through gritted teeth.

“So here’s what I propose. While I have your cock locked up, I’ll be going out and getting my needs met elsewhere. A girl needs cock after all, and while I do love your tongue, it’s just not the same as a good pounding from some hung beefcake. So you’ll stay home, all locked up, and I’ll be out fucking. But don’t worry. I’ll always come home to my little bitch boy.”

I sighed. We had talked about this before. The idea turned me on, just as it did her, but could I handle the reality? My swollen balls made the decision for me. If it meant I got to cum, I no longer cared.

“Ok, Miss Amy,” I groaned.

“Excellent,” she smiled. “You’re really starting to learn your place around here. Miss Amy’s needs come first, after all.”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Now, about that fuck I promised you....” Amy slipped a rubber cock ring around my straining shaft, trapping the blood inside and making my erection even firmer than it already was. “I want to enjoy this,” she said as she straddled my hips, her dripping pussy hovering just inches above my aching member. “Don’t want my little bitch boy to cum too soon and spoil my fun.” So saying, she impaled herself on my cock, throwing back her head and crowing with pleasure as I howled right along with her. Her pussy pulsed around my engorged shaft as she rode up and down on my cock, the pressure building with every thrust. I watched her heavy breasts bouncing in the red bra as she fucked me, bouncing higher and higher and crying out in pleasure. The pressure in my balls was intense, my cock straining against the rubber ring. Amy’s pussy clenched my cock as she came, her joyful cries filling the room, and her bliss sent me over the edge with her. My cock pulsed as I pumped her full of my teased cum, and she gasped and sighed as she felt the hot explosion inside her.

She didn’t stop. She kept riding my cock as the aftershocks of orgasm raced through her. The cock ring kept my penis hard and erect, and I trembled beneath her in ecstasy as she placed her hands on my sweating chest and ground her hips against mine. My cock spasmed and twitched as she rode me deep into the night while I lay helplessly beneath her. The bed groaned and trembled as she bounced ferociously, taking my cock deep into her slippery cum-filled pussy as she cried out in pleasure. I felt her cum on me again, her hot juices coating my skin as her pussy pulsed around me. Still she kept fucking me.

When I came for the second time, and my beautiful wife collapsed exhausted on my chest, she must have cum six times herself. We lay there for a while, panting, trying to recover our breath. Finally, she rose groggily, and I watched through heavy-lidded eyes as she slipped my cock out of her wet and dripping pussy. Still handcuffed, I could only watch as she wiped my slick member with the corner of the sheet, then pulled my drained balls through the hard plastic ring and attached the clear plastic sheath that covered my penis. The sharp click of the padlock that held me prisoner seemed disproportionately loud in the quiet room.

“There,” she said, patting my helpless cock in the contraption, “that’s better. Won’t be needing that for a while.”

“Can you uncuff me?” I asked. Amy looked at me, and smiled.

“Not yet,” she said. “I like you like this. Hands and cock restrained. Nothing you can do.” She crawled up the bed towards me, until she kneeled on my chest. She slid forward, her stockings rubbing against my skin as her knees held my head. “You need to clean me up before bed,” she ordered. Folding her forearms on the headboard, she lay her head on top of them and pushed her pussy into my face.

It was a mess. I love eating Amy’s pussy, but this was a new and humiliating twist. It was wide open and absolutely dripping with cum, both hers and mine. Hers I loved, but I had never tasted my own ejaculate before. I had no desire to now. Especially not the two thick loads I had pumped into her tonight, one after the other. But, as always, I had no choice. I stuck out my tongue and lapped up the sloppy, gooey mess, grimacing as the slimy concoction slid down my throat. High above me, Amy sighed with pleasure. My cock twitched helplessly in its cage. This was going to be a rough week.

* * * *

The door flew open. I turned my head to see Amy come in, shutting the door behind her and leaning against it. Something was up. Her eyes were burning bright, her teeth showing small and white against her bottom lip as she smiled. Something had happened.

I’d gotten home a little before her, as I usually did. The memory of last night was still fresh in my mind, the mixture of shame and arousal it inspired haunting me all day at work. Of course, it didn’t help that I was locked in the chastity cage, a brutal reminder of Amy’s control every time I tried to get hard. Which was often. I was also reminded every time I went to the bathroom, forced to use a cubicle so I could sit like a woman. And then the humiliation of that would make me start to get hard in the plastic confines of the cage, and the cycle began again. It wasn’t easy to get work done in this state, but I told myself I had better get used to it. It would be at least a week before Amy released me, and that was assuming she kept her word.

Amy looked great. It was funny; ever since we’d started down this path, of her dominating me, her whole demeanor had changed. Her work wardrobe certainly had. Although her workplace wasn’t formal, she had swapped her old jeans and T shirts for tight skirts and high heels more often than not. She did it to excite me, now more than ever since she knew I couldn’t do anything about it. But I think she did it for herself, too. The power she had over me gave her an enormous confidence boost. How could it not? Her husband was willing to be her slave; how could that not make her feel like a queen? I took in her body, from her shiny black pumps to her dark blue, hip-hugging satin pencil skirt, to her tight dress shirt that strained to cover her big breasts, and felt my cock straining painfully against the walls of the device. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply. She was excited.

“I’ve got something to tell you, hubby,” she said in a singsong voice as she approached. We normally have a policy of no shoes in the house, but that doesn’t seem to apply to high heels. None of our normal rules apply to Miss Amy. She clicked across the floor, her skirt shining dully as it tightened around her with every step. I watched her hungrily as she sat on the sofa, crossing her legs elegantly.

“Come here,” she ordered. I approached and, seeing her finger pointing at the floor in front of her, I dropped to my knees, still in my work clothes. Her bobbing foot dangled just below my chin. I looked up into her beautiful face, framed by her free-flowing red curls. She was still smiling, a suppressed, secret sort of smile. She arched a delicate eyebrow. Without needing to be told, I lowered my head and began to kiss her proffered foot. The boots and shoes she usually had me worship were confined to the house, and therefore clean. These, though, sexy as they were, were work shoes. She had worn them all day around the office, and even outside. I couldn’t ignore this fresh humiliation as my feet slid over the glossy leather. My cock, pressing hard against the clear plastic, was ample reminder of why I was doing this. She could get me to do anything now. We both knew it. The small key that dangled from her necklace, flashing as she moved, ensured my compliance. It was, in a very literal sense, the key to my happiness, and it dangled tantalizingly out of reach, hanging just above her impressive cleavage.

“So I had an adventure at work today,” she began as I cleaned her shoes with my tongue. “I went into Rob’s office - you remember Rob, right?” I did. Rob was Amy’s boss. I’d met him at a Christmas party or two. I didn’t remember much about him, except that he was very tall, very loud, and I didn’t like him. Amy talked about him a lot, which I tried not to let bother me. They worked closely together, every single day. It was natural that she’d talk about him. That didn’t make it any less annoying though.

“So,” Amy went on, “I was in Rob’s office, and I was showing him something on the computer. So he’s sitting at his desk, and I’m standing just to the side of him, bending forward slightly. And while I’m talking, I notice that he’s not looking at the screen. He has a couple of pictures on his desk, and he’s looking at those. But I realized he wasn’t looking at the pictures at all. He was looking at me. He was using the glass of the frames like a mirror so he could look down my shirt.” I felt my skin prickling with heat. I focused on Amy’s shoes.

“So I thought, whatever, no big deal. Guys look at me at the office all the time. I’m kind of used to it. But I thought about last night, and how I’m going to need some cock this week, and I just thought, go for it, you know?”

“You fucked Rob?!” I spluttered. Amy glared down at me sternly as I kneeled before her.

“I’m telling the story,” she said firmly. “It’s rude to interrupt.” She held the silence, her eyes boring into my skull until I couldn’t meet her gaze any longer. My cock pulsed uselessly as I bowed my head and returned my attention to her feet.

“Anyway,” she went on, “I’m used to guys looking at me, but not usually Rob. And, well, I’ve always thought he was kind of hot. So I laid it on a little thick. Bent over further than I needed to, stuff like that. Then I had a genius idea. Pretending I wanted to show him something, I reached right across his desk for the mouse. He slid his chair back a bit, and I hoped he was checking out my ass in this tight skirt. It looks great, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I mumbled into her toes.

“So I was reaching for the mouse, leaning right across him, and I ‘accidentally’ knocked it onto the floor. I went down to get it, on my hands and knees under his desk. There was no way he wasn’t looking at my ass now as I crawled around down there. I was getting wet just thinking about it. I got the mouse, and turned and rose up on my knees, making sure I was practically between his legs. ‘Got it,’ I said, and put the mouse back on his desk. But I didn’t get up. I could see he was hard through his dress pants, and that made me even wetter. So I just smiled up at him, pushing my boobs out so he could see down the front of my shirt. The look on his face was priceless. I could see every dirty little thought swirling around in his head, just like I can with you when you look at me that way. ‘Well, Mr Cartwright,’ I said, ‘it seems we’re in a compromising position.’ He sort of laughed, kind of nervously, and said nothing. There was a couple of seconds of silence that seemed to last an hour while we just looked at each other, him with his cock tenting his pants, me on my knees with my head in his lap, smiling up at him with my boobs on display. I thought about you, with your cock locked away, and what we talked about last night. Then I did it.” She paused.

“Did what?” I asked in a hoarse voice. I knew what the answer was going to be, near enough. But for some dark reason I couldn’t vocalize, I needed to hear it, even though it hurt. Because it hurt. My mouth was dry with fear as I continued to grovel at her feet.

“I reached out, and I put my hand on his cock. It was all bunched up in his pants, rock hard and straining to get out. ‘I think I can help you with this, sir,’ I said. I think I actually licked my lips. It felt so wrong, so slutty, but so hot. Like it was the sixties, like I was some secretary sucking her way to the top. Rob didn’t say anything, but his knuckles were white as he gripped the arms of the chair. His eyes were wide, staring down at me like he couldn’t believe what was happening. I kept smiling up at him as I slid his zipper down and pulled his cock out. Then I blew him.”

I almost gagged. My head was spinning, the blood pounding in my ears. Among competing sensations of nausea and rage, the pain in my cock and balls bloomed as I struggled uselessly to get hard. For all the conflicting feelings I was experiencing, arousal began to tower over the others, drowning out everything else in a wave of demon lust. I couldn’t believe she had done this, but what was even harder to believe was that this was turning me on so much. I was lost in a vortex of swirling emotions, tossed helplessly from one pole to another like a shipwrecked mariner unable to reach the shore.

“Wanna hear about it?” Amy whispered, her quiet voice the only thing I could cling to and find my way back to the land. “Wanna hear how his cock tasted in your wife’s slutty mouth?” I dumbly nodded, unable to speak. I did. Somehow, some way, I did want to hear it. Amy smiled triumphantly.

“Ok then,” she said. “Heel.” She stood, and I crawled on my hands and knees behind her, following her clicking high heels to the bedroom.

Once inside, Amy wasted no time. “Strip,” she commanded, and I hurried to comply, my clothes pooling darkly on the bedroom floor until I stood before her naked, wearing nothing but the cock cage. “On the bed,” Amy ordered, and I climbed onto the mattress. Her breasts pressed against my face as she leaned over me and quickly shackled my wrists to our metal headboard. I watched her sway sexily in her heels as she crossed the bedroom to the drawer where she kept all her toys. She swayed her way back, holding the dido gag in one hand, and I lifted my head so that she could buckle the strap around my head. Immobilized, gagged and with my cock in chastity, all I could do was watch as my wife slowly undressed in front of me, sliding her shimmering skirt down her legs before stepping out of it, freeing her breasts from the constraints of both shirt and bra, peeling her damp panties off and casting them aside. Naked, she climbed on top of me, her damp and dripping pussy filling my vision as she straddled my face and, with a gratified gasp, sank down on the dildo in my mouth.

“That’s better,” she sighed. “I’ve been waiting for this all day.” I held the dildo firm in my teeth as Amy slid slowly up and down it, her own juices lubricating the hard rubber shaft as her pussy lips stretched to accommodate the toy’s girth.

“Rob’s cock was amazing,” she moaned, and I growled into the gag as she fucked my face. “It was beautiful. Maybe it’s true what they say about tall men; his dick was huuuge. So much bigger than your little thing.” I grunted again; it was all I could do. I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke, and it was driving me crazy.

“When I first saw it, I though, how am I going to get this monster inside me? But I managed it. I wrapped both hands around it, and started just licking it at first. Just running my tongue up and down his shaft. He got even harder when I did that. It looked angry, like it was going to explode.” Amy’s juices were running freely down her thighs now, coating my face as she fucked the dildo, my nose full of her scent. It was utter frustration, utter humiliation, as she used me as a sex toy.

“Then I got the head in my mouth, then slowly slid up and down, getting as much of him in as I could. He was hitting the back of my throat before I was anywhere near the bottom of his shaft. I gagged a bit. You know how out of practice I am at sucking cock. But I persevered. He had his hand in my hair, and I played with his balls. I was so fucking wet. You wouldn’t believe how wet I was, with my nipples poking out through my shirt. It was incredible. He was really fucking my face now, my lipstick smearing up and down his shaft. My eyes were watering, I was a mess.” Amy was panting as she spoke, her orgasm close as her thighs trembled on either side of my head. I watched her slide up and down, bouncing on top of the dildo I held in my teeth.

“When he came, I swallowed,” she went on. “I swallowed every drop of his hot, thick cum. Well, you know what that’s like, don’t you? Gulping down that slime like you did last night.” Amy threw back her head, moaning steadily as the pleasure took her. She bounced wildly on the dildo gag, and I watched her pink pussy lips tremble and quiver around the invading shaft as she screamed in orgasm. Her juices glistened as they slid down the dildo towards my face, her pussy spewing her hot cum all over me. With a faint cry, she settled down on the dildo, groaning as it sank deep inside her pulsing pussy. She sat on my face, smothering me in darkness. It was all I could do to breathe heavily through my nose, the little air I could get heavy with the smell of her cum.

“When I was finished,” she said as she recovered her breath, “I made sure to clean up all the cum from his shaft and balls. His balls were still so big and full. They tasted kind of musky, but in a good way. The smell of a man. I licked the last bit of his cum from my lips and stood up, straightening my clothes. I was a mess, a hot mess. Rob was leaning back in his chair with that look on his face, that sleepy look guys get after they blow a big load. He looked happy, but worried, too. He put his dick away while I tried my best to fix my make up. ‘I’m engaged,’ he said, sort of apologetically.” Amy was grinding her hips against my face as she spoke, her thighs squeezing my head as the dildo stimulated her G spot. “I said, ‘I’m married. I don’t care. This has nothing to do with that.’ As I left his office to clean myself up in the bathroom, I told him, ‘See you tomorrow, sir.’ And I winked at him. No way he’s not going to fuck me tomorrow.” I listened in silence. I had no choice. I knew she would do it, and I knew I couldn’t stop her, and I didn’t know if I would even if I could. My cock raged in its clear plastic prison. I wanted her as bad as ever, but I knew she wasn’t for me. She could get cock anywhere; she didn’t need mine. That’s why it was locked away.

Her story finished, she slid the dildo out of her gaping pussy and kneeled beside me on the bed. I felt her reach behind my head, and I craned my neck so that she could remove the gag. I breathed deeply as she slid it out of my mouth, feeling her copious cum cooling on my face.

“What do you think about that, slut? Your wife sucking her boss’s dick like that?”

“I...don’t know,” I said slowly. “It hurts me, thinking about it. But it turns me on as well. I know how sexy you are, and I can’t blame you for taking advantage of that. It just....sort of reinforces the control you have over me. That makes it hot. I’m just....scared. I don’t want you to decide you don’t want me any more.”

“Oh, honey,” Amy smiled. “I love you. Sex is sex, and love is love. What we have goes way beyond anything I could get from some random sex. It’s like, I didn’t get jealous while you were eating Britney’s pussy, because that’s just sex. You’re my husband. No one else matters.”

“I love you too,” I said. I meant it. I always did.

“Good,” she smiled. “Because I have to say, I like this arrangement. I want to see where this goes. But don’t worry; you’ll get your rewards, too, if you’re good.”

“Ok,” I smiled.

“Good,” said Amy. Her naked body blocked the light as she climbed on top of me, straddling my face again. My cock struggled against the cage as her wet snatch descended, her lips against mine. “Because I need cleaning. Get to work. If you do a good job, I might tell you some more.”

My Mistress Meets Her Master


“What do you think?”

I looked up at Amy, my wife of seven years, from my position kneeling on our bedroom floor. Her red curls floated around her pretty face down to her shoulders. Her make up was dramatic, her eyes sparkling like jewels beneath smoky lids, her smile painted a rich red. Thin spaghetti straps held her new dress up on her shoulders, the deep V of the neckline showing a vast expanse of her full breasts above the dark green fabric. The gleaming material clung tightly to her body, showing off her feminine curves, her waist toned and narrow above the broad sweep of her hips. Standing as she was in front of me, the dress’s hem came down just far enough to cover the black lace of her stocking tops. But I knew they would be plainly visible to anyone the minute she sat, or even bent slightly. Black spike-heeled shoes encased her feet in a network of shiny straps from toe to ankle.

There was no need to answer. She knew exactly what I thought.

* * * *

It had been an eventful couple of days.

Amy had sucked her boss Rob’s cock every day that week. She joked that it was part of her duties now, to make sure she emptied his balls before she went home each night. If it was a joke. Regardless, she came home with the smell of another man’s dick on her breath, and there was nothing I could do about it. Not with my cock locked up in this accursed chastity cage. I was counting the days until my release. Amy had locked me up on a Wednesday, and told me I’d be locked for a week. In the meantime, I was doing my absolute best to not give her any reason to go back on that decision. I’d never realized how often I need to cum. It’s not like I keep track of how often I masturbate, but it’s usually pretty much every day. After only a few days of chastity, my balls felt heavy and swollen, my cock aching from constantly pressing against the confinement. Amy wasn’t making it easy for me. She constantly teased me. If she wasn’t describing in lurid detail how she had flirted with her boss before sucking him off, she was ordering me to lick her to orgasm while she moaned his name, or strapping a dildo gag onto my face and riding it to orgasm.

When Friday came, she wore a dress to work, a brief affair with a relatively modest neckline and a higher-than-usual hem. As usual, I knelt on the floor at her feet as I watched her get ready. The key to my chastity sparkled on a thin anklet she had taken to wearing. I spent so much time at her feet that she felt it was better there than around her neck. Every time I kissed her feet - which was often - I’d be confronted with the visual reminder of my utter subjugation to my wife. Meanwhile, she was having the time of her life.

“I’m having some drinks with Rob after work,” she casually informed me, her eyes on the mirror as she fastened her earrings into place. “I might be home late. Hopefully.” The wicked smile on her face was eloquent. She had been blowing him all week; was tonight the night my wife would finally go all the way and fuck another man? Part of me dreaded it. Another part - the part that was encased in clear, hard plastic - eagerly anticipated it. The thought of my wife with another man was an incredible turn-on to me, pushing all my buttons of desire and humiliation and inadequacy. I never would have thought, in the days not too long ago when our sex life was devoid of any kind of kink, that this would happen, or that I would enjoy it. But I did. And it was clear that Amy did too.

Amy left for work in her dress and heels, and I scrambled to get ready myself. Work had been difficult for me all week, my mind inevitably on other things. Especially on the frequent occasions when my cock would try to grow hard again in its confinement, the insistent appendage refusing to accept its own uselessness. Amy didn’t help there, either. All day long, I suffered under a barrage of texts as she kept me thoroughly updated with the events of her own day at work. ‘Rob liked the dress,’ said one, followed by, ‘I can’t wait for him to tear it off me.’ I uttered a suppressed whimper as I slumped at my desk, my cock aching once more. I had agreed to this life of torment. And any time I regretted it, I asked myself honestly: if I could wave a magic wand and return to our old life, where Amy didn’t utterly dominate me, humiliate me and use me for her own pleasure, would I do it? Would I ever again be content with missionary sex every other week or two, the way it used to be? There was no question about it. I had no more interest in going back to our old life than my wife did.

It was after midnight when Amy finally arrived home. In her absence, I had cleaned the house to spotless perfection, without her even asking me to. Not only was I determined to keep my wife happy with me so that I’d get my long-sought release, but I also found I needed to keep busy. I couldn’t keep my mind off my wife and her sexual escapades with her boss, but at least housework gave me something else to focus on.

As soon as I saw her, I knew what had happened. And it wasn’t the rumpled dress, the smeared make up or her disheveled hair that told me. It was the fierce spark in her eyes, the pink glow of her cheeks. I knew that look. My stomach churned with a cocktail of fear and rage and deep, deep desire. She had had an orgasm. With someone else.

She stepped towards me, a dreamy smile on her flushed face as she tottered slightly in her heels. Placing a hand on my shoulder, she kissed me sweetly on the lips. Without saying a word, she walked right past me, towards the bedroom.

“Well?” I asked. “What happened?” It was utterly unlike me to ask questions of her. When we played like this, it wasn’t my place to question Miss Amy. But I burned to hear her confirm what I already knew to be true.

“Shush, bitch,” she said quietly without so much as looking at me over her shoulder. “I’m tired. I’m going to bed, and I don’t want to be disturbed for the rest of the night. You can sleep in the guest room.” The door to our bedroom closed behind her, punctuating her words with an emphatic click. I scowled silently. There was no way I was going to sleep, with visions of my wife’s sexy body being brought to ultimate bliss by her cocky, big-dicked boss floating through my brain, while my own cock raged in hopeless captivity. But I had no choice. I never did.

* * * *

The next morning came under a veil of dense gray clouds. I awoke beneath the glowering sky, rubbing eyes that felt like they’d been sandpapered. The night was as restless as I had predicted, the light of dawn glowing palely through the thin curtains of the guest bedroom before I dozed off. A bare few hours later, I was awake again. My cock throbbed in its cage, denied my usual morning erection. I crept on bare feet to the bathroom. The door to Amy’s room was still firmly shut.

I was brewing coffee when I heard it open. My wife emerged in a dressing gown, her beautiful red curls a snarled tangle, her face soft with sleep.

“Morning, slut,” she purred as she walked past me and took a seat at the kitchen table. I poured her a coffee, just the way she liked it, and brought it over to her. She smiled at me over the rim of the cup as she lifted it to her mouth with both hands, her eyes moving brazenly over my body. I wore nothing besides the clear plastic chastity cage. Miss Amy’s orders. Last night’s make up crumbled and flaked in the corners of her eyes as a smile crinkled her pretty face.

“So,” she said, setting her cup back down on the table, “I imagine you want to hear how my night went?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said as humbly as I could manage. Even though I knew it would hurt me, I wanted to hear it. I wanted her to tell me, to humiliate me. I wanted her to see me squirm as she mocked me, flaunting her infidelity. But she made me wait.

“Run me a bath,” she ordered. “Then wait beside it until I get there.” My shoulders slumped as I followed her directions. This was a fairly frequent task she had me perform, and I carefully blended the water to the temperature I knew she liked, mixing in just the right amount of bubbles. My cock ached as I stood obediently beside the filling tub, awaiting my mistress’s pleasure. I didn’t wait long.

Amy walked into our large bathroom, unceremoniously peeling off her robe and dropping it to the floor. I held out my arm for support as she stepped into the bathtub, humming in pleasure as she felt the warm water against her skin. My cock screamed as I watched my wife lower her naked body into the dense bubbles, the round swell of her buttocks slipping under the water, followed by her swaying DD breasts. She sighed contentedly, leaning her head back against the tiles. I stooped to pick up her discarded robe and hang it from a towel rack. She smiled.

Amy raised a foot from the water, her skin slick with perfumed soap. I kneeled beside the tub and took the proffered foot in my hands. It was warm, and soft. Amy smiled down at me from under half-closed lids as, without need of further instruction, I picked up a bottle of lotion and began to massage it deeply into her foot. She sighed again as I rubbed her sole with my thumbs, soothing away the pain of long hours spent in sexy, impractical heels.

“We went to Luciano’s after work,” she said quietly. I gulped nervously, my eyes on her toes as I continued to massage her feet. Her voice filled my head as her words sparked images of delightful torment in my mind. “Rob had spent all day teasing me. Every time I looked up, he was watching me. Every time I went to get coffee or take a break, I could feel his eyes on me. I was so excited, it was all I could do not to cream myself in my panties, right there at my desk.” My breathing was heavy as I listened to Amy’s story. “When we got to the bar, he ordered me a drink. He didn’t even ask what I wanted. It was so....commanding. It was hot.” Movement in my peripheral vision drew my eye to my wife’s crotch. Her delicate knuckles rose through the net of bubbles, and I watched them rise and fall rhythmically. My balls ached as I watched my wife masturbate while she reminisced about her boss. I rubbed her foot, keeping time with her hand as she stroked her pussy underwater.

“I’d barely taken a sip before he leaned towards me. ‘I want you to go to the bathroom,’ he said, ‘and take off your panties. Then bring them back out here and give them to me.’ He wasn’t asking. I was shocked, but so turned on, I would have done whatever he said. I went to grab my purse, but he stopped me with his hand. ‘No,’ he said. ‘Bring them back in your hand.’ God, I wanted to just finger myself in the bathroom right there, I was so fucking wet. But I didn’t. I took off my panties and walked back to the bar with them in my hand. He held out his hand, and right in front of everyone there, I gave him my underwear.” Her hand was moving faster now, slipping easily in and out of her under the opaque bubbles. I watched helplessly as she pleasured herself.

“He put them in his jacket pocket. Then he said to me, ‘I have a new position in mind for you. New responsibilities. New rules.’ Yes Sir, I said, without thinking. He smiled at that. ‘That’s right,’ he said, ‘call me Sir from now on. No more of this first-name bullshit. We are not equals.’ No Sir, I said. ‘Every office needs an office slut,’ Rob said. ‘I’ve decided that’s you. You’re going to serve as my personal assistant, and my personal cum dumpster.’ Yes Sir, I said. I was so wet now, I couldn’t believe it. My thighs were slipping over each other under my dress and I was struggling not to flash everyone in the bar from the high stools we were sitting on. I was so embarrassed, but it was so hot. I just wanted more humiliation. It really helped me understand you better, actually. That desire to be utterly taken and dominated. It’s super hot.”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I agreed, hypnotized by the steady motion of her hand under the water.

“So then he said, ‘Every day before you leave work, you’re going to suck my cock.’ Well, no problem there. I’ve already been doing that. ‘You will no longer wear pants at work, only skirts or dresses with a hem above the knee.’ Yes Sir. ‘And no more panties. That pussy of yours will be accessible to me at all times.’ Yes Sir. ‘You will follow my orders without question.’ Yes Sir. In no time at all, he completely ruled me. I couldn’t say no. I wanted that big cock of his too bad. I’m happy to degrade myself if it means he’ll fuck me. That’s when it got weird.” Amy grinned at me. I had abandoned all pretense of giving her a foot rub, simply watching in frustrated arousal as she rubbed herself happily. My balls were heavy with backed-up cum as I listened in disbelief to her story. My sexy, dominant, powerful wife was a slave to another man. I imagined her clutching the hem of her dress to cover her nakedness in a bar as she submitted to her boss. It was wildly sexy.

“He told his fiancee about me,” Amy went on. “Not about the blow jobs, not right away. He said I was some slut at work who kept flirting with him. Guess what she said?” I shook my head silently, unable to so much as grunt. Amy beamed at me. “She said, why haven’t you fucked her yet? See, she doesn’t mind her man getting a few blow jobs from his slutty assistant. The way she sees it, that’s what men are supposed to do. God knows Rob’s got plenty of cock for both of us. Rob said she’s not threatened by me, so long as I know my place. I told Rob that I did know my place, and that my place was on my knees under his desk whenever he wanted. He smiled. ‘That’s right,’ he said. He leaned even closer to me. It felt like I was getting drunk off the smell of him, his cologne and just him, too, that smell of a man. A real man. ‘Do you want me to fuck you?’ he asked. Of course I said yes Sir! He said the only way his fiancee was ok with that was if she got to watch.”

I couldn’t help myself. Involuntarily, I gasped.

“I know, right?” Amy grinned. “I guess we’re not the only couple with a few kinks. I thought about it for a while. I mean, I’ve never even met his fiancee. But then I remembered how big and fat his cock is, and how good it would probably feel inside me. So I said, yes Sir.”

The bathwater splashed and rippled, her hand working quickly now, her eyes closed and lips parted as she leaned back against the edge of the tub. She gasped as she spoke, her pleasure increasing as she worked frantically on herself.

“So he took me home. His house is gorgeous. She was too. Nadia. She’s Persian, I think. Jet black hair, gorgeous eyes. You’d like her. Rob introduced me as his slut. No name or anything. I said ‘pleased to meet you,’ and she just stared. It was intimidating. But then Rob started grabbing my tits, and I forgot all about her. We never made it to the bedroom. He bent me over the living room sofa right in front of her. I struggled out of my dress, and I slid his fat cock inside me from behind. Oh my God, it was so good. At first it hurt a little. I’ve never taken anything that big. He stretched me out. It was incredible. He kept fucking me, like a machine, and I came. Over and over. Oh, God. It was so good. I’ve never cum like that. I didn’t care who was watching.” Amy was panting and writhing now, squeezing her legs together around her busy hand. Water slopped over the sides of the tub as she thrashed in wet ecstasy. Crushed, I kneeled beside the tub and watched her orgasm while she thought about another man. My useless cock ached for freedom. Impossible.

When her orgasm subsided, Amy opened her eyes and smiled. I waited attentively beside the tub.

“Rob filled me up with his cum,” she said calmly. “Then Nadia stood up. I was giddy from cumming so much, I could hardly even speak. Rob smacked my bare ass, and I yelped. ‘Now thank Nadia for allowing me to use you,’ he said, and I did. I thanked her for his cock, and he smacked me again. ‘Call her Miss Nadia, slut,’ he ordered, so I did. Miss Nadia and Master Rob. They made me their slut so easily. It all happened so fast. After that, they went to the bedroom. Rob told me not to go anywhere, so I sat on the couch and waited. They fucked for hours. I could hear them in the bedroom, just going at it. I began to get wet myself, jealous of the pounding she was getting. When they finally finished, Nadia walked downstairs. Totally naked, all the lights on. She didn’t care. I wouldn’t either. Her body is amazing. She just told me, ‘Leave.’ Just like that. So I called a taxi and came home.”

I was panting as she finished her story, my heart racing as though I had been running.

“Your mistress has a Master now, and a Mistress of her own,” Amy smiled. “How does that make you feel, slut?”

“Angry, Miss Amy,” I said truthfully. “Humiliated. Horny. Afraid.”

“Well, try to focus on the horny part,” she said. “Because this is so hot to me. I love dominating you, but it turns out, I like being dominated too. This way, everyone gets what they want.”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said. She rose from the water, her body glistening sleekly as the bubbles slid down her fantastic breasts. Rosy nipples peeked though curtains of sliding foam. She looked as turned on as I felt. I reached for a towel, and she lifted a foot gracefully so I could carefully dry it. Standing on the bathmat, she presented the other foot. With a towel in both hands, I worked my way up her fabulous body, thoroughly drying her off while she watched me, smiling.

“Ok, slut,” she said when I had finished, her hands on her naked hips, “off to the bedroom. Time to make your mistress happy.” I followed behind her, my eyes on the shifting globes of her magnificent ass. Inside, she perched on the edge of the bed, and I dropped to my knees unbidden. She spread her legs, and I gratefully worshiped her dripping pussy, kissing and licking her to another orgasm while she held my head in place beneath her.

* * * *

The mall was crowded. The carefully conditioned air buzzed with the voices of hundreds of weekend shoppers. Amy’s heels rapped on the shiny floor with every step. She almost never wore flat shoes now. She looked fantastic in heeled black leather boots that rose to her knees with laces up the back of her calf like a corset. Her tight jeans were tucked into the boots, her large breasts pushing determinedly against the silk top she wore. She never left the house without dressing these days; she enjoyed the looks she got from strangers. Not to mention the teasing effect it had on me. I could still taste her delicious pussy on my tongue as I followed behind her, my cock raging in the chastity cage as I watched her ass strain against the denim of her jeans with her long-legged stride carrying her swiftly from store to store.

“Keep up, bitch,” she said over her shoulder without turning her head. I winced as a sharp shock raced through my balls. The shock collar had quickly become one of her favorite toys. It was easy to see why. She could administer anything from a mild irritation to excruciating pain to my genitals with no exertion whatsoever on her part. All she had to do was press a button. The electric shocks the collar delivered would immediately bring me to my knees, if she so chose, and I would obey almost any command to ensure she didn’t shock me again. And best of all, for her, was that she could use it in public. With the baggy pants I was wearing, both the shock collar and the chastity device were pretty much invisible. For me, the anticipation of not knowing when she might shock me, or how badly, was a new kind of torture. I hurried after my sexy wife as she swayed seductively through the mall, drawing the eyes of both men and women after her.

“Let’s go in here,” she said, and I followed her into a store. Amy shops with her hands, her fingers feeling the fabric of items as she passes by. Her lips pursed contemplatively, she selected something from a rack, held it up to her critical gaze, and replaced it, frowning.

“I need a dress,” she said. “Rob doesn’t like me to wear pants. It needs to be sexy, something to really get him going. What do you think?” I glanced around the store. I know nothing about women’s clothing. All I know is what I like.

“That one there looks nice,” I said hesitantly.

“Where?”

“The blue one there.”

“Too long,” Amy said dismissively. “I don’t want it to come more than half way down to my knee. And it should have a low neck. Rob loves my boobs, and I want to give him an eyeful.” Amy laughed. “What’s the matter, slut?” she said in a low voice, leaning her head conspiratorially towards me. Clearly my conflicting emotions were visible on my face. “Are you mad that my boss gets to slide his big dick into your wife’s tight pussy, while you get nothing?”

“Yes,” I said, and cleared my throat. “Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Well, maybe you should have fucked me better when you had the chance, then.” She smiled patronizingly at me. I bit my lip to stifle a yelp as she reached into her purse and pressed the remote of the shock collar, sending a brief jolt of pain though my aching balls.

“I know,” she said, a wide grin spreading her lips as a fresh idea dawned, “why don’t you run along and find me a dress? A nice sexy one, one that will turn Rob on. Get, say, three, at least, so that I can try them on. And make sure they’re really hot. I’m Rob’s slut now. I should look the part, shouldn’t I?”

“Yes Miss Amy.”

“Off you go then. Meet me back here in ten minutes. Oh, and one more thing, slut.”

“Yes, Miss Amy?”

“If you find one I really like, and Rob really likes it too, you might get a little reward. On the other hand, if you bring me a bunch of dresses that aren’t sexy enough for Rob....” I winced as she shocked me again, harder this time. I bent over, struggling to resist the urge to clutch at my genitals in the store. A few nearby customers glanced over as I did my best to act normally.

“Well, I don’t think I need to say any more, do I?”

“No, Miss Amy,” I panted.

“Good. Run along now.”

I hurried to follow her orders. I knew her size, and she had been pretty clear about what she wanted. My face burned with shame as I walked up and down the aisles of the women’s department, attracting puzzled glances from the female customers and staff. Amy had wandered off in a different direction, and it looked as though I was alone. I rifled through the racks, looking for a dress that met all of Amy’s criteria. It was hard to judge. Dresses on hangers look nothing like dresses on a woman’s body. At least not to my male mind. Awkwardly, I tried to hold up a few items without making it obvious what I was doing.

“Can I help you find anything?” I jumped at the sound of a woman’s voice close behind me. I turned to find a pleasantly smiling face below a tangled mop of black hair shot through with silvery streaks. She was young, no more than twenty four or twenty five, a nose ring glinting in her nostril above her lipsticked smile.

“Yeah, I, uh, I’m looking for a dress for my wife. She’s over there,” I said. The smile never left her face.

“Well that’s very helpful,” she said. “What kind of dress? Is it for work, for a formal event, just for fun?”

“A night out,” I said guardedly.

“Ok. Restaurant, pub, dancing, clubbing?”

“Uh, I - I don’t really know. Not clubbing, I don’t think. She just wants something - hot.”

“Ok, I get you. I think we can manage that. What’s her body type? Is she petite, tall, slender, curvy?”

“Curvy, definitely,” I said. “But she’s not fat or anything. I mean, she just has curves.”

“I get it,” the sales assistant chuckled at my awkwardness. “Like an hourglass figure.”

“Exactly,” I sighed with relief.

“Well,” she said thoughtfully, “if she’s looking for something hot, there’s a few over here....”

I followed the young girl to a glinting rack of dresses. In a flurry of activity, she plucked a few things from the metal contraption.

“What’s her coloring?” she asked, frowning at one dress after another.

“She’s a redhead,” I said.

“Ah,” the girls smiled. “In that case....” Her hands were a blur. In a matter of seconds, she had three dresses draped over her outstretched arm. “What do you think?”

There was remarkably little fabric on her arm. There was nothing to the dresses she had chosen. The thought of my wife in any of these revealing outfits gave me a painful reminder of the chastity cage I wore as my cock tried to swell in the little plastic prison.

“They, uh, they look great,” I mumbled. I hoped my face wasn’t reddening as the heat of shame filled me.

“Ok, well, let me know if you need any more help.” With a smile, the assistant was gone, the pale ghost of her perfume lingering behind her as she passed through the racks of clothes.

I found Amy browsing through the underwear section. She’d found something. I tried not to look at the scanty items she held in her hands. I wanted to see what she would be wearing, and I didn’t want to.

“I found some dresses, Miss Amy,” I said in a low voice. Amy’s brow furrowed as she turned and looked over the items the sales girl had picked out.

“Hmm,” she said, holding up one of the dresses. “Not bad. I’ll go try these on. Maybe you’ll get that reward after all.” My cock twitched helplessly as Amy, smiling, strode on her heels towards the dressing room. I waited impatiently outside under the eye of the bored dressing room attendant.

* * * *

The deep emerald green of the tight dress sparkled in the bedroom light as Amy shifted and posed in front of me. I couldn’t argue with the choice she had made. As helplessly horny as I was with my cock locked up, she had looked fantastic in every single dress she had tried on. But this was the clear winner. The blood boiled in my veins as my cock struggled futilely against its confinement. It was no use. I knelt before my wife, an absolute goddess, staring jealously at the body another man would soon enjoy.

“What’s the matter, bitch?” Amy bent towards me, her hands on her stocking-clad knees. My vision was filled with the deep well of her cleavage, her pale breasts threatening to spill over the top of the low-cut dress, her red lips pouting as her eyes sparkled under her heavy make-up. “Are you wishing you could fuck me?”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I rasped. “Of course I am. You look gorgeous.”

“How nice of you to say,” she smiled. “But you know you don’t get to fuck me. Not yet. This pussy is for Rob tonight. Just be grateful that you get to lick it from time to time.”

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I sighed. Amy stared deep into my eyes, as though searching for something within. I met her gaze. It felt as though I was sinking into the warm glow of her chocolate-colored iris.

“No going back, ok?” she said softly. “No regrets.” I nodded. Amy was driving me crazy, and the thought of her fucking her asshole boss made my guts hurt, but I was as turned on as I have ever been. My wife really did seem divine to me in that moment, bending over me in her breathtaking outfit with the light behind her, kindling her red curls into flame. She kept pushing my boundaries, and I never wanted her to stop. She smiled, and I smiled back

“Thank you for letting me do this,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I murmured. A silence fell between us as we gazed into each other’s eyes, smiling together. Then Amy rose again, standing straight, and I craned my neck to look up at her from my position on the floor.

“That’s enough of that,” she said, with a devilish smirk. “I’ve got to get going. Can’t keep Rob and that big cock of his waiting. Kiss your slutty wife goodbye.” Eager to comply, I began to rise from my knees. Until Amy’s hand on my shoulder stopped me.

“No no, slut,” she chuckled. “I don’t want you smearing my makeup. Kiss me good bye properly.” The tight dress shone as she shifted her stance, extending one foot towards me. I knew what to do. I bent to the floor and planted a passionate kiss on my wife’s foot. I kissed the slutty shoes I had paid for, while she grinned down at me, her body outrageously displayed in the sexy dress I had bought for her date with Rob. It’s truly amazing what a woman can make a man do when his orgasms are at stake.

“Good boy,” Amy cooed as she slid her foot away from me. “Now, keep your phone handy. I might send you a few little pictures of what I get up to. If Master Rob allows it, of course.”

“Of course, Miss Amy,” I groaned. Amy laughed.

“Ok, I’m off,” she said, stepping gracefully towards the door. “Make yourself useful and get this place cleaned up while I’m gone. With any luck, I won’t be back until some time tomorrow.”

With that, she was gone. I rose to my feet when I heard the front door close behind her. My balls dangling heavily from below my cock cage, full of the cum my wife wouldn’t allow me to release. My cock ached, constantly straining against the cage my wife had locked onto me to control me better. I never thought my life would be this way, I reflected as I tried to calm myself. I never thought it could be this good.

Princess Nadia

A car’s tires hissed on the road outside. It must be raining. I had the sensation of having come back to the world from somewhere far away, my old self closing back around me like a shell as my conscience returned. That’s what good sex can do. It can take you out of yourself. See, I’ve always been the kind of guy for whom it’s either last week or next month. A planner. A dreamer. Always on to the next big thing. But when I’m having sex with my wife, and the sex is really good, I’m fully in the present. Everything else disappears.

“Wow.” Amy’s warm brown eyes shone in the dim lamplight as she turned her face to me. A sheen of sweat glistened on her face as she smiled across the pillow at me. A goofy, lopsided grin. Her ribs still rose and fell rapidly, her naked breasts heaving on her chest. The rosy glow in her cheeks was unmistakable. She had cum, hard. Not bad for a Wednesday night.

It’s been a long and strange journey that’s brought us here, to this sex-scented bedroom, the sheets damp with our passion. We used to be one of those married couples that are in danger of becoming roommates. Sex was infrequent, and unimaginative. We were going through the motions. Everything changed the night Amy decided, out of nowhere, to dominate me. Even with all the crazy things we’ve gotten up to since, that night is still etched onto my brain. She looked so incredibly sexy in her green corset and patent leather boots. I’d have done anything just to please her. Well, we’ve proved that since.

That night was many months ago now. Amy has become an extremely demanding mistress. And she’s made an obedient sub out of me, if I do say so myself. But this latest humiliation is the most extreme yet. I never would have imagined that I’d be ok with my wife fucking another man, let alone turned on by it. But I am. Which is just as well, because I’m not sure I could stop her if I wanted to. From being a shy, loyal wife with some body issues, Amy has become a wanton sex goddess. She’s become the willing sex slave of her asshole boss Rob. And while she spent the weekend with him, being used as what he charmingly refers to as his cum dumpster, I spent my days at home. Waiting. My cock locked inside a cruel chastity device, unable to masturbate or even get hard. It was torture.

“How good was that?” Amy panted. Her voice was hoarse. She had screamed her pleasure as I fucked her, making the walls ring. Let the neighbours hear, she didn’t care. I hoped they did.

“That was amazing,” I gasped. I couldn’t remember the last time I had cum so hard. Every time I thought Amy had gone as far as she could, she found some new way to take our sex life to another level. My blind hand found hers in a tangle of sheets. I had been forbidden to cum until today. It had made me a very obedient husband. When she removed the chastity device, Amy had the good sense to order me to jerk off. Otherwise I would have lasted mere seconds inside her. Once I’d emptied my balls of their first colossal load, she had wasted no time. My cock refused to get soft, and she took full advantage. My lust was feral, uncontrollable, as I ravished my beautiful wife, burying a week’s worth of sexual frustration inside her soft body. Now here we lay, both exhausted, spent, our bodies vibrating in sync as we rode the warm waves of post-coital bliss.

“See?” she said, squeezing my fingers in hers. “It’s better when you go without for a while. Whereas for me, the more orgasms I have, the better they get. So I think we’ve found the perfect solution, don’t you?” I nodded dumbly. Our marriage might be unorthodox, but it worked for us. I love my wife. When she’s my mistress, Miss Amy, then I fear her. Sometimes, I almost hate her, when she’s hurting me or teasing me. But I love Amy.

“Now that those balls are nice and empty, we should discuss this weekend.” Amy’s red curls shone as she rolled over on to one elbow, facing me. Her eyes sparkled. I felt my cock twitch against my naked thigh, even as my stomach churned anxiously. What evil plan did she have in mind now?

“Rob wants me this weekend too,” she smiled. ‘He’s got something planned. I don’t know what, but I’m sure it’s something sexy.” There it was again. That sharp pang of anger, that spike of glittering jealousy, every time she said his name. My cock moved again.

“Ok,” I said slowly.

“But I had to make a deal,” Amy went on. Her glowing eyes searched my face as she spoke. She loved to push my limits, but she needed to be careful. Rome wasn’t built in a day.

“What kind of deal?” I said guardedly.

“Well,” Amy said, shifting her body closer to mine so that I could feel the drowsy warmth rising from her shining skin, “Nadia - Miss Nadia, I mean - said that if I wanted to serve her fiance this weekend, she needed to use my bitch boy husband. Her exact words.”

“Oh,” I said. That was about all I could manage. You’d think I’d be used by now to the strange swirl of emotions, the tug of war between shame and arousal. But it makes my head spin every time. My cock swelled ponderously upwards under the blanket as I considered the possibility of being dominated by another woman. It wouldn’t be the first time - that honor went to Amy’s best friend Britney - but it would be the first time I would be alone with another dominant woman. It was exciting, but also scary.

“I - I’ve never even met her,” I protested.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Amy said encouragingly. “She’s beautiful. She would have to be, to land a man like Rob. Besides,” and her hand crept under the blanket, slowly finding its way down my churning stomach, “the thing is, I already kind of said you would do it. I mean, that’s basically how this is going to work from now on. You do what I say, and I do what they say, so, effectively, you do whatever they say. Miss Nadia wants you for the weekend. So that’s that.” I stiffened as Amy’s delicate hand found my cock. She smiled as her fingers encircled my shaft, gratified to find that I was hard again, despite my protests. Yes, the idea excited me. The idea that some other couple, whom I barely knew, had more or less total control over my sex life was oddly thrilling. And Amy absolutely loved this twisted arrangement. As she slid her hand up and down my thickening member, what little resistance there was in me vanished.

“Ok,” I sighed.

“Good,” Amy smiled. “Now, don’t worry. I’m going to lock up this cock again, so Miss Nadia won’t have any access to that. Meanwhile, Rob’s going to go to town on my pussy. But that’s just the way it goes. I own this cock, but my pussy belongs to Master Rob now. I think I’ll put the cage back on you tomorrow. So if I were you, I’d take advantage of this night of freedom while you can.” I didn’t need to hear any more. Amy laughed as I rose up and climbed on top of her, my hands mauling her fat breasts and my tongue forcing its way aggressively between her lips as my cock slipped easily into her dripping pussy. The lamp threw provocative shadows on the wall as we moaned and thrashed, swept up again in wave of carnal bliss that seemed to never end, to only grow more and more powerful. I was lost.

* * * *

“Ok, now the other one.”

Obediently, I picked up Amy’s other boot and slid it onto her outstretched foot. She gazed down at me as I kneeled before her. The bedroom was filled with the scent of her, both the perfume she had put on and her obvious arousal. Her bare pussy was just inches from my face as I tied the long laces of her shiny high-heeled boots, then fastened the heavy buckles one by one, from ankle to knee. It had become one of her favorite rituals to have me prepare her for her dates with Rob. My cock throbbed in the hard plastic chastity cage, my balls painfully swollen. Amy had been as good as her word. She had locked the cage onto me on Thursday evening, then enjoyed my tongue on her pussy for over an hour before sending me to bed unsatisfied. Now it was Friday, and I was already desperately horny. But we both knew I’d get no release. Not yet.

“Good boy,” Amy said softly. “Now, go get my anklet.” I stood. Now that she had the cock cage, Amy used restraints on me less than she used to. She didn’t need to. With a chastity device and an electric shock collar, she could ensure my complete obedience with a minimum of effort. Sometimes she still liked to tie me up, just to watch me struggle helplessly in my bonds. But more and more, she liked to leave me free so that I could do things for her. Degrading, humiliating things. Like this.

I took up her thin silver anklet from the dresser and returned to kneel at her feet. She raised her right foot, her boot shining wickedly, and I fumblingly fastened the chain around her leather-clad ankle. For a fleeting moment, I though of seizing the anklet, and the small key that dangled from it. I could unlock the chastity device, free my aching cock, push her legs apart and pound the naked pussy she had been taunting me with for days. And then what? She’d punish me. Probably harshly, for such flagrant defiance. I knew I couldn’t fight her forever. I wanted her too badly. Sooner or later, she’d get me back in the cage, and then she’d make me pay. I fastened the anklet around her leg, the key to my happiness dangling against the black leather.

“Kiss it,” she ordered. Leaning forward on my hands and knees, I placed dry lips against the cold metal. Then I kept on kissing, the marks of my lips slowly evaporating from the patent leather as I worshiped my wife, unbidden. I heard the breath catch in her throat at the unexpected display. For a moment, Amy simply sat back and watched me as I adored her. The air between us crackled with an invisible charge of desire and need. It was....tender.

“Ok,” Amy said, and cleared her throat. I sat back as she stood, and watched her glossy boots click across the floor, away from me. “Miss Nadia will be here soon, and I need to be ready.” She opened a drawer in her bedside, the one where she keeps our growing collection of sex toys. Quickly, she produced a few items. I watched in silence as she fastened a pair of soft leather cuffs around her own delicate wrists. Up until then, I’d worn the restraints in this house. “Rob’s request,” she shrugged. The look on my face must have conveyed something of my rising panic, because Amy paused her preparations. “Don’t worry, honey,” she said sweetly. “I’ll be fine. It’s you that needs to worry. I’m not sure what Nadia is capable of.” Smiling wickedly, she ordered me to my feet so that she could fasten the shock collar around my caged cock and balls. Then she held up a small metal tag.

“I went to the pet store yesterday,” she explained. “They have that machine where you can make tags, so I made you one.” The thin piece of pink-painted metal sparkled as she held it in front of my face. I read the indented lettering: PROPERTY OF MISS AMY. My cock ached as it strained again to get hard in captivity. The smile never left her face as she reached down and threaded the tag onto the lock that held my cock cage together. She wrapped a hand around the hard plastic device. “Nadia can have the rest of you,” she whispered, her long red curls shadowing her face, “but this is mine.” Then she held up a thick black leather collar, one I had never seen before. Another tag dangled from the steel ring on the front, also pink. It read, AMY’S BITCH. I held up my head as she fastened it around my neck, then placed cuffs similar to hers on both my wrists. Finally, she pressed a small strip of pink leather into my hand. “Now do me,” she said. She turned away from me, piling her tumbling copper curls on top of her head with one hand to expose her graceful neck, her bare shoulders shining in the dim light. My hands trembled as I lifted the collar. The tag that hung from it was black. The letters read: ROB’S SLUT. My cock swelled as my heart clenched. Trying to still my quivering lips, I fastened the collar around her neck. When I was finished, she spun on her tall heels to face me again. She was glowing with excitement, her deep smile lighting her whole face from within like a sky lantern floating in a starless sky. She seized the ring at the front of my collar, pulling me towards her and kissing me passionately. I returned her kiss eagerly, hungrily, wincing at the pain from my confined cock even as I probed her mouth with my tongue. Breaking the kiss after a long while, Amy stepped back.

“How do I look?” she asked. Her boots shone as she posed, her weight on one foot and her hands on her hips. She stood before me in her wildly sexy boots, the key to my cock sparkling on her anklet. No panties; the faint coppery curls of her pubic hair shone above her neat slit. The black leather cuffs looked clunky and severe on her slender wrists. A black leather corset pulled her waist in tight, the clunky buckles down the front perfectly matching her sexy boots. Her huge breasts hung heavily over the corset, her exposed nipples hard and tight in the expanse of creamy flesh. The narrow pink band of her collar peeked out from the curtains of her tangled hair.

“You look absolutely beautiful, Miss Amy,” I said, my voice catching as I spoke. It was true. It wasn’t the beauty I saw in her the day we married, or the ravishing loveliness she could achieve when we went out for a fancy meal. It was darker than that. Sexier. She looked more vulnerable than I was used to. But utterly bewitching all the same. My cock throbbed in utter frustration.

“Thank you,” she smiled coquettishly. “God, I’m so fucking horny right now. If only that cock of yours wasn’t all locked up. But if I let you out now, we’ll never get it back on, will we?”

“I could lick you, Miss Amy,” I said eagerly.

“Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you, slut?” she teased. “But I don’t think so. I’m saving my cum for Rob.” Her eyes flashed as she opened them wide, her smile breaking into a broad open grin as the doorbell rang.

“That must be Miss Nadia,” she said excitedly. “Come on, let’s go welcome her.” Her boots thunked on the hardwood floor as she swayed her way over to the front door. Nervously, I followed my gorgeous wife. A gust of damp air swirled around my feet as the door opened. Without a word, Nadia stepped inside.

Amy had said she was beautiful. She was right. Nadia was absolutely stunning. Her jet black hair hung straight over her shoulders, shining sleekly in the light. Her skin was the color of caramel. Her eyes were startling: a piercing blue-green mix that seemed to sparkle under her dark, carefully sculpted brows. She was dressed casually, in a sweatshirt and skintight yoga pants. Only her boots stood out. Black leather boots that reached above her knees, with a low heel. She exuded confidence form every pore of her flawless skin. And why shouldn’t she? She was gorgeous.

“Come in, Miss Nadia,” Amy said enthusiastically. The contrast between the two women couldn’t be more striking. Amy, a pale curvy redhead in full sex slave gear, hard nipples and glistening pussy crudely exposed. And Nadia, dark, willowy, elegant, fully dressed with an imperious attitude. Her boots thumped on the floor as she strolled right past, into our living room. Amy and I followed her nervously, both naked or close to it.

“Down,” Nadia ordered. She stood in the center of the living room, her breasts swelling over her crossed arms, one hip cocked to the side. Amy sank instantly to her knees. I couldn’t believe this display of unquestioning submission from my wife, the woman who so easily and enthusiastically dominated me. Honestly? It was hot, seeing this side of her. Even if it wasn’t for me. I followed, both of us kneeling on the floor in front of Nadia. A small smile lifted her pink lips as she looked us over. She leaned forward, towards my wife, and I saw Amy’s breath catch as Nadia took hold of the tag on her pink collar. Nadia chuckled as she read the letters.

“That’s right,” Nadia said, releasing Amy’s collar and standing straight again. “You are Rob’s slut. Now kiss my feet and beg for my fiance’s cock.” I tried not to squirm. The humiliation was intense as I watched my wife lower herself to the floor, her breasts pressing against the hardwood with her red hair hiding her face as she kissed the boot of this woman I had only just met.

“Please, Miss Nadia,” Amy begged, her voice strained, “please allow me to be Master Rob’s slut. I need his cock. I’ll do whatever you say. I’m a slut, and I need his beautiful cock. My husband’s just isn’t good enough.” Kissing noises punctuated her pleading speech as Amy debased herself for her new mistress. There was a note of anger in the complex feelings that churned inside me. How dare she treat my wife this way? But there was no denying the arousal I felt as my cock clamored inside its cage, desperate to get out. Two of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, acting out some kinky power game, and I could do nothing.

Amy interrupted her kissing of Nadia’s foot to raise her flushed face towards me. Her hair trailed over the glossy surface of Nadia’s boot as she hissed at me.

“Kiss her other boot, bitch! Show Miss Nadia some respect!” The sudden switch from submissive to dominant was striking. Her willingness to submit made her dominance of me even more embarrassing. Still, I guess it had the desired effect. I couldn’t help but be intimidated by Nadia at least as much as I was by Miss Amy. Following my wife’s lead, I bent to the floor and kissed the leather of Nadia’s boot. I didn’t even know this woman. I tasted the flecks of rainwater on her boots as I licked my dry lips. This was just the start of the weekend. How much lower could I sink?

“Good.” Nadia’s rich warm voice seemed to come from far above us as we groveled before her, husband and wife on hands and knees, worshiping this Persian princess. “Slut, Rob is waiting for you outside. Cuff your bitch husband’s hands behind his back, then go to your master.”

“Yes Miss Nadia,” Amy gasped eagerly, springing to her feet. She couldn’t wait to serve as a sex slave to her well-endowed boss, and it showed. Amy grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind my back, clicking the leather cuffs together. Then she stepped in front of me, standing beside Nadia. “You can lick my boots, too, while you’re down there,” she sneered. So I did. With Nadia watching, I licked my wife’s shiny boots before she went to fuck another man. A sharp crack, and a little yelp from Amy, made me look up.

“That’s enough,” Nadia said. “Go.”

“Yes Miss Nadia,” Amy smiled. Agonized, I watched her go, a red mark forming on her bare ass from Nadia’s hand. She stepped out of the front door just as she was, completely exposed to anyone who might be looking. In the silence that followed after she closed the door behind her, I listened to her boot heels click down the concrete driveway to where Rob no doubt waited for her. At least I had been spared the humiliation of seeing him, or having him see me like this. I had met him before, of course. But that was back when I was simply Amy’s husband, long before I became her slave.

Nadia’s boots shone as she stalked across the living room in her long-legged strut. I turned on my knees to face her, watching her sink into the cushions and cross her legs. I waited. Those gorgeous eyes, like a shallow sun-bright sea, flickered over my bound body. I was captivated, in every sense of the word.

“I’ve never done this,” she began, her voice like slow music. She had no trace of an accent; clearly she was born and raised here. “Dominating a man. It would be unthinkable in my culture. And Rob would never let anyone treat him the way your wife treats you. Never. Is there something wrong with you?”

“Maybe,” I said guardedly. This conversation had the uncomfortable feel of an interrogation. “But this kind of thing is pretty common. Amy and I love each other. There’s nothing wrong with what we do.”

“Your wife loves Rob’s cock,” Nadia replied. “She’s willing to leave you here with me, just so she can fuck him and be his slut. This doesn’t bother you?”

“Of course it does,” I said. “It bothers me that he gets to fuck her, and I don’t. But frustration is part of it. When she does allow me to fuck her, the sex is so much better because of all the anticipation that’s built up.”

“Hmmm,” Nadia cocked her head to one side, pursing her thick plushy lips. “So that’s what you get out of this? Better sex?”

“That, and the pleasure of making my wife happy,” I said. “Having me submit to her makes her feel powerful. Desirable. Sexy. Sleeping with Rob has the same effect. It makes her happy. That makes me happy. Plus, it takes me out of myself. When she’s dominating me, I don’t have to think. I just have to obey. It’s the only time I can truly get out of my own head and live fully in the moment.”

“Like an animal,” Nadia said. The leather of her boots sighed as she shifted, re-crossing her legs the other way. My cock throbbed.

“Maybe,” I said. “Sometimes. But it’s liberating, being a slave. Maybe you ought to try it sometime.” Nadia’s laughter was melodious, pouring like honey from her throat as she threw back her head. Her dark tresses shone on the sofa.

“No, I don’t think so,” she said. “I’m not the type to take orders. I prefer to give them. That’s why I wanted to meet you. Maybe I can find a use for a humble little bitch boy.”

“I’m not your bitch boy,” I said, mustering a defiance I did not feel. With my hands cuffed and my cock locked, I knew Nadia wouldn’t have much trouble making me do whatever she wanted, just as Amy never did. Britney too, for that matter. But when Amy dominated me, it was out of love. Even Britney at least had fun with it, despite her deep strain of cruelty. Nadia seemed to be treating my sex life like some kind of sociological experiment. It rubbed me the wrong way.

“You don’t think so?” Nadia smiled. “But your wife is our slave, mine and Rob’s. And you are hers. That makes you mine.” She rose to her feet in one smooth, fluid motion, towering above me now as I kneeled on the floor. “You already kissed my feet,” she reasoned. “I don’t think it’s wise for you to be so uncooperative. Not if you want to get out of this thing any time soon.” Her foot tapped lightly against the clear plastic of my chastity device, making my locked cock bounce uncomfortably. She was right. Amy wanted me to obey Nadia the way I obeyed her. It would be difficult, without my wife here. But I had to try.

“Yes, Miss Nadia,” I sighed. The young woman smiled triumphantly down at me.

“That’s better,” she said. “But I want to try out this domination stuff. It’s not every day you get an opportunity like this. Your slut wife has made sure you won’t be getting any release, but that shouldn’t mean I can’t have some fun with you, should it?”

“No, Miss Nadia,” I said.

“Good. Then why don’t you show me some of your toys, and tell me how your slut wife makes you obey her?” I started to rise, and felt Nadia’s warm hand on my shoulder. “No,” she said softly, “stay on your knees. I like you down there.” Suppressing a sigh, I crawled uncomfortably across the hard floor on my knees. The sound of Nadia’s boots on the floor behind me filled my ears as I led her to the bedroom.

“What’s this?” she asked as she picked up a small item from the bed.

“It’s a remote control,” I explained. “That’s one of Miss Amy’s favorite toys. It controls the shock collar that’s around my testicles.”

“Right now?” Her smile was bewitching, a crack in the regal facade.

“Yes,” I said, “but Miss Nadia, please don’t - OOWWWWWW!” Howling in pain, I collapsed on the floor, my body writhing uncontrollably. It felt as though every muscle I had spasmed at once, causing me to flop on the floor like a landed fish while hot lances of pain crawled through my genitals. As abruptly as it started, the pain stopped. I gasped as I struggled to regain my breath. Nadia’s boots filled my vision.

“Wow,” she giggled. “That was awesome. That must really hurt, huh?”

“Yes, Miss Nadia,” I said through gritted teeth. “Miss Amy has never used the highest settings in case they cause permanent damage. She usually uses setting five or below.”

“Well, your slut wife isn’t here to protect you now, is she?” I struggled back onto my knees. Nadia’s intoxicating eyes sparkled above her smiling lips. I’d seen that look before. Every woman who’d ever dominated me - Amy, Britney and now Nadia - had never tried female domination before. That wide-eyed smile was the growing realization of her own feminine power. It was both beautiful and terrifying to me. I watched as she slipped the small remote into the top of her boot.

“I’ll keep that handy, I think,” she said. “Just knowing I can do that to you at any time might help your attitude.”

“Yes, Miss Nadia,” I said humbly. “Miss Amy has always thought so.”

“Call me....Princess,” Nadia beamed. “I shouldn’t have the same title as your slut wife when she’s my slave, should I?”

“No, M - Princess,” I said through gritted teeth.

“Now, bitch. What else do you have to show me?”

A long evening ensued. I told Nadia where to find Amy’s toys, and she proceeded to try each and every one of them out on my helpless body. First she fastened a leash to my collar, then bent me over the bed. By the time I was done, my ass was on fire, red and bruised from the marks of crop and whip and paddle. My shoulders burned from a similar beating. When I couldn’t take any more, I sank to the floor, my body trembling from her fierce assault. Nadia stood over me, holding my leash, her tall boots either side of me in a pose of utter domination.

“Now maybe you’ll fear me as much as you do your slut wife,” she sneered.

“Yes, Princess,” I said, my voice hoarse from screaming and begging. She slid a foot to my face, and without a word, I began to lick submissively at her leather boot. All pride was gone. All I cared about was avoiding any more pain. No matter what Nadia ordered me to do, I knew I’d obey.

I heard the mattress springs depress as Nadia took a seat. Humbly, I continued to lick her boots while she ignored me for the time being. When she began to speak, I realized she was on the phone.

“Hey, babe. Yeah, he’s here. I just beat the shit out of him. Yes, seriously! I don’t know. Who cares if he liked it? I know I did. No. No, I don’t think so. But I have to say, it’s pretty fun. Really gets your stresses out. Is she? Yeah, I’m not surprised. She’s a real slut, that one. Still, if this is what she has at home, no wonder she can’t get enough of you. So....what’s the rules here? I mean, this little bitch is pathetic, but....well, he’s all I’ve got other than my fingers, and....well.....it kinda got me hot. He’s licking my boots right now. Yes, right now. He’ll do whatever I say. Won’t you?” My neck jerked as she tugged at the leash.

“Yes, Princess,” I managed.

“You hear that?” Nadia giggled. “I know, right? Oh, really? Oh, that’s an awesome idea. Hang on a sec.” Nadia tugged on my leash again.

“How would you like to eat my pussy, bitch?” she hissed. My cock swelled uselessly in its cage.

“Oh, yes please, Princess,” I begged. I was so turned on, and Nadia was so beautiful. Amy had spent months training me to see cunnilingus as an end in itself, rather than a way to get sex. I was never happier than when I was between Amy’s thighs, and the thought of exploring Nadia’s pussy made my mouth water. “Please let me lick you. Please let me taste you, please, Princess.”

“Unbelievable,” Nadia said, shaking her head slowly. “Ok, here’s the deal. I’m going to put your slut wife on the phone. If she can suck the cum out of Rob’s balls in three minutes, I’ll let you eat my delicious cunt. So you’d better beg your wife to do a good job.” Nadia’s sculpted eyebrow raised menacingly as her beautiful eyes stared me down. I swallowed. My throat was suddenly dry. Nadia put the phone on speaker. I heard Amy’s breathless voice.

“Hello?”

“Miss Amy,” I croaked, “please.”

“Please what, slut? If Miss Nadia wants her pussy licked, you better do a good job, or you’ll never cum again. Now, what do you say?”

“Please, Miss Amy. Please suck Rob’s cock.”

“Oh, I think you’ll have to do better than that,” Nadia smirked. “Put some effort into it. Or do I need to whip you some more?”

“Please, Miss Amy,” I growled. “Please suck Rob’s cock. Please suck the cum out of his balls and swallow his load so that I can lick Princess Nadia’s pussy. Please make him cum with your mouth.”

“Ok,” said Amy. I could hear her smile. “Fine by me. Let’s both use our mouths to make Sir and Miss happy.” A wet sound came down the phone. My heart clenched as I realized what I was hearing. Rob’s cock in my wife’s mouth. My stomach turned. As though in a dream, I watched Nadia stand and peel her tight yoga pants down her thighs. Her dark-lipped pussy dripped with her juices beneath a neat triangle of thick black hair. Without removing her boots, she climbed onto the bed, facing away from me on all fours. My leash grew tight as she pulled me towards her, her strong odor filling my nose. From the phone that lay on the bed beside her, I could hear grunts of male pleasure and Amy’s soft whimpers as she sucked her boss’s dick. I pressed my tongue against Nadia’s slick slit, noisily slurping up her juices as I delved into the pink flesh of her sex. The leash tightened as she rocked back against me, laying her head on a pillow while I pleasured her, my cock screaming in its cage. She moaned softly as I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, harmonizing with Amy’s muffled cries as they came down the phone. I could hear Rob’s grunts increasing, and I licked his fiance for all I was worth. That feeling of anger swelled within me again. If he was going to fuck my wife’s face, I was going to show his girlfriend the best pussy-licking she’d ever had. Nadia arched her back, her thighs beginning to tremble as her orgasm approached. Her cries mingled with Rob’s, as though the two of them were together, fucking each other’s brains out. Amy and I were reduced to little more than masturbatory aids, two slutty mouths to be used by this powerful couple. My cock ached. I’d never been so humiliated.

Nadia cried out, a long, loud moan, and her pussy spasmed as she jetted her cum into my mouth. I slurped it all up, her juices running over my cheeks and chin as though I had bitten into a ripe peach. Seconds later, I heard a male voice moan, and I cringed as I licked, imagining my wife’s mouth filling with the hot seed of another man. I heard her gasp, and cough. I heard a wet smacking sound. More gasps. More coughs. Finally, as I continued to lightly lick Nadia’s trembling snatch, my wife’s voice came down the phone.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said. “That was delicious.” My fists clenched helplessly as I heard Rob’s baritone chuckle.

“Are you there, bitch?” Amy asked.

“Yes, Miss Amy,” I said.

“Is your mouth all full of Miss Nadia’s pussy juice?”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Good. Because as I’m sure you just heard, I have a bellyful of Rob’s delicious cum. Did you like hearing your slutty wife suck her boss’s big cock?”

“No, Miss Amy.”

“Well that’s too bad. Because I loved it. Just like I love hearing you lick Miss Nadia’s pussy, like a good bitch boy should. Keep licking that pussy, bitch. That’s all your good for.”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“And don’t forget to tell Nadia about your cage in the basement. She can lock you up down there once she’s done with you.”

“Yes, Miss Amy.”

“Well, I’ve got to go. I’m going to make Sir a sandwich and get him a drink, and maybe if I’m a good girl, he’ll let me suck his cock again. Who knows? Maybe he’ll even fuck me. Be a good bitch for Miss Nadia. Bye.” The phone went dead.

“Wow,” Nadia breathed as I continued to lick her wet pussy. “She really does love Rob’s cock. I’m starting to like this arrangement. We can keep you two as oral slaves. Rob doesn’t really like to eat pussy, and I don’t love sucking his cock. But with you two sluts around, we’ll never have to, will we?”

“No, Princess,” I said. She purred as my lips vibrated against her pussy as I spoke.

“Good boy,” she moaned. “Now, give me another orgasm, and then show me this cage of yours. I like the sound of that.” I felt the soft skin of her ass settle against my face as I pushed my tongue deeper into her clenching pussy, scooping out as much of her fragrant cum as I could. Using everything my wife had taught me to pleasure this virtual stranger, I sucked her clit and kissed her pussy and probed her softness with my tongue until she shuddered, and cried out, and collapsed on the bed, her pussy wide and wet and glistening while my ignored cock throbbed in its cage. I gazed at Nadia’s incredible body bitterly. Another man was fucking my wife, and this was all I could get.

After a while, Nadia rolled over. Her hair was a mess. Her bronze skin was flushed with the rosy glow of orgasm as she smiled at me down the length of her incredible body. She stood. Taking up my leash again, she pulled her pants back up her shaking legs, depriving me of the sight of the pussy I had just licked to orgasm.

“Ok,” she said breathlessly, raking her hair back from her beautiful face, “show me that cage your slut wife was talking about. I’m done with you for now.” With a heavy heart and an aching cock, I shuffled ahead of her on my knees, her boots clicking on the floor behind me as she held my leash. I had been Amy’s slave, and Britney’s too, for a while. Now I was Nadia’s.

Princess’s Pet

Morning finally came. I had been awake for hours, watching night blend imperceptibly into day. My muscles were seized with cramp from being cooped up in the cage for hours. The dog cage in the basement that my wife Amy and her friend Britney had bought, that I had now been locked into by my new mistress, Nadia. At least she had taken my handcuffs off first. I had to curl up in a fetal position in the cage, and it was barely big enough to hold me when I was on my hands and knees. But with a sturdy steel padlock on the door, there was no way out. From where I lay, caged, I could see the key to my freedom, shining now in the morning light as it hung from a hook in the wall at the bottom of the basement stairs. It might as well have been on the moon for all the good it did me up there.

I heard the flush of the upstairs toilet. Barely daring to breathe, I waited. Nadia was up. I needed out of the tiny cage, badly. But I knew what that meant. That meant more of Princess Nadia’s cruelty. My shoulders and ass ached from the beating she had given me last night, for no other reason than the simple fact that she could. Ok, sometimes Amy whipped me for fun, too. But usually, she reserved punishment for when I had at least done something she didn’t like. I feared Miss Amy, but I also loved my wife. I didn’t even know Nadia. All I knew was that her fiance was my wife’s boss, and now Amy was his slave, and I had been given to Nadia like a borrowed toy. And from what I had seen so far, Nadia did not play nice.

I waited. The muscles of my legs felt like concrete. I wondered if I’d even be able to move when Nadia released me. If she released me. My cock throbbed. One part of me she wouldn’t be releasing, no matter what. My cock was encased in the hard plastic chastity device Amy had locked onto me before going to fuck Rob all weekend. The only key hung on a chain around her ankle. It was the only part of me off limits to Nadia. Unfortunately, it was off limits to me, too. I couldn’t even get erect in the device, try as I might. And I did try. The knowledge of my own utter powerlessness did something to me. This was a game, a consensual one. But at this point, I really didn’t have a choice. Only Nadia could get me out of here.

She was in no hurry. No clock was visible from my prison, and the minutes passed like hours as I awaited my new mistress. But I would conservatively estimate that at least half an hour passed before my nerves trembled at the loud sound of high heels on the basement stairs. One of the sexiest sounds in the world to me, but also one of the scariest. It meant a mistress was approaching.

“Well, well, well.” Nadia’s voice was as smooth and rich as melted butter. A thrill went through me, fear and arousal and disbelief, that this was really happening, that this was about to happen. Again. My heart fluttered.

To me, my wife Amy is the most beautiful woman in the world, and I’m not just saying that because she’d punish me if I didn’t. She always was, but once she started going to the gym, she looked even better. The sexy outfits I’ve seen her in, even the clothes she wears to work now, all make her even more attractive to me.

But Nadia has to be one of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen. Hair black as coal and straight as a steel rail, her smooth skin the color of caramel. And her eyes. Once, on a trip to Greece, I stared in wonder at a sea I’d only dreamed of, bright green fading to sunny blue before darkening into the depths below. That’s what Nadia’s eyes looked like, changing every time the light hit them, the striking colors only emphasized by the jet black lashes that framed them. She was utterly gorgeous. Even the way she walked was beautiful, a graceful, long-legged strut that exuded confidence. Nadia’s beauty was bewitching, and in another environment, I might have been quite taken by her. An environment, that is, where she hadn’t beaten me, forced me to beg my wife over the phone to suck her boss’s cock and then locked me in a dog cage all night. Not this environment.

She had obviously spent the time I had waited so impatiently for her well. She wore the boots she had arrived in yesterday, lustrous black leather that reached the middle of her thigh with a high heel. Above the glossy boot, her brown thighs were bare. My mouth was dry as my eyes crawled up her body, the flawless skin of her legs, the intoxicating swell of her hips. Between her legs, a small triangle of black fabric covered the pussy I couldn’t help but yearn for. Nadia’s panties were small and sheer, the dark patch of her pubic hair showing through the thin material provocatively, and I winced as she slipped her thumbs beneath the waistband, sliding the delicate underwear down her hips teasingly. Her pussy, as ever, remained tantalizingly out of reach.

“Would you like to fuck me, bitch?” she purred, her glowing eyes staring me down as I tried unsuccessfully to tear my own gaze away from the treasure between her legs.

“Yes, Princess,” I moaned, my voice cracking with thirst and desire, the vision of unattainable womanhood in front of me almost too much to bear.

“Even after everything I’ve done to you? Even after I locked you in that cage all night?” The wicked smile on her face only made her more desirable as she mocked me.

“Yes, Princess,” I confirmed, aching with need, pain crying out deep in my guts as my cock did its best to get hard.

“If your cock wasn’t locked up, would you jerk off right now, looking at me?” Nadia pressed.

“If you allowed it, Princess,” I said.

“What if you were free? What if I let you out of your cage and freed your cock and said you could do whatever you wanted?”

“I wouldn’t believe you, Princess.”

“But what if I meant it?” Her boot heels clicked slowly on the floor as she approached, long legs encased in black leather, hips swaying from side to side with each deliberate step. The toes of her boots slipped between the bars of the cage as she stood over my tiny prison. I contorted myself in the small space, trying to see all of her like a weed straining for the sun. So powerful and remote she seemed, she might as well have been a star.

“I would need my wife’s permission, Princess.”

“Of course. Your wife. My fiance’s little whore. She does what I say, you know that. I can order her to lick the dirt from my boots, and she’ll do it, just for another taste of Rob’s cock. If I say so, she’d agree to whatever you wanted.” Nadia’s feet withdrew from the cage as she turned, and I was just about able to roll over onto my back, my limbs curled up into the air like a sleeping dog’s, in time to see her gorgeous ass swell and spread as she sat. The soft skin of her sculpted buttocks seemed to seep through and around the bars of the cage as she put her full weight on the ceiling of my prison, and I was treated to an up-close view of her wonderful ass, cheeks exposed by the string back of her panties that disappeared between her buttocks as though she wore nothing at all. Only her pussy was hidden from me by a maddening strip of fabric, the shape of her swollen lips clearly visible through the taut fabric. In that moment, I hated that strip of fabric, far more than I hated the cruel woman who wore it. Arousal is complicated.

“In that case,” I said, furtively moving as I spoke. The bars of the cage dug into the bottoms of my feet as I pushed against them, struggling to gain traction in the tiny space allotted to me. Lacing my fingers through the ceiling of the cage, I tried to pull myself upwards. “If I was free and had Amy’s permission, I would grab you.”

“Really?” Nadia purred, and I could hear the smile in her voice. Her face was hidden from me, her ass alone filling my vision as it poured through the bars and I pulled myself up towards it. “Where would you grab me?”

“I’d grab you by the hair,” I snarled. Rage blended with lust in the labyrinthine neurons of my perverted brain, and I wanted Nadia to hear it. “I’d wrap your hair around my fist, and I’d bend you over this cage.”

“Hmm,” said Nadia. Maybe my sex-starved, teased brain was making me imagine things, but my nostrils flared as I thought I caught a whiff of her, the smell of her arousal so different to my wife’s familiar scent, but unmistakable all the same. As I drew closer to her, inch by inch, the aroma grew stronger. “I guess you’d fuck me then?”

“Yes,” I hissed. “Hard, and fast. I’d pump in and out of your pussy so fast you’d feel like it was on fire. You’d be pressed against the bars, the metal digging into your skin, and I’d push down on the back of your neck, pushing your pretty face into the cage. Every thrust would drive you harder against the cage, but you wouldn’t feel the bruises forming. Head down, ass up, taking what I gave you.”

“Hmm,” she said again, and her thighs shifted, the pattern made by the bars on her skin recalling the grill marks on a fine piece of steak, and now there was no doubt. On the dark fabric of her underwear, I could clearly see a darker stain. Her pussy was leaking right in front of me. My fantasy was turning her on. I tried to ignore the pain of my confined cock as I drew closer to her.

“I’d cum inside you,” I said. “Your pleasure would mean nothing to me. Maybe you’d cum, too. Maybe not. It doesn’t matter. I’d fill your pussy with my cum, whenever I wanted to. But I wouldn’t be done with you. Not by a long ways.”

“No?” Nadia said. Her voice was strained, and I watched wide-eyed as her fingers with their long, carefully manicured nails slipped into view between her thighs. She reached through the bars to stroke slowly between the lips of her wet pussy, clearly visible now as though the thin wet fabric of her panties wasn’t even there. As though beckoning me closer, she stroked herself rhythmically. And I approached.

“No,” I said. “I’d pull out, and still holding you by the hair, I’d wipe my dick off in those long black locks. Wipe my cum, and maybe yours, in your hair. Then I’d put you in this fucking cage.”

“Is that so?” Her fingers moved a little faster now, her breath coming a little quicker. “I don’t think I’d like that.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said. I was right up against her now, my face directly under her ass. I could feel the heat that radiated from her pleasure-soaked pussy against my cheeks. My nose pressed against the soft flesh that spilled through the bars. She made no attempt to move. “I’d make sure of that. I’d stick my dick through the bars and make you suck it. I’d make you taste your own violated pussy on my cock.”

“What if I didn’t?” Her fingers pressed the fabric of her panties deep inside her, her arousal escaping her invisible lips in breathy pants and half-stifled moans.

“Then I’d go to the garage,” I growled. The smell of her was flooding my senses, driving away the rational part of the brain, testosterone and adrenaline swamping my synapses in a sexual frenzy. “I’d grab my bolt cutter. And I’d cut a hole in the bars, right where your ass was. Then I’d reach through and pull you close, and I’d fuck your tight asshole.”

“Oh,” Nadia gasped above me. The tremor in her voice was as unmissable as the fragrant wetness that glazed her thighs. She was on the brink. The smallest motion would push her over. I extended my tongue, reaching up through the bars, gliding over her frantic fingers. With a gasp, she pushed harder against the bars, and the root of my tongue ached as I strained myself to the limit, pushing through her panties to bury my tongue inside her as her hand blurred against her clit. I felt the warm gush on my tongue, felt the faint tremor of orgasm teasing me as her pussy clamped down on emptiness, her swollen lips quivering against my organ. I could taste her, but I couldn’t touch her. Her leather boots squealed against the metal bars, her heels drumming spasmodically on the floor as pleasure carried her away. All I could do was watch.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned as the orgasm raced through her, leaving her flushed and breathless. The metal bars of the cage left a lattice of grooves in her round ass as she stood with a sigh. I felt like sighing too, the pussy I craved being lifted away from me, leaving me forever on edge, perpetually tormented. Sitting up in the cage now flooded with the smell of her, I watched her stalk away from me, and abruptly turn, long leather boots shining in the morning light. I could see her ribcage rise and fall with every breath as she stood facing me, smiling at me, her feet spread with her hands on her hips. Her black and gold bra pushed her breasts high on her chest, enhancing the natural swell of her generous cleavage. She wasn’t busty the way my wife Amy was, with the disproportionately large tits she had kept when she lost all the weight. But for a slim girl, Nadia’s boobs were large. And soft. And tantalizing.

“Ok,” Nadia smiled down at me. “That was fun. Of course, we both know that none of that stuff is ever going to happen. Instead, you’re going to keep doing as you’re told, for as long as I want. You know what happens when you don’t obey me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Princess,” I said gloomily. The fantasy of power I had indulged in just moments before seemed miles away now as I sat on my haunches in the steel cage.

“Tell me,” she smirked. “Tell me what happens when you disobey your Princess.”

“I get punished, Princess,” I said, watching the smile deepen on her pretty pink lips as I spoke.

“That’s right,” she said softly, and I winced as she slipped a finger inside the top of her right boot, hooking out the remote that controlled the shock collar attached to my balls. It was useless to defy her, I knew that. She could hurt me with no more than the motion of one finger. I yelped involuntarily as she pressed a button and the current zapped my already aching balls, but I was relieved to find she had used one of the lower settings, not the high-intensity burst she had inflicted on me last night. Was I seeing a softer, gentler side of my cruel Princess? I vowed to myself to do my best not to give her any reason to be upset with me.

Her boots echoed on the tile floor as she strode towards me again. Even just the way she walked made my nerves throb with futile desire. Her magnificent eyes sparkling in the midst of her lustrous black hair sent my heart tumbling like a bird dropping suddenly from the sky. Nadia didn’t need all the ingenious devices of torture she had at her disposal to make me obey, any more than Amy did. Her fearsome beauty was weapon enough.

The cage shook as she raised a booted foot and placed it on the top of my prison. Looking up in awe, I was again treated to the sight of her wet pussy, with only the thin, barely-there cover of her damp panties between me and her.

“I have to hand it to your whore wife, it was a good idea getting a cage for you,” Nadia said approvingly. “I imagine after a while in here, you’re even more obedient than when you went in.”

“Yes, Princess,” I replied.

“And I like the visual,” she went on, as though I hadn’t even spoken. “It’s almost like….decoration. How would you like that? To be a decoration at one of my parties, caged and completely ignored?”

“I don’t think I would like that, Princess Nadia,” I said, as meekly as I could manage.

“I bet my friends would get a real kick out of that,” she continued. “Seeing a man being treated like no more than an animal. It’s no more than you deserve for being such a weak little bitch.”

“Yes, Princess Nadia,” I sighed. Her boot heel thumped back to the floor as she removed her foot from the top of the cage. Her hands on her thighs, she bent over me now, blue-green eyes sparkling with laughter as the dark curtain of her long hair trailed through the bars above me. Her breasts threatened to spill over the cups of her bra, and I licked my lips involuntarily.

“Well, I’m hoping I won’t have to punish you too much today,” she said, and I tried to focus on her words over the hypnotic movement of her breasts as she spoke, just inches from my face. “I think we established yesterday who’s in charge here.”

“Yes Princess. Absolutely,” I babbled eagerly. If there was a chance of avoiding further punishment, and maybe even getting to play with this gorgeous woman a little more, I would say whatever it took to make that happen. “You’re in charge. One hundred percent. You won’t need to punish me at all.”

“Good,” she smiled. “Because you’re going to take me to the mall and buy me a few things. And if I have to punish you in the mall, right there in front of a bunch of strangers - well, I’m sure you don’t want that, do you?”

“No, Princess Nadia. Please. I’ll be good.”

“Excellent,” she said as she straightened up. The toe of her boot found its way through the bars of the cage, and I shifted awkwardly in the confined space while she waited. Finally, I was back on hands and knees again, and without a word from her, I pressed my lips to the shiny black leather, humbly kissing her boot as she towered above me. With the imprint of my dry lips evaporating on her shoe, she crossed the room to retrieve the key from the wall. Metal scraped on the countertop as she took up the leash she had left there last night. I made no attempt at protest as she slipped the leather leash through the bars of the cage to clip it to the collar I still wore, the collar Amy had put on me before she left, with the cheap pet shop tag that dangled from it, proclaiming my status to the world: AMY’S BITCH. But for now, I was clearly Nadia’s bitch, as she opened the cage door and lightly tugged on the leash, coaxing me out. My body ached from long confinement as I crawled towards her, stretching my limbs one by one as the blood began to flow again. Pleased by my obedience, she turned to the stairs, and I followed her clicking heels, step by step, as she led me back into the light of the new day.

*

“You don’t think it’s too short?” Nadia asked, twirling this way and that in front of the bedroom mirror. Her dark blue dress swirled around her thighs like the restless Mediterranean sea, the feminine garment making her eyes even more noticeable and contrasting nicely with the commanding boots she wore.

“No, Princess,” I said, staring up at her from my place on the floor. “You look beautiful.” She did. Ok, so as she span, I did get the odd glimpse of her panties. But I reminded myself that I was on my hands and knees at her feet. The dress might be a little short, but Nadia definitely had the body for it. There was no doubt she’d get a lot of attention at the mall. Funny how that made my gut throb, in a faint echo of the way it did when I thought of what my wife might be up to with her boss right now. I’d met Nadia yesterday. We hadn’t had sex, and probably never would, if by sex you mean penetration. She’d been a total bitch to me. How could I possibly even contemplate getting jealous?

“You would say that,” she smirked, still admiring herself in the mirror. It was an oddly domestic scene, as she canvassed my opinion on her clothes the way my wife did, as though my opinion suddenly mattered. In our bedroom, mine and Amy’s. Ok, so I knelt on the floor with a leash dangling from my neck. But in our house these days, that wasn’t so unusual. It was a strange morning, that was for sure. “You’re just my little yes man, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Princess,” I grinned, watching her lipsticked smile in the mirror. Part of me blazed in anger. What was I doing, joking around with her? This bitch tortured me last night! But another part, a secret, shameful part, was silently elated by her beautiful smile. Perhaps I could blame Amy for that. After long months of making feminine approval the most important goal in my life, maybe it was to be expected that my burgeoning submissive side would respond to Nadia the same way it did to my wife. Maybe that was exactly what Amy wanted.

“Ok,” Nadia said, seemingly satisfied with her appearance. “Get dressed, and be quick about it.” I stood stiffly, my legs aching as though unused to bipedal motion after so long on my knees. Stumbling to the dresser drawer, I grabbed a pair of boxers.

“Oh, no,” Nadia said firmly, and I froze. “What’s that? Men’s underwear? I don’t think so.” My stomach sank as though the floor had dropped out beneath me. I should have seen this coming. “After all, you’re not a man, are you?”

“N-no, Princess,” I conceded.

“No. Men have cocks, not dinky little things like this.” My chastity cage rattled as she reached out and shook it, the hard plastic colliding with another pet store tag Amy had made for me, in garish pink to match the one on my collar: PROPERTY OF MISS AMY. Shame howled in my burning blood at my utter helplessness. “Men get to fuck,” Nadia went on mercilessly, her bright eyes burning into mine until I couldn’t meet her gaze. “Like my fiance, fucking your whore wife’s brains out right now. That’s a man, not you. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

“Yes, Princess Nadia,” I gasped, dragging the words out of myself as though each one were carved out of lead. “I’m - not a man. I’m a - bitch.” A slight smile lifted the corners of her painted lips as I broke in front of her.

“That’s right,” she sneered as she reveled in yet another triumph over me. “That’s why you’ll never get to fuck a woman like me. Only real men like Rob get to fuck someone like me. This body is for real men only.”

“Yes, Princess,” I mumbled, intimidated by the fire in her flashing eyes. That beautiful warm sea looked on the edge of a storm, and it scared me. “I’m not worthy.”

“No,” Nadia smirked, “you’re not. You’re lucky I’m even willing to be seen in public with you. Now, where does your wife keep her panties?” Temporarily unable to speak, I simply pointed.

As Nadia tutted over my wife’s underwear drawer, I stood by. This was just another in a long series of humiliations that had started the night Amy made me kiss her shoes and beg her for sex, months ago. This wasn’t even the worst. But there was enough of my ego left to sting me as Nadia finally selected the skimpiest thing she could find, Amy’s purple thong, and watched as I struggled into it. Obviously, it was far too small, my balls hanging out obscenely from the thin cloth as the string cut into my hips and ass. It was deeply uncomfortable and utterly humiliating, and that was exactly what Nadia wanted.

“Good,” she said, her appraising eye roaming up and down my body from head to toe and back again. “Maybe it’s good we’re going shopping. We can pick you up some underwear more…appropriate to your position. Now get dressed. Hurry up.” At least she didn’t try to stop me as I pulled on a pair of jeans. One consolation of the thong I was wearing, I realized as I moved, is that the tight fabric stopped the lock and tag on my chastity device from clicking against the hard plastic as I walked. In my position, you have to take what comfort you can. Before putting on a T shirt, I reached for the buckle at the back of my leather collar, only to be stopped again by Nadia.

“No,” she said, “that stays on. Put a shirt on over it.” There was that feeling again, that sick feeling in my gut as Nadia waited, her boot tapping impatiently on the floor as she stared me down, daring me to defy her. My shirt hid me temporarily from her fearsome gaze as I pulled it over my head. I looked ridiculous, in regular weekend clothes with a black leather collar and leash dangling from my neck. That, I knew, was the idea.

Nadia took my leash in her hand, and as she led me to the door, I steeled myself for my deepest humiliation yet. I had no choice. The remote for the shock collar locked onto my balls was still tucked into the top of her boot. Resistance would be as painful as it was futile. I just hoped no one I knew was out shopping today.

*

“Is there anything I can help you find?” The saleswoman did her best to pretend there was nothing unusual about seeing a customer enter the store leading a man on a leash, but I saw the way her eyes darted to me even as she spoke to Nadia, the faint smile lifting the corners of her mouth as I bashfully averted my eyes. The moment we had entered the shoe store, the staff had gathered in a group by the register, and the movement of their eyes left no doubt that the whispers they exchanged and the giggles that erupted were at my expense. Nadia carried on as though she didn’t notice, as though leading a man on a leash in public was the most normal thing in the world to her. Finally, one of the staff had dared to approach us. She was middle-aged, slightly plump, her brown hair tied back in a nondescript pony tail. I looked at the floor.

“Yes,” Nadia beamed at the smirking woman. “Do you have these in a size nine?” She held up a shoe plucked from the shelf in front of her, a shiny red stiletto that looked like a weapon.

“Let me check the back,” the sales assistant said. With one more furtive look at me, she scuttled back towards the register, and a gale of giggles rang out in the store. My cheeks burned. Above it all, Nadia sat down on a bench, gracefully crossing her long legs as she arranged her short blue dress around her thighs. Drawing her phone from her purse, she tapped absentmindedly at the screen. I may as well have not been there at all. Shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot as my wife’s panties cut into my skin, I waited too.

The saleswoman returned, carrying two boxes. Bending, she set them on the floor beside Nadia.

“This brand fits a little small, so I brought the nine and a halfs as well,” she explained. Tissue crinkled as she opened the first box and reached for a shoe.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Nadia said, her voice far warmer than it ever was when she spoke to me. “My shoe boy can deal with that.” The woman’s jaw literally dropped. My own face probably wasn’t too dissimilar, but Nadia gave me no time to process the shock. Snapping her fingers imperiously, she ordered, “Get to it, shoe boy.” A tug on my leash brought me to my knees at her feet.

With the entire store watching, my trembling hands reached for the zipper at the top of Nadia’s boot. Her thighs were soft and warm as I drew the zipper down, the subtle leather parting to reveal her long brown leg to my hungry gaze. Carefully, almost reverently, I slid the boot off Nadia’s foot and laid it to one side. It was all I could do to control myself as she recrossed her legs, revealing the briefest teasing glimpse up her dress to the panties I had worshiped this morning before she settled her skirt around her again.

“You’ve got him well trained,” the saleswoman said in awe. I watched as Nadia surreptitiously fished the remote from her remaining boot and slipped it into her purse.

“Oh, that’s nothing,” she bragged. “Shoe boy. No hands this time.” The saleswoman gasped audibly. I could hear her colleagues crowding around as I bowed my head, my cock throbbing in cage and panties as my face drew within inches of my Princess’s divine pussy. Nadia smiled as my lips fumbled against her smooth skin, and lost in submission, I allowed myself a tender kiss on her thigh before finally taking the zipper between my teeth. Slowly, my hands clasping one another behind my back, I drew the zipper down to her foot. Then, taking her heel carefully between my lips, I pulled the boot off and dropped it to the floor. Smugly, Nadia tugged on my leash.

“Now, the new ones,” she ordered softly. I tried to keep my hands steady as I complied, lifting the sexy red shoes from their box and slipping them on to Nadia’s feet one by one, watching eagerly for that forbidden flash of panties as she moved her legs. With the shoes on, she stood, towering over me as I stayed on the floor. She didn’t walk across the shoe store; she glided. It never ceases to amaze me how women walk in very high heels, never mind how graceful and sexy they look while doing it. Nadia walked as though she was born in heels, her body swaying seductively with each long stride. The heels had to be six inches tall and thin as the stem of a wine glass, but she pivoted and turned like a gymnast on a balance bar. Returning to where I kneeled, awestruck, she turned again, raising one foot high and rapping the heel against the laminate floor with a sharp crack, as if to punctuate her performance. I felt like applauding as she struck a pose.

“They look fabulous on you,” the saleswoman said. “How do they feel?”

“Like a million bucks,” Nadia grinned. “I’ll take them.” She sat on the bench again, a red heel pointing like a dagger at my heart as she stretched out her long leg. Without further instruction, I gently removed the proffered shoe and returned it to the box, repeating the procedure with her other foot.

“Boots,” Nadia said curtly, and my cock spasmed in its tiny prison as I slid the soft leather back on to her legs, the zipper groaning as I drew it from her foot to her thigh, hell to heaven and back again as the boots grew tight against her. Finally, she crossed her legs again, smiling down at me.

“Well, shoe boy,” she gently mocked. “Go pay the lady.” The saleswoman tried and failed to stifle a laugh as I awkwardly stood and followed her to the register, the leash dangling from my collar. I handed her my credit card, the smile never leaving her lips as she ran it through. The register spat out a receipt, and she slipped it inside the string-handled bag before handing it to me.

“Your wife certainly, uh, keeps you on a short leash,” she said, her lips quivering with suppressed laughter as her co-workers snickered behind her. My shame burned hotter than the sun.

“She’s not my wife,” I mumbled. I held one side of the bag, but the saleswoman was reluctant to let go of her side.

“Your girlfriend, then,” she persisted.

“She’s not my girlfriend either,” I said. The woman’s thin eyebrows crawled up her scalp towards her tied-back hair. Over on the bench, Nadia’s booted foot bobbed as she waited, and watched.

“Well, what is she then?” the woman demanded. With a wrench, I tore the bag from her grasp.

“She’s my Princess.”

*

I kept my eyes down, following the rhythmic steps of Nadia’s boots on the glossy mall floor. People stopped in their tracks to stare as we passed, beautiful Nadia in her tall boots and short dress with her humble slave following behind her on a leash, carrying a growing load of shopping bags. I had become almost numb, as though this was all happening to someone else, unable to quite believe my own debasement at the hands of this virtual stranger. I could hear the murmured voices of the people we passed. The disgusted comments. The laughter. Nadia seemed oblivious to it all as she strode through the cavernous hallways and passages. Easy for her; she wasn’t the one being publicly humiliated.

I glanced up as she led me towards another store, and the leash grew taut between us. This was what I had feared since we got here, and now it was happening. Nadia angrily tugged on the leash to get me moving.

“Come on, bitch,” she ordered. “The sooner we get what we came here for, the sooner we can leave.” Reluctantly, humiliation seeping into every beaten pore of my body, I followed her into the lingerie shop. Inside, lacy articles hung on every rack, and mannequins modeled all manner of frilly underwear. I kept my eyes on Nadia’s feet.

“Hi there!” The saleswoman’s greeting was warm enough, but I could hear the note of hesitation in her voice.

“Hi,” Nadia said. “I wonder if you can help us. This little bitch here,” and she yanked on the leash, almost pulling me off balance, “needs some panties to remind him that he’s not a real man.”

“Ok,” the saleswoman said slowly. She couldn’t have been more then twenty, with black streaks dyed into her shoulder-length blond hair and a nose ring gleaming beneath a pair of pale, washed-out blue eyes. Her round breasts pressed against the front of the black T shirt she wore. My cock ached as her white teeth showed in a deep smile. “I think I know exactly the kind of thing you mean. Why don’t I grab a few items that might work and bring them over to you?”

“Awesome,” Nadia smiled, “that would be really helpful!”

“Oh, don’t mention it,” the girl replied. “You can take a seat over there, or just browse around, and I’ll be right back. May I?” The girl stood with one hand raised. Nadia caught on a little quicker than I did. My stomach twisted itself in knots, even as my cock pressed hard against the chastity device, when Nadia smiled deeply and handed my leash to this girl. The girl smiled, and I saw a look I was becoming intimately familiar with: the bright glow a woman gets in her eyes when she becomes suddenly aware of her feminine power.

“Come on,” she chirped, leading me like a puppy into the heart of the lingerie store while Nadia watched us go. This was my life now, it seemed. This was the path Amy had set us on, when she took control of my sex life. I was now expected - no, forced - to obey any woman, no matter who, simply because she was a woman. I’d be lying if I said the thought didn’t excite me, drawing jolts of pain from my locked cock.

In among the racks, the girl stopped. Her expert hands plucked panties from racks as I watched, horrified and aroused beyond belief. She cast a critical eye over my body, her teeth working on her lower lip as she thought.

“Obviously, you’re not a standard size,” she said. “But you’re not a big guy. Some of these might fit a little snug. But I’m guessing that she’s not too concerned about your comfort, right?”

“No, she’s not,” I said, and the girl nodded.

“Ok. Looks over comfort. Got it.” Metal hangers hissed on steel racks as she made her selections. “You must have really pissed her off to get this treatment,” she said, not looking up from her work.

“Not really,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry,” the girl went on. “It comes with the territory. We get all kinds of alternative lifestyles in here. You’re the second guy I’ve fitted this week. Though he at least came in by himself. Come on, what did you do? Talk back? Look at other girls? It must have been something.”

“It’s not like that,” I struggled.

“Should I ask her instead? I’m sure she’d love to tell me.” The hangers stopped moving. The girl turned to me, and smiled. I took a deep breath.

“She - Princess Nadia is…looking after me for the weekend while my wife is away.”

“Oh? And where’s she?”

“At Princess Nadia’s house. With her fiance.”

“Oh. Oh! So your wife is in on it?”

“Yes,” I gulped, my cheeks burning under the pretty girl’s stare. “She…she traded me to Nadia for permission to sleep with her fiance.”

“Oh. My God. That is….that’s pretty wild,” she smirked. “I mean, I’m an open-minded gal, but that is….extreme. Still, it’s not all bad, is it? I mean, Nadia? Yeah, Nadia - she’s gorgeous. You’re getting a pretty good deal, I’d say.” I shook my head slowly.

“I don’t get to sleep with anyone else,” I said sadly. “Only my wife does.”

“Oh.” Her hand reached towards me, and I felt her fingers at the front of my collar as she held the tag Amy had put there. “Amy? That’s your wife?” I nodded. “Well, the tag doesn’t lie. You really must be your wife’s bitch if she treats you like this.” I nodded again. “Well, come on,” she said, taking up my leash again and tugging for me to follow. “Let’s try these on you and see what works.”

Near the front of the store, Nadia waited. Reclining in an ornate chair, her boots shining in the light, she smiled as she saw the salesgirl emerge with me in tow. I lowered my eyes, my cock pulsing desperately as I watched the girl’s jeans straining over her round ass as she walked. There was no relief from the sharp edge of my lust, none. As though it were a borrowed pencil, she handed my leash back to Nadia and showed what she’d picked out.

“The change room’s over there,” she said, a sweep of her arm indicating the back of the store. “Just….don’t get too loud in there.” She winked at that.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Nadia said. “In fact, could you help us? I could use a second opinion.”

“Of course!” The girl beamed as though she had just won a prize at the fair. She may as well have jumped up and down as Nadia led me towards the change room. There was that numbness again, as I sank to ever new depths of humiliation. The edges of things grew gray and indistinct, as though in a half remembered dream. This wasn’t me this was happening to. It must be someone else.

In the tight space of the changing room, my body prickled under feminine hands. Nadia and the salesgirl quickly and unceremoniously undressed me as I stood between them, overwhelmed, not even contemplating resistance. The girl smirked when she saw the panties Nadia had made me wear, and shrieked out loud with laughter when she saw the chastity cage.

“How does it work?” she seemed fascinated. Nadia shrugged.

“I don’t really know,” she said. “Never heard of one before this weekend. But it stops him getting hard or touching himself, so I can see the usefulness. It certainly makes him obedient. I don’t even have a key.”

“Amy?” the girl asked.

“Amy,” Nadia confirmed. “I guess you two had a little talk while you were gone?”

“Oh yeah,” the girl smiled. “I told him if he didn’t tell me, I’d ask you. That got him talking.” As the women bonded over my humiliation, I stepped into a pair of panties, pressing my thighs together so that the tight underwear could be pulled up. One by one, they tried each pair on me like I was some doll for them to dress up and toy with while they critically discussed fit and style. My cock throbbed dully. I tried to ignore it. Just like everyone else did.

When we finally left the store, I carried two new bags full of tiny panties, and my credit card balance swelled the way I wished my cock could, with a generous tip added on for the salesgirl at Nadia’s insistence. I couldn’t get any lower as I humbly followed Nadia through the glittering mall, led by a leash in front of my neighbors. So why was my cock still trying to get hard? For the same reason I put up with this madness, this torture, this utter degradation. Because in some twisted part of my soul, I needed it. I loved it. And my wife loved it, and I loved her, and so here I was, on Nadia’s leash, ready to endure the next humiliation. Nadia led me forward, and I couldn’t tell if the thumping in my head was her boots or my blood.

A Humble Husband

The sun was sinking. A slanted rectangle of orange light splashed against the wall, creeping slowly upwards as the sun dropped lower in the sky outside. Every minute passed like an hour, every hour a week, as I watched that weak sun rising apathetically across the white wall of my living room.

It was that, or look at Nadia. And I couldn’t stand to look at Nadia.

She was beautiful. Probably the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, besides my wife. Her long, straight hair was black as coal, shining in the dying sun with a rich dark luster. Her skin was the color of caramel, and soft as butter, I knew. Her long legs looked even longer in the tall boots she wore, completely ignoring the no shoes policy I had in my house. Though in fairness, high heels had always been exempt. Her eyes were lowered now, the inner light hidden beneath her dark and smoky eyelids. It was just as well. Those startling blue-green eyes seemed to change color from one moment to the next, like a Mediterranean sea under passing clouds. Framed by her jet black eyelashes and set off by her coffee-colored skin, she was utterly entrancing. And here I was, staring again. Quickly, I averted my eyes. The patch of sunlight seemed frozen in place.

The sofa groaned as Nadia shifted. Squeezing my eyes tight shut, I tried hopelessly to clear my head of the image of her, lying right there on my couch in her leather boots, legs crossed and draped along the cushions, short blue dress riding up her smooth young thighs with every movement she made. I tried to think of anything else, conjuring up old football games and lists of chores I had to complete, the latest interpersonal issues at work - anything other than her. But it was useless. As though every cell of my body was reaching towards this impossibly beautiful woman, I could no more forget her than a plant could forget the sun it stretches towards its whole life. I didn’t need to open my eyes; my blind blood could conjure her image as clear as day, her every move jangled my every nerve. And I grimaced as my cock predictably grew hard. Or tried to. The hard plastic of my chastity cage kept my erection fully contained, the dull ache in my gut reminding me that my wife had made sure I would be receiving no sexual pleasure for the weekend before she left. PROPERTY OF MISS AMY, the pet tag that dangled from my chastity device read. It was painfully appropriate. My cock belonged to my wife. And unfortunately for me, she had no use for it, preferring the bigger, more aggressive dick of her boss Rob. Nadia’s fiance. So while I kneeled in pain on my own living room floor, Amy was at Rob’s, spending the weekend wracked by orgasms more powerful than any I could give her. My heart burned as my cock throbbed.

And then, my balls buzzed. Instantly, I began to crawl.

Another of Amy’s innovations. To think my wife had once been something of a prude about sex; those days were long in the past. Her depraved imagination now far outstripped mine. I had never conceived of the devices of delicious sexual torture she had brought into our bedroom. How quickly and easily she had reduced me to her sexual plaything. And I had let it happen. Because deep down, I loved it. Paradoxically, I’d never been so sexually fulfilled. With Amy in full control of when and how I got to cum, I was having the best orgasms of my life. She knew my body better than I did. She owned my cock, and she deserved to. She treated it far better than I ever did.

As I humbly approached Nadia, the smell of her perfume swelled around me like a cloud that swallows up a descending plane. Not just her perfume, either. She was aroused. Well, I knew that. She wouldn’t have summoned me over otherwise. There was that ache again. No matter how many times my cock tried and failed to get hard in its tiny plastic prison, it kept trying.

Nadia didn’t even look at me. She didn’t speak, either. She didn’t need to. We’d been playing this game for a while now. The rules were quite clear. The remote in her raised hand could give me a little warning jolt, or deliver intense pain, at her choosing. The shock collar wrapped around my balls was designed to train dogs, but the principle worked just as well on me. I’d very quickly learned not to piss her off, to obey her commands or face terrible consequences. The remote stayed tucked into the top of her leather thigh boots when she wasn’t using it, and I stayed humbly in my corner when she wasn’t using me. But when the remote came out and I felt that buzz in my balls, I knew I had just seconds to crawl across the room and serve my new mistress.

Her skin was every bit as soft as I remembered as I humbly kissed her thighs. This woman was pure evil. In the short time I had known her, she had done nothing but torment me. But there was a genuine devotion in the kisses I bedecked her legs with. It’s hard to explain. Maybe you’d have to be in my position to really understand it, to have spent the last few months of your life having to earn every orgasm you got, having to worship women like goddesses to win your wife’s approval. It felt good to worship Nadia, even though she was nothing but cruel to me. It felt right. Her skin was so soft, her pussy so perfect. She was so beautiful that the only appropriate response seemed to be to adore her, even if, on a personal level, I kind of hated her.

My nostrils flared as the smell got stronger. Nadia’s short dress was up around her hips now, and a wet noise filled my ears. I watched as she ran her manicured fingers along the fat lips of her pussy, the moisture glistening in the fading light. My cock throbbed helplessly. I wasn’t allowed to touch her there unless she ordered it; that much had been established. All she wanted was a witness, a helpless witness to kiss her tender skin while she pleasured herself. If the mood struck her, she might use my mouth. She might not. But for now, I kissed her thighs as though I loved her and stared bitterly from the corners of my eyes as I watched her masturbate.

“Oh,” Nadia whimpered softly, “oh.” Her breathing came faster as her probing fingers slipped inside her wet sex. I could taste her pussy, a ghostly memory drifting back to me like distant music. So different to my wife’s. I had eaten Nadia’s pussy yesterday, and had paid a terrible price for the privilege. And yet I wanted more, as I watched her fingers glisten with her own slick juices. My tongue snaked out between my lips, her inner thighs shining with my saliva. She cast aside her tablet, the one she had been using to watch porn or read erotica or chat with Rob or whatever it was that had gotten her into this high state of arousal. It wasn’t my place to know. It was my place to please Nadia, in whatever way she demanded. This was how she chose to use me, and so I complied. That’s one thing I’ll say about slavery; it makes things really simple. Since my wife had enslaved me, it seemed I was expected to be subservient to all women. In fact, it was starting to feel completely normal. And the more beautiful the woman, the easier it was to serve.

“Oh!” Nadia gasped, and her boot heels scrabbled on the sofa as her legs writhed and thrashed. Her orgasm was approaching, and I had had very little to do with it. Still, the thought of watching this gorgeous woman cum excited me. My cock ached again as it throbbed in the chastity cage.

“Oh fuck,” Nadia hissed, her hand a blur as she rubbed herself to ecstasy. Stray drops of her wetness bedewed my cheeks, the sound of her fingers plunging into her hole filling my ears and making my cock pulse painfully. I stifled a cry of pain as her free hand seized a fistful of my hair, pulling hard, and the hot juices of her orgasm spewed out onto my couch as I watched her cum from the best seat in the house. I breathed in her scent deeply, longing to taste her pleasure, her pussy so different from the familiar taste of my wife, and yet no less intoxicating. I kissed her damp thighs passionately, lost in my own little world where everything I saw and heard and tasted and smelled was Nadia, beautiful Nadia.

When she hauled on my hair, I had no choice but to lift my head from her lap. She stared coolly down at me from under half-closed eyes, that intoxicating blue-green iris shining beneath her painted eyelids as a wickedly sexy smile danced on her pink lips.

“You love my pussy, don’t you, bitch?” she sneered.

“Yes, Princess,” I gasped. It was nothing more than the truth. Nadia’s pussy was entirely different to my wife’s. But it was beautiful. In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to bury my face in the open petals of her wet lips.

“That’s because you’re my little cunt-eating whore,” Nadia smiled. “My own personal cunt-eater. My little lesbian fuck slut.” It was weird. But my cock did its best to harden at her words. In a way, it was true. With my cock locked away by Amy, I couldn’t function as a man. The only way for me to give pleasure to a woman was with my hands or my mouth, the same way a girl would. Noticing this, Nadia had taken me shopping for panties, and she insisted I wear them in her presence. My caged cock was pressed against my belly by the tight fabric of a pale blue pair of panties she had made me buy just hours earlier. Nadia wanted me to be a girl, her slutty girl. And so I was. The weird thing is, I don’t think she had a gay bone in her body. She did it purely to humiliate me. And it was working.

“Ever eaten an asshole?”

I paused. Her fist held my hair tight, her sea-colored eyes glowing in the declining light as she smiled at me down the length of her incredible body. Her breasts rose and fell beneath her tight blue dress, her knees rising up above my head like the cables of a suspension bridge while her soaked pussy gaped right in front of my face. I couldn’t help but think that it didn’t matter what my answer might be. I was about to taste Nadia’s ass, whether I wanted to or not.

“No, Princess,” I said humbly. She smirked evilly.

“Well, you’re not worthy to lick my pussy,” she smiled. “But I’m horny now, and you have a mouth. So let’s go to the bedroom and you can get your first taste of asshole.”

There was no point arguing. Briefly I wondered what Amy might think. But she had given me to Nadia for the weekend, under strict instructions that I was to obey her without question. And beyond that, Nadia had the remote to the shock collar around my balls. Disobedience was not an option. As Nadia stood up from the couch and made her way to my bedroom, I didn’t even try to stand. I just crawled behind her, watching her leather boots shining from below as she led me to bed.

The bedroom was dark, the sun completely set by now. But the orange streetlight that shone through the thin curtain gave enough light to see as Nadia climbed onto the bed Amy and I had chosen together. Kneeling on the mattress, she pulled her light dress off over her head. She loomed over me in the half-light in nothing but a black and silver bra and her thigh boots, her black hair merging with the gathering night. She was irresistible. Even if I hadn’t been in such a vulnerable position, I reflected, I probably would have done whatever she asked, just to taste that divine body. In a way, it was a relief to have no choice. There was less shame in it that way, somehow.

The mattress springs shifted and groaned as Nadia positioned herself on her hands and knees. She seemed to like it doggy style. I clenched my teeth as the pain of yet another failed erection bloomed in my gut. The thought of taking her from behind, driving my rock-hard dick into her dripping hole and making her scream in pleasure and pain danced before my eyes in the dim bedroom. This was exactly what she wanted, I thought, as she raked her dark hair back from her head, her white teeth flashing in the gloom as she smiled. Nadia was winning. Nadia always did.

“Come on,” Nadia said softly. She rested her head on a pillow, her ass high in the air as she kneeled at the edge of the bed. I grunted, more in surprise than pain, as the shock collar buzzed again. It was unnecessary. We both knew I was going to do what she wanted. I rose up on my knees at the foot of the bed, her exposed ass filling my vision. Her pussy glistened in the streetlight from outside, still wet from her earlier self-pleasuring.  I could smell her stronger than ever as I leaned forward, my tongue snaking out from between my lips as I pressed my face into her sexy ass.

Nadia moaned, the deep sound of satisfaction making my balls ache as my tongue made contact with her asshole. Encouraged, I pressed forward. To my surprise, there was no overwhelming taste; Nadia’s asshole tasted like pretty much any other skin on her body. And the submissive nature of what she had me doing was pressing my buttons. Not to mention her breathy moaning as she rocked her hips back and forth, in seventh heaven as I ate her puckered hole.

“Oh, yeah,” she moaned. “Eat that ass, you little bitch! Fucking dirty whore. Get that fucking tongue in there!” Her fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass as she reached back and pulled on a buttock, opening her hole wide for me. I slipped my tongue inside, feeling the muscles of her tight ring clamp down and trap my questing tongue while she moaned, and her body shook. Her butt cheeks enveloped my face as she removed her hand, and as I heard a wet rhythmic sound, I didn’t need to see to know that she was fingering herself again. Her moans increased, rising in pitch and intensity until she was screaming in pleasure. My cock ached, my balls tingling with frustrated desire as I devoted myself to my task. My hands grasped her calves, running up and down the smooth leather of her boots. This was dangerous; she hadn’t given me permission to touch her. But from the sounds she was making as I tongue-fucked her asshole, she was too far gone to care, or even notice.

Nadia’s ass pushed back against my face, and she cried out, her legs shaking and shuddering as her orgasm approached. I could smell her orgasm, could sense the moisture in the air as she came, the hot juices of pleasure rolling down her trembling thighs to glaze the tops of her sexy boots. I licked her asshole furiously, nothing more than a sex toy to her as she used me for her pleasure.

With a cry, Nadia collapsed face down on the bed. My face was damp with her sweat, the bedroom air reeking of sex and feminine pleasure while my cock throbbed, red hot in its tiny prison. Nadia’s body shook as she lay at full stretch, her legs spread and her gorgeous ass and wet pussy thoroughly exposed. There was a rustling sound as she turned her head, her deep black hair trailing across her delicate shoulders as she looked back at me.

“Slut,” she growled, her voice throaty and trembling with pleasure, “I don’t remember telling you to stop.” Immediately, I bent myself to my task, and Nadia laughed out loud as she felt my tongue on her asshole once again. She still held the remote in her hands, and I stifled a grunt as she sent another shock racing through my balls, for no other reason than the fact that she could. Kneeling between her spread legs, I licked her ass for all I was worth, feeling her boot heels press against my ears as she bent her knees and trapped my head against her. I heard her laugh as she forced my face into her ass again and again, my tongue crushed against her wet hole as I tried to lick her. Her body throbbed, the bed rocking as she pulled me back and forth, one hand underneath her as she continued to pleasure herself. It didn’t take long before another orgasm raced through her, and I could feel her ass clenching under my tongue as she screamed her ecstasy into the pillows, her black hair whipping from side to side as she thrashed in hedonistic bliss.

With a loud sigh, Nadia rolled over onto her side. Her leather boot pushed my head aside, and I sank to the floor at the foot of the bed, my back against the mattress. I was breathing heavily myself, my body humming with frustrated arousal. I knew better than to complain, or say anything at all. Better just to let her be, let her enjoy the after effects of her orgasm, and hope that it put her in a good mood. For long moments, there was no sound I the dark room but our hurried breathing. Once again, I was struck by the strangeness of sharing something so intimate with a woman I hated.

“You filthy little whore,” Nadia finally chuckled. “You’ll do anything any woman says, won’t you? No matter how degrading.”

“Yes, Princess,” I scowled.

“Good,” she said. I could hear the satisfaction in her voice as she spoke. “I have to say, I’m really getting into this domination stuff. I mean, who wouldn’t? You’re like a living, breathing sex toy I can use whenever I want. I’ll never have sex with you, of course. But there’s lots of ways you can please me.”

“Yes, Princess,” I mumbled mechanically. Her words were making my cock ache. Over the course of the two days I had known her, there was hardly a single thing she had said or done that didn’t cause my cock to try and harden. Nadia had me, hook line and sinker. There was no point denying it. No way to fight it. My wife owned me. But Nadia could use me any way she liked, and not only would I not resist, I’d actually enjoy it. We both knew it.

“I think your slut wife is missing an opportunity here,” my beautiful tormentress went on. “I think there’s a lot of women who would enjoy the services of a guy like you. I mean, you’re not good looking. Or smart. But you’re definitely obedient. And sometimes, that’s all a girl needs. I should introduce you to some friends of mine. I think there’s a market for a submissive little bitch like you.”

“Yes, Princess,” I said, “if Miss Amy allows it.” Nadia chuckled in the dark.

“Oh, she’ll allow it,” she purred, her voice deep and rich like honey. “She’s my fiance’s slut. She does whatever he says. If I want this, you’ll do it. Trust me on that.” I did. I was already coming to learn that Nadia was the type of woman who was used to getting her own way. You only had to look at her to know that. Woman who look like Nadia never have to get used to hearing the word ‘no’. Especially not from guys like me.

“She’s on her way back now,” said Nadia, her beautiful face lit up in the glow of her phone. “Should be here any minute. How do you think she liked her weekend with Rob?”

“I bet she enjoyed it a lot,” I said, my voice cracking a little. The bed springs creaked as Nadia shifted her weight, sitting up to gaze at me down the length of the bed.

“She really loves his cock, doesn’t she?” Nadia teased.

“Yes,” I sighed, “she does.”

“I’m not surprised,” Nadia chuckled. “He’s a real man, not some half-dyke slut like you. He knows how to fuck. And I’m going to go home and jump right on that big dick of his and let him fuck me until I scream. Are you jealous?”

“Yes, Princess.”

“You should be. My pussy’s fantastic.”

“I know, Princess. It’s absolutely beautiful.” She chuckled at that. Yes, it was flattery. The woman still held the remote that could fry my balls. But that doesn’t mean it wasn’t true. Licking Nadia to orgasm yesterday had been the high point of my weekend. Pleasuring a woman as beautiful as her was a privilege.

Twin bars of light striped the ceiling and swung across the wall as a car pulled into the driveway. My cock throbbed, like a dog excited for its mistress’s return. I heard Nadia shift on the mattress. Her boot heels thumped on the bedroom floor as she stood, the tight leather creaking with every step of her long, sexy legs. I could smell her pussy as she stood beside me, and I stifled a yelp as she seized my ear in her hand, twisting it painfully.

“Come on,” she said, pulling me along by my ear like a child as I crawled after her, “let’s go see what your whore wife has been up to.”

My body was trembling as the front door opened, and it wasn’t just the strain of maintaining my position on all fours. My wife was home from a weekend of sex with another man. And although this wasn’t the first time, it always seemed to feel like it. Would anything have changed between us? Evidently she enjoyed fucking Rob more than she did me; would she come to love him more than me? Down at floor level, I saw her feet first as she stepped inside, the shiny leather boots I had dressed her in myself before she left me with wicked Nadia. A thin silver anklet fastened over one of her boots, the key to my sexual release dangling lightly from it with every step. Desperately, my eyes rose up her boots, along her bare thighs. She was naked from the waist down, but she held one delicate hand over her pussy, hiding it from my view. A black leather corset shone in the dim light, tightly laced to shrink her waist down to an impossible dimension, making her already hourglass body impossibly alluring. Her big breasts hung free over the top of the leather garment. The same breasts I had kissed and caressed hundreds of times over the course of our seven year marriage. Now they, and the rest of her incredible body, were denied to me. Her natural red curls fell around her bare shoulders, framing her blushing face. A pink collar was still fastened around her neck. She had walked up our driveway like this, in full sex slave regalia. She was a different women to the reserved, sexually unadventurous one I had married. Then again, I thought as I stared up at her from the floor beside Nadia’s feet, I had changed too.

“Hi, Miss Nadia,” Amy said as she closed the front door behind her. I was relieved to see that although Rob had dropped her off, he had not come inside. His car sat with its engine purring in our driveway. I had no doubt that I’d have to face him eventually, but it was an ordeal I was happy to put off. The last time I met him was at some Christmas party, back before Amy made me her submissive slave, and long before she became his. I didn’t like him even then. I certainly wouldn’t like him now that he was fucking my wife on a regular basis.

“Well hello, slut,” Nadia purred. “Did you enjoy being my fiance’s whore for the weekend?”

“Yes Miss Nadia, very much,” Amy gushed, her voice crackling with excitement as her brown eyes flashed. “Thank you for allowing me the privilege.”

“You’re welcome,” Nadia smiled. “I had some fun with your little bitch boy here, too,” I grimaced in pain as she twisted my ear hard as she spoke, “though probably not nearly as much as you. Still, I may have some more plans for the two of you. We’ll be in touch.”

“Of course, Miss Nadia,” said Amy humbly. “But before you go, with your permission, I’d like to show you something? Master Rob said he would like you to see.”

“Did he?” said Nadia. Her voice was smooth as velvet yet dripping with menace, the way some jungle cat might talk if it mastered human speech. “Well, I guess I have time for one more surprise this weekend. Go ahead.”

“Thank you, Miss Nadia,” Amy beamed. The slender heels of her black boots clicked on the floor as she took a step towards me.

“Hello, slut,” she smiled. The change in her voice was remarkable. When she talked to Nadia, she almost sounded like a child, brimming with nervous energy and pathetically eager to please. But the second she talked to me, she purred the same way Nadia did, every word darkly sexual. A suppressed shiver slid down my spine, my cock throbbing in its cage the way it always did in her presence. I couldn’t help it. Even the beautiful Nadia didn’t excite me quite the way my wife did when she dominated me. I just couldn’t resist. She could do anything to me, and I’d only love her more. She knew it, too.

“Hello, Miss Amy,” I said quietly. I kept my eyes down, watching the lamp light in the living room shine off her patent boots. After the weekend we had both had, I could hardly bring myself to meet her eye. Even looking at her boots was exciting me, remembering all the times she had made me worship them. From the very first night she had decided to dominate me, kissing her feet had been a regular act of homage to her beauty. It used to make me cringe with embarrassment. It still did. But as she stood before me in the half-light, she didn’t even need to ask. She had spent a weekend being treated like a slut. I imagined she could do with a little pampering. So unbidden, I bent my head to the floor and did what any good husband should. I kissed her feet, my lips and tongue gliding over the slick leather as I welcomed her home in the most submissive way I knew how. Her chuckle as she watched thrilled me. My cock pulsed hungrily as I heard Nadia laugh too.

“Such a good boy,” Amy smiled. “Miss Nadia obviously kept you on a short leash while I was gone. Good. It’s exactly what you deserve.”

“Yes, Miss Amy.” Those three words were almost my whole vocabulary these days.

“Ok, slut,” Amy said. “Stand up, and turn around. Face the back wall.” Nadia released my blood-hot ear, and I obeyed as fast as my stiff limbs would allow, catching only the briefest of glances of my wife in her sexy outfit before I turned away as instructed. “Hands behind your back,” Amy said, and I did as I was told. Metal clinked behind me as she fastened the rings of the cuffs I wore together, trapping my wrists behind my back. It wasn’t a good sign, I reflected. I tried to keep my breathing even as I awaited whatever my sadistic wife had in mind.

“Go lie on the couch.” Amy’s voice was quiet, barely more than a whisper, but it exploded like a bomb in my brain. Her soft lips brushed the skin on my ear as she spoke, and I could feel her breasts against the skin of my back, making my balls ache with several days worth of frustrated arousal. “Face up,” Amy ordered. Two sets of beautifully made-up eyes watched me walk in cuffs across my own living room, Amy’s caramel brown and Nadia’s coastal blue-green. I lay on the couch as instructed, my chained hands trapped underneath my body with my caged cock exposed before the women while I awaited my fate, docile as a donkey. Amy was grinning as she circled the couch towards me, her naked breasts bobbing with every step she took in her crazy heels. That hand stayed shielding her pussy as she swayed her way over to me while Nadia watched from beside the front door, her beautiful face an inscrutable mask. The sofa creaked as Amy climbed on top of me, her shapely thighs straddling my head as she descended on my face. My cock pressed hard against the plastic of the chastity device. I knew where this was going. Amy was going to sit on my face, and I was going to love it. I always did. Between her thighs was my favorite place.

The light faded as she settled down on top of me. The smell of sex, of wet female arousal, flooded my nostrils as Amy took her hand away. I didn’t care that Nadia was watching me perform such an intimate act on my wife; that kind of shame belonged to my old, non-slave life. I would lick Amy’s pussy in the aisle at church if she told me to.

But something was different. I spent more time eating my wife out these days than I spent driving my car, and right away, I knew something had changed. There was a different taste to her pussy, a hint of acidity that didn’t used to be there. Perhaps all the sex she had been having had changed her pH balance, I thought as I continued to lick. Certainly she felt looser as I pushed my tongue in between her wet lips; I tried not to think about Rob’s cock stretching out my wife’s delicious vagina. But that taste - it was impossible to ignore. And she was wet, even wetter than usual, the moisture running down my tongue even though I was sure she hadn’t cum yet. And then it hit me. My body froze in horror, my tied wrists straining uselessly against the cuffs she had cleverly locked together before hand. I writhed and thrashed, but without the use of my hands, my head stayed clamped between Amy’s slick thighs. High above me, I heard my cruel wife laugh. She reached down between her legs and took my nose in her hand, holding it shut so I had no choice but to keep my mouth open in order the breathe. And all the while, Rob’s gooey cum flowed out of Amy’s used pussy and into my mouth.

“Eat it,” Amy hissed, “eat it all. Slurp up Rob’s cum. Taste the cum of a real man.” Her pussy shuddered on my mouth as she clenched, forcing more of the disgusting mess into my mouth as I swallowed. Rob’s semen kept pouring out, and I wondered how many times he had fucked my wife, bareback, to fill her up with this amount of cum. “I’ve been drinking his cum all weekend,” Amy taunted as she rubbed her ravaged pussy all over my face, “and married couples share everything, don’t they? Time for you to taste what your slutty wife has been tasting all weekend.” I groaned underneath her, unhappily gulping down the warm mess her boss had left inside her. I cried out as a painful buzzing started in my captive balls.

“Oh my God,” Nadia laughed as she used the remote to shock my balls, “this is so fucked up. Look at him, slurping up Rob’s cum.”

“I know,” Amy chuckled, “he’s such a dirty slut.”

“Drink that cum, slut,” Nadia growled, her dark voice reaching me even with Amy’s thighs around my ears. “Be my boyfriend’s cum eater, just like your slut wife. You know, it’s funny,” she went on, her tone almost conversational as she addressed my wife. “Since he didn’t have a cock all weekend, I’ve been treating him like a girl. We went shopping for panties and everything. He was my little dyke slut. So he should eat cum, don’t you think? Just like real girls do.”

“Absolutely,” Amy grinned, wiggling her hips on my face as I did my best to lap up the hot wet mess between her legs. “He’s always been a little slut, and all good sluts swallow.” I swallowed. What choice did I have? Pinned beneath my wife with Nadia’s finger on the button that could fry my balls, obedience was my only option. No matter how disgusting their orders. For maybe the first time all weekend, my cock actually softened in the cage. This kind of degradation was too much even for me. Even the privilege of eating Amy’s delicious pussy couldn’t diminish the utter disgust I felt as I ate another man’s cum from my wife’s hot hole. And now, I could feel Amy getting excited. As I continued to lap at her cum-filled pussy, I could feel her breathing becoming more rapid, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. She spread her lags, pushing her pussy down on my mouth as she moaned with pleasure. This, I could get into. My cock swelled again as Amy’s panting filled my ears, and as she gripped a fistful of my hair in her hand and bore down on my mouth, I was relieved to feel the last of Rob’s slime washed away by a flood of my wife’s feminine juices. Now this was the kind of cum I was happy to eat as Amy’s pussy convulsed and her hot cum spewed into my busy mouth.

Gasping, Amy slumped backwards as her orgasm subsided, lying on top of me with her head towards my feet. Her red curls tickled my thighs, her spread legs either side of my head revealed the wrinkled, pink-flushed skin of her dripping sex. The taste of her filled my mouth, only the merest hint left of Rob’s foulness. I felt inordinately happy at the idea that I had removed every trace of him from my wife’s divine snatch. Even if I knew it was only temporary.

“What a couple of fucking sluts.” Nadia’s voice was as hard and cold as a steel bar after the panting and sloppy noises of sex that had preceded it. There was a sinking feeling in my gut as she spoke; in the heat of despair, and then arousal, I had almost forgotten she was there. “You two are fucking disgusting,” she went on. “A couple of filthy cum-eating whores.”

“Oh, yes, Miss Nadia” Amy groaned, her body writhing on top of mine in her sex slave outfit. Nadia’s scorn was turning her on. As I felt the familiar pain of my confined cock struggling to get hard, I knew she wasn’t the only one. Nadia was right. We were both dirty sluts. And now everyone knew it.

“Here,” Nadia sneered, pressing the remote to the shock collar into Amy’s hand. “I’m going home to fuck my fiance, like normal people do. You two freaks have fun. I’ll call you next time either one of us wants a cum sucker.”

“Please do, Miss Nadia,” Amy panted, her voice back to that sickeningly submissive register she used with her new-found master and mistress. “We’re always happy to serve you and Master Rob.” The door closed behind Nadia as she stepped outside. I could hear her boot heels on the driveway outside. A car door opened, and slammed shut. The headlights swept across our living room as Rob reversed out of our driveway. For a while, the only sound in our house was heavy breathing.

Eventually, Amy struggled on top of me, swinging her booted foot over my head as she sat up. I could feel the moisture from her pussy as she sat on my chest as though I were part of the furniture. As her right hand toyed idly with my cock, the tag she had attached to my chastity device rattled. PROPERTY OF MISS AMY. It was painfully true. Just the thought made me swell uncomfortably. She did own my cock. I couldn’t deny it.

“So. How was your weekend?” She smiled down at me mischievously while the mixed cum from her pussy dried on my face. God, she’s beautiful, I thought to myself as her breasts rose and fell with every breath, her copper curls shining in the lamp light.

“Very frustrating,” I replied.

“Oh, poor baby,” she pouted. “Were you a good boy for Nadia?”

“Yes,” I said. “She’s a difficult woman to please. But I did my best.”

“Well,” Amy said with a smile, “I had a fantastic time. As I’m sure you could tell. And I can’t wait to do it again. But I think you deserve a reward for being such a good husband. So, let’s unlock that cock of yours.” I hardly dared breathe as Amy crossed one leg over the other, her bare breasts swaying as she reached down to unfasten the anklet that shone against the black leather of her boot. The key flashed and shone in the dim light as she dangled the chain in front of me teasingly.

“Now, I’m sure you’re going to cum far too quickly to please me after all the teasing you’ve had lately,” she explained as my bloodshot eyes followed every movement of the silver key as it dangled between us, “so here’s what we’ll do. I’ll unlock you, and you’re going to make yourself cum on my boot. No hands, either; I’m not uncuffing you. You’re going to have to fuck my feet until you cream yourself all over my slutty boots. And then you’re going to clean up your mess with your tongue.” The key disappeared from my view as she bent over my chastity device. The click of the lock seemed unnaturally loud in the silence. As she carefully removed the device, my cock sprang forward, suppressed blood surging into the tissue and making me so hard so quickly, I grunted in pain. But it felt good to be free, even if I couldn’t do anything about it. Yet.

“Then, once every drop of your inferior cum is gone from my boots - and only then,” Amy smiled down at me, “you can fuck me. That’s right. You can fuck this slutty pussy and fill it with your cum instead of Rob’s. What do you say?”

I didn’t need to say anything. Amy shrieked with laughter as I hurriedly sat up, and she rolled aside to let me up. Dropping to the floor at her feet, I pressed my cock against her shiny boots. While she crossed her legs and beamed down at me, I frantically rubbed my hard cock against my wife’s leg. I was the luckiest man alive.
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