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Using Her Slave Husband

We said nothing on the way home. Of course, Gavin couldn’t say anything. He still had my wet panties stuffed into his mouth, the taste of my pussy no doubt still dancing on his tongue. And I knew that his cock was raging inside his chastity, just like always. Painfully trying to get an erection that I wouldn’t allow, the key hanging around my neck deciding his fate.

But despite the orgasms he had given me in the restaurant bathroom, I felt like I was almost as turned on as he was. Lately, I just couldn’t seem to get enough. My husband made me cum more frequently and more powerfully than he had done at any point in our relationship, and yet it was never enough. If anything, it just made me want more, because it was just so good. He was my slave, my sex toy, my personal property, and that cock belonged to me, and only I would decide if it got used that night. Or maybe I would just have him go down on me again. I could do anything. And that thought animated us both, making us both tremble and all but vibrate with the excitement of what might happen next

Gavin pulled up outside the house. Still not saying anything, I waited in the passenger seat while he killed the engine and got out of the car. Just as he had at the restaurant, he circled around the car and opened my door for me. Treating me like a lady, despite me behaving like a slut. But of course, that was part of the game, too. Gavin had to be on his absolute best behavior on this date night, and always, from now on. Because I owned his cock, and that gave me an irresistible power over the man I loved.

The high heels of my boots echoed on the concrete as he walked me to the front door of our house. He unlocked it, and I stepped inside, with him following me. While he closed the door, I strode purposefully through the living room, down the hallway toward the bedroom, and wordlessly, my husband followed. He had no choice. Besides, I thought with another little inner thrill of delight, by my side was the only place he wanted to be at that moment. Even if it was because he was desperately craving the orgasm only I could give him, it still warmed my heart to think of that.

Entering the bedroom, I stood next to the bed. I turned to look at Gavin, striking a pose with one hand on my hip. As always, he looked at me like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, his eyes traveling up and down my body and my sexy new dress as if it was his first time seeing me. As if he couldn’t still taste my pussy on his mouth, the residue of my orgasm still dancing on his tongue.

“Clothes off,” I ordered, snapping my fingers to emphasize my command. And it gave me a little thrill to see how he didn’t even hesitate. Straightaway, he began unbuttoning the shirt I had picked out for our date night, sliding it off his shoulders and down his arms. He kicked off his shoes, unfastening his pants at the same time, and pulled them and his underwear down in one swift motion. There was that caged cock again, the source of all my power, and I felt myself getting even wetter just at the sight of it. What a game this was, what a wild ride, and there was no end in sight. No end to the things we could do, the dark corners of sexuality we could explore.

Gavin stepped out of his pants and his underwear and stood in front of me in nothing but the chastity cage and my panties in his mouth, his chest rising and falling steadily as he breathed, waiting to see what I would come up with next.

I stepped toward him. Fully dressed, though naked under my skirt, I felt so powerful as I approached my naked slave boy. Raising one hand, I held it out in front of his mouth. Taking my meaning, he pushed the panties out with his tongue into my palm, and I tossed them carelessly on the floor.

“Hands behind your back,” I ordered.

Gavin did as he was told. Smiling at his obedience, I ran a hand over his chest, just my fingertips just lightly tracing the shape of his muscles underneath the skin. He was still an attractive man; he always had been. Our sex life hadn’t gone into what seemed at the time like a terminal decline because I didn’t find him attractive. And clearly, I still did it for him, too. But we had fallen into the deadly trap of taking each other for granted, of letting routine destroy our passion. Well, that was over now. And it was all thanks to that steel device that was locked around his manhood, giving me complete ownership of this handsome, sexy, submissive man.

I stepped away from Gavin, leaving him standing there near the bed with his hands clasped behind his back. Probably he knew what was coming next. He knew what happened when he assumed this position. I crossed the room toward our closet, looking for my small but steadily growing collection of toys. I had recently acquired a pair of real handcuffs, and I was excited to use them. As Gavin watched me turn and approach him with the cuffs dangling from my hand, I knew he was excited too. But he kept silent, as if he was still gagged, no more free to speak than when he had been when my underwear was in his mouth.

The handcuffs made a satisfying clicking noise as I locked them around his wrists. No getting out of those. He had been at my mercy all night, really, but somehow, locking his hands up made it feel even more real, made me feel even more in control. And for a moment, I stood behind him, close against him, wrapping my arms around him from behind. Both my hands explored his body now, running over his chest, his flat stomach, one of them sinking inevitably down between his legs to take hold of his caged cock. I heard him gasp as my fingernails grazed his balls, as I hefted the weight of the device in my hand. It had to be a real trial, walking around wearing that thing all day, even apart from the sexual side effects. Just the weight of it was significant, and I thought with another little rush that he could never forget he was wearing it. No matter what where he was or what he was doing, at work or at the grocery store or pumping gas or whatever, it would be a reminder of my newfound ownership of him. Like the device was an extension of my hand, forever holding him by the cock, the lever of his desire that made him so completely mine.

The stainless steel was smooth and warm as I ran my fingers over it, totally inescapable. Gavin trembled as I moved my fingers over the skin of his cock that swelled out around the edges of the metal tube of the cage, the desperate erection he was trying to have but couldn’t without my permission.

“You want out, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley. So badly.”

I laughed at that.

“You really think you deserve that, slave boy?”

I… I don’t know, Mistress Keeley.”

I laughed again. He really didn’t. Gavin, it was clear, was terrified of saying the wrong thing. He wanted to please me with everything he said and did, knowing the extreme power I had over him, to either give him or deny him what he wanted most in the world.

And probably, he really didn’t know. I knew I could be unpredictable, and it was a quality I tried to cultivate lately. Keep him guessing. Keep him uncertain and on the back foot. And besides, as much as I loved being in control, as much as I wanted to be the boss bitch in charge all the time now, in some ways, I was as much a prisoner of my desire as he was. Sometimes, I just had to unlock that beast and let him have me. Sometimes, for all his oral skills, sometimes I just wanted to get fucked. After all the teasing and domination of our date night, this felt like one of those times.

At the same time, I didn’t want to make things too easy for him.

Unwrapping my arms from around him, I stepped forward. I took one of his arms in my hands, using it to guide him toward the bed. He went readily, his excitement no doubt rising with every step he took, hoping desperately for that release I could give him.

I told him to sit, and he did. I told him to lie down, and he did that too, his chest rising and falling as his stomach sank inward, his eyes always and inevitably fixed on me.

Standing beside the bed, I unzipped my dress. I slid it off my body, letting it fall to the floor. It had done its job. A good purchase, an easy way to drive my husband crazy with desire whenever I wanted; not that I lacked those these days.

My panties were already on the floor, soaked in Gavin’s saliva. In no hurry, I reached behind my back and unfastened my bra, letting it slide down my arms to the floor. My nipples were just as erect as I knew they would be, standing out proud from the flesh of my breasts, and Gavin’s eyes danced over them predictably, one more tease for a man who had already been driven to the brink that night. I would have felt sorry for him if I didn’t know how much he loved this.

I kept my boots on. I walked toward the bed, still moving slowly, making my hips sway from side to side and my boobs bounce on my chest as I approached him. The key to his chastity, of course, was still dangling from around my neck, taunting him with his helplessness as I climbed onto the mattress and the chain swung from my neck.

“What would you do if you were free right now?”

Gavin blinked as he looked up into my eyes.

“I’d grab you,” he said, his voice slow and surprisingly level as he talked. “I’d throw you down on this mattress. I’d pin you down so you couldn’t go anywhere. And I’d slide my cock deep inside that amazing pussy of yours.”

I laughed out loud as he spoke. Not like his answer was any kind of surprise to me; I expected nothing less. Still, it never hurts to hear it. I never got tired of it. Knowing what I was doing to him, knowing I was driving him absolutely mad, was the biggest turn unimaginable for me. Like everything else about these games we played, it never got old.

“Yeah, I bet you would,” I said. “What a shame you’re tied up. You look so horny right now, slave boy.”

“Oh my God, I am, Mistress Keeley.”

“Of course you are.”

Kneeling upright on the bed beside him, I reached around behind my neck, and my fingers found the clasp of the chain I wore. I unfastened it, and Gavin’s eyes followed the key on its perilous journey, the tiny piece of metal loaded with such outrageous significance as I dangled it above him and above his chastity cage, so close yet still out of reach.

“Maybe I’ll always tie you up before unlocking you from now on,” I mused. “You know, for my own safety. After what you just told me, it seems like that’s probably the smartest thing to do.”

“Probably, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin admitted, making me laugh again.

“Now, here’s my worry. I’ve been driving you absolutely crazy all night, haven’t I? So if I let you out now, how long do you think it would take me to make you cum? About twenty seconds?”

Gavin squirmed uncomfortably on the bed. He looked at me with doubt in his eyes, not knowing what to answer. He didn’t want to admit it, but deep down, I suspected he knew I was right.

“I can hold back, Mistress Keeley,” he said.

“Somehow, I doubt that,” I said, shaking my head.

At the same time, I slid the key into the lock on his chastity cage. A tiny noise escaped from between Gavin’s clenched teeth as he raised his head to look down his body at the device, as if he could get me to turn the key and free him by the force of his will alone.

“But that’s okay,” I went on. “Your mistress has a plan.”

Then, I turned the key in the lock. It clicked, and Gavin let out a long moan that he didn’t even try to control as the device unlocked. Carefully, I slid the steel tube off his cock, and it swelled rapidly in the empty air, throbbing with pure excitement. Even though I had expected nothing less, it still gave me such a thrill to see it, to know that I was the source of all his torment and all his pleasure, too.

I set the steel chastity device down on the bed beside me, along with its key. Not needed, for now. But of course, that could all change at any moment, and it was completely up to me whether it did or not.

Gavin’s cock looked almost painfully hard as it rose into the air from between his legs, standing straight up like a flag of his desperate desire for me. He groaned and shivered as I reached out for it, running my fingers along it, feeling its barely believable hardness, feeling the life and the desire that burned inside him, burning up for me. He half sat up on the bed as I touched him, the muscles in his stomach showing, but I easily pushed him back down onto his back. With his hands cuffed behind him, there was no way he could resist me.

Gavin’s body lay stretched out in front of me like a buffet, just waiting for me to take whatever I wanted. And I knew he was primed and ready to explode, and as much as I wanted to climb on top of him and ride that cock to perfect relief, I knew it wasn’t going to be that simple. Once again, everything would be better if I could just hold on a little bit longer.

I smiled at my husband as I wrapped my hand around his cock. Leaning over, I spat on it, letting a long string of saliva fall from my mouth to lubricate my motions. Gavin groaned and whimpered, absolutely overcome by what I was doing to him. I looked him right in the eyes, smiling all the while, as I stroked him.

“You’re such a horny boy,” I giggled. “You can’t help it, can you? You just want Mistress Keeley so badly.”

“Yes, Mistress, I do,” Gavin groaned. His eyes were half closed now, his voice sounding strained as his pleasure grew. “Please, that feels so good?”

“Please what? You want me to stop?”

Gavin’s eyes shot open as I lifted my hand away, no longer stroking his manhood.

“No, please, please, Mistress Keeley, I’m begging you! Keep going!”

I laughed again, watching his cock throb and swell desperately, like some blind creature seeking my touch. He was a babbling wreck, a writhing, twitching creature of pure frustration and desire, and I could play his body like an instrument, could make him do and say anything. I felt that feeling of power surging through me again, knowing that in the state he was in, Gavin would promise me the world just to cum.

I could extract all kinds of promises from him, and make him follow through once I had given him what he wanted, increasing my leverage over him even more. But really, what did I want from him that I didn’t already have? His mind and his body belonged to me completely, and as strange as a romantic thought might seem in that context, it felt more and more like his heart belonged to me once again, to. No more online dominatrixes. No more sneaking around behind my back. He was mine completely, and he loved me more than ever because of it.

Gavin groaned as I wrapped my hand around his cock again. Again, his heavy eyelids sank down, but he was still watching me from between his lashes as I continued to toy with him. He looked up at me as if I was his only hope of salvation, as if everything in the world depended on my next move. For him, I guess, it did. Everything that mattered to him, anyway.

“You were a good boy for me tonight,” I said, raising my voice to make sure he heard over his own moans and gasps that were getting steadily louder as I increased the pace and the pressure. “You did everything Mistress said. I want you to know that good boys get rewarded. But I also want you to understand that this is a special treat for me. I decide when you cum. Behaving yourself and being a good slave for me makes it more likely that I’ll give you a release, but there are no guarantees. Not for you, my little slave husband. You can never count on an orgasm again.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin groaned, his face a mask of sheer desire and despair. “I understand. You own my cock, Mistress. You’re so beautiful, so sexy. Please, Mistress, please let me cum!”

“Okay, slave boy,” I said, giddy with power and excitement. “You can cum now. Go ahead. Mistress is pleased with you.”

Gavin let out a long sigh, and the animalistic growl of pleasure in his voice was enough to make my pussy convulse in a spasm that matched his own. He was quite literally in my hands, mine to play with, and I was giving him what looked like almost unbearably intense pleasure with nothing but one hand.

I stroked him steadily, my fingers sliding easily up and down his straining cock, and soon, he cried out. Soon, his balls drew up tight against his body, and his cock exploded. I watched, mesmerized, as he launched string after string of hot white cum into the air, groaning and thrashing on the bed the whole time, blasting his seed all over himself and all over our bed sheets.

I had seen my husband cum so many times before, of course, but somehow, it was never quite like this. To have him so helpless, so completely at my mercy, and to see what was clearly a massive orgasm almost torn from his body, leaving him weak and trembling, was the biggest turn-on imaginable. I was hardly any less breathless than he was as he opened his eyes, panting, looking at me with a wild look on his face. I milked every last drop of cum out of his cock, not stopping until it lay tamed in my hand.

I released my grip. After all the excitement of those wild nights, Gavin’s cock was finally spent. Slowly and sadly softening, drooping toward his thigh that shone with the residue of his cum. He seemed even more astonished now as he looked at me, even less able to believe what had taken place.

It was all too much for him, and that was no surprise. It was almost too much for me, too. All I knew was that this was the wildest and most thrilling experience I had ever had in my life. I didn’t doubt that the same was true for him.

It felt good to please him. I could act the cruel dominatrix all I wanted, and we both enjoyed that act so much, but the truth was, it felt good to make him cum. And it felt good to see him lying there looking at me all dewy-eyed, flooded with the intense emotions that follow a really powerful orgasm. Gavin didn’t say anything. But again, a romantic thought intruded into the kinky sex scene we were playing out. He had been gazing at me with desperate lust all night, but now, post orgasm, the way he was looking at me seemed more like love.

I leaned forward, supporting myself on my hands, my breasts hanging down from my chest as I lowered my mouth down onto his. I kissed Gavin, and he kissed me back, a searching, probing passion in the movement of his tongue and lips. He might have just had an orgasm, but he still wanted me. Even with his cock lying limp and drained on his wet thigh, he couldn’t shake this animalistic desire he had for me, this deep need for my body and the pleasure it gave him.

And I was still horny. There was no getting around that.

So I lifted my lips from his, sweeping my hair away from my face at the same time. Then, I climbed off the bed. I could feel him watching me as I went to the closet, getting out the red bondage rope I had recently bought, along with another of his ties. He watched me turned toward him, watch me climb onto the bed with those items in my hands, and again, he must’ve known what I was going to do with them.

I tied the rope around his neck. I had watched an online video recently in preparation, since bondage was becoming a bigger and bigger part of our lives now, and I had learned how to tie a knot that would not slip. With the rope tied around Gavin’s neck, I ran it up toward the headboard and tied it to that, too. Then, moving beside him, I crawled down toward his legs. I wrapped the tie around his ankles, and he didn’t even try to resist as I bound his legs together.

There he was, stretched out, trussed up, more helpless than ever, looking up at me with an expression of wonder and pleasure on his handsome face. And I grinned down at him, still reveling in my total control over my man.

“Now, you’re going to stay there until you’re ready for me to use again,” I said. “Because that’s all you are now. A cock for me to ride and a face for me to sit on. I don’t want to hear any whining, any begging. I don’t want to hear anything from you at all. I’m going to go do something else, but when I decide to come back and use my slave boy, that cock had better be rock hard for your mistress again, or there will be consequences. Understand, slave boy?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

What else could he say? It wasn’t like he had any choice. But at the same time, I knew if he had, it wouldn’t have made any difference. This was exactly where he wanted to be, exactly how he wanted to be treated. My submissive husband loved being objectified like that, reminded of his inferiority, his powerlessness. It was almost enough to make me climb on his face right there.

Almost, but not quite.

Instead, I climbed off the bed. Moving across the bedroom, I took my dressing down down off the back of the door and wrapped it around myself. It made an odd combination with the sexy knee-high boots I was wearing, but I didn’t care about that. And my feet were starting to hurt from spending all night in high heels, but I was reluctant to take the boots off. The last part of my outfit, and the part that, with the sole exception of Gavin’s chastity key, made me feel the most like a dominant mistress.

Instead, I swayed my way out through the bedroom door, toward the living room, not looking back, no matter how tempted I was. I left Gavin there, tied to the bed, awaiting my pleasure. And true to my instructions, he didn’t say a word. Maybe he wanted to, and didn’t dare. Or maybe he didn’t know what to say. But it didn’t matter. Silent and immobile, just a thing for me to use, he lay there in bed while I headed to the living room, happiness and joy and excitement all burning brightly inside me.

I sat down heavily on the couch, sighing as I swung my booted feet up onto the cushion. So what if I made a stain? I would just have my chore boy clean it up. Predictably, that thought sent a little shiver of arousal through me too. Because it was true. I knew I no longer had to lift a finger in our house, knew that my husband would happily do everything I told him while I relaxed and looked pretty for him.

Stretched out in front of me, my boots gleamed in the low light of the living room. I picked up my phone from where it been sitting on the coffee table and tapped on the screen. Again, I navigated toward the social media of Princess Athena, the woman who had started this whole venture. The woman I still some very mixed feelings about. She had practically stolen my husband, at least temporarily, and even though I knew that wasn’t her fault, that it was Gavin’s much more than it was hers, it was easier be angry at her, a stranger, than it was the man I loved.

At the same time, she had given him back to me. And she had given me a new version of Gavin, or maybe the same old one, except more open now about who he truly was. A sweet submissive boy who couldn’t get enough of his mean old Mistress. In the darkness, I smiled to myself as I scrolled through Athena’s latest posts, checking out her outfits, reading her captions, soaking up the dominatrix vibe and thinking about the lifestyle this young woman had, thanks to men like my husband.

It was wild. And my desire was going absolutely nowhere. Scrolling through Princess Athena’s posts only enhanced it. Soon, I could feel that old fire inside me again.

The longer I waited, I knew, the better it got. But even a dominatrix has her limits. I thought of my slave boy, all tied up in bed, unable to touch himself, unable to touch me, and forbidden from speaking.

I rose to my feet.

My high heels clicked on the floor of the hallway as I moved toward the bedroom. I stepped through the door, into the light, and Kevin’s eyes found me. A smile spread across my face as I saw his cock, swollen back to hardness, teased into another erection by the kinkiness of what we were doing.

I opened my robe and slid it off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Stepping toward the bed, I climbed onto the mattress, crawling toward my captive husband with a broad grin on my face.

However we had gotten here, it really didn’t feel like things could any better than this.


The End of a Great Night

Still wearing my boots but nothing else, I strode across the bedroom to where Gavin waited. Tied up, helpless, horny, his cock swollen back to hardness already without me needing to touch it, just from the thought of me. That was a rush all by itself, but it wasn’t the biggest thrill I was feeling at that moment. All of this was exciting, almost unbearably so, and again I found myself having to deploy every ounce of self-control I had just to keep this game going. But I was going to get what I wanted. I knew that, and it excited me to feel so in control, so in charge.

I climbed onto the bed. Gavin watched my every move, his mind completely occupied by me and everything I was doing. He watched me kneel on the mattress beside him, grinning down at him, so excited by everything that was happening.

And as I reached out and took hold of his cock, Gavin groaned. No matter how many times I heard it, especially recently, that sound lost none of its power to excite me. It was the sound of his submission, the sound of what was starting to seem like something close to an addiction to me and to this wild game we were playing. His body was mine to use, to manipulate and toy with, and that knowledge never stopped being a huge thrill for me, every time I thought about it.

“Oh my God, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin groaned. “This is so hot.”

I had finally given him the orgasm he had been waiting so long for, but it was almost like it never happened. It seemed like he still wanted me as badly as ever, still wild with desire for me and what I could do to him. Just how I wanted him.

“I know, my little slave boy,” I grinned, lording my power over him as I smiled down at him, toying with his manhood. “And we’re just getting started.”

Still holding his cock, I used my free hand to sweep my hair back behind my ears. Gavin seemed to hold his breath, almost unbearably excited at the thought of what I might do next. And I knew that excitement was only going to grow as I leaned down over him, opening my mouth, closing my lips around his swollen shaft.

Gavin moaned in desperate pleasure. Again, he squirmed against the bonds that held him, but he couldn’t break free. And I knew there was nowhere else he wanted to be in that moment anyway. The pleasure I was giving him was just too intense, too pure and powerful for him to stay still, but I doubted there was any force in the world that could make him leave that bedroom now I had his cock in my mouth.

It feels so good to be in charge. I had had so many opportunities to appreciate that recently, to understand just what a thrill it is to be cruel and selfish and demanding and make our sex life all about me. But there’s something to be said for the occasional bit of generosity, too. It felt good to please my man. Not as good, perhaps, as it felt for him, but still an amazing feeling nonetheless.

I ran my tongue up and down his shaft as I sucked it, using every trick I knew to bring him pleasure. I wanted to show him that it was worth the wait, that even though I made him earn these moments, in the end, it was all for the best. And judging from the noises he was making, the moans and groans and guttural growls of ecstasy that came out of him, I knew it was working. I was driving him wild with uncontrollable passion, and the same passion burned in my veins too, and it inspired me to keep going.

My husband’s cock throbbed inside my mouth. Recent orgasm or not, he was once again hovering on the brink, completely absorbed in total pleasure. And I knew I didn’t want to go too far. Not yet. Sure, I would make him cum. In fact, I badly wanted to, to make his body explode in helpless relief again, and know it was all because of me. But not just yet. Timing, after all, is everything.

Gavin writhed and groaned underneath me, and I ran my mouth up and down his shaft, bringing him more and more of that irresistible pleasure. I had to get this just right. I wanted to take him right to the edge, but not beyond it, to keep him here in this no man’s land where my power was at its peak, where he was completely helpless against anything I might decide to do to him. So I sucked his cock and licked his skin and made him moan and groan and struggle helplessly against the bondage I had put him in. And I couldn’t stop myself from smiling when he started to beg.

“Please, Mistress Keeley,” he gasped and moaned, “please let me cum! I’m so close!”

He groaned again as I raised my mouth off his cock, my saliva lubricating the shaft as I continued to stroke it with my hand.

“I bet you are,” I said. “But why should I do that? What’s in it for me?

“Anything,” he gasped, answering me immediately.

And I wasn’t exactly surprised by his answer, but it still delighted me all the same. Because I knew he meant it. There was such desperate sincerity in his voice, such unignorable eagerness to do what I said. I already knew he was completely mine, that I could get him to do seemingly anything. Still, it never got old hearing it. I never got tired of pushing him to this point, getting him so desperate for me that he would do whatever he was told.

“Anything? Be careful,” I warned.

But I knew my warning was useless. My husband was completely lost in desire for me, and there wasn’t one ounce of caution or restraint left in him.

“Anything, Mistress, I promise.”

“Well, for a start, you’re going back into chastity when this is over. Understand?”

“Yes,” Gavin panted, “yes, Mistress.”

“And you’re going to keep on being my chore boy and my slave, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley, I promise!”

“That’s good. That’s a good boy. That’s what I like to hear.”

Again, I lowered my mouth down to Gavin’s cock. He let out another long, loud moan as I closed my lips around his shaft. I sucked harder this time, my cheeks hollowing with the force of it, my head bobbing up and down as I ran my tight lips up and down is cock. I cradled his balls with my hand, feeling the way they moved to my touch, feeling the way they were steadily pulling up toward his body.

“I’m going to cum, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin moaned.

I didn’t answer. The truth was, I didn’t need his warning. I was so attuned to his body in that moment, playing him like an instrument, and I felt almost as if I could feel his pleasure nearly as keenly as he did.

Besides, I had my mouth full.

Gavin was gasping, twitching, squirming with desperate passion. And for once, I had no intention of teasing him any longer. I was out to make him cum, and I knew exactly what I was doing, and as he exploded inside my mouth, I coughed and gagged at the sudden spurt of cum at the back of my throat. But I swallowed it, something I had never done before, and Gavin gasped and groaned, his half-closed eyes locked on me, drinking in every moment of this wild and sexy spectacle.

I sucked the cum right out of his balls, leaving him drained and shaking, twitching on the bed with the pure force of the orgasm I had given him. Sitting up, I wiped my chin. I could taste his orgasm on my tongue, could feel its warmth in my belly, like a kind of receipt I got for having made my husband happy. And honestly, after everything I had put him through in the last little while, he deserved it. But it wasn’t like I was going to tell him that.

I smiled down at him. He looked at me in astonishment. Again, he had a look on his face as if he couldn’t believe that he was married to me, couldn’t believe who I had turned into. And now, of course, my own body was on fire with lust.

Gavin’s cock lay on his thigh, softened and exhausted for now. But that was no good to me. I was burning up with desire, and I needed my husband’s body as badly as ever. If his cock wasn’t going to get me where I wanted to be, I’d have to find some other way to get there.

On my hands and knees, I crawled up the bed, toward his head. Gavin watched me coming. Just as helpless as ever, tied down and at my mercy. Rising up on my knees, I lifted a leg and swung it over his head, straddling his face. He looked up at my pussy, dripping wet above him as I reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair. It was such a power pose, kneeling there naked above him in just my sexy boots, the same boots I had made him kiss and lick in the past. All that teasing in the restaurant, all those sexy games, all of it now coming to fruition.

For a moment, I just sat there, holding Gavin underneath me, looking down at him. And he stared up at me, his eyes wide now, not saying a word either. We both knew what would happen next. We both knew he had no choice, and he didn’t want any.

And I spread my knees wider, lowering my wet pussy down onto his face, and straightaway, he began licking it as if his life depended on it.

I could feel myself getting breathless. Still holding a fistful of his short hair in my hand, I leaned forward and placed the other hand on the headboard he was tied to for balance. And as my pleasure grew, a kind of sexual aggression overtaking me, I pressed my pussy against his face, grinding it against his mouth. When I got in moods like this, there was no stopping it. Not that I was trying. I was the mistress here, the one in charge, and even though it felt so good to get my husband the pleasure he had undoubtedly earned, it felt even better to be selfish again.

Gavin knew exactly what he was doing. After all, he had had plenty of practice. As if all those long months without sex, without intimacy, had never happened, now, the two of us couldn’t keep off each other. It was the third time he had eaten me out that night, after months of going without, and somehow, each time seemed to make the next even more thrilling. Besides, I was primed and ready after everything that had happened. His licking and his kisses, his teasing of my clit, his tongue invading my dripping sex, didn’t take long to push me over the edge.

I came all over his face, trembling and moaning as I did, flooded with the powerful hormones of sex. I leaned even further forward, my hair hanging down around my face, gasping and panting as pure pleasure overwhelmed me. And Gavin, helpless as ever, lay beneath me, unable to go anywhere, unable to resist in any way and not trying to.

It was so hot, so wild, so thrilling, I never wanted to stop. But these encounters have their own rhythm, their own music. As multi-orgasmic as I was clearly becoming, no one can keep fucking forever, even though we might want to. When I crawled off my husband’s face, I was breathless with pleasure, and weariness was creeping into my every limb, the fatigue of a long night of crazy sex starting to make itself felt.

But I wasn’t done yet. Sex has its rhythm, but the game has its rules. Besides, I still felt like there was more I wanted, the finale I had been heading to all night still beckoning me now, even as I sat exhausted on the bed.

As always, his eyes were fixed on me, monitoring my every movement, trying to guess what I might do next. As well he might. In some ways, I was no better at predicting my actions than he was. When excitement took me like this, it felt like I was capable of anything, and anything seemed permissible. I could do whatever I wanted. That, I suspected, was the only way to play this game, the best way to make my husband happy. And myself, at the same time.

I grinned down at Gavin. I knew how completely mine he was, of course; how could I not? Over the past few weeks, I had treated him like my slave, my servant, my sex toy, and because of it, we had never been closer in our lives than we were now. The man was addicted to me, trapped right where he was by a force far stronger than any bondage I might put him in. Our once-dead bedroom had roared back into life, more thrilling and more powerful than ever, and both of us could barely believe the sexual energy between us now.

Even now. Tired as I was, I still craved more, and I knew that he needed it too.

So I moved down the bed, toward his straining cock.

He watched me, of course. Like always. His eyes fixed on me, desperately hoping for that release I always dangled in front of him, that dangling carrot I used to ensure his obedience. My pussy was tingling with the afterglow of pleasure, and part of me toyed with the idea of saying that that was enough. I had had my fun, and I couldn’t things right there, and it would drive my husband crazy, but he would have to accept it. It was such a thrill to think like that, but this time, I never seriously considered it. As cruel as I could be, as cruel as I knew Gavin wanted me to be, this time, at least, I found myself in the mood for mercy.

I took his cock in my hand. As hard as throbbing granite it felt, as hard as it would never go down. As hard as if he hadn’t already had an orgasm that night, caused by me, the source these days of all of his pleasure and pain. There was that bliss rippling through me again at the thought, the pure joy I took in knowing how much he needed me.

Lifting one tired leg, I straddled my husband again. The head of his cock pressed against the wet entrance to my pussy, and I moaned almost as much as he did, just as on fire with pleasure and desire as him. Still moaning, I guided that stiff cock inside myself, feeling it press my warm wet walls apart. Feeling like in some way, it was coming home. Right where it was meant to be, doing exactly what it was supposed to do, giving me pleasure as I sat astride him, my partner and my plaything, the prisoner I loved more than anyone in the world.

Needless to say, it felt incredible. How could it not, after all that buildup? I had had so many orgasms already that night, and even Gavin had had his, but that didn’t matter. If anything, it only made us even more crazy for each other, even more wild and hungry for what our bodies could give to each other.

I rode up and down on top of him. Slowly, at first; there was no hurry. And there was no denying that I was completely in charge.

But again, that inescapable rhythm took hold of me. Again, I felt myself getting swept up in it, overcome by it, the pleasure of sex filling my mind and my world until there was no room for anything else.

I rode Gavin’s cock at my own pace, tremors of desire shaking my body as I moved toward my inevitable climax. And he looked up at me as if he had never seen anything more magnificent in his life, as if just staring at me was enough to make all his dreams come true.

Soon, we were moaning together, our voices forming a duet of pleasure. And I was still torn between the desire to be selfish and to be kind, the tender desire to reward my husband for everything I had put him through at war with my ever-more-apparent sadistic nature. Complicated, of course, by knowing that my husband loved it when I was cruel and selfish.

But in the end, Mistress or not, I didn’t have much choice. It feels so good to be in charge, but in some ways, that just makes it even sweeter to let go.

“Are you going to cum?”

My voice was breathless as I spoke, and I wondered if Gavin would even understand me. But he did. He nodded desperately, his eyes ablaze, making a low moan that rose from the back of his throat to fill the air of the bedroom all around us. And at that animalistic sound, I moaned too, his pleasure feeding and enhancing mine just the way it should.

How had we forgotten this, in all those long months of sexual exile? Why had we let things get so bad between us? As crazy as these wild new games were, that now seemed like the craziest thing of all to me. That we both took enormous pleasure in each other’s bodies, that we enjoyed sex with each other so much, and yet pride and mistrust and suspicion and neglect had allowed us to slip away from each other. Maybe for good, if this had never happened. Maybe – and this thought, uncomfortable as it was, was nothing new to me – if Princess Athena hadn’t sent me the key to my husband’s chastity, maybe our marriage wouldn’t have survived.

But the mental bandwidth for thoughts like that was in short supply as pleasure peaked inside me. And a mistress can be giving and kind and generous, and still be as dominant as ever. That, in fact, was one of the best discoveries of all. That pleasing my husband didn’t have to mean being someone else. It only meant being a certain version of myself, playing up certain aspects of my personality that I was very much enjoying indulging. And my pussy spasmed wildly around his cock as I smiled down indulgently at Gavin.

“Go ahead then, slave boy,” I beamed down at him, enjoying, like I always did, the way those mocking words tasted in my mouth. “You can cum for your mistress now.”

Gavin let out a long, loud moan that seemed to go on forever. Finally, his eyes closed, unable to look at me anymore. Lost in his own world of pleasure, a place I had taken him to but maybe couldn’t fully follow.

Not that I needed to. I was having plenty of fun of my own.

In fact, my pussy was streaming once again, quivering around his thick cock. My orgasm was rising in the pit of my stomach, letting itself out as one guttural moan after another. Every cell in my body seemed on fire with pure ecstasy, and holding back seemed impossible.

In the end, I didn’t have to.

Gavin let out a loud shout as he exploded inside me, and I groaned in pure joy as I felt him cum. His cock pumped, spewing his juices into me, channeling all the helpless excitement I had inspired in him through the course of a long night into one unbelievable eruption. I moaned at the feeling of his orgasm inside me, and it triggered my own that I had barely been holding off. I howled in bliss, and so did he as we came together, filling the bedroom with the mingled noise of our passion.

My pussy pulsated around his member, propping with intense pleasure. And the aftershock of that orgasm seemed to go on a long time, the throbbing never ending as my pussy milked his cock of every last drop he had to give me. For a moment, as orgasms sometimes do, it felt almost eternal. As if we could stay like that forever, never returning to the mundane real world, just basking in sexual ecstasy for the rest of time.

It feels that way, at its best. But it can never last. And slowly, I returned to earth with a sigh. I opened eyes I hadn’t realized were shut to see Gavin looking up at me, his face registering disbelief over what had just happened, unable to truly process the purity and power of it all.

“Wow,” I said breathlessly, my breasts rising and falling as my chest heaved. “That was something.”

Gavin gazed up at me in astonishment. And then, unexpectedly, he started to laugh. Shaking his chest and shoulders, making his stomach flutter. And after a moment, unable to help myself, I laughed, too. Starting off small just like he had, and then rising louder and louder. It was laughter that as much a release as anything else, a release of tension the feeling that neither of us could quite believe that this was where we had ended up.

It was crazy. We both knew that. But in the end, all that mattered was that it worked for us.

Our laughter slowly subsided, and I smiled down at my husband with a sigh. Again, I felt so close to him in that moment, that was vibrating with that addictive adrenaline buzz. I leaned down toward him, my hair hanging down around my face, and I kissed him, overwhelmed with genuine passion. He kissed me back just as eagerly, just as overwhelmed as I was by what we had done.

For now, I knew, the game was over. Except for us, these days, it was never really over. At best, the interludes when I wasn’t actively dominating my husband were just that. Brief breaks we both knew would ultimately end in more kinky excitement.

It was what both of us hoped for.

I climbed off Gavin, his eyes still watching me intently, fixated on my every movement. His cock slid easily out of my body, lubricated by the Mass. both of us had made, the evidence of just how much we turned each other on. My body was aching even more now, every muscle tight and tired.

But the game wasn’t over yet, not quite. Gavin’s chastity device lay on the bed next to me. I picked it up, the cool metal gleaming in the light, and my heart quickened. Meanwhile, Gavin’s eyes widened, guessing what was about to happen.

It couldn’t possibly come as a surprise to him, I thought. I had always been clear about the rules. But maybe there was some part of him that thought differently, or at least hoped that things might be different this time. No chance. I had learned to enjoy being in charge way too much. Besides, I knew, maybe even better than Gavin did himself, that he wouldn’t be happy if I stopped treating him like this. Not for long, anyway. Once the rush of being able to cum whenever he wanted wore off, he would be left bored and isolated like he was before we started playing this way. And so would I. These chastity games had been the making of our marriage, and I wasn’t going back now.

“Time to get you locked up again, slave,” I said with a giggle.

Gavin opened his mouth, and I raised my eyebrows, waiting to hear him protest. But he didn’t. Whatever crazy calculations were racing through his brain, he kept them to himself. Maybe deep down, he knew what I did. That as hard as being my chastity slave was on him, he couldn’t truly bring himself to want anything else.

I moved on the bed beside him. Even though it felt like forever since we started playing this way, it really hadn’t been that long, and my experience of putting him in chastity was extremely limited. Still, it wasn’t like there was any rush. I had the rest of the night to get it right, and I intended to do it perfectly.

I did. Please by piece, I reassembled the chastity device around Gavin’s cock, placing him right back in my power again. As if he had ever left it. I turned the key in the lock, shutting the whole thing down, then hung the key back on its chain around my neck, the only thing I was wearing except the boots still on my feet.

With that in mind, I sat back on the bed. Still tied down, Gavin watched as I stretched my legs out in front of me, then bent one knee, bringing my foot up toward my lap. I zipped my boot and slid it off with a sly, tossing it to the bedroom floor where it fell heavily. Then I did the same with the other shoe, finally letting my feet relax after wearing high heels all night long. It was as if that was drawing a curtain over our latest adventure, returning us to normality. Or at least as close to normality as we got. With my husband permanently locked in a steel chastity cage, I had to admit that wasn’t all that close.

And I turned toward Gavin. I untied him from the bed, and as he sat up, I crawled across the mattress to retrieve the key to his handcuffs from my bedside table and unlock his wrists. Rubbing the skin above his hands, he stared at me, and for another thrilling moment, I wondered if he was going to do something to me. I wondered if I wanted him to.

But he didn’t. Instead, with a sigh, he lay back down on the mattress, his hands over his head, staring at the ceiling. Like he was trying to process the insane things we had done.

And I lay down beside him, curling my body up against his, feeling his heart beating under my hand as I placed it on his chest.

A moment of tenderness, after all the kinky fun we had had. A moment when we got to be husband and wife again, instead of mistress and slave. Even though, after all, the two were hardly incompatible.

And just like that, we fell asleep together.


Mistress Keeley Pushes Him Further

Just another suburban Saturday. Parked cars gleaming in the driveways, shopping bags hustling back-and-forth from start to vehicle to house. Too early in the year for the drone of the lawnmowers yet, but I knew they wouldn’t be far off. The last snow had melted weeks before, and although spring seemed reluctant to declare itself, I knew it was on the way.

Just another suburban Saturday. Except for us, that was never true anymore. I had discovered the key to my husband’s kinky sexuality, and it was chastity. Not being able to masturbate, not even being able to get hard unless I gave him permission, put Gavin completely in my power. And more and more these days, that was exactly where I wanted him.

It was exactly where he wanted to be, too. He had never been as attracted to me as he was that I controlled his sexuality completely. Not even in the very first days of our relationship, when nothing seemed more important than being with each other. I still hesitated to say it, but there wasn’t much point denying the truth. My husband was obsessed with me. Completely addicted to me and unable to get enough.

And the longer I kept him locked up, the more true that became.

I’ll admit it. Sometimes, I missed him being free. Especially on a weekend morning, when I remembered how he would wake up beside me with an erection already, almost always in the mood for something. But of course, I had to remind myself that hadn’t been the reality for a long time. Sure, at the start of our relationship, Gavin couldn’t get enough of me. But from what other women told me and what I’ve experienced myself, that doesn’t last. Before long, boredom sets them, and if you’re not careful, it can be the death of your marriage. It was very nearly the death of ours.

But we had been lucky enough to escape that trap. And now, when I woke up beside Gavin, it was with a newfound sense of gratitude, and of sexual power. E might not have a hard-on; in fact, with the chastity device on, he couldn’t. But I knew he was turned on. Because these days, he basically always was. Unable to get his mind off sex for even a second like a horny teenager who could think of nothing else.

He didn’t even have to say it. I knew it. I could see it in his eyes every time he turned his face to me, could read it in every line of his body. That desperate desire that never went away, that kept him hooked on me and obedient to me, willing to do basically anything I said.

It always seemed so strange to me. But now, it was starting to see it as strange to live any other way. To me, it felt like if a woman could have this, why wouldn’t she? Why would we live any other way?

I kissed Gavin good morning. I rose, heading for the shower. And as I stood under the streaming water, I thought of the day that lay ahead of us. I had no special plans. But I knew that if I wanted to, I could make just about anything happen. Gavin would do as he was told, would go along with whatever I said. And knowing that sent a shiver of lust through my body, the way it always did

I unhooked the showerhead, turning the water on as high as it would go. The time had long passed when I would feel guilty about things like this, even in my own house. That was gone. Gavin couldn’t masturbate, but I could not resist. Driving him crazy with desire like I did never failed to get me going, too.

I held the showerhead against my body, letting the water do its work. At the same time, I used my other hand to tease my pussy, running my fingers over the sensitive folds until I was trembling with pleasure.

I didn’t know exactly what I was going to do. I didn’t have any definite plans. And even standing there in the shower masturbating, my fantasies remained abstract. It was just the thought that I could, the thought that I had that power to make the man I loved do whatever I wanted. It was so wild, so thrilling, so incredibly hot.

I didn’t cum, there in the shower. I got close, but the final edge of orgasm proved elusive. It didn’t matter. I could get what I wanted from my husband, anytime I decided take it, and we both knew it, and that was the dark spell we lived under, the thrill that kept us both vibrating with desire almost every hour of every day.

My body was still tingling as I stepped out of the shower. My heart was still quick in my chest as I toweled off. Standing in front of the mirror, I adjusted my hair, and then, by a kind of inspiration, I started doing my makeup. Normally I might not bother on a weekend when we had no plans to go anywhere. Certainly, I wouldn’t go as heavy as this. But I also knew that Gavin’s desire for me with key to making him do what I wanted, key to bending him to my will. All I had to do was be pretty and make him want me, and with his cock locked away and under my firm control, that wasn’t exactly hard.

In the mirror, as I applied my makeup, I saw the key dangling from its chain around my neck. It lived there now. I used to hide it from him, worried that the way I kept teasing him, he would eventually break and take it off me by force. In a way, it still amazed me that he didn’t. Obviously, I was no match for him physically. It was just every other way he was completely overmatched, I thought to myself with a smile in the mirror.

But Gavin behaved himself. Even though I knew he must be tempted at times to snatch the key right off my necklace and free himself, he never did. Of course, I knew why. It was because he wanted this. And that, in its own way, was the most thrilling thought of all. Because without that, this would have been the kind of cruelty to the man I loved that I wouldn’t have been able to do.

I won’t deny that when this first started, there was an element of revenge to it. Finding out he had been talking to an online dominatrix had filled me with sorrow and rage, and the fact that she gave me his key meant that I was in a position to take it out on him. Maybe I did, a little.

But things didn’t stay like that for long. They couldn’t. Now that he wanted me so badly, now that I was the sole outlet for all his sexual desire and frustration, Gavin was treating me more tenderly and more lovingly than he had in years.

Maybe that should have made me mad, too. That it took some kinky sex game to make him fall in love with me again. But somehow, I couldn’t stay angry about it. Everything was just working too perfectly. His newfound masochistic desires were fueling something within me, inspiring the kind of sadism I had never known I possessed before. It felt good to be in charge. It felt good to have my husband as my slave, to tease him with what he wanted and know he couldn’t have it unless he did exactly what I wanted. The truth was, I just couldn’t stay mad at him.

Of course, he didn’t have to know that.

I had taken clothes with me to the shower, and I put them on now. Not the sexiest outfit in the world, just a pair of black leggings and a T-shirt, the kind of stuff I usually wore around the house. But of course, with Gavin the way he was now, it barely mattered. I could wear a potato sack, and he would still want me.

From what I had heard online and from basic common sense, I had put together that the longer I denied him orgasm, the more desperately he would want me, and the more easily he would submit to my control. As tempting as that sounded sometimes, I had never really made him wait all that long. The truth was, I enjoyed having sex with my husband far too much for that. Still, I knew that if I asked him, he might well have a different view. For him, the dry periods probably seemed to go on forever, even if they only lasted a few days or a week. But then, course, the dry spell in our relationship had gone on a lot longer. Princess Athena, his online dominatrix, had kept his cock imprisoned for a lot longer than that.

How long could I make him go? It was a question I had wondered before, from time to time, without ever putting it to the test. There are lots of ways to dominate a man, I was learning, and certainly no one right way to do it. At the end of the day, I was the mistress here. I was the one in charge. And if I wanted to have sex with my husband, then I would do it whenever and however I wanted.

Still vibrating with excitement, I stepped out of the bathroom fully clothed. Gavin was already up, tidying up the kitchen. I didn’t even have to ask. It was, I supposed, a side effect of the kinky game we were playing, but honestly, it was almost the best thing about all this. Almost. When he wasn’t pleasing me sexually, Gavin was my chore boy, a submissive servant I could have do just about anything around the house while I relaxed. As kinky and strange as that seemed to me at first, it didn’t take long to get used to it.

It didn’t take long for me to want to take it further.

I stepped into the kitchen, and Gavin turned to face me. He was dressed even more carelessly than I was, wearing a T-shirt and a pair of gray sweatpants. As he stood in front of me, I let my eyes drift downward, toward the visible bulge of his caged cock under the fabric. It wasn’t like I ever forgot it was there, never forgot the tiny key hanging around my neck. At the same time, I never got tired of those little reminders.

“The car needs to be washed,” I said in my best demanding dominatrix voice. “Go see to that, chore boy.”

Gavin’s lips moved, but no sound came out. He stared at me with wide, wild eyes, the way he so often did when things got like this. No matter how many times we played this way, he never quite believed in it. He could never quite wrap his head around the idea that his wife was his mistress now, and he no longer had to hide his kinky little desires. I loved that about him. I loved that he was still excited by it, that he never got used to it, that the dark magic of what we were doing was still as potent as ever. That was what gave me the unbelievably sexy power I had over him, after all.

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin said, bending once again to my will.

And I smiled at him as he walked past me, heading toward the kitchen cupboard to get a bucket and sponge.

It’s not always easy being in charge, you know. It’s not easy being one who has to decide what will happen and when just how this kinky game will continue and progress. But it is very, very easy to make my husband do what I want. And it’s so much fun to watch him do it.

I turned to watch him make his way toward the front door. And once it closed behind him, I stepped out of the kitchen. Through the window of our house, I could see him filling the bucket from a hose. To me, it was still cold outside, still not warm enough to go out, but Gavin, wearing just a T-shirt, seemed immune to it. That was up to him, I thought with a shrug, one of the few things that still were. Meanwhile, I had other things to think about.

I headed toward the bedroom. I was comfy in my soft clothes, and a lazy weekend sounded tempting. But there were other desires burning inside me that were stronger. And with every step I took, with every second that passed, my decision seemed to grow firmer, and it excited me.

I went to the closet and pulled together what I was increasingly coming to think of as my dominatrix outfit. My Mistress costume. The outfit that made Gavin even weaker for me than he already was, the look that brought him to his knees in worship of the body he had rejected for so long. Laying the black corset and matching black panties on the bed, I lifted my knee-high boots off the floor of the closet and carried them over to the rest of the outfit. Knowing that I had made him lick them, made him kneel at my feet and beg for me. It was like jet fuel for my arousal, every single time.

Still, I had learned a thing or two since the first time I dressed in this outfit. Peeling off my clothes and my underwear, I sat naked on the edge of the bed, the key hanging down from its chain around my neck, as I pulled on the boots first. The leather slid smoothly over my legs, clinging tightly as I zipped up each boot, and already, I was feeling incredibly horny.

Picking up the panties, I raised one leg and carefully pulled my underwear on past the heel and the pointed toe. Then I did the same with the other leg, bouncing on the mattress as I pulled the underwear up into place. Maybe it would only get in the way of what I wanted. But I enjoyed the ritual. I enjoyed dressing up, feeling like my body was a present I was wrapping for my husband.

The corset came last. It wasn’t easy to wrestle myself into it, then reach behind my back to tighten the laces. It took some effort and plenty of curse words from me as I battled with the stubborn garment and its steel boning. But I couldn’t deny what it did to my figure. I couldn’t ignore the way it pushed my boobs high on my chest, the key to Gavin’s cock temptingly displayed just above them, while my waist shrank down to a tiny little thing. For a moment, I sat on the edge of the bed, breathing as deeply as the tightly laced corset would allow, watching my boobs rising fall and tingling with excitement at the thought of what this outfit was guaranteed to do to my husband.

Then, I stood up.

The high heels of my boots echoed on the floor as I walked down the hallway, the sexiest sound I can imagine. I had left my cell phone on the sofa, and I sat down next to it now, crossing my legs and picking it up. I smiled as I looked down at the screen, scrolling through my photos until I found some of my favorites.

There was Gavin, kneeling at my feet, groveling and kissing the same boots, the muscles showing in his back as he debased himself. I remembered again that first flush of power I had felt when I made him bow down to me, when I made him apologize for his indiscretions and acknowledge that he wasn’t good enough for me. I didn’t really believe that. Not anymore. But it was such a thrill to hear him say it, to know I could make him admit it. To know that maybe, my husband truly believed it. Certainly, he acted as if it were true.

And I felt a little spike of sadism as I looked at the photos, my pussy getting wet as I remembered all the things we had done together. All the teasing and humiliation I had put him through, all the tasks I had made him do at my request just for the chance to have sex with me. I had always thought that a marriage should be one of equals, and in some ways, I still believe that. In my deep and hidden heart, I didn’t see my husband as inferior to me, even after everything we had done. But when we were playing like this? Absolutely, he was my inferior. I was his Mistress and he was my slave, and I could do anything I wanted, whereas he had to do exactly as he was told.

When Gavin came inside from cleaning the car, he found me sitting right there on the living room sofa, dressed like the dominatrix of his wildest dreams. And as his eyes did their predictable dance over my body, practically drooling over my legs, my boobs, my face, I felt another flush of arousal as I turned to smile at him.

“All done?”

“All done, Mistress Keeley.”

“I hope you did a good job. If I go out there and find you half-assed it, you’re going to be in big trouble.”

“No, Mistress Keeley. It’s clean.”

“We’ll see. Take those dirty clothes off now you’re inside my house.”

He didn’t protest. He didn’t even hesitate. Instead, my husband instantly began to kick off his shoes, peeling off his T-shirt and pushing down his pants all at the same time. His clothes fell in a heap on the floor, and he stood in front of me as he should be, naked except for the steel chastity that restrained his cock and made him mine.

I looked him up and down slowly, letting him feel my gaze lingering on his body. Letting him feel as if I was assessing him, judging him like a piece of meat that I was trying to decide if I wanted or not. All the time, my pussy was vibrating inside the tight panties, letting me know just how desperate I was for sex. But not as desperate as he was, I knew. And that imbalance was everything.

“Look at this,” I said, turning my phone around and holding it out so that he could see the screen.

Gavin’s brow furrowed as he stepped forward, peering at the phone. Then, surprise registered on his face as he saw what I wanted him to see. The photos I had taken of him groveling at my feet. I didn’t remember if he had known I had taken them at the time. Maybe he had simply forgotten. Or maybe he hadn’t noticed, caught up as he was in the time in desire and disgrace. But now there was no denying it. And I felt my cheeks flush red with the heat of excitement to think of how cruel I was being to the man I loved.

“Why… Why are you showing me this, Mistress Keeley?”

Even in all his fear and doubt, he retained his manners. He didn’t want to piss me off by forgetting to address me by the humiliating title I forced him to use. Another flush of pleasure, another burst of wetness between my crossed legs as I basked in my complete control over this man.

“Sometimes I think I don’t punish you enough,” I said. “I mean, you’re pretty obedient, I guess. You’re good little chore boy who does whatever Mistress says. But I mean, you still had your little indiscretion with that bitch online, didn’t you? And sometimes, I think that everything I’ve done to punish you since then has actually been a reward for you.”

Gavin looked at me without saying a word. He was nervous. I could see that. And really, he was right to be. I didn’t know exactly where I was going with this line of thought, but I was thoroughly enjoying his discomfort, totally enjoying the power I had to keep him in doubt and cause him fear.

“So I want you to know that I have these photos,” I went on, speaking slowly and clearly. My breasts rose and fell as I breathed, making the key to his chastity shine as it pounced on my chest, and I knew that he was exerting a huge effort not to stare at my boobs, even through his fear and doubt.

“I mean, I could send them to anyone at any time if I wanted, couldn’t I? Imagine what your friends would think if they knew about the games we play. Imagine what your coworkers would say if they knew you lick your wife’s boots on command.”

“Mistress Keeley…”

“Down.”

I snapped my fingers as it barked out the command, pointing to the floor at my feet, and unsurprisingly, Gavin didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees right there on the living room floor, gazing up at me with that familiar look of desperate desire and shame and fear and surprise. And I stared him down, letting him feel every ounce of that shame, letting him feel my total control and my power to do anything I wanted, even things he didn’t like. I had no real intention of humiliating him like that. After all, I wasn’t super keen on our kinky games getting found out by anyone outside of our marriage, either. But I couldn’t deny the effect it had on him. I couldn’t deny that I had more or less stumbled on another thing I could threaten him with, another lever of power that he couldn’t control and couldn’t resist.

How exciting.

And with my husband on his knees at my feet again, I felt even more like the dominatrix I was. It by bit, minute by minute, his unquestioning obedience was feeding my ego.

“You know what to do, loser,” I said, giggling as I spoke to my husband in such a demeaning tone. “Beg me not to tell anyone about your little fetish.”

“Please, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin said, almost moaning with desire. The sound of his voice sent another wave of desire rising through me, and that only got stronger as he voluntarily bowed his head to my feet and began to kiss the leather of my boots. He was truly desperate, totally in my power, terrified of what I might do to him but unable to do anything to stop me except beg and grovel even more.

That only made me want to be crueler to him.

Letting him beg, feeling his tongue sliding over my feet and legs through the leather of my boots, I turned to my phone. Now this wild idea had seized me, it wouldn’t let me go. The thought of disgracing my husband like that, of humiliating him completely, seemed to crowd everything else out of my mind.

And there was only one person that I knew I could turn to at that moment without jeopardizing my relationship with Gavin.

I tapped on the screen of my phone. I typed out a quick message and attached a couple of photos of my husband kneeling at my feet, just as he was now. And I sent them off quickly, knowing that if I took too long, I might talk myself out of it.

I squeezed my thighs together as I watched the message send. Too late to turn back now. My heart was beating in my chest, my breasts rising and falling in the top of the corset, Gavin’s key shining right there in front of me, the symbol of my total authority over him.

Setting the phone aside on the cushion next me, I turned my attention back to him.

“You know your place, don’t you, slave boy?” I said condescendingly. “You know you belong on your knees, groveling at my feet, just like in those photos.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

Gavin mumbled the words, his mouth still moving over my lower legs, never daring to come any higher than the top of my boot that ended just under my knee. Slowly, I uncrossed my legs, and he wordlessly began showering my other foot with kisses, licking the leather and losing himself in total submission to me.

It was amazing. My pussy was vibrating inside my panties, dripping with animal lust, and I knew that his cock was raging inside the chastity device that only I could release him from. And as I so often did, I hesitated, hovering on the edge of excitement, denying myself what I wanted because I got such an insane thrill out of denying him at the same time.

And as I watched him debase himself, groveling at my feet, I felt my resistance crumbling. It hadn’t been long since our last adventure, not long since I last let him cum inside me, but I was having a hard time holding off. I wanted my own pleasure, and again, I reminded myself being in charge, being his Mistress, meant taking what I wanted, even if it happened to be what he wanted too.

And then, my cell phone buzzed on the cushion beside me.

Gavin lifted his head from my shins as I picked it up. Ignoring him again, as if it wasn’t the wildest turn-on imaginable to me to have my husband kneeling nearly naked at my feet, I opened the message. I knew he was watching me, but the broad sadistic grin that spread across my face was absolutely genuine. I couldn’t believe what I had done, and I couldn’t believe what was happening, and as much as I enjoyed teasing him and keeping him in the dark, I couldn’t wait to let my husband know.

“Well, that’s quite a reaction to your little photos,” I said.

Gavin froze to the spot. His mouth hung open, his eyes wide as he stared at me, his whole body as tense as a steel cable. For a moment, I wondered if I had gone too far. He had begged me not to do this, and I had done it anyway, ignoring his pleas for mercy and instead doing what I wanted. But I reminded myself that his reaction wasn’t the whole story. He didn’t know who I had sent photos to get.

“Mistress Keeley…I can’t believe you did that.”

“Really? You can’t believe I told someone you’re my little bitch? Wait till you find out who it was.”

Kevin’s jaw moved, his mind visibly racing behind his startled eyes.

“Who, Mistress?”

“Princess Athena, of course. And now she wants to talk to you.”


Talking To Princess Athena

Gavin stared at me as I put my phone on speaker and balanced it on my knee, right above the top of the leather boot he had bought for me.

If I had never played with him like this before, I might have wondered what that look on his face meant, and whether it was an expression of excitement or horror. But I knew him too well for that. I knew my husband, and I was starting to understand the way his deviant mind worked more and more.

It was like he couldn’t process the feelings he was having, as if it caused his brain to shut down with the pure force of what I was doing to him. And not for the first time, I had the feeling that things were getting out of control. Events were running away from me, and even though I was supposed to be the one controlling everything, the dominant mistress of my husband’s darkest desires, I didn’t feel particularly like I was directing what happened next. I was guessing as much as he was. It was absolutely thrilling to feel that way, to feel like both of us riding the same wave without knowing where we might eventually wash up.

“Hello, Gavin.”

Princess Athena’s voice was different from what I had expected. And I had watched videos of the woman, so it wasn’t like I had never heard her speak before. But she sounded different on the phone. She was young, I knew, much younger than me. A small part of what had annoyed me when I first found out Gavin was talking to her. Her voice was deeper than I would’ve expected, especially for such a pretty young thing as she was. But then, it was probably all part of her dominatrix persona, I thought to myself. We are all playing a role, one way or another. Probably, in her real life, she didn’t sound like this at all.

Gavin, though, seemed completely taken in. He looked at the phone, then at me, still with that complicated expression on his face, the one that made it look as if he couldn’t believe what was happening. In a way, he was right to not believe it. Even though it was real, it didn’t feel that way. It was like some other, heightened reality, like life multiplied by something neither of us had ever seen coming and now couldn’t live without. Hyperreal, maybe, as if this wild and crazy life was the true reality, and everything we did the rest of the time was fake.

“Hello… Princess Athena.”

I grinned down at Gavin, not trying to suppress the outward signs of the joy it gave me to hear him address her like that. How quickly things changed. When I first heard about what he had been doing with her, I was filled with rage and despair and sorrow. Now, the same thing turned me on. Just hearing her say his name was shocking too, in its own minor way. That familiarity that no other woman should have had with my husband, as if they were old friends. Though I doubted that was how either of them would have put it.

“Have you been a good boy.”

“I… I think so, Princess.”

“He’s been… Okay,” I said, waving her hand in the air in a seesaw motion even though I knew the young mistress couldn’t see it. “I mean, he mostly does what he’s told. But at the end of the day, he is a man. There’s always room for improvement.”

Athena laughed at that. It was a rich, throaty laugh that went well with her dominatrix voice, rising from the speakers of my phone to fill the room around us. We were so far out of our depth, Gavin and I. These days, that was often the case, but never more so than now. I had never contemplated bringing anybody else into our sex life, never wanted anything like that. But I could see that now, that was exactly what I was doing.

It was just talk. Athena wasn’t in the room with us, wasn’t even in the same city. But talking to her at that moment, in that way, was turning my husband on, just like it was supposed to. And that made her part of our sex life, and that gave me all sorts of feelings that were difficult to explain.

Not that I had to explain myself to anyone, of course.

“You’ve got that right,” Princess Athena said, still with that chuckle in her voice. “So how does it feel, being your husband’s keyholder? Ever done anything like this before?”

“No, never,” I said. “But I have to say, it’s not the worst thing in the world.”

Athena laughed again.

“No, it’s not,” she said. “I sometimes think that every woman should be doing this. If they only knew the power owning a man’s cock can give them.”

“That’s what I always think!” I said excitedly. “Sometimes, I wish we started doing this a long time ago.”

“Well, you’re doing it now. That’s what matters. And you need to be a good boy for your keyholder, don’t you, Gavin?”

“Yes, Princess.”

My husband’s voice was hoarse as he spoke, the words seeming to cost him a great effort to say. But it was like he couldn’t help himself. Like he had to answer the voice of his original mistress. Like he had no choice. And I had seen the same thing with him myself, seen the way he seemed unable to resist me whenever I decided to dominate him. But it was different, seeing it with someone else. Being at that slight remove, that little bit of distance, made it even more striking somehow. Even more impressive. And yes, there was still some jealousy there too. How could there not be? These games I played with Gavin had brought us closer together as a couple, but seeing that he would give himself over to seemingly any woman made it seem cheaper, somehow.

It reminded me of something I already basically knew: that this was possibly about his fetishes and desires more than it was about me. But I tried to push those thoughts away. It was a helpful way to think. Besides, with Athena on the line and my husband kneeling at my feet, I had better things to think about.

“What has he been doing for you?”

“Everything, pretty much,” I said with a laugh. “He just came in from washing the car. And he’s been doing all the laundry, the dishes, cooking, cleaning. You name it, really. He’s my little chore boy, aren’t you, Gavin?”

Gavin looked at me, his eyes wide and wild. I knew just how much I was humiliating him, and I knew that was exactly what I wanted. Exactly what he wanted, too. His lips moved in silence for a moment before he finally spoke.

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

On the other end of the line, I heard Athena laugh again.

“Well, that’s good,” she purred. “Every woman should have a submissive chore boy to do the things that are beneath her. And I can see that he’s been a good little boot licker for you, too.”

Again, Gavin shot me a look. It wasn’t angry; not really. Though if I didn’t have the experience I now had in these games, I might’ve thought otherwise. He couldn’t afford to be angry at his mistress, his keyholder. He wasn’t allowed to have those kinds of emotions toward me. And in the end, his desire overcame everything else. Both of us knew that. No matter what I did, he would want me, and the more I teased and humiliated him, the more he would want me, so that anger never even entered into the equation. In the end, all he had was lust.

“ Yeah, he has,” I chuckled. “That’s one of his regular duties now.”

“As it should be,” Princess Athena said. “Never let him forget he’s lucky to be in the presence of a goddess like you.”

Propaganda, in a way. I knew that. As much as we liked to play these games, I know I’m no goddess. I just play one in real life. But there was no denying that there are times when it feels that way. Times when my husband is literally worshiping me as if I were divine, and it starts to make its own kind of sense.

Not long before this all started, I never would have envisaged such a thing, never would have imagined feeling that way. But it’s hard to feel any other way when your man is willing to literally grovel at your feet.

Steadying the phone on my knee with one hand, I raised my foot from the floor. The leather of my boots creaked, and predictably, Gavin’s eyes dropped down toward it. I didn’t say anything. I just looked at him. And he understood. He shuffled forward on his knees, cradling the high heel of my boot in both hands, and lowered his mouth to the top of my foot. I felt that familiar flush of power and pleasure running through my body as he kissed my foot in total submission.

“I have to say, this has really changed our relationship,” I said, keeping my eyes on Gavin as I spoke. “I used to think all this stuff was so weird. Maybe it is. But it works. It really works.”

“Yeah, it absolutely does,” Athena said. “You have no idea how many men I have begging me to turn them into my slaves. Guys I’m never going to meet in person, guys who barely even exist as far as I’m concerned. They send me money and they send me keys to their chastity devices, just desperate to be under the control of a woman. When I find out they’re married, I always have a little bit of doubt about it. I feel like, if a guy’s going to submit to a woman, it should be the one he’s married to.”

“So you’ve done this before? Sent a guy’s keys to his wife?”

“Yeah, I have,” Athena said, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. “It doesn’t always go well. A lot of times, it can destroy a marriage. I’m glad it hasn’t for you.”

“That doesn’t bother you? Destroying someone else’s marriage?”

“I’m not the one destroying it,” Athena said. “I’m just telling the truth. He’s the one who did it. He’s the one sneaking around behind his wife’s back. I mean, sometimes, it’s more honest than that. Sometimes, she just can’t get on board with the whole keyholding thing, and she’s kind of okay with him finding it somewhere else. Usually not, though. I’m glad you could get on board with it. He’s a lucky man, your husband.”

“I suppose so,” I said, turning my foot a little so that Gavin could continue licking a new part of my boot. “I’m not sure he always feels that way, though.”

“Well, they don’t know what’s good for them sometimes,” Athena said. “That’s why we have to guide them to what they really want. Look at it this way: sometimes, I think what we’re really doing is making them better versions of themselves. Self-improvement for guys who aren’t strong enough to do it themselves.”

“You’re like a therapist,” I said, laughing as I spoke.

“More than you know,” Athena responded. This time, she wasn’t laughing. “Look, you’re obviously doing and amazing job dominating your husband. You’ve really taken to this, in a way lots of women don’t, or can’t. I’m really glad it’s worked out for you. As far as my chastity slaves go, Gavin was always one of the nicer, more polite ones. And if you ever need some tips or tricks on what to do with him, I’m here. Don’t hesitate to reach out. You have my number.”

“Yeah. Thanks,” I said, shaking my head slightly even as I said it.

This was the woman who had had an affair with my husband, at least in some sense. Now I was thanking her. So many strange and unbelievable things had happened in the last little while, I wouldn’t really have expected this to register. But somehow, it did. One more experience to add to the list. One more strange development in this ever more strange tale as it kept unfolding.

“Good luck with him. Talk to you soon.”

“Say goodbye, Gavin,” I ordered, staring down at my husband with steely eyes. He raised his face from my boot, still with that look of disbelief and desperate desire on his face.

“Bye, Princess Athena,” he said, obedient and submissive to the last.

“Bye, slave boy. Be a good little bitch for your wife.”

She hung up, and I set the phone down on the sofa beside me. As I did, I breathed a deep sigh of relief that made my breasts rise and fall in the tight corset, Gavin’s key rising with them. I had felt nervous during the whole call, almost like I was in a job interview or something. Athena might be much younger than me, but in dominatrix years, she was clearly far more mature. I didn’t doubt that I had a lot to learn from her.

In the early days of this journey, when I had just discovered what had been going on with my husband, I had directed my hatred toward her, knowing I couldn’t hate him. But I didn’t hate her now. As crazy as the things she was saying might sound, they made sense. She was just doing a job, providing a service. She had found a way to make a ton of money by giving men what they wanted, and if she had some moral attitudes toward that that I might consider strange, I couldn’t deny that it worked for her.

And for us. Because now, thanks to her, my husband was kneeling at my feet, worshiping me like a goddess, just like Athena had said. And as usual, desire was soaring inside me, his worship of me making me feel more and more sexy by the minute. To say nothing of the outfit I was wearing and the whole situation we found ourselves in, his total desire for me making him into my slave once again.

It was amazing.

“Was that humiliating, talking to your old mistress like that?”

I tilted my head to one side as I asked the mocking question, my hair falling down over one shoulder. Gavin raised his eyes to me again, and licked my boot one more time before answering.

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

“Good,” I said, laughing as I spoke. “It should be. You just can’t resist a pretty girl, can you? You just want to do everything we say.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

“Good. Go make me a sandwich.”

Gavin lifted his head from my feet, and stood immediately. Without a word of protest, without a moment of hesitation, he meekly did as he was told. I watched him walk away from me, heading toward the kitchen, naked but for the chastity device locked around his cock, and as always, the feeling of power was unrivaled.

I listen to him moving around the kitchen, my pussy tingling the whole while. I didn’t even want anything to eat. I just want to control him. To boss him around and make him mine again, to remind him of his place in my life. As if he had ever forgotten.

And when he emerged in the kitchen, a carefully-made sandwich on a plate in his hand, I grinned wolfishly at him, knowing just how completely he was mine. Knowing I could make him do anything.

“Put it down there,” I ordered, pointing at the coffee table in front of me with one foot.

He did as he was told, and I watched his muscles show under the skin as he moved. That body was mine. Mine as much as it was his these days, if not more so. It was such an unbelievable thrill to think that and know that it was the truth, to know that we both wanted it that way. To know that I could use him anyway I wanted. Or not at all, if that was what I chose.

Gavin straightened up, and I looked him up and down, making no attempt to hide what I was looking at. Standing in front of me like a piece of meat, a sex toy for my amusement. And that gave me an idea.

Uncrossing my legs, I held out my hand. Gavin took it, and helped me to my feet. I kept my grip on his hand as I walked away from the sofa, and he willingly followed me. He would follow me anywhere, I knew. Especially when I looked like this, strutting along in my sexy boots that had just been tongue-cleaned by my submissive slave. With my boobs bouncing in the corset with every step I took, my hips swaying from side to side in the skimpy black panties that barely covered me. I felt like sex personified as I led him down the hallway toward the bedroom, and I knew that his heart would be swelling with hope with every step we took as we got closer to that room.

But after my conversation with Princess Athena, I wasn’t in the mood to make things easy for him.

“Stay there,” I ordered, pointing to the floor near the foot of the bed. As I released my hold on Gavin’s hand, he did as he was told, standing with his hands by his sides, his cock visibly swelling out through gaps in the chastity device the way it always did. It never stopped trying to get hard for me, the effect I had on him never in doubt.

I turned toward the closet where I kept all my toys. I found the handcuffs and the rope and carried them back toward Gavin. He watched me come, saying nothing, knowing he was going to be tied up again. What did that mean to him? I knew he enjoyed it for its own sake, but I also suspected that he thought it might mean a release was coming. These days, I usually tied him down before unlocking the chastity device, just to make sure I maintain control. Maybe that’s why he didn’t resist me as I told him to put his hands behind his back, as I cuffed his hands in place. Or maybe he was just used to it by now. Used to taking orders from me, used to doing as he was told.

Smiling, I stepped around in front of him. My hands drifted over his chest, feeling the muscle underneath the skin as I toyed with him. And his breath grew shorter as my hands moved lower, toward his caged manhood that hung tamed between his legs. Now I knew exactly what he was thinking. His eyes, half closed, were fixed on the key that hung from its chain around my neck, and the ridiculous cleavage just below it. It was like I could feel the energy rising from his body, the pure sexual desire that seemed to make him vibrate to my touch.

And as my fingertips brushed the shiny steel of his chastity device, the low moan that escaped his lips was pure poetry.

“You want out so bad, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, Mistress Keeley, yes,” Gavin groaned. My breasts bounced in my corset as I giggled again.

“Well, that’s up to me, isn’t it? And I’m not sure that’s what I want yet.”

Taking the red rope in my hand, I tied it around the base of his cock and balls, making it tight enough to hold, but not enough so that it would hurt him. He watched, helpless, nothing more than a doll for me to play with. The key hung from my neck as I bent over, sliding the rope under the lowest bar of the footboard. Then, placing my foot on the metal, I pulled on the rope, slowly but steadily. I pulled it up toward me as I straightened up, and Gavin had no choice but to follow as it pulled down on his genitals, sliding around the metal bar. He dropped to his knees, spreading his legs as I kept pulling. And once I was happy with his position, I tied the rope to the top part of the headboard, pulling it into a tight knot in front of Gavin’s face.

He watched it all wordlessly the way he usually did. Waiting to see what I would do next, knowing he had basically no say in whatever it might be. And with my husband immobilized, I stepped past him, taking a minute to tousle his hair before I moved to my bedside table and opened the drawer.

There was my trusty vibrator, my constant companion in the months of loneliness that had preceded this mad affair. Gavin watched my every movement as I climbed onto the bed in front of him, smiling at his helplessness and my own total power.

Kneeling on the mattress, I slid my panties off over my hips, pulling them down to my knees. And I sat down on the bed, sliding the panties rest of the way off, over my polished leather boots. Gavin breathed heavily as he watched. I felt like I was giving him his own private strip show, teasing him with what he couldn’t touch. Getting to myself, I threw my panties at him, watched them land softly on his chest and then drop to the floor. He barely even blinked. His eyes were locked on me, as if he were trying to devour my body with just his stare, since that was all he had.

I slid down on the mattress, toward the footboard he was tied to. I spread my legs in front of him. The sharp heels of my boots pointed to either side of his body, my pussy exposed right in front of him.

The vibrator buzzed as I turned it on. Gavin’s eyes followed my hand as I held it against my pussy, and I let out a long moan at the feel of the vibrations rising immediately through my body.

I was teasing him, of course. That was the point. But not the whole point. Those reliable vibrations were making me feel good, too, and after all the excitement of that morning, that was exactly what I wanted.

With my other hand, I reached for the key still hanging on its chain around my neck, tugging at it while I smiled at my husband. Then, I ran my hand down over my chest, over the outrageous swell of my breasts, over my tiny little waist, caressing myself through my corset. Flaunting my curves in front of him to drive him even more wild with desire.

It worked, just as I knew it would. Gavin let out a low growl as he watched me, unable to look away.

“What’s the matter, honey?” I said, my voice thick with sexual pleasure as the vibrator continued to buzz between my legs. “Are you thinking about fucking your wifey?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said thickly, his voice dripping with frustration that only enhanced the buzzing pleasure inside me.

My pussy was already dripping wet, the sheets underneath me already starting to darken from my free-flowing juices as the vibrator continued to do its work. We all know that sex is as mental as it is physical, and right now, sitting there like this putting on such a sexy show for him, I knew I had both elements just about right. Totally locked in on what I was doing, totally absorbed in pleasure, forgetting everything else except the wild passion that filled me as I tormented my husband with what he couldn’t have.

“Do you want it more than anything?”

“Yes, Mistress, please!”

“Well, you should have thought of that all those months when you barely touched me. When you were busy submitting to your Princess online instead of having sex with your wife like a real man should. Now, this is what you get. You get to watch and back and grovel at my feet while your cock throbs in its little cage to remind you who owns you.”

“You own me, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin sighed, more or less unprompted. And a little yelp of pleasure escaped my trembling lips at his confession. We both knew it was true, of course. That was indisputable. But that never stopped it from being so exciting, so sexy to hear. I couldn’t get enough of it, just as I knew he couldn’t get enough of this cruel teasing, of the show was putting on to torment him and remind him who was in charge here.

“Yeah, I fucking do,” I growled. “Don’t forget it.”

My legs were starting to tremble, my pussy spasming rhythmically as the vibrator kept up its steady work. I stared at my husband, my mind on fire with the look of pure desire and lust on his face, and part of me wanted nothing more than to unlock him and let him have his way with me. I craved his cock inside me. But I craved the sense of unapproachable power even more.

And my orgasm was building rapidly now. Gripping my shaking thigh with my free hand, I pressed the vibrator harder against myself, squeezing my eyes shut as a great moan rose out of my chest. I panted and gasped in the tight corset, my breasts shuddering and shaking, giving Gavin even more to look at. But now, I was hardly even thinking of that. My pleasure crystallized into an eruption of pure bliss, and I moaned and groaned with desperate passion as my whole body shook to the wild rhythm of orgasm.

Switching the vibrator off, I struggled to catch my breath. I opened my eyes to see Gavin still looking at me, still entranced by what he had seen, still tied to my bed. I heaved a great sigh that made my boobs bounce again, feeling the weakness in my limbs as I rolled over onto my knees and began to crawl to the side of the bed.

Gavin watched with speechless desperation as I circled around toward where he kneeled, stumbling a little now in my high heels. Untying the rope from the top of the footboard, I pulled it free of the furniture.

“Stand up,” I ordered, tugging lightly on the rope I still held. Gavin rose to his feet in one easy motion. Bending over his cock and balls, I untied the rope from around them. Then, I picked up the key to the handcuffs from where I had left it on the dresser and unlocked those too.

Playfully, I slapped Gavin’s ass.

“Now go clean the bathroom, chore boy,” I ordered. “Mistress is done with you for now.”
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Public Tease and Denial

“Ready?”

A simple question that could be taken a couple of ways. Gavin stood in the bedroom, looking at me, and slowly nodded.

I stepped forward. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face, and I didn’t try. As was usually the case these days, he was naked in front of me, except for the steel chastity device locked around his cock. I, on the other hand, was fully dressed. Wearing jeans, a sweater, nothing particularly sexy. Not that it mattered, of course. Gavin wanted me no matter what. And as I reached into the neck of my sweater and pulled out the chain that held his key, I could feel his eyes watching me, watching my every movement, the way they always did these days.

I unfastened the chain, letting it dangle from my hand as I held onto the key. I bent over him, sliding the key into the lock. This was how it worked, the ritual between us. For once, Gavin wasn’t tied up, but he was never allowed to touch the key to his chastity device. He was never allowed to unlock himself. Only I could do that. And as the lock clicked, as the device came apart in my hands, I was hardly surprised to watch his cock rapidly swell toward a full and powerful erection.

I had been teasing him for days. It wasn’t easy on me, but I knew that it was a picnic compared to what I put my husband through. At least I got to cum. From his fingers or his mouth or my vibrator; anything except his cock, in fact. While he got nothing. Just the pleasure of serving me, of being my sex toy and chore boy, and being denied.

Several times over the past few weeks, I had felt like I would crack. I had felt like I would have to free him, have to let him fuck me, have to feel that cock buried deep inside my body. But somehow, I resisted. Because I knew that what waited on the other side could be even better. And yes, it made me nervous. But all these games did. Everything we had done, ever since I accidentally became his keyholder, had scared me. And it all worked out so well. It made me ready and willing to roll the dice again.

Carefully, I set the chastity device down on the dresser of our bedroom. Then I put the necklace back around my neck, tucking the key into my sweater again. It didn’t matter, of course. If he wasn’t caged, the key lost all its power. But I had gotten used to wearing it. My favorite piece of jewelry, a reminder of the power I had over my husband, of just how badly he wanted me. Even as just a symbol, I had come to love that little key.

“Okay, get dressed,” I ordered, turning away from Gavin. “Don’t take too long.”

I knew he wouldn’t. He never did. We all envy men sometimes, how easy it is for them to throw together an outfit and be out the door in minutes. That was why I had showered and dressed first, doing my makeup carefully. Not wanting to be too provocative, but still wanting to keep my husband’s eyes on me.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, watching Gavin get dressed. He had already packed his bag, just like I had the night before. Mostly with my normal outfits, but with a few extra things in there. My corset, most notably. It felt weird knowing it would be going through a security scan at the airport, knowing that if they wanted to, the humorless staff could go rummaging through my clothes and find that particular piece of lingerie. Not that it was any of their business. Not that I had anything to be ashamed about. Other women wear things at least that sexy even in public. I just wasn’t one of them, despite my newfound taste for dominating my husband. We just weren’t out there like that. Maybe we never would be, and that was fine. We were already pushing things far further than I would once have ever imagined we would.

In no time at all, Gavin was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, ready to walk out the door. Glancing down at the front of his pants, I checked to see if the bulge of his cock was noticeable. It was. After weeks of denial, he was visibly hard, just like I knew he would be. Maybe nobody else would notice. Hopefully, no one else would be paying as much attention to my husband’s crotch as I was. But in the end, I knew this was all part of the game, too.

“Get my boots,” I said softly.

I didn’t have to specify which ones I meant. The ones Gavin had bought for me years ago in a misguided attempt to get me to dress the way he wanted. The ones that had sat in my closet for years, unused, at odds with my usual style. The ones that had seen so much action lately, that formed a fundamental part of the dominatrix outfit I loved to wear to bring my husband to his knees. The ones he had kissed and licked so many times, showing his complete submission to me. Yes, he knew exactly what boots I was talking about.

Gavin fetched them from the closet. Holding them, he stood in front of me. Neither of us said a word. I just smiled up at him, and he took my meaning. In a show of total obedience, he dropped to his knees on the floor and began to slide them onto my feet, the leather pulling tight around my legs as he pulled up the zippers.

“Kiss,” I said, raising one foot from the floor and pointing my toe at him.

And Gavin looked at me wordlessly for a moment, almost as if he might say no. With the cage off, I was well aware that I had lost the source of my power over him. It was the first time he was going to spend any long period unlocked since Princess Athena first had him cage his cock for her, and I had no real idea how he might behave. He still wanted me, I knew. And he wanted to play this game. But could he resist the temptation I presented, now that there was no physical barrier to it? And how would I react if he decided to go for it?

I didn’t honestly know the answer to that. Sexual tension was crackling in the air between us, and I knew he wanted me, and I knew I had spent the last few weeks making sure he couldn’t have me in the way he wanted. We had a plane to catch, and didn’t have time for much fun beforehand. But if he decided to go for it, I had no idea what my response would be.

But he didn’t. Instead, took my foot in his hands, bending his head over it. And he kissed my toes through the leather of my boot, sending that surge of arousal and power through me again, making me feel like the goddess I wanted to be.

“Good boy. Let’s go.”

Swinging my foot out of his hands, I stood. He stood up too, a guilty and ashamed look on his face, knowing what he had done. He grabbed our suitcases, and I followed him out of the house, toward our car. The high heels of my boots echoed on the pavement as I stepped outside. Usually, I never wore these boots outside the house. And every time I did wear them, I ended up getting fucked. But it was all part of the game, keeping him focused on me, reminding him of the things we had done together.

And the things we might yet do. Because neither of us said it as he loaded the suitcases into the car and we climbed into the seats, as we pulled out of the driveway and began the long drive to the airport. But we both knew we were going to meet Princess Athena. And we could only guess what that might mean for us.

On the way to the airport, we chatted about various things. For once, I wasn’t his mistress, but his wife. Honestly, it felt good. We don’t always play kinky games of domination and submission, but he is always locked in chastity, and that means there is always an edge of sex to everything we say and do. Always that power imbalance between us. I guess that was still there, because he still wanted me badly, wanted what only I could give him. Neither of us was going to forget where we were going, and why, so there was still that edge of sex in the air. We talked about other things, everything and nothing, making conversation like the regular couple we looked like on our way to take a trip.

We parked at the airport and dragged our bags inside. No one looked our way. Why would they? They didn’t know what we knew. They didn’t know where we were going and why, didn’t know the kind of relationship we had. In its own way, that was kind of thrilling too. The feeling of having a secret from the world, a hidden depths and darkness that acted as a shadow to make the light shine brighter.

We dropped off our bags, my corset hopefully on its way with my other clothes to our destination where Princess Athena waited. Then, we joined the line at security.

This was why Gavin was finally free. I couldn’t imagine sending him through airport security with his cock locked in a cage. It would humiliate him completely, maybe in that special way he liked. But I would be just as embarrassed by it.

So we had agreed he would be unlocked. But we had also agreed he was not allowed to cum. That was why I hadn’t unlocked him until that morning, waiting until the last possible minute, doubting his ability to stick to his promise. Now, we had a plane ride ahead of us, and then, at the end, Princess Athena. Maybe then, he would be locked up again. For now, he was free, and that meant I had to keep an eye on him.

We made it through security without incident and with plenty of time to spare. Grabbing a couple of copies from a kiosk, we found a place to sit and began a long wait for our flight. Maybe we had left a little early, but it was better than too late.

“I need to go to the bathroom,” Gavin said. I looked at him.

“Hold it,” I said.

“For two hours? I can’t do that.”

I shifted in my seat, leaning closer toward him, my lips almost touching his ear. Again, no one was looking at us. We were just another couple catching a flight, nothing remarkable about us. But I wanted our secret to say that way just as badly as he did.

“Are you lying to me?” I whispered, as quiet as the constant background buzz of the airport would allow me to be. “Are you going to sneak in there and jerk off, thinking about me?”

“No,” Gavin said, shaking his head. And part of me believed him. Maybe I just wanted to, but my husband knew by now how all of this worked. He knew the more I teased and denied him, the better the release when I finally let him have one. Of course, he was up against his own deepest instincts, his most primal desires, and the expressions on his face when I teased and denied him left me in no doubt what a difficult struggle it was.

But Princess Athena and I had agreed on this. We wanted him horny and desperate when he finally met his very first mistress.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m going in there with you.”

“What?”

“You know you can’t be trusted. I’m going in there with you to monitor you and make sure you don’t do anything you shouldn’t. Those balls stay full until I say otherwise, got it?”

A tiny tremor seemed to travel through Gavin’s body at my words, and I wasn’t surprised. They turned me on just as much. Saying these things in public, even though I knew no one could hear, added even more spice to our already kinky game. As if there was nothing we could do and nowhere we could go that didn’t immediately remind us of the kinky life we were living.

“How are we going to do that? I can’t sneak you into the men’s, and I’ll be arrested if I go into the women’s.”

Gavin had a point.

I looked around the echoing space of the airport, hoping for inspiration to strike. And as I leaned forward in my seat, peering at the distant toilets, it did.

“Come on,” I said, rising to my feet and holding out my hands toward him. “Come with me.”

Gavin looked skeptical. But he did what I wanted. Taking my hand, he rose to his feet, slinging his backpack over his shoulder. He followed me through the crowd, toward the toilets. The airport was busy, and I stood outside the bathrooms for a moment, waiting as a large crowd divided and went inside, guys on one side, women on the other.

Then, with a quick glance around to make sure no one was watching us, I swung open the door of the family bathroom and pulled Gavin quickly inside, swinging the door shut behind us.

Inside was a large room with a single toilet and its own sink. There was one of those folding tables attached to one wall, designed for changing babies. Most importantly for us, there was space and privacy. Smiling at Gavin, I folded my arms, pushing my breasts a little higher underneath my sweater, and nodded toward the toilet.

“Go ahead,” I said.

“You’re going to watch me?”

“Absolutely I am. Go on, get it out and get on with it.”

Gavin shook his head in disbelief. But he didn’t argue. He stepped toward the toilet and unzipped his pants, and I watched him reach inside and guide his cock out through the hole. I smiled as I saw that he was still hard, or close to it, anyway. Of course, having me standing there ordering him around wasn’t exactly going to help him get that thing under control.

He relieved himself in the toilet, and I looked momentarily away. When he was done, he shook himself dry and stuffed his cock back inside his jeans, and I stepped aside as he moved to the sink to wash his hands. The door was locked behind us, the din of the airport seeming now far away on the other side of that door. And even though my husband was no longer caged, I knew I still had unbelievable control over him. I still had the key around my neck, and it symbolized his desire for me, and the power that gave me, and the thought of what we were doing, the thought of all the indignities he suffered just because he wanted me so badly, sent its usual shockwave of lust and desire through my body.

Gavin held his hands under the noisy dryer. When he turned to face me, I reveled in the look of shock on his face when he saw that I had pulled off my sweater and was standing in front of him in just my bra. And the key, as always, hanging in its spot above my boobs, the key to the cage that stayed home now, but also the key to the mental cage we both knew he was wearing.

“What… What are you doing?”

It was obvious. And his eyes danced up and down my body, drawn inevitably to my boobs that bounced in my bra as I stepped toward him. Placing both hands on Gavin’s chest, I pushed him back toward the far wall where the baby change table was. Then, I reached for the catch that held the table up and unfastened it, dropping it down onto its supporting brackets.

Pressing my body against Gavin, I reached for the front of his pants. I could feel his cock through the fabric of his jeans, already most of the way hard and getting harder by the second. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me tight against him, his hands squeezing my ass through my own tight jeans. In the state he was in, after long weeks of denial, it didn’t take much to get him going. And whatever doubts he might have about the public nature of what we were doing, I knew he wasn’t going to complain. I was offering him what he wanted more than anything, and he would take it, I knew, anywhere and in any way he could get it.

Unzipping his pants, I reached inside. I giggled at the feel of his rigid cock against my fingers, the lust and desire pulsing in his shaft to my touch. I guided it out into the open air, stroking and petting it like a small animal, and it responded the way I knew it would, straining up toward me, pointing at me as if to identify what it wanted.

Carelessly, I tossed my sweater on the table next to us. Then, letting go of his cock, I reached for the front of my own jeans. While I unzipped them and unfastened my belt, Gavin took hold of my breasts in his hands. He lowered his face down toward them, kissing the soft skin of my boobs, and I sighed deeply, loving his caresses, loving the fire of passion I could feel vibrating between us.

But it wasn’t enough. I wanted more.

My leather belt hissed as I pulled it free of the belt loops of my pants. Looping the end through the buckle, I held it in one hand and then used both my hands to push Gavin’s back behind him. He lifted his face from my boots for a moment, but I could see the smile on his face as he guessed what I was up to. Slipping the belt over his hands, I pulled on the long end, tightening it around his wrists.

“Can’t have you touching me any way you want, can we, slave boy?”

“No, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin smirked at me.

Now it was on. Now that sexual energy that had been vibrating between us all morning was reaching its peak. Caged or not, I was in charge once again, and I absolutely loved it.

In one movement, I pushed my jeans and my panties down around my knees. Then, putting my hands on the table behind me, I pushed myself up onto it, sitting down and spreading my legs as far as the jeans would allow me.

“Make me cum, slave,” I smiled, letting my husband hear every ounce of the sadistic sexual energy that boiled inside me.

“Yes, ma’am,” he smiled.

Gavin knew exactly what to do. Heedless of anything else, he dropped to his knees on the bathroom floor. With his hands bound behind him, he shuffled forward, guiding his face between my legs. I hadn’t tied the belt off, and he probably could have freed himself if he really tried. But he didn’t. That was the magic of what we were doing, the thrill of the games we played. He wanted this. He wanted to be helpless, to be used by me. To be bossed around and controlled and humiliated and, ultimately, to be made to do exactly what he wanted in the first place.

Luckily, it was exactly what I wanted too.

I groaned as his tongue moved over my pussy. I was already a little wet just from the pure naughtiness of what we were doing, and as he went on me, that wetness grew. The bathroom door seemed substantial, but still, I wanted to keep the noise down, not wanting to be discovered in what we were doing. But it wasn’t easy. The sheer thrill of it all inspired me, making me moan and gasp. I bit my lip with pure pleasure, as if trying to resist the waves of bliss that spread through my body, but really, I wanted nothing more than to give in.

Gavin was all over me. There was no doubting his enthusiasm, no hiding his desperation. He ate my pussy the way he always did, as if his life depended on it. His pleasure certainly did. Caged or not, I was still completely in control of that, and neither of us had forgotten it for a minute.

I could feel my orgasm growing inside me. The days when I used to not cum from oral seemed a million years ago. That was a hang-up I had quickly ditched, the moment I realized it was a perfect way to enjoy my own pleasure while denying that of my husband. Though pleasure was relative. After all, no guy would eat pussy the way Gavin did if he didn’t truly enjoy it.

My jeans were tight around my knees, limiting how far I could spread my legs, and Gavin had to crane his neck to reach my treasure, but he did it. He flickered his tongue over my dripping lips and my swollen clit, playing my body like an instrument. He had had a lot of practice lately, and his skills were always improving. I gripped the edge of the table, feeling the hard plastic bending slightly under the pressure, and I closed my eyes, whimpering in the back of my throat as I struggled to keep my lips shut around the cries of ecstasy that threatened to burst out of me.

I came. There was no doubting that, no way for Gavin not to notice as the hot juices of my orgasm poured down his throat. He gulped them down the way he always did, just as eager to please me as ever, the fact his cock was free changing nothing about his behavior. And I trembled and moaned on that table, sitting above him like a queen on her throne, like a goddess on an altar, being worshiped by a guy who craved me more than anything else in the world.

“Stand up,” I ordered, opening my eyes to see Gavin kneeling at my feet. Grinning through a face full of my juices, he stood, watching me. I reached for the zippers of my boots and pulled them down, taking my footwear off in something close to a frenzy and letting them fall on the bathroom floor. Then I peeled my jeans and my panties all the way off, throwing them down on top of my sweater on the table I sat on.

I slid off the table. My bare feet moved on the bathroom floor as I turned my back on him, raising one leg and putting my knee back on the table as I bent over it. I gripped its edge, arching my back as I thrust my ass toward my husband.

Gavin knew exactly what to do.

I heard him let out a faint gasp of surprise, but he didn’t miss a beat. He stepped toward me, and I groaned at the feel of the head of his cock pressing expectantly against the wet lips of my pussy. He slid easily inside, pushing apart those wet walls, and this time, I didn’t even try to hold back the groan of pleasure that escaped me.

“Fuck me, slave,” I growled, not turning my head to look at him over my shoulder. Instead, I kept my eyes closed, gripping the edge of the table, surrendering completely to this unbelievably wild pleasure. “But don’t you dare cum until Mistress says you can.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin growled, his voice almost making another little yelp of pleasure burst from my throat.

And as always, he did as he was told. Of course, there was nothing in the world I could order him to do that he would be more willing to perform. His cock slid in and out of my ready pussy, his body slapping against mine, the table rocking to our movements as he fucked me from behind.

It was incredible. I had missed having his cock inside so much, despite all the orgasms he had given me or I had given myself over the preceding weeks. And with all the teasing I had put him through, all the denial I subjected him to, I could hardly understand how he could possibly hold out. But somehow, he did. And the longer he did, the more my pleasure grew.

Before long, I could feel another orgasm rising inside me. And I craved it. Selfishly, it was all I could think about, desperate to have him last long enough to please me.

“Oh my God, Gavin, I’m going to cum,” I panted. “Keep going! Don’t stop! Oh my God, fuck me!”

He did. He didn’t stop, his body like a machine, his cock pistoning in and out of me as he grunted and groaned. And I exploded in orgasm, the juices of my desire running freely down my thighs. I moaned and yelled, gripping onto the table tightly, letting my desire go in a rush of pure pleasure.

Then, abruptly, I straightened up. Pushing myself upward with shaking arms, I reached behind my back and shoved Gavin away. The look of shock on his face was priceless as I turned to look at him. He still hadn’t cum, his cock still rockhard, shining with my juices as it throbbed in the empty air.

“Good boy,” I said. And I reached for the clothes on the table behind me. He watched wordlessly as I got dressed, pulling my tight jeans back on, pulling my sweater over my head to hide the chain around my neck, stepping back into my boots and zipping them up. All the while, he stood there naked in front of me, seemingly frozen in disbelief. As I pulled my hair free of the neck of my sweater, I smiled at him.

“What? You thought I was going to let you cum? Think again, slave boy.”

Stepping toward him, I took hold of his cock, making him groan. And I stuffed it back inside his jeans, carefully pulling the zipper back up, smiling at the visible bulge of his desire in his pants. Then, unfastening the belt from around his wrists, I threaded it back through the loops of my jeans, fastening it shut.

“Come on,” I said, stepping toward the bathroom door. “We have a plane to catch.”


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter!

[image: The Lioness]

OEBPS/image_rsrcHM.jpg
4 /ﬂ/f/ﬁf<






cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




