
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright Katt Ford 2025

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

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

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Parts 1-5 here

Read Parts 6-10 here


An Accidental Keyholder: Parts 21-25


Contents

The Performance

Making Her Husband Watch

Watching The Performance

Back In Captivity

Keeley’s Admirer


The Performance

Gavin’s tongue slid over the slick leather of my boots. Not my boots, actually. Athena’s. How many pairs did she have? I didn’t bother to waste too much time wondering about that. Judging from her beautiful downtown apartment, it was obvious she was an exceedingly successful online dominatrix, and from the comfortable and easy way she boss my husband around, from the toys in the dungeon we were going to be sleeping in, it was clear that her activities weren’t restricted only to the online world, either.

I found myself wondering how many times she had done this, just how many helpless slaves had kissed and licked this exact pair of boots while she wore them, towering above them while looking just as regal and in command she did now. And those thoughts only fueled the fire inside me, only served to turn me on even more, along with what Gavin was doing as he groveled at my feet.

“Please forgive me, Mistress –“

He stopped talking as I pressed the pointed toe of one boot against his lips. I was worried enough already about my face being on camera; it seemed stupid to let Athena’s followers know my real name, too.

“Call me…Mistress Daisy,” I said, giggling as I did.

And sitting on the sofa beside me, Athena smiled.

I had no idea why I had come up with that particular name. It just popped into my head. But something about its daintiness, its femininity, combined with the dominant and powerful role I was taking, appealed to me.

Of course, Gavin didn’t hesitate. Whether he use my real name or a fake one, calling me Mistress seem to come more easily to him with every day that passed and every time we played these games.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Daisy,” he said, punctuating his words with little kisses on my feet. The key to his chastity hung on its tiny chain right in front of him, his lips almost brushing against it as he kissed my raised foot, and I squirmed in delight.

My desire had never faltered, not since we got up in our own bed that morning, but now, it was running as hot and high as it ever did. I wasn’t the only one. It was hard to see as Gavin bent over my feet, but every time I got a glimpse of his chastity device, I could see how it throbbed with wild desire. I could see how the sensitive flesh protruded through the gaps in the pink plastic, just like it did in the steel one he wore at home when he got really aroused, and I was glad to know that the pain Athena had given him with the shock collar had done nothing to dampen his arousal. Somehow, that made it all okay. As long as he was turned on, he was having a good time, and so were we. That was all that mattered.

“You should be,” I sneered down at him over the dramatic swell of my own cleavage in the tight corset I wore. Again, I was thinking of the potential future viewers of this little spectacle, filtering actions and decisions through that prism. What did they want me to see? Who did they want me to be? I knew what my submissive husband wanted, and that was the best guide I had to navigate this strange but exciting new world I found myself in.

“Maybe if you knew how to please me better, you wouldn’t be in the position you’re in now, kneeling at my feet.”

Gavin raised his head to me, a look of shock and surprise showing in his eyes that peered through the mask covering his face. Had I gone too far? Maybe. It wasn’t true, and deep down, I wanted my husband to understand that. I mean, sure, there had been that dry spell when no one had been pleasing anyone, when he had been basically cheating on me, at least in some way, with the beautiful woman sitting next to me on the sofa. But that was over. Now, Gavin and I were having the best sex of our lives, and there was no question that he pleased me. Whether through fucking me or through doing exactly as I said, like he was now, I no longer had any cause to complain about the way my husband treated me.

But Athena, sitting beside me on the sofa, was practically buzzing with pleasure. The smile on her face was infectious, and I didn’t know why I wanted to impress her with what I could say and do to my husband, what I could make him say and do. But I did. I wanted to prove, maybe only to myself, that I could be just as sexy and kinky and dominant as she was. That I could be all the mistress my husband needed. Even if he did have two of us now.

And that thought urged me forward. Even if Gavin had his doubts. I could make those up to him later, I knew. For now, all three of us had a show to put on.

“Lick my boots clean and show me you know your place, loser,” I said.

I never thought of myself as an actress, but I tried to speak with a kind of cruel sneer, letting my husband know just how far he was beneath me. And he still gazed up at me with that desperate expression in his eyes, but as always, he did as he was told. He really had no choice.

I shifted a little in my seat as I felt Gavin’s tongue runn over the leather of Athena’s boots that clung tightly to my legs. I could feel her smiling at me, and I glanced in her direction, smiling back. At the same time, my cheeks were burning red, feeling so on the spot, so exposed, with the dark eyes of those cameras capturing everything. But that was the point. And that was part of the thrill. I couldn’t even try to deny that anymore.

“At least he’s useful for something,” Athena said, turning that beaming smile on me. And I laughed, playing it up for the camera just like she was. It always felt like acting, playing this role of the demanding dominatrix of my husband’s wildest dreams. Now that we were being filmed, it felt even more that way. But as strange as it all was, I realized that the games I had played with Gavin up to that point had helped to prepare me for this. I wasn’t Keeley, his loving wife. I was his cruel, sexy, taunting Mistress, and we both loved that transformation more than anything else.

“Yeah, I guess,” I said grudgingly, as if she were forcing even that faint praise out of me. “Maybe with a little more training, he might actually learn how to please a woman someday.”

“You know, that’s not a bad idea,” Athena said quietly.

She looked at me, her teeth showing as she bit her lip, the excitement visible on her face. I could hardly begin to guess what was going through her mind, but I knew it would be something kinky and sexy and barely believable.

“Mind if I give him some training right now?”

I had no way of knowing what she meant by that. Then again, Athena hadn’t exactly been shy about what she liked to do with slaves, including Gavin. And the last thing I wanted to do was ruin the game and ruin the kinky little movie we were making.

“Go ahead.”

Athena’s smile only grew wider, as I knew it would. And then, she turned to Gavin, still groveling at my feet. She tossed her head, her glasses glinting in the light, and she looked down at my husband imperiously, seeming to grow in stature by the second.

“Time to put that slave tongue to a proper use,” she said. “Come over here, loser.”

Gavin lifted his head from my feet, looking up at Athena, then at me. Unspoken questions burn his eyes, but he ought to have known better than that. After everything we had done that day, he should’ve known I was going to let his Princess treat him any way she wanted. And of course, that was precisely what he wanted too. Nothing turned him on more than submitting to both of us, nothing excited him more than having no choice except to obey us. I wasn’t going to save him, and he was going to do what he was told.

He turned away from me, shuffling along on his knees as Athena put both feet on the floor, spreading her thighs. Now my heart quickened as I saw what she was up to, as I guessed how she intended to use my husband. It didn’t make me jealous. It excited me. I wanted more of this, more of all of it, eager to see my husband be used and abused by this other woman.

Athena lay back on the sofa, the bun of her dark hair pressing slightly against the cushion as she slid forward. She spread her legs further as Gavin kneeled between them, one hand pulling the narrow strip of rubber from her bodysuit that covered her pussy to the side. Gavin was staring right at it, and I saw the way his eyes sparkled as he looked at it, what he wanted most in the world right there in front of him. But he couldn’t have her the way he wanted, or me either. All he had was our selfish pleasure, our desire to use him, and I knew it was making his cock throb even harder inside the cage as he followed Athena’s orders.

He leaned forward. As he pressed his lips against her pussy, his eyes turned upward toward me again. I looked at him, smiling a little, letting him know that what he was doing was okay. That in some weird way, it was what I wanted. Even though it still burned to see him do such an intimate act with another woman, I knew it was all part of the excitement. All part of the wild pleasure of what we were doing, part of this journey of domination and submission we were on.

Gavin licked Athena’s pussy, and she closed her eyes, her long eyelashes fluttering behind her glasses as she let out a faint moan. She really was extravagantly beautiful, and even though that hardly excused what my husband had done with her, at least it made a kind of sense.

What made less sense was the strange ideas that gripped me, the wild thoughts that seemed now to come at me from every angle. I had never even imagined being in a film like the kind Athena was making, but now, the idea seemed to possess me.

Standing up from the couch, I walked across the living room in my high-heeled boots. I thought of the men who would watch the video later watching me move, as if they were in the room with us now, and it sent another little shiver of ecstasy through me as I walked behind one of the cameras on its tripod.

I picked it up. Athena’s eyes opened at the sound of my footsteps as I carried it a few steps deeper into the room, setting it up to face the sofa head-on instead of being off to the side at an angle like it had been. On the tiny screen of the camera, I could see what was happening in front of me, and I zoomed in on my husband’s head between this stranger’s legs. I framed the shot as well as I could, making sure the camera captured every moment of Gavin eating another woman’s pussy.

All the while, my own vibrated with desperate lust. My black panties, part of my dominatrix outfit, were absolutely soaked in the constant sticky residue of my desire that leaked out of me.

Athena moaned loudly, and closed her eyes again. She had absolutely no inhibitions in front of the camera, and I guessed that came with the territory. Her job, well-paid is it clearly was, wasn’t for the shy. And she moaned and shivered on the couch, spreading her legs even wider as she let my husband perform his task, a task he was getting better and better at with every attempt.

I had always thought that porn was fake. But as I watched Athena with my husband, I saw that for her, at least, that wasn’t the case. Maybe she exaggerated things a little. Maybe she played it up for the camera, making her pleasure as Gavin serviced her seem even more blissful and unignorable than it was. But I could feel the sexual tension in the air. I could hear the catch in her voice as she headed toward orgasm, see the way her legs trembled on either side of my husband’s head. And for whatever reason, I wanted it. I was longing to see that orgasm almost as much as I was longing for one of my own.

My body was on fire as I stood behind the camera, just watching as Athena’s legions of horny men would later watch the same spectacle. My breath was short in my chest, and I couldn’t solely blame the tight corset that thrust my boobs high on my chest. It was this crazy situation, where I was both audience and participant, a key player in my husband’s complete sexual humiliation.

It was wild. And I couldn’t stay out of it any longer.

I stepped in front of the camera, some part of my brain wondering if Athena’s audience would be looking at my ass as I moved across the room. Standing behind Gavin, I raised a foot from the floor. I placed her boot on his shoulders, the high heel digging into his back, as I leaned forward, pushing him against Athena. And she moaned loudly, opening her bright eyes to stare up at me, her mouth forming a perfect O as those plump lips framed another long moan of ecstasy.

“Eat that pussy, loser. Show us you can do something right.”

And Athena’s laughter soon turned to another long moan of pure passion. Gavin licked even faster, and I watched his pink tongue sliding over her pussy, her creamy juices showing against her swollen lips to show what a good job he was doing. On one foot, I shifted a little to one side, trying to make sure the camera could still capture everything that was going on. But at the same time, I wanted my own enjoyment.

Athena howled. She convulsed on the white sofa as her orgasm took her, juices running out of her body to drip from my husband’s busy chin as he continued to lick her. And I was seized by a thrill of sadism. Leaning forward even further, driving my high heel even deeper into my husband’s back, I leaned over him and grabbed the remote for the shock collar that was still in Athena’s hand. Lost in her selfish orgasm, she didn’t even try to resist. She was still moaning and gasping and thrashing on the sofa as I stepped away, standing on the other side of Gavin.

And as I pressed the button of the shock collar, he cried out in pain.

Athena laughed as he pulled his head up from between her thighs, hunching again over the source of the pain I was giving him. Again, his hands strained against the cuffs, but there was no escape. On his knees, he writhed and squirmed on the floor at my feet, and I sneered down at him, holding the button down, torturing him while Athena laughed and laughed at his helpless predicament.

Stepping forward, I placed one foot on Gavin’s shaking shoulder and pushed him down onto the floor. He was still squirming and thrashing, babbling nonsense as he begged for mercy. And I finally released the button, standing over him, placing one foot on his chest to pin him down onto the floor.

Again, I dug my high heel into the skin, leaving a little red mark, but he barely seemed to notice. He was panting and gasping as he looked up at me through the holes in the mask, his mouth open, trying to regain what little composure he could hope to have.

With my husband under my feet, I looked down at his body. Still, I could see his cock swelling through the gaps in the chastity device, his desire as wild and uncontrollable and unstoppable as ever. The shock collar still hung from his balls, another tool we could use to so easily control him. And there was the key to his chastity, shining in high contrast to the dark leather of the boots I wore. That was the foot I had placed on his chest, of course, and the thrill of staring down at it and at him underneath it, completely at my mercy, was something I knew even in the moment I was never going to forget.

But the cameras were still rolling. The show still continued. Horny as I was, I was still seized by that strange desire to make this video memorable, to blow the minds of her submissive little followers, whoever and wherever they were.

But I had needs of my own.

And as I knew from experience, inhibitions melt quickly away once arousal takes control. I craved release now, craved sex, and just because Gavin wasn’t going to be allowed any didn’t mean I couldn’t treat myself.

Trying to forget about the cameras watching me, I pulled my panties down. He stared up at me breathlessly, his chest rising and falling as I lifted my boot off it. My panties fell down to the floor, and I stepped out of them carefully, standing above my husband now completely naked between the bottom of the corset and the top of the borrowed boots.

Athena was watching me too, of course. Watching me with those shiny eyes that were slightly glassy from pleasure, her cheeks burning with the rosy glow of a well-satisfied woman. There was a smile on her face, and I knew it came from more than just the orgasm Gavin had given her. She was enjoying watching me, enjoying watching what she had made in many ways, had created. Maybe Gavin and I would never have discovered this game if she hadn’t sent that key. Certainly, we would probably never have gone this far. But now we had, and there was no going back. There was no denying that this was the biggest thrill of our lives, and what I wanted, more than anything, was more of this.

I stepped forward. The sharp high heels I wore echoed loudly on the floor as I stood next to Gavin’s head, and turned. He stared up at me with a look of rapture in his eyes as I straddled him, facing his feet. Letting him see the pussy he craved, feeling the way the juices were already trickling down my inner thighs in anticipation of what was about to happen.

Then, I crouched down. I lowered myself down onto my husband’s face right there in front of the watching cameras, there in front of the tall windows, in front of the whole world as far as I was concerned. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was pleasure. Like him, in a way, I was giving in to a force greater than myself, abandoning all my reason, my restraint, my pride, chasing only that bright high of sexual pleasure.

It was magnificent.

I lowered myself down onto Gavin’s face, my knees on his shoulders as I faced his feet. And instantly, without being told, he began to lick. Just as enthusiastically and desperately as he had for Athena, he began to service my pussy, acting like exactly what he was: a sexual toy for us women to use.

Pleasure rose inside me, the blood in my veins seeming to turn into fire as he performed his task. His tongue felt like heaven as it slid easily over my lips, teasing and caressing them before sinking between them, chasing the source of the hot juices that poured out of me. And I felt my pussy contract, felt a fresh wave of those juices pouring out of me to wash my husband’s face just the way Athena’s had. He was practically drowning in this wild femininity, and I knew there was nothing he wanted more.

Seized by sexual ecstasy, I leaned forward, grabbing his caged cock in my hand. And he winced as I dug my fingernails into his poor balls, reminding him just how vulnerable he was. Reminding him, without saying it, that no matter what he did to please us, we might still make him suffer at any moment, just because we wanted to.

I still had the remote control in my hand, but for now, I barely even thought about it. As I sat back again, letting go of his manhood, my ass practically engulfed Gavin’s face, but he kept on licking in the dark underneath me. Beside me, on the sofa, Athena moved. Sitting upright, she leaned forward, and as she looked at me, I looked at her, and it felt almost like she was studying me. Studying the expressions on my face, watching the way desire let me up from inside. Maybe she was. After all, I had just watched the exact same thing happen to her.

“You’re doing amazing,” she murmured, her voice little more than a whisper. As she spoke, she leaned even further forward, her mouth almost against my ear. I guess she didn’t want the camera to pick up her directions. But as she spoke, a peal of laughter escaped my trembling lips, turning almost at once into a low moan of ecstasy. After all this excitement, my orgasm wasn’t far away. It was coming, and Gavin knew how to make my body sing with pure pleasure while he lay underneath me, reduced to nothing more than a tool.

Athena placed a hand on my shoulder. Her boots creaked as she rose to her feet, and she stepped past me and Gavin. I watched her walk away from us, her round ass rolling with every step she took in her tall boots, her latex bodysuit gleaming in the light, and I thought with another little laugh that my husband was missing a sight he would have very much enjoyed. But he kept on licking, and I kept on moaning, watching as Athena disappeared into her bedroom again.

Now it was just the two of us, and the watchful cameras. I did my best not to look at them, closing my eyes instead and letting my joy ring out in the living room. It was all been captured on film, and that scared me, but in a good way. In that thrilling, sexy way that so much of what we were doing scared me, but at the same time, lit me up her from within with ferocious fire.

I came. Even though I had been long expecting it, even though I was chasing that dizzying high, my orgasm still seemed to come to me almost as a surprise. It swept through me like fire through a dry forest, every nerve sparking and crackling into blazing life. Heedless of the cameras and the show I was putting on, I roared my bliss at the indifferent walls, making the tall windows rattle, drowning out the noise of the city beyond as if pleasure was everything, as if the space inside Athena’s apartment, tight with desperate desire, was the only real world, and everything else a pale imitation.

And I was still riding that monumental wave, still gasping and moaning with pleasure, sitting astride my husband’s face, as Athena reemerged from the bedroom.

She strode toward me, moving quickly in her clicking high heels now, and I gasped as I saw her. She hadn’t gotten any less beautiful or sexually provocative in the few minutes since she had left me alone in the living room with Gavin. But something had definitely changed. She was still wearing her sexy outfit, the gleaming latex that strategically covered parts of her body, shiny boots that matched mine on her legs. But now, something projected from between her thighs, bouncing and swaying as she walked toward me.

A cock. A big black cock that matched her outfit, that bounced up and down as she hurried toward me. I gasped, my mind racing as I wondered what she was going to do with that, as I reflected that, in some strange way, this young mistress was practically the best of both worlds. Gorgeously feminine and seductive, but now with this inarguably male appendage sticking out in front of her, ready for the kind of sexy games I could barely imagine.

In front of the cameras, she stood next to my husband. Still trapped underneath my body, he couldn’t see her. But when she placed her foot on his thigh, digging her heel into the skin right next to his caged cock, I knew he could feel it.

“Keep licking, loser,” she said. And on command, my husband started up again.

My body responded in the only way it could. My pussy, made sensitive with orgasm, fired into new life, making me moan again as my husband started to worship me again.

And Athena stepped forward. Walking toward me, she stepped over my husband, standing astride his chest, facing me. She wrapped one hand around the fake cock at its base, and up close, I could see the way it was fitted into a harness strapped around her hips. I looked up at her, another moan of bliss escaping my lips, and she smiled down at me, those dark eyes shining behind the lenses of her glasses.

“You look so hot when you sit on his face,” she said, and I laughed at her words. Slowly, she reached out toward me, running her fingers through my hair, sweeping it back from my face. The side of my face that was toward the cameras, I noticed.

“Want to suck my cock for me?” she said in that same soft voice. “Want to suck a real cock, for the first time since you married this loser?”

And I grinned up her. I couldn’t believe what she was saying and what she was suggesting, and it seemed so outrageous, so unbelievable. But then again, didn’t everything we did seem that way? Until we did it. And then it became part of the most amazing experience of my life.

I nodded. I nodded and grinned up at Athena, and she smiled down at me, stepping toward me, one hand still holding back my hair, the other directing the fake cock toward my lips.

I opened my mouth. She slid the toy inside. And I wrapped my lips around it, sucking it while I stared up at her, as though I could possibly give her pleasure that way.

And all the while, my husband lay underneath me, eating my pussy for all he was worth, unable to see what his wife was doing with our new playmate.


Making Her Husband Watch

I sucked Athena’s cock.

Nothing about that sentence really makes sense. But in the moment, everything about it seemed to. She was so sexy, so powerful, and now I felt I was really getting an insight into what made my husband tick and what attracted him so much to this woman. Apart from her phenomenal beauty, of course.

She stood over him, still in her incredible black latex outfit and tall boots, still looking every inch the sexy goddess that she was. Except now with this new addition of the obscene fake cock projecting from her pelvis, the one she was sliding slowly in and out of my mouth. And I was letting her do it.

It was the only cock I had sucked other than Gavin’s since the day I met him. And in recent times, before I became his keyholder, there had been none of that going on at home. But it’s not the kind of thing you forget how to do. And even though I knew Athena’s toy couldn’t feel anything, didn’t have the requisite nerve endings to experience the pleasure I could otherwise have given it, I sucked that cock as if she were a guy I loved, a man I really wanted to make happy. Truthfully, I sucked her cock in a way I hadn’t sucked Gavin’s in years. One way or another, we all take our partners for granted, and we get sick of doing those things for them that they love.

Certainly, I was guilty of that, just as he was. Even the times I had blown Gavin lately, before becoming his keyholder, had been more about obligation, more about doing something nice for him than they had been about raw sexual passion. But this was exactly that. This was pure passion, pure ecstasy, pure bliss. I sucked Athena’s cock like I needed it, as if nothing else in the world could make me happier in that moment.

I only wished Gavin could see.

Trapped underneath me, his masked face buried between my shaking thighs, he really couldn’t see anything. And he kept on licking as desperately as ever, his tongue sliding over my dripping pussy, making me cry out with desperate passion in a series of moans that was muffled by the hard toy Athena kept sliding in and out of my mouth. But he must be able to hear something, I thought to myself. He must be able to hear that I had something in my mouth, blocking those moans, and I wondered if he could guess what it was. I wondered what he would think if he could see his wife now, my painted lips wrapped around a cock that wasn’t his, my eyes watering as I gazed up at the woman who was doing this to me, doing this to us, driving us both into ever-deeper degradation and sexual submission and pure fantasy.

And then I remembered the cameras.

Crazy to have forgotten them, really. But so much had been going on, it pushed everything else out of my head. And remembering now that we were making this filthy movie, I felt again that flush of excitement, that delicious feeling of naughtiness I had first felt when Athena suggested we do this. But now, if anything, I felt even more nervous than I had before. The cameras were capturing all of this, capturing my unbelievable whorishness, possibly forever. That was enough to make anyone pause.

Still, a good girl doesn’t stop in the middle of a blowjob. Even if she’s blowing another woman with a fake phallus that was never going to finish. I kept sucking Athena’s cock, moving my head back-and-forth as she ran her fingers through my hair, and she stared down at me, a look of sadistic satisfaction on her beautiful face, knowing just how easily she had triumphed over my husband and, now, me.

Maybe she sensed something, a change in my attitude. Maybe not. But Athena shifted her weight on her high heels as she stood above my husband, and let go of her grip on my head. I gasped as her fake cock slid out of my mouth, the black silicone shining with my saliva like a reminder of how outrageously I had behaved, the proof of this unbelievable road that we were still on. I stared up at her in astonishment, not fully able to believe what had just happened, and she looked down at me, her dark eyes shining behind her glasses as if she was sizing me up. Probably this was an experience she had had before, I thought to myself. Probably it came with the territory. Given the way she loved to push buttons, it would be extremely surprising if I was the first person she had pushed out of her comfort zone, as if this was the first time she had ever dominated anyone. I knew that wasn’t true.

And maybe that experience helped her intuition, helped her to know that I was feeling some pretty complicated feelings while my mouth was filled with the taste of her cock.

“The cameras,” I managed to say, my voice a little choked from the raw power of the complicated feelings I was having.

Athena smiled, just a little, her hand reaching out toward me as she ran her fingers through my hair again. More reassuringly commanding, this time. At least that was how it felt to me.

“I’ll blur your face,” she said. “No one’s going to recognize you. It will detract a little bit from the visual, but that’s okay.”

“Thanks,” I gasped, and then immediately wondered why I was thanking her. The woman had just fucked my mouth on camera, and now there I was, acting grateful toward her.

Then again, if I were looking for things to make sense, I wouldn’t have been in the apartment of a beautiful young dominatrix I barely knew.

“You’re welcome,” Athena said, that smug and satisfied smile still on her face.

Nothing ever seemed to throw her off balance. Part of being a dominatrix, I supposed, and clearly something I could learn from myself, if I could master the trick. And kneeling there in front of her with her cock shining in front of me and my husband lapping away between my legs, I had the strangest mix of feelings of both domination and submission. Like I was giving into her, overwhelmed by her beauty and her dominant aura. But I was still Mistress Keeley, still my husband’s owner. The key to his chastity cage was still on its chain around my ankle, and thinking about that helped me to at least begin to feel more in control.

“You should see how beautiful you look right now,” Athena said.

Her words took me by surprise. She spoke in a soft voice, her hand continuing to stroke my head as if she were trying to soothe me with both her words and her actions, like I was some wild skittish animal that might get scared at any moment. Absurdly, it felt good. Not so much her words, but her soothing tone, her gentle actions. All right, maybe her words, too. Confidence, I had learned, was everything when it came to playing games like this. And I felt sexy and powerful, but it didn’t hurt to have someone else notice that. Especially someone as drop dead gorgeous as Athena was.

As her hand moved over my hair, still stroking, her eyes moved over my body. Nothing I knew about her, nothing in the pictures and videos I had seen, had made me think she was anything except as resolutely heterosexual as I was. But the way she was looking at me had me wondering. And honestly, the air between us was so full of sex, vibrating so strongly with desire, that anything seemed permissible. Not just permissible; desirable. She wanted me. The desire on her face was obvious, and that big fake cock stuck up from between her legs the way my husband’s would if we had given it the chance, and my heart was pounding in my chest as he continued to lick, continuing to serve me while I contemplated – what?

I knew, of course. But even in the silence of my own head, it was like I didn’t want to think about it. Didn’t want to give it a name. Didn’t want to acknowledge what I was considering, something I never would have imagined even a day earlier, let alone a month or two.

But I was considering it. And once again, events seem to take their own course, sweeping over me and pushing my weak objections aside. If I gave into this impulse, if I followed it wherever it led – and I was pretty sure by now that I knew where it was going – would that be cheating on my husband? And after what he had done to me with this woman, did that matter? Did I even owe Gavin fidelity anymore?

Besides, it wasn’t like he wouldn’t be involved, though possibly not in the way he would want.

If Athena had doubts in any way similar to mine, she didn’t show it. She was still smiling down at me, and as she held out her hand, I took it.

It was like she didn’t need to say anything, like our bodies responded to one another in just the right way, knowing exactly what to do. I moved without thinking about it, without letting myself think too much, afraid I might talk myself out of this unbelievable journey.

I rose to my feet. I kept my eyes on Athena, even though I desperately wanted to look down at Gavin. I wanted to see again that look on his face, that expression of desire and helpless submission. As much as Athena’s words and the way she looked at me made me feel like a princess, nothing made me feel sexier and more attractive than that look my husband gave me.

But I didn’t see it. My borrowed boots creaked and groaned as I stood up, and Athena’s smile never faltered, her eyes locked on me. Still without saying a word, she led me toward the sofa, just a step or two behind her. And, her movements still gentle and slow, she turned, turning me with her so that I had my back to her huge white sofa. Then, slowly, gently, she pushed me down onto it.

I let it happen, of course. Happy to let her take the lead. No longer having to decide everything like I did when I dominated Gavin at home, able to just let go and dance along with the way things were headed. I sat down on the sofa, and Athena smiled as she climbed on top of me. She leaned toward me, and it had been so long since I had been kissed by anyone other than my husband that at first I recoiled, not knowing what she was up to.

But she persisted with that sly seductive smile, and in the end, I yielded to her plan. I let her kiss me, the first lips I had felt on mine since I started dating Gavin, and I was surprised by how different it felt. Athena didn’t kiss anything like my husband did. Her lips were far softer, of course, and far fuller than his. And she kissed slowly, gently, without the aggression I sometimes felt in his caresses. But at the same time, I could feel the same burning passion, the same wild sexual energy I did when Gavin kissed me, when he really wanted me. There was no way to doubt it. Athena wanted me badly, and in the state I was in, alive with wild desire, I was absolutely ready and willing to give her what she wanted.

Her lips moved against mine, and at the same time, her hands moved over my body. And everywhere she touched struck sparks. I could feel her hands moving over my boobs, pressed high on my chest by the corset, and I felt her chuckle a little as she felt the steel boning of the garment through the satin that covered it. She was studying my body with her hands, feeling and fondling her way over me, teasing me all the while, driving me insane with desire. And I was hers to tease and fondle, to toy with however she wanted, ready to give myself up to her completely and surrender to the bliss she promised.

Her hand cupped my dripping pussy, and she lifted her lips from mine, smiling down at me. Behind her glasses, I could see the fire of lust that burned in her dark eyes, and it made me tremble almost as much as the feel of her hand against the sex my husband had just been licking. Another woman. Touching me. Caressing me. Touching the body that for so long had been Gavin’s alone, and he had been too neglectful and too absorbed in his fantasies and fetishes to appreciate it.

Athena drew her hand slowly up and down my pussy, and I let out a faint whimper of pleasure. Hearing movement beside me, I finally turned, pulling my gaze away from her with an effort.

It was Gavin, of course. Gavin, his hands still tied, had struggled to his knees beside the sofa. He was watching through the black mask that covered his face, his features obscured but his desire clear. I could see it burning in those eyes that watched my every move through the fabric mask, could see the mixture of rage and shame and jealousy that flowed through him. And that sadistic part of my psyche gave another little twist, another little throb of pleasure.

He deserved this. After what he had done to Athena and the way he had risked our marriage, he absolutely deserved this. But more than that, he wanted it, too. He didn’t need to say a word to convince me of that. I could see it in his face, even with a mask on, and besides, I knew the way his naughty little mind worked a lot better than I used to. He had preferred the dirty movies and pictures Athena produced to having real sex with me, his wife. So now, let him see exactly that in real life. Let him see what it was like to really be the audience, to be unable to do anything except watch.

Athena moved on top of me, competent and graceful as always. She placed her hands on my bare thighs, gently lifting my legs and spreading them. And I let her do it. More than that; I encouraged it.

I spread my legs wide for her, welcoming her in, and she positioned herself between them as I draped one booted foot over the back of the sofa and let the other rest on the floor. She leaned over me again, her latex bodysuit creaking, her boobs straining against the cutout window that framed them so beautifully as she lowered her head down to my chest. She kissed my breasts, burying her face in them, and then she lifted her face and turned it toward Gavin.

I looked at her, and then at him. She was smiling that evil smile, knowing she was torturing my husband. And I smiled too to look at him, kneeling there, locked cock straining against the pink chastity cage that contained it, that made him ours. His key was on the ankle I had draped across the back of the sofa, shining there as a symbol of his submission, but he wasn’t looking at that. He was looking at me and looking at her, and I found myself wondering which of us he wanted more. Which of us was he more jealous of in that moment? Her, for getting to have me? Or me, for having her?

In the end, I knew it didn’t matter. It was such a mind fuck for him, such a complete tease that it felt almost as if it might drive him completely insane. And that was what I wanted. That was what Athena wanted too, and that, ultimately, was all that mattered.

Athena shifted her weight on the sofa again. Now, she sat up on her knees, moving forward, and I gasped as I felt the hard head of her toy pressing against the entrance to my pussy. She was already well-lubricated by my saliva, and I was absolutely dripping with lust, and so there was no problem with her sliding inside.

I groaned as I felt her thick toy pushing the wet walls of my pussy apart, but it was the purest pleasure to feel her filling me and have him see every moment of it, to have him watch this betrayal that he so richly deserved after what he had done. He had lusted after this woman, neglecting me so that he could fantasize about her. Now, I was the one having sex with her, and all he could do was watch.

Athena kept pressing forward. I cried out as she buried her fake cock all the way inside me, bottoming out as her body pressed against mine. And then, she began to move. She rocked her hips back-and-forth, fucking me slowly, and my pussy tightened around her invading toy, gripping it as if it never wanted to let go.

It felt incredible. Her cock was rockhard and completely tireless, and so was she. She filled me up so perfectly, sparking pleasure all through my body, making me moan and groan, making me writhe and thrash on her spotless white couch, giving into all that intense pleasure.

But it felt even more incredible because of the situation we were in. Having my husband kneeling there, watching me, not saying a word, masked and caged and handcuffed, reduced to an object, a toy. Except no toy could ever look at me that way. No toy could ever have eyes that burned like that, with such desperation and desire, with such humiliation and lust. Having sex with Athena would’ve been incredible, no matter what. But with Gavin watching, knowing how badly he wanted this woman just like he wanted me, made it the sexiest experience of my life.

It didn’t take long before I was exploding in orgasm. My pussy throbbed around Athena’s toy, gripping it like a fist, and in response, she thrust it deeper inside me. Holding my legs, she fucked me deep, making my boobs bounce in my tight corset, making my whole body bounce on the sofa as she used it however she wished. I surrendered to her completely, giving her everything of me. Letting her take me. And she took me to heaven, that rigid cock pumping in and out of me like a piston, riding the pulsating waves of my orgasm while I moaned and thrashed and squealed in delight.

I held nothing back. The cameras were watching, and so was Gavin, and despite my earlier doubts and fears, now I found myself wanting to put on a show. Not that it was an act. It really did feel that incredible to be pounded by her. But certainly, I didn’t try to conceal my joy at what was happening, my wild and desperate pleasure. Instead, I gave it full voice, letting it burst out of me in a wild cry of sexual release.

I was trembling as Athena paused. Again, she sat back on her knees, her cock still buried inside me. But she let me recover, let me savor the waves of orgasm crashing over me, threatening to drown me in pure bliss. She just watched, and Gavin watched too, and I was the center of all attention in that room now, the heart of what was happening, and it felt incredible.

I opened my eyes, staring up at her. A smile broke across my face, and I let out a giddy burst of laughter. I had never wanted to be with another woman. But after one of the best fucks of my life, I found myself wondering why I had waited so long. Athena had pleased me as much as any partner I had ever had, more than most. If it wasn’t for the incredible sex Gavin and I had been having ever since I became his keyholder, I might have said that Athena just gave me the best sex of my life.

Maybe even including that.

And again, that sadistic, nasty, dominatrix part of myself took charge.

“Oh my God, chore boy, that was fucking amazing,” I said, turning my head to him.

Stray strands of my hair clung to my face, and I knew my cheeks were flushed with pleasure, knew that my voice was dripping with orgasm. I wanted that. I wanted him to see it and hear it and feel it, to know that what I was saying was true. To know that he was no longer the only person to satisfy me in bed.

“Oh my God, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin said, his voice hoarse as he spoke, echoing my own comments. I laughed again, and Athena laughed above me, thoroughly enjoying the scene she had created, the scene of total disgrace and humiliation for my poor submissive husband.

“What’s the matter, bitch boy? Jealous?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Gavin admitted, while Athena spluttered with laughter.

She was right to. It was funny. It was wildly sexy and unbelievably exciting, but it was funny, too, seeing him this browbeaten and henpecked, seeing him so completely dominated like this.

“Good. You should be. She just gave me the best sex of my life. She’s so hot, isn’t she? No wonder you were always jerking off to her pictures and videos.”

“Until I locked that cock away,” Athena added.

I turned back to her, and we both burst out laughing. That strange intimacy between us was even stronger now, now that she had made me cum. Still, I knew nothing about her, but it felt like I knew what I needed to know. I knew she was beautiful, and I knew she could fuck like a champion, and I knew that she still had so much to teach me about domination and submission, and I knew I wanted exactly that.

My boobs rose and fell in the corset that still held them, my breath still shallow and short, taking a long time to recover. I knew Gavin was watching them, just like he was watching every other part of my body. My flushed face and my shaking legs. And the cameras watching everything too, taking it all in, recording everything. Athena promised to blur out my face so I would remain anonymous, but after what she had just done to me, I hardly cared about that anymore. Let them see. Let them all see what true female pleasure looked like, how amazing we girls could make each other feel while tormenting the inadequate man who worshiped the ground we walk on.

Because that was the way Gavin looked as he kneeled beside the sofa, staring at her still-open mouth. Helpless and pathetic and ready to serve, desperate for even the smallest crumb of pleasure we could give him.

I groaned as Athena pulled out. She turned and sat down on the sofa heavily, tired out from her exertions. Her breasts rose and fell in the cutout window of her latex bodysuit, her provocative curves gleaming under the tight rubber that encased them so tightly, that looked like it had been painted on. And just like my husband, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. I had never wanted a woman before, and this was a completely new experience for me. But it wasn’t so much the way she looked, as beautiful as that was. It was what she had done to me, the way I knew now she could make me feel. The places she could take this wild game and drive our marriage to a place that had never been before.

Sweeping my leg down off the back of the sofa, I struggled to push myself upright with my arms, the tight corset making it a challenge. But finally, I managed it, both feet on the floor now, the key to Gavin’s chastity hanging from its little chain around my ankle, his freedom and masculinity nothing more than an ornament for my dominatrix outfit. I felt so hot in that moment, so alive with passion, and it made me greedy. It made me want more. And I thought of the video we were making, Athena’s dirty little film, the two cameras capturing everything I was doing, everything I was about to do. Why not? We might never be this free again. I might never have this much fun. Why hold anything back?

Rising up on the sofa, I moved toward Athena. She looked at me, surprise showing in her eyes behind her glasses for almost the first time. And in its own way, that felt good too, to be the one surprising her instead of the other way around.

I kneeled in front of her on the sofa, smiling down at her. I placed my hands on her shoulders, pushing her back onto the cushions.

She didn’t resist. She just smiled up at me as she lay back, her breasts rising from her chest.

And I climbed on top of her.

As I took her fake cock in my hand, gripping it by the base, I could feel the residue of my own juices. And it excited me. I could feel more of those same juices on my thighs as I spread them, climbing on top of Athena and straddling her. I teased myself with the head of the toy, groaning as I rocked my hips back-and-forth, rubbing the fake cock up and down my wet slit, reminding myself, as if I could possibly forget, just how good it had felt inside me.

Athena said nothing. She just watched, smiling, taking it all in, the mentor happy with the progress of her protégé. She actually laced her fingers behind her head, her elbows out to the sides, looking so relaxed and so confident as I climbed on top of her.

“Watch this, slave,” I said, turning to Gavin with a contemptuous sneer. “Watch how badly your wife needs this cock. Not yours. Watch how a girl fucks me better than you do.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin mumbled, seeming to operate almost on instinct, the words falling from his lips like a magic spell.

And I lowered myself down onto Athena’s cock, closing my eyes for a moment as I felt it spreading me apart again, filling me up, drawing that same pulse of wild ecstasy out of me.

With the cameras watching, with my husband watching, I rode Athena in cowgirl position, controlling the speed and the depth of the thrust, controlling everything. And there was no way to deny what Athena already knew. It felt so good to be in control.


Watching The Performance

I cried out loud as I came.

Sitting there on the sofa, straddling Athena, I felt again the wild burst of orgasm rising inside me. And as always, I held nothing back. I gave full voice to my pleasure and my ecstasy, making the room ring with it.

We were long past the point of holding back.

Athena smiled up at me, her pretty face lit up with pleasure and delight. It was all going her way, exactly how she wanted, and I knew now that she was going to have an incredibly sexy video to show to her followers. With me as the star. As I continued to sit on top of her, my pussy spasming with the aftershocks of sexual pleasure, clenching around the toy buried deep inside me, that thought gave me another. It was so naughty, so far beyond anything we had done or anything I had thought we would do. And I didn’t regret one single moment of it.

We had been going at it a long time, and even though part of me wanted to keep going forever, to live our whole lives in this dark game of pleasure and denial, I knew that wasn’t possible. Awkwardly, I climbed off Athena, gasping as her fake cock slid easily out of my ravaged pussy. As I scrambled on the sofa, made clumsy by orgasm, she sat up, pushing herself upright with her arms. The fake cock still projected from her body, shining with my juices, and as I sat down on the sofa beside her, trying to catch my breath, I looked at my husband.

He was watching us, of course. I knew he would be. And even with the mask that covered his face, I could see the shock and disbelief and desire that glowed in his eyes. Athena and I had gotten ours, treating ourselves to the intense pleasure of the wildest sex of my life. My husband, on the other hand, remained denied, craving our touch more than anything. The source of all our power. And I still had the key to his chastity on its little silver chain around my ankle, his manhood and sexuality nothing more than an ornament, a little toy for me to wear and almost forget about. Another shiver passed through me as I thought about it, the wild power I still had over him, even after everything we had done.

Athena rose to her feet. The fake cock swung from side to side with every step she took as she moved across the room toward the cameras. She switched off first one, then the other. And I let out a sigh, knowing that the show was over, at least for now.

For a while, no one said anything. What we had done was so wild, so extraordinary, that it felt as if no words could possibly do it justice. There was nothing to say. And I was no longer sure if I was still in character or not, whether I was still being the cruel dominatrix of Gavin’s wildest dreams, or whether I had changed back into being his wife again. Certainly, his cock was still locked away in chastity, and I still wore his key. Then again, that had been the state of affairs for weeks now, ever since Athena had started this crazy game by sending Gavin’s key to me in the mail.

Athena removed the cameras from the tripods. Still saying nothing, she walked across the room, her high heels thumping on the floor with every step. She disappeared into the bedroom. I waited for her to come out, half-expecting her to reappear with some new toy, some new instrument of pleasure or torture, some new twist to the game that we were playing. But she didn’t. Not for a while. And so, I turned and stared toward Gavin, smiling at my husband as he continued to look at me, on fire with desperate and unrelenting lust.

“Wow. That was amazing,” I said, giggling slightly and letting Gavin feel every syllable, wanting him to know just how sincere I was. It really had been amazing, after all. And the fact he had watched every moment of it was a big part of what made the whole experience with Athena, my first with another woman in all my life, so unbelievably erotic. But I wasn’t necessarily going to tell my husband that. Somehow, it seemed crueler and sexier and more fun to let him think it was purely because Athena had fucked me in a way he couldn’t hope to compete with.

Gavin didn’t say anything. After all, there wasn’t much he could say. He was there to serve and to witness, to be spoken to more than to speak, and he seemed to understand that very well.

I lay back on Athena’s couch, my breasts rising and falling in the tight corset I still wore, my pussy brazenly on display between the thigh-high boots she had lent me, letting Gavin take it all in. Letting him look at me like the object of desire I had become for him, like the dominant mistress of his wild and kinky dreams. If he had told me this was a kind of sex he wanted, we could’ve been doing this a long time ago. And I suspected that if we had done that, things would never have gone this far. We might have played some little bondage games. I might have dressed up for him, to look more like the kind of woman he couldn’t help but serve. Maybe, if it was something he really wanted and had asked for, I might even have locked him in chastity one day, just as Athena had.

But would we ever have played with another woman? Would we ever have allowed our kinky sex games to be caught on camera? It seemed unlikely.

And I was surprised to realize that that seemed like a shame to me now. What we had done and the fun we had had was such a wild thrill, I felt like I would be living a less fulfilling life without her. Certainly, there was no going back. We both knew that. We didn’t have to say it out loud. Whether the future involved more of the two of us playing with Princess Athena, I couldn’t say. But I did know that we were never going to go back to the way things were. The infrequent, passionless, beautiful sex we had been having was gone forever, replaced by this unbelievable thrill. And without having to ask him, I knew that Gavin didn’t want to change anything, either.

We had come such a long way in such a short space of time. And I was feeling more and more like the cruel and dominant mistress he so clearly wanted me to be, the wicked woman he dreamed of serving and worshiping like a goddess. But at the end of it all, he was still my husband, still the man I loved more than anyone else in the world. And as strange as it still seemed to me, discovering these complementary sides of each other often made me feel more in love with him than ever.

“How are you doing, chore boy?” I asked, looking him up and down as I spoke.

Still trying to stay in character, not knowing if we would carry on playing after this short break or not. Gavin’s chest rose and fell as he breathed, his eyes still staring at me through the fabric mask that obscured his features, that partly dehumanized him. It turned him into a thing, an object, a toy for us girls to use for our selfish sadistic fun. But that wasn’t the whole story. Not even close.

“Good, Mistress Keeley.”

“You don’t look good,” I said with a cruel little smirk. “But I guess for a little pervert like you, this is heaven, isn’t it? Being bossed around and bullied by two sexy women like us?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

And the tone of Gavin’s voice as he spoke let me know that he meant it. I felt such a rush of pleasure and power in that moment, such a thrill of total control over my submissive husband. He couldn’t help himself. He was too caught up in desire, too overwhelmed by all that we had done to him. And despite it all, he wanted more.

Something told me he was going to get it, too. I didn’t know what Athena was up to, isolated in her bedroom. But tired as I was, I knew I wanted more. And if she didn’t, if she was done playing with us, that was okay. Already, I had more than a few ideas of how to make my husband beg for me all over again.

But soon, Athena emerged from her bedroom again still dressed in her dominatrix gear, she strode across the room in her tall boots, and my pussy trembled as I watched Gavin’s eyes turn toward her, unable to look away from that incredible body sheathed in gleaming black latex, even though I was sitting right there in front of him, watching him. Probably it was absurd to feel even that tiny trace of jealousy that I did, after everything we had done together, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t help the way I felt, and I didn’t really want to. The powerful emotions this game created within us all were undeniably part of the thrill.

She was carrying a laptop tucked under one arm, and the other hand held a cable. I watched the light gleaming on her latex-clad body as she moved, setting the laptop down on the TV stand and connecting the machine to the TV with the cable. She turned the TV on, and tapped a few buttons on the laptop, and my heart clutched in my chest as I saw what she was doing.

It was the video we had made. There was the living room, the same huge white sofa I was sitting on now, the three of us captured by the cameras she had set up. And Athena started the video playing, then walked across the room, sitting down on the sofa next to me while Gavin continued to kneel at our feet, torn between his desire to look over his shoulder at the video playing on the screen and keep looking at the two of us while we ignored him for now.

“It’s just a rough edit,” Athena explained as she sat down beside me. “I haven’t blurred your face out yet, and I might change a couple of the shots. But I want to give you an idea of how it all looked.”

She was certainly doing that.

We all have our little insecurities, our feelings about the way we look in photographs, and even worse, in film. As I watched myself through the unforgiving eye of the camera, I felt those insecurities blooming inside me. But at the same time, I tried to watch myself with a critical eye, to put myself in the position of the kind of man who would pay Athena for content like this. A man like my husband, I supposed.

And there I was, sitting on the sofa next to her, Gavin kneeling in cuffs at my feet and licking my boots while he apologized for not being man enough to satisfy me. It was hot. I looked sexy. Part of me cringed at that level of conceit, but there was no way of getting around it, and no denying the simple truth. I looked like exactly what I had tried to look like, a dominatrix in a sexy outfit, bossing a submissive male slave around. I like the way it looked. I tried not to focus on the bits of my body I’m not super happy with, taking in my appearance as a whole, and overall, I liked what I saw. I liked the way the corset held my boobs high on my chest, the way the gleaming black boots lengthened my legs, the way my makeup brought out my features and made me look good. Of course, sitting next to a beauty like Athena, it was hard for any woman to not feel self-conscious, but honestly, I was surprised at how well I was holding my own.

“Your loser husband should probably be watching this too,” Athena said with a smile. “Let’s unlock him.”

“Oh, really?” I said, looking at her in surprise. But she smiled at me, her eyes gleaming behind her glasses, always knowing exactly what she was doing.

“Ever heard of edging?”

“No. What’s that?”

Athena patted her lap in response.

“Give me that key and I will show you.”

Smiling, I lifted my foot from the floor and swung it up into the other woman’s lap. Athena bent over my leg, her fingers finding and unfastening the clasp that held the anklet around my leg. I could see Gavin’s eyes wordlessly watching her every movement, fixated on the key that promised him freedom, of a sort, that promised him what he wanted so badly. And Athena smiled as she looked at him, teasingly dangling the key between her fingers as if he hadn’t noticed what she was doing.

“Stand up, loser.”

Athena’s words might be harsh, but her tone was soft. In fact, the way she spoke the words, it sounded almost as much of an endearment as it was an insult. Not that it mattered either way. Gavin was always going to do it, completely incapable of ignoring the command of a pretty woman.

He rose to his feet, standing in front of Athena while the video continued to play on the screen behind him. For now, I didn’t watch, focusing instead on my husband. I could see how he trembled as Athena slid the key into the lock and twisted it, her skillful hands taking the chastity device apart and setting it down on the arm of the sofa beside her. Gavin’s cock sprang out in front of him instantly, immediately hard, ready for action. And Athena looked at me, that sly smile still on her face.

Then, she wrapped her fingers around it.

Gavin groaned. As if her touch was pure heaven and pure torture all at the same time, driving him wild with a desperate desire he could do nothing about. And I felt that strange jealousy burning inside me again, watching what I had never thought to see: another woman touching my husband’s cock. Even though I just had wild sex with that same woman, I still felt that flare of jealousy. But it was delicious. I couldn’t deny that. I couldn’t deny that it made me feel alive to watch her handle him so easily, so casually, as if his body, including its most intimate areas, really was nothing more than just a thing for us to play with.

“The idea with edging is to get him really, really close to orgasm, without letting him go over,” Athena said.

Those dark eyes were fixed on me now, the smile still on her face, and her hand continued to move on Gavin’s cock, sliding slowly up and down his rigid shaft. He was trembling with desire already, his eyelids fluttering in the holes of the mask, the cuffs still holding his hands behind his back even as he struggled. As if he couldn’t help himself, he moved, shifting his weight from foot to foot, thrusting his hips forward. But she knew just what she was doing, lessening the pressure whenever he tried to get more of it. After all, it wasn’t exactly rocket science.

“You know his body better than I do,” Athena said. “You should edge him. Jerk him off while he watches his own humiliation.”

I spluttered with laughter, but like most of Athena’s ideas, this one made its own kind of sense. Another extension of our power games, another expression of our total control over this poor man. And I reminded myself again that this was exactly what my husband had wanted, exactly what he had paid Athena for back before she turned the ferocious power of a chastity keyholder over to me.

“Come here, Gavin.”

I spoke just as softly as Athena had, knowing that a command had even more power when it didn’t need to be yelled. Athena sat back on the sofa, smiling smugly as she lifted her hand away, and Gavin’s cock swayed with every step he took as he shuffled toward me.

“Turn around,” I said.

He did. Gavin turned to face the TV, and I couldn’t resist slapping his ass, hard enough to leave a red mark from my hand while Athena laughed again. But as I closed my hand around my husband’s cock, he barely seemed to notice the hit I had given him. Instead, he groaned with desperate desire, his whole body responding to my long-awaited touch, absolutely desperate for whatever I would give him.

“Look at that, chore boy,” I said, my eyes on the screen in front of me. So were his, locked onto the insane spectacle of what we had done together. “Look at you eating her pussy like a good boy.”

He was. There on the screen, my husband was kneeling in front of the sofa, his masked face buried between Athena’s thighs. And she was holding nothing back whatsoever. Her moans of pleasure radiated out from the TV speakers, and I kept stroking my husband’s cock as I sneaked glances at her sitting beside me on the sofa, smiling. She smiled back at me before her own eyes returned to the screen.

It was hard to explain, but there was something so hot about watching ourselves like this. As if it wasn’t really us on the screen, but others, living this wild and kinky life. Except it was us, and seeing the crazy things we had done from the outside like this made it seem even more mind-blowing. My breasts rose and fell in my corset as I breathed, my pussy still wet between my legs, my desire vibrating inside me the way it had been all day. We had only just arrived at Athena’s, and already, we had had the most amazing sex of our lives, and those two cameras captured it all for posterity.

Athena had edited the footage together so the viewpoint switched from one camera to the other, depending which gave the best view. I had to admit, she clearly knew what she was doing. This wasn’t her first time putting together a video, as I knew from her social media feeds.

I watched the screen as I pressed the remote of the shock collar, making my husband jump on TV. Beside me, he winced, but I felt his manhood surged in my hand. Athena was right; I did know how his body reacted, and I knew how close he was getting, and it only added to my own excitement.

Inspired by the TV, I reached out and picked up the shock collar remote from where it sat on the coffee table. At the same time, I let go of Gavin’s cock. It pulsed in the empty air, and he groaned in despair, his legs trembling, his cock throbbing as if it could possibly find the friction it needed to take him to orgasm without my hand there to allow it.

Athena laughed as I shocked Gavin’s balls, and he cried out in pain, squeezing his thighs together as if he could protect himself. I didn’t keep the button held down for long; I was making a point more than I was really trying to hurt him. But it served to pull him back from the edge of orgasm, his cock still rock hard and throbbing, but no longer ready to explode.

After a moment, I wrapped my hand around it again. I could feel Gavin’s eyes on me, knowing I held the remote control to the shock collar in my other hand. Knowing that I could deal out pleasure or pain with either hand, however I felt like doing it. And I felt again that wild surge of power, that thrill of pleasure to know that I could do whatever I wanted with my husband, that I could treat his body like my personal toy.

On the screen, Gavin was now lying down on the floor of the living room in front of the sofa, and I was climbing on top of his face. Watching myself, I felt almost jealous of the version of me on the screen, getting that wild pleasure from Gavin’s mouth. I listened to myself moaning, watched myself shivering with pleasure, and my pussy convulsed with jealousy as I continued to stroke my husband’s cock. For a moment, I thought of ordering him to his knees again, having him service me all over again right there and then while I watched him do the same thing on the screen of Athena’s TV. But I decided not to. For now, for once, I was focused on his pleasure, focused on teasing and denying him and driving him crazy with desperate lust.

Once again, he was moaning and breathing rapidly, almost hopping on the spot. His lips moved in the hole of the mask, and I waited for him to say something, but he didn’t. He just stood there, his eyes on the screen, trembling and moaning as I tormented him.

I knew he was getting close again. The touch of my hand and the images on screen were doing their job, driving him crazy with desire. He was a trembling, shivering mess, and it was all thanks to me, and I loved knowing that. I loved doing this to him, loved the power it sent flowing through me, and as I felt his cock throb with that same desperation I knew so well, and I knew exactly what to do.

I took my hand away, and at the same time, I gave Gavin another painful shock. And the cry he made was so delicious, a cry of desperation and frustrated lust and of physical pain. Honestly, I didn’t know which was worse for him, and that was part of the thrill, knowing I could make my husband suffer in any way I wanted. And when I did, he would only love me more for it.

Sitting beside me on the sofa, Athena laughed. She was enjoying the spectacle too. She had seen just how far I’d come, just how much I had learned from her, and part of me wanted her to be impressed. I wanted to show both her and my husband that I could be just as powerful and dominant as she was, just as sexy, just as exciting.

On the screen, I was now sucking Athena’s fake cock. And my husband watched, wide-eyed, witnessing what he hadn’t been able to see at the time. Watching me suck her cock like my life depended on it, sucking her in a way I hadn’t sucked him in years, if ever. I looked like such an unbelievable slut there on the big screen, and I loved it. I had never thought that I had an exhibitionist streak, but clearly, it was in there somewhere, buried inside me and only brought out by this wild adventure.

I let Gavin calm down a little, denying him my touch, and then, again, I started stroking him as he continued to watch me betray him on video.

“Please, Mistress Keeley,” he babbled, shifting his weight restlessly from one foot to the other. “Please let me cum, please!”

I laughed at his words, and Athena laughed too, the two of us grinning at each other for a moment before I turned my attention back to him.

“You think you deserve that, loser?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress,” Gavin said carefully, his lust-addled mind still able to process the fact that he was at our mercy, wanting not to say anything that might annoy us. He knew he had to be careful, and that his release was, quite literally, in my hands.

“I just… This is so hot, and you’re both so sexy, and I can’t take it anymore!”

“Aww, poor little chore boy,” I said condescendingly, sticking out my lower lip in a mocking pout as I looked up at him. And all the time, I kept stroking, kept toying with that dick in my hands, making him breathless with dizzy desire, making him weaker and weaker all the time.

“Why would I want to do a thing like that?” I said. “You’re so much more obedient when you’re horny, and I’m having way too much fun bossing you around and turning you into my slave.”

“Oh my God,” Gavin said, trembling and shaking as his desire overwhelmed him once again. And I kept stroking, watching him closely, studying his reaction. Again, he was getting close, and I had the remote control of the shock collar in my hand, and I knew I could stop him if I wanted to.

But maybe I was feeling merciful. Or maybe I just really wanted to make my husband cum. Although it was so much fun being in charge, so much fun having him so desperately horny for me, there was always that part of me that wanted to give him pleasure.

While I continued to stroke Gavin, I looked over toward Athena. She looked at me, smiling. She didn’t say anything. It wasn’t really her place to decide. Now, it was up to me.

I turned my attention back to him. He was gasping and trembling, his face contorted under the mask he still wore, that protected his identity on the video we were watching. He had done everything we wanted. He had submitted to us both completely. He had let us film his total humiliation. Preserving his shame forever. It was so sexy, I could hardly stand it.

I kept stroking. I kept giving my husband pleasure, playing with his cock and making him moan and gasp. This time, I didn’t shock him. This time, I didn’t stop.

And soon, he exploded.

He let out a wild cry as his surging body launched his cum out into the air of the living room, splattering all over Athena’s floor. She pressed her hand to her open mouth, feigning surprise that I didn’t think was entirely genuine. After all, she was hardly naïve. And I kept stroking Gavin’s surging cock until I was sure I had drained him of every drop of cum, leaving him trembling and gasping with the afterglow of pleasure.

While he tried to recover himself, I turned back to Athena.

“You know what? Don’t even worry about blurring out my face. I don’t even care anymore.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. So I dominate my husband, so what? I’m not ashamed of that, even if he is. And let’s face it. He probably should be.”

Athena laughed at that, and I smiled too. There was no denying it. Thanks in large part to Athena, I felt like I had finally become a fully fledged dominatrix, and it felt fantastic.


Back In Captivity

How many milestones can one girl hit in a lifetime?

I had no idea. Recently, it felt like I was hitting all of them at once.

Just a few short weeks ago, I had never had kinky sex. Not really, anyway. Nothing like the wild world Gavin and Athena had inducted me into.

But now, it was taking over our lives. It was changing everything about the way we behaved and the way we related to each other, the way we went through our days, trying to live an ordinary life but knowing all the time that we had this wild secret, this crazy hidden truth.

Now, there was evidence of it.

Our weekend with Athena had come to an end – eventually. Gavin had spent the whole time, more or less, locked in chastity, desperately turned on by our constant teasing, worshiping and serving us. Groveling at our feet, worshiping the ground we walked on, and basically doing whatever we told him to do without question and without arguments. It was amazing. For both of us.

I wanted my husband to be a strong masculine man, but at the same time, I wanted to have this wild sexual power over him. And truthfully, I had learned that the two ideas were not incompatible. As Athena argued and as I was coming to learn for myself, it took strength for Gavin to submit to me. It took courage for him to even admit that this was what he wanted. In fact, that was courage he hadn’t been able to muster for himself, until Athena forced his hand. But now, everything was out in the open, and now, I knew what got my husband going. And I was learning, with each day that passed, it seemed, what got me going, too. Learning that it wasn’t what I used to think it was that turned me on. It was much darker and more thrilling than that.

We teased my husband. We belittled and humiliated him. We had him pleasure us, over and over again, with his hands, with his mouth, with Athena’s incredible selection of toys. And we pleasured each other, too. We turned my husband into the helpless witness of my very first same-sex relationship, tormenting him with the pleasure we were giving ourselves and not allowing him to participate in.

And we did let him cum, once or twice. Only when we were convinced he had earned it, of course. Only when he had proved his devotion and his submission to us over and over again and demonstrated that he knew his place, which more often than not, was kneeling at our feet, begging for release.

We took some breaks. We had to. Even a goddess like Princess Athena can’t be on all the time, and I certainly couldn’t. We had to eat. We had to shower. But it was never long before sex began to creep into everything once again, pulling us all back into this wild dark world of excitement and ecstasy.

When it was finally time to go home, I was exhausted. And I knew that Gavin was too. I could see it in his face, and every line of his body, the way he moved as he got dressed, as he carried my suitcase to the door of Athena’s apartment.

She drove us to the airport. I was taken a little by surprise when she embraced him, and from the look on his face, he seemed to be too. She had spent all weekend being so cruel, so merciless, so mocking and insulting. But it was, after all, a kind of act. An act that butted up against reality more often than not, but an act all the same. I hugged her too, and again, she took me by surprise, but only a little, when she pressed her lips against mine and kissed me right there in front of everyone.

I could feel people looking at us, and my cheeks colored with the reminder of how many boundaries we had crossed that weekend, but as usual, Athena didn’t seem to care. And as always, I told myself I shouldn’t either, that I should be more like this younger woman and embrace my sexual desires in all their freaky glory. You only live once, she had reminded me earlier that weekend. Life is too short to deny yourself that kind of intense pleasure.

Gavin and I rode the plane home, not saying much to each other. I never can sleep on planes, but if I ever came close, this was the time. It was like a spell had broken, and we were transformed back into what we had always been, a regular, normal couple taking a flight together, no one that anyone would look at twice. Only we knew the truth.

Sitting down on the plane, tired as I was, I looked at the boots I was wearing, boots I had had my husband worship, and I felt again a faint, sluggish, yet noticeable surge of desire. Things between Gavin and I were never going to be the same. But that had been the case from the moment I got that key in the mail. And instead of torpedoing our marriage like it might have, it had brought us closer together. Now, the secret that we shared had become part of us, part of our marriage, like an iron bolt that pulled us both together as we kept on turning the screw.

But there was no more kinky sex that day. Even though lately, I had been feeling as if it were a kind of drug, and addiction I couldn’t shake, and the more of it I got, the more I wanted. I knew that Gavin felt the same. He had never desired me like he did now, never been obsessed with my body the way he was now that he couldn’t have it whenever he wanted it. But we had our limits.

So we went home. We went back to our suburban home and our suburban lives, and we didn’t even talk about what had happened with Athena and the two of us. It felt like there was nothing to say. We had both been there.

Tired, we watched TV and ordered takeout, sitting on the sofa together. And it was nice. It was like old times. Before his chastity fetish, before our sex life took its unfortunate downtown. Like back when we were first married, or even before that, when spending time together was enough for us to be happy.

Despite all the thrilling adventures we had had, maybe that was the best part of all of this.

Still, it couldn’t last. We wanted each other too badly for that. And if the images of the things we had done over the weekend with each other and with Athena were still vibrating in my mind, I knew they would be even more vivid in his.

Gavin sat close to me on the sofa, his body pressed against mine. I rested my head on his shoulder, feeling his chest rise and fall as he breathed. And when he put a hand on my thigh, letting me feel its weight through my jeans, I smiled. I knew straightaway what he was up to. I was tired and worn out, and my pussy felt as if I had spent the weekend with an army division, but still, I was feeling that excitement again.

Gavin’s hand crept higher. And I barely moved, not saying anything. It’s fun to be in charge, but as Athena had reminded me, it’s also fun to sometimes just let things happen. To be the object of another person’s desire, an instrument of their pleasure, and to be happy with just that.

I wondered if Gavin even noticed how subtly I parted my legs.

His hand moved higher still, and we were both still looking at the TV, but now, neither of us was really watching it. I felt his hand against my pussy, through the fabric of the clothes I was wearing, and as always, it sent that delicious little tremor through me. I could feel my body responding, the well-worn pathways of desire lighting up again. Maybe he was right to make the most of this temporary freedom. Athena had released him from his borrowed chastity cage right before we left her apartment, and I had not locked him back up in the regular device he usually wore. Not yet, anyway.

There was a smile on his handsome face as he finally turned toward me, and he found an echo in my expression too. He shifted on the sofa, wrapping his arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer to him. I tipped my smiling face up toward him, and he lowered his head down to me, kissing me with tender passion. So different from how he groveled and begged and worshiped when I was in full mistress mode. But for me at least, no less exciting.

His hand moved more forcefully between my thighs now, rubbing rhythmically against my pussy. And I let him feel my smile against his lips, let him feel the little puff of air that escaped my mouth as I sighed, just softly. And at the same time, my hand found his leg and began a quick journey upward, finding the bulge of his cock inside his own jeans, the undeniable proof of the powerful effect I was having on the man I loved.

His cock was rock hard. These days, it seemed tireless, taking advantage of any opportunity to harden when it wasn’t locked in a cage. And predictably, that thought only made me more excited, a slow but steady wetness creeping out from between my legs to remind me what a dirty girl I had become.

My fingers found the zipper of his pants, the front of his belt. And I unfastened his clothing without looking, knowing just what I was doing. He did the same thing for me at the same time, drawing down the zipper of my pants and exposing the front of my panties that were already getting damp with my free-flowing juices. We just couldn’t keep our hands off each other. We were like a couple of horny teenagers, completely addicted to the pleasure we could give each other, and I knew I had Athena to thank for that, but for once, I wasn’t really thinking about her. For the first time in days, the two of us were alone together, and for the first time in what felt like a very long time, we were having sex like normal people.

Gavin’s fingers slid under the waistband of my panties, finding the soft and swollen lips that showed my clear excitement. And I reached into his underwear, marveling at the hardness of his tireless cock, the desire for me that never seemed to sleep these days. Our voices merged as we moaned together, our lips still pressed against each other, hungry for all the contact we could get. Hungry for what we both knew would come next, those tight explosions of sexual bliss that we just couldn’t get enough of lately.

“Let’s go to bed,” I said, lifting my lips from his.

And Gavin nodded, grinning like a schoolboy, as if he hadn’t been expecting me to say exactly that. As if there was ever any doubt. I supposed there probably was, given the way I had been treating him lately. But for now, I wasn’t his mistress. I was his wife, and I wanted nothing more than to have sex with my husband.

Gavin rose to his feet. He took both of my hands in his, and I pulled myself upright. I stepped past him, and he wrapped his arms around me, his hands on my hips as he followed me down the hallway toward our bedroom. It had been the scene of such wild adventures lately, enough to make what we were doing now seem pedestrian, and yet somehow, it didn’t. Somehow, it was just as exciting to have regular marital sex with Gavin as it was to be Mistress Keeley in corset and boots, denying him pleasure and demanding my own.

Maybe this was a new kink I had discovered, I thought to myself with a kind of inner laughter. Given the kind of sex we had been having lately, just being normal felt like the most deviant thing we could possibly do.

Gavin released his hold on my hips as I stood in front of the bed. He took hold of my T-shirt, lifting it over my head, and I raised my arms to help him until he pulled it off completely. Then, like he usually did, he took my breasts in his hands, lowering his head to kiss them, burying his face in the soft flesh while his thumbs teased me through the fabric of my bra. I reached out and took hold of his cock, stroking it slowly from base to tip, feeling the life that boiled inside him, feeling the wild desire that was driving him forward.

He unfastened my bra, sliding it off my shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. As he wrapped his lips around one of my nipples, sucking and gently squeezing, I pushed down his jeans and his boxer shorts, his clothing falling to the ground. While he stepped out of them and kicked them aside, I pulled his T-shirt off over his head until I had my husband standing naked in front of me, his cock erect and hungry for me. And Gavin didn’t hesitate to pull down my jeans and my panties too, stripping me right there in the bedroom until I was just as naked as him.

Then, he stepped closer to me. The head of his cock brushed against my thigh as he pushed me down onto the mattress, and as I fell back willingly, he climbed on top of me.

I gazed up at him, reaching up to run my fingers through his hair. My eyes danced over his face, studying that expression of pure desire that I loved so much. We had missed so much, wasted so many months not doing what we both wanted so badly, both of us hurt by the other’s indifference, neither of us guessing the fiery lust that lay beneath, waiting to be activated. I knew it didn’t help to think about that, that those times were over, and that we were now onto something far better. But there were times when I couldn’t help it. And maybe all that wasted time made the moment even more magical. Maybe it helped me better appreciate what I had, knowing that I had almost lost it for good.

But it didn’t matter. And if Gavin had any thoughts in his head other than how badly he wanted this, they didn’t show on his handsome, smiling face. He positioned himself on top of me, lowering his face down to mine, kissing me again to send sparks of desire scattering through every synapse of my brain. As I parted my legs, bending my knees and raising them on either side of him, I gasped as I felt the head of his cock pressing against the entrance to my pussy.

I was so wet, so ready, it was barely believable. And Gavin reached down with one hand, feeding his cock inside me, and no matter how many times I had felt exactly that, I felt that expected and pure bliss all over again. Gavin filled me up as he slid his cock inside, his length and girth causing my pussy to expand to take it all in, and my wetness made it feel so smooth, so comfortable, so natural, that in no time at all, we were both gasping with pleasure.

Gavin kissed me again, and again. He showered me with kisses, his tongue sliding over mine as he pushed it between my lips. And he didn’t stop there. He kissed my face, my neck, my shoulders, arching his back so that he could move down and play with my boobs some more, then making his way back up. As our lips met again with that same electric charge, I felt like the most desired woman in the world. He couldn’t keep himself off me, and for once, it was just little old me. No costumes, no acting. One thing I had learned as we played with Athena was that being a dominatrix requires a huge amount of self-confidence, but it also brings some doubt with it. At least when you play with a long-term partner like I was with my husband. It was okay for her with her army of slaves, men she simply used for her own pleasure and financial comfort. She didn’t love them. But I loved Gavin, and I wanted him to love me, not the mistress he had witnessed me become. Sometimes, in among the games and the props, I felt like I was in danger of getting lost.

But not now., And it felt like it was about me as a person, not me as the sexy mistress he wanted me to be. For me, that only made it hotter.

In no time at all, I was moaning and groaning underneath him. And that desperate cock kept sliding in and out of me, making me tremble, making me moan. He was moaning too, and I could feel his hot breath in the hollow of my neck as he lay on top of me.

He picked up the pace. And soon, our bodies found a rhythm, my pussy pulsating as it squeezed his cock tight, hungry for more. Gavin kept moving on top of me, kept fucking me, sliding that cock in and out of me. And as I gripped his shoulders, as I moaned my bliss at the ceiling, I knew my husband was getting close. Every movement of his body, every breath he made reinforced that conclusion. His rhythm started to get erratic, even though I silently pleaded with him to keep it going just the same. Because I was getting close too. As our bodies rocked together, I could feel my orgasm rising within me like a volcano climbing up toward the light from the ocean floor, and all I wanted was that sweet surrender.

I got what I wanted.

Gavin was holding back. I could tell. Yes, he had had a couple of orgasms over the weekend, but given everything he had witnessed between me and Athena, given everything we made him do, that was never going to be enough. And yet he held onto his own pleasure, fighting against his body and his natural reactions, eager to make me cum first. It was smart, I knew, given that he was the chastity slave of Mistress Keeley, and his sexual pleasure depended on making me happy. But at the same time, in that moment, it also felt kind of sweet. Another token of his love, another expression of the powerful feelings we had for one another that all this deviant sex only made stronger.

My fingernails dug into Gavin’s shoulders as I clung on to him. I wrapped my legs around his hips, almost hanging off him, thrusting my own hips forward to take him deep inside, to feel him all the way inside me, as deep as he would go. And my pussy grasped his manhood as if I was claiming my territory, taking what was mine with a wild yell of passion. Orgasm swept over me once again, another pleasure in a weekend that had been absolutely packed with them, and not one of them was wasted. That orgasm, lying there in our bed underneath my husband like we had done so many times before, before we knew each other the way we did now, was still the most unbelievable thrill. It was still the purest pleasure, no matter what else had happened between us.

I was still moaning with orgasm, still clinging tight to Gavin and riding that incredible wave, when he finally let himself go. He had only been waiting for that, only waiting for the obvious sign of my ecstasy. And when it came, so did he.

I moaned loudly again as I felt the hot explosion of his cum inside me, blasting into me with one wild throb after another. Claiming me, in a way, after everything I had put him through. Staking his territory deep in my body the way he had been dying to for so long, the way I rarely allowed him now. I had been his Mistress, and I knew I would be again, just as soon as I wanted to. But as I released my grip on him, as I lay back gasping on the bed, I savored these other, more tender feelings, the ones I always used to feel back when we were husband and wife instead of mistress and slave.

It was nice.

Gavin breathed heavily, lying on top of me, his face buried against my shoulder. And then, he pushed himself away. His cock slid easily out of me, making us both gasp and groan for a moment again. And then we lay side-by-side, naked, our bodies cooling as we climbed down from the peak of pleasure we had brought each other to.

He kissed me, more tenderly this time, and I kissed him back. Both of us flooded with those powerful bonding hormones that follow a good fuck, both of us feeling closer to each other, emotionally naked in front of each other as well as physically. When we played, there wasn’t much room for this kind of tenderness. Another thing I missed sometimes. And of course I wouldn’t trade Gavin for the world, and of course our relationship in its new form fulfilled me more than any other in my life had ever done. But sometimes, here and there, I envied Princess Athena and her army of slaves. For her, it was simple. It was just about sex, about pleasure, about power and money and all those pleasures that went hand-in-hand with being a Mistress. She didn’t have to love her slave like I did.

But of course, lying there beside this amazing man who had finally revealed these hidden depths to me, I didn’t regret one thing.

With effort, Gavin tore himself away from me and sat up. I watched, smiling sweetly, as his naked body walked toward the open door of the bedroom, disappearing down the hallway. I heard him going to the bathroom, heard the toilet flush.

I needed to clean myself up, too. But after the sexiest weekend of my life, after having one orgasm stacked on top of another until I completely lost count, I felt like I could barely summon the energy.

And as I lay there, my mind a vacant space filled with pleasure and only the vaguest memories and thoughts about everything we had done, my eyes wandered around the bedroom. And they found Gavin’s steel chastity device, sitting on the bedroom dresser where I had left it.

I smiled at the sight of it, as if I were greeting an old friend. I thought of how Athena had locked him away in a little pink device that humiliated him even more than just being locked away and in the control of women. I thought about his taste for humiliation, how he got off on not having a choice about what happened to him, how he loved to be nothing more than a toy for my pleasure, a tool for me to use to get off.

Not for the first time, I wondered how I had ever gotten so lucky.

Gavin was still in the bathroom as I sat up and climbed out of bed. I picked up the chastity device, feeling its weight in my hands and idly wondering what it felt like to wear that thing all day. It wasn’t the weight that bothered my husband, I knew. It was the tight constriction of it, his inability to get an erection while wearing it, and the fact that his sexual pleasure relied solely on me. Just holding it in my hand, thinking about it, was enough to get me going again.

But I had to control myself if I wanted to control my husband. And I did. I simply couldn’t get enough of this game we were playing, of this new life we had.

When Gavin came back from the bathroom, that’s how he found me. Sitting on the bed, still completely naked, my skin glowing from the sex we had just had, with his chastity device open in my hand.

He saw it right away. His eyes moved over my body, as if taking inventory, soon stopping on the toy I held.

He wasn’t smiling anymore. Instead, he had that familiar expression on his face, that kind of wide-eyed wonder, that fear mixed with desire that I was coming to think of more and more as my husband’s slave face. The way he looked when we both knew he was about to give in.

“Time to get you locked away again, chore boy,” I said with an evil smile. “There’s lots of other ways you can serve me. I need to clean up after what you just did to me. And then, my bag needs to be unpacked, and my clothes washed. Don’t get lazy just because I finally let you cum.”

Gavin practically trembled as I spoke. I knew he couldn’t get enough of this kind of talk, couldn’t contain his excitement when I spoke to him like this, like he really was my property, nothing more than a humble servant whose only role in life was to make mine easier. It was a game, but it was reality, too. I really did make him serve me. He really did worship me. I really was his Mistress, and when I locked device on his cock, I really did own it, and him.

Gavin hesitated. I expected that he would. He always did when it was time to go back into the cage, and to me, that was all part of the fun. Because part of him still wanted to resist. Even after what I knew had to be the most amazing and sexually fulfilling weekend of his life, part of him wanted to say no. To reclaim his manhood and masculinity, to refuse to be my little slave anymore.

But I knew, maybe better than he did, that he would never do it. In the end, he was even more addicted to this than I was.

And finally, he stepped forward. Gavin stood in front of me, and I shifted on the bed, leaning closer to him. His cock was flaccid now, hanging down between his legs, but I knew I had to work quickly before his excitement got the better of him again. Carefully, I fed his balls through the ring that formed the base of the device, then slid it down over his cock. Then I guided his shaft into the metal tube, clicking the whole thing back together. He just stood with his hands by his sides, not putting up even a hint of a struggle as I took away his sexual power once again.

“There,” I said with a happy little smile, affectionately patting his caged member at the same time. “All locked up nice and snug again. Now, come on. Let’s get me cleaned up.”


Keeley’s Admirer

“That was in Amalfi.”

“Looks amazing,” I murmured as I stared down at the screen Simone held out in front of me.

It did, to be honest. Crystal clear blue waters, towering mountains, and a beautiful little Italian town sitting in a cleft of the rock, looking both ancient and fragile, like a tiny little jewel in its magnificent surrounding.

Simone had just got back from two weeks in Europe, and I had asked to see her photos. We never traveled like that. Of course, I had only just had a holiday of a kind, getting on a plane and going to visit Princess Athena, to learn new ways to dominate and humiliate my submissive husband. It’s not like I’m complaining. It’s just that everything you do in life comes at some cost, and you can’t possibly be and do everything you might want to. It’s not that I was jealous of Simone. I was happy for her and her husband, happy that they had been able to take the trip of a lifetime and see places I never had.

Still, sometimes, it’s enough to get you thinking.

“There’s these too,” she said, swiping on the phone to show me another view of the seaside town. I made appreciative noises, admiring her photos while she told me about the food, the sunshine, the history and beauty of it all.

And then, I went back to work.

We all do what we have to do. Life turns out the way it turns out, not necessarily the way we expected or planned it would. My job was okay, I supposed. It had its stresses and its annoyances like anything else, but I liked the people I worked with. The pay was decent, but I knew that Simone, who made the same amount of money as I did, had to save for a long time for her Italian trip. She had had to rely on her husband’s income more than her own, even then.

As far as money went, we were doing better than ever now that Gavin wasn’t spending a small fortune on an online dominatrix. All that money he used to send to Princess Athena for photos and videos was now piling up in our bank account, another unexpected benefit of this new lifestyle we were leading. I hadn’t really thought about what we might do with it. Now, Simone had me wondering.

But in fairness, it wasn’t just her. It wasn’t even mostly her. In fact, the photos of her trip and stories of the great time she had had were only pouring fuel on the fire that had sparked a few days earlier.

I didn’t know what to tell Gavin. And I knew that the longer I left it, the worse it could potentially be. I was also fully aware, of course, that he had kept his little online fling with Athena completely secret from me for months, and might never have told me if she hadn’t revealed it to me. But I wasn’t looking for revenge; quite the opposite. Secrets had almost destroyed our marriage once already, and I knew I couldn’t let the same thing happen again.

But at the same time, I had to make up my own mind before I spoke to him. I had to get clear in my own head what I wanted. And right at that moment, nothing seemed more difficult than that.

It was Athena who texted me. She sent me a message through the app I used to use to keep tabs on her, looking at her pictures, watching her videos, wishing I could be as beautiful and sexy and confident a dominatrix as she was. I had learned a lot in a short time, but I was still an amateur, while she was unquestionably a professional.

Still, lately it felt like that gap was shrinking. Especially because, unbelievably, there was now a video of me dominating my husband online.

I still had reservations about that, of course. Athena had again offered to blur out my face. Gavin’s identity was protected by the mask she had made him wear, but I was right there on camera, dressed in corset and boots, having sex with a woman and making my husband grovel and beg for even the slightest bit of my attention.

What if someone saw it? What one of my coworkers stumbled across it, or friend? How would I ever live it down?

But still, I hadn’t told Athena to blur my face and hide my identity. I had let her put the video out exactly as it was. The chances of anyone I knew coming across it were very remote, I knew, and really, the only way it would happen was if they were into those kinds of games themselves, in which case they could hardly judge me and Gavin for playing the way we did.

But I knew that wasn’t the whole story. There was something else going on, something wilder and darker than that. There was some part of me that wanted this. Some part of me that got off on knowing that my secret was out there in some form. Gavin, I knew, was ashamed of his desires, and that was part of what made them even sexier for him. But I wasn’t ashamed of being a Mistress.

Sometimes I thought about it, especially when I was at work or doing something else mundane, and it sent such an amazing thrill through me, reminding me that my life was about more than just making money and spending it. Having this little secret from the world was such a thrill, and I guess part of me wanted people to know. Maybe not people who knew me personally. But to have strangers look at me and know that I could take charge of a man, could use his body for my pleasure? That excited me.

I thought about it from time to time, as the days passed after Athena published the video. I had seen clips of it pop up on her social media feeds, with the full version reserved for subscribers to her website. I thought about them sometimes, about them watching me, looking at my body, watching me have sex. It never failed to make me wet. I couldn’t help it. I knew I probably shouldn’t, but I also knew what a thrill it could be to do things outside our comfort zones. It had never steered me wrong yet.

So the video was out there, and there I was, dressed up like a dominatrix, performing every part of that role to the best of my ability while my masked husband became a slave of both me and his former Princess. After a few days of the video being online, Athena had sent me some screenshots of the comments and messages she was receiving from her loyal online slaves. They loved her, of course. They loved watching her boss Gavin around, watching her take control of him and of me, watching her be the gorgeous, glamorous mistress they paid her to be.

But also, a lot of the comments were about me.

“They love you,” Athena had texted, and going by the comments she had shared with me, she was right.

Who’s the redhead?

OMG!!!

please Mistress I want to be your slave

if your husband can’t satisfy you, I would do everything to give you the pleasure you deserve.

It was just strangers online, of course, so I knew to take it with a pinch of salt. Still, I was having a hard time not letting it go to my head. For Athena, this was another day at the office, but for me, this was so far outside the realm of anything I had ever experienced before.

Yes, I’ve had admirers in the past, but never anything like this. Some of the things they said were unreal. These men were ready to prostrate themselves before me, to give me anything, to grovel at my feet and worship me just like Gavin did, just the slightest from of my attention.

I knew what Athena did for a living. I knew how these men felt about her, how they treated her. My husband included, once upon a time. Still, nothing I knew about it had truly prepared me for how it felt to experience it for myself. Not just to be wanted, but to me outright worshiped by men who knew nothing about me except the way I looked on camera.

There was that secret life again, burning inside me like a glowing coal, giving a richer cast of light and shadow to my mundane days, reminding me that no matter what it sometimes looked like, it was truly a dark and thrilling world.

Sharing all this with Gavin seemed unnecessary. Probably I would show him the video again. After all, I found myself wanting to see it again, wanting to relive the wild weekend we had spent in Athena’s luxurious apartment. When I did, I knew I would need some help from him. I would need his mouth between my legs, lapping away at my pussy, pleasuring me while I denied him pleasure of his own, while I cruelly mocked him for being my little bitch. That sounded to me like ideal way to spend a weekend. And I knew Gavin wouldn’t disagree. He never did.

That wasn’t the issue.

The issue was the messages from Athena that had followed the others.

This guy’s a whale, she said, sharing with me a screenshot of a comment she had received about me.

How did you find a mistress as gorgeous as you, Princess? he wrote. She’s amazing. I can’t find her anywhere online; does she have an account I can follow? I would be happy to be her online slave as well as yours.

All perfectly spelled and grammatically correct, as if he had taken real time and put real thought into what he was saying.

He’s spent hundreds of dollars a month on me, Athena added. Thousands, sometimes. Something to think about.

And as I read her texts, a warm glow of excitement spread through my body, rising from between my legs, but I pushed it aside. I could hardly claim to be a good girl or a traditional wife anymore with any shred of honesty, but I still had lines, had set boundaries of my own. Gavin was the man I loved, and I loved him even more now that he was so submissive to me, his cock locked away in chastity, his whole life now based around doing what I told him. I never wanted anyone but him.

Until Athena came along. Even that was different, somehow. I had cheated on Gavin with her. But he was in the room, watching it happen. I wasn’t sneaking around behind his back. And it turned him on like nothing else, making him weak for me, driving him crazy with desire. Despite everything we had done on that wild weekend, Gavin and I still hadn’t talked all that much about what had happened and how we felt about it. But the way we had made love the moment we got home left no room for doubt. Gavin didn’t feel betrayed by me playing with Athena. It only made him want me more.

This was different.

I sat at my desk, scrolling through endless boring reports just like I had done for years, just like I knew I was doomed to do for years to come. Anything for the almighty dollar. While the cost of everything seemed to rise year upon year, while even the influx of cash we had from Gavin canceling his subscription to Princess Athena seemed to not be getting us anywhere.

Who couldn’t use a little extra money? But was I really willing to do what it took to get it?

I thought of Amalfi, Simone’s photos of her incredible trip. I thought of our house, our car, the expenses forever piling up. I thought of Athena and her gorgeous downtown apartment with the floor-to-ceiling windows, her closets overflowing with incredible outfits, her days spent doing what she loved without answering to anyone.

I had been avoiding a difficult conversation with Gavin. But I knew from experience where that led. We shouldn’t keep secrets from each other, not anymore.

Sitting at my desk, I returned to the texts she had sent me. She had sent me a picture of the man in question, taken from his own social media feeds. Did it make it better that he was attractive, or worse? A handsome man probably in his late forties or early fifties, with a thick head of dark hair and a jawline you couldn’t ignore. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who lacked options for sexual release. But he wanted this. Just like my husband had.

He wanted me.

Holding my phone in my hand, I stood up from my desk and headed toward the bathroom. I couldn’t help it. I was seized by a wild impulse, the way I so often was these days, and it was not the kind that would allow itself to be ignored. Maybe I had been getting into myself too much lately, but I already knew I was about to do the same thing again.

I locked the bathroom door behind me. Then, I sat down on the toilet, unfastening my pants. I stared at the texts Athena had sent, reading again as he offered to serve me, to shower me with money and gifts just for the way I looked.

My hand strayed down between my legs, rubbing the front of my panties, reaching my pussy.

After rereading Athena’s messages, I scrolled to where she had sent me the video we had made together. Even though I knew no one could hear me, I turned the sound off on my phone before pressing play.

And on the tiny screen of my phone, it all unfolded all over again. The whole wild adventure of us dominating Gavin. Him squirming from shock collar wrapped around his balls, groveling at my feet, eating pussy. Him lying on the floor I sat on his face, my lips wrapped around the fake cock the other dominatrix more. My face, frozen in an expression of pure pleasure that looked almost terribly intense as Athena fucked me right there on the sofa in front of my husband..

God, it was amazing. I still couldn’t believe we had done that, even as I watched the inarguable evidence. And I thought about others watching into, strangers I would never meet watching me cum, and I gasped loudly in the echoing space of the work bathroom as I slid my fingers inside myself. I rubbed my palm rapidly against my clit as it swelled out under its hood, gasping again as bolts of pleasure tore through me. Touching myself in the work bathroom was something I never would have imagined doing a month or two before, but given what I was watching, it was far from the most outrageous thing I had ever done. Given what I was watching, given how exciting it all was, it felt basically inevitable. It felt irresistible, my hand drawn down between my legs by a force far stronger than gravity, the pure force of the fire that ruled my world now just as ruled my husband’s.

I came hard. The juices burst out of me, pouring all over my fingers, dripping down into the toilet from my shaking thighs. I sat back against the wall, breathing hard, feeling the frantic contractions of my pussy around my hand. I could feel my cheeks burning, partly with pleasure, partly with shame. I had lost control completely, something so outrageous, too horny to stop myself. But honestly, it didn’t even bother me that much. I was so lost in excitement, drunk with wild lust, that I barely had the mental bandwidth to even feel bad about what I had done.

Carefully, I cleaned myself up as best I could, flushing away the evidence. Then, take the video off my phone, I stood up and walked to the sink to wash my hands. All the while, my brain was burning with these wild ideas, the excitement of the possibilities that lay ahead fluttering in my stomach as I tried to compose myself and head back to the office.

I had to tell Gavin. And frankly, I had absolutely no idea how he was going to react.

*****

Whoever said a mistress has to be fair?

Princess Athena certainly wasn’t. It was all about leverage, all about power and control. I kept my husband in chastity device every day now, only letting him out when I decided he had earned the reward of orgasm. And I didn’t doubt that Gavin had noticed that was steadily becoming more rare. The bar of service was always rising, the things he had to do to please me becoming more and more onerous. But he didn’t complain. He didn’t dare. This was what he wanted, what he used to pay is Princess a small fortune for. What other men apparently wanted to pay me for, too.

So yes, you could say I set him up. I wanted to talk to him honestly, wanted to get a sense of his true feelings. But I also wanted to manipulate him. That was something I often struggled with, that conflict between my darkest desires and my ever-evolving morality. No one ever said it easy being a mistress, either.

I set everything up just the way I wanted. We were having a normal night, or what passes for normal for us these days, anyway. Gavin was doing the dishes after dinner, allowing me to slip off to the bedroom and slip into something a little less comfortable but a lot more provocative.

A new lingerie set. Bright red, a color that I had worried might clash with my hair, but after trying it on, found I was happy with how it made me look. I struggled into the push-up bra, holding my boobs high on my chest as I closed the clasp. Then I wrapped the garter belt around my hips, fastening that before pulling red thigh-high stockings up my legs and attaching them to the clips on the straps that hung from the belt.

The panties came next. That was advice from Athena, actually, who had so much experience in dressing to drive men wild. Put the stockings on first, and you can take the panties off without removing everything else, she had told me. Even just the thought of that, knowing what I had in mind, was enough to send another little thrill of excitement racing through me.

The outfit demanded high heels. Red, too, just like the rest of the outfit. Patent leather pumps with a closed toe and a slender heel that made them difficult to walk in, but made them oh so sexy at the same time.

In front of the mirror in the bedroom, I fixed my hair and applied makeup, transforming myself into a vampish pinup girl, knowing how just the sight of me would drive my husband absolutely crazy.

Then, I stretched out on the bed.

“Chore boy? Get in here!”

Gavin heard me. Almost immediately, I heard his footsteps coming down the hall toward me, and every step he took added to my excitement. I was all dressed up like a present for him to unwrap, except we both knew that wouldn’t happen unless and until I decided he could. And I had made sure to have the key to his chastity device on its chain around my neck, highly visible as always to remind my husband that what happened next was never up to him.

When he appeared in the open door of the bedroom, his eyes immediately locked on me. I knew they would. They always did. But it still thrilled me with pure delight to see it, to see the evidence of his desperation, his inability to stop desiring me, no matter what I did to him. His eyes traveled over my body, taking in every swell and curve, seeing the chastity key and knowing exactly what it represented above the spectacular cleavage the bra gave me. This red lingerie set was new, and my husband had never seen it before, and I could see straightaway the effect it was having on him, and I loved it.

“Are the dishes done?”

“Almost, Mistress Keeley.”

Gavin didn’t need to be told anymore. He slipped right into obedience to me, addressing me by my title without hesitation, knowing the truth it represented. That he was mine, that he couldn’t resist me, that no matter what I did to him, he would keep crawling back, craving my cruelty almost as much as he craved my body. It never felt anything less than fantastic to know how whipped I had him, how completely under my control he was, just from that cage around his cock and a sexy little outfit.

“That’s good enough for now. You can always finish them up later, can’t you? Right now, I want to talk to you.”

I sat up on the bed as I spoke, feeling his eyes tracking my every movement. Rising to my feet, I stepped out of the closet and grabbed a pair of handcuffs from our ever-growing collection.

“Take your clothes off,” I ordered as I did it, and Gavin didn’t hesitate. He dropped his clothes in a pile on the floor at his feet, shedding them in a matter of seconds until he stood there in front of me wearing nothing but his chastity device.

I stepped behind him. He knew what came next. He let me pull his hands behind his back, allowing me to lock the cuffs around his wrists and immobilize his arms. He loved it, really. Not only did he love the feeling of being in my power, of submitting to me, of having no choice. But he also knew that these days, the only time I even considered taking his chastity device off was when he was tied up. A condition of his release, necessary but not sufficient by itself. Being tied up didn’t mean he could expect an orgasm. But not being tied up more or less guaranteed he wouldn’t have one.

“Sit down on the bed,” I said softly, and Gavin immediately did as I said. As he sat down, still watching me with those hungry eyes, I kneeled on the mattress next to him, then pushed him down onto his back. He lay down easily, still looking up at me, his eyes going even wider as I reached for the necklace I wore and took it off.

His breathing was shallow as I slid the key into the lock and unfastened it, removing the steel tube of the chastity device. As always, reliable as ever, his cock swelled rapidly until it sprang up to full erection in front of me, is straining shaft practically begging for my touch. And I gave it. Smiling, I traced my fingertips lightly over the hot veins of his manhood, making him groan with desperate pleasure. Just that easy. It always was, and yet it never ceased to amaze me how quickly I could get him under my thumb, how he practically begged to be manipulated like this.

“I have something to tell you.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

That yes was almost preemptive, as if he was giving complete agreement and assent to whatever I might do to him next. Completely mine to use and abuse, ready to give me anything and everything. It was amazing, really. But at that particular moment, I had bigger fish to fry.

“Princess Athena posted that video.”

Gavin made a sharp intake of breath as I continued fondling his cock. I looked at him, the smile still on my face, and he looked back at me, not saying anything. Waiting to see how I felt before risking venturing an opinion.

“You remember how hot it is,” I said, still gently stroking. “I was thinking of making you watch it again, actually.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

If he had any doubts, his voice and his face didn’t show it. Every time I dominated him, it was like it became a little bit easier. Like he sank into submission to me just a little faster. Like it was becoming more natural to him.

“But I’m not going to do that now.”

A soft groan escaped his lips as I tightened my grip, curling my fingers around his cock. He squirmed on the bed, but there was no escape, and we both knew he didn’t want one anyway. Mine to use as I saw fit, he simply lay there, on fire with lust he could do nothing about while I concocted my latest evil plan.

“She’s been getting some very… interesting responses,” I said, my eyes locked on his now as I continued to toy with him. “From men. From her slaves. And some of them really like me. Some of them want to be my slaves, too.”

I could hear Gavin’s labored breathing as he stared up at me, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his cock throbbing in my hand.

“Simone was showing me her holiday pictures today,” I said. “I’ve never been to Italy. We never go anywhere. And you saw how Princess Athena lives. You know how much money she makes off submissive little losers like you.”

“Mistress Keeley… Are you saying… You’re going to do it?”

“How would you feel if I did?”

As I spoke, I stopped stroking, leaving his cock throbbing desperately in my hand. Of course it wasn’t fair, getting him all worked up like this and then asking for his opinion. Really, if I was going to be fair, I should have let him out of chastity, let him have sex, and then asked him in the moment of clarity that followed his long-awaited orgasm. But where’s the fun in that? Besides, as strange as it was, I had a sneaking suspicion I already knew what he was going to say. Call it intuition, or the closeness that came from playing these intense games together so much lately. But as wild as it was, I had a feeling I knew which way this was going to go.

“You’ll have other slaves?”

“Only online,” I said with a shrug that made my boobs bounce in my bra, as if it was no big deal. As if we were discussing the weather. “You know how Princess Athena does it. I post a few pics or videos, and they send me money. Lots of money. Imagine it. Imagine your wife being a porn star, a pinup girl for other men.”

Gavin trembled. For a moment, he closed his eyes, his eyelids fluttering deliciously. When he opened them again and looked at me, I could see the stricken look on his face. But I could also see the desire and excitement that shone deep in his eyes.

“I mean… If that’s what you want to do, Mistress.”

Smiling, I squeezed his cock, and ran my hand up and down again.

“You know what, bitch boy? I think it is.”
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