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Keeley’s Chore Boy

I stood there in the kitchen on trembling legs, trying to keep my balance in the high-heeled boots I was wearing. The ones my husband had bought for me. These little ways he had been showing me what he really wanted, without ever coming out and saying it. Maybe the signs had always been there, and I had just missed them. Maybe I hadn’t wanted to see them.

Still, there was no getting around the fact that if he had been open and honest with me, our relationship could’ve been so much better. I was having to make my peace with the idea that a late was better than never, that Gavin had had his reasons for not coming clean with me about what turns him on. Still, it all seemed so silly now that we were doing this, now that these kinky games were giving us both so much pleasure. He should have told me a long time ago. But he didn’t. At least I had found out eventually.

And I stood there in the kitchen with pleasure coursing through me, my body rising to a feverish peak as my husband continued to lap at my wet pussy. Thanks to this kink of his, I had had lots of opportunities recently to feel powerful and in control. And this was the best of them, standing there in our kitchen dressed up like some kind of pinup model while he went down on me. It was so kinky, so naughty, and I tried not to hold anything back. I let my moans of pleasure ring out in our kitchen, let Gavin know exactly what I was doing to him, exactly how I wanted it. Let him know how much I was learning to love being in charge.

Because I was. How could I not? I had never considered myself a dominant person, and certainly not in the bedroom. I think there’s part of all of us that wants to be selfish sometimes. That wants to take whatever we want and not worry about the consequences. That wants to demand, even from the people we love, and get exactly what we want. That was the part of me that was coming to the fore now, the part that was rising just as my pleasure continue to rise in the bedroom. That was the part, I knew, the Gavin most wanted. That was the woman he wanted me to be.

And as he kept licking, I rode those waves of pleasure toward orgasm. Standing there in the kitchen, I felt as if I was transformed into someone else, a woman of pure selfishness, total sex appeal. It was like my husband wasn’t even a person anymore, like he was nothing more than a thing for me to use. But at the same time, my love for him burned as bright as ever. It’s hard to explain, and even at the time, it was hard to understand. But I knew I didn’t need to try to understand it. I just needed to experience it, to enjoy this wild ride for however long it lasted.

I gasped and moaned as I plunged over the edge into ecstasy. Gavin kept licking my pussy as the juices streamed out of me. I grabbed at myself, grabbing the ridiculous cleavage the corset gave me, holding my tiny waist, sliding my hands all over my torso like I needed something to hold onto. Like if I didn’t hold onto something, this monstrous pleasure might sweep me away completely.

And slowly, steadily, I climbed back down to earth. My breath was fluttering rapidly in my chest, my heart pounding so hard that I felt like I could feel the pulse in my temples as I opened my eyes to look down, finally, at my husband.

He lifted his head from between my legs. His eyes were just as wide as ever as he stared up at me, still with that look of disbelief that I could hardly blame him for. I couldn’t believe the changes in me either, and I was the one going through them.

To him, it must seem like I had transformed in the space of a day or two. To him, it must seem like a dream come true. After paying strange women online to fulfill his masochistic desires, now I was the one bossing him around, using him, taking advantage of his fetish to make myself happy. It made both of us feel fantastic. It made both of us feel alive. But as he stared up at me, his eyes shining with desire and hope, I felt again that twist in the gut, that wild swell of sadism. The game wasn’t over yet; far from it. I still had the key to his cock hanging from around my neck and that meant I still had total power over my husband. I’d be a fool not to take advantage of that.

I just didn’t know quite how yet. Sure, I had done my little bits of research, trying to figure out what exactly it was about this game that turned my husband on so much. Trying to figure out just what was so hot about losing control. I felt like I was starting to understand it, at least a little. But when I thought about the journey ahead of us, it still intimidated me.

All I had to keep me pushing forward was the way my husband looked at me at times like this, the look on his face of pure desire, pure excitement. The way he looked at me as if he had never seen me before, as if he had never seen a woman like me before. A high and wild thrill like nothing else I had ever experienced, a pleasure that nothing in my life up to that point had prepared before.

At least it was a start.

I stepped away from Gavin where he kneeled on the kitchen floor. The high heels of my boots echoed as I moved, and maybe it was just the mindset I was in, the game that we were playing, but to me, it seemed like a sound of authority, of power.

I needed a moment to rest, a moment to catch my breath. I needed to think about my next move. But there was Gavin, staring at me, hanging on my every word as he waited to see what I would do to him next. And I knew exactly what was running through his horny little mind. He wanted me desperately, wanted me just like he had wanted his little online mistress that he was, from a certain point of view, cheating on me with.

But those days were over now. Now, I owned his cock, and it was up to me to decide what to do with it. Not for the first time, I felt the weight of that power, the responsibility built into it. Almost the first thing I had learned about being my husband’s keyholder was that it placed a huge amount of of pressure on me.

I just hoped I was equal to it.

I stepped away from Gavin, feeling his eyes following me across the kitchen. I tried not to wobble in my high heels, but my legs felt like rubber after the powerful orgasm he had given me, and I felt like I was walking like a newborn horse as I stumbled across the kitchen. Near the door, I turned around to look at him, and I didn’t even try to keep the smile from my face at what I saw. There was my husband, naked except for his cock under lock and key, inaccessible to anyone but me, including him. Staring at me like I was most beautiful woman in the world, like everything depended on me in that moment. I guess in some ways, it did. And again, I felt that sense of power and control glowing inside me like a little pilot light, the only real guide I had into giving my husband what he truly wanted.

“Finish the dishes, chore boy,” I said, smirking at him as I spoke. “Then report to me in the living room.”

I didn’t wait for an answer, and he didn’t give me one. It was like he was too astonished by my words to even think straight, just kneeling there with his mouth wide open. Turning away from him, I hurried to the living room, pressing her hand to my mouth the moment I knew I was out of his sight. I couldn’t believe the things I was saying. I couldn’t believe I was getting away with this. I stumbled toward the sofa, flopping down heavily on the cushions, trying to regain my composure.

While in the kitchen, Gavin did as he was told.

I could hear him washing the dishes, could hear them clanking around in the sink and the occasional burst of water running. I know it wouldn’t take him long to finish, but I needed the time. Once I had recovered my breath a little, I carefully rose to my feet. It wasn’t easy to move quietly in my high-heeled boots, but then again, I wasn’t really sure why I wanted to be so secretive. Gavin wouldn’t know what I was doing anyway.

I went to the bedroom and picked up my phone. Carrying it back to the living room, I sat down again on the sofa. By now, I had become weirdly knowledgeable about where to go for inspiration. Not just Princess Athena’s social media sites, but also those of other mistresses and dominatrixes. And as usual, I was greeted by a tidal wave of images and videos, women in sexy fetish outfits teasing and tormenting their audience of desperately horny men. And now, I guess I’m one of them, I thought to myself with a giggle. I wasn’t doing it for money like they were, wasn’t dominating strangers. Instead, I was playing with my husband, the man I loved, making his wildest dreams come true and finding my own unexpected pleasure in it.

It helped. Looking at the pictures and videos helped to normalize it in some way, I suppose, or something like that. Helped to convince me that this wasn’t that strange, that millions of people play games exactly like this. Some of them, in fact, went far further than I ever intended to with Gavin. But it made me feel more normal, without destroying that thrill of naughty excitement I got from being so deviant.

I set my phone aside as I heard Gavin walking toward me on bare feet. As he came around the corner from the kitchen, his eyes found mine, and again, with a thrill, I watched them do their little dance over my body. I couldn’t blame him. The corset pushed my boobs high on my chest, shrank my waist down to insane proportions, and almost turned me into someone else. I couldn’t remember ever feeling so sexy as I sat there on the sofa in nothing but a corset and high-heeled boots, knowing I was driving Gavin crazy with desire for me. My pussy was still wet from his mouth, but it was wet from more than that, too. Wet from the anticipation of what was going to happen, wet from the sense of pure power I had over him, the feeling that I could do anything I wanted.

Gavin stood in front of me. I consciously let my eyes drift down to his caged cock, smiling at the sight of it. Between the bars of the chastity device, I could see the sensitive flesh straining for release. Trying to get hard at the sight of me, but unable to. Like one of the girls in those videos, I reached for the chain that hung around my neck and played with it, letting the key dangle above my skin. Letting Gavin see it.

“Have you done your chores?” I asked, doing my best to sound as if this was all normal, as if it wasn’t turning me on more than anything ever had in my life before.

“Yes,” Gavin said uneasily, shifting from foot to foot. He was so embarrassed, so humiliated to be ordered around like this by me, and that just made it even funnier to do it.

“Good boy. I hope they’re done to my satisfaction, though. I’ll be checking. And if they aren’t done the way I want them… Well, I guess I’ll just have to punish you, won’t I?”

Gavin’s eyes went wide as he looked at me.

“Punish me?” He said.

And in that moment, my heart contracted with pity for him. He just looked so cute, standing there in front of me, wanting me so bad. But I knew I couldn’t give in to those merciful impulses, couldn’t let my love for him turn me away from my task. I wasn’t there to be nice to him. I was there to be a bitch.

“Yeah,” I said with a smile, as if it was the most normal thing in the world. “I mean, I have to discipline you when you’re naughty, don’t I? How else am I supposed to train you to be the perfect little slave for me?”

Gavin looked breathless just from the words he was hearing me say. But his cock was raging as much as ever inside the tight confines of the chastity device, and I knew I was saying the right things. He wanted a mistress, and that was exactly what I intended to be for him.

“What else can I have you do for me? Actually, I know what. You can do the laundry now.”

Gavin looked at me wordlessly with an expression that seemed to suggest he didn’t think I could possibly be serious in what I was saying. But I was. And if he doubted me, that just made me even more determined to stick to my guns. There was a power struggle going on between us, and he was completely outgunned in every way. I was going to win. In fact, I was so confident of my eventual victory that I was almost glad for the challenge. Let him try. Let him try and resist me, when we both knew that he couldn’t.

“Go on,” I said, still smiling at him. “You know where the laundry hamper is. Go wash my clothes for me.”

Still, he hesitated, as if he was going to say no. But then, as always, his feeble resistance collapsed. He turned, and again, I watched him walk away from me, across the living room, heading for the bathroom where the laundry hamper lived. I looked at his ass, each buttock swelling with every step he took, and a growl of hunger went through me.

“Stop.”

I barked out the order, and Gavin instantly halted where he was. He turned to look over his shoulder as I rose to my feet.

In the high-heeled boots he had bought me, I started across the living room toward him. I stood close behind him, just as I had at the kitchen sink, my boobs pressing against his back as I wrapped my arms around him, feeling him up again. Feeling the muscle under his skin, feeling the warmth of his body, his blood pounding in his veins just like mine was inside me. The sexual energy in the room was absolutely electric, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

And clearly, he couldn’t get enough of my touch. He was almost panting just from having me run my hands over his chest and stomach, occasionally reaching down toward his caged cock. But never for long. I would run my fingers or thumb over it, feeling the smoothness of the steel, listening to his gasps and groans. But then I would remove my hand again and leave him trembling, desperate for more.

“Bend over,” I said.

I almost whispered the words into his ear, my lips close to his skin. And again, I felt the shiver that passed through his body, the surge of doubt mingled with desire that made him my slave.

“Why?”

“You don’t get to ask why, chore boy,” I said. “Just do as you’re told.”

I didn’t at all feel as confident as I was pretending to be, as confident as I hoped I sounded. But the pretense paid off. Gavin seemed to sigh again, just a little, as his resistance wilted. He bent forward at the waist, spreading his feet, and with his head down, he couldn’t see the grin of wild excitement on my face as I watched him do as he was told.

“That’s it, all the way down,” I said, pressing on his back. And when he was bent over, I ran a hand over his ass. Gavin had always had a cute butt, and the advancing years hadn’t changed that. Round and firm and almost hairless, almost feminine, in a way, though that had never occurred to me before. And with his legs spread, I could see his balls hanging down from his body and the shining steel of the chastity device locked around them. I reached forward, through his legs, taking those swollen balls between my fingers, and Gavin stiffened. As if I hadn’t felt powerful enough already.

“I literally have you by the balls, don’t I, chore boy?”

“Yes,” Gavin said in a muffled voice, his head hanging down toward the floor.

I squeezed his genitals, just gently, not trying to hurt him. Just trying to make him feel vulnerable, to make him feel the way I owned his body now, and how I could give him pleasure or pain, depending on my own whims. From the way he trembled to my touch, I had no doubt that he understood.

“Good. I’m glad you understand. I can give you pleasure anytime I want, but I can also punish you anytime I want. For any reason I want. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

Gavin groaned wordlessly. It took an effort on my part not to burst out laughing, the situation was so ridiculous. But it was unbelievably sexy, too. He was completely in my hands, totally in my power, and I could call him these cruel names and use him anyway I wanted, and it would only make him desire me more.

“Yes, Keeley,” Gavin said.

It was like the words were torn out of him, like he didn’t want to say them. Of course, that only made them sweeter to hear.

Still holding onto his balls, I raised my other hand in the air and brought it down with a loud slap against his ass. Gavin jumped in surprise, then groaned as my grip on his balls tightened. But still, he didn’t fight me. His hands hung down in front of him, not even trying to stop me hurting him like this.

So I spanked him again. And again.

And slowly, his ass cheek began to redden where I hit it, and my palm began to tingle. I wasn’t hitting him all that hard; I wasn’t really trying to hurt him. I was just trying to make a point. There he was, a grown man, bent over with his balls in my grip, getting his ass smacked for no reason except that that was what I wanted to do with his body at the time. It was all part of it, all part of the thrill of owning him like this, of treating his body like my own personal plaything.

“So you’d be smart to do as you’re told,” I said, trying to put a sexy dominant sneer into my voice. “I can do a lot worse to you than just spanking your cute little butt.”

And I delivered one last slap, harder than all the others to his backside. Then, I let go of his balls. The skin of his ass felt warm to the touch as I ran a hand over it, enjoying the feeling of what I had done to him. Then, I stepped away.

“Off you go, then,” I said brightly. “Back to work. Don’t let me catch you slacking.”

“Yes, Keeley,” Gavin mumbled as he straightened up, and I swear, the jolt of pleasure that ran through me at those words was almost enough to give me a miniature orgasm right there and then. My legs felt just as wobbly as they had coming back from the kitchen and the orgasm he had given me there as I made my way back to the sofa. Sitting down, I crossed my legs, pressing my thighs together.

And my husband, my new chore boy, my pathetic sex slave, went to the bathroom to do as he was told.

Picking up my phone again, I scrolled some more. But I wasn’t really paying attention. I didn’t look at Gavin, feeling like the best power move for now was to ignore him completely. But I listened to every movement he made. I listened to him loading the washer in the bathroom, turning it on, the water coursing through the pipes of the house as it filled. And a new idea came to me. Another naughty, sexy, kinky idea.

Sitting my phone aside, I stood. Gavin was emerging from the bathroom, looking expectantly at me as I walked across the living room. Raising a hand, I crooked my finger at him.

“Come here.”

And I didn’t wait for an answer from him. I kept on walking, heading to the kitchen, trying not to show my delight as he wordlessly followed me. He was just doing whatever I said, like it didn’t even occur to him to do anything else. Like he had no choice at all.

I stepped into the kitchen, and Gavin followed me. Just as I had known they would be, the black panties I had discarded earlier were still sitting where I had left them in the middle of the kitchen floor. I walked over to them, placing the pointed toe of one boot just at the edge of the fabric. At the same time, I placed my hands on my hips, looking at him without smiling this time.

“Looks like you forgot something.”

“Sorry,” Gavin said as he rushed forward. Imagine that. He actually apologized to me, after everything I had done to him that day, after everything I was going to do. He crouched down on the floor as he moved to pick up my panties, but I pressed down with my foot, pinning them to the floor.

“Not so fast,” I said. “You like my outfit, don’t you?”

“Keeley, I love it,” Gavin said, and the sincerity in his voice was almost touching. “You look so unbelievably sexy. I can’t believe that this is my wife standing in front of me.”

“Maybe right now, it’s not,” I said. “Maybe right now, I’m your mistress.”

Gavin looked up at me in that wide-eyed way he had, that same expression of desire and disbelief on his face.

“Yes… Mistress,” he said.

And again, there it was. That wild surge of power running through my body that was almost orgasmic all by itself, my pussy clenching wildly between my thighs to hear him address me like that. And the strangest thing was, it felt like the truth. By now, I knew I could get him to do seemingly anything I desired. He might hesitate. He might try to resist. But in the end, he was completely helpless in the face of his own lust.

“That’s better. I’m Mistress Keeley to you from now on, understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

“Oh my God, I love hearing you say that.”

Maybe it wasn’t very dominant of me to admit it, but I couldn’t help it. The words burst out of me before I could stop them, an honest expression of the way I felt that trumped every other consideration. But I quickly regained control.

“Give me those.”

Stepping off the panties, I held out my hand, and Gavin lifted them from the floor. He was handling them with extraordinary care, as if they were holy relic. I bunched up the black fabric in one hand, smiling down at him again. And Gavin watched, transfixed by my every movement, as I wiped my pussy with the panties I held. Soaking up the juices that would not stop running from my body, letting the fabric absorb as much as it could. While he kneeled in front of me, alive with desire, desperate for what was so close and yet, for him, so far away.

“Did you like eating my pussy earlier?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley. I always enjoy that.”

“Good. Me too. I think you’re going to be doing it a lot more from now on. You’re going to be my personal pussylicker, and if I decide I want you on your knees with your face between my legs every day, that’s what you’re going to do. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley, of course.”

I smirked smugly down at him. The idea was so wild. After all those months when we had had no sexual contact at all, it was crazy to think that now I could use him however and whenever I wanted. But I didn’t doubt that it was true. The look on his face told me everything I needed to know.

“That’s right, of course. You should see it as a privilege, making your mistress cum. Now, I’ve gotten these panties all dirty. What do you plan to do about that?”

Gavin looked at me. He didn’t understand, and as unjust as I was being today, I couldn’t really blame him he didn’t know what to say, and it was as if he was nervous of saying the wrong thing. Afraid of the punishment I had threatened him with, perhaps. It was such a strange feeling to acknowledge that, that the strong man that I loved so much was afraid of what I might do to him. And that it turned me on to know it.

“They need to be cleaned, don’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

“You can’t just throw them in with any old laundry. These have touched my pussy, so they need to be treated with the appropriate respect. Open your mouth.”

Gavin gasped. As well he might, I thought to myself with a giggle. I was hardly any less surprised myself, but somehow, what I was saying and doing made sense in that moment. I was the object of his desire, this demanding mistress that he couldn’t get enough of, couldn’t stop staring at like he wanted to devour me, and when I needed to capitalize on that, somehow, the words were there.

And of course, Gavin did it. Without saying a word, he opened his mouth. I stepped forward, gripping the back of his neck with my free hand while the other balled my panties up into a wad. I could feel my own wetness as I stuffed them into his mouth, behind his teeth, and Gavin groaned against material, tasting the juices of my pussy as I gagged him with my underwear.

“That’s better. Now, get up. Your chores aren’t done yet.”


Shoeshine Boy

“You know, I actually really like these boots.”

Gavin kneeled on the living room floor in front of me, gazing up at me with those wide eyes that seemed to be fixed on me every chance they got. It was almost like being in a spotlight, being on stage. In fact, I was finding that was one of the best ways to think about this new turn my life had taken, this dominant persona I was adopting. It was like acting. Putting on an act to please my husband. And it was absolutely working. His cock was straining desperately against the chastity device he wore, looking horribly painful as the sensitive flesh pressed its way out through any gaps in the unyielding steel. But I didn’t unlock it. Not yet. The key was still hanging around my neck, filling me with the sense of power that was pushing me onward, making me tease my husband more and more.

I was having way too much fun to stop.

I sat with my legs crossed again, and the boot on my raised foot shone in the light as I turned my leg this way and that, admiring them. The black leather clung tight to my skin all the way up to my knee. The sharp high heel was like a weapon pointing at the floor, pointing at my humiliated husband, the pointed toe adding to the overall look. They were sexy, there was no denying that. And now I knew exactly why my husband bought them for me. He should’ve been more clear about that at the time. Maybe I would have indulged him. Then again, maybe not. This was all so weird and strange to me, and if I hadn’t basically handed the key to his sexuality, I might never have had the confidence to be the mistress he wanted me to be.

But I was now.

“You should have told me you wanted me to dominate you,” I said, looking into his eyes as I spoke with a smile. “You shouldn’t have been talking to other girls online, getting them to treat you mean. Not when you had a bitch like me at home all along. But maybe it’s for the best. Because now, I don’t even feel bad about punishing you for sneaking around behind my back. You deserve it.”

Gavin didn’t say anything. He couldn’t. In his mouth, he still held my black panties, the ones I had used to wipe away the juices that were pouring out of my pussy as I bossed him around. Not that it made much difference in the long run. Sitting there on the sofa with him kneeling at my feet, on the living room sofa, I could feel my incredible wetness between my thighs. That would probably need cleaning too. Maybe I could have my little chore boy do that later. And my smile deepened at the thought, knowing it was true. Knowing that if I wanted to, I needn’t lift a finger around the house anymore with Gavin around. All I had to do with dress sexy and treat him badly, and he would literally kneel at my feet, just as he was doing now.

“What were you thinking when you bought these for me?” I said. “What were you hoping I would do? This?”

Slowly, Gavin nodded. It was like some weird confession, him unable to speak with my panties in his mouth, but open to me in a way he hadn’t been in a long time. Maybe ever. It wasn’t just sexual intimacy our marriage had been missing. It was this kind of emotional nakedness, too, this brutal honesty. It was such a weird way to rediscover it, such a strange path we had traveled to get back to where we should have been all along. But it was working. I wasn’t going to argue with the results.

“That’s so cute,” I said. “So you like boots, huh? And shoes?”

Gavin nodded.

“That’s good. So do I, though probably not in the same way. Are you going to take care of my boots for me?”

As I spoke, I straightened out my leg. Gavin’s eyes were fixed on me as I rested my foot on his shoulder, my wicked black boots gleaming in the light. His eyes traveled up and down it, over my thigh, seeking out the pussy that was still hidden from him, but that he could taste on the fabric in his mouth. And his eyes kept on moving, over my body, the ridiculous cleavage that swelled from my chest, filling half of my vision every time I breathed deeply. And of course, the key on its little chain above that, the constant reminder for both of us of just how much I owned my husband.

Gavin nodded.

“Good. I think I’m going to be wearing them more and more from now on, which you’re going to like. That means they need to be spotless. In fact, I think they could use a good polish right now. Want to be my little shoeshine boy?”

Gavin nodded. If anything, even more eagerly this time. I giggled again, unable to keep myself from laughing at the strangeness and excitement of the moment.

“Do we even have shoe polish? Go look, chore boy.”

I swung my leg down off Gavin’s shoulder, sitting now with both feet on the floor. And his eyes dropped unsurprisingly between my legs, trying to catch a quick glimpse of my pussy before he rose to his feet. Without saying a word, he walked toward the kitchen, and I listened to him moving around in there, opening the cupboard under the sink. I never polish shoes. I rarely wear shoes that need it. Gavin was the one who had some dress shoes that seemed to require it, though he rarely wore them these days. After all, we never went anywhere that required it, except work, in his case.

But soon, he returned from the kitchen with a tin of polish in his hand, along with a couple of brushes. I smiled as I watched him approach, crossing my legs again the other way this time so that a different boot hovered in the air. And, true to his new status in our marriage, Gavin wordlessly kneeled down on the floor at my feet.

“Make sure you do a good job,” I warned him as he popped the lid off the polish. “You don’t want to make me mad.”

Gavin said nothing. Silently, he went to work. It was so much fun to have him gagged like this, to know he was incapable of arguing with me. I could say whatever I wanted, and it was as if my word was law.

As he began to carefully rub polish into my boots, I reached for the phone on the sofa beside me again. I was so attuned to everything he was doing, every touch of the brush against my leg sending crackling excitement racing up and down my spine. But I felt as if part of my control came from acting otherwise. From ignoring him while he served me, just like you would a servant. Again, I scrolled through sexy images and videos of dominant women in their gorgeous outfits, but half the time, I was staring right through the screen. I was absorbing what my husband was doing with every sense except sight, feeling his touch on my feet, listening to him breathe through his nose as he continued to suck on my moist panties as he served me.

It was a slow process. But I had all the time in the world. My body was on fire with lust, but I felt like I was getting better at controlling myself. And it felt like that was important. Keeping him waiting, making him serve without knowing when or if or how he would be rewarded. That, I knew, was the key to his obedience. And quite aside from all the sexual excitement that came with it, I was learning all the fringe benefits I might get from this new arrangement. My husband was actually enjoying doing chores around the house. What woman would complain about that?

By the time Gavin was done with one boot, the leather was gleaming, polished to almost a mirror shine. Still speechless, he sat back on his knees, as if to indicate that he was done. I had to admit, he had published every inch of that boot, from the pointed toe all the way up the shaft to just below my knee. Still, part of being a dominant woman, I sensed, was being difficult to please. I turned my foot this way and that, critically inspecting the shine on the leather.

“Not bad,” I grudgingly admitted. “Now the other one.”

And then, as I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, I thought of that famous movie scene, and I deliberately flashed my husband a glimpse of my pussy. Predictably, his eyes went right to it, desperate for the pleasure my body offered him. And perhaps just as predictably, I felt another little thrill of excitement at that, in love with teasing him like this and knowing that only I could decide if he got to have what he so clearly wanted.

Then, I recrossed my legs, denying him the sight of my wet sex and offering him my other boot. And he did it again, humbly polishing the leather until it shone like glass while I sat there, watching him work, teasing him out of his mind just by existing. Just by dressing the way I was and acting the way I did and being such a total bitch to the man I loved.

Gavin took just as much care polishing this boot as he had with the last one. And all the while, I had to resist that simmering sexual tension, that taut line of desire that only seemed to keep getting tighter with every minute that passed. I squeezed my thighs together again and again, my pussy getting wetter and wetter, Gavin’s face so close as he concentrated intently on my footwear. I could have him lick me to another orgasm anytime I chose, I knew, and it took everything I had to resist that temptation. Not for any reason, really. No reason why I shouldn’t use my new sex slave in that way. I just felt it necessary to hold off, for now. And it was made easier by the knowledge that whenever I had had enough of the teasing, I could have him pleasure me without reciprocating at all.

Both boots were gleaming as Gavin sat back, putting the lid back on the polish. Again, I inspected his work.

“I don’t know,” I said critically. “Are you sure you got all the polish off?”

Gavin nodded, his movements almost frantic. So touchingly desperate to please me, to make me happy. After all, his orgasm depended on it. And I remained critical, impossible to please, the dominant bitch he had never been able to admit he wanted me to be.

“I’m not sure,” I said. Again, I felt nervous, butterflies fluttering in my stomach that was held tight by the corset I had laced myself into. “You know what I think they need? A nice spit shine.”

I thought of the girls I had looked at online, those mistresses who put their slaves to the most unbelievable tortures and humiliations. I thought of the things they said and did, things I once would never have been able to imagine myself saying or doing to anyone, especially not my husband. And I thought of his secret life, the money he had sent to his online dominatrix, pleading poverty with me while he spent a fortune on some other woman. Even in the midst of my excitement and pleasure, I felt again a spike of anger at him, and I was learning how to use it.

My corset creaked as I leaned forward. The key dangled from its chain around my neck, right above my boobs that swelled and strained against my outfit, giving Gavin a great view of my impossible cleavage. And I spat on my foot, leaving a long trail of saliva on the gleaming leather Gavin had just polished.

He looked at me in astonishment. Still leaning forward, I reached toward him and slid my fingers into his open mouth. Carefully, I plucked out the panties I had stuffed in there earlier, letting them fall on the floor in a wet heap.

“Clean it up, chore boy,” I ordered, looking deep into his eyes the whole time, practically daring him to defy me. “But don’t use your hands.”

Again, there was that look of astonishment, that expression of disbelief. And that confusion on Gavin’s handsome face as he looked at me, not fully understanding what I meant. But then, clarity dawned. I could almost see it washing over him, his expression changing to one of understanding and fear and humiliation and, yes, as always, desire. I didn’t know what Princess Athena had said or done to my husband, but I had seen some of the videos she had put out, along with the other online dominatrixes I was monitoring. This felt right in the same line.

And Gavin hesitated, like he always did, but like he always did, he broke in the end. He leaned forward, shuffling back on his knees at the same time, and I tried not to gasp in amazement as he lowered his face down toward my feet.

He began licking my boot. Licking up the long streak of saliva I had left on it. And I squeezed my thighs together more tightly than ever, grabbing the couch cushions on either side of me, feeling I needed to almost physically resist the joy and pleasure that washed over me. It was disgusting, yes. It was degrading. But that was the whole point. And he was doing it. He wanted me so badly that he would lick my spit off my boot, and I sat there above him, getting off on it, almost ready to cum right there and then from my own sense of sexiness and desirability.

“Look at you, you pathetic little bootlicker,” I said, sneering as I spoke, trying to sound as mean as I could. “That’s right where you belong, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin said between licks, his voice harsh from a long period of speechlessness.

“That’s right. My personal little bootlicker. Go on, keep licking. I want every inch of these boots gleaming by the time you’re done.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

“But don’t you dare touch me any other way, okay? If so much as a millimeter of that tongue touches my skin, you’re in big trouble, chore boy.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

It was absolutely unbelievable. And yet it was real. It was really happening, right there in my living room, behind the nondescript door of our suburban house. Our dull life, full of frustration and heartache and loneliness, had suddenly bloomed into this kind of erotic carnival, and as much as I couldn’t believe it, I couldn’t regret it. I sat there, drunk with my own power, on fire with lust for my husband as he pathetically licked my boots, starting right at the floor.

As he slowly worked his way up my feet and legs, I grabbed my phone again. Tapping the screen, I adjusted the settings, silencing everything. Then, without telling Gavin what I was doing, I took some photos of him. He didn’t notice, engrossed as he was in worshiping me. I didn’t even know why I did it. It just felt like such an unbelievable thrill to see him like this, on his hands and knees in front of me, literally groveling at my feet. I almost didn’t believe what was happening, and maybe I wanted proof that it had, knowing that in the future, I would find it hard not to doubt even my memories.

In the end, it didn’t matter. Gavin kept on licking, and just as I had ordered, he took care not to touch my skin. Even as he reached the top of my boots, his tongue sliding over the leather just below my knees, he made sure not to lick me except through my boots. And part of me wanted him to. Part of me wanted to feel that skilled tongue on my pussy again, to take me to heaven and back, to give me the orgasm that was already bubbling inside me. Was it too soon, I asked myself? And shouldn’t a dominant mistress just take whatever she wants?

“Are you done?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

Gavin sat back on his knees, my boots gleaming even more now that he had licked them so thoroughly.

“Is this what you imagined when you bought these boots for me?”

Gavin’s eyes darted to the left for a moment as he considered his answer.

“Sometimes, Mistress Keeley.”

I laughed at that. How strange it was to think of my husband having these naughty fantasies about me, imagining me dominating him and yet never saying a word about it to me. I suppose we’ll never know if I would have done it or not, had he asked, and whether I would’ve done as good of a job of it as I was now. Certainly, I had never imagined taking so much pleasure in being so cruel. I had never imagined it would be such a turn-on to be such a bitch.

“Is your tongue tired?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

“Yeah, I bet it is,” I chuckled. “Okay, it’s probably time to switch the laundry over now. Off you go.”

Gavin didn’t say a word. He just rose to his feet, his caged cock hanging down miserably between his legs, swinging slightly with every step he took, as he went to do my bidding. Even though I had been sitting down doing nothing for a while, I still felt breathless as he made his way toward the bathroom to see to the laundry, and it wasn’t just the corset squeezing my ribs that was causing it. I was breathless with the excitement of what we were doing, swept away with unbelievable lust. How much longer could I hold out?

I listened to Gavin in the bathroom, switching the laundry from the washer to the dryer and starting the machine. I heard its low rumble, heard his footsteps coming back toward me, and I almost trembled with excitement. Who would’ve imagined that housework would be so unbelievably thrilling? This fetish of his was like a cheat code to life, a way to make even the most mundane activity unbelievably sexy.

Gavin reappeared in the living room in front of me, awaiting new orders. Ready to serve. I could have him do anything. I could have him rub my feet, could have him clean the toilet with a toothbrush if I wanted. But sometimes, a Mistress needs to take care of herself. And when you have a willing and submissive sex slave for husband, that’s not hard to do.

“Give me your hand.”

I raised my own hand, and Gavin took it in his. I used him to pull myself up to my feet, and he kept looking at me with that same look of nervousness and excitement. I pointed to the sofa I had just vacated.

“Lie down there, on your back.”

And of course, Gavin did it. Without a word, without hesitation, he followed my orders, climbing onto the couch and turning to sit, then lowering himself down onto the cushions. He stared up at me, his chest rising and falling as he breathed, his stomach sunken in from gravity, and I stood above him, looking down at the shining steel cage locked onto his cock, my hands on my hips as I surveyed my territory. Like standing at the buffet trying to decide where I wanted to start. It was all up to me, the control and the power absolute. Such an unbelievable thrill.

I moved toward the sofa. Toward where his head sat on the couch cushion. And I climbed on top of him, throwing one leg over him, my knee sinking into the cushion beside his head as I straddled his face. I was facing his feet, my ass right above him, and as I lowered myself down toward him, he couldn’t keep himself from reaching out to place his hands on my hips. I could feel the strength in his arms, and it gave me another thrill to think that this man, who could overpower me anytime he wanted, was so helpless in my presence. Physically stronger than me, he was absolutely no match for me. My toy to use.

Gavin’s fingers sank into the skin of my hips and my ass as he supported my weight a little, and I lowered myself down onto his mouth. I could barely see him as I looked down, the swell of my boobs in the tight black corset obscuring my view. But there was his little key, the source of all my power, the source of all his current pleasure and misery. This tiny scrap of metal that made him completely mine.

And I didn’t even need to give him any orders. Gavin knew exactly what he had to do. When I sat on his face, he knew his role was to pleasure me, and that’s exactly what he did.

I groaned as he ran his tongue over my pussy. I was so hungry for it, almost desperate. I could only imagine what he was feeling, with his cock locked away, and all the teasing I had put him through. And of course, that only made me hornier.

“Harder,” I ordered, speaking in a kind of growl as I pressed my pussy further against him, squashing his face against the couch cushions. He pressed his tongue more firmly against me, sliding it between my wet folds. And I reached down, my blind hand finding my clit, not in the least bit surprised to find it swollen and as hard as a tiny pebble as I ran my fingers over it.

I moaned again, even louder. And Gavin plunged his tongue up inside me, and my hand moved faster and faster on my little pleasure button, and soon, my legs were trembling and shaking.

I leaned forward. Again, I took Kevin’s chastity cage in my hand, squeezing it and feeling how the steel resisted my grip, how it stayed strong. I felt like I could feel the frantic surging of his cock inside it, the pulsing rhythm of his manhood that was, for him, completely out of reach.

For me, of course, it was another matter.

As I leaned forward, the key hung from its chain around my neck, dangling right above the device itself. I almost wished he could see how close he was to freedom, and yet how teasingly far away. But of course, with his head trapped between my thighs, Gavin couldn’t see anything.

But he could feel it, though.

As his tongue kept working on my sex, as my other hand kept pressing against my clit, my inhibitions, whatever few I had, melted rapidly away. This was what mattered, the intense pleasure we were feeling. The thrill it gave us to behave like this. Whatever made us feel good was permissible, was desirable. And making my husband want me, driving him out of his mind with frustrated sexual desire, had never felt more appealing.

I leaned further forward, lying down on top of him. That gave him a new angle to lick my pussy, and that’s what he did, sending fresh jolts of pleasure through me. At the same time, I pressed my boobs together with my upper arms, watching them threatening to swell right out of the corset that barely contained them. And I rubbed them against his cock and balls and thighs, his caged manhood disappearing between my cleavage like some kind of metaphor of the feminine power I had over him.

“Eat that pussy, bitch boy,” I smiled as I continued to rub his cock with my tits and continued to rub my own pussy while he licked me. “I told you, every day. This is your most important job. Pleasing your wife is the only thing that matters from now on, understand me?”

Gavin mumbled an answer that I couldn’t understand, but it didn’t matter. I knew exactly what he was saying. He was submitting to me over and over again, unable to resist this new version of his wife, this snarling, evil, sexy dominatrix.

It was too much. Too much for me to resist, and unlike him, I didn’t have to. Lying on top of my husband, his face buried under my ass, I came. I let out a loud cry of pleasure as my orgasm tore through me, leaving me breathless and shaking on top of him.

I stopped rubbing my boobs over his cock. I stopped rubbing my now insanely sensitive clitoris. And Gavin, seeming to understand what was going on, stop licking. He lay back beneath me, and I felt the cool air of the living room on the wet skin of my pussy. My juices were running down my shaking inner thighs, still pouring out of my convulsing sex just inches from my husband’s face.

I knew he was watching. I knew he was seeing what he had done to me, the wild pleasure he had given me. All the times he had eaten me out over the years, it had never felt like this. It’d never been this pure, this powerful, this free of self-consciousness and a sense of obligation. This was how I chose to use my slave, and that was that. It felt so amazing in that moment, I felt like the afterglow of my orgasm would go on forever.

Sitting up, I lifted my leg over his head and sat down on the sofa beside him. My bare ass pressed against his side, and I placed a hand on his chest, feeling his heart beat in his chest as he watched me.

Then, with a smile, I placed my other hand on his caged cock and teased balls. Just letting it rest there, possessively, a reminder I knew he didn’t need of who was in charge.

“Good boy,” I said in a voice that still dripped with pleasure. “I could see myself learning to really enjoy having you locked away in chastity.”

“Mistress Keeley, please,” Gavin said in a broken voice, and I turned my head to smile at him over my shoulder. “Please, can I cum?”

“Are you kidding? No way,” I giggled. “I’m having way too much fun to stop now.”


Keeley’s Pleasure Toy

On fire with lust, I rose from the sofa where my husband lay. I had noticed before how the most insane ideas started to make sense at times like this. How when the blood was racing and the orgasms were dancing in the air, I’d do things I would never have imagined at any other time. Sometimes, I didn’t even know where the ideas came from. But I welcomed them, each and every one of them.

My legs were shaking as I stepped across the living room, a testament to the power of the pleasure Gavin had given me. It wasn’t easy walking in those high-heeled boots that turned him on so much, but I was starting to feel that it was part of my new persona as a dominatrix. Knowing that he wanted me so badly, after all those months of neglect, was the most extraordinary thrill, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

I wanted more.

So I left Gavin panting on the sofa as I moved to the bedroom. And there, I grabbed a couple more items that I knew were going to enhance our sex life even more.

One was a tie. One of Gavin’s seldom worn ties, fished from the closet and intended for a very different purpose than what it was designed for.

Next, I moved to my bedside table. I felt a little shiver inside me, an echo of the rage I felt when I first learned what my husband had been up to, as I pulled out my little bullet vibrator. In all those months when Gavin had barely touched me, I had found myself resorting to this toy more and more. In some way, it was almost like a symbol of how our marriage had faltered and almost failed. But maybe now, with this newfound sexual power I had, I could change that. I could make something new out of what had been a sad and upsetting turn of events.

Holding the tie and the vibrator, I turned back toward the living room. There, I found Gavin was now sitting up on the sofa. He seemed overwhelmed by everything that had happened, as well he should be. And he stared at me with a look of disbelief and unignorable desire as I stepped out in front of him again, the sadistic dominatrix of his wildest dreams. My hands were full, so I couldn’t reach up to touch the key hanging from around my neck, but I was totally aware of his presence, feeling it like a great weight hanging from its chain, the symbol of all this wild and addictive power.

“Stand up,” I said, and I never really doubted that Gavin would follow my orders. He did. He rose to his feet, his eyes darting toward my hands at the same time to see what I held. Let him look, I thought to myself. Whether he knew what was coming or not, it wouldn’t change anything.

“Put your hands together and hold them out in front of you.”

I tried to speak the way I felt a dominatrix should, commanding and confident and always in control. Gavin’s reaction suggested it was working, because he did as he was told. As he held his hands out in front of him, I set the small vibrator down on the living room coffee table for now, taking the tie in both hands. And I watched his chest rise and fall with his steady, even breathing, as he watched me tie his hands together with his tie. I wrapped the fabric tight around his wrists, several times over, then tied it off in a tight knot. I could see what this little bit of bondage was doing to my husband, and I could feel it doing the same thing to me. It was so hot, so kinky, so exciting. And my feeling of power only grew as I took even greater control over him.

“You like to make me cum, don’t you?”

I spoke quietly, looking up at Gavin as I did, making sure I had a smile on my face. He nodded, his mouth hanging open in disbelief, his eyes fixed on mine. But as my boobs rose and fell in the corset I wore with every breath I took, I could practically feel the effort he was making to maintain eye contact. And I laughed at the thought of it, a laugh that came out a little bit more wild and uncontrolled that I intended, but in the end, I knew it didn’t matter. I was in charge, and I could behave however I wanted. And seemingly, whatever I did would only make my husband want me more.

“Good,” I responded to Gavin’s silent answer. “Because you’re going to be doing that a lot. Right now, for example.”

Reaching down, I took his caged cock in one hand, giving it a playful squeeze that made him groan with pure frustration and despair. Then, I stepped away. Moving past him, I sat down on the sofa, lying down and stretching out my legs. As usual, Gavin watched my every move like he was trying to memorize them. And I tossed my hair back from my face, smiling at him before turning my eyes toward the vibrator on the coffee table.

“Go on then,” I said, nodding my head toward the toy. “Make me cum with that.”

Still, my husband didn’t say a word. He turned his head in the direction I indicated, and saw the vibrator. As far as I knew, he had never seen it before. It was something I had kept hidden from him, even during those long months of sexlessness between us. Even then, even though at times I felt almost like I hated him, I hadn’t wanted Gavin to feel inadequate.

Now, I didn’t care about that anymore. Maybe part of me even enjoyed it, that cruel sadistic part of me that got turned on by humiliating my husband every chance I got.

Gavin stepped toward the coffee table, and I watched his body bend over the surface, his bound hands picking up the toy. He turned it over in his fingers, finding the switch that turned it on. The faint buzzing it made wasn’t loud, but in the otherwise silent room, I could hear it clearly. And Gavin stepped toward me, his movements almost robotic, as if doing everything I said had already become so natural to him that he didn’t have to think about it. And while his cock bulged and throbbed in its tiny cage, while the key to his pleasure sat on my chest above my bouncing breasts, Gavin kneeled down beside the sofa I lay on, I vibrator in his tied hands, and devoted himself to pleasuring me again.

I moaned out loud the moment the toy touched me. It buzzed at such a delightful pitch, driving me toward pleasure almost instantly. Not that it had far to go in the state I was in. This kinky game had me so worked up, it felt like almost anything would’ve been enough to push me over the edge.

“Higher,” I said in a voice already thick with oncoming ecstasy. And Gavin, my humble little slave, did what I wanted. He moved the toy, and I let out a long gasp of shivering pleasure as I felt those wicked vibrations flowing through me again.

“That’s it,” I said, barely able to form coherent words now. I closed my eyes, almost gritting my teeth against a bliss so pure, it was hard to bear. My legs turned to rubber again, the heels of my boots scraping the couch cushions as I flailed, barely conscious of what I was doing anymore, knowing only that I wanted more of this. More of everything, more of the power and the control, more of the evil heat that was overwhelming me.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped frantically, as if there was any indication that he would. Gavin kneeled beside me, holding the vibrator just where I had told him I wanted it. I forced myself to open my eyes, and another gasp of pleasure burst from my throat just at the sight of him, kneeling there watching me, so helpless and so desperate. Part of the sexual pleasure I was feeling, but also not part of it, both actor and audience at the same time.

It was too much.

I let out a loud cry of pure bliss, my heart seeming to swell inside my chest as my body convulsed on the sofa. My pussy spasmed, powerful contractions racing through me and making me feel weak where I lay stretched out on the cushions, in disbelief that anything could feel this good. Hard to believe that tormenting the man I loved could give me this much pleasure, but it did. We were way past the point of denying that now.

“That’s enough,” I panted, my eyes still closed.

And straightaway, Gavin took the vibrator away from my streaming pussy. I lay back panting, grabbing at my own breasts, eyes still closed, my head full of nothing but orgasm. And for a long time, the only sound in the room was my labored breathing as I tried to come down from that incredible high, trying to recover from what my husband and that little toy had done to my body.

Then I opened my eyes. There was Gavin, right where I had put him, kneeling at my side and watching me like he had never in his life seen anything more impressive. It was like he was addicted to me, completely entranced by everything I said and did, unable to look anywhere but at me, at my flushed face and trembling body, hooked on my selfish pleasure just as much as I was.

Slowly, I sat up. Pleasure made my movements clumsy, and the corset wrapped around my torso didn’t help, but I pushed myself up with my arms, swinging my feet down to the floor until I was sitting upright on the sofa. Smiling at Gavin, I reached toward him, grabbing hold of the tie that bound his hands together in front of him.

Then, I stood up.

Gavin stood with me, pulled upright by my grip on the tie. And I held onto it, turning and pulling him behind me, leading him inevitably toward the bedroom. He followed along without resistance, without a word, and it wasn’t hard to imagine his hope climbing higher in his chest with every passing moment as I guided him down the hall, toward our bedroom that been so quiet for so long, but had now become a theater of the most deviant pleasures.

“Give me that.”

Once I had him in the bedroom, I took the vibrator he was still holding from his hand. I set it down on the bed, and pointed to the mattress.

“Lie down.”

I thought I detected the flicker of a smile on Gavin’s lips, barely noticeable, as he did what I said. He used his bound hands to balance himself, his cock swaying back and forth between his legs as he moved. Directed by me, he lay down on his back, looking up at me expectantly. Hoping no doubt, that I would finally give him the sex he had been craving.

I wanted to. Maybe that was the key difference between me and the dominatrix he paid to lock him up in the first place. I actually wanted him. Apart from loving him as I did, I also wanted him badly, and never more than when he submitted to me, when he made me feel like an absolute queen by doing absolutely everything I said.

At the same time, I wanted to resist those urges. I wanted to make the game last, go on and on, to see how far I could push him. I wanted him at my mercy for a little longer, my personal plaything to use and abuse.

Stepping away from the bed, I moved back to the closet. There, I found the rope I had ordered especially for these games, and as I turned back toward the bed, holding it in my hands, Gavin seemed to get even more breathless as he watched me.

I climbed onto the bed, mattress denting under my knees. I leaned over my husband’s head, tying the rope around his already-bound wrists. Then, I tied the other end to our headboard, binding him in place.

Straightening up, I grinned down at my captive husband. And he didn’t even try to keep the smile off his face as he grinned up at me, so excited to be at my mercy. There was the key to his desire hanging above my corset-enhanced cleavage, and I knew exactly what was going through his naughty little mind as he looked at me.

“You want to cum, right?”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley, desperately,” Gavin said. I knew he wasn’t lying. I could see his cock throbbing inside its steel prison, absolutely desperate for release. And only I could grant that. My pussy, already wet from multiple orgasms, grew even wetter at the thought.

“You think you’ve earned that?”

A shadow seemed to pass across my husband’s face.

“I… I hope so, Mistress Keeley. I did everything you said.”

I had to chuckle at that.

“Yeah, I suppose you have,” I said. “But I want you to keep being this obedient, this desperate. This needy. Maybe I don’t want to unlock you. Maybe I’m having way too much fun keeping your little cock locked up and under my control.”

“Oh my God,” Gavin groaned, his obvious desperation making me laugh out loud again.

“Yeah. Be careful what you wish for, right? You wanted a woman to have control over you, and now I do. Is it too intense for you?”

“No, Mistress Keeley,” Devon said slowly. “I can handle it. It’s just… It’s hard, that’s all. Please, Mistress, please let me cum!”

“Oh, poor baby,” I said in a mocking tone, running my hand over his chest and feeling the way his breath caught in his lungs, the way his heart hammered against his ribs. “It must be so hard for you. But that’s what you wanted. And honestly, I’m starting to really enjoy having all the power in this relationship. Having you make me cum whenever I feel like, and knowing I don’t have to reciprocate in any way unless I feel like it. Let’s see. Maybe you have earned a little bit of pleasure.”

Turning on my knees, I picked up the vibrator. Then, I shuffled down the bed, toward my husband’s bound cock. Again, the quiet buzz of the toy filled the air as I leaned over him, sweeping my hair back from my face. And as I pressed my bullet vibrator against my husband’s caged cock, he let out a moan of total desperation.

I giggled. I moved the vibrator slowly over his cage, making his manhood buzz to the same frequency as the wicked little toy. He let out another long moan, and I saw the muscles in his arms contract as he struggled against the rope tied to the bed. But it was no use. It held firm, even as he squirmed on the mattress, trying to resist my touch and at the same time wanting more of it. Poor boy. And yet, I didn’t feel sorry for him. Not even a little bit. After all, I knew this was what he wanted, more than anything. This is what he had paid a stranger to simulate. Now I, his wife, was giving him the real thing. Real teasing, real captivity. Real slavery, in a sense. I was getting what Princess Athena had only pretended to give him, and from the way he was thrashing against the bondage I had him in, the noises he was making, it was driving him absolutely wild.

Gavin gasped and moaned. He squeezed his eyes tight shut, and opened them again, not wanting to lose sight of me as I kneeled above him, smiling as I played with him. His eyes did their desperate dance all over my body and my sexy outfit, driving him even more wild with desperation and lust.

It was amazing. It was intensely erotic. And from the way Gavin was moaning and trembling, I found myself wondering if it was possible for him to have an orgasm while locked in the cage. His cock was straining against the steel as if it could break free, the bruised and sensitive flesh swelling out of the gaps and cracks, but the cool steel held firm. It looked so painful, and yet the moans and groans Gavin kept making were not those of pain, but of wild and desperate pleasure. Pleasure so intense that it starts to become almost painful to have it fulfilled, to not be able to reach that blissful peak I had had so much of that day. And still wanted more.

“Oh my God… Mistress… I’m going to… I’m going to cum…”

Gavin’s eyes were screwed tight shut now, his whole body vibrating like the toy that buzzed between his legs. I held it in one place, merciless and relentless, never changing speed or pitch, just continuing to drive him crazy. I watched him writhe on the bed, totally helpless against what I was doing to him, and I felt again that wild surge of power, the feeling that came from knowing that I could do whatever I wanted. And the more cruel I was, the more he wanted me.

“I don’t remember saying you could do that,” I said in my harshest dominatrix voice.

And as I said it, I snatched the vibrator away. But even in that moment, Gavin let out a long howl of pleasure that soon turned into despair. His skin was shining now with sweat as he thrashed and moaned on the bed, the tie digging into his wrists as he struggled against it. And I watched, barely able to believe what I could see, as my husband came right there in front of me.

He groaned through gritted teeth as if it was painful, and I watched, one hand over my mouth, as his cum dripped sadly from his caged cock to leave a dark stain on the sheets below him. He opened his eyes to look at me again, and the wildness I saw in his stare almost frightened me. If he had been untied at that moment… But he wasn’t, I reminded myself. He was still at my mercy, still all mine to control. To do whatever I liked with. Whatever that might be.

And I tried to harden my heart, to maintain this vicious streak of cruelty flowing through me. Knowing that in the end, that was what he wanted.

“Did you just cum without my permission, slave boy?”

“No. Yes. I… I don’t know, Mistress Keeley.”

At least he was still addressing me with the proper respect. Intrigued, I bent over him on the bed, turning my attention to his caged genitals. Reaching out, I lifted both his steel-encased cock and his balls, feeling the wetness of his cum against the skin. But his cock was still straining against the steel, still almost flowing through the gaps in the bars. And he was still looking at me with that look of desperation on his face.

“What happened? Did you cum or not?”

“It’s like… I did, but it didn’t feel like it normally does. Like, there was no orgasm.”

For a moment, I stared at Gavin, unable to process what he had said. I had never heard of such a thing before, never heard of a man ejaculating without an orgasm accompanying it. Clearly, from the look on his face, neither had he. Again, we were both firmly outside the realm of our ordinary experiences, scrambling to stay on top of developments as they outpaced us both.

“You didn’t have an orgasm?”

“Maybe only a tiny one. If that.”

And I smiled, letting an evil grin spread across my face as I looked down at him.

“Well, sucks to be you, doesn’t it?”

Turning on the bed, I moved toward his head. I still had the vibrator in my hand, and my desire was burning just as bright as ever. I still didn’t fully understand what I had just done to Gavin, but the fact that I had done it and he had been able to do nothing at all about it turned me on.

I wanted more. I wanted all of it, wanted to ride this train as far as it would go. I wanted to cum myself. And what’s the use of having a husband who is also your submissive sex toy if you’re not having orgasms whenever you feel like it?

As I straddled Gavin’s head, facing the headboard he was tied to, he knew what to do. Immediately, he stuck out his tongue, raising his head from the mattress so that he could lick my streaming pussy. And as he did, I turned the vibrator back on and held it against my clit. I let out a long moan of pure pleasure as the vibrations ran through my body, as the feel of his tongue against my skin fueled my lust.

Gripping the headboard, I rocked my hips back and forth. I rubbed my pussy over my husband’s face, leaving a wet trail of my juices. Fucking his face, practically, rubbing myself against his nose as the vibrator kept insistently buzzing against my swollen pleasure button. It was a time to be selfish, to be cruel, to be demanding, and I was all of those things as I used my husband to get off. Like he was nothing more than an object, a toy made to please me, a thing I could use. As I held the vibrator against myself, I gripped the headboard with my other hand, my breasts rising and falling, swelling desperately in the tight confines of the corset as I breathed rapidly.

My orgasm built up inside me quickly, just as I knew it would. The situation I was in meant that it took so little to set me off, and every orgasm I took from my husband seemed to make the next one easier to achieve. Soon, I was panting and moaning desperately, almost crushing his face beneath my body while the vibrator continued to do its blissful work.

I came with a shout. Powerful waves of orgasm shook my body, and my pussy clenched against Gavin’s mouth, sending what felt like gallons of my juices pouring out over his face. He lapped them up desperately, licking and slurping, as lost in desire for me as he ever had been while I crowed in triumph above him, letting the bedroom ring with the noise of my sexual release.

With some reluctance, I switched the vibrator off. I climbed off his face, sitting heavily on the mattress beside him, trying to catch my breath. And I could feel him watching me, his body still tense, his eyes locked on my figure in my sexy outfit. Still wanting me. Still desperate for me, after everything we had done. Still completely mine, the key to his release still hanging around my neck.

“I think you need to apologize,” I said, my voice thick with orgasm.

“Sorry, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin said immediately, making me laugh.

“You don’t even know what you’re apologizing for, do you?”

“No,” he admitted.

“Apologize for coming without permission. Tell me that your cock belongs to me now, and that only I get to decide when and if you get to cum.”

Gavin sighed. But somehow, I didn’t doubt that he would do exactly what I wanted. Any power he might have ever had to resist me had evaporated long ago.

“I’m sorry for coming without your permission, Mistress Keeley,” he said. “My… My cock belongs to you. My orgasms belong to you. Only my beautiful mistress gets to decide when I have an orgasm.”

“Oh my God.”

I said the words quietly, little more than a whisper, not wanting to break my dominatrix character. At the same time, I knew that Gavin heard them. He looked at me with those wide, wild eyes, still unable to believe that his wife had become such a dominant mistress. I didn’t believe it myself. But hearing him say the humiliating words, hearing him acknowledge my sexual power over him, helped me to feel it more strongly. As if I had a right to treat him like this, to order him around, to tease and humiliate him and make him serve me as a sex slave in any way I felt like.

“That’s right,” I said, talking louder now, wanting him to hear. “That’s exactly right. And don’t you forget it.”

Reaching toward his hands, I untied the rope wrapped around them, the one that held his arms to the headboard. But I left the tie in place, keeping him bound. As always, he watched me intently, wordlessly waiting to see what I would do next, to see where I intended to go with this.

“Apologize properly,” I said, drunk with sexual power. “Get down on your knees and beg for my forgiveness.”

Gavin looked at me, with that look he had. But as usual, he didn’t argue. His hands still bound in front of him, he shuffled to the edge of the bed, then climbed off. I grinned as I watched him sink to the floor, kneeling at my feet once again. Gazing up at me, like he always did, as if he had never seen anything more beautiful, more attractive, more divine. That’s how it felt. Like I was a goddess receiving my husband’s worship.

“Please, please, Mistress Keeley,” he mumbled, “please forgive me for coming without your permission.”

I laughed as he spoke, squeezing my thighs together at the same time, my shining boots gleaming in front of him. That addictive power, that wild sense of being in control. It only seemed to get stronger as our game progressed.

“Lick my boots, chore boy, and I’ll think about it,” I said with a sneer. “Show me you’re really sorry, and I might not have to punish you.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley.”

The muscles showed in Gavin’s back as he leaned forward, prostrating himself at my feet. And I laughed again as I felt his tongue sliding over the leather of my boots, tickling my feet and feeding that sense of pure power that I was getting more and more addicted to. The wet noise of his tongue sliding over my feet filled the bedroom, and I let it, breathing deeply to make the key to his chastity rise and fall on my chest, my boobs almost spilling out over the top of the black corset. All part of what had brought him, quite literally, to his knees.

And as Gavin begged for my forgiveness, I smiled down at him, savoring again that feeling of being in total control. I couldn’t get enough of it. Already, I was thinking about our next adventure.


Chastity Date Night

Gavin was agitated. I could tell that, even without looking at him. When you’ve been married to someone for long enough, you can feel their mental state, before they even say a word. Before it even shows on their face. And maybe it was showing on his face, showing in his fidgety movements around the house. But I didn’t pay him any attention, for now.

For now, I was focused on me.

The dress was a hit. Honestly, I knew the moment I tried it on in the store. It wasn’t the type of thing I would normally wear. Of course, over the last few months if not years, occasions to dress up had been a few and far between. Gavin and I had fallen firmly into that dangerous zone for couples where the passion and intimacy die, where you start to take each other for granted. He had dealt with it in his way, spending a fortune on an online dominatrix and letting her lock away his cock and turn his lack of a sex life into some kind of fetish. I had dealt with it in my own way, with denial and avoidance and my vibrator.

I’m not saying my way was any healthier than his.

But all that had changed now. Everything was different. I sat at my dresser, doing my makeup, taking a kind of care over my appearance that I had honestly, at one point, started to think was behind me. But now, there was no doubting that I was very much the object of my husband’s desire once again. The only object, maybe. Certainly, thanks to that same online dominatrix, I was the only woman on earth who could free Gavin from the chastity device that was locked around his cock, and I never forgot that, not even for a moment. Of course, neither did he.

Yes, everything was different now. We once again had the kind of sexual energy and excitement that we had had back when we first started dating, but it was more than that. Now, there was this dark edge to it, this kinky thrill of knowing that I was completely in charge. Now it was up to me when we had sex, and what sex even meant for us. I was able to demand pleasure, in whatever way I wanted, and my sexually frustrated husband was only too happy to give it to me. All in the hope of release.

I blinked at my reflection in the mirror. My hair fell in careful waves down over my shoulders, the skin showing through the straps of the dress. It was a deep, rich blue, like the night sky somewhere just before it turns completely black. The material was a kind of velvety fabric that just begged to be touched, and I ran my hands over it again as I turned on my ft. to face my husband. The deep V neck showed off plenty of cleavage, enhanced by the push-up bra I wore underneath, and the skirt ended high on my thighs. Of course, I had paired the dress with the black boots Gavin had bought me, knee-high leather boots with a pointed toe and a sharp high heel. Boots we both knew he had licked and groveled at, boots I had made him worship. Now, just seeing them gleaming in my closet gave me a wild thrill of pleasure. Wearing them made me feel so sexy and so powerful, it was getting hard to wear any other kind of footwear.

Gavin stood in the bedroom, watching me. He was already dressed in an outfit I had picked out, a light blue button-down shirt that complemented my dress and a pair of gray slacks I had always liked to see him in. Only I knew what was underneath them. Only I knew that his cock was caged, the key dangling from its chain around my neck the only hope of release for him, and the source of all my power. And as he looked at me, I picked up on that frantic energy he had, that wild frustration and desire that seemed to be my husband’s regular state of being these days. It excited me. It always did. How could it not excite me to know how desperate he was for me, that I could practically make my husband worship the ground I walked on if I wanted to?

I knew my eyes were sparking behind thick dark lashes. I knew my lips looked plump, a deep dark red like ripe fruit making them appear fuller and more kissable. I knew I looked good, but as my husband looked me up and down, as desire warred with pain, I felt that surge of excitement I always did at moments like this. His cock was aching inside the cruel chastity just looking at me. Just from looking at what he wanted, and couldn’t have.

I rose to my feet. The skirt of the dress swirled around my thighs as I smoothed it down, taking one last look in the mirror over my shoulder before smiling at him. I stepped toward him, the high heels of my boots clicking rhythmically on the bedroom floor, the short dress showing off several inches of my bare thighs as I walked toward him, a smile on my made-up face. I reached a hand out toward Gavin, and he took it. I felt the warmth of his skin, the gentleness of his grip, and wondered if I was imagining the faint tremor I felt like I could feel in his hand just from touching me.

“Okay, slave boy,” I said, giggling over the words that still felt so strange in my mouth whenever I spoke them. “You can take me out now.”

*****

“Wow. How much were you spending on that little tramp?”

Keeping my husband in chastity had added a delicious erotic thrill to every moment of our lives. There wasn’t a minute that went by that I wasn’t sure he wanted me, not a minute when I didn’t feel as if I could make him do anything I wanted. I could have him cook me dinner or clean the house from top to bottom. I could have him kneel at my feet and tell me I was the most beautiful woman in the world. I could have him eat my pussy or please me with a vibrator, and he would thank me for the opportunity, babbling his admiration as he did everything in his power to make me cum.

It was absolutely amazing. So amazing, in fact, that I often found myself wishing I had done this years ago. What would my life have been like, if I had thought to lock my husband’s cock up in a steel cage before we were even married? We never would have gone through the dry patch that almost ended our marriage. He never would have had to seek relief from some strange woman online who charged him a fortune just to belittle and degrade him. Still, I couldn’t be that mad about it. Whatever had led us to this current point, I was happy with where we were now. And so was my husband. As strange as that still seemed to me, as hard as it was to believe when I could see how much he was suffering in chastity, Gavin was happy with the way things were. He loved being my slave. He didn’t love every minute of it; he would have preferred his own orgasms to be a little more frequent, and the chores to be a little less onerous. What he loved more than anything was surrendering to my will, giving me all the power in our relationship, and that meant sometimes doing things he didn’t want to do.

That was part of the fun.

And now, every moment between us was tinged with erotic excitement, but at the same time, we still had lives to live. I kept him in chastity around the clock, only letting him out when I felt like it, and that alone was enough to keep the fire burning between us at all times. But we still lived a normal life. Our sex life might be kinky and deviant and unbelievably exciting, and more active than it had been at any other time in our relationship. But we were still husband and wife. We still had jobs to perform and a house to maintain and everything else that went with our suburban lifestyle that looked so normal on the outside and was so wildly sexy behind our closed curtains.

Which is why I was sitting on the sofa with my laptop on my lap, looking over our financial accounts. Not being the sexy mistress of his kinky dreams this time. Wearing a T-shirt and sweatpants, my hair gathered behind my head in a messy bun. Even a dominatrix has to pay the bills. Though I suppose, technically, I could have added this to Gavin’s ever-growing list of chores and responsibilities in the house and done something more enjoyable.

Still, I was glad I did. Back before I discovered his little secret, our dead bedroom wasn’t the only problem in our marriage. We were also living beyond our means, struggling to keep up with the mortgage, the car payments, the ever-rising cost of living. I hadn’t known that he was sending money to Princess Athena, spending outrageous sums to be treated so badly. But now that he wasn’t doing that anymore, I could see the difference in our bank balance. For the first time in a long time, we had money left over at the end of the month, and not an insignificant sum, either.

Gavin looked over at me. He was dusting, another of his duties these days that I no longer had to worry about. To his credit, he didn’t ask me who I meant. We both knew.

“A lot,” he said carefully.

“Yeah, I can see that,” I said, shaking my head. “We have a ton left over this month because you’re not paying her anymore.”

Gavin didn’t say anything in response, and perhaps that was wise. He just stood there with the duster in his hand, looking nervously at me. He hated talking about his indiscretion, of course. I had made him pay for it over and over again, but maybe he still felt guilty about what he had done. He hadn’t cheated, not exactly; he maintained he had never met Princess Athena in person, and by now, I was inclined to believe him. Still, he hadn’t exactly covered himself in glory. And although I liked to tease him about it, although I recognized that in the long run, it had done wonders for our relationship, it still bothered me a little when I thought about her. He should have come to me with this. He should have trusted me. We could have been playing these games a lot earlier and avoided a lot of the heartache he put me through.

“I’m starting a savings account,” I said, clicking on my laptop as I moved through our online bank website. “I want to put something aside every month. But also, you know what else we’re going to do?”

I raised my eyes from the screen, looking at him. He didn’t say anything, just looking at me. Waiting on me to say what I wanted to say. He deferred to me more and more now, as if it was becoming more and more natural to accept my authority over him, my leading role in our relationship. For me, getting comfortable with that was a slow process. It still felt weird to have this power over him, still felt weird to be bossing him around, when we had always been equal partners in our relationship. But the chastity device was changing all that. The power it gave me was unignorable, and even when we weren’t actively playing these kinky games, there was no getting around the fact that I could make him agree to just about anything. Slowly and by degrees, I was taking more and more control of our lives, and he was content to let it happen.

“You’re going to take me out. On a date,” I said. “I’m going to buy a nice new dress, and you’re going to take me somewhere fancy to show me how much you appreciate your Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress Keeley,” Gavin said. And as I turned my smiling face back toward the computer screen in front of me, he returned to his assigned chores.

*****

Gavin drove. I sat beside him in the passenger seat, watching the world go by. The sky above was already dark, the streetlights casting halos of radiance on the road ahead.

We didn’t talk much. There wasn’t much to say. That tension was crackling between us again, almost oppressive in its power in the small space of the car.

Gavin was thinking about me. He was thinking about fucking me.

There was no doubt in my mind about that, no question about his desperate desire for me. Every time we stopped at a light, he would glance over me, taking in the sight of me sitting there in my revealing dress and the boots he loved so much. Sometimes, I would pretend not to notice, gazing out of the window and letting him look at my legs and at my cleavage. Other times, I would turn to smile at him, usually not saying anything. Sometimes, he tried to smile back, a thin, pale thing on his face. Other times, he didn’t even try. He just stared at me with a kind of astonishment, that same disbelief he always seem to have that I was his wife, transformed into his Mistress.

He wanted me every second of every day, and I never got past that. I never got tired of it. He should’ve been wanting me all along, I guess, but now that I had his cock under lock and key, I was going out of my way to be more desirable. And it worked. It was almost too easy to put on a short skirt or a nice dress or even some tight pants, plus a pair of high heels, and make him unbelievably weak for me. I guess all women have that power, to a certain extent. But having my husband under lock and key amplified it, made it unignorable. It made me want to do it more.

And there was something extra thrilling about being out of the house like this. Sure, at home we could indulge all of our wildest fantasies, could take things further than I would once have ever thought we could go. In public, we had to be more restrained. But at the same time, the secret we shared made everything so exciting, such a wild thrill. No one knew what was going on with us. No one but Gavin knew what the key around my neck signified. But I imagined that everyone would be able to see the way he looked at me, the unmistakable desire on his face every time he glanced in my direction, and that excited me. We hadn’t even arrived at the restaurant yet, and already I was unbelievably turned on.

Gavin pulled up outside, the parking lot already quite busy. Still smiling at him, I waited wordlessly, and he seemed to finally guess what I was thinking. Slipping the car keys into his pocket, he climbed out of his seat and shut the door, walking around the car to open mine. Grinning, I stepped out, smoothing the short dress over my thighs. Then I threaded my arm through his, and he walked me toward the door of the restaurant, seizing the gleaming brass handle and pulling it wide open for me to step inside.

Was my dress too short for the occasion? Was I showing too much boob? Did the black boots with their high heels make it too sexy, too over-the-top, taking away the elegance of the outfit and turning it into something more trashy? I had asked myself all these questions as I dressed that night, and asked them again now as I stepped into the restaurant, looking around as we walked toward the smiling hostess. Already, I could feel heads turning toward me, looking at what I was wearing and what lay underneath it, and I felt almost painfully conscious of myself. But Gavin was behind me, and I thought of his cock, caged inside the pants I had chosen for him, and I told myself that I had made the right decision. My primary purpose that night was to turn my husband on, and that was working. He hovered close behind me, one hand resting lightly on the small of my back as he confirmed our reservation with the hostess, and she guided us to our table.

She pulled out my chair, and I sat, smoothing my dress on my thighs again while Gavin took his own seat. After telling us the specials, she disappeared with the promise that our server would be along soon, and I smiled at Gavin the whole time.

“This is nice,” I said. “I love this place, and you haven’t taken me out for ages.”

“I know. I’m sorry,” Gavin said. I reached across the table, gripping one of his hands with mine.

“That’s okay,” I said. “I’ll find a way for you to make it up to me.”

I beamed as I said it, and Gavin offered me another one of his pale little smiles. It was like he couldn’t find anything funny about the situation when he was so turned on, and lately, around me at least, he was always turned on. Of course, the feeling was mutual. I could feel excitement buzzing deep in my stomach, and part of me wanted to call our dinner off, go straight back home, and have my husband make me cum over and over again, like he invariably did these days.

But as usual, I resisted that urge. I had plenty of experience now to tell me that the longer I could hold out, the better the eventual release would be.

The server appeared, a pretty young woman with blonde hair swept back in a functional ponytail. I ordered a cocktail, and Gavin ordered a soft drink. She left us with the menus, and I cast my eyes over the food on offer, having to read the entries several times. My mind was elsewhere. I was hungry, but my desire was a far greater hunger burning inside me, and I knew that went double for poor Gavin.

“What are you having?” I asked him.

Gavin blinked, giving his head a little shake as if his thoughts had been miles away.

“I don’t even know,” he admitted. “Wasn’t really thinking about it.”

I giggled.

“Hard to concentrate?”

“Yeah.”

I shifted my feet. Sitting with my legs crossed, I squeezed my thighs together, and as I moved, my raised foot tapped lightly against Gavin’s shin under the table.

“Is it this dress?”

“Among other things.”

I laughed again, and Gavin gave me another pale little smile. When the waitress appeared, I ordered some food, and Gavin made a hurried choice from the menu, not putting much thought into it. His mind was completely occupied by me, and it felt amazing.

I raised my glass to my lips and took a drink, leaving a pale crescent of lipstick on the glass as I lowered it again. Gavin couldn’t take his eyes off me. His gaze continued to dance over me, over my face, over my body, taking in the sight of my cleavage in the deep neckline of the dress and the key that hung teasingly above my boobs, making him mine. He was so hooked on me, it was hilarious, the biggest thrill and confidence boost I could possibly imagine.

I leaned forward, and predictably, Gavin’s eyes watched my boobs pressing against the table while I looked into his face, lowering my voice.

“What would you do right now, if I unlocked you?”

Gavin’s face was a picture.

“Right now?”

“Right now,” I grinned. “Just hypothetically. Just so I know where your head’s at.”

Gavin paused before answering. I could almost see the gears turning in his head as he constructed some wild scenario, and it turned me on so much, I could hardly stand it.

He leaned forward, holding my hand in his. And his eyes glanced conspiratorially around us before he spoke.

“I’d grab you,” he said, the intensity of his words sending another little shiver through my body as I listened. “I’d take you to the bathroom. I wouldn’t take your dress off.”

“No?”

No. I’d just lift it up and pull your panties down. I’d bend you over the sink, and fuck your brains out.”

His hand squeezed mine, his grip almost painful, but in some strange way, I welcomed it.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” I giggled. “Just as well you’re not getting unlocked, isn’t it?”

And the look of disappointment on his face almost made me pity him. Almost. But then I remembered how much fun this was for both of us, how much he loved being controlled and teased like this, and I pushed thoughts of pity away. What I couldn’t shake so easily was the desire his words had sparked in me, the exciting mental image they conjured. There was no point denying it; a huge part of me wanted nothing more than to release the beast in my husband and let him do whatever he wanted.

The server saved us as she appeared at the side of our table with plates of food in her hands. Gavin released his grip on my hand, and I sat back, just as he did.

“Enjoy,” the server said with a smile as she sat our plates down and disappeared back into the busy restaurant.

I lifted my fork. The food really did look delicious, and I knew what to expect from this restaurant. It was always a treat eating here, but it had had been so long since we went on a date like this. Except now, even as I ate, it was hard to focus. Hard to even notice I was tasting anything. I was too wildly excited, too unbelievably turned on.

I picked up my food, and even Gavin, normally a guy with a healthy appetite, seemed to be struggling with his own meal. We didn’t say much as we ate. It was like the words he had spoken, few though they were, still echoed between us, resounding in both of our heads. All the time, as I ate, I was thinking of what he said. Thinking of what he wanted, and what I wanted too.

Finally, I pushed my plate away. Sitting back in my chair, I ran my booted foot up and down Gavin’s leg. He looked at me, his eyes sharpened by desire, his face showing hope, if not expectation. And I smiled at him, letting the moment hang, still basking in my total power and control of this man who wanted me so desperately.

“I think I need to go to the bathroom,” I said.

Gavin nodded, watching as I rose from my seat, pushing it back and smoothing my little blue dress over my legs. His eyes did their familiar dance over my body as I stood, and maybe that distracted him from catching my point. So I pushed a little harder. I held out my hand toward him, and he reflexively took my fingers in his, looking up at me.

“Maybe… You want to join me?”

Gavin’s fork clattered to the floor as he sprang to his feet, almost knocking his chair over. I tried to suppress my laughter as I saw the eagerness in his movements. Lots of eyes were on us now, but I tried not to focus on that as I turned, leading my husband by the hand through the restaurant. I knew where the bathrooms were, and as we made our way down the little hallway that led to them, I stopped outside the men’s room.

“See if there’s anyone in there.”

Gavin nodded. Without a word, he let go of my hand and pushed open the door. After only a second or two, he returned, pulling open the door and shaking his head. His eyes were glowing now as he looked at me, hope and excitement surging inside him. Hurriedly, I stepped through the open door before anyone could see us, and Gavin let it swing shut behind me. The high heels of my boots echoed on the immaculate tiled floor as I stepped further into the men’s room. In the tall mirrors that lined one wall above the sinks, I watched him step up behind me, his hands already on my hips, his mouth on my neck as he kissed me.

“Not here,” I said, turning to face him. “Let’s get into a stall.”

And my husband eagerly followed me as I moved toward an open bathroom stall. They were immaculately clean and fairly roomy, big enough for us both as Gavin swung the door shut behind us and locked it. Then he grinned as he looked me up and down, and I felt a thrill of excitement, feeling for once like I was almost at his mercy instead of him being at mine.

But of course, a mistress like me couldn’t tolerate that.

“Get on your knees,” I said, speaking softly as if there were anyone in the bathroom to hear us, my voice bouncing back from the glossy tiles that surrounded us.

Gavin was still smiling, but he did as I said. He sank to his knees on the polished floor, and I stepped back, perching myself on the edge of the toilet, my knees together. For now.

“Get it out,” I ordered. “I want to see it.”

And Gavin didn’t hesitate. Unzipping his pants, he reached inside and took out his caged cock, knowing exactly what I was talking about. The stainless steel that encased his manhood gleamed in the light, seeming to match the polished chrome and glossy tile of the bathroom of the upscale restaurant. I felt another little surge of arousal as I looked at him kneeling there on my orders, and I ran my hands up and down my thighs.

Then, I lifted my skirt.

Gavin watched, his face a picture of desperation as I pulled the blue fabric up around my hips. Underneath, I wore black panties, and his eyes dropped inevitably between my legs, transfixed by what the underwear hid. But not for long.

“Get to work, chore boy,” I ordered, pointing at my pussy underneath the thin fabric of my panties that barely covered it. “You can consider this dessert.”

And as Gavin shuffled forward on his knees, his hands already reaching up to remove my underwear, as desperately eager to please as ever, it was all I could do not to burst out laughing. This wild game just kept getting wilder, and neither me nor him could get enough of it.


Dinner And Dessert

Gavin reached toward me with hands that visibly trembled. He stared up at me, his eyes wide, locked on my face and my body, not wanting to miss a single thing. And I sat there on the spotless restaurant toilets, hardly the most obvious setting for romance. But it didn’t matter. We were so excited, so turned on, that the whole world felt like our playground, and no matter where we were, everything would be charged with wild sexuality as long as we were together.

I held my dress up out of the way as Gavin’s fingers found the fabric of my panties. And he drew them down, sliding them along my thighs, down over my knees, pulling them over my shiny black boots. I lifted one foot after another from the floor, and Gavin took my panties off completely. All the while, his eyes were between my legs, staring at my pussy, desperate for what my body offered him.

“Put those in your pocket,” I ordered. Without a word, he did as he was told. I didn’t know what I had in mind when I said it, and I didn’t think about it too hard. Both of us were riding the same wave of excitement, going with the flow the way we always did at times like this, without too much of a plan. It was more fun that way.

And now, of course, the real fun could begin.

Gavin shuffled forward on his knees, and at the same time, I spread my legs. He lowered his face down toward me, his head between my thighs, and I purred with pleasure as I felt his tongue sliding over my pussy. I was already wet. How could I not be, with everything that had happened so far that night and everything I knew was going to happen?

Like I say, I had no firm plan, but I didn’t need one. The general pattern was all that mattered, and that pattern had me totally in charge. Once again, Gavin was my personal sex toy to use in whatever way I saw fit, and that idea was such an incredible turn on to me, it made me shiver as I stood there sat there on the restaurant toilet like a queen on her throne, enjoying the worship and service of her most devoted slave.

I groaned softly. Gavin had checked; there was no one in the bathroom who might hear us. But someone could come along at any moment. And that only added to the excitement, increasing the thrill as my husband continue to go down on me. The high heels of my boot slid a little on the tiled floor as I adjusted my position, sliding forward on the toilet to give him better access to my sex. I spread my legs a little wider, one hand resting on his head, not exactly holding him in place; after all, it wasn’t like he was trying to go anywhere. Still, there was a possessive feeling to the gesture that I absolutely loved, another symbol of the total power I had over this willing little cunnilingus machine.

It was amazing. It always was, but somehow, these kinky games we were playing just seemed to get more intense, more thrilling, and more fulfilling all the time. My heart was pounding in my chest, the blood practically boiling in my veins, and I bit my lip hard to keep from crying out as the rush of passion swept over me and my pussy convulsed to the movements of my husband’s tongue, a steady stream of my warm juices already flowing out of me. It was so incredible, what had happened between us. And yet there were times when it felt just right. Times when all this kinkiness, all this wild experimentation, made its own strange kind of sense.

I didn’t think too hard about it. I couldn’t, even if I wanted to. Lick by lick, Gavin was building up the sexual pressure inside me, my body seeming to light up cell by cell in response to his talented mouth. I relaxed into it, letting myself feel the full force of the pleasure he was giving me, letting everything else melt away. All responsibilities, all doubts, all fears vanished as I grew breathless, my body seeming to tighten like a string on a violin. And what music I might’ve made, if I had let myself. But I struggled to hold it back, even as it felt like one long scream was mounting inside me. Even as it felt like I might burst from the pressure of not giving voice to my bliss, not howling my orgasm at those echoing walls.

That’s not to say I managed to stay silent. I didn’t. I groaned and growled, squirming on the toilet seat as Gavin kept licking me, his hands on my thighs now, moving up and down over my skin like he couldn’t help himself. Like he craved touching me, desperate for whatever he could get.

I loved seeing him like this, loved having him like this, and I was looking right at him, watching him service me as I finally stampeded over the edge into orgasm. My legs trembled on either side of his head, my boots sliding even more on the floor, my breath leaving me in a long gasp as my chest rose and fell, my boobs bouncing in the push-up bra and the scandalously low-cut dress that had turned so many heads in the restaurant that night. But now, there was only one person I was interested in teasing with my looks, and he was kneeling on the bathroom floor between my legs, his face shining with wetness, his mouth filled with the juices of my pleasure.

With a gasp, I sat back against the toilet tank. Gavin’s head was still between my legs, his movements more tender now. I realized with a little smile of satisfaction that he was gently kissing my pussy, in love with my body and the way it made him feel. The way it made him serve. His desire for me made him so weak, so easy to control, and that made me feel like an absolute princess as I sat there, my cheeks flushed, my whole body glowing with the warmth of the orgasm he had just given me.

And still, the night was young.

The bathroom door opened, and Gavin jerked his head upright to look at me, an expression of rising panic on his face. But I was too far gone now, lost in the pleasure of making him mine, feeling more than ever like the dominatrix I aspired to be. A woman who took what she wanted and didn’t care about the consequences, relying on her beauty and sex appeal to let her get away with anything.

After all, it worked so well with my husband.

Together, we listened to a man make his way across the bathroom. We sat in silence, hardly daring to move, and I tried to keep my labored breathing under control as we listened. Just a few feet away, and I knew he couldn’t possibly imagine what was happening on the other side of the locked door between us. That naughty thought ran through me like an electrical current through a wire, charging my desire all over again.

Sitting upright, I placed my hand on Gavin’s head again. Gentle but firm pressure, pushing his head back down. Pulling him toward me again. And Gavin’s look of disbelief was eloquent as he stared into my eyes, but still, he did what I wanted. Again, my husband started licking me, and I closed my eyes for a moment, biting my lip again, once again feeling that pleasure and ecstasy swelling like music inside me.

Outside, I could hear the unseen man pissing in a urinal. Not a situation I would ever have imagined myself in, feeling again those powerful stirrings of passion, the opening movement of yet another orgasm swelling inside my body, while a stranger urinated a few feet away. This felt like forbidden space, like somewhere dangerous, and I loved it. Just me, alone, demanding my selfish pleasure while around me, unseen man went obliviously about their business. Men and their cocks, I thought to myself with a sly little smile. I thought about the man out there draining his, and I wondered what he looked like. What it looked like. Probably, statistically, he wasn’t in the least bit attractive, but I didn’t know that. I could imagine him anyway I wanted. And I could imagine what such a man, handsome and successful enough to eat at this expensive restaurant, might think if he could see me now. Would it turn him on? Would that cock he was draining get hard at the sight of me, with my husband between my knees, serving me in the desperate hope of maybe being rewarded with an orgasm?

How many men had thought of fucking me that night? It was a strange thought, but I leaned into it as Gavin kept lapping wetly between my legs, bringing me incredible pleasure all over again. How many erections had I caused, not just tonight, but ever? How many guys were going to go home that night and think of me while they had sex with their wives or jerked their lonely cocks in pure sexual frustration?

There was one man, at least, who wouldn’t be doing that. Shifting slightly on the toilet, I tapped the sole of my boot against Gavin’s chastity cage, and as his lips and tongue moved over my most intimate spot, I felt as though I could feel him trying not to whimper with pure desperation.

Pleasure was rising inside me. Outside the stall, the man had finished his business at the urinal and was heading to the sink. But as the water ran down the drain, I heard the bathroom door open again, and another man entered. How would we get out of here, when I decided I had had enough? How could we escape this bathroom without discovery? I might’ve expected myself to be scared, to be worried by the thought I had gone too far, but my pleasure was too intense for that. Considerations like that could wait. All that mattered for now was the next orgasm. I was like a junkie, always chasing that high, and it never let me down.

The sounds of the bathroom were in my ears, water running and toilets flushing, but it was easy to ignore them. Gavin kept on doing what he was doing, serving me on his knees, pleasuring me with his mouth while I just sat there, receiving his worship, my foot resting on his caged cock. As if I could feel his desperate desire even through the sole of my boots, through the steel that encased his manhood. As if the frantic throb of his cock was powerful enough to be felt through all of that. Who knows? Maybe it was. Or maybe it was my own wild heartbeat I could feel, echoing through my body like a drum, the rhythm picking up as the pleasure grew more and more intense.

I moaned. I couldn’t help it. The noise just seemed to escape my throat, even as I clamped my lips tight shut to keep it inside. And even in the depths of my pleasure, I listened hard to the noises of the men in the bathroom, trying to tell if anything had changed. Trying to hear if anyone had noticed. But life went on, and a shudder raced through my body, the muscles in my legs tightening at the delicious thrill of all this. I must be a madwoman to be doing this, but I was melting from the heat of my passion, trembling with the force of my rising bliss, and while strangers used the facilities all around us, I dissolved in another dripping orgasm that coated Gavin’s face with a fresh flood of my juices, that filled his mouth with the taste of my delicious excitement.

I was breathing rapidly again, perhaps even more frantically than the last time. Again, Gavin raised his head from between my legs, looking up at me with an unspoken question on his face. Waiting for my instructions, for my next decision. Everything depended on me.

I was still glowing with orgasm, but at least now, I could think a little more clearly. Outside, it sounded like more men had entered the bathroom. I guessed it was that time, after everyone had eaten. We had got into the bathroom before the rush, but now it was going to be tricky to get out.

I sat silently on the toilet, and Gavin looked at me. Slowly, I crossed my legs, hiding my dripping pussy from his view. And he looked down at it. He looked up at me. I raised my eyebrows, not saying a word.

Gavin cradled my foot in his hands, holding onto my high heel as if it was a precious object. And slowly, submissively, he lowered his face to my foot and kissed my leather boot. Power flowed through me, the raw power of sexual desire, that power that never failed to turn me on. Did Gavin know what it did to me, when he bowed down to me like this? He knew I liked it; I had made no secret of that. But did he understand just how wildly thrilling it was for me to have my husband groveling at my feet, so desperate for my touch that he would debase himself willingly, without me even saying a word?

In the end, I supposed it didn’t matter. What mattered was the pure thrill I was feeling, the ecstasy of this power and control.

It was almost too much. And as Gavin continued to kiss my boot like it was a holy relic, moving his mouth over the shining leather, I reached down between my thighs. I shouldn’t have been surprised to feel how incredibly wet I was, but somehow, it still shocked me. I had already had two orgasms right there in the bathroom, and still, the copious flood of my juices astonished me. They dripped down into the toilet beneath me, and I could see them shining on Gavin’s face, too. I could see them smeared on the leather of my boot, left there by his cheeks and chin, and I watched with joy as his pink tongue licked them up again, cleaning up the mess he had made and tasting my orgasm on the soft leather of the boots he had bought for me.

I almost felt like I could cum again right there as I sat playing with my pussy, running my fingers up and down my dripping slit. But I didn’t. Instead, we just sat like that for a while, him on his knees groveling at my feet, and me teasing myself as I watched him, getting off on his debasement, his supplication, his submission to me.

But outside, on the other side of the locked door of the store, nothing changed. The bathroom door swung open and closed again and again, but for every man that left, another seemed to enter. It was wordless out there, no one talking to anyone else, everyone silently going about their business. But we couldn’t stay in the toilet all night.

Lifting my hand from between my thighs, I held it out toward Gavin, pointing at him with two shining fingers. He raised his lips from my boot and looked at me. I smiled, again raising my eyebrows. I was really starting to enjoy this. Ordering him around without saying a word, making him try to read my mind. And somehow, he did. Even though my ideas seemed so wild and barely believable even to me, Gavin intuited what I wanted.

Still on his knees, he leaned forward and opened his mouth. He sucked my juices off my fingers, and I smiled down at him as I slid them in and out between the tight ring of his lips. I thought of how many times I had sucked this man’s cock, and found myself wondering just how badly he wished I would do that again. But as his mistress, I wasn’t there to give him pleasure. I was there to take it from him. And even despite the orgasms he had given me, I was still feeling that sadistic desire, that wild thrill of having total control over a man who wanted nothing in the world more than me.

Slowly, I slid my fingers out of his mouth. I leaned forward, one hand on the back of his neck for balance, my face right in front of his now. So close I could smell my own pussy on his breath.

“We’re going to have to go out there at some point,” I whispered. “May as well get it over with.”

“What if somebody says something?”

I shrugged, mimicking an insouciance I didn’t really feel.

“Let them talk,” I said. “They’ll probably be jealous of you. If only they knew what was really going on.”

Giggling quietly, I tapped the pointed toe of my boot against his caged cock again, almost kicking it. Gavin winced, but it wasn’t in pain. Not physical pain, anyway. It was a reminder of his helplessness that he didn’t need, the inescapable fact of his total surrender to me. I could see he was scared to go out there, scared to confront what might be waiting. So was I, for all my bluffing. But someone had to be in charge. And that someone was always me.

“You can put that away,” I whispered, moving my foot away from Gavin’s caged cock.

As he stuffed it back inside his pants and zipped up, a wild fantasy struck me. What if I didn’t let him do that? What if I made him walk out there with his locked cock completely on display for strangers to see? I would never do such a thing, of course. As cruel as I can be, that seemed like a step too far even for me. Still, the thought of it was intriguing, to say the least. Would he do it, if I told him to? Somehow, I felt like he would. He might hesitate, might complain, might even beg not to do it. But in the end, I felt sure I could make him. All thanks to that little key hanging from its chain just above my seductive cleavage.

It was a wild thought. And as I was learning, one wild thought leads to another.

“Where did those panties get to?”

Gavin reached into his pocket, pulling out the black fabric of my underwear. He held them out in front of me with both hands, not sure what I wanted, as if he thought I might put them back on. But I had a better idea.

“Give them to me,” I said quietly, snatching the panties out of his hands. “Now, open your mouth.”

Gavin looked at me, and again, his face was a picture of confusion and fear and doubt. But again, he did as he was told. He didn’t want to, but he did it, and again, I thought of leading him out into the bathroom with his caged cock hanging outside his pants, and I smiled at the image and at the unrivaled power I clearly had over my husband. I stuffed my panties into his mouth until they filled it completely, and he closed his lips over them. You might not be able to tell he had anything in there, if you didn’t look too closely. But if you did, you could see the way his cheeks bulged around them, the way his lips seemed to want to part.

And now he was gagged, unable to talk, his words and his opinions completely relevant. Only his desire mattered.

“Stand up,” I whispered.

Not that there was any point in whispering anymore. The bathroom outside was still busy with men coming and going, doing their unspeakable business, and the minute we stepped out, everyone would guess what had been going on in the stall. They would know the details, of course. After all, who would even imagine such a thing? Certainly not me, before we started down this road. But they would know. They would know we had been having some fun, and the flushed look on my face, my breathless happiness, would tell them everything they needed.

Gavin rose to his feet, and I held out a hand for him to help me do the same. Standing, I pulled my dress down around my thighs. It really was very short, revealing enough already when I wore underwear. But now, without it, I was running a real risk of exposure every time I moved. And that, too, was part of the thrill, a strange exhibitionist streak in me that I had never known existed. All part of the dance, I supposed. All part of the relentless teasing of my husband, the constant reminder that I was a sexual being with a power he could hardly resist.

Traces of my husband’s saliva and my own cum were still shining on one of my boots as I took Gavin by the hand and unlocked the door of the stall. I let him out into the bright lights of the toilet, and saw every head in the room turned toward us. I felt men’s eyes on my body, looking me up and down, unreadable expressions on their faces. Not many of them looked surprised. Instead, I saw smiles and leering looks, and I felt my cheeks burn as I blushed, leading Gavin further out into the bathroom.

I hurried toward the door, not wanting to look anyone in the eye, feeling their eyes on me in my skimpy dress, knowing exactly what they were thinking. And then, it started.

One of the men clapped his hands together, applauding our performance. Then, another joined him, and another.

I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. It was absolutely mortifying, but at the same time unbelievably thrilling. We stepped out of the bathroom to a round of applause, every man in there thinking I had just had sex with my husband in a bathroom stall, thinking I was that much of a slut. What they didn’t know with that the truth was even more wild and outrageous than that.

I led Gavin through the restaurant, back through tables where once again, heads turned to watch us go. Watching me more than him, admittedly. Men looking at my body, at my legs and my boobs and my ass, and women looking at me more critically, judging my dress, my boots, my makeup and hair the way we all do. Let them look, I thought to myself, almost trying to give myself a similar little pep talk to the one I had given Gavin without really believing it. Inside, I was still that shy girl who never wanted to be the center of attention, but I was getting such a crazy thrill out of this spotlight I seemed to be in.

Still, it was a relief to take a seat back at our table. Gavin sat down opposite me, looking at me imploringly, gagged by my panties. I couldn’t stop smiling at the thought of it, the wild reality of what I was doing to the man I loved.

The table had been cleared in our absence, and after a few moments, our waitress reappeared.

“I thought I had lost you guys,” she said with a smile.

“No, we just had some business to take care of,” I said, smiling up her.

“No worries. You don’t look like the type to dine and dash. But I guess you never know. Is there anything else I can get you?”

I looked across the table at Gavin, still smiling my little smile. Of course, I knew he couldn’t answer me. He stared at me with that increasingly familiar desperate expression on his face, as if silently begging me not to humiliate him further. But I thought about it. I thought about it hard, all kinds of fun and kinky scenarios racing through my brain until finally, I chose my course of action.

“No, I think we’re good,” I said, turning back to the server. “We’ll have dessert at home.”

There was nothing particularly salacious in what I said. Maybe it was the way I said it. Or maybe the situation, given the wild charge of sexual energy that filled the air between us. But the smile the server gave me seemed knowing somehow, as if she could tell I wasn’t talking about cake or ice cream. Producing a card reader, she tapped on the screen a few times.

“Pay the woman, Gavin,” I instructed my husband as I sat back in my chair, crossing my legs.

The feeling of the restaurant air against my wet pussy sent more of those little jolts of desire through my body. It was like everything we did was a turn-on, everything just making me want more. And Gavin silently produced his credit card and inserted it into the machine, typing in his code while I tapped my boot against his shin under the table.

“Thanks very much,” the server said, tearing off a receipt and handing it to my husband. “Have a great night, guys.”

“Thanks, we will,” I grinned at her. And she flashed me another of those knowing smiles as she turned away, heading toward other tables.

I turned toward Gavin. It’d been a wild experience, by far the sexiest dinner of my entire life. But by now, with all that excitement crackling between us, I was ready to go. Uncrossing my legs, I rose to my feet, and Gavin did the same. Gagged with my panties, it seemed like he was more eager to get out of there than I was.

Stepping around the table, I threaded my arm underneath his, and he walked me toward the door of the restaurant. Again, I felt heads turn to watch us, but I ignored them. I felt so happy, so fulfilled, as my handsome husband led me toward the car, his mouth stuffed with my underwear, his cock locked up tight. These games had been impossible to imagine only a few weeks before. But what I had really been unprepared for, apart from the wild sexual thrill of it all, was the way I felt closer to my husband than I had in years. Now that I knew about his secret fetishes, now that I owned his cock, I somehow felt that I was closer to his heart, too.

Gavin walked me across the parking lot and opened my car door for me, holding it while I swung myself inside and adjusted my little blue dress. Then, he shut the door and circled around the car, getting in behind the wheel. Silently, he drove me home, my underwear still stuffed into his mouth, and I didn’t say anything either. I just sat back in the passenger seat, enjoying the sense of pure power, knowing that whatever happened next that night, it was entirely up to me.
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