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Dedicated to the one whose boots I would crawl across
broken glass for a chance to kiss…
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Introduction

“I need you to think about if this is really what you want…” Rachel looked down her nose at her husband kneeling obediently beside her vanity as she went to work applying her makeup.

“I do like the cage,” she added with a snicker as she glanced down at the black and blue plastic chastity cage that she had watched him lock around his genitals for her before handing over the keys that now hung from a necklace between her delectable cleavage.

“If it keeps you from masturbating so much, that alone will be worth the investment!”

The young brunette laughed to herself as Nick remained silent as he had been strictly told, his eyes fixated on the shiny, new black leather ankle boots that he had bought her for just this occasion, along with the provocative, black silk stockings that ran up the woman’s legs and the black leather bra and panty set that he had purchased for her years ago for their anniversary but had never been able to get her to wear until that very night.

As his heart raced ominously in his chest, he could tell that there was something different about his wife that night that he’d never seen before, though to be honest he’d fantasized about it for quite some time.

Sitting tall in her chair before him, Rachel looked like so much more than his wife in that moment.

She was a queen, a goddess, a sex symbol who was all but out of reach for a pathetic, little slave like him. They both knew it, and she was finally ready to embrace it at his ultimate expense.

Every word from her tongue seemed to pierce him like a knife, and yet he trembled for her every next word as she took her time painting her lips a seductive shade of red and her eyes a shadowy mystique that would fit in well where she was going.

In a way, Nick feared what he was watching his wife become, but he didn’t dare look away.

Smiling with a sinister grin as she admired her handiwork in the mirror before reluctantly turning her attention back to her husband, Rachel did little more than smirk as she stood up from her chair and towered over her submissive, then stepping around him and retrieving the short, leather skirt from its hanger that she had borrowed from one of her girlfriends when she had announced her plans for a special girls’ night out.

Watching his wife slide the supple, black leather up her legs and over her matching lingerie that now hinted of itself with the snaps of her garters underneath the skirt, Nick ached as she playfully shook her ass in front of him and then stepped away once more to pair the leather skirt with a seductive, mesh top that showed off her bra below and made her feel particularly sexy standing there in her new heels.

“Well, I think I’m about ready to go…” Rachel announced as she retrieved a small, black leather wristlet from her dresser and slid her essentials into it.

“How do I look?!” she asked her submissive husband with a wicked gaze, but before he could stammer out a response, instead Rachel had swept up a web of leather straps from nearby and jammed the blue rubber ball between his lips from behind his head, advising him rather bluntly as she proceeded to cinch each of the straps of the bondage muzzle around his head…

“Rule #1 – Whenever you’re dressed up like this, I don’t really care what you have to say.”

“Between the cage locked around your tiny dick and this gag stuffed in your mouth, I think it should be pretty clear that I’m the one wearing the pants in this relationship now … or skintight leather skirt, as it were!” Rachel declared as she pulled the straps tight until the smooth leather of the muzzle perfectly hid away the sizable ballgag that would keep her slave quiet for hours even when she was away.

“You said that you got off on humiliation and me calling you names, so you need to know that you definitely look pathetic kneeling here in your gimp gear, letting me boss you around while I’m dressed like this to go out and have some real fun!”

“What kind of a man would let his wife go out without him dressed like this???” the brunette laughed sarcastically, taking a step back to give him a chance to check her out from head to toe before jerking his head forward once again to buckle the thick collar that was attached to the muzzle around her husband’s neck.

When she was satisfied that the intimidating gag was tight enough to last the evening, she retrieved a handful of small, silver padlocks from her dresser and began casually sliding them through each of the awaiting hasps in the numerous straps, clicking every last one of them shut with a satisfying *SNAP* until he didn’t have a hope of removing his muzzle without the keys that would be stowed safely in her purse all night long.

“Now while I’m out tonight,” the woman continued to muse as she reached down to loosen but not remove the chains that had been holding the heavy leather wrist cuffs together along with even thicker cuffs around his ankles in his kneeling position, “I expect you to act like my slave and actually get some work done around here!”

“Since you clearly won’t be masturbating,” she said slyly as she nudged the cage between his legs with the toe of her boot, “you should have plenty of time for chores. Vacuuming, laundry, dusting – you’re a smart slave, so you should be able to put together a list that will impress your mistress.”

“And put the satin sheets on my bed before I get home,” she added with a wink. “Something tells me I’m going to be feeling a bit naughty before the night is through…”

Towering over her husband with a momentary drop of kindness, Rachel took his leather-encompassed chin in between her finger and thumb and looked down into his eyes longingly. She turned her ass playfully in his direction, then laughed and shrugged as she told him, “I’d tell you to kiss my ass out of a sign of respect, but you couldn’t right now if you tried! Oh well…”

Staring down her nose at him once again with a newfound air of superiority that she was beginning to love, Rachel then ordered him, “Put your forehead on the ground! I want your eyes on my boots where they belong as you watch me leave…”

Rachel grinned with pride as her slave did as he was told, carefully bending over at the waist until he was at eye level with the designer boots that he had chosen just for her to lord over him as she was. He wanted to lean over and kiss them and worship them as he had in his fantasizes, and yet somehow her denial was even better because he knew that he didn’t deserve it.

He felt truly inferior to his wife as he watched her red soles slowly walk out of the room, her heels clicking loudly against the tile floor as she was off to meet up with her girlfriends for a night filled with god knows what. He had his suspicions, which were secretly also his fantasies, and now with a thick, rubber ball blocking his lips and any sort of protest, the man was helpless to watch his wife take charge and bring his dreams to life in ways that he knew he couldn’t possibly predict.


Chapter 1 – First Night of Servitude

Once he was confident that enough time had passed since he had heard the front door close, Nick carefully worked his way back into a standing position to assess the bondage that he had committed to for the evening.

In addition to the leather muzzle locked around his head and the chastity cage around his dick, he also wore bondage cuffs on both his wrists and ankles that had also been locked in place with more of the same padlocks that held his muzzle on tight. Between each set of cuffs, his wife had run a short piece of chain – a few feet between his ankles to give him the ability to walk, and about a foot between his wrists so that he could adequately perform his chores.

Looking at himself in the tall, full length mirror that Rachel had placed in the corner of the room, he felt humbled as his mind flashed back to how incredible she had looked dressed in high heels and leather ready for the club while he was more equipped to fold clothes and mop floors like a good, little slave would…

But of course, that had been his goal all along – for years he’d pleaded with his wife to engage in a more serious form of BDSM in their personal lives and even joked about her making him her slave, but she could never get into it, saying things like “He just wanted to top from the bottom…” and that “He couldn’t handle a real female-led relationship where she was truly the one in charge…” until surprisingly one spring evening after having conventional sex, she had surprised him by bringing up the topic herself.

“Tell me how you’d make it worth my while if you were my slave…” she said coyly as the two cuddled in each other’s arms post-coitus.

He started off light, offering massages and foot rubs and weekends of pampering her with wine and time in the tub to read her romance books, but she seemed intrigued when he hinted at more such as taking her shopping more often for sexy clothes and lingerie, and kissing her feet, and even giving up control of his erections through playing with chastity.

“If I’m being honest,” she told him with a raised eyebrow, “there are things that turn me on about this … that I’m not sure you’d actually want me to do.”

“What’s that?” Nick asked, now quite curious to see the gears finally turning inside of his bride’s head.

“Well,” she continued, “what if I wanted to punish you for not following my rules?”

“Like spanking?” her husband inquired.

“For starters, yes,” Rachel nodded with a smile. “I’ve seen some pictures of these women beating their slaves with long, bamboo canes that look really intense, and I think it would be interesting to feel the kind of power that they’re wielding.”

“It would be a natural fit for a dominant wife,” she explained calmly. “And I think it would put you in a much more submissive place after experiencing the other end of that, too.”

“Ok,” Nick stammered back. It was a little scary, but he liked that she was showing interest. “What else?”

His wife pondered a while longer, then told him, “I want to be free to do whatever I want.”

“What does that mean???” her husband asked with a puzzled look.

“It means that aside from your safewords, no more topping from the bottom. The domme calls the shots and your job is simply to obey them. If I want to tie you up and leave you to struggle for a few hours – that’s what we do. If I want to tease and deny you sex because I think that it’s fun – I’m the one who holds the keys to your cage. If I want you to crawl around on the floor and lick my friends’ shoes clean when they come over…”

“Seriously?” Nick asked with a shocked look on his face.

“Seriously!” Rachel affirmed with a wide smile.

“If you want to feel what it’s like to be a woman’s slave, you have to be willing to give yourself up completely to her and trust that she’s not going to do anything that will cause permanent damage!”

“If I made you get on your knees and kiss Dani’s shoes before we went out for lunch – sure, it would be embarrassing as hell for you, but it would be fun for me to know that you’re willing to humiliate yourself like that for me!”

“…and I’m sure that Dani would get a good laugh out of it, too!” she teased as she leaned in to give her husband a tender kiss on the lips.

“I’m not sure what it is,” she explained, “but lately I’ve found myself thinking about some of those kinks different than I did before, so if I’m finally in a place to maybe give you what you’re after, I think I owe it to you to try.”

Walking carefully through their house, the chains between his cuffs jingling in the night as he checked to ensure that all of the curtains were shut, the slave now couldn’t stop thinking about his mistress dressed to the nines in black leather and riding on the high of transforming her pitiful husband into her dutiful slave. From her stiletto-tipped boots to the fuck-me red paint that adorned her lips, his wife was dressed to thrill and she knew it, so where would she go next???

Would she meet up at a local dive bar for shots with the girls?

Would she take them to the club and get a little flirty on the dance floor?

Or would she hit up the BDSM club downtown and give herself over to serve as someone else’s plaything for the night?

Any of those options sounded reasonable as he walked around the house, gathering up random things to put them where they belonged, and at the end of the night, the truth really was – he had agreed that she could do whatever she wanted. Mistresses don’t have rules, only slaves do, he reminded himself, and as he struggled to drag the vacuum cleaner out of the hallway closet to begin cleaning the floors, he felt the smallest drop of pre-cum gathering on the tip of his cage that cemented that understanding deep inside his head.

Every pull of the vacuum across the carpet, Nick was reminded of the chains that hung between his wrists and ankles.

Each time that he passed a reflective surface like a TV or glass tabletop, he saw his own visage bound up tight with straps and padlocks.

And for every thought of his breathtaking wife in her jaw dropping leather attire, the submissive felt his dick straining inside of its chastity cage, thus serving as a constant and unrelenting reminder of what he had agreed to sacrifice to pursue this perverted fantasy that he had harbored for far too long.

As the minutes turned to hours, the slave husband did his best to check off as many of the chores that Rachel had mentioned as possible, leaving a spotless lower floor in his wake before eventually returning upstairs just after midnight to tidy up their bedroom and bathroom, not to mention change the sheets into the sexy, deep red satin set that they typically reserved for anniversaries and birthdays once or twice a year.

Taking his time to delicately unfold the alluring sheets from their usual home safe in the bottom drawer of their dresser, however, Nick found himself taken by a newfound surge of submission as he looked up and saw himself bound and helpless in the nearby mirror, tending dutifully to his mistress’s bedside in preparation for her return home. To what end she might choose to indulge in the fruits of his labor was frankly irrelevant and somewhat self-serving, for as much as he wanted to lay with his loving wife after their first evening of experimental slavery, something told him that what he had endured for her thus far with his chained cuffs and locking muzzle and denied dicklet was all but the smallest taste of what Mistress Rachel truly had to offer…

When at last he had done everything he could think to do and the clock was approaching three AM, the husband found his place quietly by the front door and bowed his head in waiting until another twenty minutes had passed and he finally heard the soft echo of stilettos on the front path followed by his wife’s key being inserted into the door’s lock.

Opening the front door to find her humble slave kneeling in a position of reverence put an approving grin on the exhausted woman’s face as she smirked, then informed him candidly, “Stay right there while I take a quick tour of your work and see if you’ve earned yourself any dessert tonight…”

The man gulped as his wife walked past him, his eyes barely glancing up to follow her high heeled boots as far as he could without moving until she had left his vision into the kitchen. One room at a time, he heard Rachel casually comment out, “This looks good…” or “Missed a spot there…” until finally she returned to their foyer now holding a long, leather leash which she connected to the D-ring on the front of his collar.

The slave also couldn’t help but notice that his wife had put on a pair of long, black leather opera gloves that seemed to give her own persona an even more sinister look as she gave a sharp jerk on the leash and called to him over her shoulder, “Follow your mistress to her chamber and if you can keep up, maybe I’ll give you a little taste!”

As the man went to stand, however, Mistress Rachel stopped abruptly and raised her voice without bothering to turn around, “I never said you could stand up. Down on your knees and crawl behind me where you belong…”

Dropping his eyes back down to the floor in defeat before taking the position that she had ordered, the slave felt like a dog crawling meagerly behind his owner’s feet, focusing on her sexy ankle boots as he grew both more humiliated and also aroused with every step. The silence throughout their home was deafening, highlighted by the ominous tapping of her heels on the floor until eventually they reached the staircase and Rachel looked back to smirk at her submissive scrambling to follow her up the stairs still on his hands and knees.

Finding the master bedroom just as she expected with her red satin sheets spread invitingly across the bed and the lights dimmed to further set the mood, the mistress gestured for her husband to kneel before her where she casually produced the keys to unlock the straps around his muzzle, removing his gag and giving him a brief moment to relax his jaw before also unlocking the chains between his cuffs and ordering him up onto the bed on his back.

Nick’s freedom was admittedly short lived as his wife then took several shorter lengths of chain and looped them through the D-rings on each of his cuffs followed by a series of eye-hooks that were tucked just out of sight in the four corners of the bedframe itself. Taking a deep breath as his mistress made quick work of relocking each chain in place with a collection of much larger, steel padlocks, the slave’s perspective suddenly took a turn when Rachel climbed up onto the bed with him, then took her place of authority with one knee on each side of her slave’s head as she straddled his face with her leather-clad pussy and told him to get to work…

“Show me that you still know how to use that tongue of yours!” she taunted playfully as she grinded her panties against his nose and lips, effectively smothering him with the sweet aroma of leather and sex as she enjoyed every squirm that she felt beneath her.

“As you can taste, I had a wonderful night out tonight!” Rachel laughed as she reached down and pulled her underwear to the side, giving her slave a full-on taste of how wet she had gotten while she was out for the night.

“It would’ve been so easy to slide a man’s cock into my wet pussy after all of the dancing and grinding that I did,” the woman snickered mischievously, “but I decided to keep my options open – for now, anyways.”

Reaching down to pull the wet leather from her waist altogether, she giggled as she tossed it playfully behind her towards his locked dick before turning her attention back to his tease…

“I did get a couple of phone numbers, and had some fun making out with two different studs tonight. That was probably while you were scrubbing the toilet or organizing my makeup at my vanity for me, slave…”

It was all that Nick could do but whimper into his wife’s decadent pussy as her arousal along with the taunts of how she got there stung deeper thanks to his newfound role.

“I must confess, though,” Rachel continued to muse enthusiastically, “I don’t know how long I’m going to make it in our little experiment without taking a lover for myself because even my girls noticed that I seemed extra horny at the club tonight! I told them there was just something about dressing up in leather and leaving your hubby at home in bondage doing the chores that makes a woman feel especially naughty!”

The dominant woman cackled out loud as she thrust her hips even further down on her husband’s poor tongue.

“By the way, Kelly said that she wants pictures the next time I tie you up like this, so look forward to that soon in the future…”

Only when she was satisfied did the woman finally change her pose, now turning to face her slave husband’s pitiful, little dick as she rested her body on top of his and enjoyed a few minutes poking and prodding it through the holes in the plastic with her sharp, painted fingernails, and even going so far as to give him a couple of long and seductive licks with her tongue along the length of the cage while his face remained buried in the woman’s ass.

Snickering with glee as she batted it around once more like a toy, then spit on it for good measure, Mistress Rachel laughed, “You probably can’t even feel that, can you?! I’m sure that I probably couldn’t feel it if I had you inside of me right now!”

“God, I should’ve locked you up in chastity so long ago, but at least you’re finally here now where you belong…”

Rachel shook her head and chuckled to herself as she got up and looked down at her slave laid out on the bed, now covered in her juices yet no closer to his own climax than he was hours earlier when their game had just begun.

The truth was, she was still just as horny as ever, but as she gazed down at the man who had dedicated himself as her personal slave, permitting him an audience to that climax just didn’t seem right to the cruel mistress that was budding within her.

“I think that’s enough for now,” she announced as she began to step around the bed still in her high heels, unlocking one of the steel padlocks after another until her husband was free to move on his own.

Before he could ask, his wife added with a raised eyebrow, “If you don’t mind, I’d like a little time on my own to decompress before I go off to sleep, so I think it’s only fair that my slave sleeps on the couch tonight…”

“Yes, ma’am,” he nodded quietly, eyes to floor as he slowly began to catch his breath.

Pointing to the older pillows and blankets that he had removed and folded in the corner before making up her bed with the good sheets, she continued, “I think I’m going to leave your cuffs until morning. You’ll need to get used to wearing them long term anyways…”

With that, Rachel disappeared into their closet and rustled around their collection of toys for a few minutes before eventually returning holding a number of new items.

“Can’t have you going any length of time without a collar, now can we?!” she said first as she approached him from behind and buckled a thick, 1” leather collar around her slave’s neck and applying one of the same silver padlocks that had held his strappy muzzle in place earlier.

She also handed him one of two blindfolds that she had been carrying, and it was at that time he noticed that his wife had also retrieved one of her more sizable dildos from the closet which gave him a pretty good idea of her plans for the near future…

“Don’t expect me to be this generous every night,” she told him with a wink as she then gestured towards the bedroom door, “but because you did such a good job cleaning while I was away, I’ll let you kneel by the door and listen to me get off before you go to bed…”

Still towering over her naked husband in her heels at the door, his wife pointed at the floor and indicated for him to kneel with his back to the couple’s bedroom. Smiling as she watched him instinctively crossing his hands behind his back, Rachel then covered his eyes with the soft, black leather blindfold and whispered seductively into his ear.

“Enjoy the show … because next time it might not be a toy that I’m getting off with in here!”

With that, Rachel closed the bedroom door on her husband, twisting the lock in the handle to ensure that her playtime would be uninterrupted before taking a moment to herself as she looked over the scene that had unfolded that fateful night when she had decided to finally take charge.

Spotting her wet panties now in the center of the bed, the mistress plucked them up with a certain sense of pride and then, after a bit of thought, she opened the door and hung them over her husband’s head, making sure that the best spot landed right underneath his nose as she remarked wryly, “Almost forgot these – you’ll need to handwash them along with the rest of my lingerie tomorrow…”

Locking the door between them once more, she let her mind drift back to the naughty scenes that fueled her at the club – all of the men who bought her drinks, and those who she’d allowed to get even closer out on the dance floor. Running her hands across her body as she looked herself in the mirror still clad in black leather, she imagined being the kind of wife who would do the things that they had fantasized about that night and then slipped the second blindfold over her own eyes before settling back into her luxurious, satin sheets with her dildo in hand.

“Oh, baby – that feels nice…” Rachel purred softly as she rubbed the head of the 9” rubber cock against her wet opening, gradually sliding her legs wider as she imagined one of the hot guys from the club pressing up against her not unlike they had earlier, though at the time vertically instead of horizontally.

It was amazing to the woman just how sweet the hours of kinky foreplay had been for her as she pictured Jonathan leaning in to kiss her passionately on the lips at the same time that he slid his cock deeply into her pussy, making her groan out into him as her hips rose off the bed to match the motion of his.

“Oh god, this feels so fucking good!” the woman groaned a bit louder, biting her lip as Jonathan began to thrust harder and harder inside of her while pulling her pert nipples free from the leather bra and twirling his tongue expertly around them one at a time.

“That’s right, Jonathan – fuck that pussy…” Rachel called out, now lost in her fantasy as her stiletto fuck-me boots dug into the bedsheets and she imagined being ridden while her slave knelt bound and locked away on the other side of the door.

“Ooooooh god – you can cum in me if you want!” she shouted in ecstasy. “My little bitch husband won’t care…”

Rubbing her clit vigorously with two fingers while she tortured her sex with one long and satisfying stroke after another with the thick toy, the married woman moaned in pleasure as she finally approached the release that she had been awaiting all night long, and then burying her tongue deep within Jonathan’s lips as he pulled her body tight, the two shook together as she imagined the thick, white cock filling her with cum while she spasmed again and again breathlessly in the stranger’s arms.

Her body at last going limp, sprawled out on the crimson sheets as Rachel let the abused dildo fall out of her tired hand between her legs, she cooed softly as she gently ran her leather-gloved fingers along her now tingling skin, pulling and stroking a bit harder at her nipples as the blindfold still kept the image of her lover in her forefront as he lay teasing her exposed body.

“We need to do that more often!” the married woman laughed out loud as she did her best to slip out of her skirt and top, reluctantly next removing the long opera gloves so that she could take off her boots, stockings, and last her garter belt until she was naked in bed, save for the leather blindfold and the freshly fucked look that remained plastered on her face.

“I don’t have to unlock him, do I?” Rachel mused softly to herself as she reached down and pulled up the shimmering sheets to cover her body after dropping her clubwear into a pile beside the bed.

Reaching up to flick off the already dimmed lights above her, she smiled broadly at the thought of Nick hunched over the bathroom sink, delicately scrubbing her dirty panties clean while she lay nearby still cuddling with her lover as she teased him to another erection with her hand underneath the sheets.

The cage locked around his tiny dicklet, the cuffs on both his wrists and ankles, and even that muzzle buckled and locked tightly around his head … the uniform seemed to suit his new role as her slave, and the thought of exploiting him even more for her pleasure made Rachel feel all warm and fuzzy as her fingertips wandered down to her swollen pussy lips once more, debating whether she could talk Jonathan into one more fuck before she imagined herself falling asleep in his arms.

“God, being a bitch was going to be fun!”


Chapter 2 – Errand Boy

Awakened the next morning with a certain glow about her that she hadn’t felt in years, Rachel lay spread out luxuriously in her bed as she gradually opened her eyes to find reminders of the night before spread all around the room. From her dildo that now sat in a pile of the crumpled, red satin sheets in the spot where her husband would normally sleep to her discarded lingerie that had been hastily tossed to the side after her imaginary fling with Jonathan to the imposing black and blue leather muzzle that her slave had worn for hours while he toiled away at his chores during her time away…

“That’s right,” she thought to herself as a broad smile grew on her lips. “I have a slave now.”

Casually making her way out of bed and slipping a soft, cotton robe around her naked body, the woman gingerly made her way downstairs to where she found Nick still asleep on their sofa, with his leather cuffs peeking out from underneath the blanket he was using, their silver padlocks twinkling from the morning sunlight in a way that made his wife giggle as she walked past him into the kitchen to make herself a cup of coffee.

A few minutes later after hearing the sounds of the coffee maker coming to life nearby, the submissive husband came out to greet his wife, the locks on his restraints jingling softly as he came into her view. Rachel couldn’t help but smirk as he stood in his same “uniform” from the previous night, particularly with the special chastity cage still locked as securely around his small dick as she had left it…

Nick admired his wife’s natural beauty before being reminded of his new role and dropping his eyes back down to her feet, but the woman was quick to speak up, “You have my permission to speak freely – at least for now…”

“So … did you enjoy your time as my slave last night???”

His eyes rose to met Rachel’s once more as he thought for a moment, then cleared his throat and replied, “Yes, ma’am – I did.”

“Good!” she chimed back in response as she reached for a mug and began pouring her coffee from the freshly brewed pot. “I’m glad to hear that because after a taste like that, there’s so much more I want to try!”

Nick got to work preparing a couple of toasted bagels with jam for himself and his mistress while Rachel sat down at the table and gushed about the amazing night that she had enjoyed between dancing with her girlfriends and getting a little frisky with several strangers, but most important had been the time she spent teasing and tormenting her slave both before and after her clubbing adventure that had really been the icing on the cake for her night.

“There was me being dressed for sex and feeling like a queen, and then knowing that you were back at home all locked up in your bondage gear, doing chores for me while I was out having fun … it was just so fucking hot, it was pretty intoxicating for me the entire time!”

“Like we’d be out on the dance floor and some random hottie would work his way over, and first he’d flirt with me with his eyes, then I’d feel his hands brushing the leather skirt on my hips … and the closer I got, instead of thinking, ‘No Rachel – you can’t do this, you’re married!’ in my mind I would picture you all gagged with your little cage on and it just made me want him all the more…”

“Even just leading you through the house on your hands and knees was such a rush for me,” she admittedly with a proud smile in between bites, “because it was such a great visual of your submission to me crawling at my feet behind me.”

“At one point I wondered if you could smell anything special about me because I could still smell their cologne when I laid down in bed later!” the woman laughed.

“That, and OH MY GOD was I wet – you saw that from my panties – I hope the leather held the scent nice and strong for you…”

Nick sat awkwardly quiet for a moment, then smirked himself and admitted to her, “Yeah, I fell asleep holding them under my nose, thinking of you getting fucked … it was pretty incredible.”

Rachel smiled warmly at the positive acknowledgment.

“I just want you to know,” he then added with an earnest tone to his voice, “that you weren’t too hard on me … with any of it.”

“I know that talking about sleeping with other men is a lot, but hearing the words from your lips just kept me on cloud nine. I wish that there would’ve been more that I could do for you because it was really hot for me to get demoted like that, and for you to be so blatant about locking me up and hooking up with other guys just because you deserve it.”

“Well,” his wife paused in reflection, gazing off in the distance as she formed her thought before looking back at her humble servant, “maybe you deserve it, too.”

“If you’re not capable of pleasing your wife sexually, maybe you deserve to be demoted to her slave – to have your dicklet locked away where you can’t play with it so you can focus on doing the things that you are able to make her happy through … as menial and arduous as they may be.”

“I think we’re about done here,” she then announced, pushing her empty plate in his direction while his own still had half a bagel left.

“Why don’t you get down on the floor and kiss my foot,” Rachel instructed him with a raised eyebrow. “Once you’re done paying your respect to your mistress, you can clean this mess up while I decide what you’re going to do for me today.”

Sliding his own plate away, the man unceremoniously slipped back into his new role and dropped to his knees on the white tile floor, his eyes quickly settling on his wife’s dainty feet with red-painted toenails that she had gotten recently in preparation for her naughty night out. As he leaned forward and delicately touched his lips to the woman’s seemingly saintly toes, his mistress merely smirked in amusement and sipped from her coffee mug, savoring her husband’s humbling devotion as he softly kissed her foot until eventually she brushed him away and told him to get to work…

“I think you can start,” she continued as she gazed down at him now with a sense of disdain as she fell back into character, “by handwashing what I wore out to the club last night. It’ll be good for you to learn the proper way to clean leather anyways – I rather enjoyed the feeling of it up against my body, so I expect to be wearing a lot more of it in the future!”

“Make sure that everything gets a good scrubbing…”

The dominant grinned as she watched his mind flashback to the image of her dressed in her leather lingerie and miniskirt, with stilettos on her feet and a lust for excitement in her heart as she towered over him bound like only a slave should be. The thought of him standing over the bathroom sink, gently scrubbing her intimates while she had his safely under lock and key was delightfully humiliating, which she only further built upon by shooing him away with one hand as she added with a naughty sneer, “I trust you not to linger when you’re washing my stockings and panties or next time I’ll just send them out and put your talents to work on the toilets or something far less exciting…”

Reaching across the table as her slave humbly nodded and scurried away, Rachel found her page in the book that she had been reading – When Women Rule the World… – and quickly lost herself in erotic tales of both real and fictional women who led their own congregation of servants with a heavy hand to tend to their mistress’s every waking need and desire.

While his curiously kinky wife’s frame of mind expanded with every turn of the page, Nick quietly disappeared up to her bedroom where he was confronted with the aftermath of the previous night’s naughty game, and even though deep down he knew that Rachel’s wicked taunts had all just been roleplay, it was hard to refute the evidence at hand as he began to slowly gather his wife’s dirty clothes from beside the bed, laying them more carefully upon the red satin sheets that also lay strewn about as his dick swelled anxiously inside of its locked cage.

Every item that he picked up reeked torturously of lust and leather, from her smooth silk stockings to the leather panties that he couldn’t help but bring up to his nose to the soft, luxurious skirt that he once again imagined wrapped snugly around her hips and ass, just begging to be touched by the type of man who knew how to handle the type of woman that she was striving to be. His favorite of all were the designer ankle boots that he had told her were her new “fuck-me boots” when he had bought them to complete her naughty outfit – between their sharp stiletto heels and smooth leather that hugged her ankles perfectly, it made him feel timid just to touch them and he took great care to place them gently on the bed beside the rest of her clothes before retreating to the bathroom sink in order to prepare the special cleaning process that he had read about in detail so as to avoid damaging his mistress’s new outfit…

After first clearing off the counter to give himself an area to work, the slave brought each of his wife’s pieces in and spread them out where he could see them better under the bright bathroom lights. Nick cringed as he noted what he thought looked like another man’s oily fingerprints on the ass of his  wife’s skirt, then diligently took a clean, damp cloth along with a dab of the leather cleaner he had ordered online and gently massaged it into the black leather of the skirt, noting how it quickly turned dark at the sweat and dirt that it had collected during Rachel’s naughty night out with her girlfriends.

He repeated the process with each item, slowly working his way through her leather bra, garter belt, opera gloves, and the skimpy thong panties she had worn underneath, which in particular added to the slave’s angst as he imagined it hugging her pussy through all of the excitement and flirting that she had enjoyed at the club.

Eventually when each item in front of him had been pre-treated, so to speak, the submissive then filled one of the sinks with warm, soapy water and began carefully washing them one at a time. Glancing up at his image in the mirror, wearing a collar and restraints – not to mention a chastity cage around his penis, he felt incredibly humbled as he dutifully scrubbed the soft, leather bra in his hands that the previous  night had carried his wife’s beautiful breasts, presenting them provocatively for anyone with interest while he stayed home performing his slave duties as assigned.

He next rinsed each item one at a time in warm water in the opposite sink before squeezing out the excess water and patting them dry, taking care to arrange them flatly on another towel to finish drying so that they wouldn’t lose their shape.

When it was only Rachel’s sexy stilettos that remained, Nick felt his own feeble attempt to grow within his cage as his mind flashed to the boots on their wearer’s feet as she danced among a crowd of equally sinful strangers, some lingering more closely to his wife than others as they all reminded her of what it was like to live the life of a single girl out on the town…

Sitting down on the edge of the garden tub with an ankle boot in one hand and a fresh cloth in the other, the slave focused his efforts on the task at hand and carefully polished the provocative, black leather a little at a time until the designer boot shined once more like it did when he’d first bought it for her. Placing it on the countertop with a satisfied smile, he turned to the second boot and did the same, surprisingly enjoying the connection to his mistress’s footwear that this new ritual provided him as he showed his reverence to her in a way that would carry her the next time she chose to go out and flaunt her sexuality wearing the decadent boots.

Once he was convinced that his mistress would be pleasantly satisfied with his efforts, Nick placed both boots together on the tile near the rest of the woman’s drying attire and nodded to himself solemnly. Stockings, bra and panties, and plenty of tight leather – in a few hours it would ready for her to wear all over again, though something told him that the salacious part of her wardrobe would be growing rapidly after the stunning results from the previous night.

Taking a few moments to tidy up around the sinks, he then turned back to their bedroom where he found the bed still in a mess from where his wife and played and slept alone while he knelt just outside the door, horny and denied.

As he reached out to make the bedsheets, it was then that he came across the firm, yet veiny dildo that Rachel had pleasured herself with and as he quickly discovered, was still sticky from her juices after she had came on it multiple times fantasizing about being attached to one of the sexy, new friends she had met that night at the club…

“When I told you to clean everything, I meant everything!” the woman’s demanding voice boomed in his head as he held the dildo at its base, unable to avoid glancing downward to compare his locked dicklet to the toy and admitting sheepishly that there really wasn’t much comparison at all.

“Of course, mistress,” he softly spoke out loud as he took the replacement toy over to the sink and ran it under the water until it became warm, then added some hand soap and embarrassingly jacked off the dildo as he scrubbed every inch with a copious amount of soap and bubbles that had erupted forth in his hands. Once he had rinsed it clean, he dried it with the same level of care that he had shown to his wife’s intimates, then placed it on the towel with the rest before returning to make the bed up properly for her.

Admittedly it was a bit degrading to be making a bed that he very specifically hadn’t slept in the night before. He ended up leaving the sexy, red sheets in place rather than switching back over to their traditional set, not knowing what his wife had in mind for that evening.

After he fluffed both pillows, Nick snickered to himself as he took the clean dildo and placed it fondly in the middle of what would’ve been his own pillow, then placed Rachel’s boots softly in the center of her own, which he thought made for a nice presentation considering this kinky, new relationship that they had begun to explore.

Then picking his blue ballgag up off the floor but refraining from popping it into place himself, the slave took one last look over the room to make sure that hadn’t missed anything before returning back downstairs, finding his wife had since relocated to the sofa in the living room where she was still reading…

“You’re done?” she asked with a smirk on her face, quickly adding before he had a chance to answer, “Good – come, come … I have something that I want to read for you, slave…”

Seeing the gag hanging from his hand, Rachel gestured for him to come closer and kneel where she unceremoniously placed the ball between his lips and pulled the strap snug behind his neck.

“Now down on all fours,” she directed him towards the rug in front of her, waiting for him to assume the position and then rather casually elevating her feet upon his back as her slave’s eyes fixated on the floor.

“This book is filled with all sorts of profiles on dominant women and the things that make them tick, and there’s just something about this one that brings a smile to my face…” Rachel told her slave husband demurely before turning back to the tome in her hands and beginning to read out loud…

Lady Lydia lives a strict disciplinarian lifestyle with her slave husband. She keeps him locked in chastity 24x7 and in heavy bondage several nights a week, however her favorite pastime is administering the pain and punishment portion of his ongoing slave training.

Anticipating it like a monthly date night, the woman of the house spends several hours preparing herself for the evening of intense domination, typically donning a pair of tight leather pants along with a corset, high heel boots, and her favorite pair of long, opera-length leather gloves. Though she doesn’t smoke, she likes to have one between her ruby lips when her slave enters because she enjoys the ambience that the smoke creates.

“Sometimes I’ll have a list of infractions from the previous weeks that he’ll have to answer for – things like not doing the dishes or not having my laundry folded,” she explained.

“But sometimes I have to resort to just hitting him because I enjoy doing it, and frankly those are some of our best sessions ever!”

After cuffing her naked slave’s hands high above his head, Lady Lydia takes a stiff, leather paddle and begins smacking his ass without warning, the wonderful sounds of leather on flesh combined with his own cries in pain serving as music to the woman’s ears. Often losing track of the count as his skin slowly changes from pale to pink to burning red, it’s a display of dedication that she knows he can’t escape that turns her on the most…

“I enjoy discipline,” Lydia continued, “because when it’s delivered correctly, it puts the slave in a precarious position to endure something incredibly painful for his owner. We both know what the other person wants – he wants to serve me, and I want him to suffer for me – and so it becomes his job simply to endure whatever punishment my wicked mind works up for him to endure!”

“And lucky for him, I can be a real bitch sometimes, so it becomes a fun outlet where neither of us really knows what to expect other than it’s always going to be intense and it’s always going to leave him aching for days whenever he tries to sit down…”

“What do you think about that???” she then asked herself out loud with a giggle, knowing all too well that the ballgag in her husband’s mouth prevented him from answering.

“Spanking you just because sounds like an awful good time to me, and as you already know but wouldn’t dare admit it – I can be quite the bitch sometimes, too!” Rachel laughed as she glanced down to see her slave’s cheeks turning red, then nudged him playfully with her foot before crossing her ankles once more in the middle of his back.

She read on, clearly entertained as she explored insights from truly empowered, and often times very intimidating women who did everything from using their submissives as furniture around the house to forcing them to wait on their girlfriends – and boyfriends – by delivering drinks and tarting around the house dressed up as French maids!

The elements of tease and denial definitely intrigued her as she already found herself making mental notes of ways to build upon the scene that had played out the night before. It made her feel unusually aroused to think about using things as everyday as beauty and fashion to widen the gap between the dominant and her slave, yet it was hard to deny just how good she felt dressed in leather the night before with her husband groveling on the floor, locked in bondage and chastity next at her feet…

Eventually her book, along with her own slave serving literally underneath her feet, became too much for Rachel and so discretely she shifted in her spot as she took her book in one hand while the other wandered under her robe and quickly found its way between her legs.

The domme spoke not a word to her husband as she let loose a drawn out shudder and massaged her pussy lips between her fingers, smiling at herself upon realizing that they were still a bit tender from her imaginary rendezvous with Jonathan from the club. She bit her lip, her eyes losing focus as her hand brushed up against her nipple and she wished she had someone there to stand in for the lover that her body increasingly wanted.

“I haven’t fucked my husband in years,” said Rebecca, a longtime fan of Female-Led Relationships and cuckolding. “Pussy is for boyfriends, not husbands – locking him in that chastity cage is one of the best decisions I ever made as a wife!”

“I think that every husband should be fitted with a chastity cage as soon as he gets married. Her bridesmaids could do it sometime during the reception, then the bride would be free to fuck one of her groomsmen … or all of them … for her honeymoon…”

Rachel laughed at the mental image of her sisters fitting her slave with his cage in their purple-colored bridesmaids’ dresses, then encouraging her to slow dance with each of the groomsmen until she found the one who she wanted to take her on her wedding night.

She grinned at how sexy and confident she had felt in that magnificent dress on her special day, and decided on a whim that Nick’s college friend Sean would’ve probably been her choice to fuck if she was put in such a position. He was tall, which she liked, and he was black, which she very much liked, and he had been exceedingly polite the entire weekend she had met him.

‘Of course, the polite ones are the ones who end up being the freakiest behind closed doors!’ Rachel assured herself as she began massaging her clit while she struggled to maintain the page she was on in her book…

“He loves knowing that I have a real man to satisfy me in ways that he simply can’t. It just makes him ache to see me pull out my highest heels or skimpiest dresses, knowing that they’re things I’m wearing for my boyfriend and not for him.”

“And exploiting him is a big turn-on for me, too! There’s nothing like sending my hubby to the store for a pack of condoms, or asking him for cash to get my nails done or my pussy waxed, or even just shopping for some sexy lingerie that he’s not going to see until I’m done wearing it for my man…”

Picturing her slave hunched over the bathroom sink earlier that day, scrubbing away at her leather panties and stockings left her shocked and also excited to learn that the two were in fact already further down the road to cuckolding than she would’ve realized. As the circles around her clit intensified, the married woman forgot about the man underneath her feet and instead replaced him with the thought of Sean pushing his way on top of her, his pants around his ankles as he treated the naughty bride to a special fuck at his friend’s expense.

‘Oh god, this is amazing…’ Rachel groaned to herself as she closed her eyes and pictured the tall, dark man leaning in to kiss her – not the affectionate kiss on the cheek that he’d given her on the line-up, but this time a full mouth and tongue exchange as the bride threw her arms around him and pulled him tight, moaning out loud as he buried his cock between her legs and devoured her gorgeous lips at the same time.

“I know that my boy doesn’t have what it takes,” he purred to her in between thrusts, “so whenever you need to be reminded of how a man treats a woman, just call and I’ll come pay you guys a little visit.”

The bodice of Rachel’s wedding dress clung to his bare chest as she eagerly accepted his invitation, now envisioning her slave husband standing nearby in the suite’s closet, cuffed and blindfolded and locked in chastity, just as she had requested of her girls. They’d even taken it upon themselves to leave a few fun sayings on his naked body written in pen – things like…

“The bride loves cock.”

“Training to be her bitch.”

“Locked by Rachel 4ever”

The scene was perfect, and when the woman finally couldn’t take it any longer, her body began to convulse there on the sofa with her husband in reality serving silently as her loyal footstool.

She imagined kissing and sucking at the groomsman’s lips a while more as the tingles from her orgasm filled her entire body, then finally she let out a big sigh and looked back down at Nick who was still oblivious beneath her feet.

“You have no idea how much this new lifestyle turns me on,” she purred as she lifted her feet off of his back, instead putting one on his face as she added slyly, “but you will…”

Settling back into her book as she sighed happily, Rachel read for another thirty minutes with her slave on his hands and knees before her until she finally ushered him off to go clean himself up, removing his cuffs and collar and gag, but leaving the chastity cage locked in place as she noted for him to get her a glass of red wine before heading off to the shower.

Giving the man time to reflect on his submissive experience and the intensity of their relationship that had just escalated over the past twenty-four hours also gave the woman a chance to plot her next naughty desires that she wished to explore. Taking a pad of paper from the nearby end table, she put a sincere amount of thought into her words as she put together a “shopping list” that she expected to keep her slave hubby occupied for the rest of the day…

	One waterproof vibrator – should be a well-known brand with rave reviews 

	A gag with a dildo sticking out of it – the dildo is for my enjoyment! 

	A variety of wood and leather paddles, straps, and other implements of punishment – none of that cutesy shit from the adult shops, I want real spanking tools this time… 

	Some bondage rope in three of my favorite colors – let’s see if you get them right! 



At the bottom of the page, she added with a sadistic grin, “Express shipping, please – I want to get started on your domestic discipline as soon as possible!”

When Nick reappeared after taking his shower, now clothed once again but still locked beneath his slacks, his wife earnestly handed him his list and explained her expectations for his shopping adventure…

“No wandering onto porn sites, no unauthorized spending,” she warned him with a raised eyebrow, adding, “but if something catches your eye that you think *I* might enjoy, send me the link and I’ll tell you whether you can order it or not.”

The newfound control that his wife was exhibiting was both overwhelming and intoxicating, noted by the involuntary twinging inside of his cage as the man simply nodded and replied, “Yes, ma’am – of course…” before turning away and walking towards his office like a puppy with its tail between its legs.

Rachel snickered to herself, proud of what was unfolding and how it made her feel as a domineering woman, taking a small sip from her glass before returning to her book in search of even more ideas to subject her budding slave to…


Chapter 3 – Discipline & Denial

In the time it took for her special order to arrive, Rachel had quite the list of “infractions” going from her slave’s behavior. While he was attentive in his service to his wife sexually whenever she told him to go down on her or worship at her feet while she played with a toy, she had noted that his work around the house didn’t receive the same diligence, which was something that many of the dominant women in her books warned about.

Rather than bringing each issue to his attention in the moment, the woman wrote down every grievance as she saw it…

	Left dirty dishes in the sink overnight 

	Forgot to move laundry to dryer 

	Failed to give her privacy when talking on the phone with her girlfriend 



At the end of the week when the new boxes showed up on her doorstep while her husband was still away at work, the dominant unwrapped her presents with glee, thoughtfully arranging them on her bed one by one as she grinned with delight at the feel of each implement in her hands coupled by the provocative scent of rich leather that seemed to permeate from each package.

Two different paddles – one of deep red-stained wood, one of thick, black leather, along with two leather straps, one simply black and another longer strap of brown that was split down the middle and she would later learn was called a tawse.

Also in the same box was a 24” long riding crop that brought a very particular smile to Rachel’s face as she snapped it through the air and posed with it in front of the mirror.

Next was the dildo gag that she had requested – quite formidable, indeed, with a thick ring on the front to snap the colorful, 7” blue and green swirled toy that he had included in place, along with another dildo, to her great amusement, that was much shorter and intended to serve as a gag for its wearer while the longer cock was put to use by someone like her!

If the silicone phallus proved to not be enough for the mistress, the slave had also selected a sophisticated, pink silicone rabbit vibrator that Rachel found surprisingly soft to the touch, though its unique suction device for simulating her clitoris had her incredibly curious as she turned it on and let it buzz for a few moments in her hand before placing it next to the dildo gag and moving on to the remaining items…

Three 25’ coils of quarter-inch nylon rope – in red, bright pink, and … neon green???

Staring down at the three bundles of rope, deep in thought, Rachel struggled to think of a time when she might’ve implied that green was one of her favorite colors, then quickly added it to the bottom of the list of infractions before taking the rope in her hands and appreciating its soft touch despite how she intended to use it to make her slave all the more vulnerable.

Last but not least was an extra gift that Nick had sought her permission to include in the order – something that she’d admittedly never tried before, yet was instantly sold on when he had pitched its use to her earlier in the week. Inside of the small and unassuming box was a hands-free vibrator that was designed to be worn underneath a woman’s panties, with a short bulb to be inserted inside of her and its more flat counterpart to rest against her clit while her underwear held it in place.

Having already planned out her spanking attire for that afternoon in her head, Rachel smiled at the thought of putting the new vibe to use during their first disciplinary session, knowing that the pair of tight, black leather pants that she was looking forward to would be just perfect for holding the toy firmly in place against her sex as she put all of the other new arrivals to use on her slave’s punishment-worthy backside!

Roughly an hour later just before her target was to return home, the dominant stood gazing fiercely into the mirror, more than satisfied with the look that she had put together to strike fear into the heart of her new slave. Her long, brown hair had been pulled into a tight bun atop her head to prevent it from getting in the way, coupled with a menacing black patent leather corset featuring studs that ran along the top of her chest and laces that had been pulled tight to create a striking hourglass figure which was further accentuated by the skin-tight leather pants with laces down the crotch that held her secret vibe in place as promised.

On her feet, Rachel wore a pair of strappy, 5” stiletto sandals that showed off her red toenails which had been painted the night prior by her submissive during his nightly service.

The shiny, new paddle in her hand was hungry for flesh as she stroked it delightfully with her fingertips, savoring the visuals of discipline in her head that she hoped to administer as she waited to hear the door open downstairs signaling her slave’s return home.

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye with a wicked grin when Nick finally climbed the stairs and walked into the bedroom, his jaw instantly dropping in his first look at his decadent mistress.

Without being able to help himself, “Oh shit…” were the first words out of his mouth as he dropped his briefcase to his feet, his eyes falling reverently to the floor a moment later as Rachel smirked and muttered, “Oh shit is right!” before turning to face him directly and laughing proudly to herself at how humbling just the sight of her ready to punish was to the married man.

“Tonight is the first of what’s going to become a recurring activity in this household,” the woman told her husband with a sharp tongue as he continued to stare at the floor while she walked closer on her high heels. “Punishment plays an important role in any slave’s existence and yours will certainly be no different…”

Now towering in front of the man who still donned the dress clothes he had worn to the office, Rachel traced a line down the buttons of his shirt with the tip of her paddle before reaching his belt and telling him with a smirk, “Take everything off – well, everything that you’re allowed to take off, anyways…” before slowly walking away.

She was, of course, referring to the black and blue chastity cage that he’d been locked into since his first night of becoming his wife’s slave and had only been removed very briefly under supervision to allow for it to be cleaned. Swelling uncontrollably inside of the device as he fumbled to undo his belt buckle, followed by the buttons of his shirt, the man trembled as he kicked his pants off into the corner, then struggled removing his socks and underwear before he stood naked and vulnerable once more in front of his wife turned mistress.

“Stand at the end of the bed, facing away from me,” Rachel ordered as she snickered to herself at her slave sheepishly covering his caged genitals as if his hands hid away his predicament in the slightest.

“Bend over and put your hands on the bed…” she continued as she sized him up from behind, reminding herself of the entire list of infractions that she had documented that brought them together to this point.

“So here’s how this is going to work,” the woman mused as she eyed down her trembling sub, smiling as she knew that the worst was yet to come.

“A slave’s job is to fulfill the needs and desires of his mistress. In fact, that’s his only job, and while I know that we’re both still new to all of this, I need you to understand that I think you can do better.”

*SMACK*

Rachel beamed happily with the sound that filled the room as she swung the black leather paddle and connected it with her husband’s pale, white ass in front of her, eliciting a quiet grunt as the burn of the strike sunk in.

“Some of these will be simply lessons,” she spoke slowly and eloquently, spanking him again before elaborating, “such as remembering that it is your responsibility to clear the sink of dirty dishes before you come to bed.”

“Others…” she continued.

*SMACK*

“Are more coming to terms with your new as my slave, and the values that you do and do not have to offer your mistress – for example, that ridiculous cage hanging between your legs!”

*SMACK*

The man’s ass cheeks were already beginning to turn a bright shade of pink as she alternated between sides as she spoke.

“Many red-blooded women would agree that simply wearing a device like that locked around your tiny, little pecker is reason enough for me to discipline you because not only does it serve as a very unmanly means for me to control you, but it’s also a reminder – to both of us – that as my slave, you’re not equipped with what it takes to pleasure a woman!”

*SMACK*

“Real men don’t wear chastity belts, honey,” Rachel purred emphatically before applying another stroke, “and a woman deserves to be with a real man who knows how to fuck her properly.”

“The fact that you provided so little resistance, and in fact asked me to lock you inside that thing only further proves that while you still have many unique skills to offer your mistress, bringing her sexual pleasure is certainly not one of them…”

Rachel gave her husband one more hard smack before swapping out the leather paddle for the new one that had been sitting out on her vanity.

She rubbed the wooden head of the paddle against his increasingly sore and brightly colored ass as she stopped to take in his already humbled demeanor, then reached back and swung with even more force than before until the wood cracked against his flesh with a mighty noise.

*CRACK*

“I hope that through all of this,” she continued waxing poetically between alternating strikes and his corresponding yelps which the woman in leather all but ignored, “you’ll learn that even as a slave, I have considerably high expectations for you to meet. You may not get to fuck me, or sometimes even touch me, but I expect you to provide the level of service that I deserve regardless of how your locked weenie feels about me…”

*CRACK*

“That means my clothes should be hung or folded as soon as the dryer buzzes…”

*CRACK*

“My shoes and boots should always be polished and ready to be worn…”

*CRACK*

“And when I invite a guest into our home because they’re capable of giving me something that you are not,” Rachel added with a stern tone in her voice, “there should be no doubt that you’re my slave and not my partner, and that you exist to serve me and whoever else I command you to serve.”

*CRACK*

“Ahhhhhhhh…” Nick couldn’t help but cry out as his wife’s training had his ass blossoming from a bright pink to now a more menacing blood red, prompting Rachel to upgrade next to the leather tawse as she decided to test her slave with some rapid-fire questions as she continued to tenderize her poor submissive…

“When you first walked in and saw me dressed like this, did you want to fuck me?”

*SMACK*

“Yes, ma’am…” he moaned sheepishly, hanging his head even lower than before.

“What makes you think that I would have any interest in fucking you?”

*SMACK*

“I don’t know, mistress,” he muttered.

“So was it a mistake to think that you would be worthy of fucking me?!”

*SMACK*

“Yes, ma’am – it was definitely a mistake…”

“And why is that, my slave???”

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

*CRACK*

“Because I’m only your slave, ma’am. I’m not worthy to spit shine your shoes, much less to fuck a goddess such as yourself. Only a real man with a real cock is worthy of that.”

*SMACK*

“Very good, slave!” Rachel purred as she admired the blistering redness on his backside. “But don’t you worry – we’re going to find your mistress a suitable man to fuck her so that she can devote even more of herself to punishing you…”

With that, she instructed him to stand up and a moment later surprised him with the special dildo gag that he had ordered, thrusting the shorter end of the gag between his lips rather roughly before buckling it snugly behind his head and then giving the longer dildo now extending from his face a playful flick of her finger before gesturing for him to lay down on his back in the center of the bed.

As his eyes nervously followed the leather-clad woman around the bed, she then used her new ropes to tie his wrists to separate bedposts, followed by his legs together from his thighs down to his ankles before tethering them to the foot of the bed in a strict Y-shape. Once she was sure that he wouldn’t be moving from his place, Rachel slipped away to her vanity where discretely she turned on her buzzing, new friend that was hidden inside of her pants before plucking up her new riding crop and returning to her slave’s side where she proceeded to climb on top of his chest in a reverse cowgirl position and begin throttling his exposed balls with the tip of the crop.

*SNAP SNAP SNAP*

She laughed as she heard the slave groan into his gag behind her, twitching against his ropes with each strike as she carefully aimed for his swollen testicles that been retaining semen since he had first put on the cage for her more than a week prior.

Equally enjoying the sensation between her own legs, she couldn’t help but grind herself against his chest as she continued her tease, the special vibe hitting her clit in just the right way as the tight leather held it lovingly against her.

*SNAP SNAP*

“I’ll bet that hurts, doesn’t it, slave?!” Rachel called out, running the crop along the plastic cage encapsulating his pent up dicklet as she secretly savored the soft buzzing inside of her pants.

*CRACK*

*CRACK*

“I sure hope it does!” she reiterated as she bore down on him with her weight, closing her eyes as she reached up to grope her chest through the heavy corset while heavier strikes landed on the poor man’s balls.

“Because the truth is, my dear…” Rachel continued, purring as her hips fell into a gentle rhythm with the vibe, “…that while some of the reasons for your punishment this evening are things that I do expect you to work on and improve, I think we can both agree that others – such as the reason you’re wearing this – are simply inevitable traits of being you!”

The mistress reached down and took ahold of the tip of his cage, pulling it back towards herself to fully expose his testicles which she then smacked repeatedly with her riding crop.

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

“For being an inept lover – that’s not something that I can spank out of you no matter how hard I might try,” the woman boldly chuckled, “so in this case instead I’m doing it for the simple fact that it’s fun and frankly, I’m getting off right now on making you suffer for me!”

Rachel got up from her position atop him and walked back over to her vanity where she deposited the crop with her other toys and instead palmed the remote control for the vibe in her hand before sauntering to the bedside and straddling her toy once more, this time looking him in the eyes as she situated her sex over his chastity cage and upped the speed on her hidden vibrator again.

Staring up into his beautiful goddess’s eyes as she pinned him to the bed with her leather-clad body, his own eyes grew wide as he then watched from the opposite end of the dildo that he had been gagged with as she proceeded to tease and lick the tip of the toy with her lips and tongue while she also pressed her eager pussy into him to further stimulate the vibe that was sandwiched between his cage and her clit.

Without warning, Rachel took a large length of the phallic toy into her mouth and deepthroated it in a way that her husband hadn’t ever seen her act before, making him twinge in his cage as he witnessed her teasingly taking more and more down her throat until the two touched noses and her eyes momentarily rolled into the back of her head as she became caught up in the moment.

“God, what you wouldn’t give for this to be you…” she snarled dominantly as she alternately between long, passionate strokes with her lips and thrusting her hips into his, knowing how it must’ve been simply agonizing for her slave to be so close to the sex that she was hell bent on denying him.

“…but what you need to learn, my slave,” Rachel continued in between gulps of the deliciously mouth-filling toy cock, “is that there’s nothing you can give me that would be worth what you’re watching me do right now!”

For emphasis, the next time that the dildo came free from the woman’s mouth, she pulled back and spat in her husband’s face, her drool landing all over his nose as she just laughed at him and clicked the vibe controller in her hand another step up.

“Slaves don’t fuck their Mistresses,” Rachel told him defiantly as she looked down the end of the rubber cock at him.

“Say it with me – slaves don’t fuck their Mistresses.”

“Mmmpphhh dphfn’t phfkk therr mpftresszws.”

The woman laughed just as she began to cum, and instinctively she took the dildo between her lips once more as her body started to shake against her captive’s bound form. Bearing down hard on the gag as her legs spasmed wonderfully, Rachel dug her fingernails into the sheets on either side of her husband and otherwise ignored that he was even present as she imagined a tall, dark lover standing behind her, fucking her wildly as she fellated one of his friends beneath her on the bed.

“Oh fuck, that feels good, Bryan – please don’t stop…” she moaned out between sucking the dick in front of her as she upped the vibrator to its maximum setting, feeling like a slut in heat as she spread her body, tight in black leather, for her multiple lovers while her husband lay bound and waiting in utter agony.

Once she finally couldn’t take the vibe anymore, the mistress got up from the bed and tore off her high heels and leather pants, freeing herself from one toy before mounting her sub again and sliding her soaking wet pussy down on the business end of the dildo gag, allowing it to fill her to the hilt as she grasped at her tits still trapped underneath her corset and then began bouncing rather intensely on top of her slave’s face while she resumed her assault on his balls with the riding crop that she had also snapped up during the brief interlude.

Rachel was honestly oblivious to her husband’s complaints as he now found himself both gagged by the short, rubber cock gag as well as smothered by his mistress’s thighs as she pummeled his face with her hips while also bruising his poor balls that hung exposed from the chastity cage like the perfect, little targets for the dominant woman to hit. She groaned with pleasure at the rubber dick that he had picked out for her, noting how it felt lovely inside of her despite also hinting that she probably could’ve actually taken something a bit larger still.

After riding him ruthlessly for another ten minutes, Rachel belted out an exhausted cry and pulled one last orgasm out of herself before collapsing onto the bed next to her bound slave whose face was thoroughly drenched with her juices and the rest of his body carried bruises that were going to last for days at minimum.

Turning around so that she could see the look of torment in his own eyes, the woman smiled brightly at him as she playfully licked some of her juices from his face, then grabbed her phone from nearby and caught him off guard by taking several more than compromising pictures of him and his tortured balls.

“Wait until Dani gets a load of these,” Rachel laughed as she put her phone down and then thought for a second before untying the rope that attached his feet to the end of the bed.

“Phhhhfffff! Phfffff!” her husband protested weakly into his gag as she then climbed up onto the bed and ran the ropes to a spot above him on the headboard, pulling it tight as the ropes raised his bound legs into the air and eventually exposed his ass which was also quite beaten and bruised from his very first punishment session.

Rachel took a couple more pictures of his new predicament, making sure to capture the variety of dark colors across his ass and thighs, before she reached for the first leather paddle again and walked beside the bed with a sinister grin.

“Now … you didn’t think we were done already, did you, slave???” she inquired wickedly as she struck his beet red with a mighty blow.

“By the time I’m through with you, you’re going to be begging me to invite my girls over to learn how to whip their own boyfriends into shape!”

“That’s what we’re missing!” she then perked up with a smile as she looked down at her aching husband. “I should’ve had you buy me a whip, too!”

*SMACK*

“Well, there’s always next time, isn’t there, sweetie?”

*CRACK*


Chapter 4 – Girl Talk

“I can’t believe you’re doing this!” Jen exclaimed as they slowly passed the tablet around that Rachel had loaded some of her favorite pictures from her naughty, new lifestyle on for the purpose of sharing with her girlfriends.

Sitting around the table of the trendy, upscale restaurant that they all enjoyed, the girls laughed and sipped cocktails as the budding domme regaled them with the kinkiest tales to come out of her bedroom recently, the best of which left her friends in shock and awe, with a couple of them visibly jealous of the naughty fun she was having…

“So he asked you to do this to him???” Jamie smirked as she looked over a photo of Rachel’s husband down on his knees with a muzzle locked around his head and his hands cuffed behind his back.

“He sure did!” the woman replied proudly, glowing at the thought of so many of her closest friends being envious of her new choice of lifestyle, spanking paddles and all.

“It’s honestly something that we’ve dabbled with for years,” Rachel explained as she took a sip from her Appletini. “He’s always fantasized about the woman being in control, so we’d play the occasional tie-up game during sex or I’d dress up in something kinky that I knew he liked and purposely deny him…”

“Deny?” Emily asked with a curious raise of her eyebrow.

“You know – I’d get him all hot and bothered, but never give him the release that he was after. It builds up the intensity the longer a man goes in between orgasms, to the point where eventually they’ll let you do just about anything!”

“Like lock his dick in one of these things?!” Kelly interjected, holding up the tablet to showcase a full-frame close-up of the slave wearing his chastity cage, her jaw hanging open as the other girls began to giggle once they saw the picture.

“Let me tell you,” Rachel jumped right back in to comment, “that male chastity is one of the best kinks that we’ve ever explored! I seriously wish that we would’ve taken it more seriously years ago … that one you see in the picture now, he’s been wearing that cage non-stop for almost two weeks now and already he’s basically putty in my hands…”

“And he can’t even get hard when he’s wearing that thing?” Dani asked perplexedly.

Her friend chuckled out loud.

“He can still trickle pre-cum, which is cute, but nope – no erections … something I’m told is incredibly frustrating for a man, particularly when he sees his wife dressing like this…” she said as she took the device in her hands and flipped to a photo of their night out when she had been dressed from head-to-toe in black leather.

“So then … what do you do if he can’t get hard enough to fuck you???” the blonde questioned on, which Rachel took in stride as her eyes seemed to sparkle at the mere thought.

“Oh my, what don’t we do?!” she laughed as she looked around the table to see all eyes on her.

“Well, like I said – the tease and denial is a real thrill that I’ve been enjoying a lot, especially because he seems to love being humiliated and so I like to tease him about fucking other men while he’s locked up in chastity!”

“I’ve gotten several fun, new toys since we started taking this lifestyle more seriously,” she continued. “He found me one vibe that I was able to hide in a pair of tight, leather pants, so I had it humming on my clit as I was spanking him, which was incredible.”

Dani’s eyes widened in awe.

“And the night we went out to the club, I teased him a lot about hooking up with another guy, so when I got home and found him waiting obediently for me … I locked him out of the bedroom and pretended one of my dildos was the real thing while he knelt outside the door, listening to me masturbating…”

“Shit, that is pretty fucking hot,” Emily remarked before taking another bite of her salad.

“So…” Jen asked after thinking back rather fondly of how amorous Rachel had been out on the dance floor with the guys they had met, “…do you think that you’d actually go through with it and fuck another guy for real?”

The dominant just smiled and let the thought sink in before replying with a smirk, “A year ago, I would’ve said no way, but now? Yeah, probably. Why not?!”

“I’m telling you all, I’ve never felt highs like this before – my husband gets off on elevating me above him as his mistress, and in return I get to play the part of the evil queen and just be as mean and cruel to him as my heart desires!”

“Trust me, I never would’ve thought that I had this in me…” she said, pointing to one of several photos of her slave at the end of his first punishment session with his ankles bound high above his head and his red and purple-bruised ass on full display, “…but the books I’ve been reading really helped me to better appreciate and embrace the mindset of the female-led relationship and how BDSM could bring us both together by feeding into these deep sexual desires that we’re finding we equally enjoy, for different reasons, of course...”

“For him,” Rachel continued her kinky lesson, “it’s about accepting his submissive side through worshipping the dominant female in his life – which is me – and taking control in both sexual and everyday situations. He likes being tied up and teased and tortured, and just as much forced to run around doing all of the chores while I’m out having a wild time with you girls!”

“Nice…” Kelly snickered.

“For me, on the other hand,” she explained with a mischievous smile, “it’s about allowing my inner domme to flourish and enjoy taking that control, which is surprisingly sexy I’m finding to wield that kind of power … to be able to have that kind of spine-tingling impact on a person with something as simple as the snap of my fingers or even a stern look!”

“It sounds like an emotional roller coaster to me…” Jamie admitted her doubts, to which Rachel was calm to counter, “…it definitely can be, which is also part of the fun!”

“Like when we were out dancing,” she said with a studious tone, “he was at home doing a list of chores that I had given him, and he was in bondage.”

“Including the chastity cage!” she added, giving a playful wink to Dani.

“And so the entire night, he was overwhelmed with this angst about what I had threatened to do with other guys while I was out … even though deep down it’s a fantasy that’s a tremendous turn-on for him.”

“The next day I was using him as a footstool while I was reading this really hot story about a bride fucking one of the groomsmen while her groom was tied up nearby in the closet, and he was close enough that I’m sure he could smell just how turned on I was … yet I kept him just out of reach and it was all he could do to listen to me masturbating and getting mine at his expense!”

“I know that it’s not for everybody,” Rachel finally admitted with a shrug. “Some of it gets pretty extreme, but we’re both having fun with it, so I figure why not?!”

Several of the girls laughed as Dani took her glass and proposed a toast – “Well then here’s to finding a submissive man to wait on us hand and foot, and a hottie to fuck us senseless while the other guy is doing the dishes!”

The girls all cheered and clinked glasses when Kelly chimed in, “If you ever find your spanking arm getting tired and need somebody to sub in, you’ve got my number and I’ve already got my own list of reasons why men deserve to be beaten by women ready and waiting!”

“I think I’d pay to see that…” Jen laughed, though Rachel was quick to cut in.

“Hey now - friends don’t charge friends to play with their toys … even the human kind!”

“It sounds like maybe our next girls’ night needs to be at your place, Rachel,” Jamie added with a grin. “We’ll bring the wine and our favorite stilettos, and you can teach us the finer parts of being a dominatrix bitch like yourself!”

The woman grinned at the thought.

“I’ll consider it,” she told them with a smile. “Dare I say that each one of you probably has some sexy bitch in you just waiting for her time to shine…”

* * *

Back home while her slave was downstairs putting in some extra time for work, Rachel lay sprawled out in her bathtub covered with bubbles, lazily fantasizing about sharing her secrets with her girlfriends that afternoon and imagining what a play party with all of them together would look like…

She pictured Emily sashaying in wearing black patent thigh high boots with a long whip in her hand, and Jamie and Kelly lounging nearby in tight leather dresses, sipping Mai Tais as they whispered comments to each other and snickered at the show.

Jen would be the one with the camera, documenting their debauchery with plenty of extreme close-ups as she captured every moment of their slave’s bitter agony and of course, all of the grins and giggles around the room delighting in his torment.

And then there was Dani, the one who showed the most interest of all – she would no doubt be the hands on one, first in line to lend a hand whether it was tightening down a strap or even taking a paddle in hand and making the slave squeal herself.

Yes, she would make for a fine student – eager to learn how to best exploit the male submissive for her own pleasure! Plus, she would probably get the most enjoyment out of having Rachel’s husband down on his hands and knees, kissing her boots reverently, too.

Actually, she was pretty sure that Nick would enjoy submitting to her best friend, too, and so as her hands slipped under the water with the new waterproof toy that he had bought her the other day, Rachel closed her eyes and pictured her sitting next to Dani in their dungeon, both of them wearing knee-high, patent leather boots with nice, tall heels, and their slave kneeling before them…

Completely naked, he looked the part of their prisoner with heavy steel restraints locked around his wrists and ankles, a thick collar around his neck, and a complex, steel chastity cage buckled tightly around his waist.

The only reason the girls didn’t have him gagged was because for that moment, they were enjoying him taking turns between worshipping each of the girls’ boots – never daring to so much as look up at his rulers as his tongue and lips caressed the shiny leather first of Rachel’s black boot toe, then moved over to Dani’s nearby white booted foot to offer up the same tribute.

The thought of sharing her dominant side with her friend was surprisingly arousing for her, as she pictured them both laughing and making fun of their toy as he dutifully worshipped them both.

“I’m sure glad we have someone to clean our boots after being out all night wearing them!”

“Yes, he may not be good for fucking, but he does decent enough work down on his knees where he belongs!”

Teasing her pussy gingerly with the soft tip of the vibe, the woman cooed happily as her thumb pressed against the on button and it suddenly came to life, humming underneath the water as she spread her legs a bit wider and savored the sensations that teased the outer folds of her lips.

As her slave continued to lick at her friend’s sexy, white platform boots, in walked two more men – also dressed in nothing more than steel restraints, however in this case they most definitely were not wearing chastity cages because both men were rock hard and sporting cocks that made the girls’ eyes light up with excitement when they spotted them…

The two queens stood up and gestured for the men to take their seats, then with a shared smile they each turned and straddled their new partners, letting out a pair of fulfilling groans as they settled onto the men’s lovely cocks as if they were their new thrones. Rachel then looked over her shoulder and snapped her fingers at her slave, pointing down at the long heel of her boot with clear expectations before she turned back to meet her new lover’s eyes and began grinding herself on him with a renewed passion.

Taking his wife’s boot heel into his mouth, Nick shuddered in humiliation as he listened to her sublime penetration just inches above his head as the room filled of the sounds made by both Rachel and Dani, with her other friends laughing out loud at his plight as they watched and Jen shot countless pictures with her phone.

“How’s that cock feel, Rachel?!” she would taunt jeeringly. “I’ll bet it feels better than anything that he ever gave you…”

“Oh my god, it feels wonderful!” she purred happily as she turned to the camera and beamed. “Every marriage should look just like this – a real man between the wife’s legs and her husband worshipping at her feet!”

“He does look like a good, little sucker down there…” Jen commented slyly. “He’s probably pretending that boot heel of yours is a little cock.”

Rachel gave her suitor a deep and passionate kiss as she pushed the vibrator deep inside of herself, then broke their lips just long enough to add, “That can always be arranged if my hubby wants a dick to suck on…”

Turning then to the blonde beside Rachel who was bouncing rapidly on her own man’s cock, Jen asked her, “So what do you think, Dani? Rachel thinks that every marriage should have this sort of arrangement…”

As the slave beneath them then shifted position to move his attention to her own boots, Dani grinned and said, “It’s definitely something worth considering – I think I have a lot to learn from her!”

The atmosphere in the room was intoxicatingly carnal as both girls simultaneously fucked their well-endowed suitors while the married woman’s slave alternated between worshipping at their boots. Purring happily as the clitoral stimulator of the toy pressed against her with the insertable portion up to its hilt inside of her, Rachel’s hips instinctively gyrated towards the toy as she mimicked the animalistic visual envisioned in her head.

Engulfing the sexy stranger’s mouth hungrily with her own as his huge cock filled her effortlessly, she wasn’t even aware that her husband had switched back to sucking on her own 6” boot heel when she began to orgasm violently against the stud’s body in her dream and against the vibrating toy under the water in reality.

“That’s right, this is what I need!” she called out loudly, her voice echoing around the bathroom as the water splashed around her and at one point she even imagined her pussy growing warm from the sudden addition of her man’s thick load of cum. Squeezing her thighs together to hold the vibe in place as she then used both hands to pinch her hardened nipples, Rachel felt invigorated as she pictured only the top of her slave’s head bobbing behind her as she rode the incredible man’s erect cock, looking down her nose at him with a heightened sense of superiority as he pathetically sucked on her heel while she freely had amazing sex with another man.

She imagined looking over and catching her best friend’s eye just as they both began to climax again, their bodies showcasing what a real man was capable of doing to women like them, and it was in that moment when the two leaned over and shared an intimate kiss mid-orgasm that Rachel knew she had awakened something inside of her that deserved to be explored much further than she already had with her slave husband.

Chapter 5 – Her Boots, His Responsibility

Over the next few weeks as Rachel plotted the future of her new lifestyle’s evolution, she spent an increasing amount of time with her slave either serving at her feet or between her legs. It made her feel more divine to see him humbled on his knees before her, with his mouth either busy at work for her or otherwise gagged, and as his time in her service grew, in turn so did the quality of his servitude under her...

Chores became more consistent, requiring less reminders and follow-ups than before.

He took his punishments steadily and without protest, and afterwards even encouraged his mistress to challenge him with more.

And as the days turned to weeks spent locked in his chastity device without release, Rachel delighted as his passion towards her seemed to multiply in spades, too, resulting in better cunnilingus when he was called to service and far more attentiveness when she set him to work on a personal task such as organizing her sex toys or polishing her growing collection of boots.

It was through boot worship in particular that Nick found himself truly treasuring his unique connection with his wife, so as he made it a point to offer up more tributes to her as his mistress, he loved picking out new pairs of dominant-looking boots to surprise her with. Sometimes it meant showing up after work with a crisp, new box for her to open and wear for their nightly playtime, others came from the pair spending an afternoon shopping together where he would carry her bags and make suggestions and of course, lace each potential purchase up her feet so that she could try out wearing them around the store!

Any shoes or boots that came into their home became his responsibility to care for and ensure that they remained in their prime to be worn whenever Rachel wanted, and as such her husband spent a considerable amount of his “free time” reorganizing their walk-in closet, of which his mistress’s clothes took up roughly 90%, and even building out a section of shelves specially for showcasing her favorite footwear.

Although he was far from a craftsman in that regard, his mistress was quick to note that he followed instructions well and before long she had a closet worthy of bragging about on social media and he found himself face to face with a constant reminder of his shoe and boot fetish every time that he walked into the closet and saw her collection displayed front and center for easy access.

Admittedly this placement also made it easier for him to develop a maintenance routine worthy of keeping dozens of pairs of sexy shoes and boots tidy and polished, and so with his wife’s permission the slave also added a small stool to the closet where he could sit a few times a week, cleaning and polishing several at a time to ensure that ultimately every last one was kept free of dust and grime and whatever they picked up off the streets when she wore them out of the house.

It was quiet work, almost meditative in nature, yet it made the submissive feel closer to his owner through utility by giving him a unique chore that left her feeling the pride on her feet that she deserved while also reducing him to a shoeshiner who they both knew was desperate to put his lips on his work, though it was strictly disallowed unless they were already on his mistress’s feet and she had given him her express invitation to do so…

Sometimes she seemed to take delight out of making him work for the privilege of boot worship, whether it was through enduring a set number of whacks with a new implement or being put into heavy bondage so that his feeble tongue was the only part of him capable of movement at all. Rachel would laugh as her hogtied husband wiggled like a worm across the floor towards her feet, only to slide them just out of reach once he had finally arrived and challenge him to go fishing for them again.

Adding a blindfold to the ordeal made her slave quite the sight, as he often had only the scent of leather alone to start himself off in the right direction.

She had also started playfully experimenting with ball busting after he had dared to buy a pair of chunky ankle boots for her with silver spikes all over – something that immediately made the dominant think about kicking her hubby in the balls with them, much to his regret.

“Do you still like my new boots?!” she taunted as he knelt with his legs spread wide and his arms tied tightly behind his back.

“Yefff, Miphress – brrry mych…” her slave grunted through his gag as he struggled not to tip over from the agonizing pain in his testicles, the ropes his wife had connected to a hook he had placed in the ceiling holding his body taut in the position that was quite straining on its own.

“I’m glad to hear that, slave!” Rachel grinned as she stepped back and lined up for another blow, adding, “They should let girls try them out like this at the store – probably couldn’t keep them in stock…”

* * *

It wasn’t until a random Saturday afternoon when Nick was confronted with his mistress returning home from brunch with one of her friends that he found his diligence had unexpectedly slipped as Rachel walked into the room where he was and glared a very distinct look at him, saying in a tone that made the hair rise on the back of his neck…

“Slave, we have a problem, or should I say you have a problem!”

He gulped as he dropped to his knees in front of her, still clothed, but as she continued he could tell that it didn’t matter.

“Look at what Kelly noticed on my boot when we were at the restaurant today,” she spoke sternly, lifting her right foot to show a deep gash of some sort along the inside of the ankle boot’s platform.

“Now do tell me, dear, why is it that my own personal slave – whose job it is to take care of things like this – didn’t catch this and get it repaired himself, instead leaving it to one of my girlfriends to stumble upon it herself?!”

“Do you have any idea how embarrassing that was for me???”

The submissive gulped as he examined the boot that was only inches from his face, realizing that they must’ve gotten scuffed the last time that his mistress wore them out dancing and he had been too enraptured by her slutty tease afterwards to properly inspect them when he could’ve easily taken them to the cobbler the next day.

“I’m terribly sorry, mistress,” he began. “I just…” but was quickly cut off as her boot slammed back down onto the floor between his legs.

“You certainly are, slave,” Rachel retorted. “This can’t wait until your next discipline session – we’re going to address it right now…”

The menacing woman snapped her fingers and raised her eyebrows in his direction, which could only mean to head to their bedroom and prepare himself for the punishment that was about to come. He’d never seen her this angry since they’d begun their female-led lifestyle, though deep inside he was just as angry with himself for disappointing his mistress as she was for the embarrassing damage to her footwear that had to be pointed out to her by someone else.

Hanging his head low, he walked up the stairs to their bedroom and quickly removed all of his clothing while Rachel angrily gathered supplies from their toy closet.

He stood quietly as she returned carrying several bundles of rope, stringing them to the top corners of the bedposts at the foot of the bed without a word until eventually she roughly positioned him standing at the end of the bed, tying the free ends of rope around each of his wrists before pulling them both tight with his arms spread high up in the air.

Crouching down behind him, Rachel then did the same with his ankles until he was frozen in the standing spreadeagle position facing the bed. Next his muzzle was strapped stringently around his head with a larger than normal, purple silicone ball stuffed in his mouth to ensure his silence.

When he finally came eye-to-eye with his wife again as she knelt on the bed in front of him, the man’s heartrate continued to rise as he noticed the pair of nipple clamps that she held in one hand, breathing heavily around his gag as she raised up each clamp with its numerous spiked teeth, gripping unsympathetically on one nipple at a time as she pulled it erect and then sunk the clamp’s teeth into his tender flesh.

Once both clamps had found their latest victims, she gave the chain a wicked tug before settling back on the bed and reaching down to unzip each of her boots. Shaking her head disappointingly as she got her first close-up look at the deeply scratched boot, Rachel held it up closer to his face and told him with a sneer, “I don’t want you to forget – this is why you’re here.”

A wicked smile then grew across her face as she took hold of the nipple chain with two fingers and then looped the thick, chunky heel of her boot through the chain before releasing them both and letting the chain hold the weight of her boot, thus biting into the slave’s nipples even more.

“Mmmmmppppfffffff…” he whimpered in pain, though his wife only chuckled in reply as she sat back on the bed.

“Just consider yourself lucky that both boots aren’t scratched to hell like that…” she told him as she thought for a moment and then disappeared into the toy closet once more.

He stood wincing for what felt like an eternity until hearing footsteps behind him once more, though a moment later his eyes were covered by a heavy blindfold that his wife had suddenly slipped over his head from behind.

The slave then felt another rope wrapped coarsely around his balls extending out of his chastity cage, which Rachel snugged tight and then added weight to in the form of her other boot that hung a few inches off the floor between her victim’s feet, twisting the rope to and fro as it tugged freely on his genitals swinging back and forth.

She smirked at his painful predicament as she stood up, then took the rest of her toys and spread out on the bed in front of him, amused that he couldn’t see a thing as she casually slipped out of her clothes and threw them in his direction one piece at a time, with her sundress landing over his shoulder and her panties hitting him directly in the face before settling down on top of the boot that was suspended from her slave’s nipples.

Eventually deciding that some time to think about his actions would be the best punishment, with a little agony for good measure, the woman placed a second blindfold over her own eyes, lay back on her bed, and allowed herself to drift into one of her naughty fantasies while the cries of her muzzled husband provided an amusing soundtrack for her to imagine getting thoroughly ravaged by one of her lovers to…

Rachel bit her lip and purred as she started playing with her nipples as she lay on the leather-covered bed in the middle of the dungeon’s playroom. The sounds of whips and floggers against flesh and other Mistresses like herself being pleasured made for an undeniable ambience as she waited for one of the passersby to meet the simple requirements her friends had written for her on the sign beside the bed:

8 inches minimum.

No names.

I like it rough.

It wasn’t long of her playing by herself when the woman suddenly felt the weight of another climb onto the bed next to her, then take one of her nipples into his mouth with the other trapped between his rough thumb and forefinger. Blindfolded in her fantasy as well, she dug her fingernails into the sheets and craned her neck back, letting out a guttural groan that was only supplemented by the feeling of the stranger sliding on top of her and placing both hands around her neck as he wasted no time plunging his cock into her soaking wet folds.

“Oh fuck…” Rachel gasped as she reached for one of her biggest dildos and inserted it inside of herself, picturing the man choking her as he began fucking her just the way she had secretly wanted it. Her girlfriends knew her well, and she kind of wished that one of them had been permitted to bring a camera into the club so that she could later see with her own eyes the visceral pleasure as this man used her pussy without even knowing her name.

She heard a muffled moan in the background, but was instantly jerked back into the moment as his hands released from around her neck and instead pinned both of her shoulders hard into the mattress as he pounded away like a machine, making her groan out in pleasure as it was all she could do but lay there and allow his perfect cock to fill her hole as if it was designed for her.

Eventually reaching up and wrapping her hands around the stranger’s sculped shoulders, Rachel pulled him closer and shoved her tongue down his throat as he expertly met her body with his, pushing his weight into her with a comforting force that made her hips shake uncontrollably beneath him more and more with every thrust.

Feeling that her nipples were desperate again for some abuse, the woman contorted her neck and lifted her breast until she was able to capture her pert nipple between her own teeth, biting down hard as she used her sharp fingernails on one hand to imitate her mystery lover doing the same with his teeth on the opposite nipple.

“That’s right – hurt me, Daddy! Make it hurt so good!” she cried out, shaking the entire bed which in turn caused her ankle boots hanging from her poor slave’s nipples and balls respectively to sway as well, which made him whimper all the more into his gag that mistress had cinched so tight, they both knew that no amount of screaming would be able to dislodge it from underneath the leather muzzle.

As Rachel began to climax, furiously hammering her pussy with the thick dildo while also biting feverishly into her excited nipples, her moans echoed throughout both the real bedroom and the imaginary dungeon as well, leaving her slave to wonder if she finally had invited over another man to join her as he felt the bed knocking loudly against his knees and his own nipples and balls seemed about ready to separate from his abused body.

“Thank you, Sir – this is desperately what I needed…” he heard his wife pleading on the bed before him as he focused in on the sound of the cock slamming her pussy in a way that he hadn’t been permitted to in so long. Having been locked in chastity now for well over a month, in a strange way he wanted his mistress to get deeply fucked like she deserved – to feel the surreal pleasure that a woman of her prestige deserved to know at the hands of a real man.

Lost in a foggy cloud made both of his pain and her pleasure, the slave honestly wasn’t sure how much longer Rachel left him to suffer bound to the bed, with the weight of her boots serving him an unforgettable reminder to do better next time when it came to their care.

And sure enough, when he finally was free hours later, Nick walked into the neighborhood cobbler’s shop with those same boots in hand to get them repaired as he should’ve done in the first place, without an afternoon’s worth of punishments that had his nipples and balls alike still feeling like they were about to fall off.

At home Rachel sat genuinely pleased with herself, satisfied not only with the punishment she had given her slave, but also how wild and free her imagination had gotten since she had started taking femdom more seriously. With her pussy still aching for more time with her favorite toy and her hubby out on a mission for the rest of the afternoon, it wasn’t long before she was on her back once more back in that same dungeon … although this time her friends had taken the liberty of blindfolding her and tying her spreadeagle to the bed!

“Please don’t be gentle – I can take it…” she murmured just before feeling a thick, rubber dildo gag stuffed into her mouth, moments before she was penetrated again by that same cock that she so deeply recalled from before.

Chapter 6 – The Domme Gets Her Dungeon

As the couple fell deeper and deeper into the intense, female-oriented relationship that Nick had once craved, more and more packages began showing up at their door in support of their increasingly diverse, kinky desires. New outfits made of latex and leather regularly appeared for Rachel as she eagerly shopped to perfect her new persona, along with seemingly more fetishy shoes and boots than her slave could manage.

Their collection of inescapable restraints grew nearly as fast, with him getting to know some of the best leatherworkers by name as he conveyed to them the latest element of discipline or bondage that his mistress advised him to purchase. Before long the lifestyle had transformed their world into one that wore tight clothes and stiletto heels 24/7, never saw the slave without some form of bondage on his person, and together their sexual energy had never been stronger as Rachel spent her days devising how to train and torture her husband while he used the same time to recover from whatever it was that she had subjected him to the night before…

Gradually as all of these wonderful, new toys filled up not only their own bedroom but also the spare bedroom that they had across the hall, he proposed a very special gift to his mistress that she could use as the foundation for the next levels of domination that she had in store for him.

Between several long weekends of intense clean ups and a few thousand dollars to a local carpenter to bring various parts up to code, Nick’s plan to give his loving wife a proper dungeon right there in her own basement was born. Taking advantage of far more space than the spare bedroom had to offer, not to mention new insolation to muffle any victim’s cries, the large and otherwise open room underneath the house would prove to offer the couple plenty of space to grow into as Rachel began looking through pictures of professional dungeons online and earmarking pieces of equipment that she just had to own for herself.

Things like a spanking bench and a bondage cross were a given, along with a pillory which she thought would be another fun place for her to whip her prisoner into shape.

Eventually one day she would have a steel cage constructed in one of the corners, and maybe even add an imposing, four-poster bed that they could leave leather sheets on all of the time to give Rachel a special place to fuck while her slave watched nearby from his bondage!

His own personal favorite detail - her slave found a particularly regal throne which he arranged to have reupholstered in rich, purple velvet to sit front and center in the room, so as to rightfully give his queen her proper seat in the middle of the dungeon.

Slowly but surely, racks for toys and her fetishwear went up around the room and before too long it began to look like she was about ready to move her domineering efforts up into the big leagues…

One special day when her slave was out traveling for work, Rachel found herself receiving a delivery of several of the larger pieces of BDSM furniture for her new dungeon. Thankfully she had purchased everything from a nearby professional dungeon that was upgrading their own gear and so they were happy to send one of their own men not only to deliver the heavy contraptions, but also to help Rachel setup and install them while her own slave was away.

“This is quite the place you’ve got here!” the large, bearded man named Todd told her with a smile as he carried the first piece of her new spanking bench down the stairs and into her own private space.

He seemed friendly enough, she thought, and he was certainly attractive in a rustic, lumberjack sort of way that made lifting the heavy wood and steel pieces off the truck a breeze. Slowly she watched them come inside a few at a time until the man had several piles spread out around the dungeon floor. Producing a knife to remove the shipping plastic along with some other tools, he sat down on the cold tile and got right to work assembling the long, red leather-padded bench for Rachel, happily taking her up on an offer for lemonade as he fit and tightened the various pieces together until at last the picture that had inspired her original purchase had been restored.

“It seems sturdy enough…” Rachel commented with a grin as she leaned against it from the side.

“Did you want to try it out?” Todd asked her as he glanced over to the restraints hanging from their hooks along the back wall of the dungeon.

The woman blushed for a moment, then shrugged and said, “Sure, why not?!” and walked over to retrieve one of the smaller sets of wrist and ankle cuffs, which she began to loop around her wrists before she was interrupted by Todd.

“Here, here – allow me…” the rugged man told his hostess as he took the leather cuffs from her, placing the rest on top of the bench while the band that he had kept was wrapped gently around Rachel’s wrist and then buckled securely in place.

Todd did the same with her other wrist as she held it out weakly for him, melting a bit inside as she swooned over his firm, yet gentle touch. He then crouched down with the ankle cuffs, applying them just over the ends of her leather leggings as he admired the strappy, stiletto sandals on the woman’s sexy feet.

“Now saddle up!” he told her with a grin, pointing to the spanking bench which Rachel proceeded to first climb up on with her knees, feeling increasingly vulnerable as the bench’s angle forced her legs to spread widely apart as she rested her hips and torso down onto the padded top. Before she had a chance to protest, she then felt the man slipping a series of large padlocks that he had found nearby through the rings in each of her cuffs, shackling them down to the four corners of the bench until she was locked into position with nowhere else to go.

“Hey – wait a minute!” Rachel protested as she pulled at her bonds, though the bench’s heavy duty construction made her resistance all but meaningless.

“So how’s that feel?” Todd laughed as he took a couple of playful swats at the domme’s ass that stuck up in the air provocatively. “You should at least get a taste of what this stuff is going to be like if you’re going to be subjecting your slave to it, don’t you think?!”

Rachel grumbled playfully and pulled at her wrists and ankles some more, to the point that she didn’t even notice her captor grabbing one of the couple’s ballgags from the rack which he proceeded to pop between her sexy lips and buckle behind her neck despite her protests.

Then taking another tour around the bench, Todd took the mistress’s round, leather paddle and gave her several more swats on each ass cheek, making her squeal with each strike until finally he turned his attention back to the parts on the floor and got to work building the next bondage device to add to the woman’s collection…

“Thanks for the lemonade, by the way!” he snickered as he looked back up at the struggling woman, clearly enjoying the view as he sat constructing what she would soon learn was her new queening stool. The mere thought of its existence brought a smile to the dominant when she had learned about this special chair made for Mistresses like her, featuring a hole in the center roughly the size of her slave’s face to allow him just the right access to give her cunnilingus for as long as Rachel could possibly want, all the while she could remain relaxed and comfortable sitting above him!

By the time that he had finished assembling the chair, Rachel was very ready to be unlocked, giving her captor a playful scowl as she stood up from the bench, but not before he got in one more slap of his own to her perfectly round ass. Inviting her to take her seat on the new stool, she quickly saw how the hole was positioned just right between her legs, framing her bare pussy to be licked and worshipped as it justly deserved while her own hands were free to read a book, browse her phone, or otherwise play with herself to whatever extent she desired…

“So, do we get to try out this one, too?!” Rachel asked Todd sarcastically, though much to her surprise the large man was quick to drop down onto his back where he then slid his head between the woman’s feet and into the black box that she sat on, inside of which a leather cradle waited for him to rest his head in which he was quick to point out that Rachel could raise and lower to put her slave at just the right height beneath her.

This time she only needed to raise the lever one peg before she could feel Todd’s warm breath tickling her thighs as he explained that the stool also featured hooks on the sides where wrist cuffs such as the ones she was currently wearing could be fastened, thus making it nearly impossible for her submissive to escape his time under her queening stool once she had locked him into place.

With the man’s lips only inches from her pussy, she admittedly kind of wished that she had opted for a dress or perhaps a skirt that day which would’ve left her all the more open and free for product testing, but she enjoyed the thought nonetheless as she passed the time by instead squeezing her thigh muscles to put on a little show for Todd and nudging him playfully with her heels when he finally emerged from underneath her.

“Well that seems like fun – what else have you got for me?!” Rachel chimed with a smile as she noted only one pile of materials left, the likes of which would require a bit more setup than the others as she and her slave had already worked out where in the dungeon this naughty addition would go and had their carpenter secure the necessary anchors into the ceiling that would be required to hold its weight…

Leaning back on the padded spanking bench, the woman watched the man work intently, spreading out the numerous leather straps and heavy chains that they hung from and then using a ladder that the couple had left nearby, attaching them one by one to the ceiling anchors until the final item’s true form was apparent. It was actually something that she had curiosities about long before she even met her husband, so it was a bit ironic that only now was it finally becoming a reality when she had committed to keeping him as her slave locked in chastity.

The Fuck Swing!

She had splurged for a top of the line model with thick, padded leather straps and even a built-in head pillow so that its occupant could lay back in kinky luxury while she (or he) was being fucked in mid-air. Rachel couldn’t wait to try it, her eyes bright and filled with excitement when Todd secured the last bolt into place. Just as he had done before, he casually showed her how to adjust the device’s height based on the person not in the harness, and when he was finished with her tutorial, a sly grin crossed her face as she ran her hands along the well-used leather and asked her guest coyly, “So – do I get a demo of this one, too???”

Todd just snickered, looking around at the growing dungeon that the woman had built, then glanced at his watch before answering.

“Are you sure your husband won’t mind?”

She laughed back in return, “My husband doesn’t decide who I fuck – I do.”

The tall man chuckled and shrugged it off, then motioned for Rachel to take a seat on the floating, leather cradle that awaited her, helping her to scoot into place until her head rested on the pillow. Then to her surprise, he took two padlocks from nearby that he had used earlier and instructed her to hold onto the chains near her head before connecting the wrist cuffs that she was still wearing to the heavy chains.

But that wasn’t all, as next he took another large lock and looped it through the D-ring on one of her ankle cuffs, catching Rachel off guard by pulling her leg high up in the air and locking it in place several feet above her head. By the time he had done the same with her opposite leg, the woman felt deliciously exposed looking up at her burly captor who then stared down at her pussy through her leggings as if he had reached an impasse.

Yet Rachel just winked at him and said, “They’re old anyways – do what you have to do … Daddy…”

This brought a beaming smile to Todd’s face as he chuckled some more in thought, then went over to his tools and returned with the knife he had used to unpack everything. With the utmost care, he pulled the leggings away from her body at the waist and made a small cut down the middle, then tore them with both hands until the tiny thong that she wore underneath was fully exposed. Snickering as he glancing up at her from between her legs, his knife made quick work of them as well and soon he was tossing the cut-up panties to the side with Rachel’s pussy on full display.

Staring back at him hypnotically from her bound and prone position, her anticipation peaked as Rachel watched the impressive man unbuckle his belt and drop his jeans to the floor, his sizable cock quick to fall out of his own underwear as it was clear that he too was looking forward to what was about to happen.

It was all that she could do to squeak out, “I have condoms in my clutch on the highboy over there – if you don’t mind…” before she found herself lost in subspace, awaiting the first real cock that she had actually enjoyed since she’d gotten married to Nick.

She closed her eyes and imagined him kneeling nearby, his wrists cuffed behind his back and his cage on full display while she was bound wide open, ready to be taken by another. The look in his eyes was one of desperate cuckold angst – one that she could tell he both loved and hated – yet she was strangely excited to be the one to give him the thing that he had secretly craved all of these years, and then jerking her back to reality, Rachel opened her eyes to see Todd as he began teasing her hole with his erect cock before taking advantage of her position and sliding it deep inside of her.

His thrust felt electrifying as Rachel craned her neck back and lifting her hips to meet his as much as her bondage would allow, filling her pussy in a way that neither her toys nor her husband’s much smaller dick had ever done before. The tall man’s slow but firm movements were like a deep massage for her sex, and the feeling of hanging several feet off the floor while she was being taken only added even more wonder to the taboo that she was committing with him.

“Ohhhhhhhhh…”

“Where have you been all of my life?!”

“That’s it – go deeper – yessssssss…”

The married woman groaned in ecstasy as she was defiled by the man’s powerful thrusts that seemed to gently grow in speed until he too was holding onto the chains that she hung from for support as he slammed his cock in and out of her. It was a divine sensation that Rachel could’ve taken for hours and in that moment she wouldn’t have gotten up even if her bondage had allowed her to, feeling both helpless and utterly elated as her one and only need was thoroughly satisfied by the man towering over her with his cock buried deep within her nearly orgasmic folds.

Yet cumming was the furthest thing from Rachel’s head as she mindlessly took her fucking that seemed so long overdue, until suddenly she felt Todd slip away without reinserting himself. She looked up and watched as he silently walked to a far corner of the room, doing something just out of her line of sight until once again he was inside of her … but this time with a very special surprise as suddenly she felt her Magic Wand come to life, held firmly against her clit as Todd resumed vigorously fucking her while also overwhelming her with the intense humming of her favorite vibrator as well.

“AAAAAAArrrrrrrrgggggghhhhhhhhh!!!”

“…oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck…”

“AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH…”

Rachel’s vocal chords put her dungeon’s new soundproofing to the test as her body spasmed forcefully against the chains, rendering her speechless as wave after wave of unadulterated pleasure smashed over her body and Todd’s too, leading him to eventually cum rather hard inside of the woman as he maintained his vigor as long as possible until at last her body collapsed exasperatedly in her place, the fuck swing gently swinging to and fro as it slowly dissipated the momentum that had built up during their illicit affair.

“That was … life changing!” she eventually gasped once the two of them had managed to catch their breaths and Todd had started releasing her ankles from high up in the air.

Once the awe-filled mistress had finally returned to Earth, she disappeared to get the two of them some towels and a fresh drink while Todd cleaned up what was left over from his construction projects.

“Is it ok if I send you a tip on my phone?” Rachel asked as she sat down, still lightheaded as her body attempted to reorient itself after the sexual spectacle.

Todd just smiled back at her as he buckled his jeans.

“A tip won’t be necessary,” he replied, adding, “Well, I think that was plenty tip enough, anyways!”

“But I will trade you phone numbers,” he said with a wink, “you know, if you have any more equipment that you need help testing…”

Rachel readily agreed and the two exchanged numbers before he leaned in and gave her a single long and gentle kiss, then picked up his toolkit and bid her goodbye.

Sitting back on the fuck swing now alone, Rachel smiled brightly and savored the thought that she had officially just made her slave into a chastised cuckold.

Now what was she going to do next???


Chapter 7 – Bound for Her Entertainment

Though she wasn’t quite ready to reveal her cuckolding secret to her husband, Rachel couldn’t get it out of her head just how mind-numbingly wonderful the mere thought of her infidelity made her feel. She recalled the orgasmic time spent on her back with Todd’s cock buried between her legs seemingly constantly, with her body visibly shivering as she imagined the reckless abandon that she had indulged in that afternoon with the stranger, and she knew that everything had to be just perfect when she shared the story with her husband because it was no doubt going to be a once in a lifetime moment for him, too…

Even without giving up her special secret, however, the dominant almost immediately found herself embracing her new status and incorporating it into the lifestyle she was building with her slave. The woman felt haughtier than ever now that her taunts of seeking out another man were no longer just pillow talk and she could see herself becoming more cruel and demanding as thoughts of finding other men to fuck her properly became a newfound fantasy for her to embrace.

Often when her slave was at work or otherwise out running errands for her, Rachel would find herself wandering into the dungeon and assuming her desired position in her swing, even going so far as to cuff her ankles onto the chains as high as she could reach before furiously masturbating with a vibrator or dildo as her mind revelled in being taken over and over again by random strangers who she was growing incredibly eager to put names and faces to.

Most frequently used, aside from the spanking bench where Nick spent many a painstaking punishment night wriggling against his chains, was her new queening stool, which she particularly enjoyed as she came to appreciate just how dehumanizing it could be for her slave – transforming him essentially into just a tongue for her pleasure, as well as a fleshy footstool for her stilettos if she was feeling so inclined!

It delighted her to no end how much more productive the mistress could be with her new stool, whether she was chatting with her girlfriends on the phone, catching up on her favorite TV shows, or even meditating, all while her slave was locked in place beneath her, forced to lick her pussy at whatever speed and intensity the woman preferred.

“Are you seriously sitting on his face right now?!” Dani would ask when she heard the slightest squeak of pleasure slip into their conversation. “You are becoming such a slut – I love it!” the girls laughed together until Rachel eventually put the phone down to finish what she had started.

Rachel also dedicated more and more of her time making new friends with other dominant women online, having fun trading stories and techniques with wives that participated in the same sort of debauchery as she did became a refreshing change, even if some of their suggestions were a little too intense even for her like the domme who delighted in chasing her slave around the house with a cattle prod or wondered why she hadn’t gotten him fitted for a proper shock collar yet.

As extreme as they were, their late night discussions got her kinky juices flowing nonetheless as she thought about ways that she could make her slave’s service a bit more challenging and encourage him to expand his limits as he gave away more and more of himself to his beloved. One concept that really appealed to her was the notion of predicament bondage in which the positions that she subjected him to presented their own special challenges – many of which grew increasingly more difficult to endure as his time in restraint passed…

…not to mention increasingly entertaining!

One such position that offered a surprising range of possibilities, Rachel found, was the classic hogtie, which could be strenuous enough on its own, particularly as her rope skills improved and she learned a few tricks to ensure that her knots were more stringent than ever. As much fun as she could have sipping a cocktail after binding her slave’s wrists and ankles together and just watching him struggle before her on the floor, a new level of excitement was added by the inclusion of a device called an anal hook, which she generously lubed up and inserted into her hubby’s ass before then tying all of his ropes to the opposite end of the hook, resulting in an amusing tug-of-war between the man’s wrists, ankles, and asshole as his struggling and eventual defeat put more and more pressure on the smooth, steel hook that got jerked back and forth in his ass with every motion.

Another favorite was what Mistress Rachel referred to as her high heeled revenge in which she would strap her slave’s arms into a tight, leather armbinder behind his back that alone was nearly capable of bringing his elbows close enough together that they could touch when she put enough effort into the laces. After adding his ballgag harness and sometimes even a matching black leather corset that she found had been specifically designed for males, she would situate her victim standing on the tips of his toes in the middle of the dungeon, with a chain attached to a winch in the ceiling connected to the D-ring on the end of his armbinder.

Pulling the chain taut until his arms and shoulders were tightly restrained from the ceiling, the woman added a spreader bar between his ankles which she bolted to the floor, along with weighted nipple clamps that hung freely as her slave struggled and drooled all over himself.

Satisfied once his heels were a good five inches off the floor to mimic the stilettos she commonly wore those days, Rachel could then sit back with delight and watch as his whimpers and groans gradually became more intense as all of his muscles tensed, with his arm bondage growing all the more demanding as he was unable to remain up on his toes as she had demanded of him.

Later she would take the predicament even a step further by adding spikes or electrodes beneath the slave’s heels that would stab or shock him back into position if he dared to sink his feet down onto them even for a moment! She even managed to incorporate his own drool into his suffering by adding a spiked parachute around the poor man’s balls, connecting it to a weighted basket that she then linked with a line up to his gag so that the more he drooled throughout his bondage, the heavier the bucket would become that ultimately pulled the spiked leather into his thoroughly tenderized balls.

Watching her submissive squirm soon became the wicked woman’s favorite form of entertainment as it reinforced just how much power it placed in her hands, expanding in breadth from tease and denial and humiliation to all out mockery and delicately planned torture, with every ache and groan a new opportunity to exploit his inherent weaknesses and make him commit even deeper and more sublimely to being her slave.

His idle time not spent underneath his mistress’s queening stool was often seen kneeling beside the woman’s throne holding a drink tray with one hand while the other remained cuffed behind his back. To add an element of pain on top of the simple stress that his arm muscles endured holding the glass of wine steady, a pair of nipple clamps were attached to a tray to provide that extra jolt when his arm eventually gave out and dropped it, causing it to jerk painfully on his clamps on the way down.

Of course, breaking Mistress Rachel’s wine glasses also came with its own punishment, whether it be a harsh spanking if the glass was still full or a trip to the store to replace it wearing a pair of her panties over his chastity cage if it had been empty…

As she explored her own desires and delved forever deeper down the rabbit hole, Rachel was delighted to find just how much her slave’s suffering for her added to the ambiance of her fantasizing about other men – to glance over and see him only a few feet away, trussed up in tight ropes and struggling to keep from impaling himself with a dildo up his ass somehow made the one in her pussy feel all the sweeter as she closed her eyes and imagined one of the hunks from her gym on the other end of the toy, pinning her down as he thrust himself inside of the married woman over and over again while her poor, pathetic husband just whimpered nearby.

With each new retelling of her own kinky adventures that she shared with her dominant, online friends, Rachel found herself happily flooded with dozens of new ideas to take her slave’s depravity a step further and expand even more on her own horizons. Sometimes the scenarios were simple additions to her repertoire, such as new ways to tie a rope so that it would cinch down on whatever it had entrapped when force was applied, while others were much more complicated and had her searching the aisles of their local hardware store to pick up additional pulleys and locking mechanisms with which to surprise her submissive as she contorted his body into more cruel and demanding bondage positions each night…

And though she romanced the notion of bringing a lover into the mix to satisfy her in the places where her locked slave no longer was able, the budding mistress also found herself more and more wanting to share all of these fiendish ideas and activities that she loved to indulge in with other women as well. She wanted to show her real friends the excitement that she had discovered in female domination and the unreal benefits of having a slave like hers because the more empowered she personally felt, the more she believed that every woman should get to feel that intoxicating thrill if they so desired.

She wanted to show off her new dungeon, and all of her sexy toys, and even her slave himself, who had grown exceptionally more experienced at eating pussy since it had become his sole way of giving his wife pleasure. She wanted her friends to see this new world that she was falling in love with not just through pictures, but in the flesh as well.

Which is how, with her hubby licking her boots on her feet while she teased her clit aimlessly, that Rachel decided it was time for her to open her dungeon’s doors to her closest of friends…


Chapter 8 – A Play Party with Friends

You’re invited to the
grand opening of
Mistress Rachel’s Dungeon!

Come dressed in your naughtiest attire and enjoy a special glimpse
into my world of BDSM and female domination…

with hors d'oeuvres and drinks served by my personal slave

* LOOK * LEARN * LUST *

Rachel was beyond excited as she handed out the special invitations that her slave had made to celebrate the completion of her new play space in the basement of their home. She was ready to break free and share everything that she had come to love about the kinky lifestyle that had turned her world upside-down in the best possible way, and better yet, after weeks of hearing little tidbits and sharing random pics from her adventures, her girlfriends too were eager to discover more…

Dani in particular was quite curious and even took her friend up on a unique shopping trip to find her an outfit for the party that took them to Rachel’s favorite boutiques and fetish stores that she’d discovered locally as her world had rapidly expanded. After helping the girl to find an incredible bubblegum pink latex dress with matching corset and knee-high boots, Rachel treated herself - on her slave’s credit card, of course - to a brand new, floor-length, corseted leather ball gown with full-length leather opera gloves and an expensive pair of designer stilettos that both girls agreed just pulled together the entire look.

Feeling the part of the leather-clad baroness, she even went out of her way to find herself an Audrey Hepburn-style extendable cigarette holder and some fake cigarettes because she loved the look and knew it would be even better with a leash in her free hand that was connected to her slave’s collar!

Back at home, her slave too was working overtime because he knew of the high expectations that his mistress held for her party, despite also being faced with the uncomfortable fate of having his body on full display where he knew that his chastity cage would be quite the conversation piece for the girls. It was both terrifying and intoxicating to think about submitting to so many beautiful woman as he was imagining, and he knew that anything that didn’t go off flawlessly would come back to bite him on the ass very literally the next time that his weekly punishment came around…

In between his usual errands and chores for Rachel, he spent many hours dusting and sweeping the new tile floors downstairs, along with ensuring that all of the bondage restraints and sex toys were organized just as his mistress had specified. Extra seating had been added that matched the dungeon’s kinky décor to allow plenty of room for her company to spread out, along with tables to rest their drinks and even some goody bags filled with beginner toys and one of mistress’s favorite books were arranged neatly on tables for her guests’ perusal.

Back up in the kitchen, the slave had also put together a small menu of treats and even some featured cocktails which he spent the week before the party perfecting – an act that did not go unnoticed by his wife’s keen eye as the two of them worked impeccably together to host a kinky party that her best girlfriends would not soon forget.

When the Saturday night of the big event had finally arrived, both the mistress and her slave were more than ready for action with Nick putting all of the finishing touches on the dungeon and prepping the food while Rachel disappeared into the bathroom to begin her own transformation.

“It kind of works out that you don’t have to dress up for this!” she said with a smirk as she went through a checklist on her phone.

“About that…” Nick sighed.

“Do I really have to be naked in front of your friends???” he asked anxiously, though he already knew what the answer to his question was going to be.

“My dear slave,” his wife chuckled as she called him over to her and then reached down to take his locked chastity cage from between his legs in her hand, “I’ve shown off so many pictures of you bound and locked for me by now that they’ve already seen it anyways!”

“And besides,” she added with a wink as she gave his balls a little tug, “they’re coming out to the farm, they’re going to want to see the livestock up close and personal…”

“Yes, mistress…” the slave finally accepted, bowing his head once again.

“But while we’re here,” Rachel continued, this time twisting her hand to dig her freshly manicured, bright red nails into his genitals, “let’s get a few things straight.”

“You’re to respect my friends as you would me,” she said curtly.

“Some of the girls will just want to watch, and we’ll give them a little show, but if one of them wants to join in and smack you with a paddle or have you kiss their boots … just think about how every guy fantasizes about his wife’s friends and be grateful when you’re down on your knees, worshipping at her feet!”

The woman snickered to herself as she watched her husband discretely take in a deep breath.

“Oh yeah, and one more thing,” she warned, pulling him even closer by his balls before revealing a big smile as she added, “My friend Jen is known to get a little handsy when she gets drunk, so just be prepared for that!”

Nick laughed and nodded, breaking his bow as he looked up and met his wife’s eyes for just a moment before she let him return to work while she went to get ready for her party. Carefully carrying trays of food down into the dungeon, his mind flooded with wonder as to what he was in store for that evening while his wife’s too was overwhelmed, though hers in a much more positive and enticing way…

Delighted to finally be pulling out the special outfit that she had hidden in the back of their closet and hadn’t even revealed to her slave yet, Rachel’s swiftly growing leather fetish beamed brightly as she opened the garment bag to immediately take in the rich, inviting aroma that the $3,000 black leather gown brought with it. Spreading the heavy leather out on her bed, her mind drifted back to the boutique where she had tried it on with Dani a few weeks earlier, fantasizing about how it was going to be even more provocative along with her hair and makeup, not to mention the other accessories that she had purchased for the Royal mistress look she was envisioning.

With her strappy, new stilettos, intoxicating opera gloves, and even some new leather panties and a matching garter belt, the woman did her best to get into the mental headspace of the queen as she put on some of her favorite erotic music before retreating to the bathroom to shower, shave, and begin putting together her hair. As she bathed lazily, she thought back to the night when she and her hubby had first ventured down this road to him becoming her slave and realized it was pretty amazing how far they both had come in a relatively short period of time…

She remembered the smug look that she had worked so hard to manufacture for the moment when she walked out the door dressed to the nines without him, and chuckled at how easy the pointed attitude came now … not to mention how much her slave reveled in it!

She thought about using him as her footstool as she would read about other mistresses who she aspired to be, and how much he would drip out of his cage just being ignored by her.

And of course, she was still mesmerized by his desire for chastity – to be ultimately denied while she, on the other hand, indulged in the very thing that he wasn’t allowed to have, and how as much as he craved the act of cuckolding, he was actually already one and didn’t even know it yet.

Maybe tonight would be the night that she did her big reveal, but the moment would have to be just perfect…

Sitting at her vanity, she pictured what had become a beloved custom – her slave kneeling beside her chair while she focused on beautifying herself, leather and chains around his wrists and ankles, the chastity cage locked around his tiny dick, and often times even with a gag in his mouth to further reinforce the power exchange dynamic between mistress and slave.

He had become both loved and pathetic at the same time, and she loved wielding the whip that he so amazingly both craved and feared.

As she painted her lips an iconic blood red to match her nails, a wicked smile grew on Rachel’s face as she imagined her friends toying with him and possibly even getting turned on by BDSM and wanting to have slaves of their own! She could be starting a movement of dominant ladies taking control from the men in their lives and putting them on their knees, locked in chastity where they belong. And they could get together monthly to share techniques and compare notes while all of their slaves pampered the group in the manner that they truly deserve!

Once her hair and makeup were picture perfect, the domme turned to the new lingerie that was waiting for her on the bed. The fresh pair of jet black silk stockings felt wonderfully luxurious as always as she gently pulled them around her toes and up her legs. Her mind shifted gears towards the naughty upon fastening the leather garter belt around her hips and slowly snapping the six straps into place along the tops of her new stockings.

Overtop went her leather panties, which made her grin as she flashed back to Todd cutting the leather leggings from her hips before fucking her a few weeks prior. Too bad he wasn’t coming tonight, though he wasn’t really her type for a long-term fling, anyways. Touching herself through the soft leather for several moments while she thought about what traits she would enjoy in a regular lover, Rachel eventually deviated from her plan and retrieved the concealable vibrator that fit perfectly inside of her panties, turning them on their lowest possible setting and then leaving the control on her vanity as she came to the dress itself…

Though she regretted not having a helping hand to slide into the magnificent leather gown, the woman coveted being able to surprise both her girlfriends and her leather-loving slave alike, and truth be told it was a ritual that she actually came to enjoy in her own way as the soft, yet firm touch of the exotic material coupled with the exhilarating scent as she pulled open the zipper and loosened the laces of the built-in corset left her wondering if she was developing a leather fetish of her own, too.

Sliding the ruffled end of the dress around her ankles and then legs as she stood beside the bed for support, the initial hug of the tight leather made Rachel stop and purr as it took its shape around her thighs and up over her waist. Fitting her arms into the sleeveless straps was easy enough, and thanks to the nylon cord that the saleswoman at the boutique had attached to the main zipper pull, guiding it back up her spine to where it ended between her shoulder blades was surprisingly straightforward, though she knew that she still had the built-in corset to deal with before she was truly done…

The dominant paused and simply admired the beauty of the incredible dress before even being laced snug in her corset, then took a seat on the edge of the bed as best she could so that she could unbox the expensive, new shoes that she had bought for her outfit. Featuring classic red bottoms and a spiked metal heel, her favorite element of the perfect fuck-me pumps was actually the thick ankle strap that buckled with a shiny hasp that she had first thought resembled a leather ankle cuff when she saw them in the store. She didn’t know if they actually made the 5” heels any easier to wear like the clerk had suggested, but they sure did look and feel sexy as hell, which honestly was all that really mattered to the woman that evening as she delicately buckled each strap around her feet before standing up to focus on cinching up her corset.

Staring at her menacing look back in the mirror, she knew what had to be done as she took hold of the loops at her back and began pulling out the slack. The first pulls were always the easiest, but once the corset’s hold around her waist started to become visible, Rachel quickly gained the composure needed to make the hourglass figure that she desired a reality.

Breathe, then pull.

Breathe, then pull.

“I clearly need to wear more corsets!” she told herself with pride as she struggled to work out the remaining gaps at either end of the gromets before giving the laces one last pull.

When she had finished tying off the knots in the small of her back and was able to take in her full look in the mirror, the dominant woman knew that her transformation was finally complete.

“Fuck, I look hot…” Rachel thought as she eyed her figure from every angle, eventually turning around to find the long opera gloves remaining on the bed.

As she slid the elegant leather gloves down her arms, she felt like a goddess gearing up for battle and turning back around, it was undeniable that the married woman turned dominatrix looked like a total badass.

Now to throw herself a little party!

* * *

Giving the entire group time to arrive, Rachel met everyone at the front door herself and gathered them all in her living room before escorting them down to the dungeon. Each girl was taken aback by their friend’s elaborate, leather gown and enjoyed chatting about their own sexy attire that they had put together while they waited…

As she expected, her bestie Dani arrived first and looked incredible in her bubblegum pink latex that looked as if it had been painted onto her slim figure. The platform gogo boots made her even taller than Rachel was in her 5” stilettos, and she had even found a bright pink leather paddle with the word BITCH written on it in studs to accessorize her outfit.

Next came Emily and Kelly, wearing skimpy, neon minidresses and platform heels akin to clubwear, with the added flair of big hair and vogue sunglasses that made them look a bit pretentious, which Rachel thought translated great into a humiliation-style vibe.

Jamie had taken Catwoman’s sex appeal to heart by donning a shiny black catsuit, complete with patent ankle boots featuring dagger-like heels and matching black nails and lipstick to boot.

And last but not least was Jen wearing red leather leggings with a black patent corset and matching high heels – a simple, yet classic look that Rachel probably would wear herself for a nice, casual caning or some tease and denial play with her slave!

“Ladies, now that you’re all here…” Rachel announced with a mischievous grin as she towered among her friends looking like the leather queen that she was becoming, “what do you say we have a little fun?!”

As she walked them towards the stairs leading down to the dungeon, she explained, “Now my dungeon only has three rules for tonight…”

	If you see something you’re curious about, please ask. 

	Don’t be afraid to touch the merchandise! 

	And try not to be too cruel to my slave – he’s put a lot into making this night special for me and I love him very much, despite what all of the groveling and beatings might imply! 



“Please follow me, and watch your step – trust me, these stairs can be a bitch in heels!”

Following their hostess downstairs into the darkened basement, the group let out a collective, “Wow…” as they turned the corner and saw firsthand what the mistress and her slave had been working so hard on these last weeks and months. Since the heavy furniture had been moved in, Nick had also added ambient lighting throughout the space, including LED strip lighting around the toy racks and mistress’s throne, all set to purple as that was his wife’s favorite color…

The walls that didn’t have toys displayed on them were filled with large pictures from several kink-oriented artists – one featuring a woman hogtied with rope and another showing a slave at the boots of his mistress which Nick had actually had commissioned for Rachel.

Of course, the thing they were most curious to see was waiting with a pad of paper next to a sign showing the drink specials he’d assembled, his eyes focused on the ground as the sexy women gradually caught sight of him one by one and came over for a closer look. Seeing the chastity cage in the flesh made it hard for a single one of them not to smile, with Jen and Kelly even bending down for a closer look as they examined the small, black and blue plastic device that ruthlessly guarded the man’s tiny dick.

“Well, look what we have here!” Emily chimed, chuckling as she approached. “Nick, I have to say that I think I like your outfit the best…”

“It certainly does suit him, doesn’t it?” Rachel asked with a grin as she walked over behind her friends. “But please, I insist that you refer to him as slave while you’re here – that is his role in this dungeon, after all!”

A few of the girls laughed along with her as they split their time between gawking at the slave’s locked predicament and the rest of their surroundings.

“Would it be ok if I got a hands-on look???” Dani asked with a smile, which Rachel was pleased to nod and approve.

“Yes, of course! Why here, let’s get him in a little better position for that…” the mistress said with a grin as she took her slave by the elbow and guided him over to one of the chains hanging overhead. Grabbing a large padlock from the shelf nearby, her girlfriends quickly learned that he was also wearing wrist and ankle cuffs as Rachel looped the lock through the D-rings on his wrist cuffs and then attached them high up on the chain to where he couldn’t have resisted their advances had he wanted to.”

“I know, I know - you wanted to take everybody’s drink orders…” she told him as she took the pad from his fingertips and set it aside. “Well, I’m sure this won’t last long and then you can get back to work!”

Dropping down onto her knees below the bound slave, Dani eyed the plastic device curiously from different angles before reaching out and giving it a gentle tug with her hand. Impressed by how secure it seemed to be as she got a close-up look at the locking mechanism that was embedded in the ring around his cock and balls, she attempted to poke her finger at it but was cut-off by a mesh lining built into the cage walls.

“Wow, this thing really is impressive!” she remarked as Kelly and Jamie bent down to join her, who were also surprised at how restrictive the simple, plastic cage really was.

“So he can’t cum … at all … when he’s wearing it?” Emily asked Rachel as the girls stood around her slave, examining him as if he was just another toy.

“Nope, he sure can’t!” the mistress replied with a smile. “He’ll leak pre-cum for days, but the cage is snug enough that he can’t get an erection in it because the shortness of the cage pushes part of his flaccid dick back inside of him!”

“Sounds frustrating!” Jen laughed as she looked up at Nick who was doing his very best to keep his eyes focused on the wall in the distance.

“Sure is, isn’t it, my slave???” Rachel grinned as she patted her husband on the face patronizingly with her leather gloved hand, proudly amused as she looked down to see Dani now cradling her slave’s captive balls in her hand while Kelly examined the locking mechanism of the cage.

“And just to be clear…” Emily continued, smirking with a raised eyebrow as she glanced up at the bound man then back down to his dick that was being manhandled by her friends. “…he asked you to do all of this??? There’s no blackmail or kidnapping going on here that we should be aware of?” she asked playfully.

Rachel just laughed as she stood next to her slave and put her arm around him, letting him feel the cool touch of her leather outfit from head to toe.

“Answer her, slave – do you want this or am I just hustling you?!”

Nick gulped and then dropped his eyes to the floor, just past the sexy women who were kneeling in front of him.

“Yes, it’s completely consensual, ma’am,” he finally croaked out before Rachel surprised him with a brief kiss on the lips. Dani, Kelly, and Jamie continued to whisper quietly between themselves as the slave felt multiple sets of fingers toying with his locked genitals until eventually they were interrupted as Jen spoke up.

“Are you girls almost done groping the help?! I want a drink!” she announced, prompting Rachel to retrieve her keys and unlock her slave’s wrists from the chain above his head, giving him only a few seconds to stretch before handing him back his notepad and telling him to get busy.

A wave of relief coursed over the man as he regained his composure and then explained his drink menu to the guests, “Tonight we have three signature cocktails to offer – a Whipped Orgasm, which is a sweet whipped cream-flavored vodka with pineapple foam; a Corseted Cosmopolitan, which is your traditional Cosmo topped with fresh fruit slices; and an 8-Inch Martini, which is a dark chocolate martini with an extra thick espresso foam…”

Several of the girls snickered at the creative names for the drinks as he went around the room collecting orders, with Dani asking with a laugh, “Would it be possible for me to get a 10-Inch Martini instead? 8-inches just isn’t quite enough for me!”

Jen and Emily both turned and raised their eyebrows at their friend, though she playfully shrugged them off and said, “What?! I like my men on the bigger side!”

Once her husband had collected all of their orders and scurried back upstairs like a good, little slave to begin preparing them, Rachel turned back to her friends and began to give them her informal tour of her new dungeon. Kelly and Jamie each took turns kneeling on the spanking bench with their asses in the air, which prompted Dani to give her shiny, pink paddle a few practice swings to everyone’s amusement.

“Ha! That wasn’t so bad…” Kelly laughed as she got up and traded places with Jamie, to which Rachel was quick to interject as she eyed her own set of well-worn paddles that hung nearby on the wall, “Care to let me give it a try?!”

“Hell no!” the woman in neon yellow and pink shook her head. “We’ve all seen the pictures of what you can do with one of those things!”

They all laughed together as the mistress then walked them over to her stocks, which all of the girls took turns being locked in and taking pictures while Rachel playfully scolded them with a riding crop for their photos.

“This is actually pretty comfortable,” Dani remarked when her turn came up, to which her friend explained, “That’s actually on purpose! What happens while you’re in those restraints isn’t typically as pleasant, so we figured that the stocks themselves should be nice and padded.”

“If you want,” she added with a wink as she toyed with the hasp where a padlock would usually go, “we can leave you there for a while and see if you still feel the same later!”

“Oh no – not in these heels, anyways…” the girl giggled as Rachel helped set her free and then turned everyone’s attention to her fuck swing and queening stool.

“Now this is more my style!” Dani said as she stepped up and laid back in the swing as her friend was still explaining to the rest what it was. Rachel laughed and then asked for Jamie’s assistance as each of them took one of their friend’s pink booted ankles and lifted it high up in the air just like Rachel had done with Todd weeks earlier, and they all cackled together as Dani did her best to hold on while the position gave all of her friends a perfect view up her dress…

Before she turned to explain the stool, the mistress whispered discreetly just to Dani that sex in the swing was pretty amazing, which made the blonde stop and think for a moment, as she remembered her saying that her slave had been locked up now for months, until finally it clicked and she replied with wide eyes, “Ohhhhh!”

Though they were less excited to trial her queening stool which was deemed by several of them as “too extreme,” all of them were delighted to see Rachel’s slave coming down the stairs carrying a large, silver tray filled with six kinky cocktails. Most amusing was no doubt the 8-Inch Martini, which lived up to its name and even got an extra laugh out of Dani when she found that her glass was slightly bigger than the other two that were ordered. Second place went to the Corseted Cosmo, which the slave had decorated the glass of with a makeshift leather corset that was laced up one side, serving as a drink koozie.

Last but not least was the Whipped Orgasm, which only Mistress Rachel ended up ordering, as she told him with a semi-private snicker that it was also what the two of them had to look forward to later that evening once all of her friends had left!

With the drinks all served, he quickly disappeared once more to bring down hors d'oeuvres, and for some time the girls just sat around eating and drinking and socializing while he stood silently in the corner, waiting to be put to use by someone. Eventually settling onto her throne while she chatted with her friends around the dungeon, she snapped her fingers and he happily took his place on his knees beside her where she enjoyed running her gloved fingers through his hair as she casually talked until finally she pointed at the floor and ordered him down on his hands and knees to show her girlfriends what an impressive footstool the man had become.

It was a unique perspective to be staring at the floor with only sexy footwear in his view as the girls casually mingled and walked around the space. As the time slowly passed, eventually Jen and Emily individually came up to his mistress to call it an early night due to work obligations the next morning, with Emily taking a playful swat at the man’s exposed ass with her bare hand as she walked away to thank him for his service.

At one point, he found himself faced with Dani’s bubblegum pink platform boots as she stood right in front of him, chatting with Rachel and occasionally whispering comments that he wasn’t quite able to hear. His wife eventually let him up to refill drinks for the girls that were still there, warning him that she had a little challenge for him when he got back, so he’d better make sure to get all of their orders right.

While he was away, Mistress Rachel then gave her girlfriends a quick tutorial on spanking implements and challenged them all to choose one from the wall to try out on her slave.

Upon his return, his domme pointed to the stocks that she had now moved front and center in the dungeon facing her throne, and with great delight her training session began as she first locked her slave’s wrists and neck into place in the stocks, then directed one girl to take her place with her implement of choice behind him while another took her throne to see the look on the slave’s face with each strike…

Unsurprisingly the first in line to spank him was Dani, who had traded in her own pink paddle for a heavier leather version that she rather enjoyed holding in her hand. As Rachel stood next to her, explaining how to swing and where to aim for, Kelly excitedly took center stage and sat on Rachel’s velvet-covered throne, crossing her legs provocatively in front of the slave as her minidress rode up her thighs in a revealing manner.

*smack*

Admittedly the first was almost a tickle compared to what the slave was used to his mistress putting him through, though the other girls giggling at the entire spectacle still made it a bit more difficult to endure. He braced himself, however, as he heard his wife take the paddle to give her an example and much as he had expected, her own strike was enough to leave a mark as well as everyone else’s ears ringing to boot.

*SMACK*

“There we go!” Kelly laughed as she saw the expression on his face suddenly change.

“Ok, ok – let me try again…” Dani said, taking back the paddle after noting just how much extra force her friend had exerted.

*SMACK*

“Good!” Rachel chimed approvingly. “Now do one on the other cheek – the same amount of force.”

*SMACK*

Dani grinned happily as the unique sound that filled the air after each strike reassured her that she was on the right track.

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

“Don’t you just love that sound?” the mistress purred as she watched with delight as her slave’s ass slowly began to resemble her bestie’s dress in color.

“It does have a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?!” Dani replied as she delivered a handful of more strokes before trading places with Kelly to give her a shot.

Little did the husband know, however, that Kelly had in fact chosen a cane which Rachel prepared her in private was typically a more experienced implement. The introduction that Rachel gave Kelly was hard to take in as Nick’s heart was already racing from his previous spankings, not to mention the person who gave them was now equally amusing herself by holding her pink boot up to his face and ordering him to lick the bottom.

*CRACK*

Kelly, it turned out, was much less reserved than Dani had been and delivered a daunting hit as her first strike seemed to cut through his poor ass and the previous abuse that burned bright pinks and reds on the surface.

“Oh, fuck…” he muttered, making eye contact with the wicked girl across from him for a brief moment before looking back down at the floor. Yet that was enough to catch the woman’s attention, who then proceeded to lean in closer and hold his head up rather roughly by the hair while Kelly hit him several more times in a slow, but paced succession.

*CRACK*

*CRACK*

*CRACK*

“You like that, don’t you slave?” Dani jeered into his face playfully as he winced and groaned more with each consecutive strike. “Slaves get punished when they’re not capable of pleasing their mistresses!”

Rachel’s eyes widened in amusement as she overheard her friend, a bit proud of how quickly she had jumped into character. As Kelly and Jamie were swapping out places, she opted to throw her a bone and said, “Actually, Dani – I don’t know about you, but I heard way too much complaining last time, so why don’t you grab a gag from over there for him so that we can all enjoy the sounds of Jamie’s target practice here in a minute!”

The blonde lit up and excitedly danced over to the rack where she was able to identify a handful of different gags, with the classic ballgags standing out to her the most. She chose one at random and came back over next to the slave where she held the ball in front of his face without saying a word, then seemed to take great joy in forcing the red rubber ball between his lips and cinching the leather strap nice and snug around the back of his neck.

“Gagged and ready!” she announced as she turned back, almost ready to take up Rachel’s throne again but instead realizing that Kelly deserved a turn with the best view in the house, too.

Jamie’s choice of implement was a large, wooden paddle, which reminded the catsuit-clad sex kitten of a schoolmarm’s paddle as she wasted no time winding up behind the gagged and bruised slave, sarcastically purring, “Awwww, do you think I should go easy on him???” before giving him a smack that caught all three girls by surprise…

***SMACK***

The slave groaned helplessly into his gag, which amused Dani all the more as she saw how effective the simple ball of rubber could be at muffling him.

Kelly clapped her hands together excitedly from the throne, then prompted, “Yes – hit him again, girl!”

*S*M*A*C*K*

The wife noticed her slave’s legs quivering after that hit that probably would’ve had him on the floor if not for the stocks that he was locked into, so in a feat of mercy she called out, “I know it’s getting late, so how about everyone gets one last strike for the road. Same implement or something different – your choice!”

All three girls gathered near the man’s bare and beaten ass while Mistress Rachel took her seat in front of her beloved slave, seeing the look of unique agony in his eyes and reassuring him with only her own that he was almost done.

First up was Kelly, who took a different approach as she waved one of her friend’s long riding crops in the air, taking her place behind the bound slave and then giving him several precisely aimed slaps not on his red ass, but instead on his balls that hung down swollen between his legs.

*SLAP* *SLAP*

Rachel snickered and then shrugged as her eyes met her husbands, who quickly dropped his head again as he mentally prepared for whoever was next, though surprisingly he ended up with a bit of a break as Dani was his next contender, this time with her own pink bitch paddle from her costume, with which she did her best to give him a slap on each cheek but in reality was thankfully nowhere near as painful as any of the other implements he had endured.

*SMACK* *SMACK*

And finally came Jamie, who seemed to still be considering her weapon of choice as she eyed each of the other items laid out on the table before eventually returning to the same wooden paddle that she had used before. Then as Nick hung there on a thread with the red ballgag still shoved in his mouth, Rachel’s friend calmly explained the method behind her own madness…

“The reason I’m choosing this paddle, slave,” Jamie said with emphasis, “is that we’ve been listening to Rachel tell us about all of these wonderful changes to her life and how punishment has played an important part in transforming you into the ideal husband for her.”

“For that, I am envious, because as much as I would love to put my own husband in something like this and beat his ass silly every time that he forgets to run the dishwasher, I know that he would never go for it. He’s a different kind of man – an alpha, maybe – and he would never allow himself to be treated as a submissive like this.”

“So I’m using this heavy, wooden paddle because I can tell that it hurts a lot, and I know that’s what you both need and desire. No one would tolerate this type of treatment unless deep down inside, it made them better for enduring it, and I see how much better it’s made my friend’s life all of the time!”

*SMACK*

**SMACK**

“I guess what I’m trying to say is to you, slave – I hope that these hurt in the best possible way, and to you, Rachel – if you ever need someone to slave sit for you while you’re out, I’d be more than happy to keep him company…”

*S*M*A*C*K*

“…and help keep him in line!”

Once Jamie’s final stroke had been delivered, the girls all hugged and said their goodbyes, with each of them also taking a moment to pat the slave on his head and thank him for his service even as he still hung in the stocks, tender and sore from his spanking demonstration.

As Mistress Rachel walked Kelly and Jamie to the door, Dani lingered around, eventually taking another drink from the latest tray that he had brought down and sitting down on Rachel’s throne where she quietly sipped at it as she looked across at the bound and gagged man with a look of curious contemplation.

When Nick finally heard his wife’s heels coming down the steps and walking across the dungeon tile once again, he expected her to say goodnight to her remaining friend as well, however instead he weakly craned his neck up just enough to see the leather-clad queen walk up to her throne and place a gloved hand on Dani’s shoulder, reaching for her drink with the other which she drank from before handing it back to her.

“You really did do a nice job on the drinks this evening, slave,” she turned her head and commented with a smile before adding slyly, “Now are you ready to have some real fun?!”


Chapter 9 – The After Party

Feeling a tingling feeling underneath her leather dress as she sat sharing her throne with Dani, Mistress Rachel’s eyes perked up and she snickered as she turned to her friend and said, “Hey, do me a favor? Run upstairs to my bedroom – there’s a small remote control sitting on my vanity. Can you bring it here please?”

Dani looked at her strangely as she said, “Sure…?” then handed her drink again to her hostess and momentarily left the room. A few minutes later the mistress and slave could hear the girl returning as her heavy, platform boots stomped back down the stairs and a curious Dani handed the small device to Rachel with a suspicious grin…

“So this,” Rachel explained as she took the remote in one hand and turned the dial a bit higher between her finger and thumb, then closing her eyes and purring quietly to herself before continuing, “is a fun, little toy my slave bought me a while ago.”

“It’s a remote controlled vibrator, and I’ve been wearing it inside my panties all night long!”

She then handed the remote back to Dani with a sly grin.

“Hold onto this for me – we’re going to play a little game…”

Turning her attention back to her slave, the mistress told him playfully, “Don’t worry, my pet – it won’t be nearly as hard as the last game. I promise!”

The commanding woman stood up and encouraged her friend to take her seat, then stepped behind her slave and gently removed the ballgag from his mouth, commenting, “We’ll take this out for starters – you’re going to need your tongue for this next part!”

Rachel then unlocked the stocks and helped her husband stand upright before guiding him back down onto his knees in front of an eager and curious Dani, who sat tall and dignified with her pink booted legs crossed before him.

“How would you – my humble, beaten and bruised slave – like to see two beautiful women cum this evening???”

Despite his exhaustion from the night’s festivities, his eyes lit up and he nodded quietly while staring at the girl’s boots that bobbed in front of him.

“Glad to hear it,” Rachel remarked, “but it gets even better!”

“If both of us are able to cum, I’ll unlock your chastity cage and we’ll let you have a little release, too.”

She smiled as she added with a small snicker, “Oh, you’ll still be bound – you’re going to have to work for it…”

It was then that she led them both over to the queening stool, where the slave lay down on his back while Mistress Rachel encouraged her friend to take control and lock him inside of the stool herself, pointing to where she could find padlocks to secure his wrist cuffs to the sides of the box and then helping her to adjust the cradle for his head so that his lips and face were perfectly in place for what was about to play out next.

Looking at her friend’s attire up and down, Rachel suggested coyly, “With your dress being so tight, I’m not sure if this is going to work the way it’s designed. Come to think of it, I might as well take mine off, too.”

With the only male in the room effectively bound on his back, staring straight up at the ceiling of the dungeon through the hole in the stool, the women were just out of his range of vision a few steps away as they casually helped each other undress, first with Dani unlacing the snug laces of Rachel’s corset and unzipping the long zipper that ran the length of the dress underneath, then Rachel pulling on the much less complex zipper for the blonde’s vinyl minidress until both lay in a sweaty pile on the floor.

“Did you lace this thing up on your own or did he help you?!” Dani asked in awe as she loosened the laces of the gorgeous, leather gown.

“Believe it or not, I did that myself!” Rachel told her proudly, adding, “I really love the dress that you ended up with – this nice, thick vinyl almost looks as good as leather does!”

“Well, I could never do something as big as yours, but maybe you can help me find a mini made out of black leather – that would be pretty hot,” her friend replied with a smile as the two now stood in their undergarments and heels – Rachel in traditional stockings, heels, and her vibrating leather panties, and Dani in white fishnet stockings, her pink boots, and a matching pink vinyl thong. Both had their tits exposed, having relied on their dresses for support earlier in the night…

“Ok, so now first thing’s first,” Mistress Rachel told her with a smile. “Have a seat!”

She waved an open hand at the stool with her slave’s face poking out of the center, which surprised Dani as she asked, “Really? Are you sure???”

But Rachel just laughed and shrugged it off, explaining, “Our relationship has gotten pretty open since we started playing like this, so it should be fine!”

With that her friend chuckled and shrugged as well, then thought for a moment and stepped out of her panties, tossing them playfully at the man’s locked dick like a game of ring toss before settling down onto the stool, instantly feeling the man’s lips and breath against her bare pussy.

“Ok, so the way he’s going to try to make you cum should be pretty clear…” Rachel continued, rather amused by the expressions on her friend’s face as she watched her husband tasting another woman for the first time.

“As for me, that’s where this remote is going to come into play…”

She handed the small box back to her friend, then knelt down beside her husband and turned her attention to his dick locked in chastity. Gesturing with her hands, she got her slave to spread his legs so that she could kneel between them, situating herself so that as she spread her own knees far enough, her own pussy collided with the plastic cage.

“Do you have any idea how long it’s been since he’s been this close to my pussy???” Rachel groaned blissfully as she lowered her weight against him and savored the touch of his cage pressing up against her clit.

“I don’t expect you to turn it up all the way right off the bat,” she told Dani, looking up at her friend who was also growing aroused by the slave’s tongue that had already gotten to work between her legs, “but as you’re feeling it from him, send a little love my way with the remote in your hand and if he can make us both cum, I’ll let you help me give him his prize, too!”

The blonde simply purred and nodded her head as she held the remote in one hand with her thumb on the dial, giving in to the sexual energy around her that had been building all night long as her friend’s slave ate her pussy as he had been directed to by his mistress. It was an atmosphere that was wild and scandalous, but also undeniably fun because she wasn’t used to being on the receiving end of pleasure with nothing to do save for to sit there on her seat and enjoy it…

Across from her, she watched as Rachel teased and tormented the same man who was eating her out, rubbing her body against his while he remained locked in chastity – the ultimate fuck you for the tortured sub who no doubt ached inside of his cage for the pussy that was separated by only a thin piece of plastic and a brass padlock.

Dani slowly inched up the dial in her hand as she enjoyed this intimate show that her friend was putting on for her, smiling as she instantly saw the reaction on Rachel’s face that told her the hidden vibe was doing exactly what it was intended to do!

She rocked back and forth on the slave’s face, purring softly as his warm tongue explored her seriously wet pussy, occasionally teasing her clit as he tried to focus despite the constant pressure on his cage, which was further intensified when Dani unexpected lifted her booted feet up onto his chest, eventually digging her heels into his nipples, driving him into a frenzy beneath her that was soon passed on to Rachel as well via the remote in the girl’s hand.

The energy between the three entangled together continued to build as both girls pushed the slave harder and harder from their own perspectives until at last the bubblegum blonde felt her body beginning to quake and bit her lip as a powerful orgasm overtook her. Just as her climax was reaching its peak, she flicked the vibrator to full power and her friend too began to shake uncontrollably, with the two of them crying out in unison…

“OH FUCK!!!”

Riding their respective orgasms for as long as they could milk them while the helpless slave dutifully served both of them simultaneously, when Dani had finally floated back to earth and looked up to see that Rachel was nearly spent as well, she gently lowered the speed of the vibe before tossing it aside and standing up from the stool, looking down at the slave’s face beneath her with a thankful smile, as she saw that he was now wet and messy from her juices.

Helping Rachel to her feet as she caught her breath, Dani remarked, “That was fun! So now that it looks like he met his part of the bargain, quite well I might add, what did you have in mind for his reward???”

Rachel smiled as she gestured down to the queening stool, saying, “Why don’t you release him from that thing and I’ll show you!”

She watched fondly as her friend took charge and unlocked the padlocks holding the slave’s wrists to either side of the stool, then looked up to the mistress who directed them over to the fuck swing where the slave would be the one bound on his back for a change. Showing her where to reattach the padlocks to the chains for both his wrists and ankles, it amused her to see what a fast and curious learner Dani was as she seemed eager to put her slave into his next predicament and see what naughty plans Rachel had in store for him.

Once all of his bonds were in place, Mistress Rachel directed Dani to stand opposite of her between the slaves legs as she stood at his head, adding with a wink, “Just follow my lead and do whatever comes naturally!” as she suddenly pulled on a rope hanging alongside the chains from the ceiling, grinning at her slave and announcing, “Hold on!” as the fuck swing and its occupant slowly shifted orientation until his head had dropped about a foot lower, ultimately putting him at eye-level with his mistress’s wet pussy. Rachel chuckled as she took a step closer, situating his face squarely between her thighs as she took ahold of the chains on either side of her and rubbed herself against his face, feeling his lips and tongue instinctively going to work on her sex before admitting…

“So I have a bit of a confession to make, my dear husband – my slave.”

“I know that even more than learning to embrace your submissive side, one of your deepest and darkest fantasies is being made a cuckold by your loving wife.”

“And we’ve had a lot of fun exploring that through roleplay, between your chastity and my growing collection of dildos. I’ve even come to genuinely enjoy humiliating you just because I know how scathingly delicious my words can be to your ears that crave being degraded and denied. It’s been a wonderful gift that I’ve been able to give you, but it’s not enough.”

“We’ve been playing this little game now for three months. That’s three months that I’ve gone without feeling your little dicklet inside of me, and if I’m being perfectly honest – I don’t really miss it anymore! Maybe it’s because I enjoy the tease, not to mention all of my new toys and this new lifestyle just as much as you do, or maybe it’s because while you’ve been locked away for the last three months, your mistress hasn’t gone without sex the entire time after all…”

As Dani’s eyes widened with anxiousness as she stood at the other end of the bound man between his suspended legs, Rachel took the silver chain from around her neck where his chastity key had hung all of this time, then leaned forward and unlocked the device, allowing it to come free as his erection sprang to life from its prison.

She then stood back up and continued, now rolling her hips against her slave’s tongue as she continued her tale.

“The day that the dungeon furniture got delivered, you were out of town … and I fucked the delivery guy. Or should I say – the delivery guy fucked me???”

The woman laughed as she felt his tongue stop, though his dick was rock hard, bursting out of its cage.

“It was actually right here in this fuck swing,” she retold the memory fondly. “He had just finished putting everything together and asked me if I wanted to try anything out.”

“Come to think of it, he showed me the new spanking bench, too, but that seemed a little more innocent than what happened next…”

Rachel reached down and began massaging her clit with one hand as she continued.

“I was on my back just like you are right now, though not quite this inverted. He used a pair of wrist and ankle cuffs to show me how restraints could be locked to the chains like yours are now, and then it happened.”

“What happened?” Dani suddenly purred from across the slave’s body as she reached out and plucked the top of the plastic cage from his dick and placed it nearby, then wrapped her hand around the man’s erection and started slowly pumping him.

Rachel smiled as her eyes met those of her best friend.

“Well, I was wearing a pair of leggings, which made it difficult, so he reached into his tool bag, got a knife, and cut my leggings and panties right off my body…”

“Then he took out his cock, which was so much bigger than that one, and put on a condom…”

Dani laughed, “Do they even make condoms small enough for this one?!” as she continued to tease him with her expert strokes.

“Who knows?!” Rachel giggled. “But when he thrust that thick cock inside of me, all spread out and eager for him, oh my god – it was incredible!!!”

The blonde smiled as she saw the joy on her friend’s face, replying, “That sounds wonderful – I’m so happy you found a replacement for this tiny, little thing … but what are you going to do now?”

“Well, that’s what I wanted to talk about tonight…” as she suddenly took a step back and looked down at her submissive in the eyes, with Dani freezing her handjob in place as she waited to hear what her friend would utter next.

“I think you deserve to be a cuckold,” she told her husband in earnest, but with that title comes certain expectations that as your wife, I need you to understand and accept.

“If this is really what you want – to worship and obey your wife while she teases and tortures you and keeps you locked in chastity, I’m happy to do it.”

“I love this new lifestyle that we’ve found and I have no intention of stopping.”

“But that also means,” she continued, “that if you’re truly going to be my slave, I need to fuck other men to make up for yours being, well, useless to me. I’ve tasted it, and it made me feel like a new woman, and I think that I deserve it as your loving dominant.”

“If that’s what you want, too,” Mistress Rachel declared as she towered over her bound husband, “then I want to hear you beg me for it!”

With that, Rachel nodded at Dani who slowly began stroking him again as she stepped forward, enveloping him with her pussy that by now was nearly dripping with excitement. As she dropped her weight down on his face and played with her own nipples, there was a short pause and then the girls heard Rachel’s husband attempting to speak through the woman’s juicy pussy…

“I wabt uuu to cukolt me.”

Before Rachel could say a word, Dani suddenly slapped him on his balls with her free hand and ordered, “Again.”

“I wand uou to ckckold meeee…”

“Again!” Dani shouted louder, slapping his poor, swollen balls even harder as she squeezed his denied manhood between the fingers of her other hand while Rachel enjoyed his suffering and service to her.

“I WANT YOU TO CUCKOLD ME, MISTRESS RACHEL!” the slave nearly shouted this time, straining to pull his face away from her crotch just long enough to make the words clear.

“You’re already my cuckold, slave!” Rachel jeered in response, bearing down on him even harder and her fingers returned to her clit and she rubbed herself furiously.

“You know, Rachel,” Dani then spoke up as she smiled at the intense sexual tension that she found herself in the center of, “I was going to tell you later, but I’ve got a guy friend of mine that it sounds like you really should meet! I think the two of you would have a lot of fun together…”

“Mmmmmm – that would be fun,” the woman groaned. “Tell me about him.”

“Let’s see,” the blonde spoke playfully, all the while stroking the husband’s painfully erect dick and randomly flicking him in the balls with her free hand, “he’s six-foot two, so he’s nice and tall, and muscular, so he’s yummy to look at. I’m actually picturing his arms around you now and I think you’d look pretty hot together out at the club.”

“And I’ve never had him myself, but I know girls who have and they said that he’s very well equipped down below. Nice and thick, but he can really fill you up deep, too, you know?!”

Rachel moaned some more, purring out seductively, “He sounds like he might be boyfriend material to me…”

Dani grinned and squeezed the man’s dick even harder.

“Oh yeah – reliable as hell, sweet on a date, and a great guy to fuck, too! He’d probably think that this thing you’ve got your husband locked in is hilarious…”

“What do you think of that, slave???” Mistress Rachel grunted as she smothered her slave with her pussy and watched him straining in her best friend’s hand. “Should I have Dani give her friend my number and see if he calls to ask me out???”

“YES, PLEASE – MISTRESS! CUCKOLD ME WITH ANYONE YOU LIKE!!!” he strained to call out before diving right back into his wife’s naughty pussy.

“You might as well call him by name,” Dani taunted the man, grabbing his balls and digging her bubblegum pink fingernails into his flesh. “His name is Alex … but you should probably refer to him as Mr. Williams!”

“What do you say, slave?!” Rachel jeered. “Is that who you want me to fuck instead of you next???”

“YES, MISTRESS!” the slave groaned in utter torture. “I WANT YOU TO CUCKOLD ME WITH MR. WILLIAMS…”

With that in a glorious display of sexual relief, both the mistress and her slave climaxed with extreme intensity at the same time, Rachel tightening down her grip on the slave’s head with her thighs and blocking off his oxygen until he had finished erupting like a fountain all over Dani’s hand, and upon closer inspection, getting some of his sticky relief on the toe of her boots as well.

Dani smiled and enjoyed the moment shared with the other two, and then eventually walked over to her friend where she put an arm around her and helped her over to her throne where her legs were still throbbing from the position.

Once Rachel was comfortable, she sauntered back over to where the slave was still suspended in the air, stood over him, and told him with a unusual smile on her face, “That was both beautiful and pathetic at the same time.”

“So a few things from me,” she continued, wiggling her cum-covered fingers in his face as she grinned, “Number one – what just happened here between us never leaves this room. Because I guarantee that I can embarrass you a hell of a lot more than you can me if you want to try me!”

Nick gulped and then nodded as he looked up at the girl.

“Number two – LICK!” she told him before thrusting her fingers into his mouth, keeping them in place until he had them relatively clean again, leading her to snicker, “Don’t scoff or once you’re down, I’m going to have you licking the rest off of my boots, too…”

“Sorry, mistress…” he replied without thinking, which made the girl’s heart happy as she raised her final claim.

“And number three,” she announced as she shifted her feet around until she was standing just as Rachel had been with his face between her thighs, “Get to work!”

“You did ok when I was on that queening stool, but now that I’ve seen what you can really do, I expect better!”

From across the room, Mistress Rachel beamed at what she had created as she watched her slave pleasuring her best friend while she took a step back to savor not only how spectacularly successful the first party at her dungeon went, but now also what she thought about the idea of going on an actual date with Dani’s friend, Alex, too…


Chapter 10 – Cuckolding Foreplay

“So about last night…” Nick asked his wife as he dutifully prepared her eggs while she sat sipping her coffee and lazily scrolling on her phone.

Rachel smirked as she raised an eyebrow and looked over at her obedient slave…

“Pretty intense, huh?” she laughed. “I was pleasantly surprised to see how Dani arose to the challenge!”

“Yeah, she was…” he began, his words trailing as he pondered his next carefully.

“What I actually meant was about the cuckolding stuff…”

“Oh!” the woman purred playfully as her smile grew wider. “Are you referring to Todd, my delivery friend, or Alex, this guy who Dani wants to hook me up with???”

The man felt his chest get tense as he stared down at the scrambled eggs that he was stirring. “Well, I suppose I meant the new guy…” he stammered as he scooped some onto his mistress’s plate before seasoning it and placing it down in front of her.

“…although Todd was a bit of a surprise, too…” he admitted, returning to the kitchen to bring the rest of the meal over for Rachel.

“Honey, it’s just sex!” she emphasized playfully as she waited for him to add the bacon and potatoes to her plate. “It may be incredible, passionate sex that I’ve never experienced before in my life, but it’s all just part of the mindfuck that is this little game of ours!”

“You are still enjoying this little game of ours, aren’t you???” she asked sincerely, putting her fork down and looking across at her husband, waiting for his genuine answer.

“I am,” Nick eventually conceded sheepishly. “I suppose you’re just such a good actress that sometimes I forget that you’re still you underneath all of the whips and chains and leather…”

“And I always will be,” Rachel reassured her husband with a soft smile, “but as long as we’re both still having fun, I’m certainly going to enjoy myself and if that means I get to fuck a few other guys so that I can rub your submissive face in it later, then so be it!”

The two laughed along together as they ate breakfast, after which Rachel matter-of-factly informed her slave, “While we’re on the topic, I’ve actually been texting with this Alex this morning and he’s invited me to meet him in a few hours for an introduction over coffee! We’ve got a little time, so why don’t you go upstairs and run me a bath so that you can shave my legs while I think about what I’m going to wear to meet this sexy stud who Dani thinks is just perfect for me…”

Though his anxiety was still at an all-time high, Nick managed to slip back under the control of his submissive mindset as he slowly filled the garden tub for his mistress, watching her favorite cherry-scented bath bomb swirl in the warming water until it had filled to the top, then kneeling patiently as he waited for her arrival, with the woman of the house’s razor and shaving gel at the ready.

Rachel was pleased to find her slave back in his usual role as she strode into the room, dropping her silk robe to her feet and taking the offer of his hand as she carefully climbed up into the welcoming spa tub, relaxing down into the water with a satisfied purr as her slave resumed his position and waited for her instructions…

After savoring the hot water in silence for a few minutes, the woman looked over at her slave with a smirk as she handed him her shaving gel and extended her first leg out of the tub.

As Nick shook up the can and began to apply the soft gel from her toes up to her thigh, she closed her eyes and told him, “I think while we’re both here, we should take this time to re-evaluate our expectations…”

Her husband simply nodded as he glanced over at the woman’s calm, yet nonetheless stern demeanor before returning his focus to gently spreading out the gel across her fair skin.

“You wanted to become my slave because you wished to serve me – is that correct?” she asked bluntly without so much as opening her eyes.

“Ummm – yes, mistress…” the man murmured back.

“You longed to worship me the ground that I walk on and to suffer at my mercy - did you not???”

“Yes, mistress,” Nick spoke softly as his fingers moved further and further up his wife’s thigh, making him begin to sweat inside of his chastity cage.

“And above all, did you not state that my own pleasure was the only thing that mattered in this new dynamic, to the extent that you offered to lock your pathetic excuse for a dick inside of that cute, little cage of yours?!”

“Yes. Yes, I did, mistress…” he admitted quietly, leaning back on his heels as he gave the gel a moment to do its thing while also waiting in angst for his mistress’s next words to fall.

“If you agree with me that this is the case, then I don’t want to hear any complaining from your sissy, little lips about me cuckolding you because finding a cock that truly suits me falls well under your directives, slave.”

“I want you to reach down – right now – and hold that silly, caged dicklet of yours in your hand … as if you were going to stroke it if it weren’t locked away for your own good.”

“And then I want you to think about what an 8” long and 2” thick cock feels like.”

“One of the toys I keep in my nightstand is about this big, so think about how that feels in your hand, and the heft that it carries, and then compare that to the thing locked between your legs!”

“There’s really no comparison now, is there, my slave?!” Mistress Rachel cackled as a cruel smile grew across her face.

“That’s the kind of cock that I want, it’s the kind of cock that I deserve, and if I’m going to be the woman in charge of this relationship, I’m not going to settle for anything less…”

“Because truth be told, sweetie,” she continued laying it on thick as her husband knelt nervously beside her bath, “I love having you locked up in chastity like this! It’s probably my most favorite part of our little game … although the spanking might be a close second…”

“But that chastity cage, which you wear locked in place 24x7, serves as a constant reminder that simply put – your dick is too small for your wife and she deserves better.”

“And I know that it scares you to think that I’m going to start getting it from men who are more well-endowed than you could ever dream to be, but if you only knew how Todd made my pussy feel taking me in that fuck swing!”

“Feeling him deep inside of me, thrusting like an animal as I wriggled helplessly against my bondage, all it made me do was fantasy about teasing and torturing you all the more when he was done … because as my devoted slave, as pathetic and lowly as you are, that’s what you deserve…”

“As you run that razor down every last inch of my legs to make them silky smooth for meeting Alex, I want you to repeat after me,” Rachel softly commanded as she opened her eyes and pointed to the razor waiting in its dish.

“My mistress deserves pleasure that only a real man can give her.”

Her husband let out a deep sigh as his eyes met hers before taking the razor and beginning to gently run the blade down the woman’s inviting thigh, eventually repeating back to her with a nervous stutter, “My mistress deserves pleasure that only a real man can give her.”

“My penis is incapable of pleasing any woman, which is why mistress keeps it locked in chastity.”

He continued working delicately down her leg.

“My penis is incapable of pleasing any woman, which is why mistress keeps it locked in chastity.”

“If my wife decides that she wants a bigger cock, she doesn’t need my permission to get it.”

Nick cleaned the razor in the water swirling around his wife’s body, then repeated what she had said…

“If my wife decides that she wants a bigger cock, she doesn’t need my permission to get it.”

“I will do ANYTHING to please my mistress, even if it means helping her get ready to go fuck another man who is more sexually competent than me.”

He shuddered again as he unceremoniously reached his wife’s feet just as the last caustic words fell so eloquently from her tongue.

“I will do ANYTHING to please my mistress, even if it means helping her get ready to go fuck another man who is more sexually competent than me.”

“Good boy…” Rachel purred as she rinsed more water over her leg while he examined it for missed hairs. Only when she was satisfied with his work, did she shift her body in the tub and present the other leg for treatment, watching him with an approving amusement as he got right to work applying the shaving gel while she spoke.

“Now I think once we’re done here, I’m going to have you go into my closet and pick out a few things for me to wear to meet my new friend,” she told him with a sly grin before closing her eyes and leaning back once again.

“I want to wear those leather booty shorts – in black,” she began. “I think we can all agree that they make my ass look great for a first impression!”

“I also want one of my sheer tank tops – maybe in white?” she suggested. “Underneath, the metallic purple bra that shows lots of cleavage, and you might as well throw in the matching thong, too…”

The mistress could tell that her slave was getting even more aroused in his cage as he strained to focus on shaving her remaining calf.

“And for heels,” she smiled, leaving the best for last, “I’ve got a pair of 5” platform sandals in black with thick straps and a zipper down the front that I think would look super sexy with this outfit!”

It was just then that Nick had finished shaving the very last hairs from her ankle that his mistress playfully surprised him by next spreading her legs and telling him bluntly, “Might as well do down here while you’re at it – first impressions and all…”

* * *

Nearly another hour had passed since Nick had laid out the clothing on the bed that his wife had requested after first helping her to shave her legs bare as well as her pussy in anticipation for her coffee date with Alex. After giving her shoes a nice polish with his tongue, he had been dismissed from the room so that Rachel could focus on getting ready without her slave as a distraction, though she didn’t know which had her more excited – seeing the look on her slave’s face as she walked out the door or getting to meet the guy who her bestie thought would be perfect for her…

When she finally came walking down the stairs with a white leather handbag over her arm and a pair of oversized sunglasses in her hand, the mistress paused only briefly to see her slave cleaning up the kitchen as he was expected before calling out to him, “Once you’re done there, I want you to make yourself presentable for when I get back. I told Dani that if things go well, I wanted to meet her at the mall to help me pick out a sexy, new outfit for my real date!”

The slave looked up to see his stunning bride dressed and ready to flirt, with her perfect ass accentuated by the tight leather shorts and the shiny, purple bra drawing any remaining attention to her copious bosoms.

He would’ve done anything to drop to his knees and worship those sexy, 5” heels on her feet, but instead all he heard was the distinctive tapping of the stilettos on their tile floor as she walked across the house and towards the front door.

“Have a good time, mistress…” he called out as she slipped the shades over her eyes and stepped out, hearing her call back, “I intend to, slave!” before the door closed shut and he was left alone with the image of her heading out to attract another man – a thought that abashedly was a tremendous turn-on and had him fantasizing about her meeting her dream hunk for the remaining time it took him to do the dishes and then prepare himself afterwards with a long, cold shower.

* * *

Wearing the same sexy outfit that she had worn to get coffee with Alex, though with her slave now carrying her purse for her, the two walked through the nearby shopping mall – Rachel, with a little extra spring in her step, as they approached the center court where they were to meet the woman’s best friend who had arranged the outing…

“Can’t you tell me just one thing about him?” her husband pleaded as his wife beamed happily at how her day was progressing.

“Silence, slave!” Mistress Rachel retorted with a playful smile. “I promise you’ll hear plenty once she gets here…”

A few minutes later as she was texting her bestie, they heard from down one of the corridors, “There she is – look at that glow!”

Rachel lit up as she turned to see her friend fast walking in her equally high heels and they both hugged joyfully once she had reached where they were standing. Glancing over at her friend’s husband standing dutifully by holding the woman’s handbag, the blonde just snickered to herself and then tossed hers into his hands as well before turning back to her friend to ask excitedly…

“So … how did it go?!”

Nick couldn’t help but notice his mistress was blushing as Rachel looked back at Dani with wide eyes and finally said, “I think you might be right about this one!”

Dani grinned happily and clapped her hands, turning her back to the man completely before leaning in closer to Rachel and asking, “I told you he was yummy, didn’t I?!”

But Rachel just laughed and replied, “Oh my god – I just wanted to fall into those muscles right there at the table…”

The two girls giggled a few moments longer as his mistress in fact confessed to finding the man very attractive, which made him feel all the smaller locked in his cage and waiting to be put to use as he quietly held their purses in the meantime. Eventually the two started to walk and the slave followed a few steps behind without a word as merely listening to them chat about his wife’s sexual conquest on the horizon had him on cloud nine with every step.

“So has he already asked you out on a proper first date?” Dani prompted, to which Rachel blushed again and replied, “Oh yes – this Saturday, he’s taking me out to dinner at some place down on the water…”

“That’s my boy!” the blonde applauded his adulterous efforts.

“Did you tell him about your little situation???” she then inquired, glancing over her shoulder, pleased to find her friend’s husband was still quietly following in tow.

“I did,” Rachel told her proudly, “and I’m pretty sure he was entertained by the idea?”

She chuckled to herself.

“I didn’t give him all of the naughty details just yet, but I told him that I am married and that my husband is submissive and encourages me to go out on dates with other men…”

“That’s when he made a joke about making sure to take me someplace extra romantic for our first date to make my hubby good and jealous … so I think he gets it!”

The two woman laughed together at her husband’s expense as they entered the first of many stores on their agenda that afternoon.

“So do you have any idea what you want to wear for your romantic date on the water’s edge???” Dani asked with a seductive grin as they casually browsed the racks of short and vibrant dresses.

“Well, I know that he got quite the kick out of my shorts – I believe the quote was ‘sexy as fuck’ – so I think I want to do something again with leather…”

“That kind of has become your thing lately, hasn’t it?” the blonde answered. “Maybe like a leather mini and a corset top … something that would really put the girls on display!”

Nick gulped from behind them as he pictured the exact outfit that Dani was describing, along with fishnet stockings and a sexy pair of black ankle boots to match. His heart raced, yet all he could do was look and listen as the two plotted out his wife’s next enticing affair.

The girls had casually wandered through three different stores with Rachel’s slave behind them before the wife suddenly plucked a hanger from the rack with a gleam in her eyes, turning excitedly to her bestie to show off the cute and surprisingly short, black leather skirt that she had found.

“The belt adds a nice touch!” Dani commented as she looked over the double grommet leather belt that hung through loops accenting the waist.

Rachel then turned back to her husband with a wicked grin on her face as she slyly asked him, “What do you think, slave?! Do you think that Alex will enjoy how this tight leather skirt hugs my beautiful, round ass???”

The man didn’t know what to say as his wife snickered at his expense and then handed him the hanger to carry, adding with a playful wink, “I’d better not turn around and catch you groping that leather – you know that it isn’t for you…”

Her friend giggled as they returned to their shopping, making quick work of the rest of the small boutique before instructing him to pay for her skirt while they proceeded to the intimates store across the hall.

“You might as well pick the girl up some new stockings while you’re at it,” Dani commented with an air of authority as the two made their departure, leaving Nick standing in the middle of the women’s clothing store alone, holding the sexy leather skirt that his wife was intending to wear out on a date with another man.

A saleswoman soon asked if she could help him checkout, to which he followed her over to the register before mumbling to himself that he still needed to find Rachel some stockings.

“Oh, that’s easy!” the young woman chimed. “All of our stockings are over here – do you know what kind she wants?”

He stared over the intimidating display for a few moments as his heart raced, only to find his hand gravitating towards the fishnet stockings that he had envisioned earlier…

“Now make sure you get the right size…” the saleswoman directed him with a warm voice causing him to pause and examine the small numbers on each package until he spotted the ones that would best fit his wife.

“Excellent!” she then smiled as she took the package from him and walked back to the register where she got a closer look at the leather skirt as she was scanning them both, commenting, “Oooh, this is cute! Somebody’s in for a fun night!”

Nick merely blushed as he handed over his credit card and watched her charge over $200 for the two items, glazing over as she carefully bagged them up while he wondered what else he would be buying for his wife’s date night before the day was through.

Smiling as best he could as he thanked the woman and took his card back along with the neon pink bag emblazoned with the store’s logo on both sides, the slave let out a sigh as he began to walk over to the store across the hall, only for the blonde to wave him down and inform him, “Nothing here, but this next one looks promising!”

Once his wife had rejoined them, the group walked several shops down until coming to the store that Dani had been referring to, as Nick noted quickly with the numerous corsets that they had on display in the front windows.

“Now we’re talking!” Rachel grinned as she took the lead with her friend at her side, striding into the shop with a certain spring in her step while her slave husband trotted along obediently behind her.

Standing nearby holding the girls’ bags was both emasculating and somehow also a turn-on as his eyes discretely darted among the various displays, noting the sheer and sparkling varieties with the occasional corset catching his eye as something he thought his mistress would look hot in while Rachel and Dani did their own evaluation with their backs turned towards him as if he were merely there to carry their bags and pay for their purchases…

…which in a way, he kind of was…

“What do you think about this one?” he heard Dani call out as he saw her pointing to a shiny, blue metallic corset that appeared to be made of PVC.

“Meh…” Rachel scrunched her face.

“Actually, I think I kind of like this one,” she countered, holding up a black and purple leather overbust corset with minimal detailing that seemed to make a nice presentation of the breasts on the display mannequin while still hiding the nipples just out of view.

“I like it,” Dani agreed. “You should try it on!” she suggested as Rachel quickly flipped through the rack to find her size.

“Let’s take the skirt along with it – so you can get an idea of how they look together,” the blonde added as she turned to the slave and unceremoniously plucked the bright pink bag from his hands, dismissing him with a brush of her hand, saying, “I’m sure there’s a husband corner for you to wait in around here somewhere…”

What he would’ve given to see his wife being cinched into that tight corset and stepping into her new leather skirt as he sat there twinging awkwardly in his chastity cage. The other women in the shop paid him no mind as they walked past on their own shopping missions, ignoring him in a way that made him feel as if they were all dominant women in on his wife’s great scheme.

Surrounded by more of the sexy attire that had become a staple in Rachel’s wardrobe since their kinky adventure had begun, the man’s head was a whirlwind of emotions as he fought fantasizing about his wife and her naughtiest friends cinched up tight in these provocative looks, only to be fawned over and pursued by even sexier men while he remained humbly behind, locked away and suffering in a way that seemed to make it even more intense and gratifying for everyone involved.

As his mind wondered where this new lifestyle would take him next, he eventually saw his wife and her friend re-emerge from the dressing room at the other side of the store, the two girls chatting happily as Rachel handed the pink bag with her new skirt over to him while Dani handed the corset off to a nearby salesgirl, telling her, “She’ll take it! Her husband will be up to pay for it in a few minutes…”

With that, the two spoke between themselves for a moment until coming to an agreement, after which his mistress left the store while the blonde stayed behind and pointed Nick towards the counter. As the girl was ringing up Rachel’s corset, Dani explained, “She’s going to go ahead to the intimates store to give her some privacy while she looks for some underwear to go with her new outfit, so while she’s doing that, you and I have another little errand to take care of!”

“Ooooh, sounds fun…” the cashier snickered as she swiped the man’s credit card, to which Dani took quite joy in explaining, “His wife has a hot date this weekend, so we’re trying to do something to make it extra special for her!”

The clerk’s eyes widened as she grinned, giving Nick a more thorough look up and down and then glancing into the bags once again.

“If she doesn’t already have a pair of shoes picked out for her date, I think I have a stunning pair of ankle boots that would really make this outfit pop for her!”

“Well, I had a pair of lace-up stilettos that I was going to let her borrow, but let’s see what you’ve got…” Dani remarked as the woman led them over to the shoe section and scanned the shelves for a moment before picking up a pair of black leather ankle boots from the bottom shelf and holding them out for inspection.

“These are great because while they’ve got that really sexy, long heel, they’ve also got a built-in platform which makes them easier to walk or dance in. No girl wants to have to carry her heels with her half the night because they hurt more than they’re worth the trouble!”

“Plus, it gives her a little extra height, which could be a plus depending on how tall her date is?”

The woman glanced over at Nick again, and then directed her attention towards Dani who commented after a quick thought, “Yeah, Alex is a good bit taller than he is…” to which the salesgirl replied, “And I’m guessing she’s the brunette who was in here with you earlier – the one who tried on the corset?”

“Yes!” the blonde nodded as she took one of the boots from her and ran her fingers along the smooth grain leather.

“I don’t know if you can tell,” the salesgirl offered, “but they’re made from a premium grade leather, just like the corset that she picked out. It should be similar to that skirt, too, so if your girl likes her some leather, these boots will be perfect for her.”

“Plus, I saw that you already picked out a pair of fishnet stockings for her to wear with them. I’m not just trying to sell these, but she needs these boots…”

Dani smiled as she turned back to her companion and asked with a grin, “What do you think?”

Nick reached out to touch them, but the blonde was quick to pull the leather boot from his reach.

“No – you know the rules,” she countered, laughing as she added, “These aren’t for you!” before handing the boot back to the salesgirl with a smile and telling her, “We’ll take them in a size 8, please.”

He could tell that the girl was amused at his predicament as she judged him back at the counter while she added the boots to his purchase, bringing his total to over $500 just in that store alone. Yet he obediently swiped his credit card while Dani looked on in admiration, making sure to thank the salesgirl for all of her help as he juggled the shopping bags and the woman’s purse while she led him out of the store with her head held high.

“Now we don’t have a lot of time,” she explained as they walked the length of the corridor, past more shoe stores and clothing stores, with Nick wondering where his mistress had ended up until they walked into the drug store at the far end of the shopping mall.

With a sly grin on her face, it was then that Dani revealed to the slave that there was a particular accessory she knew he would want her to take on her date with Alex, and so laughing to herself along the way, she took him to the aisle with the condoms and told him quite bluntly, “I want you to pick out which condom Alex is going to wear when he fucks your wife for the first time.”

The slave’s jaw dropped as he was faced with a dozen varieties of the thing he hadn’t purchased since college. And to his memory, they still came in a surprising assortment of colors and scents and textures, each of which promised more pleasure for the wearer and his lover while his own dick was locked away and denied all pleasure in chastity beneath his pants.

Studying the wall with purpose, he first reached out for a package of strawberry-flavored condoms, thinking about how Rachel enjoyed strawberries, however Dani was quick to correct him and pointed out, “Nice try, but they need to be bigger than that…”

He paused and scanned some more, then considered the extra-large condoms that didn’t have the same assortment of flavors, but instead boasted things like, “Barely there” and “The closest thing to nothing at all…”

“Those are better,” the blonde conceded, “but let me help you out here…” she continued as she reached down and took his hand, guiding it up another shelf to where the largest condoms were located. These boxes cited sayings such as, “Maximum pleasure” and “Leave her speechless!” and, wrapped in gold foil with chiseled black men on the box, gave him chills as he took one of the boxes from the rack and imagined his wife in the hands of one of these superiorly-endowed men.

“How many are in there?” Dani asked with a grin. “Twelve should be ok – at least for starters!” and with that, the two proceeded back up to the counter where Nick paid the clerk $25 for a box of condoms that everyone involved knew were clearly not for him.

On their way back to find Rachel, the blonde commented to him in earnest, “I want to tell you that I’m really proud of you for letting her go through with this. Most men would’ve tapped out at the first talk about their spouses experimenting, even if it was something that secretly turned them on in private.”

The husband thought about it for a few steps, then asked with a slight croak to his voice, “Do you think she’s going to enjoy it? I mean, err, being with another guy???”

Dani just smiled and retorted, “I mean, she kind of already has, hasn’t she?”

“This date is just her first date where you’re actually in the know about it, but from the way she went on and on about fucking that delivery guy, I think she’s going to have the time of her life, and if you play your cards right, it’s going to be equally rewarding for you in your own perverted, submissive way, too!”

Nick blushed and shrugged as they walked up on the lingerie store where they found Rachel leisurely browsing through bins of skimpy underwear, with several pairs already saved away in a pile.

“We’ve got a little surprise for you…” her friend chimed as took the bag containing the shoebox from the slave and offered it up to Rachel as she added, “the salesgirl at the corset store suggested them when we checked out and thought they would be perfect for your date night outfit!”

The woman’s eyes lit up as she peeked into the box and she got her first glimpse of her new platform ankle boots, looking first back at Dani as she commented, “These are sexy!” and then a few seconds later at her husband, adding, “I’ll bet they were expensive!”

Nick simply nodded and smiled as his mistress admired her new footwear a while longer and then handed him back the closed box, giving him a brief kiss on the cheek and whispering, “Thank you, slave…” before she turned back to Dani with her back to him and asked, “So here’s what I picked out so far – what do you think?”

The two spent the next twenty minutes scrutinizing the panties that Rachel would be wearing to get fucked the following weekend while her slave husband wandered in a daze around the store, carrying the rest of her naughty attire not to mention the condoms that he had apparently purchased for the man she would be seeing.

As he stared up and down the names of the scented lotions and body sprays in one corner of the store, he couldn’t help but notice that each one seemed to be named even sexier than the one that came before it…

	Strawberry Lust 

	Seduction’s Kiss 

	Passion & Ecstasy 



“Find anything good?” he suddenly heard behind him as his wife looked over his shoulder and smiled at the romantic names that her slave had been hung up on.

“Maybe I need a new scent to go along with my new look – what do you think?” she turned to her bestie and asked as she began taking random samplers from the shelves and testing them under her nose.

“New man, new panties, new aura? I like it!” Dani purred as she joined her from the other side of the display.

A few minutes later, Rachel paused and asked, “Hey, what about this one???”

She held the lotion bottle up for her friend, who grinned and replied, “I like that – has a very sexy appeal to it!”

“That’s what I thought, too,” Rachel commented. “Do you think that Alex would like it? It’s called Midnight Vixen…”

The blonde sniffed it again and grinned, then confirmed, “Without a doubt – Alex will love it.”

Rachel smirked as she savored the scent once more, then held it up for her husband to get a whiff of it as well, smiling brightly as she informed him, “I want a tub of the body lotion as well as the body spray, and I think we’re ready to checkout.”

“Just think, from now on whenever you smell Midnight Vixen in the air,” Rachel told him softly as they walked up to the register, “the first thing you’re going to think of is your wife getting fucked by another man.”


Chapter 11 – Date Night

By the time that Saturday had finally come around, both the mistress and her slave were in high suspense of what was destined to be a night that neither of them would soon forget.

After tributing his wife with a stack of crisp bills fresh from the bank to get her hair and nails done at her favorite salon, Nick spent the better part of the morning cleaning up around the house and trying to occupy his wandering mind as it was flooded with visuals of Rachel getting romantic with her date for the first time. He wasn’t sure which made him ache in his cage worse – picturing the two of them sharing an intimate dinner, hand in hand with dim lights as she gazed into his eyes or them finishing the night back at his place with her new outfit scattered across his bedroom floor, her new ankle boots still on her feet, high in the air as his cock plunged into her in a way that his locked, little dicklet hadn’t done in months…

Once his mistress had returned home, already sparkling from her pampering at the salon and riding high on the excitement surrounding her first date as a married woman, she wasted no time putting him to work giving her legs a quick shave, followed shortly thereafter by freshening up her bare pussy as well as he knelt before her wearing only his chastity cage, anxious to witness her transformation into the bombshell who had a naughty night planned for herself.

“If I was really feeling like a bitch, I’d make you put on a blindfold now until I left…” the stern woman warned as she tactfully laid out her new attire on the bed, with her husband still on his knees nearby.

“…but I want you to see this because what you’re about to watch is going to be burned into your mind whenever I mention Alex’s name in the future!”

“Who knows,” she then added with a wink. “Maybe we’ll really hit it off and you’ll find yourself seeing a lot more of him in the future! Imagine that – little cucky’s dominant wife finding herself a boyfriend to give her what her marriage has been missing…”

The man groaned at the thought as he stared down at his wife’s sparkling purple toes as she emptied each of the shopping bags that he had bought for her. The sexy leather skirt, the black and purple leather corset, the fishnets, and even the seductive, new ankle boots – all spread out on the bed made it even more intimidating to see just how much money he had laid out for his wife to go out with another man. Then add in the lotion and body spray, and…

“Oooh – what’s this?!” Rachel laughed as she produced the box of extra-large condoms that he had purchased from the final bag.

Studying the box for a moment, the woman smiled brightly and asked, “Dani made you buy these, didn’t she?” Adding before he could answer, “Well, at least you got the size right!”

She tossed the condoms down on the bed with her new clothes and then looked over at her slave waiting patiently for her next move.

“I think we’re going to play a little game before I go,” his mistress announced, walking over to their closet and returning with a handful of bondage gear which ended up on the bed next to her outfit.

“Now I’m sure you realize that you’re going to have to be tied up while I’m gone,” Rachel began as she rummaged through the pile and produced her slave’s bright blue ballgag.

“So while I’m getting dressed up for Alex, you’re going to do a little dressing up of your own!” she explained, walking behind where he stood and shoving the rubber ball between his lips without notice. She admittedly pulled it a little tighter than usual, but glancing down at the sexy outfit that she was about to don made her feel like he deserved it.

Then glancing over her options, the woman first chose the fishnet stockings which she carefully took from their packaging and gave a gentle stretch before settling down on the corner of the bed and sliding her foot inside. Looking at her gagged husband down her extended leg as she slowly pulled the stocking up, she couldn’t help but smirk at how pathetic he looked – particularly the little cage dangling freely between his legs.

Once she had hypnotically done the same with her other leg, running her hands down both fishnet-clad legs together, Rachel briefly imagined Alex’s hands having free range of her body and cooed softly before returning to the bondage pile and this time selecting his favorite collar, which she immediately locked around his neck and then tossed the keys into the bottom of the purse she would be taking with her that night.

“I forgot – I got you a special gift, too!” his wife then jumped up excitedly, walking over to her nightstand and producing a small box from the back of one of the drawers. Inside was a small tag that she’d bought to attach to the D-ring on the front of his collar, though he would have to wait to find out what it said as Rachel simply fastened the small circle of matching blue aluminum to the ring and then tapped on it with her fingertip, beaming proudly.

“Yes, you most certainly are…” she giggled just out of earshot.

Next came the new panties that Rachel herself had picked out for her date, which turned out to be an extremely skimpy, black thong with barely enough lace to cover her pussy and a single thread running between her ass cheeks. Internally he scoffed, as she had always hated wearing that kind of underwear for him, yet seeing how thrilled she was to slide it up her legs made him drool in jealous approval around his gag, which just made his wife laugh at his predicament even more.

“You like that, do you?” the dominant woman purred as she pulled the thong tight up against her body, then playfully wiggled her hips in her bound husband’s direction.

“You wouldn’t know what to do with it if you weren’t bound and gagged!” she snickered, turning back to the bed this time in great thought as she first reached for his next bondage item, but pivoted and selected her shiny, new corset instead.

“I suppose before I make you too helpless, I should put you to work,” she said, flipping the garment over and loosening the laces down the back from where she had it cinched down at the store, then opened the busk and gestured for her slave to stand and lace her into the decadent device.

Unable to say a word through his gag, Nick found it particularly humbling to hold up the intimate item for his mistress, waiting patiently for her to re-fasten the busk down her front as the corset began to take to her curvy shape, all the while knowing that all of the preparation she was doing was for another man. Once the cups had been fitted in place and the busk fastened down to her waist, she instructed him to begin pulling in the laces, her own smile seeming to grow wider with every pull as the hug of the garment grew stronger and her curves became even more dramatic…

“Make sure it’s nice and tight, slave…” Rachel purred as her husband methodically focused on pulling the loops along her back two at a time. “Don’t you just love the way this makes my body look?”

“I know one guy in particular who’s going to love it, and he’s not locked away in chastity right now!”

Loving knowing that he was just aching in his cage behind her, the woman raised her hands above her head and groaned happily as her slave studiously inched out a bit more of the slack until only a small gap for the laces ran down her back.

“That feels good…” she giggled. “Are the laces nice and even?”

Her slave grunted back through his gag, “Uhhh huh…” to which she instructed him to tie the laces off in the middle of the corset, which he then tucked underneath the others for safe keeping.

Looking back at her remaining items, the woman remarked, “We might as well finish me up first and then I’ll make sure you’re good and helpless before she gets here…”

Nick’s mind reeled.

“Who was she???”

He had known that she was going out to dinner with Alex, but he hadn’t heard anything about a she!

While her slave hubby panicked at the new piece of information that he had just been fed, Rachel gingerly slipped her legs into the leather skirt that she had picked out, sliding it sensuously up her stocking-clad legs until it came to rest just over her equally scandalous panties. As she zipped it up behind herself, then toyed with the attached belt until she found a look that she liked, it was undeniable how horny she was getting and the smooth leather wrapped around both her hips and her tits made her ready to get her date night started with a bang.

Plucking her ankle boots from the bed, she tossed them at her husband as she pushed him back down to his knees with a hand on his shoulder. Sitting down on the bed in front of him, she then crossed her legs invitingly as she pointed at her feet, announcing, “This is your last chance to be close to me before my date – you know what to do, slave boy…”

Taking a deep breath around the gag stuffed in his mouth, the tag on his collar jingled in a way that clearly amused his mistress as Nick set one boot to the side while he undid the laces of the other, staring down at her sexy, shimmering toes that a moment later were hidden underneath an erotic layer of sexy black boot leather. He did his best to gently guide her foot into the boot, feeling her wiggling her toes as the heel slipped into place while she gazed down on him with a hunger that by now he all but craved.

He carefully pulled the laces snug up the woman’s calf as the platform toe of the boot pressed softly against his chest, tying them off meticulously before proceeding to do the same with the other boot. While he lingered close enough to smell the new leather with his nose, he knew better than to kiss mistress’s boots without her permission – even if only through the ball gag wedged between his lips.

When both sexy boots had been laced up tight, Mistress Rachel stood up, towering over her slave more than ever as she nonchalantly stepped around him to examine herself in the mirror from head to toe. She looked incredible and she knew it, and with date night creeping ever closer, she knew she only had a few finishing touches before she was ready to fall into Alex’s arms and see what the night had in store for her first night out with a real man!

Returning reluctantly to her slave’s side, the wife took the leather armbinder from the bed and folded his arms horizontally behind his back, with each hand around the opposite elbow as she cinched the numerous straps into place that both pulled his shoulders back straight as well as rendered her slave’s hands utterly useless.

“I’m all laced up now,” she taunted him as she pulled the straps tighter behind him, “but I’ve got someone else in mind to unlace me later, so I have no use for these hands of yours now…”

She next applied a pair of thick, padded leather ankle cuffs to his ankles, connecting them with a long chain as she explained, “I’m going to be nice and use these because she might want to move you downstairs while I’m out…”

“There it was again!” he thought. “Who’s she???”

Once the chain connecting his cuffs was locked in place, Rachel took her seat at her vanity and began applying her makeup, completing her transformation from one husband’s mistress to another man’s dream girl as she sat giddy in her tight, leather outfit ready for a night on the town.

Glancing over as she applied a deep purple lip gloss to her succulent lips, seeing her cuckold husband bound on his knees for her was icing on the cake. Looking at the meager, little cage locked around his dick made her laugh, and made thoughts of Alex’s cock seem even more exciting. The collar locked around his neck with his new name tag made clear whose boots he was under, and the gag in his mouth with drool now running down his chin and chest just looked incredibly pathetic.

“I do deserve a real man!” Rachel whispered to herself in mirror as she looked back at herself ready to prowl.

“I deserve a real man with a cock that makes my body ache,” she reiterated, “and tonight we’re going to find out if Alex is up to the task.”

“…and if he’s not, I’ll just keep fucking other men until I do find that perfect cock to make my boyfriend!” she laughed as she tossed her lipstick into her purse, along with a handful of the condoms that her husband had bought for her.

Spotting the body spray remaining on the bed, she gave it a few spritzes around her neck and chest, then applied a bit of the matching lotion to her hands and arms as well. Just as she was adding a couple pieces of jewelry to the mix, she heard a female voice calling from downstairs.

“We’re up here!” Rachel quickly called back as she slipped a pair of earrings into her ears.

“Great timing,” she added as footsteps climbed up the stairs. “I’m just about ready to go…”

* * *

“Well look at what we’ve got here!” Dani chimed excitedly as she walked through the bedroom door, first taking note of her friend’s incredible outfit and eventually turning to acknowledge her bound and humbled husband who was kneeling nearby.

Towering over him in her own pair of white strappy platform heels, the blonde chuckled out loud as she looked over the slave’s predicament, leaning in closer to read the tag on his collar as his eyes followed her every intimidating movement.

“Fitting…” she snickered as she turned back to her friend and invited her to give her a spin to show off the full ensemble that they had put together for her big night.

“If looks could kill!” Dani laughed as she eyed the woman’s tight ass and legs highlighted by the leather skirt, not to mention the gorgeous curves that her new corset provided her.

“I love these…” she purred as she rested her hands on the curve of Rachel’s hips, adding, “you should wear corsets more often. They really suit you well!”

Rachel beamed a delighted smile in return.

“How did my slave do tightening up the back?” she inquired, glancing over her shoulder but unable to fully appreciate the sexy garment from behind.

“He did surprisingly well!” Dani remarked. “Though I’m guessing he did that before you strapped him into that thing!”

“Yes,” Rachel laughed along with her friend. “I decided to give him one tiny treat on my day of indulgence and let him lace up my corset and boots for me before finishing up his bondage…”

The blonde giggled as the two looked down on Rachel’s husband from high atop their heels.

“So he’s all ready for me to take over now?” Dani asked, amused by the copious amount of drool that by now was dripping down the slave’s entire body.

“Almost!” Rachel said, turning back to the bed and retrieving one last item – a long, leather leash – which she clipped to her slave’s collar before handing the free end to her bestie.

She then turned to face Nick, smirking as he craned his neck in the collar to look up at her towering figure before him, explaining, “Now while I’m out on my date tonight, Dani here is going to be your cucksitter!”

His eyes darted over to meet the blonde’s, who was clearly enjoying this as much as his mistress was…

“She’s going to keep an eye on you to make sure you stay out of trouble tonight,” the woman continued as she put her arm around her friend proudly, “and if you’re really good and listen to everything that Mistress Dani tells you, maybe I’ll have a special treat for you when I get home!”

“Ooooh, that sounds fun…” her friend purred as she gave a gentle tug on the leash in her hand.

“I’ll try not to be too hard on him,” she reassured Rachel with a chuckle, to which Rachel replied, “Be as hard as you like, babe. He can take it!”

The girls laughed as they then led the slave downstairs where Dani made him kneel at the door to say goodbye as Rachel left to go meet up with Alex at the restaurant. Seeing her husband bound on his knees in the hands of her best friend gave the married woman a unique thrill as she stepped outside and walked towards her car, anxiously ready for a night that she wouldn’t soon forget.

Once she had pulled away, the slave was led into the living room where the blonde situated him kneeling in front of the TV as she sat down on the couch, her sun dress riding up her legs as she stretched out and casually placed one of her heels on each of his shoulders. His eyes darted around the room as he quickly noticed the position afforded him a look up his wife’s best friend’s dress, though Dani shrugged it off as she turned on the TV and told him, “Enjoy the view – I have a couple of shows that I want to get caught up on…”

Staring hypnotically at the sexy friend’s white cotton panties hidden underneath her dress, the slave’s body began to ache in its tight bondage while the blonde’s perfume teased him of her femininity that was just out of reach. For the next hour, the gorgeous woman paid him little attention except for occasionally glancing down at his locked dick with a soft chuckle or shifting her feet which caused her heavy shoes to knock into the sides of his head.

When he finally heard the show’s credits play for the third time, it was then that Dani looked down at her watch and smiled as she told him, “Just think, slave – right about now, your wife should be sitting down across from her date for their nice, romantic dinner…”

Removing her feet from his shoulders as she turned off the TV, the girl then leaned forward and took his locked dicklet in one hand as she brought her lips close to his face and asked him sensuously, “How does that make you feel???”

* * *

Walking indoors after leaving her car with the valet, Rachel got a good chuckle out of the restaurant’s name – Her Seaside Affair – which seemed appropriate for her night out, though she would later find that the restaurant actually shared its name with the owner’s sailboat that the couple had used to explore the tropics during their more adventurous years.

Regardless, with a beaming smile on her face as she walked up to the podium, her attention was quickly caught by Alex standing nearby at the bar waiting for her dressed in a fancy, three-piece black suit and holding a bouquet of purple roses that matched with the shades in her corset perfectly…

“You look absolutely stunning!” the sexy man told her as he held the flowers to the side while giving her a strong, welcoming hug followed by a soft kiss on her cheek.

“Thank you,” Rachel blushed as she took the flowers from him and gave them a deep sniff. “You clean up pretty well yourself!”

Alex grinned, taking a step back to admire the full view of his date’s skirt and long, lascivious legs.

“I think I rather like seeing you in leather like this!” he told her with a smirk. “I can’t imagine another man letting you walk out the door dressed like this, but I sure am happy to pick up wherever he’s falling short!”

Rachel laughed along with him, her mind flashing back home to her slave bound on his knees with the ballgag stuffed in his mouth.

“Falling short isn’t the half of it!” she snickered, just before being interrupted by the hostess who then offered to take the couple to their table.

Striding through the upscale restaurant among so many others who were clearly also on dates of various calibers, the woman couldn’t help but feel a bit of her dominance shining through not only due to the knock-out attire that she was wearing, but also the sexy stud who was politely walking a few steps behind her, hopefully enjoying the view of her ass underneath the tight, leather skirt all the way. As they were guided to an intimate table in the corner by the windows, she felt like a queen as Alex pulled her chair out before taking his own seat, and her heart raced as she knew the night was still young.

Chatting over a bottle of white wine that the man selected from their extensive list, Rachel and Alex quickly bonded as they shared the typical stories that people share on first dates, with Alex laying on the flattery as he held her hand from across the table and Rachel giddily soaking it all in as she temporarily forgot about her submissive husband at home and instead savored the moment of the new romance that seemed to be bubbling between them.

When the topic of discussion eventually came back to this alternative lifestyle that she was experimenting with, the woman spoke about how spirited and confident it made her feel to indulge in the fantasies that she shared with her husband, trying her best to explain that her being out with Alex that night somehow made that power exchange even more intense, while at the same time she also got to enjoy the thrills of being with a sexy, new man like him to boot!

“It’s definitely different than anything I’ve ever seen before,” he commented as the two waited for their meals.

“…but?” Rachel asked with a curious look on her face.

“But what?” he countered.

“…but is it too much, or is it something you’re willing to work with???” she pushed with a nervous air in her voice.

“I mean, when we met for coffee I kind of assumed that you were just cheating on him,” Alex confessed, “but this … this is actually far more interesting than cheating.”

Her interest piqued.

“Do tell?”

Alex chuckled as he looked down at the plates that had just been delivered, waiting for their server to step away before he continued.

“This sounds complex,” he explained, playing with his fork in his hand without taking a bite. “And I mean that in a curious way – I find it fascinating to look at different relationships and what makes them tick, and so you’ve got this power exchange with your husband that’s clearly immensely thrilling for both of you, and then you introduce me into the mix!”

“It just has me wondering,” he confessed to her as he speared a pasta noodle with his fork, “how do I fit into this picture? It’s intriguing – I just am still trying to understand the whole scene.”

“Well,” Rachel told him as she leaned in a little further, giving the man an even better view of her cleavage as she told him with a wink, “simply put – you’re the tease.”

“You represent something taboo that a married woman like me isn’t supposed to have – another man in her life – and so by being here with me tonight, you’re helping me to reinforce that dominance that I have over my hubby because, well, you get to have me dressed up like this and he doesn’t!”

The tall man smiled as his eyes grew wide, unable to deny just how clearly his date had been able to connect the dots.

But Rachel continued, “I like you, Alex. At least so far anyways! And I’ve definitely been enjoying everything that I’ve been doing with my husband, so if anything I’m looking for someone to help me expand on those fantasies even more.”

“That is, if you show me a good time tonight and get yourself a second date!”

* * *

“I think that I prefer you with a gag like this in your mouth,” Dani chuckled as she carefully led the slave down the stairs into her friend’s personal dungeon space. “I don’t have to worry about you talking back to me, although the drool is clearly a problem!”

“Now what should we do first???” the sexy blonde thought out loud as her eyes scanned around the room while the lights slowly came to life. With leather restraints and chains galore hanging from the walls and the various pieces of Mistress Rachel’s naughty furniture spread around the room, it was just as she remembered it from her first visit, though this time was different because this time her bestie had entrusted her very own slave to serve as her plaything while she was out on a date with her hunky, new lover!

“Let’s start over here,” she eventually announced, walking the helpless man over to the bright red leather spanking bench where she helped him up onto the surface and then took great delight in wrapping each of the heavy straps around different parts of his body while his arms remained pinned behind his back in the armbinder.

Loving how the angle of the bench immediately thrust the slave’s bare ass out, ready to be spanked, Dani took a couple of swats at her bestie’s poor husband with her bare hand before she paraded over to the implement rack and selected something a bit more demanding to punish the man with…

“How pathetic are you?!” the blonde taunted as she began whipping his white ass with a thin, leather strap, taking almost as much enjoyment out of her own words as she was out of the act of spanking the submissive itself.

“Your wife looked hot as fuck tonight, and you just let her walk right out the door into the arms of another like a pussy!”

*CRACK*

*CRACK*

“I don’t blame Rachel for locking you up in chastity, if that’s how it’s going to be,” she laughed as she watched his skin slowly turning from white to pink to bright red at her hand as she directed the strap to bite into his flesh again and again.

“This is much more fitting for a slave like you – I’m sure that Alex will make her forget all about your sad, little locked up ass by the time they’re through tonight…”

As she switched off to a heavier paddle, it was then that she noticed a bit of pre-cum dripping from the tip of the man’s chastity cage, which caused her to pause and crouch down, extending a finger to catch some of the liquid on her fingertip, before walking around to where the slave’s head hung and sticking it in his face.

“This has to be what’s the most fucked up with your little fantasy!” she lashed out at him, holding her finger underneath his nose so that he was sure to smell his own mess.

“The whole idea of her fucking him turns you on, doesn’t it?!”

Dani grabbed a handful of Nick’s hair with her other hand and forced his nose down on her fingertip, cackling as the pre-cum began dripping from his nose.

“So what are you going to do when she really and truly fucks him???” she asked with a jeer, locking eyes with the poor submissive as she held his chin now in her hand.

“I know that she wasn’t unlocking you very often before, but if the two of them start dating and she’s getting it from him whenever she wants – you might never see that pussy of hers again…”

“I mean, not that she would be missing out on anything,” she muttered as she resumed her place behind him and started hitting him with a leather flogger that had caught her eye.

*THWAP*

*THWAP*

*THWAP*

Genuine laughter filled the room as Dani found herself marveled by the slave’s humiliation and helplessness, with every taunt and smack making his balls ache and his ass twitch while she gave him more and more mental images of his wife’s infidelity to suffer to. It was equally surprising just how much she herself was enjoying her newfound dominance as she spotted her whip-wielding figure in one of the mirrors around the room and rather liked how intimidating she had become, as if her bestie’s kinky lifestyle was starting to rub off on her after all!

“I’ll bet right now they’re finishing up dinner and he’s planning out when to make his move…” the blonde continued with her storytelling, easing up with her strikes just enough to prolong his punishment as the words flowed with a naughty progression from her lips.

“He’s just spent the last hour flirting with her in a dimly lit corner of the restaurant, and you know that she’s already horny because she walked out that door expecting to get laid!”

“Maybe he’ll start with taking her hand as they walk and find someplace a little more private, and a little romantic, and then as she’s gazing into his eyes, he’ll rest his hands on those sexy, leather-clad hips and pull her body towards him as they share their very first kiss.”

“It’s soft and sensual, yet also welcomingly strong as Rachel’s passion eagerly pushes her tongue between her date’s lips, her arms wrapped around his neck as she pulls him closer and shows him what she’s kept bottled up for so long with her hubby being locked away in chastity back at home. No effort is made by either of them to break away as they both savor their kiss as the first of many that they’ll share tonight, allowing the anticipation of more to linger as groping hands and wandering lips take the place of words and laughter as they continue to grow more acquainted with one another…”

Suddenly the slave felt a loud smack directly on his swollen balls as Dani changed implements again – this time to a long riding crop that she seemed to direct with devastating accuracy as it was all that he could do but lay there aching and struggling and listening.

“Your wife begins to blush as Alex kisses the inside of her neck, and she can feel herself getting wet underneath that skimpy, black thong that she’s wearing for him. It’s no doubt going to be soaked by the time she gets home tonight, so if you’re lucky maybe she’ll let you cuddle up with them after she goes to bed!”

*SMACK*

“As his hands are enjoying exploring the deep curves that her new corset has accentuated down her body, it won’t be long before she notices the erection that he’s hiding inside of his slacks. I wish I could be there to see her eyes light up when she realizes just how big it is compared to what she’s been settling for all of these years!”

“Do you think she’ll give him a blowjob right there in the park or wait until they get back to his place???”

* * *

Pulling her car into the empty parking spot beside Alex’s, Rachel took a moment to freshen her purple lipstick in the mirror before joining her date on the sidewalk and happily walking with him hand in hand into the ornate lobby of his apartment building. Her stiletto heels clicked pleasantly against the dark marble floor as he guided her to the elevator and then pressed the button for one of the higher floors once they had stepped inside.

As the elevator doors closed on them without any other passengers, a wicked thought crossed the woman’s mind and she quickly produced her cell phone from her bag, leaning in close as she asked the man to take a selfie with her. Alex eagerly obliged and put his arm around her, smiling warmly for the first shot and then pulling her to face him directly for a more intimate exchange as the floors slowly beeped past them.

Having snapped a couple of provocative pictures of the two of them embraced in a passionate kiss, Rachel quickly sent them off to Dani with the caption, “I love the way his lips taste…” before finally arriving at his floor and following Alex out the door to his apartment.

The two shared another playful kiss on his doorstep before he unlocked the door and welcomed her inside, reassuring her with a chuckle, “Don’t worry – I live alone, so we’ve got the place all to ourselves!”

“Mmmmmm – I like the sound of that!” the woman purred, wrapping her arms around her date’s neck again before the door had even swung closed. As they resumed their embrace, Alex picked her up and carried her over to his sofa where he gently sat her down and then slid into the seat next to her.

“Look at that – you match my couch…” he snickered as he ran his hands more aggressively against her leather-clad body than he had in the park.

“Seems like you’ve got good taste then!” Rachel replied back with a wink, to which he quickly retorted, “So do you…” before plunging his tongue deep between the woman’s hungry lips.

The couple continued to make out and their anticipation climbed until Rachel finally stood up, straightened her skirt, and announced, “I have something special I want to show you, but it’s probably better we do it in the bedroom…”

Alex grinned as he stood up to meet her height and repeated, “You want to go do it in the bedroom?”

She laughed and took his hand as he led her down the short hallway to an open door where she saw a big, four-poster bed that she immediately thought was just begging to have somebody tied down to.

“Maybe next time…” she told herself as she motioned for Alex to have a seat on the bed, then stood in front of him and gave him a little dance before she reached behind her and unzipped her skirt, slowly wiggling her hips until it fell to the floor at her feet and she stepped out of it, the skimpy, black thong that she’d picked out for him now on full display as she crept towards him, biting her lip as they locked eyes.

When he got close enough to reach, Rachel took his hand and slid it between her legs, immediately closing her eyes and tipping her head back in lust as her body was ignited with the electricity of his touch. Alex in turn took his part and groped Rachel through the underwear, amused at just how wet they were as he stood up to kiss her while one hand remained massaging her sex between her legs.

“Do you like them?” Rachel groaned between kisses as she locked eyes with his. “I bought them to wear just for you tonight.”

“So you’ve never worn these for your husband???” Alex asked her intensely, his fingers firmly rubbing her lips through the thin, black lace.

“Nope,” she answered with a guttural response. “He didn’t even get to see them at the store – just for a few minutes while he was watching me getting dressed earlier today…”

Alex smiled at the thought.

“And did that turn you on, buying something sexy like this to wear for me instead of him?”

Rachel nodded and whimpered as he began kissing along her neck again like he had done earlier in the park.

“We actually made an afternoon out of it after I met you for coffee,” she confessed, no longer blushing as she felt Alex’s fingertips pull back her thong and slip underneath, caressing her directly as she quickly found herself becoming putty in the man’s hands.

“Dani and I walked around the mall with him to pick out my outfit,” she explained. “He carried our bags and paid for everything while we teased him about me going out with another man…”

“Wow,” he exclaimed, suddenly picking Rachel up again and spinning around to put her on the bed on her back, adding, “you’re both pretty kinky then, aren’t you?!”

Rachel grinned as she spread open her legs for him, eager as she watched him at last unbuckling his pants and dropping them to the floor.

“I’ve been teaching her,” the woman giggled, staring up at him from the bed. “She’s actually at my house with him right now – keeping an eye on him as his cucksitter!”

Alex laughed out loud.

“I’m sure there’s a whole separate story there, but let’s make this moment just about you and me…” he said seductively as he dropped his underwear and the married woman got her first look at the monstrous cock the man had hanging between his legs.

Pointing over at her bag on the dresser, she uttered, “I brought condoms just in case you didn’t have any…” As Alex found the stack of gold foil in the top of her purse, she added with a grin, “My hubby actually bought me those for tonight along with my outfit!”

“Of course he did,” was all that he had left to comment as he tore open the wrapper and slid the thin rubber over the tip of his cock, quickly running it down the base that by now had gotten even harder and more impressive than before.

Returning to the side of the bed, he ushered the wife to rollover and get on her knees, taking his place behind her as Rachel buried her face in the comforter, clawing at it with her fingertips as at long last, her lover leaned forward and she began to feel the pressure of his head against her wet pussy lips, and giving her an unexpected slap on the ass as he began to penetrate her with his thick cock, Rachel began to groan out in pleasure in a way that she had never honestly felt before.

Compared to her thin-dicked husband, but even also Todd the delivery man, Alex’s cock made her pussy stretch as what she figured had to have been at least nine inches slowly invaded her body a little more with each thrust. It was like she was finally learning what sex was supposed to feel like after all of this time, her body completely under control of the strong and handsome stud behind her as he fucked her first slowly and deliberately before eventually pushing her even harder…

“Oh, fuck me…” the woman whimpered as sweat began to pour down her perfectly painted face, with even more sounds coming forth that mostly consisted of moans and cries of pleasure as the hard cock pounded into her more and more.

“…your cock feels amazing…”

“Please don’t stop. No, harder! Right there…”

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

Whimpering with each crack on her bare ass, secretly Rachel actually enjoyed the spanking that Alex gave her as she found the stinging sensation soothed a moment later by the wet slap of his cock between her legs as his thrusting continued long past the two-minute cut-off that her husband had reached only on his very best of days.

As she continued to cry out in wonder, another slap came before suddenly she was on her back again looking up at her lover who adjusted his position to straddle her and then leaned forward, not to bring his lips to hers, but instead to bring them to one of her nipples as the motion had made her tits pop out of her corset. Rachel tipped her head back in agony as her eyes rolled into the back of her head with Alex’s tongue now making aggressive swirls around her nipple, the second one found between his fingertips a moment later as the woman arched her back and felt the drive of his wonderful cock even deeper in her pussy as her body began to spasm uncontrollably beneath him.

“Oh god, I’m gonna cum!” she cried out, to which Alex broke his suction on her nipple and took it with his free hand as she stared her in the eyes and grunted, “Then fucking do it, slut!” before pressing his lips hard against hers and swallowing her tongue against his own as he rode her quivering body like a bucking bronco, with Rachel taking an incredible delight in feeling as if she was being pinned down as she came not once, but twice when her lover showed no signs of stopping after her body had crested the first peak of orgasm.

Her body weakening as she shook with pleasure, it was looking up at his deep brown eyes as she sputtered, “I want you to cum in me, Alex…” that surprisingly pushed him over the edge, and soon Rachel felt a warm surge inside of her pussy, with only the thin rubber condom he wore separating her sex from his warm juices. Feeling his stiff cock pumping its contents inside of her was the most wonderful feeling as she lay staring up at her date with dazed looks on both of their faces.

“If only my slave could see me now…” she thought to herself as Alex gradually pulled out before laying down beside her and pulling her close to feel her lips entwined with his once more.

* * *

“Oooh – look at this! Your mistress sent me some photos from her date…” the blonde laughed as she gave Nick’s now beet red ass the break that it desperately needed.

Taking a seat across the room on her friend’s throne, Dani grinned at her bestie’s progress as she first saw the photo of the two of them posing together in the elevator, followed by a second photo where they were lost in a deep, passionate kiss.

She chuckled again, adding, “I guess she sent these a while ago, so I’ll bet my girl is on her back, loving that beautiful cock of his by now – what do you think, slave?!”

“Mmmmmmppppphhhhhh…” the man just whimpered into his gag, hanging his head over the edge of the spanking bench where his now limp and tortured body was still firmly strapped in place.

Looking up at him and how much she’d already put him through that evening, Dani mused out loud, “I don’t know if I should share these with you or not. Your wife might want this night with her lover kept private, just between us girls…”

She snickered as she saw his shoulders drop in defeat, then looked around the room as she pondered her next move. After a few minutes, their next scene had materialized and she was loosening the leather straps around his limbs, though he didn’t put up an ounce of resistance once he was free of the bench.

“Here’s what we’re going to do,” the sexy blonde explained as she then walked Nick over to the fuck swing and began unbuckling the straps holding his armbinder in place as well.

“Take a minute to stretch those arms,” she warned as she approached the wall of restraints and selected a set of thick wrist cuffs before returning to the slave’s side. The moment she returned, he dropped his eyes and stared at her feet out of respect, which was a nice gesture that she silently appreciated with a warm smile.

Dani quickly buckled the heavy cuffs around each of his wrists just as she had watched Rachel do before, then helped him to lean back into the swing until he was flat on his back, using a series of brass padlocks to fasten the cuffs to the four chains that the swing hung from, thus immobilizing him once again.

Once she was satisfied with his bondage, the woman nervously took the controls of the swing and slowly pivoted it until the slave’s feet were higher than his head, though what was more important about the position was that albeit upside down, he now had a direct view of a shelving unit behind the swing that Dani thought would be a perfect location to leave her phone on a slideshow for her captive to watch…

She enjoyed looking down at his predicament as she pressed a few buttons on her phone to swap between the two images every ten seconds, never timing out, then stepping away and placing it on the shelf where it was plainly in his view.

Just before she was about to push the start button, she thought, “I almost forgot!” and with a giggle, she flipped her phone upside down to match his own orientation before pressing the button and walking away.

From there, Dani wanting to give the submissive plenty of time for the first images he had seen of his wife and her new lover to sink in, and so after wandering around the dungeon looking over all of her friend’s fun-looking toys, she selected a vibrating wand and decided to have a little bit of fun herself.

After removing her white cotton panties and playfully tossing them at the man’s locked up dick, she decided to try out the spanking bench herself. Quickly noticing that it actually had a sleeve to hold a toy just like the one she had chosen, the woman strapped it in place and then toyed with the larger restraints, trying to determine if she could make any use of them without getting herself in trouble…

Opting to embrace her adventurous side, she returned to the restraints once more and browsed until she found both a gag and blindfold that she wanted to try out – the blindfold, made of thick, but soft padded leather that hugged her face comfortability as well as effectively, and the gag, this one a bit more intimidating as it featured a rubber cock not quite the size of a real one, but certainly thick and long enough to serve as a thrilling gag.

Dani walked back over to her bench and gave the slave one finally glance before she first slid the blindfold over her eyes, buckling it snugly behind her head to where she couldn’t see a thing. She then took the gag, first twirling her tongue around just the head before then getting braver and taking more of it between her open lips. Pulling the strap a hint tighter on the gag forced the phallus even deeper into her mouth, filling her with new thoughts that she hadn’t anticipated as she quickly climbed back up onto the bench and did her best to fasten the straps in place that she could.

When her work was done, the leather straps around her ankles and legs were surprisingly tight, along with the wider belt across her back, which she figured was important as together they would hold her down onto the vibrator while it did its own thing!

As for her arms, the best she could do was take the long cords that hung from the other two corners of the bench and wrap them around each wrist until they were snug – it wasn’t perfectly secure, but it was enough to give Dani a thrill as a few minutes slowly passed until the timer she had set on the vibrator suddenly ran out and it came to life between her legs…

“Mmmmmmmmmm…” the blonde openly groaned into her gag, first holding back and then realizing that she really had no need to, considering that the only other person around was also bound next to her and lost in his own scenario.

She grinded her hips the best she could against the vibrator’s head, fighting her restraints as it focused mercilessly on her clit. She imagined that Mistress Rachel had locked both of them here in her dungeon while she went out with her lover, and chuckled to herself that at least she had been given permission to cum instead of being locked in chastity like the woman’s husband!

Her own mind flashed to the racy photo of Rachel making out with her date and how naughty she was being, and it made her want to be naughty like her friend, too.

Maybe next time they could go on a double date together with two hot guys, or maybe she needed some alone time with her friend exploring her dungeon so that she could show her more of the ropes, so to speak…

She loved the idea of wearing something trashy to a kinky night club and Rachel tying her up like this for everyone to see and cop a feel – she’d be helpless to resist, and the leather blindfold and cock gag alone already had her feeling submissive enough that she wouldn’t have minded if a stranger randomly swapped her gag out for the real thing.

Keeping her blindfolded so she never saw their faces was a thought that made her wet, but the addition of picturing her friend encouraging them and then having them write their name and number somewhere on her naked body if she could make them cum was enough to make her start quivering wildly against the vibrator as she tried to squeeze her legs together, but was stopped by the leather straps.

Dani came hard against her bondage as she imagined someone coming up behind her and placing his thick hands on her hips, taking her body right then and there just because he could.

As her body tingled wonderfully, she thanked Mistress Rachel in her head as she felt the man writing something with a pen on one of her ass cheeks before giving her a hard swat and walking away into the crowd.

Resisting the urge to free her hands and turn off the vibrator, the blonde forced herself to endure these new fantasies that she was having on the fly until her body was physically exhausted, her lips positively aching when she finally removed the cock gag from her lips and sat up from the pose on her knees and belly. Not too surprised, she looked over to see the male slave just as she had left him, and walking over to him now naked save for her heels, Dani looked down at him with a smile and told him, “I hope you enjoyed the soundtrack I gave you!”

* * *

Taking a sip from her wine flute as they paused to catch their breath, their sweaty bodies pressed against each other underneath the cool, silk sheets on Alex’s bed, Rachel’s body tingled with delight as the words fell poetically from her date’s lips…

“Your body is orgasmic!” Alex told her softly as he kissed along the woman’s shoulder bone, making her giggle as she reached over to place her glass on the nightstand before taking his lips aggressively with hers, uttering back, “You’re pretty yummy yourself, Sir…”

The two new lovers spent hours alternating between pillow talk and fucking senselessly until they both ached wonderfully from all of the pent up stress that their animalistic desires helped to release. As the night passed on, Rachel shared more and more little hints about the kinky lifestyle she had been exploring with her husband, including showing Alex a picture of him locked in his chastity cage which the man seemed particularly curious about.

“Don’t worry,” she reassured him with a laugh. “I don’t think they make them big enough for your monster of a cock, anyways!”

He laughed as Rachel reached down and began slowly caressing it with her hand as she spoke.

“This is the kind of cock that every woman deserves,” she stated matter-of-factly.

“A cock should leave a woman wide-eyed and seeing stars after it penetrates her, not wondering whether it’s actually in or not!”

Alex smiled broadly.

“Are you saying that you saw stars after the last time that I fucked you???” he asked with a grin.

Rachel kissed him romantically, feeling her body melting whenever she touched him.

“That’s … still an understatement, actually!” she replied with a laugh.

“I think I could take that thing all day long…” Rachel told him dreamily as her lips lingered near his a moment longer, then disappeared as she began to kiss down his chest as her head slipped under the covers until eventually he felt her wet lips and tongue around the head of his cock as she began to tease him with her talented mouth.

Tasting the man’s cock was incredibly erotic for Rachel, as it somehow felt even dirtier than when he was taking her doggy-style from behind. Maybe it was because she kissed her husband with those same lips, or maybe it was because she genuinely enjoyed the taste that it left in her mouth, but whereas she’d always had an excuse not to give Nick blowjobs except maybe on the most special of occasions, sucking Alex’s cock was delightful and she welcomed feeling all the more like a naughty slut as she took his huge member further and further between her lips.

Pushing herself to show her new friend the best time she could as her enthusiasm increased, she nearly gagged as she forced the head of his cock down her throat, filling her entire mouth with the best cock gag she’d ever had, eventually taking her freshly painted fingernails to tease his balls as she worked him studiously until at last she felt the same pulsating between her lips as she had many times now when he had cum using a condom inside of her.

Sucking vigorously, she twirled her tongue around the tip until it began oozing with his precious cum, leading her to thrust down upon him one last time as it shot down her throat and she swallowed like the hungry slut that she was. When it was clear that she had downed every last drop, Rachel reluctantly released his cock from her lips, instead of surfacing, however, then taking to nibble at his tender balls which caused Alex to take matters into his own hands as he grabbed her by the legs and swung her over him from behind, pulling her towards him until her own sex landed squarely on his face like a fresh meal waiting to be savored…

“Good boy!” Rachel cooed instinctively as Alex’s tongue began to expertly tease her enlarged clit, causing her to clamp her thighs around his head as she once again began sucking his now half-erect dick that bobbed welcomingly in front of her. With his hands perfectly cradling her pert ass from above, her date lapped hungrily at the woman’s sex as her hips began to dance on his face.

As the couple plunged deep into their carnal desires once more, the rest of the world around them disappeared as sexual pleasure became Rachel’s only focus and Alex’s only desire. She thought nothing of her friends and her husband who was locked at home, just of the intense passion that she shared with this incredible stud of a male as he seemed to play her body like an instrument, flooding her mind and leaving her only wanting more of what he could do to her as their bodies climaxed together and they got blissfully lost in each other’s sex.

When their next shared orgasms left both very exhausted, Rachel collapsed still underneath his sheets and spent some time just cleaning his cum up with her fingers, licking them clean each time before eventually she reappeared and they both shared a long and passionate kiss as lovers do…

“You know, it’s getting kind of late,” he told her between nibbles, “and I’d hate to think of you out on the road this time of night.”

Rachel smiled as she winked back, “I probably am much safer here in bed with you!”

“Besides, it’ll save you a phone call tomorrow when you want to ask me on another date because you can just ask me over breakfast instead…”

* * *

Crouching down beside her friend’s husband, her now swollen pussy only a foot or two away from his face as she noticed his eyes now darting rapidly between the photo and her sex, Dani walked over and turned the phone off, announcing to him, “I think that’s enough for now – unless she sent me anything new…”

Knowing that they could both likely use something to drink at that point, she reached down and unbuckled the gag from behind his head, popping the ball free from his lips as she warned him, “Just don’t think that I’m giving you permission to speak by taking this out, slave…” to which he nodded quietly back at her while he looked into her deep blue eyes.

Dani stared curiously back at him as well, wondering what was going through that kinky head of his at that moment, then asked him, “Are you thirsty?”

Nick nodded back in reply.

Her smile then disappeared as she snickered and told him, “Open your mouth…” and when he did, she brought her lips closer to his and spit a large ball of saliva into his open mouth.

Completely caught off guard, he had no choice but to swallow the girl’s spit, staring back at blonde with a shocked expression on his face until she suddenly broke into a smile and patted him on the head before walking upstairs to find cold beverages for them both.

As she was returning with a glass of ice water in each hand, she heard her phone buzz and went over to see what it was. On the screen was a simple message from Rachel that said:

“Going to spend the night, this man’s cock is AMAZING!!!”

“Will share more pics in the morning – slave can sleep chained to the foot of your bed.”


Chapter 12 – The Morning After

It was almost noon when she arrived back at home with most of her clothes from the night before in a bag over her shoulder, now wearing only her black leather skirt and a t-shirt that she had borrowed from Alex’s wardrobe that morning. Looking like someone who had just spent the night getting her brains fucked out, Rachel walked blissfully into her living room to find Dani and her husband awaiting her arrival.

To pass the time, the blonde appeared to have her slave locked in bondage cuffs and a muzzle at her feet, giving her a massage while she sat casually flipping through a magazine she had found on the coffee table.

“Welcome home, slut!” Dani announced jokingly as she looked up, amused at her best friend’s appearance and yet also quite proud of her for taking full advantage of the opportunity.

“So I guess this means you had a good date?!” she asked as the woman gave a snickering approval of her husband’s work before stepping past him and setting down her things on the table, joining her friend on the sofa to share all of the juicy details from her intimate affair.

“Yeah, I think you could say that Alex and I hit it off pretty well!” Rachel laughed as she sat down. “He’s handsome, and polite, and easy to talk to…” she began.

Rachel paused for a moment as she giggled to herself, then locked eyes with Dani as she added, “…and good god, is that man hung!”

Dani laughed out loud, “Told ya!”

“I mean, I guess it really couldn’t have been put into words, but his cock is basically perfect! My mind felt like it was just going to explode when he was really fucking me – I felt like I was born again, and again, and again…”

“Well, when all you’ve had is table scraps for so long,” Dani snickered, nodding her head in Nick’s direction, “any cock would feel great in comparison, but I know – Alex’s is next level. Did he do that thing with his tongue on you at any point?”

Rachel’s smile was unshakable.

“We did just about everything, or at least it felt like it at the time … after a while, it all became just one long blur of sex and passion, and then we’d have some wine and talk until we were ready to go at it again.”

“It was a pretty special night, I’m not gonna lie…”

“My night was actually pretty good, too,” her friend countered with a coy smile.

“I got to let off a little steam spanking your hubby’s ass until it was red, and then I let him ogle the photos you sent while I enjoyed a little sex and passion of my own!”

“I actually tried to tie myself up a little on the bench while using one of your vibrators – it wasn’t perfect, but I’m starting to see the appeal, so I’ll have to come over another time when you can show me some of your tricks…” Dani confessed to her friend more softly.

“You know that I’d love to – just pick the date,” Rachel replied with a grin.

Glancing down at her slave who was doing his best to focus on her friend’s tender feet despite her return, Rachel then asked, “So he was good enough for you then that he deserves a little treat from me now?”

The blonde just giggled.

“I suppose! I mean, I wouldn’t spoil him too rotten or anything, but he’s got to taste the good life every once in a while to fully appreciate what you’re usually denying him, right?”

“See, you’re learning this stuff faster than you give yourself credit for!” Rachel chuckled.

As the woman pulled her feet away from her personal masseuse and stood up, she gazed down at him with a grin as she told him, “Whatever your mistress does to reward you, I hope that bruised ass serves as a reminder of your time with me … because next time I’m not going to be pulling any punches!”

Turning back to her friend as she scooped up her handbag from the floor, she told Rachel, “Thank you for choosing me to be your cucksitter this time! I’m very glad that your date went so well and I hope that you’ll keep my services in mind for your next evening of sex and debauchery…”

“You know I will!” the wife laughed.

Dani then turned and gave the kneeling submissive a playful pat on the head before Rachel rose and walked her to the door. There they chatted for another minute, then hugged before the two said goodbye.

Sauntering back into the living room, her attention now fully upon her slave as he knelt cuffed and gagged before her, Rachel grinned mischievously as she sat down in the place where Dani had been, calling him forward with a single finger until he knelt only inches from the opening of her leather skirt. Without another word spoken, she stood towering in front of him, dropped her skirt to the floor around her feet, and then grabbed the top-most strap of his muzzle, forcing his face between her legs and smothering him with her very used pussy…

Breathing only through his nose, Nick closed his eyes and found himself intoxicated by the scent of his wife’s adulterous night out. Her pussy smelled both familiar and disparate at the same time, and although he was still gagged by the muzzle strapped around his face, her aroma was so overwhelming that he felt as if he could taste it.

When she finally let up on his head and he had a chance to gasp for air, he also opened his eyes to see that her sex looked very swollen and sore, which was little surprise when he heard his wife talk about just how incredible her night really was…

“Slave, it was amazing! I’ve never had sex that intense in my entire life … his cock filled me up and stretched me so perfectly…” Rachel closed her eyes and bit her lip as she boasted.

“I need you to know that keeping your tiny dicklet locked up in chastity for these past few months was worth it to have an experience like that, and to answer your question before you even ask…” she continued to gush, “Yes, I’m definitely going to see him again!”

“We actually talked about it over mimosas this morning and we’re going to do something later on this week. He really likes seeing me in leather, so I want to do something like that for him again – maybe we can find a nice leather bra, panty, and garter set before then?”

Rachel ran her fingers through her slave’s hair as he continued kneeling before her.

“Anyways, I’m exhausted because I was up all night having the best sex of my life, so I’m going to go to bed,” she continued while playfully poking at his dangling cage with her toe, “but I’ve decided to give you a little gift because you’ve been such an obedient slave through all of this!”

“But it comes with a challenge…”

On that note, the wife shocked her submissive by taking his chastity key from around her neck and suddenly unlocking his cage for the first time in several weeks.

“Until I wake up from my nap,” she explained with a suspicious look on her face, you have my permission to touch yourself as much as you want to. Fantasize about me getting fucked while you’re sniffing my panties, I don’t care! Jerk your dick raw if you want, but there’s a catch…”

Rachel then stood up and disappeared into the kitchen where she retrieved a shot glass from one of the cabinets and returned, placing it on the table beside him with a loud *THUNK*.

“You’ve got until I get up to fill this shot glass with your cum.”

“When I wake up, you’re getting locked back in your cage – obviously – but if that glass isn’t full, I’m going to assume that you weren’t all that pent up after all and so it should be fine for me to keep you under lock and key even longer next time!”

“As for what’s going to happen to that glass of cum afterwards…” she continued with a wicked grin on her face.

“Well, let’s just say that I’ve already had my share of cum this weekend that I sucked out of Alex’s delicious cock myself, so if you use your imagination, I’m sure you can probably guess what our other option here would be to dispose of it properly!”

Rachel then leaned down and unlocked the chains connecting each set of cuffs, leaving the cuffs themselves along with his collar and muzzle in place. She giggled again as his new name tag caught her eye before she stood up and made her way around him towards the stairs…

“Do find some time today between all of that jerking off to wash my clothes from last night, though,” she ordered from the foot of the stairs. “They got awfully sweaty and I’d hate for the leather to get ruined because I had a lot of fun getting fucked in it last night!”

Nick knelt in shock until his wife had closed the bedroom door behind her, then reached down and put his fingertips around his own dick for the first time in ages. It felt even meeker than before, yet it had already started getting hard absent its cage, though with one last display of willpower for the day, the slave opted to take his wife’s dirty laundry into the spare bathroom and at least get started on the process before letting himself get wrapped up in the special challenge that Rachel had given him.

Standing in front of the bathroom sink, he anxiously produced her corset first from the bag – its once neat laces now a disorganized mess that he knew came from removing it in the thralls of passion; next came her fishnet stockings and the skimpy thong that she had worn for Alex. Instinctively he raised the underwear to his nose and deeply inhaled the lingering scent of his wife’s arousal for her new lover.

He felt humiliated and turned on at the same time as he then opened his eyes and looked in the mirror to see not only the pathetic man desperately sniffing his wife’s wet panties, but more so at last he could finally read the new tag that his mistress had placed on his collar before heading out on her date the night before.

It read – Rachel’s Slave – and with that he took another sniff, realizing that he had finally earned the title that he had always dreamed about.


Chapter 13 – Anything She Wants

Nick’s body was spread out and strapped down firmly to the bondage cross in his mistress’s dungeon as she sat triumphantly on her throne, casually shopping for new lingerie on her tablet while her slave served his punishment in solitude, as she liked to call it, with a tight, leather hood laced around his head…

Whether he would be bound for minutes or hours was at his wife’s whim alone, but he knew that protesting through his gag had never done him anything good so instead he hung on the wall in silence, overwhelmed by stringent, black leather as his mind wondered from across the room just what kind of a mood his mistress was in today.

Frustration and anger were easy for him to judge, as he gladly served as her whipping boy and allowed her to work out her emotions on his bare flesh, and there were definitely days when he second-guessed that decision because his wife had taken to his back and ass with her newest cane that were known for leaving bloody scars as a reminder of her worst days that he would have to carry around for weeks.

Yet picturing his wife in a tight pair of leather pants, spiked heels, and a corset top made him squirm restlessly inside of his chastity cage despite the cane in her hand every time!

When she was feeling playful and silly, on the other hand, that’s when the slave’s sense of denial was put to the test because the more she had fallen into her own dominant persona, the more joy and amusement she seemed to take from his being denied any sexual pleasure and release whatsoever. Few things could be so humiliating that they were off limits to Mistress Rachel, whether it was making him hump her leg while she wore thigh high boots or polishing the shoes on her feet with his tongue while she sat on the phone flirting with her new boyfriend.

One thing that certainly became cemented in their lifestyle that gave them both equal, yet very different types of enjoyment was his cuckolding. As she continued seeing Alex over the weeks to come and twisted the screw with her husband’s submission through every date, it was as if Rachel’s ego had been fueled with gasoline and any lack of confidence that she had once known quickly became a thing of the past as she eagerly adapted into the role of the cuckoldress who had two men in her life – one to wait on her hand and foot, and the other to pamper her with all of her desires…

She enjoyed getting dressed up for someone other than her husband, as it made something as simple as shopping for new clothes suddenly taboo because while she was dressing to impress, it wasn’t exactly who society was expecting her to impress! In fact, quite the opposite because while she selected sexy and scandalous, new outfits to wear for Alex, she got an extra kick out of being able to deny Nick with those same clothes – like the ultimate two for one sale!

And of course, who could forget the phenomenal sex?!

Flashing back into her life six months, she certainly enjoyed tying up and teasing her slave and then making use of her collection of vibrators and dildos to get the job done afterwards, but having a cock like Alex’s to fill that role – so to speak – was exponentially more amazing! Rachel knew that she could make her husband just melt by listening to her go on about how full his perfect cock fit her pussy and how his tiny dicklet paled in comparison, and every time she hooked up with him seemed to make her words burn a little sweeter because deep down he knew that she was telling him the god’s honest truth.

Fuck a real man’s nine inch cock long enough and eventually you really can’t tell when your pathetic hubby’s darling three inches is in anymore…

In truth, Nick also seemed to love that his wife had found a stud she was comfortable enough with to call him her boyfriend, knowing that she would never actually leave him, but also giving him the reassurance that one day this tall and well-hung stud wasn’t going to sweep his wife off her feet and steal her away from him … at least not for good, anyways.

No, in her heart Mistress Rachel knew that she had it pretty good with this kinky twist that her life had taken and she intended to ride it for every ounce of reward that it had to give her, as each day was a new opportunity for more intense and demanding bondage positions with her slave and more sleepless nights that made her pussy ache with satisfaction with her boyfriend.

She knew that there wasn’t a thing in the world that she could ask for that one of the men in her life wouldn’t deliver, and she did her very best to not only indulge in that love with the two men that meant the most for her, but also share her happiness with her closest friends who often looked at her lifestyle as a bizarre fairytale that they loved to hear about in public and then likely fantasized about for themselves later in private.

Her best friend, Dani, was the only one who took a truly active interest in the mistress’s growing kinks and was always there to join her shopping for leather garments or when she needed help practicing tying new knots. As much as Rachel enjoyed sharing her slave with her bestie and enjoyed watching him pamper her friend’s feet with the same diligence and care that he gave her own, secretly she wanted to find a proper slave to dedicate himself to her because as a budding dominant woman in her own right, she deserved to be worshipped and catered to full time like she did.

“We need to find Mistress Dani her own slave,” Rachel told her husband one random afternoon just as his lips and tongue were rounding the spiked tips of a new pair of red stiletto heels.

“Once you’re done here, I want you to go online and do some searching for eligible candidates in our area,” she continued off the top of her head while her slave continued focusing on her shoes.

“Should be around six-foot tall, moderately good looking, with a full head of hair, but no beards or other fascial hair. She really hates that stuff…”

“Must be comfortable with full nudity, extended bondage, moderate spanking. Able to serve and provide oral pleasure to a budding dominant woman looking to expand her horizons with a dedicated male submissive companion.”

“Chastity is encouraged – should have own locking device and keys.”

“See what kind of guys you can get to respond and try to weed out the losers before you bring the best candidates to me,” Mistress Rachel spoke before turning back to her magazine.

“Remember, this is a gift for Mistress Dani, who you respect and adore, so keep your standards high and don’t settle – because she shouldn’t have to.”

* * *

After spending the better part of the afternoon writing their ad in search of a slave for his wife’s best friend, Nick was pleasantly surprised that the responses began to flow within a couple of hours. Some were immediately sent to the garbage pile because they were clearly just guys looking for nude photos, but every now and then a worthwhile reply popped up – only the very best of which he flagged to show to his mistress.

Once candidates had answered a few screening questions via e-mail, the two would invite them for a short, in-person interview at a local coffee house to get a better gauge at their fit while also remaining in a neutral, safe space. Mistress Rachel led those interviews herself, with her slave seated next to her but otherwise silent unless the meeting took a turn for the worse…

Of twenty-three valid applicants, only ten made it in front of Mistress Rachel and a total of four stood out to her as having potential to serve in the capacity that she envisioned for her best friend. Having selected individuals that they both were comfortable with, it made only sense that their next step was to give each of them a short trial in which they would be able to prove their obedience, skills, and general experience with regards to BDSM and sexual roleplay.

An hour was spent with each of the four final slave applicants in Mistress Rachel’s dungeon where they were put through a series of tasks and graded on them. Standing nearby wearing his usual restraints, but also a leather hood with the eyes cut out, he was there to provide security for his wife while also not being too distracting as a second male in the room while his mistress above all else sought to determine the level of compliance and submission that her sister both deserved and expected.

Nick took copious notes on his clipboard as he watched the four strangers do everything from simply kneel at his mistress’s feet, kiss her boots, crawl across the floor, and receive a brief spanking. One man he had a feeling was out of the race on account of his discomfort with bondage when presented with a gag while having his wrists handcuffed behind his back, and another quite frankly had way too large of a cock to fill the role of a submissive.

Granted, it didn’t help the latter’s case that he scoffed upon being asked about wearing a chastity cage…

The other two men, however, were far more interesting, he noted as he watched his mistress work them over. One performed flawlessly and managed to endure a rope hogtie that even her husband would’ve found challenging, while the other unexpectedly found himself bound underneath Mistress Rachel’s queening stool where he was permitted to lick her to a small orgasm before her real slave’s very eyes.

“You didn’t do the stool with all four of the candidates,” Nick mentioned as he was reviewing his notes with her later over tea, to which his wife replied with a grin, “I wasn’t planning on doing it with any of them, but I was getting horny and didn’t feel like waiting until he left!”

The two deliberated their options over the next several days, not wanting to rush the decision but also anxious to reveal the big surprise to Dani, when the mistress finally made her decision…

“Mistress Dani is a brand new domme, so she needs somebody who will be able to serve her needs even when she might get a little overzealous with her whips and ropes,” Rachel began to explain her decision.

“Of the two, Gregory seemed a bit more humble when he was crawling around on the floor in front of me. He kept his eyes locked in front of him instead of wandering all around the room to take everything in, and I could visibly see a change in his eyes when I popped the ballgag between his lips.”

“I like that in a slave,” she added, giving her own slave a wink.

“Plus, I could easily picture him being in a chastity cage,” Rachel continued. “His dick wasn’t exactly laughable, but it’s small enough to be considered insignificant by a woman’s standards.”

“In his email interviews,” Nick added, “he said that he was familiar with chastity, but had never worn one before. He was open to it, though.”

“I think we have our finalist, then!” Mistress Rachel announced, sitting back in her chair with a satisfied smile on her face as they looked over the piles of homework that her slave had done on all of them to help her make the right choice.

“All that’s left now then is to introduce them, right?” the slave asked as he leaned over and refilled his wife’s wine glass without being prompted. “Maybe have her over for a play night and let her find him in the dungeon with a big, red bow around his chest?”

Rachel laughed and thought for a moment, then grinned mischievously as she looked back with her focus on her slave once more, telling him, “I think I’ve actually got something a little more memorable in mind for their introduction – and we can kill two birds with one stone because it’s something that I’ve been scheming to push your boundaries, too!”


Chapter 14 – Service for Three

Dani had no idea what was in store for her that evening when she knocked on Rachel’s door, holding a bottle of wine and dressed in a short, red dress and a pair of strappy, stiletto sandals. The atmosphere felt normal enough for the dinner party that she had been invited to, so she didn’t think much of it when her hostess answered the door in a long leather skirt coupled with knee high boots and a sheer top, however that soon changed as she walked into the living room and found not her husband waiting on the sofa…

…but instead, her friend’s new boyfriend, Alex.

“This is a new development!” the blonde grinned as she sat down at the other end of the sofa while Rachel sat beside the handsome man, taking his hand warmly as they both welcomed their guest.

“We haven’t had a chance to get together and just chat for a while, so I thought dinner would be nice,” Rachel explained as she rubbed her hand playfully on the inside of Alex’s thigh.

Though she was a little surprised to find Alex making himself at home in Nick’s place, Dani shrugged it off and began updating her friends on the latest happenings in her life. A few minutes into her story, Rachel offered her a drink and without a word, reached out and rang a small bell that had been resting on the coffee table in front of them.

A moment later, the blonde began laughing to herself as her friend’s missing husband suddenly made himself known, walking in carrying an empty wine glass and a chilled bottle of wine and wearing little more than the bondage restraints that she had gotten used to seeing him in along with a bright red ballgag in his mouth and a black leather thong discretely concealing his chastity cage…

“Ok, now this makes a little more sense!” she giggled as she took the glass from the slave, giving him a wink as she held it steady for him to fill.

“Knowing you, I should’ve known it was one of these kinds of parties…” Dani smirked, taking a sip from her glass and then waving the slave away playfully with her hand as he stood silently, awaiting her feedback.

Her friend smiled along with her, explaining, “I thought that it was time to give my man here a taste of what I get up to at home, and of course, everything is more fun with my bestie around!”

The two girls clinked glasses and drank as Nick disappeared back into the kitchen to continue making preparations for their meal. It intrigued her how close Rachel had gotten with Alex in a relatively short time, yet if she was making it work with her new lifestyle, then who was Dani to judge?!

When both girls’ glasses were empty once again, Rachel gestured towards the bell and asked her friend if she wanted to do the honors. She jingled it with a satisfying grin on her face, but soon found herself confused when in walked a slave who was very much not Rachel’s husband! He wore the same attire as Nick had, save that his ballgag was bright purple instead of red, and he stood quietly at attention holding the bottle of wine as he waited for their glasses while Dani asked…

“Wait a minute – now who’s this???”

“Oh,” Rachel spoke up with a certain gleam in her eye. “This is Slave #2.”

“We’ve been toying around with finding a new friend to play with, so tonight is Slave #2’s dinner audition, so to speak!”

“Wow – I didn’t see that coming!” the blonde remarked as she held out her glass. “You’ve got a whole submissive harem you’re building here!”

Rachel just chuckled as she shooed the slave away.

“Something like that, so at the end of the night you’ll have to let me know what you think about him and if he’s worth keeping around…”

Alex smirked at the thought and joked, “What kind of dominatrix am I dating?!” to which Rachel playfully replied, “One who gets her kicks out of controlling men, so watch out!”

The three chatted some more until Mistress Rachel’s slave appeared again to signal that their dinner was ready, and so taking their wine glasses with them, they all walked into the dining room where Slave #2 had just finished preparing three place settings for them, with Rachel and Alex sitting next to each other and Dani on the opposite side of the table.

They were then treated to an otherwise luxurious meal as the two slaves alternated bringing out dishes of fish and potatoes and vegetables while the other served, filling their plates with a variety of hot foods that Nick had cooked that afternoon just for them. As the three dined and continued chatting, they nearly forgot that they were being waited on by naked men in bondage gear except for when Dani looked over as Slave #2 was refilling her glass and got an up close and personal look at the leather thong between his legs.

Her mind flashed back to teasing Rachel’s husband in his own chastity cage and it made her wonder if Slave #2 was wearing something similar underneath his thong as well…

“So what’s your plan with this one?” she finally asked her friend as they were finishing eating and several glasses of wine had piqued her curiosity.

A smile lingered on Mistress Rachel’s face as she looked back at her friend and revealed, “Actually, it’s not what my plan is for him, but what your plan is because I found him for you.”

Dani’s eyes grew wide as she nearly choked on her wine.

“Wait, what now?!” she exclaimed, her eyes glancing over at Slave #2 intently.

“I was thinking about how much fun you’ve had playing around with me and my slave since we started on this adventure,” Rachel explained, “so I thought that maybe you needed a toy of your own to toss around and torture a little…”

“If you want him, of course!”

The blonde was still in shock, but replied, “I guess I never thought about it because I wouldn’t even know where to start…”

“That’s why we did all of the heavy lifting for you,” her friend continued. “Nick posted ads on the internet looking for submissive men and weeded out the losers, then I interviewed them to find the best of the best who I thought were worthy of serving you!”

“This really is his audition,” she added with a wink, “so it’s completely up to you if you want to give him a try or not, but I’ve been impressed with what I’ve seen from him so far.”

The table got quiet for a moment while Dani picked the last few bites from her plate and thought. When Slave #2 returned to clear away their plates, the woman took a good look at him from behind as he left the dining room and commented, “He’s got a cute ass, but it’s extremely white!”

Rachel grinned and raised an eyebrow from across the table, “I think I’ve trained you well enough to know what to do about that!”

Both girls laughed together while Alex gave them an awkward look with one hand on Rachel’s bare thigh underneath the table. Once the laughter died down, Rachel stood up with her wine glass in hand and invited everyone downstairs to her dungeon, both to give Alex his very first look at the space but more so to give her bestie a chance to break in her new toy and decide whether she wanted to pursue this kinky lifestyle that she herself had fallen in love with that year…

* * *

“Holy shit, Rachel…” were Alex’s initial thoughts as she led everyone into her basement dungeon where all of her naughty toys for pleasure and depravity were found. Both women grinned as Rachel gave her boyfriend a chance to take it all in, from the spanking bench and the fuck swing to the stocks and bondage cross bolted to the wall, not to mention the impressive collection of leather restraints that hung carefully curated by her slave and his blessed leather fetish.

Since its doors had opened, the couple had also added a new collection of artwork featuring famous bondage models in stringent positions on the walls along with built-in, neon lighting that was typically set to red to create a provocatively erotic environment to play in.

She allowed Alex to wander around the room at his own pace, gesturing for Dani to have a seat on the sofa and then offering up Slave #2 as a footstool, to which she happily agreed.

Rachel pointed for her own slave to kneel down next to the other slave for when she was ready to sit, then walked beside her man and intertwined her fingers with his as she turned and asked him earnestly, “It isn’t too much, is it?”

But the tall man just smiled, then leaned in and gave her a long, passionate kiss before replying, “If this is what works as foreplay for you, then who am I to judge?!”

The woman beamed as she leaned into their embrace while her husband was down on his hands and knees not far away, the moment sending a surge of adrenaline through her body as she quickly went back to his lips for another nibble before taking him over to her throne and offering him a seat.

“The queen’s chair???” he asked with a raised eyebrow as he sat down on the ornate throne.

Mistress Rachel grinned as she reached behind herself and loosened the zipper at the bottom of her skirt, then straddled and sat down on his lap, with the long, black leather enveloping them both as she returned to kissing him as if they didn’t have an audience at all.

Relaxing nearby with her feet up on Slave #2’s back, Dani snickered to herself as she watched the two making out, though secretly it was turning her on to see them going at it nearly as much as it did her friend. Spreading her legs discretely allowed her to reach a hand up underneath her dress where she gently teased herself with two fingers pressed firmly against her clit through her white satin panties.

“Want to see some more of my toys?” Rachel purred into Alex’s ear as she grinded her body against his atop her throne. Taking him by the hand, she walked him over to the fuck swing and encouraged him to lay back – still fully clothed and without restraints – running her hands over his body while she explained about how deliciously vulnerable it could make somebody.

Spreading his legs towards the chains hanging from the ceiling, she then started massaging his cock through his pants as she stared down at him with an intimidating grin, adding softly, “Just imagine you’re all tied up on your back with your arms and your legs spread wide, open and exposed to anything that your mistress desires for you.”

“Maybe she’ll do something nice…” she told him with a wink as she continued stroking his erection.

“Or if you’ve been naughty, maybe something not so nice!” she laughed as her hands wandered up his chest and gave a small tweak of his nipples through his shirt.

Then walking around to whisper closely in his ear, she discretely told him, “Coincidentally, it also makes for a rather exciting position to get fucked in…” before helping him back onto his feet and continuing on to the next piece of kinky furniture.

Having him lay face down on the spanking bench that all of them in the room had experienced before, Rachel gave her boyfriend just a few playful love taps on his bottom to give him the idea before he nodded and said, “Ok ok, I think I get this one!”

For the bondage cross, she actually invited her slave to assume the position, leaving Alex to watch her strapping her husband down to the heavy, wooden cross with thick, leather straps until he couldn’t move a muscle while Dani was off in her own little world, rubbing herself while she remained oblivious to Slave #2 who knelt silently underneath her heavenly feet.

“This one is fun because like the swing,” Mistress Rachel continued her lesson, “it leaves the submissive very open and vulnerable, but it can also be good for denial…”

Only a few inches away from her husband with his eyes locked on them, Rachel embraced Alex openly and kissed him passionately, cooing and moaning as his hands clutched at her curvaceous body and even leaning back to where she was pressed against his bound form while the two lovers continued their kiss. The slave’s eyes grew wide as Mistress Rachel reached behind herself with one hand and began groping him through his leather thong, taking a firm hold of his chastity cage while the rest of her excitement was focused on the man in front of her.

“Don’t you wish you were him?!” she growled over her shoulder at her husband, squeezing his balls with her sharp fingernails to make him groan into his gag.

“If you were, maybe I’d be fucking you tonight instead of him!”

Alex didn’t say a word, but played his part by returning the horny woman’s affection as she spread her legs apart and invited his free hand to feel just how wet she’d gotten, her hand eventually slipping away from her slave’s genitals as she wrapped it around his neck and their tongues danced aggressively together.

“I think we should go upstairs and finish this somewhere a little more private,” Rachel finally suggested as she forced herself off of the man, taking a quick survey of the dungeon before making her leave. She knew that her husband wouldn’t be going anywhere with the bondage that he was currently in, and so looking over at Dani who seemed to be on the brink of an orgasm herself, she walked over and told her friend softly, “Alex and I are will be in my bedroom if you need anything. Have fun breaking in your new slave!”

Turning back to see her husband in agony, Mistress Rachel sauntered over to the toy rack and selected a couple of items to entertain the slave with in her absence. Putting herself about two inches from his face when she returned, Rachel whispered so that only he could hear her, “I’m going to go fuck my boyfriend in our bed now. If you listen closely, you might be able to hear us…”

She then took a thick, padded leather blindfold from behind her back and placed it over his eyes, adding, “We do want to give Mistress Dani her privacy, of course.”

For a finishing touch, Rachel produced a pair of Japanese clover clamps and gingerly placed them on her slave’s nipples, giving the chain a soft tug as she whispered, “You be a good boy while I’m gone – I might be a while because you know how much I love Alex’s cock.”

Rachel kissed her husband on the forehead and waved to his blind and bound figure, then took her boyfriend by the hand and led him up two sets of stairs to where the master bedroom was found. Closing the door behind them, it didn’t take long for her to strip out of her dress and he his shirt and pants, this time with the married woman eagerly dropping to her knees in her own bedroom to lick and suck on the handsome man’s wonderful cock until she was ready to feel it between her legs once again.

* * *

“Ahhhhhhhh!!!” Dani moaned out as she slipped over the edge, her high heels still resting on Slave #2’s back as she rubbed herself wet through her panties. As she slowly drifted back to reality, what she’d thought she had heard Rachel mention was confirmed as she came to realize that it was just her and the two slaves left in the dungeon, with Rachel’s husband bound rather securely to the cross on the wall and the newcomer anxiously awaiting whatever she had in store for him next.

“So,” she purred, sitting up on the couch and helping the stranger onto his knees, noticing with a small smile the indentions that her sandals had left across his back. “You want to be a slave like him, do you?”

She gestured to the other bound man, who he eyed for a few moments before turning back to her and enthusiastically nodding his head.

The blonde smiled, then stood up and wandered around the room, running her hands over the various pieces of equipment until she settled on the spanking bench to warm up Slave #2’s ass while she introduced herself more properly.

“Let’s see how you take to spanking, for starters…” she told him with a grin as she beckoned him over to the bench with one finger. Dani took her time applying all of the straps along the man’s body, cinching them down securely before asking if he was comfortable, to which she replied with a snicker, “Well, we’ll see about that!”

With the slave’s ass now positioned front and center, the woman then approached Mistress Rachel’s rack of discipline implements, giving each of her options careful thought before ultimately choosing a round, leather paddle to begin her work…

“Now I want you to grunt three times if this becomes too much for you,” she warned him as she ran it smoothly against his pale white ass. “Do you understand?”

“Uh huh…” Slave #2 murmured through his gag.

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

Dani couldn’t help but admit that she was falling in love with the sound of leather on skin, its sharp rasp filling the room as colorful evidence of each strike began to develop as she continued.

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

“No complaints so far,” she told herself with a grin as she paused to massage his bottom with the paddle to help bring out the color before catching him by surprise with another three strikes in quick succession.

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

“Good job, slave!” the blonde purred, impressed by the minimal amount of moaning that he let out, which implored her to switch things up and trade in her paddle for a more formidable leather tawse.

*CRACK*

*CRACK*

“Ummpppphhh…” Slave #2 groaned into his gag as the thin, leather strips taunted his ass right where she had left off with the paddle.

“That woke him up!” Dani chuckled as she then slowed her pace and began to focus her efforts on accuracy, striping her slave’s ass with reds and whites and pinks as his flesh burned brightly for her.

*THWACK*

*pause*

*THWACK*

*pause*

*THWACK*

His groans became more vivid and pronounced as the stripes on his ass intensified until finally the budding domme felt pity on him and hung up her tools, stopping by the other slave’s bound form to grope him playfully as she whispered into his ear, her lips only an inch from his blindfolded eyes…

“If you listen real closely, you can hear the sounds of him fucking her in your bed right now.”

She froze to listen herself, then smiled as she heard her friend’s faint moans of pleasure two floors away, upstairs in her bedroom. Her hand wandered down between the slave’s legs and she briefly squeezed at his swollen balls, adding, “How’s it feel knowing that everyone in this house is cumming except for you???”

“…and this other guy, of course – two chastised pee-pees in a pod!” she laughed before patting him on his head and returning to Slave #2’s side to release him from his bondage. Giving him a couple of much more soft, almost gentle swats on his ass as she loosened the straps, Dani surprised him as she helped him to his feet, then turned him away from her and unbuckled the ballgag from his lips – popping the ball out of his mouth, along with a copious amount of drool that had built up during his spanking.

“Now I think that you earned a reward!” the girl laughed, patting him on the head as he kept it bowed in her direction. She walked over to Mistress Rachel’s queening stool which she had only gotten to try out once before and ushered him down to the floor on his back.

After clipping the slave’s wrist cuffs to the sides of the stool, Dani smirked as her eyes darted between the two submissive men on opposite sides of the room. Not wanting Nick to feel left out, she reached up under her dress and pulled down her panties, then walked over to the bondage cross where Rachel’s husband hung and draped them carefully over his head so that her juices from playing with herself earlier were situated directly underneath his nose.

Pleasantly satisfied with herself, she then danced back over to Slave #2 and casually sat down on the queening stool, prodding him with her shoe as she said, “Let’s see how hungry you are after that spanking…”

The blonde then closed her eyes and rocked her hips back and forth as Slave #2 put his tongue to work proving his worth to the woman, savoring the juices that by now were quite noticeable around her pussy lips and then switching his focus to her clit as he began making circles and other shapes around the sensitive organ. As Dani cooed and aahed, he modified his rhythm until it matched her sway rocking back and forth on his face, rapidly covering his nose and mouth as the woman dripped without regard from between her legs.

As the sensations intensified, she eventually untied the halter string behind her neck holding the top of her dress in place, exposing her nipples and breasts as she took one in each hand, tweaking and pulling on her nipples as she whimpered and wriggled on the stool, trying to fight back her climax as long as possible.

When she eventually opened her eyes and looked around the dungeon with her red fingernails now biting into her tits rather sharply, the woman found herself overcome with a newfound lust between the man who was bound between her legs and the even more helpless slave across the room who she’d forced to sniff her panties while he listened to his wife getting fucked.

All of the lights and the sounds and the BDSM toys suddenly had a strangely carnal appeal to her as she laughed at Nick’s pathetic predicament, only to feel her laughter slipping away to cries of passion as she bit down hard on her lip and dug her nails into her nipples, crying out loud as Slave #2 licked her into wave after wave of pleasure that slammed against her entire body over and over again.

“OH FUCK ME!!!”

“YES YES YES!!!”

“AAAAAAHHHHHH…”

She shook through several orgasms in rapid succession, with each one being more intense than the one that came before it, until eventually she lunged off of the stool in order to stop the incredible feelings around her sex, and even then for the next several minutes Dani laid with her breasts still in her hands, spread out on the floor as her clit and pussy lips continued to tingle, begging her for just one more before ending it.

Still unbelievably horny, she turned over to face Slave #2 and pulled his leather thong away, his head and wrists still connected to the stool, and without warning she leaned in close and began to lick and suck at the man’s chastity cage as if she would’ve blown him right then and there if only he hadn’t actually been locked up.

She giggled as she was able to close up watch him squirm as he strained to become erect in the snug, silicone cage, amused by the tiny drips of pre-cum that seeped from the head of his locked dick without the satisfaction that he all but craved.

Unwilling to walk away from that last cum, Dani searched through her friend’s toys until she found her Magic Wand, which she quickly plugged in and pressed between her legs as she in turn leaned against Nick’s bound figure, moaning loudly into his ear as she turned the motor on and almost immediately began to spasm violently against the special vibrator.

“Oh my god, that feels so good, my slaves!” she groaned as she pressed her half-naked body against his, adding with a cruel taunt, “This is better than either of you could give me…” as she bucked wildly against the vibe.

Dani then turned to face the bound slave and situated the wand between his cage and her pussy, pinching with her free hand the panties draped over the man’s nose as she rode the vibrator moaning and groaning until every last drop of energy had been drained from her body.

“Holy fuck, I see why Rachel loves this stuff so much!” she exclaimed as she squeezed her thighs against the wildly vibrating head, milking out one last burst of pleasure before slipping away and collapsing back onto the couch, with him gasping for air as her hand left him able to breathe through his nose once again.

As she clicked the switch to turn back off the Magic Wand, a unique hush fell over the dungeon that was only occasionally accented by one of the three taking a deep breath as they all rested after the incredibly intense session that left Dani in particular very much spent.

Once everyone had gotten a chance to recover, the dominant unlocked Slave #2 from the queening stool and invited him over to the sofa, leaving Rachel’s submissive still bound and sniffing her panties as she chatted with the newer slave and asked him what he thought of the session that he had just experienced with her that afternoon. They talked casually for a while about their own goals and aspirations and kinky desires until Dani eventually asked if he would like to play again in the future.

“I would love the opportunity to serve you again, mistress,” he told her earnestly before dropping down on his knees alongside the couch and bending over to kiss the toe of Dani’s strappy, high heeled sandal.

“Very well!” she told him with a smile, exchanging phone numbers with him before helping him upstairs and out the door.

* * *

Her fingers digging firmly into the red satin sheets that her husband had put on the bed earlier, Rachel’s eyes had nearly rolled into the back of her head as Alex’s delicious cock slammed into her from behind over and over again. She groaned out as if they were the only two people in the world, oblivious to whether her submissive husband or anyone else downstairs could hear the intensity in her voice as he brought her to pleasure in the way that Rachel had grown to crave over the recent weeks…

“OH, FUCK ME, BABY! THAT’S IT!”

“TAKE MY PUSSY – IT’S ALL YOURS!”

“I BELONG TO YOUR MASSIVE COCK, SIR!!!”

*SMACK*

*SMACK*

Smacking her bouncing ass repeatedly with his bare hand made his slut grunt even more fiercely as she pushed herself back onto him with every thrust, craving for the sensation of his thick cock stretching her lips as she took its full length until his balls slapped against her body, then feeling it slip away until just the tip penetrated her and it was time to thrust again.

“OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD…” she whimpered as she bit down onto her pillow, screaming wildly enough that she considered maybe even wearing a gag for him the next time that they fucked. She already felt like putty in his hands as his beautiful cock plunged into her sloppy, wet sex – submission wasn’t really all that far off base, and the idea of letting Alex tie her up made her even more turned on as her body took whatever he had to give her without any resistance.

“CUM INSIDE ME, BABY!” Rachel cried out.

“I WANT TO FEEL YOUR WARM CUM INSIDE ME…”

And with that, suddenly the dominant wife got exactly what she had been begging for as she felt her lover begin to spasm and jerk as the tip of his cock erupted with warm cum deep inside her, which in turn triggered her own orgasm that seemed to overwhelm her body for days as she wiggled her hips against her boyfriend until she was certain that his cock had been utterly milked dry.

“I told you it would be even better without a condom,” Rachel purred as she curled up close to Alex on her bed, her entire body glowing from head to toe as his arms enveloped her and he took her lips in with his own.

“Sounds like your birth control was a pretty sound investment then!” Alex laughed between kisses as he cradled the tender woman in his arms.

“Are you going to tell him about it or just let it be our little secret?” he asked her with a wink as Rachel lifted her leg and straddled his, dipping her fingers between her legs as his cum slowly began to seep out of her and then taking a playful taste of it with her tongue.

“I haven’t decided yet!” she grinned, taking a big lick off of her finger and closing her eyes as she savored the taste. “It’s kind of fun having a naughty secret of my own to relish like this, but it could also be rather humiliating for him, too…”

“To know that another man is cumming in his wife?” Alex asked with a curious grin.

“No,” Rachel replied wickedly. “For him to have to lick it out himself afterwards!” she laughed before leaning back into her boyfriend to taste his kiss until the both of them were ready to go another round.


Chapter 15 – It’s Good to be the Queen…

Sitting proudly atop the throne in her own dungeon, looking out over all of the kinky toys she had accumulated – including the transformation of her husband into her personal slave – Rachel barely recognized the life that she had been living only six months prior when the two had come to terms with their kinky desires and given into the lifestyle that he had always craved, but she only knew from its surface.

Her sexual awakening, as her best friend Dani called it, had seen her blossom into a woman of supreme confidence and cunning desire, putting her own passions front and center in her life for once as she came to embrace her slave’s submission and used it to elevate her own dominance to a level that often times felt as if she was living in a dream.

No longer burdened by self-doubt and the judgment of others, the naughty wife wore the tight, leather clothes and high heels that made her feel sexy and turned heads. Thriving on her husband’s jealous angst, Rachel took delight when other men far more handsome than her partner noticed and flirted with her, amused that their new dynamic gave her the freedom to both flirt and fuck whoever she wanted to while her hubby was home locked away in chastity.

Life as a dominant woman was incredible and exhilarating and more orgasmic than she had ever felt before, and it was ironic that she owed her newfound lifestyle to her husband who pleaded for her control and denial to fulfill his own dark desires of submitting to a powerful, ruthless, and often times even cruel person who got off on his depravity and could find pleasure in making him feel tiny and insignificant in the face of incomparable beauty.

Their time spent together with him strapped helplessly down to the spanking bench while she beat his ass into deep shades of red and purple were sublime for each of them in their own unique and kinky ways, to the point where the sounds of her slave moaning into a gag packed tightly between his lips often served as foreplay that she found could really get her juices flowing for whatever else she had in store that evening!

Sitting on her husband’s face had become a simple pleasure to help her relax as she took in a magazine or caught up on her favorite shows, savoring the delicate sensations of the man’s tongue dancing around her pussy or even her asshole if she was feeling extra naughty. Her queening stool was the perfect place to tease him about his inadequacies or how she looked forward to fucking her boyfriend once he had her good and wet for him, smacking his tiny caged dick with her riding crop or tugging on a pair of nipple clamps that drove his lips toward her holes all the more.

Of course, nothing compared to the thrill of cuckolding her poor slave.

Every element built upon the anticipation until she felt as if she would just melt the second she had the stud’s strong arms around her body, from shopping for sexy, new outfits and lingerie and shoes to wear for her man to having her slave help to prepare her for date night by running her bath and shaving her pussy for him. The thrill of dressing up for another while she simultaneously put her own husband into bondage to keep him occupied while she was out having her fun was trumped only by that final look he gave her from down on his knees as she walked out the door, her seductive stilettos clicking against the tile floor as every step took her closer to the most perfect cock that she’d ever felt between her legs…

Fucking her boyfriend Alex was a divine experience – his 8” cock putting her pathetic husband’s to shame while it filled her up and stretched her pussy in a way that made her whole body ache. Between the spice of her adulterous behavior itself coupled with the mind-boggling sex that she shared with him, each time they fucked felt as if she had been reborn into someone even more strong and beautiful than before.

As Mistress Rachel stood up from high atop her throne and casually walked around the room, the heels of her thigh high leather boots tapping with every step as she ran her fingertips along the whips and chains that she used to subjugate the submissives in her life, she smiled as she approached her slave with his head and wrists locked in the stocks and his ass out and prime for the taking…

“We’ve come a long way in these few months, haven’t we, slave?” the woman purred as she placed a hand on his bottom, not to spank, but simply to grope him as he stood exposed with his legs spread for her.

“It turns out that you were able to handle being my slave after all!” she added with a grin. “So was it all of the pain and agony that your perverted, little mind was hoping for???”

*SMACK*

“Uhhhh huh – jes, Mifftrezs!” he murmured through his gag as his eyes watered from the unexpected swat.

“Good!” Rachel continued. “Because we’re really just getting started…” she said with a laugh as she walked over to the spanking bench to pick up her latest toy – a handcrafted, black and purple leather bullwhip that she’d been practicing with when he was at work.

*CRACK*

“ARRRRGGGGHHHHH!!!” the slave cried out as the fall of the cruel whip cut sharply into his ass.

Mistress Rachel beamed as she commented, “Ooooh, that’s nice…”

*CRACK*

A second strike hit his other cheek, leaving a long, red welt that she had to step forward and caress with her own fingers to fully appreciate the damage that it had done.

“This one’s going to take some time to build up to, I can tell…” Rachel told herself as she moved back into position, then pulled her arm back and gave him another stroke.

*CRACK*

“AAAAAACCCCCCKKKKK!!!!!”

He cried out even louder into his gag, though it just made his domme laugh as she gave him another.

*CRACK*

“UUUUGGGGGHHHHHH…”

*CRACK*

*whimper*

Rachel smiled as she approached his body once more, this time caressing him with the whip itself as she admired the severe lashes from up close, several of which had drawn blood and left his legs trembling as he did his best to maintain his composure for her.

“I told you I can be a real bitch when I want to,” the woman gloated, running her fingernails down his back and leaving marks there as well. “But you’re my slave, so you’ll take whatever I have to give you and you’ll beg for more before the night is through, right slave???”

Nick hesitated ever so slightly, which led his wife to grab him by the hair and reiterate into his ear, “I said, right slave???”

The man nodded weakly and dropped his head once she had released it, his eyes now staring down at the impeccable black leather boots on her feet that he longed to be worshipping even as his ass still burned from the bite of her whip.

“Good boy,” Mistress Rachel chimed as she disappeared out of his eyesight.

Hearing her rustling in one of their toy bins again, the slave knew that she still had more in store for him until suddenly he felt pressure against his asshole as his wife pushed the business end of a sizable, lubricated butt plug into him. He breathed rapidly through his nose as the consecutively larger ripples of the plug slipped inside until eventually its full length was filling his ass.

Without a word, Nick then felt his backside spring to life as the butt plug started buzzing, the vibrator in its base pressed squarely against his g-spot as it pulsated randomly while his wife stood back and admired her handiwork.

“I don’t think I told you,” she said, “but Alex is coming over in a little bit with takeout, so I’m going to go make myself beautiful for him!”

“The batteries in that plug should last for a couple of hours, so that ought to keep you occupied for a while, but I can always come down and give you a few more lashes with my new whip if I need to.”

As her slave moaned softly into his gag at his new predicament, the woman walked over and whispered playfully into his ear, “If you need something to help get you through the pain, just think about me being engorged on Alex’s wonderful cock upstairs. I’ll be sure to leave a big, wet spot on your side of the bed for you to look forward to when you go to sleep tonight…”

Then patting her husband gently on the head, Rachel left the dungeon and turned off the main lights on her way out, leaving her slave to bask in the ambient, red glow around him as the plug in his ass buzzed away and the fresh whip marks burned as a constant reminder of what it meant for him to truly be his wife’s slave.


Epilogue

It was the one-year anniversary of their turn down the road towards a lifestyle of kinky debauchery when Mistress Rachel and her slave walked into a small tattoo parlor on the outskirts of their city. With their lives having taken such a wild change for the better, the couple had agreed to get matching tattoos to commemorate their new lifestyle…

“You must be Rachel!” a woman with bright pink hair and covered with tattoos announced as they walked in. “I’ve got the finished designs that we were talking about right here and ready to go.”

They walked up to the counter and Nick got his first look at the drawing that was about to be permanently inked onto his skin as a tribute to his mistress.

Both tattoos were to feature a heart with a large padlock woven around it, with writing on the padlock that differed for each of them…

“His mistress” and “Her Slave”

“I think it’s only fitting that he should go first!” the wife announced with a grin, to which their tattoo artist simply smiled and extended out a hand to a private area behind the curtain where the work could be done without prying eyes.

“Now,” the woman warned as the three of them proceeded behind the curtain, “the place that you chose for these – just offset near the groin – is going to be a little more painful…”

Yet Rachel just laughed and replied, “He’s been through plenty worse!” as she sat down on a chair off to the side and watched as her husband’s eyes anxiously darted around before he dropped his pants and underwear to reveal the chastity cage that he’d been wearing without release at that point for several months.

“Don’t think it’s something I haven’t seen before…” the woman reassured him as she gestured for him to get comfortable in the chair before pulling up her stool and readying her tools to apply the tattoo. After carefully marking out the area for the heart and lock to the left of the man’s caged dick, she couldn’t help but bump into it several times as she got to work and began etching the kinky design into his skin.

To his credit, a minimal amount of whimpering took place over the hour that it took to complete his new tattoo, although his mistress did joke at one point about bringing a ballgag with her next time if he got out of line. Giving her approval upon seeing her moniker in all of its permanence where he would notice it every time that he took down his pants made Rachel smile, and so the two then traded places and Nick got to watch her receive a similar heart on the opposite side, only inches from her pussy … which in hindsight did feel a little ironic, considering how often he got denied its privileges as of late…

The woman handed Rachel a mirror to take a closer look at her own heart, which made her equally happy, and then to the husband’s surprise, told her, “If you just want to hang tight for a few minutes, let me go clean these up and then I’ll be back with the other thing that we talked about!”

“Other thing?” Nick asked of his mistress once the tattoo artist had left the area.

“You’ll see…” his wife simply grinned as she closed her eyes and leaned back on the padded chair, seemingly even more excited by what was about to happen next until at last the woman returned, this time with a box of much larger needles as she took her stool once again and pointed to Rachel’s top.

“Let’s do those first because they’re going to go nice and quick…” the pink-haired woman told her as Nick looked on in confusion, yet Rachel just smiled and removed her top, then sat up and unsnapped the leather bra she was wearing as well, handing them both over to her slave as she said, “Hold these…” before proceeding to lay back down.

His eyes then grew wide as he realized that his wife was about to get her nipples pierced, with the woman leaning over her holding a pair of forceps and a large, intimidating needle. Looking up at his wife to see her wince just as the woman counted down and jabbed the sharp end through her pert nipple, he heard her say, “Nice job – now let’s do the other one…” as she expertly slid a short, stainless steel barbell through the newly created hole.

Rachel winced again as her other nipple got the same treatment, feeling the sharp poke transcend into a tingling sensation that lingered as the woman finished placing the second barbell into its new home.

The woman gave her a few minutes to catch her breath, then asked, “Are you sure you want to do the third one???”

Nick watched his wife nod softly and then turn to him to explain.

“The tattoos that we just got represent something very intimate that you and I share together,” she began, “but as you’re well aware, you’re not the only person who I’m intimate with these days…”

Mistress Rachel smiled as she spread her legs open for the tattoo artist and reached down to help her to isolate the site for her third and final piercing – a vertical clit hood (or VCH) piercing.

The pink-haired woman herself grinned as she quietly listened to the married woman teasing her husband while she readied her tools.

“The tattoo is something that I got for you,” Rachel continued, “but the piercings – particularly this last one – is a special gift that I’m giving to Alex! He’s mentioned a few times how hot he thinks they are, so I thought I’d surprise him and see if he notices something new peeking out from underneath my blouse the next time we go out!”

“Don’t forget that the VCH is wonderful when you fuck…” the woman added amusingly as she leaned down into Rachel’s crotch and placed her clamps around the hood, then looked up at Rachel as she said, “Here it goes…”

The slave wasn’t used to hearing his mistress cry out in pain – it was typically the opposite – yet as he strained inside of his chastity cage just thinking about her hooking up with her boyfriend and playing with his new toys through a thin top or nothing at all, it was intoxicating to see how his dominant played both sides of the field at the same time.

Glancing down between her legs just as the woman slipped the third shiny barbell into place before his wife pulled her panties back up, Nick glowed as he felt his submission growing not only from his new tattoo, but also for his wife’s other additions as well.

“A slave can’t put a price on his mistress’s pleasure…” he told himself as they walked up to the counter and the woman collected some cleaning supplies for them before checking out.

It was true that Mistress Rachel was all smiles as they walked out the door hand in hand, with both of them fantasizing about her making her big reveal to her boyfriend and wondering if that third piercing really could make her already incredible orgasms with him even more mind blowing than before…

Nick sighed as the unusual couple walked blissfully down the street, knowing that either way she was going to have an amazing time finding out, and that’s all that really mattered to him.


Appendix – Dungeon Drinks

Looking to add a little spice to your next dungeon party? Try serving up one of Slave’s kinky creations and become every domme’s favorite bartender of the night!
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	Newsletter - https://kinkywriter.com/newsletter/ 


Thanks for reading!

KinkyWriter.com – purveyor of fine BDSM and fetish erotica
https://kinkywriter.com
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“8-Inch Martini”

2 0z chocolate ligueur
20z vodka

1 0z chilled espresso

% teaspoon fresh orange juice

Top with espresso foam made from whipped cream

and more chilled espresso.
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“Corseted Cosmopolitan”

2 oz vodka

1 0z sweet cranberry juice
% oz lime juice

% oz triple sec

Top with maraschino cherries and fresh fruit

slices.
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“Whipped Orgasm”

4 0z whipped cream-flavored vodka
2 0z pineapple juice

Top with pineapple foam made from whipped cream

and pineapple juice.






