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		“Caught in Chastity”

		

		I’m a thirty-six-year-old Londoner with a wife and a mistress, but it’s not what you think.

		

		See, normally, in public, she’s my wife. In the house, she becomes my mistress. I’m not really sure how it started, but our marriage has become an FLR or female-led relationship.

		

		And I love it.

		

		She dominates me.

		

		It started out subtly, with her initiating our sexual encounters--before, I always had to ask or suggest.

		

		Then she stepped it up by suggesting various sexual positions before ordering me to please her.

		

		I loved it. What man wouldn’t?

		

		The training came next, except I didn’t realize I was in school.

		

		I remember one night she came home from work stressed out and in need of a hot bath. I ran to draw it for her. As she sat in the tub, I rubbed her feet, her shoulders, and her neck. When she got out, she said she had a headache that only a good pussylicking could cure.

		

		I moved into position for the antidote, where I ate her to three screaming orgasms.

		

		Please understand, I’m not good at a lotta things, but I know my way around a pussy. To be able to get her off makes me proud, and I get hard whilst eating her.

		

		By the time she was coming down from the third one, I was pumping my hips into the mattress. I couldn’t wait to be inside her.

		

		But she claimed her headache hadn’t gone away, and she needed to go to sleep.

		

		No sex for me.

		

		I think that was the turning point.

		

		She’d never left me wanting before that night. Our sex life was great!

		

		Or so I thought.

		

		Of course, I assured her that I’d be really quick. When that didn’t work, I begged. Man, when you’re hard, you do some pretty crazy things, don’t you?

		

		I begged for a blow job but she said she couldn’t possibly with the headache. So I begged for a handjob, and she scoffed. I even begged to fuck her titties but she didn’t want to be jostled around. She needed complete silence and ordered me out of the room.

		

		As I say, for the first time since we’d been together, she left me hanging.

		Literally.

		

		Dumbfounded, I retreated to the living room. I was so aroused that I yanked myself out and wanked one off. I hadn’t done that in years.

		

		Still rather dazed, I took a shower and crawled into bed, careful not to disturb her.

		

		Thus began my training to become what I am today: a cuckold.

		

		She denied me continuously after that. In the beginning, she made sure I still pleasured her before making with the excuses. She was too sore. Or she wasn’t really into it. Or she was much too tired.

		

		Eventually, the excuses simply turned to, “I don’t want to.”

		

		At first, I jacked off in bed next to her or on the couch. I was positive it was just a phase that wouldn’t last.

		

		Each time I pleasured her, I became consumed with the notion that this time she’d let me fuck her.

		

		Each time I became more aroused...and each time I was rejected.

		

		I never stopped begging, though, as my need was massive. Her excuses faded, as I said, and she grew irritated with my begging.

		

		One day, I skipped the begging altogether.

		

		Automatically.

		

		I’d splashed her fluids four times with my tongue and fingers before she shoved me aside. When she did, I rolled over and automatically began self-pumping.

		

		That’s when things changed again.

		

		“What do you think you’re doing?”

		

		“I, uh--well, you said you were done, and I need to get off, so I’m taking care of it, yeah?”

		

		“I don’t think so.”

		

		What?!

		

		She’d interrupted my stroking, and I’d been on the edge before that, but still, it never occurred to me to tell her to bugger off.

		

		“Come with me.”

		

		She walked into the living room and pulled up a femdom porn clip on the computer.

		

		“This is how you’re going to get off from now on, love; watching femdom porn.”

		

		“Aw, babe, you know I’m not into porn, really. I know how to get myself off, yeah?”

		

		“It’s not a request.”

		

		She said it simply and confidently, without consideration that I might protest. Right after, she motioned to the chair, and I sat. While she stood behind me, she leaned over and clicked play. As I watched, my dick tented my boxers.

		

		“Rub yourself.”

		

		“Babe, really, I--”

		

		“Rub yourself, I said.”

		

		Her confidence was enthralling. She’d delivered an order, and I moved to carry it out. I grabbed my cock and shot my load before the five-minute clip was over.

		

		“Don’t come to bed before the dishes are done.”

		

		She went to sleep, and I did the dishes.

		

		For the next two weeks, after my chores, she sat me in front of the computer with a previously-selected femdom clip. They ranged from prostate massages to orgasm denials to mistresses having their way with tied-up subs.

		

		As the days passed, it look less and less time for me to orgasm to the clips.

		

		Since she’d stopped having sex with me, the once-a-day clips were my only chance to get off. I wasn’t really thinking during that time. Going from all-you-can-eat sex to a lá carte, if any, put a massive damper on my brain activity.

		

		By the time the fortnight was up, once I’d finished my chores, my cock would be salivating for the proverbial porn bell.

		

		One night, she didn’t ring it, however.

		

		She rang my cell instead.

		

		Calling to say she was going out with friends, she told me she’d queued a clip, and reminded me that I was only allowed that one. I was to be waiting in bed to eat her out upon her return.

		

		So, yeah, my brain wasn’t functioning properly, as I said. But fuck me, I’m still a guy.

		

		I watched her porn clip, but I figured it was the wrong one, because it was about a guy being fitted for a chastity cage. It didn’t contain any sex. There was no stimulation. And it was only fifty-six seconds.

		

		Surely, she hadn’t expected me to get off to that. There was no doubt in my mind that it was a mistake. So, I selected another one--a femdom one at that!

		

		See, the training had already seeped in by that point. I actually sought out a clip where the woman tied the man to posts and turned him red with a crop, a paddle and a flogger.

		

		More than that, I jacked off to it!

		

		Okay, it was actually even more than that.

		

		That was the first time I’d ever envisioned myself in the scene. I actually wanted to feel the crop’s sting, the paddle’s whack, and the flogger’s swoosh. I wanted to know what it felt like to be red.

		

		I wanted to be used!

		

		In fact, I got so caught up in the imagery that I watched more. I couldn’t stop. Having fallen into femdom abyss, I edged to the teetering point.

		

		The cell yanked me back to reality. She texted a pic of her slightly-glistening cunny. The text read: “I can’t wait to rub this all over your face! See you in five!”

		

		The combination of her command, the thought of her grinding dominantly against my mouth, and the timing sent me into a panic. I texted back, “Mmm, can’t wait!”

		

		I quickly searched for a femdom pussylicking clip, imagined us in it, and came the instant the dominatrix sat on his face.

		

		Then I rushed like hell to shut down the computer and get into bed. I was pulling up the covers as I heard the flat’s door open.

		

		She dropped her things by the door, and I heard the click-clack of her heels approaching the bedroom. My cock throbbed, despite expending a recent load. She said nothing as she entered the room.

		

		She flicked on the light and strode to the bed with a hefty amount of determination. As I thought about the clip coming to life, precum dribbled.

		

		Keeping her clothes on, she climbed over me and scooted her sex over my face. Being in a short skirt, I could see she’d taken her knickers off. She gripped my hair and ordered me to lick her as her pussy covered my mouth.

		

		We’ve never been in a position like this.

		

		Normally, she was on her back while I ate her. Occasionally, we’d do a sixty-nine with her on top.

		

		But nothing as powerful as this--well, she had the power; I was merely the underling.

		

		The first lick told me she was already so wet. My cock felt like it hadn’t shot a load in a month, I was so turned on!

		

		I was being used, and I loved it!

		

		She used my hair like a joystick, moving my head into position, as she ground against my tongue. Her orders were constant: faster, slower, suck, lick, and very carefully, use your teeth.

		

		There were times I thought I’d pass out, but she lifted her arse just in the nick of time and ordered me to breathe. I sucked in a couple of breaths before she smothered me again.

		

		The final order nearly sent me over the edge: “Make me come!” I plowed my tongue into her hole before flicking her clit, sucking it and using the back of my teeth.

		

		I was nearly out of breath when I felt her tense, but it was far more important to get her off first. She shuddered an orgasm before staggering to her feet. I gulped air and watched her with a stupid grin.

		

		“Well,” she glared at me, “you were a good boy waiting in bed and licking me off. But let’s just see if you were a good boy in following the rest of my instructions, shall we?”

		

		I’d been on a submissive high coupled with the need to come again, and I hadn’t realised just how serious she was nor how drastic the repercussions were going to be.

		

		She looked over her shoulder when she reached the doorway. “Come on, then.”

		

		She continued walking without looking back; confident that I’d follow.

		

		I did. I tossed the covers back and, with my cock leading the way, I padded after her.

		

		When I caught up to her, the computer was coming into focus.

		

		“Were you a good boy, dear?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” I played along.

		

		She opened the browser and went to the site. Within seconds, she glared over her shoulder.

		

		“This is your last chance to come clean, dear.”

		

		“Nothin’ dirty here, love,” I joked, shrugging and pointing to my clean and naked body.

		

		She didn’t smile. Instead, she opened the drop-down history of the last clips visited. I had no idea there was such a thing!

		

		Still, this was just a game, right?

		

		“What do you have to say about that?!”

		

		I smiled again, getting a bit rattled by her lack of humour. “I say, love, I watched your clip. Like a good boy, I might add, yeah? But I figured you must’ve queued the wrong one. There wasn’t anything sexy about it. Here, let me show--”

		

		She smacked my wrist as I reached for the mouse. The slap was as startling as it was electric.

		

		I froze.

		

		Like, literally froze. My arm was held mid-air.

		

		Now, you must understand that this reaction was totally unlike me.

		

		She’d come into my space before--like, in mock wrestling and in trying to get food off my plate. My reflexes had been rapid, and, every time, I’d grab her wrist and hold her arm behind her back. Sometimes she did it intentionally as foreplay, and she’d wiggle her ass against my crotch.

		

		In fact, I’ve never not grabbed her before.

		

		That time, though, my eyes were the only things to move, and I looked at her. Her eyes sparked with a fire I didn’t recognize, and her lips parted into a wicked grin.

		

		She knew at that point that she’d won.

		

		She grabbed my wrist from the air and pulled it behind my back.

		

		Abruptly.

		

		The pain sent a line-drive shot of desire straight to my cockhead. She kicked my knees forward, causing me to drop.

		

		“Stay there as I review this evening’s selections.”

		

		I didn’t move. I was in a daze, and my emotions were everywhere. Lost in thought, I didn’t realise she was glaring again until she spoke.

		

		“Keep your head down, disobedient boy.”

		

		She hadn’t yelled nor was she overly mean, yet I felt reprimanded. I immediately bowed my head in shame.

		

		There was something in the back of my mind reminding me that I wasn’t like this. I didn’t take orders; I gave them. But the throbbing in my cock overruled my thoughts.

		

		I sat and listened to my previously-viewed clips whilst on my knees with my head down. Soon, my dick was raging again. When all the clips had played, there was a tiny pool of precum under my pointed tool.

		

		When she tapped her shoe on the head of my cock, it bounced.

		

		“I see the chastity cage clip didn’t get you hard so you opted to watch submissive males getting beaten, is that right?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” I maintained my position.

		

		“Did you get off to them, you bad boy?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“And I can see you’re pretty keen on them after having a second go, eh?” She tapped her foot in front of my puddle.

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“You knew what your instructions were, did you not?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Did you follow them, then?”

		

		“No, ma’am.”

		

		“Even though you knew you’d be punished like an insubordinate?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.” I pulsed with the emphasis of that word.

		

		“All right, then. Punishment it is.”

		

		After relistening to the femdom clips and hearing the word “punishment”, fuck me, but I nearly thrust the air!

		

		She grabbed my ear and pulled me into the bedroom.

		

		“Kneel here with your head down.”

		

		Fucking hell, I instantly sank into position!

		

		I heard her rustling about the flat, rooting in a drawer, scurrying to the bathroom, opening a plastic bag, going to the kitchen and back, clinking--what was that clinking? Her no-nonsense click-clacking and my self-imposed blindfold had my cock stirring.

		

		“Look at me, cuck.”

		

		Cuck?

		

		I gasped for air--like, I seriously couldn’t breathe. She’d said it so matter-of-factly. And what was that in her hand? It looked like--no! Not a--

		

		“This is a chastity cage.” She held it up. “A penis garage. A pleasure denial device. And yes, cuck, it’s for you, isn’t it? I warned you about following my orders but you just had to be a cheeky little cuck, didn’t you? I hope you didn’t think I was kidding about being punished.”

		

		Unable to speak, I simply looked at her. I was vehemently against where this was going and yet  and yet, bloody hell, a part of me wanted her to lock me immediately!

		

		She ran her fingers through my hair. “Don’t look so scared, cucky. This is for your own good, isn’t it? With this cage, you’ll be able to be a much better boy and please your Mistress, won’t you now?”

		

		Cuck. Cage. Better boy. Mistress.

		

		The words stroked my dick, and I leaked more precum.

		

		She took my cock and balls in her palm. “I’m pleased to see how much you enjoy this, cuck.”

		

		Fuck me, but each “cuck” was like a nail pounding in the reality of what I was.

		

		“But this simply won’t do, will it now?”

		

		Without a warning, she dunked my junk in a bowl of ice cubes--the clinking! The shock was sudden, and I felt myself deflate.

		

		She mussed my hair and smiled. “There’s a good boy!”

		

		Her praise went straight to my dick but the ice kept it from saluting.

		

		With the adeptness of a seasoned professional, she affixed the cage before I could even think about becoming hard again.

		

		“This,” she held up the key, “is mine.” She strung the key on a chain and looped it around her neck, where it fell teasingly between her tits.

		

		“As is this,” she grabbed my caged member. “I control your erections as well as your orgasms from now on, don’t I, cuck?”

		

		My dick tried to burst through its confines. Given that it wasn’t Superman, the pain was instant.

		

		She saw the struggle across my face but ignored it. “There. How does that feel; nice, is it?”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“Who do you belong to, cuck?”

		

		“You, ma’am.”

		

		“Good boy.”

		

		My cock tried its luck at being Superman, and failed again. Fucking hell, I needed to come. Badly!

		

		“All this excitement has me wound up, hasn’t it? I’ll need you to service me again.” She grabbed the cage and led me to the bed.

		

		“On your back, now, with your head over the edge.”

		

		I robotically climbed into position. She stood over me, facing the bed, and squatted on my face. As she did, her skirt pooled over my head.

		

		“Lick your Mistress, cuck, and make her come.”

		

		I devoured her, and she ground her pubis into me. Her scent, power and need overtook me. I completely forgot about my caged friend and concentrated solely on her pleasure.

		

		She came twice in that position. During the third time, she toyed with me. She stretched her body over me and pinched my nips. I engulfed her sex. When she flicked my cage, I stopped.

		

		She continued to flick, which stirred a fire deep within me! My hips gyrated; I needed relief!

		

		She smacked my cheek as she grabbed the cage and tugged it harshly.

		

		“No one told you to stop, cuck!”

		

		I took her over the edge a third time as she tormented my cock. She shakily dismounted my face and crawled into bed, before she patted the mattress.

		

		“C’mere, good boy.”

		

		I scurried to cuddle next to her, thinking this time she’d surely reward me by letting me fuck her.

		

		Instead, she rolled over and told me to turn off the light.

		

		I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling in disbelief, waiting for the joke to be over and for her to spread her legs.

		

		But she didn’t.

		

		I automatically reached down to jack off but my hand clunked against the cage.

		

		Fucking hell! I couldn’t get off!

		

		I knew I should be angry. I knew I could reach around her neck, yank off the key, free myself, and fuck her.

		

		There was nothing stopping me.

		

		I could.

		

		But I didn’t want to.

		

		My cock pulsed and leaked against the plastic sides of the cage. The pain was unbearably exquisite.

		

		I think she had just a small moment of uncertainty because she was still and silent but not sleeping. When she was confident I’d accepted my fate, she quietly but firmly told me, “I said to turn off the light, didn’t I?”

		

		I rolled over, carried out her command, and rolled back into place. I listened to her breathing soften as she fell into a peaceful sleep. I’m not sure I got any sleep that night.

		

		The confines of the cage were horribly painful, and it pressed into my skin, no matter what position I tried. It felt like I tossed and turned all night, but I must have fallen asleep at some point because the alarm woke me.

		

		In place of morning wood was the bite of the cage into my sensitive parts. It was a painful reminder that my Mistress’ needs came before mine.

		

		* * * *

		

		Within a few weeks, the plastic cage was replaced with a spiraled metal one. The openings allowed me to go to the bathroom whilst encased. However, I was made to sit like a girl, which was the point.

		

		At the same time, my training progressed. At first, I was kept in chastity for half a day, which allowed my cock and mind to get used to the idea. She permitted me to take it off to shower, go to the bathroom, and, at odd times--never at the same interval--she let me get off.

		

		But there was no sex.

		

		She sat me down in front of a femdom clip and ordered me to jack off.

		

		And then, it was only one clip.

		

		The rest of the time, I was sat at the computer and made to learn about the rules of femdom, what it meant to be a cuckold, how women are superior, what toys and accoutrements a cuck is given, and things of that nature.

		

		The times in between getting to watch a clip grew further apart whilst the times I was made to lick her cunt grew closer together.

		

		I’m not sure when the actual transformation took place, but there was a natural shift from my needs to hers, such that I felt satisfied when her needs were met, and I felt even better when I was the one who satisfied them.

		

		After a few weeks’ training, we were sat at dinner. “I bought you two presents today, cuck.”

		The word no longer made me grimace; rather, it seemed like a caress. “Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		“Would you like to know what they are, then?”

		

		“Oh, yes, Mistress. If Mistress feels I’ve been good enough to know.”

		

		“Go get the bag on the sofa and bring it here without peeking!”

		

		I obeyed and presented the bag to her.

		

		“No, love. I said it’s a present for you, didn’t I? Go on, then. Have a look-see.”

		

		I emptied the contents of the bag onto the table. They were ones I’d learned about from the vids, so I wasn’t shocked. In fact, there was a part of me that was proud she’d thought about purchasing them for me.

		

		She held up two items. “Let me see these on you.”

		

		I took the bright pink collar and fitted it around my neck. There was instant constriction when I snapped it snugly into place. I knew I was unable to move freely, and yet I was freely giving myself to my Mistress.

		

		She grinned at me, stood up and clasped on the matching leash. “Who do you belong to, cuck?”

		

		“You, Mistress. I’m yours.”

		

		She tugged on the leash and squealed, “Ooh, you look so adorable! And it makes me so horny. Lick my cunny!”

		

		As she sat on the edge of the table, the pulling of the leash brought me to my knees. I dragged my hands up the inside of her legs, how I know she likes, but she was too impatient that night.

		

		A yank on the leash drove my face into her sex, and I felt her hand at the back of my neck.

		

		“I said, lick my cunny, ya bastard!”

		

		I had no choice but to send my tongue out; nor did I want to do anything else. Her scent overpowered me as I happily lapped. She ground against my face and steered me forcefully, and she came rather quickly.

		

		Panting, she pushed my shoulders back and said, “Right. Now let’s have a look at your other gift.”

		

		The third gift was a small, bright pink butt plug.

		

		“With our roles switching, it’s only natural for me to want to fuck you properly, yeah?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“What do you think of the color, cuck?”

		

		“I like it, Mistress.”

		

		“That’s a good boy. Come on, then. Off with your pants so I can see how it looks in your bum!”

		

		She went to get lube as I stripped from the waist down. I was bent over the table when she came back.

		

		“Grab those cheeks and show off your boi pussy for me.”

		

		Whatever remnant of my manhood remained got up and left as I pulled my butt cheeks apart, allowing her to lube my hole and work in the plug.

		

		And I didn’t care.

		

		The instructional videos had suggested I massage myself to get ready for the inevitable insertion. My Mistress’ back-door play was especially sensual given how my cock had been forgotten. So the cherry-popping, as it were, was far more pleasurable than painful.

		

		When the plug was fully in, my Mistress snapped a picture--with me bent over and pried open--so I could see her handiwork.

		

		I must admit that seeing myself with the pink collar, the pink leash draped over my back, and the pink crystal in my rear made me feel pretty.

		

		My Mistress laughed at me when I told her. Then, she patted my arse and said, “I’m so glad you said that, cuck!”

		

		I knew there was more to that comment, but I also knew better than to enquire.

		

		Much like the chastity cage, the butt plug training was done gradually. For a few days, I wore the small one during the day while my Mistress was at work. Then after a week, I went to the next size up. Within a month, I graduated to the super size plug, which I wore twenty-four/seven along with the cage.

		

		* * * *

		

		During my training, Mistress introduced many new toys. Her favorite was a ball gag with a dildo. The ball gag fit around my head like a second collar, and it had a dildo attached to the mouthpiece, which I held in my teeth.

		

		It was the new way that I was able to fuck Mistress.

		

		She would drop her cunny on the dildo, where I’d get to watch it slide in and out of her sex. I was pleased when she came because it made me feel useful. She’d long since told me that my cock was worthless to her now.

		

		Sometimes I would be made to be on all fours facing the couch and fuck her with it whilst she watched the telly. Other rare times, she’d allow me to fuck her with it in bed. I especially loved those times because it felt like I had more control in giving her orgasms.

		

		* * * *

		

		When a telecommuting position became available at work, I was made to take it so that I’d always be waiting naked on my knees, properly, for my Mistress to arrive home from work.

		

		One night, she came home in a cheery mood. “Hello, pet!” She patted my head.

		

		“Good evening, Mistress.”

		

		“You know, I really don’t care for the sight of this,” she said as she flicked my cage with the toe of her shoe. “I think my pet needs something prettier than this to wear, don’t you?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Come on, then.” She took my leash and led me into the bedroom.

		

		“Put these on, cuck.”

		

		She handed me a bright pink pair of lace panties. I stepped into them and pulled them over my cage. My long-since-concealed cock disappeared completely in the lace, and I gasped at the effect.

		

		Mistress knew I have a thing for women’s panties, as she’d caught me in hers a few times. For her to remember how much I like them and get me a pair that matched my other jewelry--well, it made me so very happy.

		

		I didn’t get to look at myself in the mirror before she brought out another surprise.

		

		A matching bra.

		

		Mistress helped me get it on as I sat on the bed. Before I was allowed to look, Mistress honored me with two more gifts: black fishnet stockings and three-inch black pumps.

		

		She allowed me to strut around the room fully clad in my new threads and heels. The heels took some getting used to but I managed...rather well, considering, I think.

		

		Then, she walked me to the mirror.

		

		I gasped.

		

		I was so gobsmacked!

		

		“Look how pretty you are, yeah?”

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		“That’s my good girl, now.”

		

		I beamed.

		

		I thought we would have dinner, and I’d be made to service Mistress with her dildo. Well, with my tongue, too, I hoped.

		

		But Mistress had other plans.

		

		“Sit on the bed and wait for me.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		Fifteen minutes later, Mistress emerged from the bathroom, and I gasped again. She wore a white lace corset, white stockings and five-inch white heels. But that’s not what I gasped at; I’d seen that outfit before.

		

		What had my jaw drop was the strap-on with a bright pink dildo.

		

		It bounced as she walked.

		

		“What do you think of my cock, cuck?” She stroked it.

		

		“It--it’s very nice, Mistress.”

		

		“You ready to have your cherry popped, pet?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		She’d selected a moderately sized dildo despite my butt plug preparations. I was grateful to her for that.

		

		“I’m glad to hear it, because I can’t wait to fuck your boi pussy.”

		

		My ass clenched around its plug.

		

		She sat me on the end of the bed and caressed me, paying particular attention to my bra and panties. The lace fabric pressed against my skin and added to my arousal.

		

		She slid a hand into one of the cups and pinched my nipple, as she dug into my panties and tapped my cage. The vibrations stirred my hibernating dick.

		

		As she reached lower and tapped my plug, she asked, “Is this virgin pussy ready for a ride?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

		

		“It’s time for you to meet your master,” she told me as she wrapped my hand around the dildo.

		

		“Stroke my cock, boi.”

		

		When my fingers grasped her cock, I knew this is what I had been trained for. And I was trained so well that I longed to feel the slide of her cock inside my pussy.

		

		But she had another idea.

		

		“Suck it.”

		

		I swallowed and looked up at her.

		

		“Suck my cock, bitch.”

		

		I closed my mouth on her pink cock and sucked.

		

		“That’s right, coat that cock, cuck. Get it in there. Take it all.”

		

		It was the first time I’d given a blow job, and I was tentative. I hadn’t really wanted to play at the bi game.

		

		Sensing my hesitation, Mistress grabbed the back of my head and shoved her cock into my mouth. While it was shocking, it wasn’t completely horrible.

		

		“That’s it. Take that cock while I fuck your face.”

		

		The power of her words and dominance made me hot. I focused on her cock the way I like my cock to be serviced. She praised me for my efforts, encouraging me to continue.

		

		When she was satisfied, she looked me in the eye and touched her necklace. “You’ve been a good little cuck, learning all your cuckold lessons. So I’m going to give you a treat tonight.”

		

		She unlocked my cage for the first time in six weeks.

		

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		Using two fingertips, she touched the length of my dick from base to tip, and it unraveled like a red carpet before Her Majesty.

		

		“Here, cuck.” She handed me a bottle of lube. “I want you to prepare my cock for your deflowering.”

		

		When I’d applied a liberal amount, she pushed my shoulders, and I fell back on the bed, face-up.

		

		“Open your hole for me, cuck.”

		

		I pulled out the plug, and she squirted lube into me.

		

		“Grab your knees and open wide for me, cuck.”

		

		Mistress’ training had prepared me for that moment.

		

		I was a virgin in pretty pink lingerie about to accept my first cock.

		

		Mistress rubbed the tip of her cock against my hole before pushing in slowly.

		

		It felt so much better than the plugs!

		

		If there was a sexual heaven, I was in it.

		

		I was dressed up, my cock was free--and raging hard--I was being dominated by Mistress, and my prostate was being massaged on every downstroke.

		

		As Mistress got in her groove, she picked up the pace. In the jostling, my lingerie moved rhythmically, and the lacy bra teased my nip.

		

		As Mistress fucked me, she pushed the bra up to pinch and twist my nipples. I moaned.

		

		She looked into my eyes. “While it’s clear that you’re my bitch now, cuck, you’ve also been a very good submissive. For that, I’m giving you a reward.”

		

		Then she circled her hand around my throbbing cock and stroked me. Her hand and cock moved in unison but when she kneaded my balls, my body made a beeline for the edge. She ordered me to come, but I honestly don’t think anything could’ve prevented it at that point, I was so far gone.

		

		* * * *

		

		As I said, we were a normal couple in public. Mistress loved going out, and she took special pleasure in dressing me up. I’d be made to wear a bra and panty set along with the cage and butt plug.

		

		But on the outside, I was to remain a dominant male.

		

		I liked the feel of my naughty, inner secret while maintaining my dominant, outer persona.

		

		After those duplicitous evenings, we’d get home and Mistress would fuck me hard with my cock still caged. Those nights were the most painful but I endured them for her.

		

		She enjoyed cucking me as much as I enjoyed being her owned cuck.

		

		Over time, as with most things, Mistress became bored. Desiring to push the boundaries, she again put plans in place without first discussing them with me.

		

		Which was her choice.

		

		One night after I’d serviced her and we were settling down for the night, she told me, “Tomorrow marks your one-year anniversary of being my cuck.”

		

		I had no idea it’d been that long. At the same time, it rather felt like I’d always been her submissive.

		

		“To honour this monumentous occasion, I had to plan a special time of it for us, didn’t I?” She touched my cheek. “Does that make you happy?”

		

		“I’m always happy when you think of me, Mistress.”

		

		She played with my cage. “What a good boy. I’m going to text you tomorrow morning with some instructions. Make sure you follow them exactly as I say, love.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		She spooned into me and put my arm around her. “Rub my cunny until I fall asleep now. Then go to sleep like a good boy, because you have a big day tomorrow.”

		

		I played with her sex until I felt her body slip into sleep; however, sleep would not come for me. I was too excited thinking about all of the lovely things Mistress could have planned for me.

		

		In the morning, I made her breakfast as usual. I eagerly awaited more news about her plans but she said nothing.

		

		I walked her to the door as she was leaving for work. She turned around at the last moment and said, “Don’t forget to keep your phone with you at all times this morning.”

		

		Then she gave me a devious smile before she left.

		

		My cock jumped in its cage. I could hardly contain myself!

		

		I managed to focus well enough to get some housework done, and I carried my phone everywhere. By ten-thirty, though, I became concerned. I powered my cell off and back on before becoming panicked that I’d missed a text in the reboot.

		

		So I called the carrier to see if there was something wrong with the service, but they assured me that everything was in working order. I also asked them to check to see if I’d missed a text, and they told me I hadn’t.

		

		I resumed my chores in a heightened state of arousal mixed with panic.

		

		At eleven-fifty-nine, I finally received my instructions via text:

		

		Cucky, today marks your one-year anniversary as my pet. I’m so pleased with your progress that I’d like to mark this occasion with a special celebration.

		

		BUT it’s not going to work unless you follow my instructions carefully.

		

		Here is your first set: Text me and tell me that you’ve gotten and understand your first orders.

		

		Second, you are to go into my night stand drawer and pull out the pink box. Open it, and you will find another set of instructions.

		

		I can’t wait ‘til tonight, love! x

		

		I know I dribbled precum out of my cage. But I had no time to focus on that because I rushed to text her back!

		

		Mistress, I have received my first set of instructions, and I understand them. You have made me so happy, Mistress. I cannot wait to see you tonight. I know that whatever you have planned will be most spectacular, Mistress! xx

		

		I practically skipped into the bedroom and nearly pulled the drawer completely out of the night stand, I was so excited, but I recovered just in time.

		

		When I saw the velvet, pink necklace box, my cock throbbed. I carefully opened it and saw a note.

		

		When I reached for the note, however, I saw the key lying against the satin.

		

		Mistress was going to let me fuck her tonight!

		

		I was so excited that I clutched the key in my palm for several minutes before I remembered there was a note with instructions.

		

		Trembling, I sat on the bed to read:

		

		Cuck, you have discovered the key. I want you to unlock your cage, put the key back in the box and set it atop the night stand.

		

		Then you’re going to take a shower, being careful to wash all your parts thoroughly. I want you to be extra squeaky clean tonight for the celebration. You’ll find an enema next to the sink. Use it.

		

		THIS IS VERY IMPORTANT: YOU ARE NOT TO TOUCH YOURSELF ASIDE FROM WHAT’S REQUIRED TO CLEAN YOURSELF.

		

		Once you finish your primping, lock yourself back into chastity, put on your robe only, make yourself a protein-filled meal, and text me when you’re done.

		

		It took several attempts to unlock my cage because my hands were shaking.

		

		When I finally got it off, I went to the toilet and gave myself an enema. Doing this was nothing new. During the course of the cuck training, I was made to use it.

		

		Mistress prefers a clean pussy to fuck, and I can’t blame her.

		

		It was nearly two o’clock when I texted her again. She must’ve had her message at the ready because it came within seconds:

		

		What a good boy I have! I can’t tell you how excited I am for the celebration--and I know you’ll love it! And, it’s already begun, my love.

		

		Now that you’re clean, fresh and well-fed, go into the bedroom and put on the jeans I love with NO underwear, and put on your trainers.

		

		Then go into my lingerie drawer and you’ll find the shirt you are to wear.

		

		Don’t forget to take your wallet. And the jewelry box with the key.

		

		Get on the tube heading towards my work. Text me when you’re sat, and I’ll tell you at which stop to exit. x

		

		I think I know what it feels like to walk on air, because that’s the way I felt on my way to the bedroom!

		

		I was to bring the key!

		

		Mistress was surely going to let me inside today!

		

		Her favorite jeans of mine have a little divot at the fly, and she likes how my trail of chest hair seems to disappear into it. I pulled them on and slipped into my trainers. She didn’t specify socks, so I left them off.

		

		Opening her panty drawer, I found a bright pink polo shirt.

		

		My heart skipped a beat because I’ve never worn pink in public before. It was our understanding that I was to maintain a dom façade whilst in public. Despite the proclamations of “real men wear pink”, there were opposing undercurrents.

		

		My fears were only fleeting, though, as I had been ordered to wear it, and I trusted Mistress.

		

		As I walked to the tube, I tried to think of what she had in store for me.

		

		I figured we’d meet in the park, where she’d parade me in my pink shirt for a bit before having a romantic dinner somewhere.

		

		As I let my mind wander, I dared to hope that at some point she’d present me with a vibrating bullet that she’d control me with throughout the rest of the night.

		

		Mistress is always looking to dance on the boundaries, and a remote controlled bullet would force me to concentrate extra hard on maintaining a dominant exterior whilst pleasure was being secretly meted.

		

		Just the thought of it made me pulse in my cage, making me shift in my seat.

		

		I texted her and immediately received her response: “Take the tube to the Tower Hill exit. Text me when you get on the platform. x”

		

		My speculations were for naught, as Tower Hill was not close to her work.

		

		Unless she was going to meet me somewhere. My cock jumped again, trying to affirm my earlier vision.

		

		To be honest, though, I was in a heightened state of arousal just from the knowledge that Mistress had planned such an extravagant event for me. And my guesses and the clues only added to the desire.

		

		It was about a fifteen-minute ride. I exited the train onto a crowded platform--being a Friday afternoon, there were many tourists around. I felt a bit self-conscious in my pink polo, but I maintained an aloof front, stood erect and walked with purpose.

		

		When I found a rather empty and quiet space, I texted Mistress.

		

		Again, her response was instant: “Go to The Tower Hotel, face the Thames, and text me whilst still outside. x”

		

		I figured she’d be sat on the banks of the river with a picnic. My cock throbbed with the hope she’d also have that bullet. There was a public loo near there where I could insert the device!

		

		I walked with a hitch in my step, thinking I’d guessed correctly.

		

		As such, I purposefully took the route by the river in an attempt to catch sight of her first.

		

		She wasn’t there.

		

		My steps grew a bit heavier as I approached The Tower Hotel. This time, after I’d texted, her response didn’t arrive until a few minutes later, leaving me standing on the busy corner, where I felt everyone was staring at me. It seemed like they could tell that I was caged!

		

		Finally, I got her text:

		

		Right. Here you are, then. You’re to go into the hotel--yes, The Tower Hotel--and walk up to the concierge. You’re to tell him, “I’m Mr. Cuck, and I’m with my Mistress.” He’ll give you the room key. They’ve been expecting you.

		

		When you get into the room, you’ll find further instructions on the bed. x

		

		Oh. My. God!

		

		I gulped and nearly dropped to my knees.

		

		This was our secret.

		

		I was to be a dom in public.

		

		But I had the pink polo on, and it was my one-year anniversary of being a cuckold. It marked a special rite of passage, I figured.

		

		The day I would tell someone else what I was.

		

		Plus, it was what Mistress desired.

		

		Thinking of it from that standpoint, I could see her point. After all, it would be a one-time thing. A massive but brief embarrassment. Then, I would be in the room with my love and Mistress, and all would be well and normal again.

		

		Or so I thought.

		

		I figured Mistress would want me to confidently stride to the concierge desk and speak as though I were saying nothing kinky. So I endeavored to do just that.

		

		I don’t know if you have ever been inside The Tower Hotel, but it’s exquisite. It’s a four-star hotel--at the time, I didn’t think of the expense--with white marble trim surrounding a purplish carpet with white flowers. I’d been there many years ago, and they’ve recently had it redone.

		

		The pink of my shirt attracted everyone’s eyes, and I tried to remain resolute.

		

		I wanted to make a beeline for the check-in, as that was the obvious place to go. But Mistress had said the concierge.

		

		I tried to look like I knew where I was going.

		

		The concierge was an elderly man in a black, three-piece suit, white button-down shirt with a purple tie. His hair was conservative, and he wore a wedding band.

		

		This was going to be difficult.

		

		He looked up and smiled perfunctorily before he saw the polo. Then, he muffled a cough.

		

		“Yes, may I help you, sir?”

		

		“Uh, y-yes, thank you. I--I’m with--I mean, my name is--I’m Mr. Cuck, and I’m here with Mistress,” I floundered.

		

		“Right. We’ve been expecting you, Cuck.”

		

		Did he just call me cuck?

		

		He walked around the counter to my side. “Right this way, then,” he said as he touched my elbow and guided me to the check-in.

		

		Christ, I knew I should have gone there first!

		

		“Armondo, this here’s Mr. Cuck, and he’s with his Mistress!”

		

		He actually bellowed this statement in the quiet of the four-star splendor.

		

		My cheeks clashed against the color of my shirt.

		

		There were four businessmen in front of Armondo who tried to stifle their snickers as they turned to regard me.

		

		Christ on a sausage!

		

		“Ah, yes, Mr. Cuck. We’ve been expecting you. Please wait right there, and I won’t be but a moment, then.”

		

		“You’re in good hands, cuck,” the concierge told me before walking away.

		

		The businessmen smiled in derision and turned their attention to Armondo.

		

		“Mr. Cuck!” Armondo called unnecessarily loudly, causing the businessmen to laugh amongst themselves as they walked away.

		

		I approached the counter and nodded. Armondo flipped through some paperwork and fished for a key.

		

		“Here you are, Cuck.”

		

		He handed me a key and then loudly called to a bellboy. “Peter, come quickly. Mr. Cuck is here with his Mistress!”

		

		My cheeks burned a shade darker. “It--it’s not necessary; I don’t have any luggage, thank you.”

		

		“Not at all,” Armondo controlled. “Mistress has insisted you be given the royal treatment, after all.”

		

		He looked directly in my eyes, and I’m pretty sure I saw him wink.

		

		Christ in a handbasket!

		

		“If you’ll just follow me, Mr. Cuck,” the bellboy said; also loudly.

		

		Was it my imagination or was everyone yelling my “name”?

		

		The bellboy walked me about four feet or so to the bottom of the staircase, abruptly stopped, and then shouted, “Luke, this here’s Mr. Cuck! He’s here with his Mistress!”

		

		“Yeah, all right, then,” Luke said. “Come on up, Mr. Cuck, and I’ll take you from here.”

		

		The bellboy exaggeratedly motioned for me to climb the stairs.

		

		Sweet F.A., but I’d begun to understand the point.

		

		As I climbed, I tried to focus on greeting my beautiful Mistress in an attempt to drown out the laughter and murmurings below: “Looks like he’ll be getting more than just a bit of a slap and tickle!”

		

		Luke took me to the elevator--and rode with me! Mind you, there was elevator access on the lobby level.

		

		“Goin’ to have a bit o’ fun, are you?”

		

		“Yes,” I sighed and kept my head forward.

		

		When the elevator bell sounded, Luke said, “Right, here we are. Sixth floor. Your room is to the right, Cuck.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		I walked to my room and held the key up. The door welcomed me with an electronic unlocking sound, and I walked in.

		

		The room was gorgeous and overlooked the Thames. It was then that I was struck by the expense involved in this anniversary celebration.

		

		Waterside rooms weren’t cheap. I figured Mistress must have gotten a deal from work.

		

		The room had two single beds separated by a night stand. On the bed closest to the window was an outfit and a note.

		

		Laid out nicely was a stunning, bright pink satin bra and panty set, pink lace, open-fingered gloves, pink stockings, and matching pumps, spaced apart like a body. Above the bra sat a steel collar with a chain hanging from it. And above that was a small tube.

		

		I inhaled deeply, taking it all in. Everything was so gorgeous, and Mistress had paid close attention to detail. She obviously wanted me to look extra special tonight.

		

		My cock throbbed.

		

		Offset to the right of the tube was a note:

		

		Cuck, place the box with the key on the dresser.

		

		Next, I want you to take off all of your clothes and put them in a drawer. Then you will put on the outfit I have picked out for you. Make sure you put on the stockings carefully so you don’t put a run in them like the last time. Then put the heels on.

		

		Leave the collar and chain on the bed for now but take the tube of lipstick to the toilet. If you have to use the toilet, now is the time to do it.

		

		While in there, make your lips the same color as your outfit. Be careful to stay within the lines, like you’ve watched me do. I want you looking extra pretty tonight!

		

		When you’re done, walk back to the bed and, sitting in between the two beds, put the collar around your neck and lock it.

		

		Once it’s secure, text me. x

		

		Lipstick!

		

		Mistress had thought of everything!

		

		I wobbled a bit to the toilet, but found my balance in the heels as I stood before the mirror.

		

		Blimey, but I looked hot!

		

		My hands trembled as I tried to open the lipstick. The short, lacy gloves made the task more difficult but, luckily, the fingers were kept bare, so I was able to grasp the tube.

		

		I would’ve liked to have taken them off, but I knew my orders. While they were pretty, they made my palms itch!

		

		Excited, I botched the first two attempts at applying the lipstick. Third time’s a charm!

		

		Since I had focused only on “coloring within the lines”, I didn’t get the full effect until I took a step back to look at my entire ensemble.

		

		Wow.

		

		I’m not saying I looked like an attractive girl, because I didn’t. I was still a man. But I have to say that the transformation was pretty amazing; and I felt pretty.

		

		I had to refer to the note for my next instruction.

		

		Sat on the bed, facing the other one, my hands shook again as I reached for the shiny collar. If it was a wee bit wider, I could’ve seen my face in its reflection. As it was, my pink lips flashed at me.

		

		After the metal collar clanked into place around my neck, I texted Mistress. Again, she must’ve had the text at the ready:

		

		Now that you’re looking pretty, cucky, I want you to take your chain, your phone and the box on the night stand, and walk over to the chair by the window.

		

		Place the box on the table, then sit on the floor with your legs out in front of you, and lock the chain to the leg of the chair.

		

		There shouldn’t be any slack in the chain for you to stand up.

		

		MAKE SURE YOU CHAIN YOURSELF TO THE LEFT CHAIR, AS YOU FACE THE WINDOW...THE ONE CLOSEST TO THE BED.

		

		When you’re chained, text me: “xx”.

		

		Place the phone on the floor next to you.

		

		Then, you wait.

		

		I’ll send you the next set of instructions soon.

		

		I can’t wait for the your next surprise! x

		

		I hadn’t noticed the box on the night stand before. It looked like a ring box, and I chuckled, thinking perhaps Mistress had bought me an anniversary ring.

		

		I set the box on the table overlooking the river. It really was a beautiful view, but I was too horny and excited to notice at the time.

		

		Wondering whether Mistress was watching me--which is why she’d demanded the particular chair--I searched London for a possible vantage point. I scanned the bridge, forgetting that the room looked down upon it. Alas, I couldn’t locate her.

		

		The chair’s legs were a sort of double-leg so I wouldn’t be able to simply slip the chain off the end and be free.

		

		After I sat on my arse with my legs out, I wrapped the chain several times in between the chair’s leg before locking it.

		

		The instant it clicked, my heart skipped.

		

		I was locked in a hotel room, chained to a chair, wearing pink lingerie, heels, and lipstick!

		

		What if someone accidentally walked in?

		

		What if the maid came in?

		

		I have to admit that while the thought paralyzed me, I actually saw my caged cock throb under the panties!

		

		But I needn’t worry; Mistress would be there soon. I texted back “xx”.

		

		And I waited.

		

		Time passed, and my heart rate returned to normal.

		

		Then, I began to feel a bit silly.

		

		I stared at my phone, willing it to give me the next instruction.

		

		When it lit up, I saw that an hour had gone by.

		

		Get ready, cucky! The door will open soon, and the next part of your first-year anniversary will begin! x

		

		I texted “xx”, and my heart returned to an erratic state, and my eyes focused on the door. I have no idea how long I stayed in that position before I finally heard the mechanical sound of the door unlocking.

		

		Sitting up straight, I hoped I still looked fresh for Mistress.

		

		BUT IT WASN’T MISTRESS WHO WALKED IN!

		

		It was Mistress’ best friend!

		

		I tried to shift and cover myself, but it wasn’t possible.

		

		I was fully exposed.

		

		My mouth opened to protest but sound never came.

		

		She was holding a bright pink leash!

		

		My phone lit up with another text: “Surprise, Cucky! x”

		

		I didn’t have time to think before she spoke.

		

		“Remember this?” she asked, holding a photograph.

		

		As she walked to me, I noticed she was wearing a navy skirt, white blouse and about two-inch pumps. She must’ve come from work. I tried not to stare at her breasts--which were larger than Mistress’.

		

		Recently, my daily cuckold training clips had centered around the loaning out of subs.

		

		They’d depicted house parties, where the sub would be paraded around. The mistress would show off the sub’s caged cock. Sometimes, the sub would be required to service one or more of the guests.

		

		Mistress hadn’t told me she wanted to do this. I guess I instinctively knew she did, though.

		

		But I’d be lying if I didn’t feel utterly humiliated being found like this.

		

		I’d also be lying if I didn’t admit to being equally aroused.

		

		I knew Mistress had given me to her friend, and I was to obey her as I would Mistress.

		

		She moved the other chair closer to me and sat down. Then, she showed me the picture. It was me in my very first cage.

		

		Without warning or explanation, she pulled the waistband of my panties out and peered in.

		

		“You sure have come a long way, sub,” she sneered at me.

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“I didn’t think you’d be so willing at first, but just look at you now!”

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“Just look at you in your pretty pink undies. Aren’t you the cute one now?”

		

		“Thank you, Miss.”

		

		“Do you like wearin’ women’s knickers, then?”

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“And you fancy wearin’ makeup now, do ya?”

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“I’ve got to say, you do look a might pretty in them, sub.”

		

		“Thank you, Miss.”

		

		It was the weirdest combination of humiliation and provocation!

		

		I hated it!

		

		I loved it!

		

		She made more small talk about my servitude and, as she talked, she tapped my cage with her foot.

		

		It was exhilarating because it was different from Mistress. I don’t mean just because she was another person. I mean, because with Mistress, I was comfortable; I knew how to please her, and I knew what things to avoid.

		

		But with Miss, everything was brand new.

		

		She opened the box on the table and removed a key. My cock got excited.

		

		It was the key to my chain, though; not the cage.

		

		Once she unlocked it, she affixed the leash to my collar and tugged. “You’re coming with me, slave.”

		

		I panicked, thinking she was going to walk me outside of the room! But she walked me to the closest bed.

		

		I automatically crawled, holding the chain so I didn’t trip.

		

		When she sat on the end of the bed, and I kneeled before her, she scruffled my hair. “What a good boy, pet!”

		

		I beamed at her silently.

		

		She yanked the leash, causing my body to lurch against her knees. “I heard you had a way with your tongue, sub.”

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“I’ll be the judge of that.” She lifted her skirt slightly, and I could see her bare cunny.

		

		She yanked the leash again, and my head crashed into her lap. “Take a deep breath, slave, and smell your new Master.”

		

		“Mmm, thank you Miss,” I mumbled into her pussy.

		

		“Do you like it?” She let the leash slacken, but I kept my head in her lap.

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“Do you want to show off your oral skills, then?”

		

		“Yes, Miss.”

		

		“Do you know how you get to do that?”

		

		The question was confusing. I attributed it to a new Miss as I tried to find the proper answer.

		

		“I, um, with my tongue, Miss?”

		

		Thwack! She slapped the end of the leash against my face. “Don’t get cheeky with me, sub!”

		

		“I--I’m sorry, Miss. I wasn’t trying to be insubordinate.”

		

		She touched my cheek. “No, I see that you weren’t now. Tell me how you get things that you want, sub.”

		

		“I--I’m a good boy--” I began, but seeing her frown, I changed my course to avoid another leash smack. “I--sometimes I--I beg, Miss.”

		

		“Good boy, yeah?”

		

		I beamed at her, glad to have avoided the leash. She was harsher than Mistress, and I’d have to keep on my toes. My cheek still smarted.

		

		“Go on, then. Let’s have a beg, shall we?”

		

		“Please, Miss, I beg you to allow me the pleasure of licking your cunny until you go over the edge. Miss, please, you smell so heavenly, I want to taste you and please you and make you feel good, Miss. Please.”

		

		“Oh my, I think we have an expert beggar on our hands, don’t we?”

		

		“Thank you, Miss.”

		

		“Do you want to eat me that badly, then?”

		

		“Oh, yes, Miss. I want you to judge my skills, as you said. It would make me so happy to pleasure you, Miss. Please.”

		

		Thwack! The leash landed in the same spot, and it felt like she’d taken a branding iron to my face. But I didn’t touch it and, despite my eyes watering, I didn’t cry out.

		

		“That begging was a little too self-focused, yeah? Beg again, slave, but this time make sure you emphasise me.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress. I--you--I would like to please you, Miss. Miss looks like she came from the office and is need of some stress relief. Please let me make you feel good, Miss, so you can relax. Please let me lick you to orgasm, Miss. It would be my honour to give you pleasure--for you, Miss.”

		

		“That was much better, slave. You are correct about the office, and I did come here for some stress relief.” She separated her legs. “Come on, then. Show me what your Mistress keeps raving about.”

		

		After she lifted her skirt and I dove in, she let the garment fall over my neck. Once in the pussy cave, I smiled, to know that Mistress had spoken highly of my services.

		

		Instinctively, I figured Miss wouldn’t like the amount of teasing that Mistress does. So I skipped the licking of inner thighs and went straight for her outer lips. But only a couple of licks, before plunging deep into her hole and sliding up.

		

		I was rewarded with a deep sigh from Miss, and she shifted forward.

		

		She tasted different than Mistress but not unpleasant. I’d say it was a more powerful taste, but it may just be because of the smarting of the sting on my cheek.

		

		I believe every woman enjoys a bit of teasing, so I carefully avoided her clit. I sucked in her lips, tongue-fucked her, and varied my speed and rhythm. Basically, I performed an oral blitzkrieg upon Miss.

		

		I think I rather left her speechless for a bit. She allowed me to proceed with the attack without speaking. Her moaning and swaying fueled my attentions.

		

		Still, I avoided her clit.

		

		It rather felt like I was getting away with something.

		

		Until she came to her senses.

		

		I’d neglected her clit for too long, which can turn the nicest of women nasty, and Miss wasn’t all that nice to begin with.

		

		She forcefully shoved me back, and I landed on my forearms. Glaring at me, she kicked my cage. While it didn’t feel great, I was happy to be caged!

		

		“Don’t be cheeky with me, slave!”

		

		Her voice was loud but breathy.

		

		“I’m sorry, Miss. Please, Miss, let me make it up to you.”

		

		“Oh, you’ll make it up all right, sub.”

		

		She reached for my leash and tried to pull me up, but the result was a strangulation, and I choked. When she relaxed the leash, she yelled, “Get up, then!”

		

		I was keen to scramble into position under her skirt, lest she strike my face again.

		

		“That’s a good boy, rushing back to service.”

		

		I began again, only teasing a bit before focusing on her clit. Once I could feel her relaxing again, I stepped up my game and got her going. Within two minutes, she purred a loud sigh of satisfaction.

		

		She remained unmoving, so I slowly licked her outer lips.

		

		“Due to your antics, your skills can’t be properly evaluated. You’ll have to start over so I can judge within the entirety of the flow.”

		

		Armed with the knowledge of how her body tasted, moved and reacted, I was able to hone my skills in the short time I’d been with her.

		

		Her hips were quicker to thrust, her moans were almost instant, and I felt her juices dribble within a few minutes.

		

		“Ohhhh, ffffff!”

		

		When I returned to my kneeling position, Miss grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me back into her hot, wet cunt.

		

		“For fuck’s sake, you weren’t told to stop, slave!”

		

		I serviced her again, and she kept her hand at my neck and guided me. Rather, she held it as a stopper whilst she ground her sex against my face.

		

		Mistress does this when she’s in heat, and I knew to relax and be used.

		

		After riding out her third wave, she stood up and smoothed her skirt. Without a word, she walked me back to the chair and locked me as she found me.

		

		Bent at the waist, she unhooked the leash and looked me in the eye.

		

		“Your owner will receive your judgment scores.”

		

		Then she licked her tongue across my forehead and walked out. I watched her while I felt her saliva drying.

		

		I don’t know how long I was like that or how long the text had been awaiting: “Your celebration will continue soon, cucky! x”

		

		With the sting in my cheek and the dried saliva on my forehead mixed with the excitement and humiliation, plus the rush of making a new Miss come, I think I dozed.

		

		The sound of the door unlocking awoke me. My heart skipped, knowing it was my Mistress.

		

		My heart sank when I realized it wasn’t her.

		

		Christ almighty!

		

		In walked a man wearing jeans and a T-shirt.

		

		My mind tried to diminish the humiliation. He must be in the wrong room. No doubt about it. So what if I was caught whilst tied with accoutrements? At least he wasn’t there for me.

		

		But then I saw the pink leash in his hand.

		

		Fucking hell!

		

		“I thought you were going to be in this position, mate.” He spoke, looking from me to a photograph in his hand.

		

		“I’m sorry, sir?”

		

		“I’ll have to do it myself, I see. This isn’t how I normally do things, mate.”

		

		He spoke more to himself than me, so I didn’t respond.

		

		“All right, then,” he said as he approached and grabbed my chain.

		

		He took the key from the box on the table, unlocked me, and affixed the leash to my collar before tugging. There were no words; he just tugged and walked, with the expectation that I’d follow.

		

		I had no choice.

		

		“Kneel.”

		

		When I got into position, he showed me the picture. It was the one right before Mistress had inserted my first butt plug, and I’m holding my cheeks spread wide.

		

		I realized the pictures were Mistress’ message to me: My pictorial progress had been for this moment.

		

		This was not a celebration for me but for her. I was to demonstrate my total submission to her, thereby marking her domination over me as complete.

		

		With that mindset, I didn’t view what was about to come as a gay encounter but a display of dominance. He wasn’t a flamer. In fact, there was a dominance about him.

		

		There was a natural pull in me to follow him. I think it was Mistress’ training. Not that she had trained me to follow a man but that she had trained me to please her.

		

		“Get into that position now, and face away from the window,” he ordered in a regular tone and pulled my leash toward the bed.

		

		I stood, slid my panties down and faced the man in my bra, stockings, pumps, and lipstick.

		

		This was the worst of my humiliation, to be honest.

		

		To have my emasculation on display in front of another man.

		

		At least when I crawled into position and spread my ass, my head was face-down.

		

		“Nice and clean. Very nice.” He ran a finger around the rim.

		

		Then, he smoothed his hand over a butt cheek before slapping it possessively. I didn’t flinch.

		

		There was a pull on my leash as he told me to turn around.

		

		Bloody hell! FACE HIM again?

		

		He lifted my chin with one hand while the other went to his zipper.

		

		I’d sucked Mistress’ cock before. But that wasn’t--

		

		“That’s a lovely shade of pink on your lips that I can’t wait to see on my cock.” He moved my head from side to side. “Too bad you’re not wearin’ mascara. I like to see it runnin’ down a sissy’s face.”

		

		Sissy.

		

		It was uttered softly, as a matter of fact, like he was commenting on the weather.

		

		Truth is, it’s what I am.

		

		Hearing that acknowledged by a man and knowing what I was about to do, I felt equal doses of shame and desire.

		

		I wanted to suck his cock for Mistress.

		

		He took the base of his cock and brushed the tip over my lips. It was different from Mistress’ cocks.

		

		It was real.

		

		His commands were staccato. “Open.” “Suck.” “Faster.” “Slower.” “Balls.” “Lick.” “Squeeze.”

		

		I was glad I’d practiced on Mistress’ cock. He seemed to enjoy it, as the hand on my head wasn’t insistent.

		

		Sometimes he moaned and said, “yes.”

		

		Those small indications made me proud, and provided the encouragement to continue.

		

		After a while, he grabbed my head and face-fucked me. While I struggled to keep up, I reveled in being used. I wanted him to make him come, without regard to having cum in my mouth.

		

		Alas, that wasn’t his plan.

		

		After several intense thrusts, he stepped back.

		

		“Mmngh,” he grunted, “fucking hell but you have a brilliant mouth! But I didn’t come here for a blow job.”

		

		He trailed his thumb down my cheek and into my mouth as he talked to me. I automatically opened my mouth, and he caressed my tongue, before patting my cheek.

		

		“Turn around and spread.”

		

		As I turned, I heard him walk to the night stand, open a drawer and pull out a condom and a bottle of lube.

		

		Mistress had thought of everything!

		

		I heard the sloshy sounds of him lubing his sheathed dick moments before he lubed my arse. It was a gentle but dominant touch, and I was grateful for it.

		

		I dared to push my ass back and wiggle a bit.

		

		He chuckled and patted my cheeks. He was a man of few words.

		

		His cockhead poked at my door, and I relaxed my muscles. Being experienced and careful, he pushed in slowly. I had no trouble accommodating him, and he soon broke through that first and tightest muscle.

		

		Still, he continued to push slowly until I felt his entire girth and length.

		

		Fuck me, but I enjoyed it!

		

		His pace quickened, and he grabbed my hips. The crescendo to a hard fuck was carefully paced, and soon I was rocking into his thrusts! He grunted his appreciation.

		

		I have no idea how much time passed. My mind tossed between living the moment to pleasing Mistress to realizing the humiliation.

		

		The upshot was always pleasing Mistress.

		

		If only she could see me in my utmost of submissive states!

		

		I wished I had done a better job of remembering things so I could tell her!

		

		His thrusting sped up and his breathing became erratic. I knew he was close so I squeezed my insides to give him more pleasure.

		

		“Ohh, I feel your pussy walls grabbing my dick! Stop!”

		

		I obeyed, but I was confused.

		

		He pulled out, slapped my ass and ordered me on my back, facing him, with my head slightly over the edge of the bed.

		

		“I gotta come in that pink mouth of yours!” he declared as he ripped off the condom.

		

		I scrambled into position and opened wide, and he just barely made it. There was no time to think as I mechanically swallowed.

		

		“Not a drop lost.” He patted my cheek, and I smiled.

		

		He slipped himself back into his jeans and zipped up before tugging me back to the chair. I was a bit wobbly due to the heels, being on my knees for so long, and, well, getting fucked by a chap. He steadied me with an arm around my hip.

		

		It was not an overly-affectionate touch, but it made me feel safe within his confidence.

		

		Mistress chose well.

		

		Again, I was left sat on my bum (which wasn’t too sore) but, this time, with the taste of another man’s cum on my tongue. Conflicting thoughts flitted as I wished for some water and equally wished for the taste to linger.

		

		To be honest, my brain was a bit fried. I did wonder who would walk through the door next but I couldn’t formulate an answer.

		

		I think I lightly dozed because I was jerked awake by the door, and I sat bolt upright. My insides fluttered a bit because I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

		

		My entire body visibly sank into relief as Mistress appeared.

		

		She, too, had the pink leash in her hand.

		

		“Glad it’s me, are you, cuck?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress. Always, Mistress.”

		

		“Do you like my outfit?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress,” I said before taking in her form-fitting dress which accentuated her boobs, the hem of which flowed into over-the-knee leather boots. I could tell she was not wearing underwear.

		

		Despite the many hours of excitement, my cock strained against its cage.

		

		“Isn’t it a gorgeous view, love?” She stood next to the table and looked out the window.

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Didn’t you wonder how I pulled off the cost of this room, love?”

		

		“A bit, Mistress, but I trust you.”

		

		She ruffled my hair. “That’s why you’re such a good boy, love.”

		

		It was weird how she was calling me “love”.

		

		When she retrieved the key and unlocked my chain, she pressed herself against me. It felt good to feel her after the other two “guests”.

		

		But there was something different about her.

		

		I couldn’t place it, and it was bothersome. It was almost like she wanted me to notice something in particular, because she doesn’t normally move like that.

		

		Then again, there hadn’t been anything normal about this afternoon.

		

		When she secured the leash, she instructed, “Come with me, then, love.”

		

		She walked me all the way to the bathroom, passing the beds; me on my hands and knees. Then she turned me around and took me back to the same bed as the others.

		

		I kneeled into position as she sat facing the window. Her legs were semi-splayed on either side of the bed, with the corner of the mattress protruding between them.

		

		“I must say, I rather enjoyed this leash, didn’t I, love?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Cucky,” she began, and lifted my chin to look at her, “this is a very special night. I hope you’ve been enjoying your celebration thus far, love.”

		

		“I have, Mistress, thank you.”

		

		She ruffled my hair again. “Good. Because I’m your finale, love.”

		

		“I could only hope, Mistress.”

		

		“I’ve trained you very explicitly to my desires.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“And the past year has been leading up to this night.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Are you ready to start your finale, love?”

		

		“If Mistress is.”

		

		“Good.” She scooted forward and grabbed the hem of her dress. “Your finale starts here,” she said as she lifted the dress slowly.

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		She yanked the leash, pulling my torso against her legs. “Inhale deeply, love.”

		

		I noticed a faint scent of something I couldn’t place, and I tried to think if it was the scent that had been different about her when she’d stood next to me.

		

		But I’d been mentally and physically fucked with all day, weakening my detective skills.

		

		“Do you like what you smell?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Do you want to have a go at eating me, love?”

		

		“Oh yes, Mistress.”

		

		“Come on, then.”

		

		She separated her legs more and, placing her hands behind her butt, she leaned back. I shifted to get better access and started licking kisses up her inner thigh.

		

		As I got closer to her cunny, the scent intensified. I feared she was on her period, and I internally shuddered.

		

		Could she have calculated such timing a year in advance?

		

		When Mistress sensed my hesitation, she tugged harshly. “You were given an order!”

		

		“Yes, Mistress,” I said beneath her dress.

		

		Thankfully, it was dark under the dress so I didn’t have to see as I placed my tongue right above her arsehole and licked to just under her clit.

		

		She wasn’t on her period.

		

		She was filled with cum!

		

		Things being what they were that day, I retreated to my kneeling position, completely speechless.

		

		“Do you taste it, love?”

		

		I stared at her blankly.

		

		“Love” and another man’s cum were the only things in my brain, and they didn’t seem to fit together.

		

		Until she explained it to me.

		

		“I didn’t pay anything for the room, love, except with my body. For the past couple of months, I’ve gone online to find myself a bull.”

		

		A gear shifted in my brain, as I realized that was about the same time that my cuck training vids had begun to discuss the concept of “hotwife”.

		

		She continued before I could fully react.

		

		“That’s where I met one of the managers of the hotel. Online at first. I had to make sure he was legit, you see.”

		

		I nodded slowly.

		

		“I’d popped into the hotel and enquired as to whether that particular manager was on-duty. When they told me he had the day off, I knew I could meet him.

		

		“About a week ago, I met him for coffee. We got to know each other’s kinks, and I explained the training I’d done of you. He was impressed and said he’d help with the room if it meant getting involved.

		

		“After your last guest left, he fucked me.

		

		“In the very next room, love.

		

		“I saved this creampie for you. For your anniversary. For our anniversary. Eating his cum out of my cunny is your last step into full cuckdom!”

		

		She’d paused, and I heard myself automatically reply, “Yes, Mistress.”

		

		I wasn’t really shocked but I was a little upset that she’d not discussed it with me first. A couple of months, she said! I initially felt a bit betrayed, I must admit.

		

		But as I listened to her talk, it clicked. She didn’t have to discuss anything with me first. I was lower in the pack order. I was here to serve her.

		

		And I liked that role.

		

		“Are you ready to become a full cuckold, then, love?”

		

		And with that “love”, I realized that even though I’d been relegated to beneath her, she still loved me.

		

		I looked at her and saw a dominant love in her eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

		

		“That’s my good boy.”

		

		There was no hesitation this time as I dove in and cleaned Mistress. In the face of her recent encounter, I was proud to be able to get her off twice.

		

		She pushed my forehead, telling me to kneel. Then she stood up and removed the dress.

		

		Mistress is beautiful.

		

		I followed her with my eyes as she walked away. She went to the dresser and opened the necklace box.

		

		My cock leapt eagerly in its cage. I didn’t dare hope, though.

		

		She walked back and patted the corner of the bed she’d just vacated, and I sat.

		

		Then, Mistress unlocked my cage!

		

		Initially, it was a bit slow going because of the kinks of the cage, but my cock bravely withstood the pain to present itself fully to Mistress.

		

		With one hand next to me and one hand on my cock, Mistress remained standing and slowly stroked me.

		

		It was heavenly. Again, with the events of the day, I could’ve easily erupted had Mistress not warned me.

		

		When she saw my strain, she slowly impaled herself on my pole.

		

		Christ!

		

		Every single day in chastity was worth it for just that.

		

		But she continued. My senses were truly overloaded at that point.

		

		I kept my hands as an anchor behind me and let her ride me. Use me.

		

		And she did for a while. She kept up the slow pace for quite some time.

		

		When I felt like I couldn’t distinguish heaven from hell, she spoke.

		

		“This is your celebration, too, love. Your cock is free. You’re inside your Mistress. And you now have permission to fuck me and come whilst in this position.”

		

		She’d kept up the fucking as she spoke. I thought I understood her but I second-guessed myself. I picked up my arms to hold her but put them down again, in case I didn’t understand.

		

		“It’s okay, love. You are free to use your hands.”

		

		My need took over, and I grabbed her hips as I thrust insistently into her.

		

		As much as I would’ve loved to go at it for the rest of the night, I’m ashamed to admit that I shot my load in less than five minutes.

		

		When I had finished my orgasm, Mistress stepped off and locked me back into my cage.

		

		Then she went to the dresser and turned the camera off!

		

		I told you I hadn’t taken in the room upon first entry, because my mind had been focused on the bed, clothes and note.

		

		That was why she’d specified which chair to chain myself to. That was why the bed was chosen.

		All of the positions I had been put in were for the camera to capture me better!

		

		“I wasn’t going to very well leave you without supervision, now was I?”

		

		I nodded as she affixed the key to her necklace.

		

		“I’ve been right next door this entire time, love. Watching you. If anything went wrong, I would’ve called my bull and broken it up. I had to know you were safe, didn’t I?”

		

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		It made sense now. There was no doubt that she loved me.

		

		“Besides, I wanted to record it and watch it again with you.” I smiled. “It made me so hot to watch without you knowing. I rubbed myself raw!”

		

		“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

		

		“Not at all. I had my bull. And now I’ll have others, too.”

		

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		

		She pulled back the covers and motioned for me. We snuggled as she talked about the preparations she’d made.

		

		“I chose my friend because she’s actually the one who got me into this. Her hubby’s a cuck.”

		

		I had no idea. It kind of made sense at that point, but I didn’t have time to reflect.

		

		“But I didn’t like how rough she was with you.”

		

		Mistress, suddenly remembering, trailed my cheek down the leash mark. “She wasn’t to be harsh or leave marks!”

		

		She angrily threw back the covers, marched to the bathroom, and I heard her rummaging through her things--which I hadn’t even noticed were in there!

		

		When she returned to bed, she applied an ointment that was instantly soothing.

		

		“The man,” she continued when she was done, “was someone else I’d met online. He’s a married businessman who likes to fuck men at the direction of women. He’s kinda like a bull but will only fuck men.

		

		“I tell you, you meet some strange kinks online, don’t you!” She laughed. “I had to meet several people in order to choose the best for you.”

		

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		

		“Anyway, I began corresponding with him maybe six weeks ago. He seemed like a good fit, so I met him last month, on his last trip to London.

		

		“He was none too pleased that I wouldn’t be in the room, mind you, so it took some convincing. I think it was the fact that there would be a camera that tipped him in my favour.

		

		“That, and the promise that I would join the two of you in the future.”

		

		I was no longer shocked. Mistress had explained herself, took care for my safety, and loved me.

		

		I wanted this for her, and I was excited by it.

		

		“Now that you’re an official cuckold, there are so many more things I’m excited to experience with you, love!”

		

		“I’m excited, too, Mistress.”

		

		She played with my cage as she spoke. “It’s been suggested that you remain in chastity for another year. Some people say six months. Most of them don’t advise ever fucking cuckolds again, though.”

		

		I couldn’t hold back a gulp.

		

		“Don’t worry, cucky,” she patted my chest, “I enjoy your cock too much to give it up completely.”

		

		I breathed a sigh of relief.

		

		“I just don’t know how long it’ll be, though, since there are many other cocks I’ll be enjoying. It’ll depend on how you handle the next six months with preparing me for my dates, watching me with my bulls, and regular cleanings. So I don’t have a time for you now. Six months or a year.”

		

		She rolled over and pulled my arm around her. I held her tightly.

		

		I reflected upon my day of celebration and remembered my earliest prediction. It made me chuckle.

		

		Mistress had allowed me to fuck her tonight!

		

		My thoughts skipped ahead to her parting comment on future chastity but I didn’t flinch.

		

		Six months or a year in chastity.

		

		It didn’t matter what Mistress chose.

		

		I trusted her to make the right choice.

		

		The End

		

		If you enjoyed my book, I'd be honored if you left a review at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many thanks and happy reading,
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