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Book Description for Closet Captive: A Cuckold Humiliation Story of Extreme Female Submission

After months of trying to dominate his extremely submissive wife, Chelsea, Mike finally gives up the pretense of being a Master and admits he's really a truly submissive cuckold husband inside. He wants to see Chelsea satisfy her deeply submissive cravings... and he wants to help. They find the extremely Dominant Mistress Imani to assist them. Once she's locked Mike's cock in a spiked chastity cage, Mistress Imani sets out to turn Mike and Chelsea into the ultimate submissive cuckold couple.

Mistress Imani holds a "party" at the shabby old "fix-her-upper" house of her gorgeous black boyfriend, Maurice. Maurice has been working on the place, and he's built one of the old house's closets into a glory hole booth.

Mike is ordered to strap Chelsea into bondage, using the modified closet as a "sex booth" to present her front and rear to the open holes available to all of Maurice's friends -- and he's got a whole lot of friends!

Chelsea couldn't be happier; she's about to get all the black cock she ever wanted, and then some. Anonymous sex is right up her alley!

Mike, on the other hand, can't help but squirm as the sharp spikes of his chastity cage make his building arousal intolerable. A line quickly forms for both sides of Chelsea, with hot black men elbowing each other out of the way to get at the glory holes!

The longer the line to use Chelsea gets, the hotter it is for her tormented husband... and the more Mike's denied cock hurts!

Mike loves every second of this cruel tease... almost as much as he hates it!
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Closet Captive by Kylie Cooper

Mike pulled the car up to the curb in front of the house. He put the car in park, turned off the ignition, and got out without saying a word to his wife, who sat in the passenger's seat.

Mike came around and opened the door for Chelsea. He held it.

Chelsea and Mike's eyes met as she got out of the car. Her big blue orbs sparkled with excitement, but her expression also conveyed a certain amount of embarrassment, humiliation and guilt. Her pale cheeks turned red and she bit her full, red-painted lips as she stood on the curbside in the shadow of her lanky husband, who wouldn't take his eyes off of her or move aside to let her take the concrete path up to the front door.

Shamed, Chelsea dropped her eyes. Mike's eyes, however, remained on Chelsea, roving up and down her half-exposed body. Chelsea's tight, curvy frame was packed into a snug white tank top and a tight pair of cutoff jean shorts. The top two buttons of the shorts had been undone, and the threadbare denim hung precariously on Chelsea's hips. The "v" of her button fly was open just far enough to show the very top of her tattoo just above her pubic region. Mike couldn't read it, but he certainly knew what it said.

Mike felt his cock stirring shamefully in his cotton slacks as his eyes roved over his wife's body, always returning to that teasing visual hint of her tattoo.

Chelsea was not wearing a bra, and it did not take long before the probing gaze of her husband caused her nipples to stand erect through the thin cotton of her tank top. She could feel it happen, and it embarrassed her a little. Her husband already knew how much this turned her on; she hated to think that she was rubbing it in by so blatantly displaying her own arousal.

But then, wasn't what that what he'd asked for, from the very start?

She dared a look back into her husband's eyes, and found them moist with desperation, but warm with hunger. His expression had changed from one of resentful deprivation to a look of heartfelt compassion.

He said, "You're sure you want this, Chels? You really want this?"

Chelsea didn't have to think about it. She nodded quickly, her breath becoming short as she thought about what "this" was. Her blonde hair danced against her shoulders as her wide eyes remained locked in her husband's, the heat between them obvious to both parties.

Then she laughed.

"What do you want me to say, baby? You're the one who wanted Mistress to sluttify me. Guess what? It worked. Be careful what you wish for, slave!" 

Mike tingled to hear himself called that. It still hurt a little... but part of him liked it. Mistress Imani had decreed that slave was what he was to Chelsea, now... same as he was to Imani and any of her friends she wished to disburse him to. They were both hers to use; Mistress Imani held all the power in their marriage, now.

Mike's eyes lingered on his wife's full cleavage. She was twenty-six and had the tits of a twenty-year-old -- big, full, and perfect. They might have been C-cups, but on Chelsea's petite frame, they looked even bigger; what's more, their perkiness tended to accentuate the deep valley of her cleavage between them. At the ingress to that valley there was a key, depending from a chain around her neck.

Chelsea relished that power. Her skin positively glowed with sexual arousal as Mike led her across the shabby, uncut lawn and up the stairs to the ratty old house's front porch. They had never been here before; why Mistress Imani had summoned them to this address, Mike did not know.

The house had a screen door; the front door was standing open. Imani was waiting, there in the shadows, a cruel smile on her face; she startled Mike, but not Chelsea, when she said through the screen door: "Hello, slave."

Both Chelsea and Mike said, at once, "Hello, Mistress."

Imani opened the screen door and let them in.

It was a very warm day, and the house smelled close and musty. It was an older house, and was not in the best shape. Imani, however, was in better shape than ever, a fact made obvious by her tight, skimpy shorts and tight T-shirt. Mike was taken aback by her casual clothes; he had seen her naked (while she was fucking his wife, of course) and very nearly naked (riding his face wearing knee-high boots), but he'd never seen her in such casual clothes. Her ebony skin and impressive curves were very much on display. She wasn't wearing a bra, either; her D-cups swelled through the T-shirt, and her full, dark nipples were plainly erect... with arousal, no doubt. Mistress Imani loved to have playthings to fuck with.

Like Chelsea, Mistress Imani was wearing flip-flops. It made Mike's mouth water a little to see her painted toenails. He found himself wondering what her feet smelled like. Again he felt the painful stirring in his cock. Mike tried to breathe deeply as Mistress Imani looked him over with disapproval...then looked his wife over with obvious approval.

Chelsea played teacher's pet and said:

"Mistress, should this one strip, Mistress?"

 Mike looked at his wife resentfully; she fairly beamed at Mistress Imani. Mike was well aware that if Chelsea was asking that question, he should have asked it, too...maybe even first. But asking it now would just call attention to his lapse. Besides, he didn't want to strip. He was already fighting to keep himself from popping a boner inside his tiny, spiked chastity tube; to do so would cause him uncountable agony. If Mistress Imani ordered him to strip down to his panties, he would be helpless. His little cock would find itself swelling unstoppably in the brutally tiny tube, being jabbed with half a dozen sharp spikes as it did...

Just the thought of it made it start to happen. Sweat broke out on Mike's brow as he tried hard to think of something unsexy. But Mistress Imani looked openly at Chelsea's tits...and then came in for an open-mouthed kiss, sticking her tongue into Chelsea's mouth while she felt up the young, blonde wife's tits through the tank top.

Mike trembled all over as pain shot through his cock. 

When their wet kiss broke, Mistress Imani finally answered Chelsea's question.

"Not just yet, slave. But you're a good girl for asking." She shot a disapproving glare at Mike, who reddened as he struggled to get his hard-on under control. He finally managed it, feeling his little cock soften as he willed himself to relax.

"Follow me, slaves."

Mistress Imani led the couple into the kitchen. Through another screen door, it adjoined a sizable, semi-enclosed back porch. There was a back yard beyond, the grass unkempt and half-dead. A very tall and very well-built black man with his shirt off entered the porch, carrying a giant cooler of drinks. He carried the cooler with apparent ease, but his shirtless chest was wet with perspiration from the heat outside. His chest and his belly rippled with muscles.

"Hello, baby," said Mistress Imani, approaching him. The man put down the cooler, looked first Chelsea and then Mike up and down -- the former with lustful approval, the latter with vague disgust.

Mistress Imani hugged him, rubbing her hands on his sweaty chest. She got up on her tiptoes and kissed him, as obviously open-mouthed as she'd kissed Chelsea. 

Then she sniffed him, pressing her face in between his bulging pectorals. "Ooooh," Mistress Imani said. "I love it when you smell manly."

In response, he grabbed her ass, squeezed it, and kissed her again, tongue in plain view and smacking noises all but echoing through the closed porch.

The guy wore a loose pair of gym shorts. They may have been loose, but they didn't do much to hide the massive package he was carrying. Mike thought with some distress that this guy's cock looked bigger than the cocks Mistress Imani liked to fuck him with. He felt his cock stirring painfully again...

When their kiss broke -- finally! -- Mistress Imani said:

"Slaves, this is Maurice. He's my new boyfriend." She groped the front of Maurice's pants, her dark hand molding plainly to the outline of the man's giant cock as if to send a message to Mike that, yes, she did in fact let Maurice fuck her.

"Both of you will do everything he says," Mistress Imani continued. She looked sternly at Mike; she didn't need to look at Chelsea at all, since Maurice was doing that, openly and eagerly. Mike whined inwardly. Why was he always the one getting rebuked? Hadn't he brought his wife to Mistress Imani...as a "tribute," sort of, though ultimately it had been at Chelsea's request? Why was he always getting in trouble, while Chelsea was getting praised?

He knew the answer. His wife had that perfect rack on brazen display in her tight top. Her luscious lower body was barely clad in the skimpy shorts. And her pussy was always on tap.

Mistress Imani loved to top her -- and to let others top her. She knew she could count on Chelsea to always be a shameless, horny little slut. She could just set Chelsea loose on her friends and she'd "manage" herself, pleasuring them eagerly. 

Mike, on the other hand, required constant control. It was work to brutalize Mike, and Mistress Imani made sure he always knew it. 

Chelsea, on the other hand, always got a heartfelt "Good girl!" for sucking strangers' cocks. Mike received nothing but insults and ridicule, even when he tried very hard to be a good size. Most of the cruelest comments were about the size of his cock.

Speaking of dick size...Mike hoped that Mistress Imani wasn't going to let this Monster fuck his wife! With that beast in his shorts, he'd rip her in two!

And yet there was Chelsea, arching her back and thrusting her tits out, looking the stranger up and down as if she couldn’t wait to get a crack at that monster dick. What kind of shameless slut had Mike turned his wife into with his filthy fantasies and kinky cravings?

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Maurice," Chelsea said, her voice rich with flirtation. "May I call you Sir? Master? Daddy?"

Maurice grinned in response, clearly tickled by the dirty and humiliating titles that Mistress Imani had trained Chelsea to use with all men she met in a kinky context. It sent a stab of regret and humiliation through him to hear Chelsea using "Daddy" so casually with strangers; it had been her favorite thing to call Mike back in the old days, when he had been her top. Before it grew clear how pathetically ill-equipped he was to be a beautiful woman's "Daddy." Before Chelsea realized how much more fun could be had by letting her husband's secret Domme train her to be the perfect slutwife. Before she realized how much she loved calling all men "Daddy," "Master" or "Sir."

Even more humiliatingly, Mike was expected to ask the same thing. His face reddened.

But before Maurice could respond, Mistress Imani did, and saved Mike the humiliating task of asking Maurice what to call him.

Mistress Imani pointed accusingly at Mike and said, "You will call him Daddy...but only when other people aren't around. If they are around, you'll call him 'Sir.'" Mike felt his cheeks burning with humiliation.

Imani's fingers then caressed Chelsea's face affectionately as she added, "As for you, Chelsea, you won't call him anything. Your mouth will be full."

Again to Mike, Mistress Imani said, "Take your wife down that hallway and into the second bedroom on the right. Find the closet and get your wife ready. You'll find everything you need, along with instructions and a diagram of how to use it. I want her strapped in nice and secure before Maurice's friends arrive. Understand?"

When Mike just stared at her blankly in shock, Mistress Imani moved like lightning. She crossed the few feet between her and Mike in an instant. Her hand went to Mike's throat. She squeezed.

"I asked if you understand," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," whimpered Mike desperately, squirming as his cock stiffened painfully again.

"If your hot little piece of ass wife isn't strapped down good and tight for my boyfriend's friends before they get here, I will do things to your balls that will make you wish you'd never been given any." She laughed cruelly as her other hand rose between Mike's slightly-spread thighs; she grabbed his balls beneath the heavy weight of his chastity tube. She squeezed. A squeal escaped Mike's lips. "Is that understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," squeaked Mike.

"What are you going to do?"

"Take my wife in the bedroom and str-struh-strap her down for your boyfriend's friends!"

"And then?"

"D-d-do everything he says."

Mistress Imani twisted Mike's balls viciously.

She cocked her head in mock confusion.

"What was that? Do everything who says?"

"D-d-Daddy," said Mike.

Mistress Imani smiled. She took her hand off Mike's throat and slapped him lightly, almost affectionately, across the face. She did not take her hand off his balls yet, however.

She jerked her head slightly to indicate the grinning, amused Maurice. "Tell him you're sorry for forgetting his name."

Blushing fiercely, Mike stammered: "I'm sorry, D-Daddy."

"Aw, that's all right, slave. Just don't forget the next time." He came over and wiggled his fingers in Mike's face. "I got bigger hands."

Mistress Imani and Maurice laughed at him a little. Chelsea laughed, too. Mike glared at her. The little bitch kiss-ass, he thought.

#

Mike obediently led his wife into the bedroom. It was outfitted simply, uncluttered and basically unfurnished except for a small couch, three beanbag chairs and a single folding metal chair. As Mistress Imani had promised, there was a small closet, empty of clothes, with the door open.

Mike's eyes widened as he realized what was in store for his wife.

"Yum," said Chelsea. "Oh, yum. Yum."

Taped to the inside of the closet door was a sheet of instructions, complete with a diagram. Mike took a moment to read it and stare at the diagram. Chelsea leaned in and read alongside him, placing one arm around him and putting her other hand on his chastity tube.

Mike read the instructions twice. He stared at the diagram, almost not believing what Mistress Imani had ordered him to do. It seemed like a dream.

But after three months jointly owned, with his wife, by Mistress Imani -- and often called upon to serve her friends -- Mike knew he wasn't dreaming.

"We'd better hurry," said Chelsea. "I'd better get my clothes off."

Mike watched in growing humiliation as Chelsea quickly shucked her clothes. She lifted the tank top over her head, revealing her full, perfect tits with their firm pink nipples. She opened the last few buttons of her already half-undone shorts and wriggled out of them. She wore nothing underneath. 

When the shorts were around Chelsea's ankles, Mike stared lustfully at her naked body. He could now see her tattoo: SLAVE. Just a year ago, it had meant she was his slave. Technically, she still was. But Mistress Imani owned Mike, which meant she owned Chelsea. And that suited Chelsea just fine.

When Mistress Imani ordered Chelsea to tease and deny and hurt and humiliate Mike, Chelsea did it, and Mike's so-called "authority" over her, still technically valid per their Contract, was superseded by the fact that Imani owned him. The cruel bitch had ordered Chelsea to disregard every command that her "Daddy" gave her. When Mistress Imani told Chelsea to strap on a cock and fuck her husband as painfully as possible, spanking his sissy ass while she fucked him, she did it. In fact, Chelsea did it with relish, often inventing new and creative ways to degrade her husband, which Mistress Imani often rewarded her for. Chelsea was more than happy to obey her Mistress in every way and to "liberally interpret" her orders. The last two months had been a torturous erotic ordeal for Mike as Chelsea came into her own as a Domme and a cuckolding slutwife, ramming her cock up her husband's ass every night at Imani's command, torturing his balls, keeping him in chastity...whoring herself out every time it amused their Mistress to force Mike to watch her fuck a stranger...

Mike struggled against his own thoughts as he looked at his naked wife. He tried to blank his mind out. He couldn't indulge himself in such filthy thoughts; they'd arouse him. If he was going to make it through the next few hours with his wife in this closet, he was going to have to stop thinking about anything.

Chelsea embraced him, caressing the front of his pants. She took pleasure in teasing him. She was close enough that he could smell her skin. She'd smell a lot different, he thought, when the party was over.

"Please tie me up, Daddy?

Mike whimpered sadly, "Yes, Mistress."

#

The room may have been appointed simply, but it had taken some ingenuity to get the closet set up for its appointed task...as a glory hole booth.

The closet was the perfect size for a petite little sexual firebrand like Chelsea. Standing just five feet, Chelsea nonetheless handled the five-foot-eight Mike with ease when they wrestled, often because she fought dirty. Chelsea liked to wrestle because it reminded Mike she could take him if she needed to. Mike's bigger body mass was not of much use to him, he had always been a skinny thing. Chelsea, on the other hand, was a compact package of muscle, having always been something of an exercise addict. 

#

The closet was the perfect size for a woman of Chelsea's height and weight. Mike would almost have thought it had been custom-designed for her...but that was impossible. The house was much older than that, and the closet smelled musty, as if it had just been aired out after years of holding someone's old sneakers. What had been custom built, however, were the bolts shot the concrete-slab floor with padded black leather restraints attached by padlocks. The restraints were placed about four feet apart, so that the barefoot Chelsea was required to spread her legs wide and lean forward to reach the wrist restraints a few feet higher up on the opposite wall. 

From the high corners of the back wall, close to the ceiling, there depended a sling made of soft stretchy fabric, so that when Mike followed the directions and ran the sling underneath her, Chelsea was placed in a bent-over, spread position.

Heavy brackets had been placed underneath the wrist restraints. That way, Chelsea could rest her elbows on the arms and take the weight off her legs. She could even end her knees to lean forward a little.

With the give that the sling al afforded her she could even bend her knees and lower her body a little, leaning forward. What she could not do, however, was remove her pussy and ass from the path of the open glory hole that had been cut through the wall immediately behind her, or her face from the proximity of the one cut in front of her.

The furthest she could lean forward still put her within easy reach of someone reaching through the hole. 

There would be no escape for Chelsea...not that she wanted any. 

The little slut was dripping wet.  

Mike's wife was plainly looking forward to her glory hole ordeal with mounting excitement. 

In fact, as Mike bent down under her to secure the ankle restraints, she could not resist humiliating her husband further.

"Rub my pussy a little, will you, Daddy?"

In this humiliating position, down on his knees and securing his wife into bondage for strange men to use, Mike could not stop the twinge of degradation that raged through him in response to hearing her call him "Daddy" again. His little cock -- no, no, no, no, he thought desperately. He had to stay soft. The spikes!

He was close enough to smell her cunt and knew how wet she was.

When she repeated the request, Chelsea's tone was firmer, bordering on stern. 

"I said will you please rub my pussy a little bit, Daddy? And why don't you give it a kiss. Lick my pussy a little,' she said with relish, relishing the humiliation as she upped the ante for every moment her husband hesitated. "Lick my little hole. Fluff me for them, slave. Make sure my cunt is wet enough. They're really going to fuck me with some really big dicks, I bet. I hope that guy Maurice is the first one. Fuck, did you see that monster in his pants?


Mike whimpered and started to obey, licking his wife's cunt to fluff her for the many strangers who would fuck her minutes from now.

Every stroke of his tongue made his cock hurt, but he continued, desperately wanting her to stop. His wife's dirty talk was making his little cock stiffen in his chastity tube. He obediently planted his mouth on her pussy and started to lick her hole.

Chelsea continued tormenting Mike:

"Maurice's cock looked so fucking big... if he puts it in me, I think I might never recover. I mean, once a girl gets fucked by a monster like that..." Chelsea giggled provocatively. "Where does she go from there?" She laughed more, but this time it was not a girlish giggle. It sounded more like a witchy cackle. "Glory hole gangbang, I guess," Chelsea purred. "See? Everything works out."

Mike was licking Chelsea's cunt from behind. This position put his nose right up in her crack, a fact that Chelsea was well aware of. 

She savored it, pushing her body bac and pinning her husband's head to the wall as she bounced up and down, making him smell her butt-crack.

Mike felt the back of his head against the padded edges of the glory hole.

Chelsea pinned him there against the wall as she rocked her hips and jiggled her body up and down in the sling, testing the give of her bonds. 

Mike was practically suffocated when his wife flexed her muscled ass-cheeks, squeezing his nose till his air was cut off.

"Mmmm, stick your tongue deeper in my cunthole, Daddy. You know how I like that."

Mike obeyed, even though he knew that his wife most certainly did not "like that." What she "liked" -- because he'd put the idea in her head when he'd confessed his cuckold fantasies, and then Mistress Imani had trained her to like it -- was making Mike lick other men's cum from her pussy. She liked to make him do this sort of thing, too, "fluffing" her to get her ready. She was well aware of the effect this humiliating ritual had on her husband. In fact, she began to tease him about it.

"Is your little thing getting hard, Daddy? Is your whole four impressive inches getting nice and hard in that little tube? Poor Daddy! Remember when I was your bitch and I had to let you stick it in my hole whenever you wanted? Oh, God, Daddy...I faked so many orgasms!"

Chelsea let out a rapturous purr of pleasure.

"Well, I don't have to fake them now, baby. I have them all the time. Real ones. And the funny part is you get off on being humiliated like this. Who would have ever thought I'd learn to get so turned on telling you about what a bad lover you were, all those years when I'd stare at the ceiling while you pumped away?"

Mike moaned in humiliation. The pathetic sound made Chelsea shove her ass harder onto Mike's face.

"I said deeper, slave! Stick your tongue up there! Get me all wet for their cocks, slave!" It tormented Mike to hear Chelsea careen at will from calling him "Master" or "Daddy" and calling him "slave." He was both... but the "slave" title really predominated. After all, he was only her Master insofar as Mistress Imani allowed him to be called that. In name, he might be one thing or the other... but in practice, it was clear what Mike was.

He was a cunt-lapping, butt-sniffing fluff slave.

"God, Daddy, I cum so hard, now! Whenever we visit Mistress Imani... or one of her friends... I get off so hard I scream! Did you know I was a screamer, Daddy? Now you do. What you're hearing are real fuckin' orgasms, slave. I never thought I could have them like that... but I cum like a little bitch nowadays, don't I?"

That much was true, at least, and it made Mike whimper in his deepening humiliation.

Since they had come under Mistress Imani's ownership, Mike had learned to tell the difference between his wife's faked orgasms and her real ones. He'd accepted the sad truth that Chelsea wasn't just teasing him when she said things like this; she really had faked with some frequency in the old days. 

It was intensely degrading for Mike to know that, but what could she expect? He'd been her "Daddy" because he wanted to be dominant; he wanted to have a slave. It had become clearer and clearer with every passing month of their marriage that Mike was not equipped to top a willful firebrand brat like Chelsea. As it did, it became clearer -- first to Mike, and eventually to Chelsea -- that what he really wanted was to actually be a slave. Once his secret meetings with Mistress Imani started, Mike found himself helpless to stop his slide into humiliated sexual slavery. By the time Chelsea found out about his affair, about his secretly wearing panties, about the huge dildos he fucked up his ass when she wasn't around, Chelsea was ready to give up her own pledge to Mike and seize the reins of control in their marriage.

But it turned out she didn't need to. Mistress Imani now held control over them both...and she gave total control of Chelsea to her pathetic "Daddy."

Mike's cock throbbed in pain as Chelsea teased him with words and her pussy. She pushed back and forced the back of his head rhythmically against the padded edge of the glory hole, alternately suffocating him and leaning forward just enough to let him breathe. When she finally relented and let him stop licking, Chelsea was even wetter than before. There was little she loved lately more than abusing her husband.

#

The construction of the glory hole booth made a comfortable saddle for Chelsea to occupy while she got fucked. The restraints at her ankles held her legs wide open, her pussy and asshole directly at the entrance to the glory hole. 

She could lean forward, stretching the sling that supported her hips, or she could put her weight on her bare feet and stand on the concrete slab floor. She could also rhythmically pump herself forward and back, as she did when she made her husband lick her and rode his face. Mike had no doubt that Chelsea would be making liberal use of that mobility to fuck herself onto some very large cocks. 

Her upper body was mostly unsecured, but she could lean on the bracketed cushy arms that jutted out of the wall. This gave her upper body more support when she needed it -- but, importantly, left her tits free. That was important because the front panel of the closet did not just have one hole. There were a total of five, with one hole in the closet door, draped in black fabric -- with the hole placed strategically close to Chelsea's hanging left breast. In the back wall of the closet, another black-draped hole was close to her right. Men could reach in and feel her as they wished. In her front, three holes faced her. One was directly in front of her mouth, and her collar was chained to it, so she couldn’t really get away.

Each thrust back onto her husband's face had rattled his collar chain.

Mike tried not to think of it as a "leash," which only made his little cock swell painfully all over again. The wrist restraints also had a little give, just enough that Chelsea would be able to give a handjob to any of the cocks that were shoved through the holes right in front of her armrests.

"Before you go, close the door, Daddy," she said. "I wanna see how dark it gets."

Mike obeyed, closing the door.

The closet was not really big enough for two people; he was forced to stand awkwardly against the door.  

It was completely dark. Mike didn't know what was going on on the other side of the holes.

He could smell his wife's body in the close, tight closet, and it did things to him. 

"Oooh," I like it, purred Chelsea. I hope Maurice sends some of his friends in, soon. Would you go tell your new Daddy I'm ready/"

Mike squeaked in pain as his cock swelled to hear that term "Daddy" on his wife's pretty lips, in reference to Maurice -- his Daddy, at least for the night.

He opened the closet door and discovered that Maurice was standing there, still wearing nothing but his shorts and his running shoes. His broad chest was huge and muscled.

Maurice did not look happy. His arms were folded across his chest. 

"What the fuck?" he said. "What's taking you so long, bitch? 

"S-s-sorry, Sir. She's ready now."

Ignoring the insult to her husband, Chelsea cried flirtatiously, "Hi there, Sir! I think I’m ready to play..."

Maurice frowned and ignored her. He said to Mike, "Get that goddamn door closed!" Mike obeyed, and realized there was a hasp on the outside. Maurice had a padlock clutched in his hand; he fitted it through the hasp and shut it. 

"Your wife's locked in now, salve. She doesn't get out until everyone's finished with her.  Maurice reached through the hole in the door. Mike heard Chelsea squeal inside the booth. 

"Go around and see if the holes line up properly."

Mike gulped as he watched Maurice playing with his wife's tits. "They do, Sir."

"Don't give me that!" he said. "Go see for yourself from the outside! Stick something in her."

"But I--" Mike looked down shamefully at his crotch, which showed a noticeable bulge. It wasn't from his partial erection; the hard plastic of his padlocked chastity tube made the distended bulge in his khakis. 

"I can't," he said. 

Maurice said, "Did I ask you that? Figure something out. Grab a cucumber in the kitchen."

"Yes, Daddy," Mike said, feeling his balls throb as he used the honorific. He could see Maurice's cock stiffening slightly in his shorts as the big black man felt up Chelsea's boobs.

Chelsea giggled and moaned far more demonstrably than was probably necessary, no matter how hard Maurice was pinching her nips. Mike knew his wife had very sensitive nipples and loved to have them pinched, but that's not why she was making so much noise. She was trying to entice Maurice to stick his dick through the hole -- preferably ones in the front or the back of her, or all of them in turn.

Maurice did not, however. He sent Mike around to test the holes in the back.

#

Mike stopped in the kitchen to see Mistress Imani cutting up vegetables for dip. There were already guests here -- big black guys out on the deck, where the barbecue was running. Mistress Imani was the only female there, so far, and it disturbed Mike a little to see her doing such a domestic task.

"I need a...cucumber," he said.  "Mistress."

Without looking up at him, Mistress Imani held out a giant cuke, the size of an eggplant. 

Mike stammered, "Um, I think she'd be better with a s-smaller--um, smaller cucumber... Mistress?"

Imani laughed. "It's not too big," she said. "Stick it in her. Trust me. Once you tell me she's ready, I'll start sending guys in. Her back two holes are down that little hallway...her front ones are on the front porch.

#

Chelsea's rear-end glory hole opened onto a little alcove cut in the hallway. A red velveteen curtain had been placed across the alcove.

When Mike drew the curtain back, there was his wife's pussy, undulating as Maurice played with her tits. 

Mike closed the curtain behind him. He dropped down and positioned the cucumber at the entrance. He reached through the hole and spread Chelsea's pussy lips with his fingers, exposing the dripping slit he'd just gotten so ready by licking. 

Chelsea eagerly pushed back against the hole. 

Mike figured if she didn't go slow; why should he?

He rammed the cold cucumber home, shoving it as far as it would go in his wife.

Chelsea let out a squeal at the hardness and coldness of the big cucumber.

She howled, "What the fuck!" so loud that everyone in the neighborhood must have heard.

Red-faced, Mike withdrew the cucumber, which glistened with her juices. 

He exited the alcove.

More had started showing up. There was already a line.

"Our entertainment ready?" asked one of the guys, rubbing the front of his loose sweat pants. He was black, of course, and big, if a little bit lanky. Mike could see the outline of the man's half-erect cock through his sweat pants.

"Yes, Sir," said Mike. 

As the stranger entered the alcove and pulled down his sweats, his hardening dick popped free. As Mike went around to check Chelsea's front end, he heard his wife squeal.

The stranger was fucking her bareback.

The hole at Chelsea's front end opened onto another alcove, this one with three small partitions -- almost like a voting booth, or a urinal stall.

Mike thought nervously that the big, beefy black and mixed-race guys he saw lining up all the way down the hall would never fit into those sad little alcoves. Maybe that's why there were so many lined up at the back end.

But many more guests were still arriving, and Chelsea's front end was going to be well-used. After Mike slid the cucumber through the front hole and his wife eagerly licked off her juices, he realized that there were even more guys coming in to use Chelsea's mouth and hands than there were lining up to fuck her anonymous pussy.

Chelsea was going to service a lot of hard cocks with both ends before she was finished for the night.

And the night would go on a long time.

#

Mike came around back and saw the first guy leaving the alcove at Chelsea's rear. The stranger was zipping up; he'd already finished fucking Chelsea. Mike caught a glimpse of Chelsea's smooth-shaved pussy up against the hole; it was stretched open and fucked wide -- far wider than even the remarkably big cucumber could have made it. What's more, from the glimpse he got, Chelsea's pussy was glazed with white liquid. The stranger who'd used her had shot his load up inside her.

Mike knew he'd be licking that load out later....along with many others. Mistress Imani always insisted that he eat Chelsea out after another man fucked her.

Mike's dick stiffened with agonizing pain as he thought about that.

As the next guy took his place at Chelsea's back hole, Mike felt increasingly desperate -- both turned on and horrified. How had he let things come this far?

Mike already knew the answer. 

It was because he had always wanted this. He just never dreamed that Chelsea would want it, too. Mike had fantasized for years about making Chelsea a complete and total whore for black cock. In his wildest dreams, he'd never dared fantasize that she'd want to go even further than he would!

But here she was... slung up in a closet in bondage, with her holes ready for any of Maurice's friends with the small change to use her.

The next guy stuck his dick in. He was a really huge black guy with a very, very big dick. Through the thin plaster walls of the closet, Mike heard a shriek of surprise as the newest black stranger began to thrust deep into Chelsea's already well-stretched cunt. He was even bigger than Chelsea was used to.

But Chelsea's surprise didn't last long.

Within just a few seconds, Chelsea had acclimated herself to the size of the new stranger fucking her bareback.

Before half a minute had passed, Mike could hear his wife's cries of pleasure as she thrust herself against the glory hole, impaling herself rhythmically.

It didn't take long for Chelsea to reach her peak. Even above the pounding beat of the music, Chelsea's howls mounted to a volume that was impossible to miss. She was cumming.

A moment later, even those cries of pleasure were silenced by the telltale gulping and slurping sounds that told Mike someone had just stuck a new dick in her mouth.

Mike went around to the front of the house. There, three guys were walking away, zipping up. A new man was at Chelsea's mouth-hole. Four big black guys were shrugging at each other. They all seemed noncommittal. They were deciding which two of them would be the next ones to shove their hands through the holes to get hand jobs from Mike's wife.

It didn't take long for them to decide; soon, two guys had taken their places, and Chelsea was doing her best with her mouth and her hands -- not to mention her pussy.

Mike watched for long, torturous minutes as Maurice's friends used his wife.

How many night had he jerked off imagining scenes just like this -- never believing that they would happen?

But Chelsea was a different woman than she had been when this started. Mistress Imani had changed her.

"Oh, yeah," grunted the guy fucking Chelsea's mouth-hole. "Gulp that dick down. She's fuckin' horny as hell! Nice tight throat on her. Somebody trained this bitch good..."

Feeling dizzy and sick, Mike went out back to find the cooler and get himself a beer. It was going to be a long party.

Both lines stretched around the house... and men were still showing up.

It would be a very long party...
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