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"Good boy, that’s how you’re going to greet your Master when you see him from now on–appreciatively, to show him you’re happy to see him. But that’s not all. After you’ve kissed his shoes, you’re going to lie down, on your back, with your arms and legs up in the air to expose your belly–and everything else–to him."
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Cucked by Her BBC Boyfriend




The leather collar digs into Spencer's neck. It is the cheap studded kind, probably something Maria bought at some big box pet store, and along with it Spencer wears a nylon hood and–of course–the humiliating device between his legs that reminds him what Maria thinks of him sexually. She brusquely adjusts the collar and then takes out a pink anodized aluminum dog tag shaped like a bone and clips it on; it jingles obnoxiously with every move Spencer makes.

“Perfect,” Maria says, standing up to admire her work as she looks down her perfect little ski slope nose at Spencer.

The perky, blue-eyed blonde some five or six years his junior is dressed all L.A. chic: A white sleeveless turtleneck crop top cradles her full bust, light denim jeans cinch at the waist and hug her apple bottom, and big, chunky gym sneakers give Spencer something to kiss when she points down and tells him to show his appreciation for his new collar. He feels the blood rush to his head as he does and he plants a kiss on each sneaker, dog tag jingling.

“Sit!” she snaps, ordering him back to his kneeling position with his heels acting as his perch. “Master’s going to be home soon and I still have one more thing for you.”

Master. Spencer's stomach drops. He has no illusions about Maria’s sex life–he has been her so-called cuckold for almost a year and a half now, and in that time she’s had hookups, fuckboys, boyfriends, boytoys, studs, hunks, mimbos and more, taunting Spencer with pictures and videos of those encounters while he’s remained locked in chastity. The constant, however, has been Spencer. No matter the man Maria’s been with, he’s the one who’s remained–as lowly as his status is–but with “Master”, it’s been different.

First of all, he and Maria have been together for nearly three months, practically a lifetime by her dating standards. Unlike the others, he’s been able to keep up with Maria’s go-go-go Type A energy and, seemingly, always leave her wanting more. It’s stung for Spencer to hear Maria gush about him, talking like a girl with a high school crush, and for Spencer to think that what used to make him unique–his resilience in the face of Maria’s incredibly high standards–is being done not just by another man, but by one she’s so intensely attracted to.

Secondly, it’s that name–Master. Maria doesn’t tell Spencer the real names of any of her men, but the names she uses are usually playful nicknames, like Mr. Muscles or Big Balls or Energizer Bunny, or generic bro stand-ins, like Brad or Chad. She had gone on four or five dates before she even told Spencer about Master, revealing her new beau and his moniker at the same time, offering only the slightest of explanations for its origin: “Because I think I finally found a man who knows how to master me.”

But it’s the third quality of Master that has sat most heavily with Spencer, in ways he never expected and is ashamed to admit to himself. And there’s no way to sugar coat it: Master is Black. Spencer on the other hand–like Maria–is White. Spencer has never, ever considered himself the sort of person who holds backwards, small-minded views, but this has rattled him somehow. Maybe it has something to do with the fact that Maria is every stereotype of White Americana–blonde, beautiful, sun-kissed skin–that has Spencer fighting off some subconscious bias. Or maybe it’s how she gushes over Master’s body, going on and on about his “perfect big, Black cock” or his “Adonis abs” that’s left Spencer feeling particularly inferior. Or maybe–just maybe–it’s that domineering, self-assured Miss Blue-eyed Blonde Hair acts as if she turns to putty in Master’s hands and that when she says she’s found “a man who knows how to master me”, it leaves Spencer wondering what that means for him when he already feels like Maria is the closest thing to a “Master” that he’s ever had.

If Maria is more dominant than Spencer, and Master more dominant than Maria, just how will the interaction between Spencer and Master go? Based on how Maria’s dressed and addressed Spencer today, he thinks he’s already got a pretty damn good idea–and it’s going to be pretty damn humiliating for him.

Maria leaves Spencer to get his “one more thing” and returns in a delighted near-prance, holding a chain leash in her hand. Just then the bell rings. The blood runs from Spencer’s face.

“He’s here!” Maria exclaims excitedly, quickly clipping the leash on to Spencer’s collar. “Come on, follow me.”

Spencer stares towards the floor as he crawls after Maria on hands and knees to the front door; glancing up, he can see a silhouette through the stained glass cutouts in the door. The door’s lock sounds like a gun cocking to Spencer and he quickly looks away as the door opens.

“Babe! I’m so happy to see you!” says Maria.

“Me too, babe,” says Master, his voice deep and rich. “What’ve we got here?” There’s a smug smile in his voice and Spencer feels his cheeks burn with embarrassment.

“This is our new dog,” Maria says proudly as she gives the leash a little tug; Spencer’s still too nervous to lift his head. “He’s a little shy.”

Master chuckles. “That’s okay.”

Spencer can see his fancy basketball shoes and his trendy, tapered jeans, vaguely aware that the rest of the tall, athletic-looking man is looming above him. Then Maria, as she’s wont to do in the face of hesitation from Spencer, puts the pedal to the metal to accelerate his humiliation.

“He just needs to get used to you. Here, why don’t you walk him to the couch,” she says, handing Master the leash.

Spencer is mortified. He knew this would be a hard day but already it’s harder than he could’ve imagined.

Master takes the leash and steps forward, clicking his tongue at Spencer. “Come on boy, follow.”

Spencer crawls beside Master down the entryway steps, past the stairs, and into the living room, with Master taking the seat that Maria normally likes to sit in. He leans back with his knees spread wide and pulls the leash forward so that Spencer has no choice but to come in close, his head still low and his eyes still searching everywhere and anywhere for some respite from this surreal, dizzying moment.

“He really is shy,” says Master, looking eminently cozy in Maria’s seat. “Maybe we need to–what is it called again? Crate training, so that he feels safe or something?”

Maria snorts a laugh at that. “I actually did buy a dog crate. It’s in the closet.”

“No way, get out.”

“We’ll get it out later,” says Maria. “Gimme that leash.”

Master hands the leash to Maria and as soon as he does, Maria pulls up on it, forcing Spencer’s head to rise and for him to look Master right in the crotch. Flicking his eyes up, he can see the man’s face and is unsurprised at the masculine, square-jawed visage there. Maria holds her tug, the leather biting into Spencer’s neck, and calls out to Master:

“Look at the tag. Read it.”

A big hand comes forward and snatches the pink, jingling dog tag. Master hmphs. “Property of Maria and Master,” he reads, laughing to himself. “I always wanted a dog. A white one, too.” He turns the tag around. “There’s no name.”

“I thought we could name him together,” says Maria. “In a bit, after you two get to know each other. Which reminds me…” She gives a sharp, controlling tug on the leash. “I think he needs to learn how to greet his Master. Dog, kiss Master’s shoes.”

With Maria holding the leash tight, Spencer is made to crane himself forward to kiss the Black man’s stylish basketball sneakers, putting his lips to the leather on the left one and then the right one; there is nothing different about this leather than the leather of Maria’s sneakers, and yet that doesn’t stop this from seeming completely alien to Spencer, like he’s kissing a shoe for the first time instead of the dozens–probably hundreds–of times he’s done it to Maria.

“Good boy, that’s how you’re going to greet your Master when you see him from now on–appreciatively, to show him you’re happy to see him,” says Maria, a smirking grin across her glossy pink lips. “But that’s not all. After you’ve kissed his shoes, you’re going to lie down, on your back, with your arms and legs up in the air to expose your belly–and everything else–to him.”

Spencer can take it no more. He turns around to shoot Maria a panicked look, knowing it’s a mistake the second he does it but unable to help himself. He sees Maria’s smirking expression crumble into disappointment in real time and even though he tries to turn back, he knows it is too late. There is a nasty yank on the leash.

“BAD! BAD DOG!” shrieks Maria, “I didn’t think we would get to discipline so soon, but you’ve left me no choice!”

She throws down the leash, not caring how it clatters on the wood floor and storms off. Spencer’s eyes go wide and his heart pounds in his chest. This is not good.

Master chuckles again. “You’ve done it now,” he says quietly, with a slight sigh that tells Spencer everything he needed to know about Master’s ability to deal with Maria’s at-times temperamental moods.

“I can’t believe you made me have to take this out so soon,” rants Maria, though Spencer doesn’t dare turn around again to see what she’s referring to. He feels it soon enough when she grabs his balls and pulls them back, roughly wrapping something around them that seems to dully poke into the sensitive skin of the underside of his scrotum. “I am so embarrassed!"

For a moment it seems like Master will take pity on Spencer–maybe offer a line of condolence or try to calm Maria down, but his attitude shifts suddenly to align himself fully with Maria despite his earlier sigh: “I think he needs to be punished. What do you think, babe?”

“That’s exactly what I think needs to happen,” says Maria.

The shock to Spencer’s balls comes quick and hard, enough to make Spencer jump in place and let out a girlish yelp that makes both Maria and Master give a joint, genuine laugh. Spencer’s yelp may be his saving grace–this time, anyway–because Maria’s amusement quells her anger, making it so the next shock is far less intense, if still unpredictable; Spencer spasms again as the electricity flows through his most sensitive spots, as if someone is threading a big, hot needle right through his groin. He then tries to comply with Maria’s past order–getting on his back with his hands and knees up, his belly exposed, his eyes fixed distantly on the ceiling as he tries not to think about the handsome, well-endowed Black man staring down at him. There’s a third shock, more like the second than the first, and then Maria puffs a sigh out through her nostrils.

“See, was that so hard?” she asks.

Master leans forward to observe Spencer, eyeing the device between his legs. “Is that the…?” he asks Maria with a nod of his chin towards it.

“Oh yes,” Maria says. She comes in close and pushes open Spencer’s leg with one foot, exposing him further. “His chastity device. Because he’s not just a dog you know, he’s also a cuck. A sexless, pussy-free cuck.” Maria thinks for a moment, and then asks Spencer: “How many inches are you?”

It’s not a question she’s ever asked him before because the answer has always been: small. Small enough to be denied, small enough to be ashamed, small enough to be put in chastity. It’s been an Achilles’ heel of Spencer’s his whole life, a reminder that no matter how much he works out or practices his game, he’ll always, always fall short of that ultimate masculine measuring stick.

For the first time since Master’s arrived, Spencer speaks: “Four inches.” His voice is low and defeated.

“Four? I don’t think four’s right,” said Maria, her objection sending a chill through Spencer. “Let’s get the measuring tape and find out. Get on your knees.”

As Spencer moves from his limbs-up, lie-down position, Maria grabs a measuring tape from the kitchen drawer, extending out a few inches of its metal tongue. She squats down next to Spencer and holds it to his device, spying his shriveled dick through the prison-like bars of the metal chastity. She shakes her head.

“I don’t know,” she says warningly. “Doesn’t look like four to me. How about you, babe?”

Master looks closely at the measuring tape. “Nope,” he says. “Not four inches.”

Maria thwacks Spencer on the head with the tape. “Liar. You’re more like three and a half inches.”

For a moment, Spencer is tempted to defend himself–maybe if he could get hard it would be bigger, maybe the chastity is making him look smaller–but he keeps his reaction to himself this time, shrinking back with his head bowed down.

“Sorry Mistress,” he says.

Maria gives Spencer a sudden shock to the balls, stronger than before, and he jumps, body flailing for a few fractions of a second as the pushing, driving pain in his balls works its way up through his caged cock. Master holds back a laugh at the sight of Spencer’s crazed half-dance and Spencer cheeks redden with embarrassment over being punished for his small cock in front of this well-hung man–although Spencer would really blush if he knew he was about to find out just how well-hung the man is.

“Babe, let’s compare. Let’s see how big you are,” says Maria. She thwacks Spencer on the head again with the measuring tape. “Cuck, pay attention.”

If Master has any hesitation over having to reveal his cock with another man watching, he doesn’t show it–he undoes his button fly and reaches in under his pure white Calvin Klein boxer briefs and pulls out the biggest, heftiest cock that Spencer has ever seen. He’s already half-hard–is he enjoying Spencer’s humiliation as much as Maria?–and lazily strokes himself the rest of the way, until there’s a throbbing black mast before Spencer’s eyes with a dark red head, weighty balls, and a pubic hair manicured down to just stubble; Spencer has to admit that despite everything, it’s a very attractive cock.

Maria is eager to measure it: It passes three and a half inches easily, then four, five, six, seven… and Maria stops just at the eight inch mark.

“Eight inches,” she remarks. “More than twice the size you are. And look how I can’t even get my hands around it.” She grips the shaft in her hand, fingers unable to meet. She wags the cock at Spencer. “This is a real cock. This is what women want. This is why you’re in that chastity device and he isn’t.”

This derision is nothing new–Maria has shown Spencer countless pictures of the men she’s been with, making him have to look at their cocks while comparing them to his own. She’s done more than that too, from giving him a vibrator to press against his chastity as he looks or a dildo to suck on, tying the sight of these superior men to his own denied pleasure, and the truth is–the truth they both know, but neither speaks–is that Spencer finds all of it exciting. He feels that same excitement now, too, as it breaks past his anxiety of having another man–this man, Master–see him in the flesh while Maria watches. It’s enough to empower Spencer to speak on his own.

“Yes Mistress, you’re right, Mistress,” he says.

It isn’t much, but it signals to Maria–if not Master–that Spencer has warmed up to the next stage of emasculating games that all three of them seem to find erotic in their own way.

“You’re going to suck this cock later, cuck,” Maria promises, shoving Spencer’s face close up to it. “You’re going to take it all the way down your throat, for me–and to show Master how much you like being his property. But not yet. For now, all you get to do is kiss the head. Go on, kiss it.”

Spencer puckers up and plants a kiss on Master’s dark, flared head, smelling his musk mixed with earthy cologne.

“Wow he did that really fast,” Maria says to Master, laughing. “Greedy cuck, greedy, greedy.”

She smacks Master’s cock against Spencer’s face and then lets his head go so he can return to his kneeling position. Spencer can feel himself starting to get hard in his device even as he fears Maria might shock him for his “greed”–although she has another plan in mind.

“We should also teach him that he gets rewards when he does something good,” Maria says, already on her way back to the kitchen to get what turns out to be a bag of actual dog treats, probably from the same big box store where she bought the leather collar. She hands them to Master. “And you should be the one to reward him so he can get more comfortable with you. Try it out–tell him to do something.”

Spencer is both mortified and stiff in his chastity at this prospect, half-nauseous at the idea of taking a command from someone else than Maria, let alone a man. And yet… this specimen of a man puts Spencer to shame in every way. He can feel the hyper-masculinity radiating off of him–the confidence, the coolness, and of course that beast that’s still breathing free out from under Master’s Calvin Kleins. Just as Maria’s natural dominance made Spencer easily fall in line, he feels the same thing now beginning with Master–a sort of call-and-response to what Spencer knows is his native, submissive mindset.

Master tries out his newly-given power: “Bark,” he says.

“Ruf ruf!” goes Spencer, all squeaky and high-pitched. Maria bursts out into snorting laughter which in turn sets Master off too.

“He’s not clipped, is he?” asks a still-laughing Master.

Maria shakes her head, genuinely surprised and amused by the sound Spencer had made. “Maybe we should check,” she says, delivering a quick, light shock to Spencer’s balls, more startling than it is painful. Caught off guard, he makes another squeaking, high-pitched noise and the laughter begins anew. “No, but he sure sounds like he is!”

The treat bag snaps open and Master takes out a bone-shaped doggie snack. He holds it out to Spencer in the cradle of his big hand. “Good boy,” he says.

Spencer can’t believe it when he actually bends his head down to eat the dog treat right out of Master’s hand, a three-fold indignity on display: The way he takes the treat in his mouth, that it has the bland biscuity flavor of a snack for animals, and that Spencer’s cock–as small as it is–is pushing up against the sides of his cage with the perverse thrill of it all. He chews on the treat and Master caps off Spencer’s self-abasement by patting his head as if he were scritching a dog.

“Awwh, I think he likes you babe,” taunts Maria. “Make him do something else.”

Master stands up, heavy cock still hanging out, and takes a treat from the bag, holding it in the air above Spencer's head. “Beg,” he says.

Spencer makes a whining sound, bunching up his hands into half-fists and sitting up slightly off his heels as he mimes a dog begging for scraps from the dinner table. But it's not enough for Master.

“Come on, boy, you can beg better than that.,” he says.

Maria quiets so she can listen to Spencer’s whine grow louder and more pathetic, Spencer feeling his embarrassment come back as he begs the big Black man for a doggie treat. Seeing that Master still isn't satisfied, Spencer's whine becomes obnoxiously needy and loud and Master shoots Maria a cocky, sneering grin at what he's been able to make Spencer do. Signaling that it's enough, Master holds the treat above Spencer's mouth, motioning him to open up, and drops the treat between his lips when he does; it's as bland and dry and biscuity as the first and as he chews on it, Master again pats his head.

“Good boy,” he says, with a hint of sarcasm in his voice.

“I think it's time to give our dog a bone,” says Maria. She reaches over and grabs the base of Master's cock, eager to feel him, to stroke him so that he's rock hard again. She grabs the back of Spencer’s neck to direct him. “You want cock, don't you?”

She makes him nod up and down.

“You don't want pussy, noooo,” says Maria.

She shakes Spencer's head back and forth.

“Look at it,” Maria says in his ear. “Look at how perfect it is. This is what women want, not what you've got.” Then she lowers her voice even more and adds: “A big, Black cock. That's the cock you're going to suck… and that's the cock that's going to fuck me while you're at the foot of my bed, unable to even watch, only listen…”

She speaks up again.

“Open. Get your mouth around that cock.”

Spencer opens his mouth and wraps his lips around the head of the hard cock, feeling the warmth of it on his tongue.

“Whoa, he went right for it,” remarks Maria. She points to halfway down the shaft. “Get to here,”

Spencer tries, inching his mouth down the length of Master, but he's not prepared for how much the cock stretches his mouth open, making the act of taking it much harder than it seems. The thick head starts to push against the back of his throat and Spencer pulls away, coughing.

Maria sighs and delivers a stinging shock to Spencer's balls that he doesn't see coming. Somewhere in the back of his head, he considers the thought–he’s in chastity, getting his balls shocked to spur him on to suck a real life BBC. The humiliation of it all is electric.

“We're not stopping until you take him all, so you might as well get your head in the game. Because I can do this all day,” warns Maria, giving Spencer a smaller, quicker shock. “Now, to suck a cock this big, you need to imagine you're making a big, round O with your jaw, flatten your tongue, and open your throat. Try it again.”

Doing as he's told, Spencer takes Master's cock in his mouth again, this time ready for the stretching sensation. He moves him down the length, towards Maria's finger, and feels his jaw start to ache a little. He's forced to breathe through his nose and can just feel his gag reflex beginning to trigger but does his best not to think about it, attempting to keep his focus on making the hollow of his mouth as big as it can possibly be. He reaches the halfway point.

“Good boy!” coos Maria with shining pride. “Good cuck. You can take a break now before we work on going the rest of the way.”

Spencer pulls his head back and gasps for air, aware of Master's cock bobbing in his face while Master himself has his hands planted on his hips triumphantly at the sight of this kneeling, chastised white man gasping for air after sucking his dick.

“Okay, okay, that's enough slacking off,” Maria says, waving the shock controller at Spencer before pointing to the base of Master's half-wet cock. “Get back to work, cuck.”

Getting to the halfway mark again is hard enough for Spencer–he’s now aware of how Master's shaft throbs and how its distinct masculine musk is beginning to coat the inside of Spencer's mouth–and making any further progress just feels impossible. He's able to stay where he is though, looking around anxiously with the cock halfway down his throat, at the very least comforted by the knowledge that Maria won't shock him in this state.

“What are you doing, cuck,” Maria says dryly. “There's still cock that needs to be sucked.” Her eyes flick up to Master’s. “I think he’s going to need some help. Here, I’ll hold him steady…” Maria grabs the sides of Spencer’s head, clamping him in place. “...and you just get cozy.”

Master pushes his hips forward and suddenly his cock is going down Spencer’s throat. Spencer’s eyes widen and his entire body tightens, his throat sucking up against itself and his gag reflex making the strangest of muscles spasm–his throat, of course, but also his sphincter, which Spencer feels flare open in response. Unable to hold the position, Spencer tries to pull away, having to fight Maria’s hands until he can finally breathe again, his coughs harder now, his lungs burning.

“Almost,” says Maria, more entertained than annoyed with his failure; thankfully no shock follows. She only gives him a few seconds to recover. “Open.”

The drumbeat of her commands instills an obedience in Spencer and he lifts his head even as his eyes water, Maria holding it steady again. Master thrusts forward just as Spencer spreads his lips wide and again the thick, dark cock slots itself down Spencer’s throat, Spencer’s attempted breaths coming in wet, ragged inhales through his nose. Tears roll down his eyes as he balances on the edge of another gag reflex fit, Master having pushed himself three-quarters of the way in, waiting for Maria to give the signal to go further.

“You’re almost there, cuck,” Maria says. “Breathe through your nose, keep your throat open for him. He’s going to go the rest of the way–and you’re not going to fight it this time. Go on, babe.”

It takes immense concentration and focus for Spencer to not gag as Master pushes himself all the way in, pressing the stubble of his crotch in Spencer’s face and making him smell his strong cologne. Spencer’s vision is blurry and he is thinking one thought: Be open. He knows somewhere deep down that if he thinks about what’s actually happening, his body will react, and so he numbs his mind out so that he’s nothing but a living, barely breathing cocksheath for this Black man’s member. It’s a long second, seeming much longer to Spencer than Maria or Master, and when Maria releases Spencer’s head, it feels like he’s had Master’s cock in him for twenty, maybe thirty seconds. Spencer doubles over in a stomach-clenching coughing fit, able to hear another “Good cuck!” from Maria. Then, what he’s not expecting:

“Open,” Maria demands again.

Blurry-eyed and still breathless, Spencer snaps his head up and opens his mouth to receive Master’s cock again. He doesn’t need Maria’s help this time as he forces his throat open–easier this time, he notes–just in time for Master to thrust in deep, filling Spencer up with his pulsing eight inches. A few long seconds pass this time and then Master pulls out–either on his own or directed by Maria, Spencer doesn’t know–and he’s once more left coughing and sputtering, the thick spit from deep in his throat dripping slowly from his lips.

“Open.”

Maria’s voice again. Spencer lifts his head in a daze with his lips parted submissively as he awaits Master’s cock.

“No, this time get it down your throat yourself,” Maria adds.

Ah, an even deeper humiliation–now Spencer doesn’t just have to take the BBC down his held-open throat, he has to do the work himself. He lunges forward with his jaw aching and his tongue smashed down at the bottom of his mouth and pushes deeply, quickly, knowing by this fourth round that going slow is the worst way to take a big dick. He swallows, feeling those embarrassing spasms in his ass again, and goes the deepest he’s gone yet, able to feel Master’s stubble scratch the tip of his nose and Master’s balls stick against his chin. He starts to choke and pulls back, only for Maria’s hands to be there, holding him in place. He chokes for a few seconds, flailing with his eyes wide and tearing, and then she lets him go, thick spit tendrils hanging from Spencer’s lips to Master’s glistening shaft.

“Good boy,” Maria says. “I think you earned yourself some fun.”

It isn’t until Maria has a seat next to Master and kicks off her sneakers so she can pull one damp sock off her foot that Spencer understands what Maria’s idea of “fun” is. She unclips the leash from his collar and then tosses the sock to the far side of the living room.

“Fetch!” she cries.

Spencer’s vision is still blurry enough that it’s actually hard to see where the sock went and, when he takes just a second too long to get going, he earns himself a quick, stinging shock to the balls. That sets him off. He scuttles off on his hands and knees, seeking out Maria’s sock, and then picks it up in his mouth to bring it back to her, only to see she’s now not the only one who has kicked off her sneakers–or peeled off their socks. She takes her ankle-length white sock from Spencer and holds up Master’s gold-toed gray one, dangling it in front of him. Then Maria balls it up and throws it for another round of fetch.

“Go get it, cuck!” she says.

Somehow, Spencer finds this act–fetching another man’s sweaty, used sock in his mouth–to somehow be even more emasculating than when he was sucking Master’s dick. Bizarrely enough it feels almost even more intimate than that torrid show of self-debasement, and Spencer’s stomach drops when he brings the sock back and sees Master’s big, outstretched hand waiting for it. Master’s jeans are off now, so that he’s just in his tee and Calvin Kleins, with his still-hard, still-wet–thanks to Spencer’s mouth–cock pulled out over the waistband. Master chucks his other sock way across the room, further than either of Maria’s throws.

“Fetch, boy,” Master says in his deep, grumbling voice.

The dog tag hanging off Spencer’s collar jingles on and on as he crawls to the far side of the room to grasp Master’s other sock his mouth and bring it back obediently. As soon as he does, Maria throws her remaining sock for Spencer to fetch, giving him a slight reprieve on Master’s sweat-musk, but when Spencer returns with it, he sees there’s yet another humiliating garment for him to retrieve as Master closes his big hands around his now-removed underwear and throws it as far as the unfurling fabric will allow. These are sweaty too, and far muskier, and have all kinds of smells Spencer tries to push far, far into the back of his mind as he diligently carries them back to Maria and Master.

“Oh, we won’t be needing those,” Maria opines, revealing the next and final object for Spencer to fetch.

It’s square and shiny and in a golden wrapper with the words “MAGNUM XL” printed on its foil. She throws it frisbee-like, sending it sliding all the way against the opposite wall, and even before Spencer goes to get it, Maria gives him a shock to the balls.

“Fetch your Master’s condom, cuck!”

Maria amuses herself by shocking Spencer several more times on his way to fetch the condom, each time making Spencer yelp and spasm in surprise and biting pain while she and Master laugh at the ridiculous sounds and motions he makes. He cranes his head down to pick up the condom–it takes a few tries–and then scuttles back with it hanging from his lips; Master and Maria are standing now and Maria’s got the leash again which she clips to Spencer’s collar, handing the leash to Master so he can be the one to lead Spencer into the bedroom while Spencer holds the to-be-used condom in his mouth. As they walk, Spencer catches a glimpse of all three of them in one of Maria’s tall vanity mirrors–her bouncy, blonde frame, his tall, dark silhouette, and Spencer, on his hands and knees, collared and leashed and caged and with the condom for a great big Black dick in his mouth, like the little white boy bitch he is.

Thank God neither Maria nor Master can see how hard he is in his chastity. Even just being aware of it himself makes Spencer blush deep crimson.

In Maria’s bedroom, she takes the condom from Spencer… only to tear it open and present it to him, tip facing him. “Because you did such a good job playing fetch, you get to put Master’s condom on for him,” Maria informs Spencer, without a hint of irony in her voice. She presses the condom closer, making Spencer hold it awkwardly in his mouth. “Go on. You’ve already gotten Master’s cock down your throat once, you can do it again.”

Maria grabs Master’s shaft and points it at Spencer. It is hard enough lining up the condom in his mouth with the reddened head of the thick cock in front of him, but as Spencer pushes forward he finds it a challenge to get the condom to actually roll down Master’s length, having to use his tongue to swirl around and push the condom down; Spencer gets only about halfway until he has to stop to breathe, his tongue and jaw aching from the meticulous work. As he pulls his mouth off Master to breathe, there’s a long, nasty spike of pain to Spencer’s balls, enough to make him go beyond a yelp and into a grumbling, dazed expression of pain with a doubling-over heave.

“You aren’t done,” Maria says in a dead serious tone.

Half-measures will not be accepted from her, not this time.

Collecting himself for just a second, Spencer goes back to the task at hand–or mouth, as it were, and takes Master into his mouth, this time keeping his lips close to the condom-wrapped cock so he can push as much of the rest of it as possible, up until Spencer feels Master poking at the back of his mouth and his own eyes beginning to water with fresh tears of struggle. He breathes through his nose and gives it one last desperate push to try to get the condom down all the way, choking himself in the process so badly he can’t help but pull away again as his gag reflex kicks in, his entire body suctioning against itself from the inside out.

There is no shock. Spencer looks up. The condom is down Master’s cock–well, as down as it can possibly go, that is, with an inch of his Black mast still visible between his shaved crotch and the condom. Maria has taken off her jeans as this has gone on, but before she goes further, she has another command for Spencer.

“There’s no way you’re going to get to see me undressed, cuck,” she tells him. “Go to the corner and face it. Put your nose on it.”

Dragging the leash behind himself, Spencer does just that, going into the corner and positioning himself so his nose is right up it. A moment later Maria is behind him, slotting her panties between Spencer’s nose and the corner walls.

“Don’t you dare drop those,” she warns.

It’s like that–with Spencer holding Maria’s red lacy thong against the wall with his nose–that he is left to hear Maria and Master have fun with each other. It begins with what sounds like teasing, kissing, some subtle jokes and moving about until both seem comfortable. It doesn’t stay that way for long. The moans soon follow, as does the heavy movement on the bed, the slapping of skin on skin, and then Maria’s gasping groans that make her sound positively conquered by her hung Black stud. There’s even a slap in there–on her ass, Spencer imagines–as the two fuck like wild animals, filling the room with obscene sounds and the mixed scent of perfume, cologne, and of course, sex.

Spencer has never heard Maria like this. Not in any of the videos or audio clips she’s taunted him with and certainly not during his time in service to her. She sounds… in thrall, a woman who has given herself over to pleasure and passion without caring what she sounds or seems like. Her reaction alone is enough to stoke something primal in Spencer, a call-and-response to the inner man in him that is under lock and key between his legs. But that’s only part of the reason Spencer throbs achingly in his chastity cage–the other part is being so, so keenly aware of his role in this, that both Maria and Master can easily see him collared and in the corner, turned into a goddamn panty rack while they fuck behind his back. It is humiliating, it is shameful, and it makes Spencer feel like a nothing of a man, a true cuck through and through who doesn’t even deserve to look at his Mistress’s pussy, let alone get anywhere near it. No, his role–his job–is to scuttle about for their amusement, to perform tricks and receive punishment for his failures, to suck the very cock that does get to enter his Mistress.

But yet again, Spencer does not know that it is going to get even more degrading than that.

After a long twenty minutes, the animalistic ordeal is over. There are laughing sighs and heavy breaths, trips to the bathroom, and, curiously, no Maria to take her panties back. Not for a while, anyway. Spencer hears Master leave, followed by Maria, the two going back out into the living room. There are distant clangs of noise that Spencer can’t decipher. Distant laughter. Then it’s Maria alone who comes back for Spencer, first taking her panties from him before taking his leash.

“Come on, cuck. We have another treat for you for being so good,” she says.

She walks him into the living room and Spencer almost freezes when he sees it. The dog crate Maria mentioned earlier is now set up, and not only that: It has a smartphone tripod perched on top of it, pointing down at the empty cage, and along with the phone Maria uses for social media videos, there is a hanging condom with a full load inside dangling from the tripod’s hook-arm.

Maria points at the cage and says, “Get inside.”

It’s a tight fit–a very tight fit, actually–and Maria orders Spencer to sit cross-legged, with his face tilted up. Naturally. She shuts the door and to Spencer’s concern locks it as well with a little padlock. Both she and Master loom over him.

“We are going out for some drinks and a little dancing,” Maria says in a bouncy, singsong voice. “And you are going to stay and have your treat.” She picks up a pair of small safety scissors, the sort used for clipping nails and brings it close to the tip of the condom. “But when I come back, if I find a single wasted drop, I am going to fry those tiny nuts of yours. Is that clear?”

To emphasize her point, Maria gives Spencer a quick microshock, enough to make him flinch into the cage and cause some laughter. “Yes,” he croaks, eyeing the hanging condom with dread. There’s a lot in there, much more than Spencer’s ever produced.

Maria snips the condom ever so slightly and a bead of Master’s cum forms at the hole before dropping down. Spencer isn’t paying attention and it lands on his cheek.

“I’ll let that one slide, but that better be the only one you don’t catch in your mouth,” Maria adds.

This time, when the second drop forms, Spencer is a little more ready–he opens his mouth to catch the salty, bitter drop of seed, gagging at the taste. The laughter is now huffed and secretive; surely Master and Maria will be cracking jokes the second they’re out the door.

“Well… ta-ta,” Maria says to Spencer. “Enjoy, cuck.”

The two pull on their socks and sneakers as a third and then a fourth drop of Master’s cum falls down into Spencer’s open mouth, gagging him. He wonders how many drops can be in there–100? 200? This is going to take a long, long time.

The apartment door opens and closes again unceremoniously and Spencer is left all alone–except not. It hits him then that all of this is being recorded to be watched over and over again as many times as Maria wants… or to share and show anyone she wishes, spreading Spencer’s humiliation all around.

Drip. Drip. Drip. Salty. Bleachy. Bitter.

Into Spencer's mouth they go, each one deepening his emasculation as he has to struggle to catch it on his out-stretched tongue.

Drip. Drip. Drip. From the big Black cock to Spencer's willing White mouth.

The taste coats Spencer's still-sore throat, mixing with the lingering musk of Master and the dry, biscuit dog treats he was made to debase himself for.

Drip. Drip. Drip. This is all a cuck like Spencer will ever get…

…and he doesn't know if that’s the most humiliating–or most exhilarating–thought he's ever had.




THE END
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Michelle Lucia Wants to Say...




—————————————

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.

—————————————

[image: Chastity Checkup]

—————————————

This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.

—————————————

https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist


—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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For more oral servitude...

[image: Learning to Suck]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Time for a gag order. I’ve confessed all my fantasies to Miss Vesper and she’s acted on all of them–except for one. But tonight that will change. Together at an exclusive fetish party, she’ll show me the bizarre latex mask I’ll be wearing with its humiliating blindfold and its suggestive, obscene gag that’s just perfect for turning my last fantasy into a warm, wet reality. Will I be able to go through with what I’ve wanted to do for so long? And will it be everything I’m hoping for?

—————————————

For another cuckolding journey...

[image: How to Train Your Cuckold]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

Helena can always spot ‘em. At a fashionable launch party, Norman thinks he’s scored a networking coup when the host’s most arresting guest—Helena—takes an unexpected interest in him. She invites him back to her place and is quick to show him her true colors as the one who calls the shots and wears the pants, turning their night into a test of obedience, patience, and surrender. By dawn, he’ll have debased himself in ways as shocking as they are arousing, and Norman will wonder how he ever thought he could’ve been anything more than Helena’s submissive plaything...

—————————————

For more interracial cuckolding...

[image: Miss Jasmine the Cucksitter]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

The sitter has arrived. When Mistress Emma tells her submissive Stan she’s going on a date with an ebony adonis, he does not take it well, launching into a small-minded tirade against all kinds of POCs. For Stan’s behavior, Emma knows just who to call: Miss Jasmine. Not only does Jasmine have a reputation for emasculation, but with her exotic background, she’s an excellent foil for Stan’s attitude. Little does he know what kind of night he’s in for...




At the hands of Rosita, he will be stripped of his pirate bravado and be given over to her head trainer, Consuela, who will be all too happy to show Lance what will be expected of him in his new life. From degrading bondage to tongue-exhausting servitude to merciless discipline, Lance will become a changed man, one tamed with a collar around his neck–and elsewhere. And, as the coup de grâce to the captain’s capitulation, Rosita will show off her new trophy to a very special, very sadistic guest…




Will the once-proud pirate captain be able to please his new keeper? Or will she decide old dogs can’t learn new tricks after all?

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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