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CHAPTER ONE

Kyle put the finishing touches on the bed and stepped back to admire his work. The pillows were arranged just so, neatly stacked at an angle, and the sheets were pressed and folded at perfect right angles. The military taught him to make a bed.

His wife taught him to make it before she came home with her new boyfriend.

Melissa insisted on fresh sheets for her fresh meat. She was at the bars now, prowling for her next conquest. When she left, she was dressed in a skin tight black dress with matching pumps and a vibrant pink lipstick that any man would love to have smeared all over his cock. Kyle knew by the time she got home, at least three different men would have her mark on them. Melissa liked to take her toys for a test drive before bringing them home for the real thing. She wanted to make sure they were big enough, manly enough, to make him feel small and inferior as he watched them drill his wife’s tight pussy.

Kyle wasn’t allowed to touch it. Her pussy was for other men. If he was good, at the end of the night he might be allowed to clean it up for her, lick the satisfaction from her dripping lips. If he was bad….

He didn’t want to think about what happened when he was bad.

Kyle went to the closet and got the rest of Melissa’s things ready. A red lace teddy and matching thong and another pair of high heels. He laid them invitingly at the foot of the bed. Then, he returned to the closet for his accessories.

The closet belonged to Melissa, and he was only allowed a small drawer at the bottom. Inside was a leather mask with zippers for the eyes and mouth, a collar, a padlock and a steel chastity cage. There was also a bottle of lube and a massive black strap-on dildo. Kyle pushed the last two aside and carried his items to the bedroom.

He wouldn’t need the lube or dildo. He would be good tonight. He hoped.

Kyle stripped naked and hid his clothes out of sight in the spare room where he slept. Back in the master, he adjusted the chastity cage over his cock. It was small and puny, never able to properly satisfy a woman. Especially not a woman with an insatiable sexual appetite such as Melissa. It was no wonder she had to search for men to fulfill her needs. If he put his cock inside her, she wouldn’t even feel it! The cage made it so he wouldn’t be able to touch himself while his wife got railed by whatever stallion she wanted to tame. Even though his cock was minuscule, Melissa owned it. She decided when he got an erection and whether he was allowed to play with himself. It was rare she was in the mood to afford him release.

But he wasn’t always a good boy. Sometimes he was tempted. And when Melissa caught him, she made sure he regretted his actions. The cage made sure he behaved while Mellisa ravaged her prey.

With the cage secure, Kyle fixed the collar around his neck. On the back was a metal ring that he would padlock to a plate on the wall. He was there to watch, never participate. Melissa made sure he knew his place. She had the only key on a fine chain around her neck. When she was satisfied, she would set him free.

Securely attached to the wall, Kyle pulled the hood over his head and snapped on the handcuffs. The room disappeared, and he was suffocated by blackness and the sound of his own breath. His hands were cuffed behind his back. The cuffs were a recent addition. The last time Melissa brought a man home, Kyle had misbehaved. He hadn’t touched his cock, but before he knew what he was doing, his fingers began to tease his nipples.

Melissa hadn’t noticed at first. She was too consumed with her lover’s throbbing shaft probing her mouth. But when she caught him, she was furious. She spat the man’s cock out, marched over to Kyle and slapped his hands away.

“Who told you, you could do that?” she demanded.

“Oh-wun,” Kyle mumbled under the hood. Melissa hadn’t unzipped the mouth for him.

“I sure didn’t give you permission to play with your nipples. You disgust me! Does that feel good? Huh?!”

Kyle nodded. It felt amazing. Amazingly wrong.

“You don’t get to feel good! Maybe if you were man enough fuck me like him, then you could feel good. But you’re not! You’re just a sissy!” She suddenly pinched his sensitive nipples and twisted. Her nails dug into his flesh, and tears welled in his eyes. “How’s that feel, sissy?”

Kyle groaned beneath the mask.

She twisted twice as hard in the other direction and held it until his knees began to shake. “When I’m done here, you are in big trouble! I’ll show you what happens to sissies when they start thinking they can act without my permission.”

Kyle didn’t dare touch them again, but the damage was done. After Melissa came, she took two clothespins from the laundry room and clamped them to his nipples. She left him there for thirty minutes to think about what he had done before sending him to his bed.

Kyle knew he had gotten off easy. The handcuffs made sure he didn’t make the same mistake again. Melissa didn’t tolerate mistakes well, and if it ever happened again, she would bend him over for the strap-on. There was no doubt in his mind.

Secured to the wall, Kyle waited. It usually didn't take his wife long to find someone suitable to fulfill her urges. But until she did, he would wait patiently for her return. And when she was done, maybe if he was good, she’d let him touch his puny cock.

Maybe.


CHAPTER TWO

Melissa got on her knees and unzipped the man’s fly. The club was buzzing with excitement: neon lights flashed overhead, and hundreds of people grinded around them, an orgy of sweating bodies rubbing and thrusting to the electronic beat of the music. The people paid them no mind as she pulled his meaty cock from inside his jeans.

She wasn’t the only woman on her knees.

“What do you think?” the man yelled over the pulsing music.

His cock stiffened in her hands as she teased her painted-pink lips around his head. It was big. The biggest she’d found tonight. Not the biggest she’d ever had, not by a long shot, but he would do.

“What do you think?” she yelled back and wrapped her lips around his shaft. She looked up at him as she lowered her head, taking his full length until the head of his cock touched the back of her throat. The man rocked his hips forward and groaned. Melissa loved that look. The look of a man as he let her take complete control of his most vital part. She yanked his pants down to his knees, boxers as well, and cupped her hands under his package.

“You sure know what you’re doing,” he moaned.

Melissa gripped the base of his cock and twirled her tongue around his shaft, exploring every veiny inch back to the tip. She pulled her head back with a pop and stroked him, wiping the remnants of her pink lipstick from his shaft.

“I know plenty more than this,” Melissa teased. She held his gaze as she flicked the tip with her tongue and dragged her nails down his firm, muscular thighs.

His flesh constricted in goose pimples at her touch.

“Well don’t stop now,” he urged and pressed his cock toward her lips.

She gave it a light kiss and got to her feet.

“What? You think I’m just going suck you off and go on my way? No, sir. I want more than that.” She pressed her body close to his and maneuvered his throbbing member between her legs. She could feel the heat through her lacy panties.

He cupped her ass and lifted her off the ground effortlessly.

“Here?” he asked incredulously.

Melissa slid her panties aside and gripped him. She rubbed the head of his cock up and down her slit, teasing it against her dripping hole. He pushed against her, and she resisted.

“No, not here. At my house.” She wrapped her arms around his neck and let him in, slowly. When the tip of his cock was inside her, she tightened her pussy and groaned as he bulged against her tightness. She savored the feeling, the fullness, for just a moment before pulling away. He reluctantly let her down, and Melissa fixed the bottom of her dress.

“Just an appetizer,” she purred and petted his cock. She brought a finger to her lips and seductively tasted her juices. “You can meet me outside if you want more. You do want more, don’t you?”

For a moment he looked at her like a puppy who just lost his bone. He stood motionless, his hard cock out and proud for all to see.

“Y-yeah, I want more,” he said.

“Good. You know where to find me,” Melissa said and leaned in to his kiss his neck. His scent was strong, a mixture of woodsy cologne and carnal sweat. He smelled like a man. A man who she was positive could satisfy her. When she pulled away, she pointed at his cock. “Hurry up and put that away.”

She disappeared into the crowd before he could get it back in his pants. She knew exactly how to make men do what she wanted. Give them just a taste, and then deprive them. He would follow her off the side of a cliff to get inside her again.

Melissa knew a thing or two about depriving men of their base desires. She didn’t even allow her husband, Kyle to touch her. Not with his tiny penis. She made him watch while other men enjoyed her body. While they grabbed her firm tits and voluptuous ass, while they ate her pussy and finally nailed her in every position. All Kyle could do was dream about the day she would let him take her. But she never would. He just wasn’t man enough. She wouldn’t even let him touch his sorry excuse for a cock. She deprived him of all pleasure, yet he still married her, and would do anything she asked.

She pushed open the doors to the club, and the cool night air kissed her glistening skin. The valet eyed her curves enviously as she walked passed and found her car. A bright red Corvette. She liked her cars like she liked her cocks: fast and powerful.

She got in and started it. The engine roared to life before settling into a low purr. The seat trembled under her. Melissa hiked up her dress and removed her panties, setting them on the passenger seat. Metaphorical bread crumbs leading back between her legs.

She didn’t have to wait long before her man found her and opened the door. He looked from her discarded panties to her and smiled.

“Someone’s eager,” he mused as he closed the door behind him. He reached over and lifted her dress.

Melissa raised her hips, and the tight fabric bunched above her waist. She rested a hand on the back of his neck and guided his head down.

“I hope you’re hungry,” she said.

The man licked his lips and parted her thighs. His tongue danced over her slit, licking her folds and swirling around her hole before plunging in.

Melissa groaned and leaned back, allowing the seat to recline all the way. She took a handful of his thick, brown hair and controlled him, pressing his face into her and grinding her clit against his wiggling tongue.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she moaned. “I hope you’re as good with your hips as you are with your mouth.”

He suckled her clit into his mouth and grazed it gently with his teeth. A jolt of electricity surged down Melissa’s legs. He sat back and wiped his face.

“Oh, I am,” he said with a wink. “My name’s Ethan by the way.”

Melissa stroked under his chin with a long slender finger, feeling the slight bumps on his face from a recent, close shave. She pulled him close and pressed her tongue into his mouth, tasting herself on his breath.

“I don’t care,” she whispered and forced his head back down to her crotch. As he ate her pussy, she pressed the pedal to the floor and tore out of the parking lot into the night.


CHAPTER THREE

Kyle opened his eyes when he heard the garage door hum to life. The scenery hadn’t changed. Blackness surrounded him, and once the garage was open, the only sound was that of his heart slowly thudding in his ears. He strained to hear what was happening downstairs, but it was silent.

He briefly wondered if she had come home empty handed. But that had never happened. Melissa was too hot for that. Any man with a cock and a brain wanted to jump on her the second she walked into a room. But she had an air about her that kept them at bay until she decided which one she wanted. She was the alpha lioness, and they, her subjects.

Maybe she was fucking him in the car. No. Kyle pushed the thought away. She wouldn’t do that. She wouldn’t waste the time to hunt down the perfect man without showing him off. The men she fucked were trophies for Melissa. Trophies to gloat over as Kyle helplessly watched them savage his wife. Only she wasn’t really his. He was just the poor thing she tolerated until she could get what she wanted.

The downstairs door opened and his worries were put to rest. He heard Melissa’s voice first and then her man’s. Deep and powerful, his words carried all the way upstairs.

“I can’t wait another second,” he grunted. “I want you now.”

“You’re going to have to wait,” Melissa replied. “Just have a seat. I’m going to get ready.”

Kyle heard her heels click against the marble floor in the kitchen and then stop as she reached the stairs.

“Don’t take too long,” the man called after her.

“Don’t cum in your jeans,” she yelled back. Her voice was close now, in the long hallway that lead to the bedroom.

Cold sweat rolled down his spine as she opened the bedroom door. He immediately smelled her perfume, a light scent of rose and cinnamon, and then felt her presence. Strong and dominant, standing in front of him.

“Been waiting long?” she asked, a hint of toxicity in her voice. It wasn’t enough just to fuck other men. She had to talk down to him too. Make him feel like less of a man than he already did.

Kyle nodded.

“Well, it was worth it,” Melissa replied. Her fingers stroked the stifling leather over his face. “I found just what I was looking for. He is your superior in every way. Of course, any one is.”

“Ay oe,” he mumbled.

Melissa chuckled and the zippered eye holes tore open. Kyle blinked furiously as the bedroom light blinded him. By the time he got used to it, Melissa was back at the bed, sitting on the edge with her legs crossed.

She clicked her tongue. “Just look at what you’re missing.”

Kyle’s breath caught in his throat as she lifted her dress. Her panties were gone, and between her long, slender legs was a neatly trimmed V of pubic hair, perfectly obscuring his view of anything else. Melissa humored him and leaned back on the bed, opening her legs as she did so. Her pussy was wet already, and she spread her lips with two fingers and teased a third around her hole.

“Don’t you just wish you could have me? This pussy is so tight. You would cum the second you got inside me. But I wouldn’t even feel it with that tiny pecker.”

Melissa dipped a finger inside herself. And then another. With her other hand, she circled her clit. Slowly peeled back it’s hood so he could see it in all its glory.

“You could never even make me cum. Not in a million years. So I have to do it myself. Or find a real man to do it for me.”

Kyle swallowed a lump in his throat. She was tempting him. Daring his useless to cock to firm up inside its cage. But he couldn’t look away. Not as she played with herself. Not as she stood up and unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. Not as she caressed her ample tits, teasing her stiff nipples between her fingers. She bent over the bed and spread her cheeks, giving him an unfiltered view of her puffy pussy lips and tight puckered asshole.

“But none of this is for you,” she teased, running her fingernails up the insides of her thighs. They were painted the same shade as her lips. “So don’t you dare think about getting hard, you naughty, small little man. Or you know what happens!”

Melissa slid her first finger deep in her hole and pumped it back and forth. She withdrew it slowly and moved it between her cheeks, ringing her asshole with her wetness. She gasped in delight as she penetrated her tight ass.

“Only it won’t be a finger for you,” she mocked. “It’ll be much, much bigger!”

Her finger disappeared up to the knuckle inside her ass. She craned her neck to look to him.

Kyle’s breath came in fits. Every inch of her was flawless. He could just imagine how her skin felt, how she smelled while getting her tight pussy stuffed, how it would feel around his puny cock. But imagine was all he could do… and it was sure to get him in trouble. He forced his mind to go blank.

Unless he broke the rules and got hard.

Melissa pulled her finger from her ass and walked over to him. Even through the narrow eye slits, it was a show. The way her tits bounced as she walked, the way her hips swayed with every step. Melissa unzipped the bottom of the mask and plunged her finger into his mouth.

“Be a dear and clean me off. I don’t want to be dirty for my man.”

Kyle wrapped his lips around her finger and sucked. He was in heaven. The taste of her pussy and ass danced across his tongue. A rare moment of satisfaction.

When he was done, she zipped the mouth and patted his face over the leather.

“At least you’re good for something. Well, I’ve made Ethan wait long enough. He’s just dying to get up here and fuck me. Pay attention to how a real stud treats me.”

Melissa may have made her lover wait long enough, but she didn’t hurry through getting dressed. Kyle trembled as she eased the sheer teddy up her waist and over her breasts, her erect nipples peeking seductively through the fabric. She turned around as she put on the thong, giving him another teasing glance of her pussy poking out between her thighs. Her bare cheeks wiggled as she slipped on the heels. Every movement of her body, each glimpse of her nakedness made his brain race with possibilities. It was almost too much. As much as Kyle tried to think of something else, he couldn’t. His cock quivered in its cage, on the verge of getting stiff. He squeezed his eyes closed and dug his nails into his back.

The pain was just enough to put him back in his place.

When he opened his eyes, Melissa was standing in front of him. Her green eyes burned into him. She grabbed the cage and rattled it in her palm. The heat from her hand, so close to him, almost made him cum.

“You behave now. Don’t make me teach you a lesson tonight.”

Kyle shook his head back and forth. That was a lesson he had learned before. Too many times.

“Ay b gud,” he said.

Melissa let go of the cage and patted the top of his head.

“Don’t you go anywhere,” she mocked and left the room.


CHAPTER FOUR

Melissa found Ethan where she left him, sitting on the downstairs sofa. Without the dizzying lights at the club, she could fully appreciate his features. A strong chin and solid cheekbones framed his face, and his tall frame rippled with muscles. She could practically smell the testosterone on him. When she got closer he looked back and did a double take.

“Oh, wow,” he whistled. “I thought you were just fixing your makeup or something.”

She leaned over the back of the sofa and ran her hands down his chest.

“I needed to change. I’ve always thought clothes were a little—” she eyed his cock, still rock hard and outlined against his jeans, “—restrictive. Don’t you think?”

“Absolutely. Why don’t you come over here, and we can get them off.”

Melissa nibbled the tip of his ear. Her hands dropped further and traced around his cock, making it bulge and jump against its denim prison.

“Or we can head upstairs. I’m a lady, Ethan. I don’t fuck on my couch. I fuck on my king sized bed.”

Ethan groaned as her tongue slithered inside his ear.

“Y-yeah, the bedroom is good, too.”

“Good,” she whispered and removed her hands. “Then come with me.”

She stepped back and waited for him. He walked as quickly as his massive erection would allow, and when he caught up with her, his hands wrapped around her waist.

“You made me wait a long time,” he said, pressing his crotch against her ass.

Melissa smiled mischievously. That was the plan. Make him wait and want, and when the time came he would plow her like no tomorrow.

She grabbed his hands and guided them to her chest.

“I’m worth the wait, baby. Trust me.”

“I bet you are,” Ethan growled.

His hands didn’t leave her body once as she lead him to the bedroom. She held the door for him and pushed him inside before slamming the door behind them. It took Ethan a moment to register that someone else was in the room. When he did, his expression changed, from ravenous to confused.

“What the fuck?” he asked, staring at the pathetic man in fetish gear strapped to the wall.

Melissa pressed herself against him and rested a finger on his lips.

“Shh. Don’t you worry about him. That’s just my worthless, needledick husband. Don’t you pay him any attention. I never do.”

His hands wrapped around her waist instinctively, as if protecting her from the pervert in the corner. He eyed Kyle with contempt. She was never sure how men would respond when they saw him. Some took a little prodding to get going. But not Ethan. His cock never even waned.

He pulled her closer.

“He looks like a bitch,” he spat.

Melissa shivered with delight. She knew she was right about him. He was as much a predator as she was. As much an alpha.

“He is a bitch. Now whip that cock out, and show that bitch what a real man looks like. Show him how to take care of a woman.”

Ethan hoisted her off her feet and tossed her on the bed.

“With pleasure.”

Melissa crawled backwards across the sprawling bed and rested against the decorative pillows. She drank Ethan in as he undressed. He peeled off his shirt and tossed it aside with disgust toward Kyle. Next he pulled down his jeans and boxers in one quick movement. His cock snapped to attention, like a snake poised and ready to strike. He grabbed it—one hand barely covered half of it—and sneered at Kyle.

“I’m gonna fuck your wife, you little bitch.”

Melissa bit her bottom lip and sighed.

“Yeah you are, you wild stallion. Get over here and let me suck that fucking cock.”

Ethan climbed onto the bed and knelt at her side. Melissa gripped his shaft and stroked him slowly, gently guiding him to her waiting mouth. She had tasted it already, but this time she wanted more. Now that they weren’t constricted by throngs of people, she could suck his dick properly. Or rather, he could do what he wanted to her mouth.

Melissa wet her lips and licked him from tip to sack until his cock gleamed. She took him in her mouth and bobbed her head rhythmically up and down, savoring his taste and texture. Her lips left a pink print at the base of his shaft as she took him deep.

Ethan groaned and grabbed her hair.

She curled her tongue and licked the underside of his shaft until his cock was out of her mouth.

“I’m all yours,” she purred, wiggling her tongue seductively around the tip. “Do what you want to me.”

Ethan wrapped her hair in his fist and pulled her toward him, plunging his cock down her throat. She relaxed her jaw as he held her in place, his balls resting on her chin. He started to slowly rock his hips, and she tightened her lips around his shaft. His cock glided across her tongue as he found his rhythm, and he started to thrust faster.

Melissa groaned as he fucked her face. Surges of delight rushed through her body as Ethan tugged on her hair, positioning her in just the right way. His cock began to swell, and a dribble of cum rolled down her throat. Ethan’s body tensed, and for a moment she thought he was going to blow his load in her mouth. At the last second he pulled her head back, tearing his cock from her mouth. A bridge of saliva trailed from the tip of his cock back to her lips. He trembled as veins criss-crossed his powerful forearm. His chest heaved as he stared at her.

“That was close,” he panted. “You’re too fucking hot.”

Melissa shrugged. “Never had any complaints before.”

“Oh, I’m not complaining.”

“Good. Why don’t you cool down for a second and get these clothes off me?”

Melissa winked at him and slyly dropped one of the shoulder straps on her teddy down her arm.

“Happy to help.”

She sat up as Ethan took hold of her. He lowered the other strap and pulled the teddy down. Her ample breasts bounced free from their cups, and he groped her, feeling the weight of her tits and flicking her stiff nipples.

Melissa leaned her head back and sighed.

“You like that?” Ethan asked.

“I didn’t tell you stop, did I?”

He smirked and flicked her nipples harder. Her tits bounced from the force, and Melissa groaned. Only a real man knew how to play with her tits. They weren’t just succulent playthings. They were made to be handled roughly.

“Bite them,” she demanded.

Ethan ran his tongue down her neck and sucked a nipple into his mouth. His teeth brushed against her stiff peaks tantalizingly before clamping down. A rush of pain coursed through her body. A fire raged between her legs.

“Now the other one.”

Ethan kissed across her chest and bit her other nipple. As she moaned, she ran her fingers through his hair and pushed his head down.

“I have other things you can bite,” she urged. He rolled her nipple between his teeth and tugged, pulling it back and away. “Oh, fuck.”

“I think I know what you mean,” he said.

Ethan pushed her onto her back and shimmied the teddy down over her hips. His lips traced down her bare stomach and he took her thong in his teeth. Melissa raised her hips as the silky panties slid down her legs and over her shoes. Ethan snaked his hands up her legs and grasped her waist. With a quick movement, he flipped her on her belly and tugged her hips toward him.

Her tits swayed as he manhandled her from behind. He spread her lips wide and pressed his tongue against her sweltering hole. Melissa leaned into him, and his tongue slid inside her.

“That’s nice,” she sighed. “But I thought you were going to bite me.”

Ethan plunged his tongue in and out of her pussy before moving it down to her clit.

“Don’t you worry. I haven’t forgot.”

He batted her engorged love button back and forth before sucking it into his mouth and pinching it between his teeth. Melissa gasped as he rolled it left and right, biting just hard enough to hurt, but still feel good.

So fucking good.

“Anything else you want to do to my pussy?” she groaned.

Ethan licked every inch of her before coming up for air.

“I’m gonna wear it out,” he replied.


CHAPTER FIVE

Sweat poured down Kyle’s face. The leather mask was suffocating, but that wasn’t the problem. It took all of his concentration not to get an erection. And it was exhausting.

Most of the men Melissa brought home ignored him. He was just the loser in the corner who had to watch his hot wife get drilled by a different cock every night. But this man, he seemed to take it personal. As a challenge. He sneered and scowled. He ate out Melissa from behind so Kyle had the perfect view of his wife’s pussy being violated by the man’s tongue. And when he was done he spread her cheeks and licked her asshole, even going so far as to stick his tongue inside. Melissa made noises Kyle had never heard before. Deep, guttural, animal sounds as her lover at her ass. She grabbed his neck and shoved him closer until his face disappeared between her bouncing cheeks.

And when he stopped, he looked at Kyle. Dead in the eyes with the most savage look he had ever seen on a man. No, this wasn’t a man. He was a sexual god.

Melissa started to roll over, but he stopped her. He grabbed her hips and dragged her backwards, slamming her ass into his groin. He rubbed his cock on her slit and slapped it ferociously on her clit. Melissa dug her nails into the bedsheets and panted, and when he plunged into her—fast and rough—she screamed in delight.

The room filled with the sounds of sweaty, passionate sex. Melissa moaned and cried out with every forceful thrust of his cock. His large sack slapped against her swollen clit. He grunted and strained as he fucked her like a jackhammer. And looked back at Kyle as he did it, staring him down like the useless submissive cuck he was.

Kyle’s cock jumped inside the cage. It had been two weeks since Melissa had allowed him release, and even the cold steel against him was orgasmic. Anything would make him cum. Even the lightest touch of flesh against his cock, and he would blow his load everywhere.

Melissa had allowed him to masturbate under her supervision. He wasn’t to be trusted otherwise. She took off his cage and forced him under the freezing water of her shower. It barely fazed him. She had just finished with her latest lover, and Kyle had been so good. He didn’t make a sound as the man climbed on top of Melissa and fucked her so hard the headboard rattled against the wall. He didn’t even get hard when the man pulled out and came all over his wife’s bouncing tits. When Melissa took off his collar, he cleaned her off, licking the sticky seed from her breasts and her juices from her thighs.

“You’ve been good lately,” she mused, tilting her head to the side. “Would you like a treat?”

Kyle nodded. His balls were full and the pain was almost unbearable.

“Come here then.”

She lead him to the bathroom, turned on the water and slowly released his cock from its cage.

“In you go. You have two minutes. Make the most of it.”

He didn’t need that long. The icy water splashed against his chest, and for a moment his already tiny member shriveled up into nothing. But when he touched it, he was instantly hard. He stroked himself furiously with just his finger and thumb. His worthless cock wasn’t going to please anyone.

Except himself.

His balls tingled. He held his breath. Every muscle in his body tightened as he climaxed. Cum splashed into his hand and on the shower wall. He jerked his little pecker until there was nothing left and rested his hands on his knees.

Melissa clicked her tongue in disappointment. “You’ll never be with a woman if you come that quickly. That’s pathetic. Now clean that shit up.” She turned off the water before all of his spunk washed down the drain.

Kyle cleaned it up the same way he cleaned other men’s cum from his wife. With his mouth.

Now, he wanted nothing more than to touch himself again while Melissa faced away. But even if he could, he wouldn’t. The momentary satisfaction just wasn't worth the punishment he would receive for being bad. Getting an erection was bad enough. But pleasuring himself without Melissa’s approval meant something far worse.

Melissa fell forward as the man pounded her from behind. He leaned over and grabbed her hair and yanked her head back.

“Is that hard enough for you?” he grunted.

She pushed her hips against him and replied: “what else you got?”

He pulled his cock out and slapped it against her ass cheeks. Kyle marveled at his length. He couldn’t imagine having a cock that could actually penetrate a woman, let alone that deeply.

“Roll over, babe.”

Melissa flipped onto her back and spread her legs for him. He lifted her ankles and tossed her legs over his shoulders. He leaned into her until her knees pressed against her tits and shoved his cock inside her again.

The bed frame shook as he fucked her.

Kyle salivated inside the mask. His body trembled. Sweat poured down his chest. His balls, filled to the brim with cum dying to get out, stuck to his legs. He wasn’t going to make it. This man wasn’t like any he had ever seen. He never tired. He only seemed to get stronger, fucking Melissa harder with every thrust. He moved her body any way he wanted. From behind. On top. To the side. Bent over the the bed. In his lap. He was the personification of sexual machismo. And when he came—what an explosion that would be—he knew Melissa would take his cum inside of her. This wasn’t a man to just come on her tits or face. He would pound her pussy until they were both satisfied and not a second less.

It started. His cock jumped again, but it refused to settle. He felt the blood rush between his legs, his cock stiffen. The bars of the cage gripped his pecker, and it swelled to its full length. It hurt. His cock was puny, but the cage was smaller than even his minuscule erection. The pain was supposed to make it go away, but it was useless. He was hard.

And he was in trouble.


CHAPTER SIX

Melissa screamed as she came. It was the third time, and Ethan showed no signs of stopping. He was a fucking machine. She had never known a man to last this long.

“You like that?” he barked.

They had moved off the bed, and he held her in his arms and fucked her standing up. Just like he wanted to do on the dance floor.

“Keep it coming, baby,” she sighed. She could go as long as he could.

“I’ve got an idea,” he panted as he thrust into her. “Why don’t we show that bitch what he’s missing!”

“I’m in.”

Ethan slammed into her one more time before setting her gently back on the floor. Her legs wobbled from being fucked so hard for so long. He climbed onto the bed and patted his lap.

“Climb on,” he said. “I know you’ve got some tricks up your sleeve, too.”

Melissa crawled over to him and knelt across his hips. She felt the heat from cock between her legs as she lowered herself onto him. As soon as he was inside her, he bent his knees and started pumping again.

Melissa placed her hands on his thundering chest and propped herself up. Her tits bounced in time with his jackrabbit thrusts, and she opened her legs wide so Kyle could see her tight hole getting slammed.

She shook her hair out of her face, and suddenly she didn’t give a fuck what Kyle could see. She was furious about what she saw. His wimpy little cock was hard, squeezed in against the bars of his chastity cage. She narrowed her eyes and glared at him.

That disgusting little worm.

He shrunk back into the corner as far as he could. She couldn’t see his eyes, but she knew he was trying to look anywhere but at her.

“You like it like this?” Ethan asked as he slowed his thrusts to almost a complete stop.

Melissa turned her head and forced a smile. She couldn’t think about Kyle now. This was her time. With her man. For her pleasure.

“I love it. Why don’t you relax for a moment and let me have a go. I want to make you come, stud,” she said with a wink.

Ethan slapped her ass and folded his hands behind his head.

“That sounds great. Ride my fucking cock.”

She scowled at Kyle one more time before putting him out of her mind. She had the rest of the night to deal with him. She closed her eyes and rocked her hips back and forth, forcing Ethan’s cock in and out, pressing against her clit. If she came again, it would be four times in one night. She’d never done that before.

Ethan moaned and raised his hips.

“Stop that,” she scolded. “This is my time. There’s plenty of other things you could be doing.”

He got the hint. Suddenly his hands were all over her, grabbing her ass and tits before sliding between her legs. His fingers danced over her clit, squeezing and pinching in time with her movements.

“How about that?” he asked.

“Just like that,” Melissa purred. “I want you to come for me.”

She bounced on his cock, rising up until his head was barely still inside of her before slamming down quickly. His fingers were magic, and she knew a fourth orgasm was on its way. He bulged inside her as she rode his cock. His chest tightened under her hands and a labored groan escaped his lips.

“Ugh. I’m gonna come!”

She moved faster.

“Come inside me. Let me feel that hot cum in my pussy.”

His fingers stopped pressing her clit, and his hands shot to her hips, gripping her tightly. It didn’t matter. She was almost there. She took his cock as deep as she could and ground her hips against him, his girth providing the necessary stimulation. Her legs quivered as another orgasm gripped her and sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

“Fuck!” she screamed.

A second after: “Fuck!” Ethan called.

He slammed his cock upwards and a jet of steaming cum ripped into her. She kept moving her hips, milking every last drop of his seed until it spilled out of her and dribbled down his hulking shaft.

“That… was amazing,” Ethan sighed. His iron grip on her body relaxed, and he flopped backwards onto the bed.

Melissa didn’t stop until his legs spasmed one last time. She eased off him and turned around.

“No complaints here.”

He scooted back to the pillows and laid his head down. He patted the space beside him.

“Come here, babe. Sit with me.”

Melissa eyed his naked body. Now that she had had her fill, she had no use for him. He was just a sack of meat. More useful than her husband, but after his job was done, no longer needed. She eased off the bed and wrapped her wild, just-fucked hair into a bun.

“Thanks, but no thanks.” She glared at Kyle. His cock was still hard, bursting at the seams of the tiny cage. “I have something I need to take care of. You’re welcome to watch if you want.”

Ethan hooked his thumb at Kyle. “You mean him?”

Melissa nodded and walked to the closet. She returned with the black strap-on and the bottle of lube. She fastened the harness around her waist and cinched the straps tight. The giant dildo swung between her legs.

“I do mean him. He’s in trouble.”

Ethan’s mouth fell open as if she had just told him he was the one she was going to peg.

She scoffed. Men were all the same. They walk around thinking their cocks were the greatest thing in the world and every woman wanted them inside her, all the time. But when it’s their turn to be penetrated, they tuck their tails and run away.

“I, uh. I should probably go then,” he stammered.

“You know the way out,” she replied coolly.

He didn’t bother to put his clothes back on. He scooped up his jeans and boxers and grabbed his shirt as if Kyle might somehow spring free and attack. Some alpha.

When he was gone, Melissa casually shut the door and turned her attention to Kyle.

“What were you thinking?” she whispered, her voice oozing with disgust. “I didn’t tell you you were allowed to get hard. If you can call that hard.”

Kyle flinched as she rattled his chastity cage. Even her violent touch caused his cock to swell further.

“That is revolting. What do you have to say for yourself?”

Kyle mumbled unintelligibly.

Melissa shook her head and released the zipper over his mouth.

“What was that?” she hissed.

“I’m sorry,” Kyle pouted.

“Oh, you’re gonna be sorry! Get over here.”

She removed the white gold chain from around her neck and released the padlock that kept Kyle secured to the wall. He took a tentative step forward, and she grabbed his wrist.

“When are you ever going to learn? I guess you’re going to need a smaller cage. Maybe I’ll get one with a catheter so you never have to take it off. Is that what you need?” Melissa asked as she dragged him to the bed.

She placed a firm hand on top of his head and made him kneel.

“Open up,” she demanded and pushed the dildo through the opening in the mask and into his naughty mouth.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Kyle gagged. Melissa shoved the dildo to the back of his throat and left it there. He wasn’t sure how she did it, sucking huge cocks and having horny men fuck her face. If it wasn’t for Melissa’s hand on the back of the mask holding his head in place, he would have coughed it out.

“This is your own fault, Kyle,” Melissa chided, easing her hips forward until his face pressed against the straps of the harness. “But if you want to pretend you’re a man, with that tiny penis, I’ll remind you what you really are. Just a little cuckold bitch.”

He couldn’t tell if the liquid running down his face was sweat or tears. He relaxed his jaw to keep from choking, but Melissa just pushed the dildo deeper. She was right, of course. He was a bitch. And more than that, he was her bitch. She told him what to do and when to do it. And when he couldn’t behave, she had to show him who was in charge again.

“Enough of this,” Melissa said and yanked the dildo from his mouth.

Kyle sputtered and leaned back on his heels. A dick in his mouth did the trick: he wasn’t hard anymore. As much as he hated fellating the dildo—the taste of rubber on his tongue, the pressure at the back of his throat—it was better than what was coming. His mouth could open wide.

His asshole couldn’t.

“Get up. You know what happens to naughty cucks. Bend over!”

Kyle stumbled to his feet on wobbling legs. His naked body was drenched with sweat. Without the use of his hands, he was forced to fall face-first onto the mattress. The sheets were blessedly cool against his chest, but his face still burned under the stifling leather.

“Scoot up,” Melissa demanded and slapped his ass with an open palm.

“Ugh!” Kyle grunted. The sweat made the smack burn like fire on his naked cheeks. But he did as he was told and inched himself forward like a worm until the cage rested on the bed, pressed into his lower belly.

Melissa pulled his head back and zipped the mouth.

“Time to be quiet,” she whispered.

He winced when he heard the cap of the lube pop open, and then the slick sounds of Melissa’s hands as she rubbed it on the dildo. He tried to relax his body for what came next, but without being able to see, she caught him by surprise. Her finger slid into his ass.

He clenched his cheeks instinctively, but that only slowed her down for a moment. She twisted her finger, dragging her nail against the walls of his asshole, coating him with slickness. He gasped as she pressed in deeper, pushing her finger knuckle deep inside him.

And then she added another. And another.

Kyle lurched forward on the bed, but Melissa grabbed the chain of his handcuffs and kept him still.

“You just want me to ram it there? I will,” she threatened.

Kyle shook his head.

“Then cut that shit out and let me get you ready. I swear, sometimes I’m too nice to you.”

Her three fingers formed a pyramid, plunging in and out of his tight, puckered hole. Slowly, he began to relax and accept the foreign digits, taking them deeper as Melissa pushed harder. His body went slack, and he submitted completely.

“That’s better,” she said, softly. “You know your place.”

Kyle shivered as she pulled out of him. He felt strangely empty, but not for long. The dildo slid between his cheeks. The tip was firm and slippery against his hole. Melissa steadied it and leaned into him. Kyle strained in discomfort. The dildo was thicker than her fingers, and it felt like a battering ram against his asshole. He clenched, and she shoved harder.

Suddenly he opened, and the dildo rushed inside all at once.

“Uuuuugh,” he grunted, muffled by the mask.

Melissa grabbed his wrists and pulled him back until the dildo filled every inch of his ass. The textile straps brushed roughly against his cheeks. He couldn’t think of anything more humiliating. Not only did his wife just fuck another man because his cock couldn’t satisfy her, but now she was fucking him with a strap-on. He felt so worthless. And surprisingly aroused.

Melissa had pegged him before. He knew to expect the pain and humiliation. But this feeling was new. Something tingled inside of him as Melissa got to work pounding his asshole. His body trembled. The feeling grew, from a small spark of pleasure to a wave of excitement that gripped him and didn’t let go.

What was happening?

He leaned back into the dildo, taking it willingly. The deeper it went, the better it felt. Plunging, slamming, rubbing something inside him. The pressure was incredible, a fullness he couldn’t get enough of. His sack slapped against the silken sheets, and each time a jolt of ecstasy raced through his body.

He was hard again.

He was going to come.

“This is what happens to cucks who can’t behave!” Melissa panted as she fucked as hard as she could. “You like having your asshole fucked? Huh?!”

Kyle groaned. He did. Holy shit, he did. Why had it never felt like this before? If only she knew how much he was enjoying it. If only she knew he—

His body went rigged, and he clamped his anus firmly against the intruding dildo. The cage bit sharply into his cock, but he didn’t care. His body exploded in climax, and two weeks worth of stored cum erupted out of him, soaking his stomach and bedsheets in a sticky pool.

“Oooooh, yssss,” Kyle moaned.

Melissa didn’t realize. She kept thrusting into him, and each thrust brought him over the edge again. Cum slathered over his belly and down his legs. It wouldn’t stop. Melissa would be furious when she found out, but for now all he cared about was the incredible feeling of orgasm. It had been too long.

“Is this teaching you a lesson? Do you need some more?”

Kyle couldn’t muster the energy to respond; he was spent. Melissa pushed the dildo inside him one last time before slowly taking it out. He shuddered as his asshole snapped closed, an unexpected feeling of euphoria.

“That should set you straight. Now get up and change my sheets. I’m not sleeping in some stranger’s jizz.”

Kyle shivered. It wasn’t just some stranger’s jizz any more. He inched backwards and stood up. The cage stuck to his stomach, caked on from the flood of cum. It took Melissa a moment to realize, and when she did, her face went red. She looked from him to his mess and back again.

“You disgusting pig!” she shrieked. “You came all over my bed! You are in so much trouble!”

Kyle shrunk back, but Melissa grabbed his elbow and dragged him back to the bed.

“Look at what you did! Look at this mess!”

She sat down next to it and pulled him over her lap. Melissa ripped the mask off his face, but before he could enjoy the cool air on his flesh, she pushed him down onto the sheets. Warm, sticky cum smeared over his cheeks as Melissa rubbed his head in it.

“I’m going to have to treat you like a puppy,” she sneered. “Rub your nose in this mess and beat your ass.”

The moment of pleasure was gone, and as Melissa controlled his head, covering his face in his spunk, Kyle finally felt ashamed. He deserved to be punished. He couldn’t control his erection, and he took pleasure in being fucked in the ass. That wasn’t what Melissa expected of him. He was a terrible husband. Worse than that, he was a terrible cuck.

He flinched as Melissa started to spank him. It hurt, but not nearly enough. If he was going to learn a lesson, her hand wasn’t going to do it. With enough time she could make him sorry. Make him cry. But she was tired and deserved to rest. He needed something else to make him submit to her again.

“Honey,” he whispered between stinging slaps.

“Don’t you dare talk, you nasty beast. You’re not allowed to talk anymore.”

“But—”

Her hand rained down on his naked ass until it tingled all over.

“But what?!”

Kyle swallowed a lump in his throat. He didn’t want to say it, but he had to. He deserved it.

“I think I need the brush.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Melissa looked down at Kyle’s quivering cheeks. They were pink and glowing, covered in slowly fading handprints. She hated to admit he was right about something, but he was. He needed to be spanked with the brush for this. She would have thought of it herself if she wasn’t so angry.

She couldn’t believe him. His behavior was out of control. She couldn’t remember the last time he deliberately disobeyed her, not only once but twice. Maybe she had been too soft on him. Well, not anymore.

“Let me up,” she snapped and slapped his ass again. He winced as his cheeks bounced from the impact.

He eased off her lap, and she stood. The brush sat on her vanity. A single piece of polished wood with a think oval shaped head. She picked it up and slapped it against her palm. It stung nicely, and she hadn’t put much force behind it. On Kyle’s bare skin it would burn like hell and leave a smattering of bruises in its wake.

“I don’t think you’re going to enjoy this,” she smirked.

Kyle looked down at his feet. Cum dribbled off his chin.

“I won’t.”

She would make sure of it. Pegging his tight ass wasn’t going to cut it anymore. She would have to think of a new way to punish him when he got out of line. The brush would work for now, but it wasn’t humiliating enough.

“Get back down. Nose in your mess.”

When he was in position, she started again. The sound of solid wood on naked flesh echoed across the room. It didn’t take long for Kyle to start sobbing. His ass lit up with dark red marks where the brush hit him surrounded by speckled bruises.

“Owe! Ugh! Aaaaugh!” he wailed.

“This is for your own good! You’re a nasty boy!”

“Oooowe! I k-know,” he whimpered.

Tears poured down his face, but Melissa wasn’t moved. He deserved every last swat and then some. When he started to wiggle she spanked his thighs. When he tried to cover his ass, she pressed his face into the cum-soaked mattress until he couldn’t breathe. And when he pleaded with her to stop, she spanked harder. He could take more.

A single word was it took to make it all go away. But he wouldn’t say it. He knew he had to take his punishment.

“Are you gonna get hard again?” she yelled over the sound of the brush slapping his ass.

“No!”

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Are you going to come without my permission?”

“No!”

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Have you learned a lesson?”

Kyle sniffled.

“No. N-not yet.”

Melissa dropped the brush on the ground and fumbled with his handcuffs. When they were free, she tugged him to his feet and pushed him on his back, in the puddle of cum. She knew how to make him learn. His balls had got him into this mess. They needed spanked too.

“Lift your legs,” she ordered.

Kyle did as she commanded, and she cuffed his wrists around his ankles. He looked like a baby ready to be diapered: his beaten ass on display, burning bright red and swollen. His balls hung between his thighs.

She picked up the brush and rubbed it against his shriveled sack.

“This is going to teach you.”

Before he could reply, Melissa swung the brush swiftly. It connected with his testicles with a squishy slap, and Kyle screamed. His legs shook uncontrollably as he struggled to regain his breath.

She hit him again, from the other side.

“AAAAUGH!” he bawled.

His sack swelled.

“How’s that feel?”

Kyle stumbled over his words before finally giving up with a pathetic whimper. Melissa steadied the brush and gave him two more swats, one on either side. The first brought another fevered grimace of pain while the last one broke him. Kyle drew his knees to his chest and rolled over. Cum peeled away from the sheets and clung to him in sinewy strands.

She let him cry. He was sorry. She did her job.

When he was composed again, she removed the handcuffs and let him stand. His balls were swollen and puffy and beginning to change colors as bruised set it.

“Are you going to be good from now on?”

Kyle wiped his face and nodded.

“Good.” She removed the cage from his cock and handed it to him. “Put your things away and change the bed. And then go to your room. You need to think long and hard about your behavior.”

Kyle nodded and got to work.


CHAPTER NINE

Kyle crawled over to Melissa, and she attached the leash to his collar. He hadn’t been out of her sight in days. She had bought a dog bed for him and made him sleep at the foot of her bed, and made him wear his cage around the clock, only taking it off to sleep. He had been good. Twice he thought he might get an erection—once when Melissa was in the shower and again when she accidentally brushed his cock when she was taking the cage off—but he was able to control it.

He hoped he could tonight. Melissa wasn’t going to peg him anymore. She thought up something else to keep him in line. Something new.

“Now you stay right here while I get ready,” she said, sternly.

Kyle climbed into his dog bed and curled up. It took a few days to get used to it, but now that he was, it felt nice. It was comforting being close to her. He was forced to behave knowing her watchful eyes were never far off.

Melissa looped the leash around the foot of the bed and went to the closet.

She selected a strapless red dress that barely contained her massive tits and leopard print heels. When she bent over to put them on, he could tell she decided to go without panties tonight.

His cock trembled, and he looked away.

Be good.

When she was dressed, she went to the bathroom and applied her makeup, finishing with the signature pink lipstick that men couldn’t resist. But he could. He had to.

“How do I look?” She asked and twirled around. The back of her dress rode high on her thighs, exposing the jiggling bottom of her ass cheeks. She was trying to tempt him. Make him slip up.

“Good,” he replied.

“And why am I going out tonight?”

Kyle blushed. “Because my tiny cock can’t satisfy you. And you need a real man.”

“That’s right.” She knelt down and lightly slapped his face. From the dog bed he could see right up her dress. See her pink pussy lips that would soon be stuffed with the biggest cock she could find. She went back to her closet, retrieved the leather mask and slipped it over his head. She left the eye holes zipped. No more pussy for him.

“And what happens if you’re bad tonight?”

Kyle swallowed hard. She had promised a punishment that would make him wish he was getting pegged. And she came up with one.

She unzipped the mouth.

“I have to suck his dick,” Kyle whispered.

“That’s right. And you have to make him cum in your mouth. And swallow every last drop like a greedy little piglet.”

He shuddered in the darkness. Melissa putting the dildo in his mouth was bad. But having to blow another man was the most humiliating thing he could think of. But if he misbehaved again, it was exactly what he deserved. He belonged to her, and he wouldn’t forget it.

He hoped.

“I’ll be back,” Melissa said and drummed her fingers on the top of his head. “Be good while I’m gone.”

Kyle shifted on the bed and got comfortable. It might be a long time until she came back. She had to make sure the man she found could not only satisfy her but also make him gag on a long stiff cock if it came to that. He tried not to think about it.

The bedroom door closed behind her. She was off to find her next trophy.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
DALLAS LONG p

N
o

HAS TO

{ 9 '
HE CAN }/SAT[SFY HER SO SHE FINDS SOMEONE WHO CAN!





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




