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INTRODUCTION

In chapter 1 of this book you will learn about some of the hottest techniques wives and mistresses use to tease their husbands and slaves, driving them ever deeper into the addictive angst that fuels the cuckold’s fire of passion for the woman he loves and worships.

In chapter 2 the clever wife starts as she means to go on with a marriage contract for her devoted slave.

In chapter 3 a man begs his wife to lock him in a chastity cage and control his sex life but he gets more than he bargained for.

In chapter 4  a wife goes the extra mile, making her cuckold husband into her lover’s slave.

In chapter 5 a husband’s desire to see his wife make love to a black guy is more than fulfilled.

In chapter 6 two sexy sisters come to a mutually enjoyable agreement that fulfils everyone’s desires.
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Chapter 1: The Top 20 Ways Your Mistress Can Tease You.

1 –  Make you listen to her tell you about her sex session.

Knowing how much you want and desire her, she will get a huge amount of sadistic satisfaction from making you sit and listen as she tells you all about her latest sexual exploits and all the things she did with her real man lover. About how big his dick was, how thick it was, how she gave him an awesome blowjob, how he filled her pussy and stretched it and of all the different positions they did before describing in detail how hard she came and how big her orgasm was. She can either make a big point of rubbing it in your face or she can just be matter of fact about it, but either way, the result will be the same.

2 – Force you to watch her with another man.

The ultimate cuckold humiliation. Being made to watch her suck another man’s cock and having him fuck her. She might have you kneel beside the bed, stand in the corner or stand facing the wall. It will be hell for you to see them kissing, her taking his cock in her mouth before spreading her legs for him and then seeing the look of pleasure on her face as he fills her. She might ignore you or she might smirk and look right at you as he pounds her hard. For many hot wives, making her cuck watch is a huge turn on.

3 – Have you help her get ready for a date with a real man.

As if it isn’t bad enough knowing she’s going out with another man, a man much better than you, she will also reinforce this fact by having you help her get ready. Using you like a seat while she applies her makeup, having you put her stockings on, clasp her bra, dry her hair and zip up her dress. Having you help her get dressed is a subtle but effective way to let you know your status.

4 – Make you pay for lingerie her lover will enjoy.

One of the biggest humiliations possible. Skimpy panties, a matching bra and stockings and suspenders is every man’s fantasy outfit to see on a woman, so imagine how degrading it is to be forced to pay for this while another man will get to enjoy it on her.

He will get to run his hands over her new panties, run them up to her silk covered legs and grope her boobs under her bra, all of which YOU forked out for. She might have you go shopping with her to pick out outfits and get you to pay, or maybe she will just charge your card and text you about it later. Whichever way she decides to do it, you have paid a lot of money for lingerie for a gorgeous woman that another man will get the enjoyment out of while you get nothing.

5 – Ignore you while she is on the phone with her boyfriend.

She will ignore you as she dials up her boyfriend and has a conversation with him. As you sit silently, you will hear all the gory details of what they got up to, hear her laugh and also hear the excitement in her voice as she reminisces about the fun they had together on their last date and what they got up to. You will not be allowed to move and will just sit there like a good little cuck and be ignored as she talks to a real man.

6 – Have you listen to her have phone sex.

If her lover can’t be there to satisfy her in front of you then she will have you sit or kneel when he calls and then make you listen as they have phone sex. As she rubs her breasts and slips a hand between her legs, you will be made to hear her talk about how she would suck his cock, fondle his balls and of how wet she is getting. You can only imagine the conversation from him as she giggles and gasps as he talks to her and it turns her on. She might even have you lick her while she talks to him, cumming on your devoted tongue as she calls his name.

7 – Make you suck a strap-on.

Since your tiny little pin dick isn’t man enough to do the job, she will humiliate you by making you worship and suck on her big rubber cock. Forcing you to your knees and standing in front of you or holding it up to the cam just inches from your face as she mocks you for your shortcomings and talks about how her dick is bigger than yours. As she strokes and wanks it, she’ll make you tell her how it’s what a real cock should look like. How you admire its size and girth. Of how much more superior it is to your  thin little noodle.

8 – Make you take a strap-on.

To enforce your status in her life she will think nothing of bending you over and forcing a big thick strap-on cock right up your ass and fucking you with it. It will make you humble and degraded and reinforce her power over you. Not only do you not get to fuck her but she fucks you instead. She will hammer your arse till your eyes water and make sure you feel total degradation. Verbal insults usually go hand in hand with a pegging humiliation as well. You will end up feeling like a total faggot as she fucks you in the ass. You aren’t a real man anyway so why shouldn’t you be treated like a bitch?

9 – Force you to dress in panties.

You aren’t a real man so why should you wear male briefs or boxers? She’ll hand you a pair of frilly panties or skimpy knickers and these will be yours. It will help remind you that you’re not a real man and that, in her eyes, you are just a sissy. It is extremely humiliating for a male to be forced to dress in sissy panties by a superior female and will help focus your mind on the fact you are not important enough or good enough to wear male attire. For added humiliation, she might also bring her real man lover in and make you wear your panties in front of him.

10 – Put you in chastity.

That little thing between your legs is no good to any woman and you wouldn’t know what to do with it anyway. Your days of sitting spanking your meat like a horny teenager are over. She will put your dick in a plastic prison that denies erections and forbids relief. As if being forced to give up your orgasms and beg to cum wasn’t bad enough, for added humiliation and torment she will also make you watch as she sucks her lover’s cock and as his hard dick enters the woman you love. As you watch her get fucked, she can enjoy herself knowing that you will not be jerking off or playing with “her” property. As an added bonus, she can also make you complete humiliating tasks to earn each and every orgasm she allows you.

11 – Get you to thank her lover for satisfying her.

Since you can’t get the job done and she has to get real men to take care of her sexual needs, does it not seem only fair that you should thank him for doing what you are incapable of? She will bring him into the room, make you get on your knees and thank him for satisfying her needs. Congratulating him on his cock size and commenting on how inferior yours is to his will also be required. You will thank this man for what he does to your mistress that you can’t.

12 – Roleplay of cruel wife/girlfriend.

Many submissive males fantasise about a 24/7 lifestyle sub/Dom relationship - to date an arrogant, spoiled Princess or to marry a cruel, strict wife. She can have you write down the things you want her to say and do then chose which, if any to include, laughing contemptuously at your pathetic desires. In her own time and in her own way, she will offer all the cutting put-downs, scornful looks and spitting hatred you dream of suffering. Of course she will also make sure you know she fucks other men because you are not good enough. What’s more, she will make you apologise for not being man enough to satisfy her.

13 – Make you her fluffer.

As much as they like feeling a big thick cock inside them, some women don’t like sucking it first during foreplay to get it hard so that’s where you come in. You can’t satisfy her so might as well make yourself useful. She and he can kiss and make out while you crawl between his legs, take his monster cock in your mouth and suck it till it gets hard for her to ride. As a fluffer, it is your job to get it lubricated and ready for action and, once you have done so, she will simply cast you aside without a second thought.

14 – Make you worship her lover’s big dick.

It is only right that since you have a tiny little stub (or clit as she likes to call it) that you show appreciation to real men who have proper cocks so she will bring another man into the bedroom and make you get on your knees and worship his fat cock. Telling them how glorious it is, how magnificent, how it will fill her and how powerful it must be. You’ll show your appreciation by kissing it and fawning over it and you better convince her you mean it.

15 – Shave her pussy before a night out and not tell you why.

She won’t tell you why and you know better than to ask but you will both know exactly why. There is only one reason a hot bitch like your Mistress/ Wife would shave EVERYWHERE before going out on a date or with her friends. She will enjoy the feeling of mystery as she watches you shave her, knowing that you know you are doing it for another man’s benefit. She will also have fun with not letting you know and keeping you wondering. Of course, the added humiliation of making her cuck shave her bald for another man to enjoy is just the icing on the cake!

16 – Force you to watch from your knees as she wanks another man’s cock.

Dragging you into the room or making you get on your knees and watch, she will have her lover lying on the bed and she will lie beside him and look at you with a smirk on her face as she leans over and takes his big cock in her mouth and sucks it. Making groaning and slurping noises, she will enjoy the look of desperation on your face as you sit transfixed by the sight of the woman you idolise sucking a big cock like she’s mad on it. Forced to watch every second and hear his moans of ecstasy as she slurps away until he cums inside her mouth and she swallows his full load. Very humiliating for you indeed.

17 – Pay her lovers cab fare.

As if her bringing another man to fuck her isn’t bad enough, imagine how humiliating it will be if she calls you through and makes you hand over money to pay his cab fare. Imagine paying the cab fare of the man who is about to fuck the woman you lust after. Either handing her money to give to him, giving it to him directly or paying the driver yourself will be humiliating enough, but just think, for the added humiliation she might also have you tell the driver why he dropped a guy off at a house where another man paid the fare. Imagine how embarrassed you would be.

18 – Hold her panties when she is with another man.

As an act of ultimate humiliation, when she strips naked for her lover, when she takes her panties off, she will make you hold them while she has sex with him. She might slip them off first under her skirt. She might take them off last after everything else but whichever way she does it, it will degrading for you to have to hold her underwear as she is with another man. Especially considering it is the closest you will ever come to her pleasure area! Maybe as a final act of degradation, she will hang them from the end of your erection and make you keep them there till she has finished fucking? You with a hard-on is no use to any living woman so might as well make it useful for something!

19 – Hold her hand while she gets fucked.

It is a humiliating act in itself but it works even better if you are husband and wife or at least in a fantasy roleplay as such. Holding her hand might seem harmless but showing your love and devotion while she is ploughed by another man’s cock is a huge act of submission and it will reinforce the power she has over you. The fact that it forces you to be closer and feel her hand and arm movements as well as seeing her tits bounce when he ploughs her are just an added bonus!

20 – Make you masturbate in front of them.

While you may enjoy a sneaky wank session fantasising about your Goddess, you do it in private. Supervised masturbation is very different. You will not enjoy it, nor will it be a satisfying session. As they both sit and laugh or kiss or talk about you and snigger, you will kneel before them and spank your monkey. Being such a dirty little wanker will be all the worse as you do it in front of your goddess and her lover.

So there you have it. 20 ideas for cuckold humiliation that can be used by your wife. Each designed to put you firmly in your place and make you understand in no uncertain terms what your role is in her world as her boot licking, feet kissing, inferior little cuckold.


Chapter 2: The Marriage Contract

Olivia and I had been living together as Mistress and slave for almost a year. During that time, I'd repeatedly brought up my fantasy of being cuckolded. Though Olivia was intrigued by the idea of having a lover while I remained monogamous and in a chastity device (CB-2000), she hesitated on following through with the act because she was afraid of damaging our relationship. It wasn't until a date was set for our marriage that she decided to have me sign a slave contract, which stipulated that she was free to have sexual affairs with other men whenever she desired. I, on the other hand, was to remain in chastity and would only be allowed to masturbate once a month at most and only under her strict supervision. 


When I asked Olivia about the "cuckolding" clause in the contract, she simply smiled at me and said that it was time to carry me to a deeper level of submission and that cuckolding was the perfect way to do it. She explained that it would begin on our wedding night so that the foundation for our marriage could be set. She told me that I'd never be allowed to have sexual intercourse with her again. Of course, I'd be permitted to orally service her whenever she was in the mood for my tongue, but actual penetration would be forbidden. Olivia now felt it was beneath a Mistress to have sex with her slave, even if she was married to him. Since she was a beautiful, middle-aged woman and had no intention of going without sex, she'd decided to start having affairs with other men so that she could be satisfied to the fullest extent on a regular basis. She even had someone in mind to take my place in the wedding bed. 


It would be several months after our wedding before I found out the real reason my wife had finally decided to cuckold me. A new associate (Karl) had joined the law firm where she worked and the desire to fuck him had grown steadily over a period of time. It had even reached the point where the two lovebirds were sneaking off at lunchtime to kiss and grope at each other like hormonal-driven teenagers. Even worse, Olivia had entertained the idea of breaking off her relationship with me so that she could be with Karl on a full-time basis, but two things had stopped her from carrying through on the idea. The first was that she enjoyed having a personal slave to wait on her hand and foot and Karl was an alpha male who didn't believe in submitting to any woman. Because of his large-sized penis, he actually expected women to pamper him. The second reason was that he just wanted a "fuck buddy." Karl had no interest in a permanent commitment. Olivia, however, was ready to settle down and get married. As she thought about the situation, she came to the conclusion that cuckolding was the only solution to her dilemma. She could marry me and have a slave at her beck and call, while fucking Karl twice a week without having to worry about my feelings. Karl knew that she was dominant and getting ready to marry me, so the thought of fucking another man's wife whenever he wanted was a turn-on, offering the perfect set up for each of them. 


On the day Olivia and I got married, we only had a few of our friends there at the Little Wedding Chapel on the Strip. Karl was there for Olivia. I'd never met him, nor heard of him until that evening. That was when my wife informed me that he would be the one fucking the new bride. Not only that, but Olivia had invited over a dozen people so that they could witness me getting down on all fours and fastening a gold anklet around her right ankle, which symbolized her complete freedom to have sex with other men. I was then made to kiss the toe of her white stiletto-heeled shoe and to promise total obedience to her every command. I could hear people in the wedding congregation laughing out loud as my new wife turned around and walked over to Karl, giving him a big wet kiss with a lot of tongue as I continued to kneel there in servitude. 


The Justice of the Peace nearly had a heart attack. 


After the wedding was over, we had a small party at Carluccio's on East Tropicana Avenue. We had dinner and drinks at a long rectangular table, and everyone congratulated Olivia and I on tying the knot (no pun intended). I sat on my wife's right, while Karl sat on her left side. He showed no hesitation in reaching down beneath the tablecloth with his right hand and pulling up my wife's white pleaded skirt above her stocking tops. He casually placed his fingers between her thighs and stroked her pussy through the cotton crotch of her white silk panties. She didn't act surprised by this sudden act of intimacy. Instead, she rested her hand on top of his and quietly encouraged him to get her off while we all chatted about our lives and jobs. 


I hate to admit it, but I felt a rush of unexpected jealousy at what Karl was doing to my wife. After having urged her to cuckold me, I couldn't believe that I was feeling this emotion over what was happening. I tried not to watch, but my eyes kept drifting down to the movement of Karl's fingers as he gradually brought my wife to an orgasm that shook her body. I knew exactly when it came; as she gripped the table with both hands, squeezed her legs tightly together, and fought to stifle the sounds that threatened to erupt from her mouth. I wasn't sure if any of our friends noticed what was happening, but I sure did. 


The rest of the evening was just as bad. There was a small band playing in the restaurant and everyone but me got up to dance. Olivia danced with Karl. When they slow danced, he had his crotch pressed tightly against hers as if he were the groom and anxious to fuck the new bride. They were literally groping each other the whole time they were dancing. When it was time to leave the restaurant, my wife chose to ride home with Karl. That was a big slap in the face for me. I fought down a snide remark and simply nodded my head at her announcement. I then drove back to the apartment alone. 


I got there first and went into the kitchen to pour myself a glass of cold white wine. I then made my way to the master bedroom. Our packed suitcases were sitting on the floor beside the TV console. We intended to drive down to San Diego the next morning for a three-day honeymoon. Turning on the television, I sat down in the lounge chair and watched an old episode of Spenser: For Hire on Lifetime while drinking my wine. Two glasses later, Olivia and Karl showed up. They entered the apartment laughing loudly and then made their way down the short hallway to where I was waiting. As they walked into the bedroom, I could see that my wife's lipstick was smeared and her clothes were in disarray. I couldn't help but wonder if they'd already fucked in his car. 


Olivia told me to turn off the television and to get undressed. Though I was still angry, I felt a slight tingling in my groin of sexual excitement. It's about to happen, I thought. 


I quickly complied with my wife's wishes and was disrobed and on my knees in less than ninety seconds. She got the handcuffs, the dog collar, a short thin chain, two small locks, and a ball gag out of her cedar chest. Olivia then walked over to me and commanded me to kiss the toe of her right shoe again. I did so with great reverence. Then, with my head bowed toward the floor, she demonstrated my obedience to Karl. 


"What are you?" she asked. 


"A slave," I said. 


"What's the purpose of a slave?" 


"To obey his Mistress." 


"No matter what the command?" 


"Yes." 


"You are now my husband," she said. "That, however, doesn't change things. You're still a slave and I'll continue to treat you like one. In that regard, you are only here for my pleasure and amusement and for making my life more comfortable." 


"Yes, Mistress." 


"Though we're now husband and wife, you will not be allowed to have sexual intercourse with me for the duration of our marriage. I don't think a Mistress should allow a slave the pleasure of fucking her. That takes away her power. Don't you agree, darling?" 


"Yes, I do." 


"That special gift should only be granted to her lovers." 


"Yes, Mistress," I said. 


"As a slave, your duties will include the preparation of all my lovers for me. That means you'll get their cocks nice and hard for me with your mouth. After I have sex with them, you'll be required to clean up the mess they leave behind. I'll expect you to lap up their semen like a good little doggy. You may not enjoy the taste of another man's cum, but you will eat it." 


I couldn't help but wonder exactly what she and Karl had been smoking on the way home. Olivia had never mentioned her interest in having me suck cock. If she had, I wouldn't have been so quick to push her into a cuckolding arrangement. I'm not bi-sexual, and I've never had a desire to suck another man's penis. In fact, I find the whole idea to be revolting. 


"I need men with large cocks," Olivia continued. She tapped the hard plastic cage around my own limp penis as if to make a point. "You simply don't satisfy me. That's part of the reason you'll never be allowed to have sex with me again." 


She then turned to Karl and asked him to take off his clothes. 


As he did that, Olivia had me place my hands behind my back so she could lock the steel cuffs around them. She then fastened the dog collar around my neck and locked one end of the chain to it. When Karl was completely undressed, my wife ordered me to raise my head and to gaze upon his magnificent cock. I did as she commanded and gasped in shock as my eyes settled upon the huge piece of meat hanging between his muscled legs. Even soft, his penis was at least seven inches in length and two inches in diameter. She had him move closer to my face. My wife then took hold of his manhood and held the head of it up to my lips. 


"Kiss it," she said. 


I glanced up at her with a desperate plead in my eyes. It didn't do any good. 


Olivia already had her own ideas about how a slave should be treated and cock sucking seemed to be part of the program. There was a no-nonsense look in her dark brown eyes that sent a cold chill coursing down my spine. 


"If I have to tell you a second time," she said, "I'm going to whip you in front of Karl and then I'll make you beg for the pleasure of sucking his cock. I might even let him cum in your mouth." 


The threat worked, and I begrudgingly placed my lips to her lover's penis and kissed it tenderly on the head as one would a new-born child. 


"Now open your mouth nice and wide," she said. 


I did. 


Karl stepped closer and pushed the head of his cock into my mouth. I almost choked on the size of his appendage. The taste and scent didn't help matters, either. I felt the gag reflex rising up, and I thought for a moment that I was going to throw up. I had to will myself to force the bile back down and to start sucking his cock as if it were the most wonderful thing in the universe. 


"Suck it," Olivia said. "I want his cock hard by the time I get my clothes off." 


As I worked on Karl's impressive manhood, my wife took off her blouse and skirt, laying them across the lounge chair. She was wearing a tight white corset with garters and a pair of matching silk panties underneath her clothes. A pair of sheer skin-tone nylons and white stiletto-heeled shoes highlighted her gorgeous legs. 


She looked so damn hot! 


Stepping out of her panties, Olivia walked back over to us to check on my performance and said to her boyfriend, "Is my husband doing a good job?" 


"What do you think?" Karl said. 


They both stood there, watching my head bob up and down as my lips applied a steady amount of suction to the head of his huge cock. Though he was already erect, it was clear that he didn't want me to stop. Karl was enjoying my humiliation too much, and I was afraid that he intended to ejaculate into my mouth. If he did, I knew my wife would blame me for it and make me swallow the entire load out of spite. When Karl was just about ready to explode, she quickly ordered me to stop sucking. 


"You've done a good job," my wife said with a smile upon her face, "I think you secretly enjoy having me force you to suck cock, darling." 


I had nothing to say to that comment. 


She then placed the ball gag inside my mouth and fastened the straps behind my head. I was led over to the foot of the bed so that the other end of the chain could be locked to the eye bolt in the wooden post on the right-hand side of the bed frame. 


Once I was helpless to prevent what was going to happen, Karl and Olivia got on the king-size bed and began making love like a newly married couple. They were both filled with a sense of urgency and a passionate need to be joined together. I knelt there on the floor and watched. I have to admit that I had a difficult time wrapping my mind around the fact that my new wife was fucking another man and was begging him to give it to her even harder with each long stroke. I found myself to be jealous and sexually aroused at the same time, and I didn't know how to react. Nevertheless, I tried to avert my eyes from what was happening on my wife's bed, but it was like passing a car wreck in the middle of the night. Your eyes are automatically drawn to it. 


Olivia moaned ecstatically as Karl gave her the fucking of her life. In no time at all he had her stocking-covered legs draped over his shoulders as he drove his massive erection repeatedly into her. I don't remember how many times my wife came during the first round of intercourse. I stopped counting after four orgasms. I do know that she kept screaming out loud, begging him not to stop. Karl was certainly satisfying my wife in ways I couldn't. His cock filled her pussy completely. It was the perfect fit for what she needed. In fact, they fucked so hard during the second go-around that the force of his long, thick erection drove my wife's head repeatedly into the headboard. 


It should have been funny, but it wasn't. 


When Karl had his final orgasm, it was just as strong as the first one, and it seemed to take forever as he kept ejaculating stream after stream of semen deep into her womb. Olivia actually started crying at the end of their lovemaking, holding onto his firm body as if for dear life, not wanting the sex to end. 


Strange as it may be, I could feel my own penis straining against its cage in a futile effort to become erect, plus I was breathing almost as heavy as they were. That's how excited I was by the night's activity. 


When my wife's new boyfriend withdrew his still-hard cock from her body, a river of cum ran out of her and onto the cream-colored sheets. It settled into a small puddle between her legs. The thought of having to clean that up made me nauseated. I then remembered an old saying about being careful what you wish for. Well, I'd wanted to be cuckolded by Olivia and now it had happened. 


Afterwards, while my face was nestled between Olivia's thighs and I was busy trying to lick up the large quantity of semen that had been deposited inside of her vagina, my wife cheerfully informed me that I'd be staying home for the honeymoon...that Karl would be taking my place on the trip to San Diego. They both laughed at the expression on my face when I raised my head and stared at them. Of course, I also had Karl's pearly-white semen all over my face and that may have added to the joke. 


Since that eventful night, Karl has been coming over to our apartment two-or-more times a week to have sex with my wife. They do it in the living room, on the kitchen table, in the shower, on my wife's bed, and even on my own bed in the spare bedroom so that I can lie in the wetness of their cum stains and think about them fucking as I attempt to go to sleep at night. Sometimes I get to watch and sometimes I'm only allowed to listen. I'm dealing with everything a lot better than I did on our wedding night, but I still have trouble sexually submitting to Karl. Now, whenever he wants a blow job, I'm the one who has to give it to him. My wife thinks it's beneath her to suck cock. I'm also expected to swallow his load after he ejaculates. That was Olivia's idea, and they both think it's hilarious. Needless to say, the life of a slave isn't an easy one, but at least it's never boring.


Chapter 3: Be Careful What You Wish For

My wife Julie is 31, beautiful and charming in every way. She has a very sexy body, great legs and long reddish-brown hair. Our sex life has always been good as Julie is very passionate. After a year of marriage, I rekindled my intense fascination in chastity belts. The idea of being locked up sexually was always very exciting to me. Even when I was younger, I would take a short cardboard tube, put it over my penis and wear it under my underwear. I absolutely loved the feeling of being "trapped." 


My wife was never previously interested in chastity belts and thought I was perverted. Nonetheless, I bought myself a high quality stainless steel belt. I liked to wear it as I enjoyed having my organ "confined" in the steel tube with only the head of my penis sticking out at the end. For it to work, my penis is inserted into a hollow steel tube that bends downward. The tube then locks to the cuff ring around the base of my genitals. It gives me a comfortable but very secure fit for long term wear. Once locked in, it is impossible for me to escape from it or have an erection or orgasm. Julie would always laugh whenever she saw me wear it around the house and say I looked sexy in it.


I love my wife very much and it was important for me to have her hold the key. Wearing a chastity belt is much more fun when your lover has total control of your chastity. After some begging on my part, she finally agreed. After being locked up for a couple of days, Julie could see how horny I would become. She liked how I became so desperate to please her and "earn" my orgasms. I enjoyed the "frustration" of being kept chaste, and then being allowed to cum after great anticipation.


I also enjoy being teased by Julie. She is great at doing a strip tease and wiggling her sexy ass in front of me, which drives me absolutely wild! Many times, she would keep me locked up for several days, which would cause me to go crazy with lust. Julie did, on a couple of occasions, offer to end the fantasy, but I always begged her to continue, as I love being at her mercy sexually. I know it sounds strange, but I feel "naked" without my chastity belt and I much prefer to wear it!


After about six months of chastity play my wife started meeting other women who had chastity belted husbands of their own. Julie was amazed at how many man like chastity control! She enjoyed hearing how the other women keep their husbands in line sexually, and how much pleasure the couples would receive (and freedom for the wives) when the husbands are kept chaste. Without going into detail, there were reportedly some very kinky things going on! Now I know that this isn't a lifestyle for everybody, but it is definitely the lifestyle for me, and I wanted to do it with Julie as the gatekeeper of my penis! 


Julie gave me one last chance to call it off, but I begged her to be my Mistress and to never stop the fantasy. I also reminded her that there was no way I could ever cheat on her being locked up!


I shivered with excitement as she locked me up. After everything was locked, she grabbed the tip of my penis and said "this belongs to me now!" When Julie came home the next day, she presented me with a strap-on dildo. It was 8 inches long and was much longer and plumper than my 5" penis when fully erect. After I removed my clothes, she strapped it on over my chastity belt. The strap-on dildo endowed me with a very impressive artificial hard-on. Once she undressed, Julie told me to make love to her. After I climbed on top of her, Julie moaned as I lowered my artificial cock into her hot slit. She moaned louder as she took in all 8" of it. It was just like real lovemaking, except my real penis was safely locked away in the bent tube. I had no trouble bringing my kinky wife to orgasm. I made love to her several more times with my artificial penis. It would drive me wild making love to Julie while my own penis remained chaste. I cannot begin to describe the kinky tension of having to screw my beautiful wife with a fake cock. Julie, in turn, said it felt better inside her than my real cock! 


After 2 weeks of celibacy, Julie had me strip and sit in a chair. My hands and feet were restrained and then she unlocked me. My penis went to an immediate erection. I tried to reach and touch myself but the restraints prevented it. Julie smiled and said that I won't be allowed to touch it because my cock belongs to her. She teased me by gently pulling on my nipples and then running her tongue around them. She then got on her knees and wiggled her breasts above my crotch but was careful not to touch my penis. Julie seemed to take real pleasure in teasing me out of my mind! She then ran her tongue up my thigh. I begged her and said "I can't take it anymore!" She laughed and proceeded to lick her way up my other thigh. 


When she was done, she asked me if I liked having her as my Mistress for life. "Yes" I said, "but I can't take it any longer! I need to cum! I want you, I want you bad!" 


She delighted in how bad I wanted her. She giggled as she reminded me again that my penis belonged to her forever while she stroked me faster. "You will remain chaste for me, strictly for my pleasure alone." she added as she played with my tool. 


In no time, I squirted my load for her. With her other hand, she caught my ejaculate in her palm. After 2 weeks without cumming, my orgasm was very intense. The release was incredible! Once my penis was locked up again, she unlocked my arm and leg restraints.


After that first experience, my wife had me in a routine. I would wear the strap-on penis for lovemaking 3 or 4 times a week and in return, she would strap me in restraints once every 2 weeks so she could tease and masturbate me. Even though I whined and begged to be let out more often, Julie was very strict on letting me cum once every 2 weeks if I was good. I once went a month without cumming because I did not please her properly! She always likes to remind me that my penis is just too small for her pussy! She also likes to wear something revealing and tell me that my little penis is not allowed inside her, and then watch with glee as my penis tries to throb inside the snug bent tube! My whining and desperate pleas are beautiful sounds for her ears.


Over the course of the next 3 years, I continued to be prohibited from having intercourse. It only made me want her more, and Julie knew it and loved it. The more I wanted her the more she would tease me that she wanted a real man inside her. She would enjoy my panic as I would try furiously to pull off my chastity belt or try to stimulate the head of my penis, but with no luck. Julie, who is a very beautiful woman, would tell me how lots of good-looking guys stare at her or try or flirt with her. Even though she would make me jealous, she could tell that deep down I enjoyed the erotic frustration of chastity and hearing about other men who notice my pretty wife. (I guess that is one of the side effects of long term chastity, whereby I am submissive to her pleasure!)


Later in the spring, Julie bought a skimpy green bikini. Just the sight of her perfect body in her bikini caused me to shudder in complete sexual frustration. She once had me lay on the bed and strapped my wrists and ankles so I was completely restrained. She unlocked my chastity belt and let me lay there with a painful hard-on. As she headed out the door for the beach, she said she might be gone awhile if she finds any cute guys to talk to. Julie laughed as I squealed in frustration. While she was gone, I laid there helpless but very excited. I couldn't help but picture my bikini-clad wife talking to some young stud in the beach.


About 3 hours later, Julie finally arrived home. She looked at my hard-on and commented on how little it is. As I lay there totally restrained, she kissed my whole body area except my crotch. When she finished, she said she had a great time at the beach and met a very handsome college guy named Mark. She said he has a beautiful smooth, tan body and that he is on the swim team. I moaned in agony as my wife continued to drool over this good looking guy. She said he was wearing a tight speedo-type swimsuit at the beach. She smiled seductively as she said that she liked the giant bulge in his briefs. It made me squirm in desperate excitement! At the same time, I was actually turned on by her naughty behaviour. 


After she was done kissing my body, she cupped her hands around my penis. Her touch felt wonderful and I said "Thank you Mistress, please stroke me." 


She started to stroke me and said she wanted to see Mark again. Suddenly she pulled my penis rather hard and said that I should have no objection to her seeing Mark. 


"After all, your penis is so small. 5 inches won't satisfy me. Mark's penis has to be much larger than yours! I am tired of the strap-on dildo; I need a real man inside me." 


She went on to inform me that I will never be allowed to have my penis inside her or inside any other woman ever again!! While the thought of never having intercourse again was scary, it was very exciting to know that I would enjoy the thrill of the ultimate chastity challenge!


In my desperate hope, I told her "I love you; I have an undying love for you always. I want you to always be my Mistress and I want you to do whatever makes you happy!" 


I thought for sure that I would now get a badly needed hand job or even a blow job, but instead I got more chastity. Julie whispered in my ear that right now what would make her happy would be another week of chastity! Ugh!! She took some cold packs from the freezer and placed them around my crotch. It was such a cold feeling. The cold made my 3-hour erection relax. When it did, Julie slid the bent tube over my limp penis and locked it in. Before she unfastened my hand and leg restraints, Julie took a few moments to enjoy my panic. She gushed over the fact that I would never be able to enjoy intercourse ever again with my "little dick."


It had now been a month and a week since I had cum, a record for me! My desperation had increased, and my wife found my record chaste condition to be very erotic. On that Saturday morning, Julie had me pick out some under things for her to wear as she would be entertaining company. I became crazy with strange excitement as I knew she meant she would be entertaining Mark! I went to her underwear drawer and picked out a pair of black thong panties along with a sexy matching bra. As I helped her dress, she asked me if I thought Mark would like them. I groaned as if I was in pain but Julie just admired her great body in the mirror. After she was finishing dressing in a shirt and shorts, she told me to strip naked. I did, and all I had on was my chastity belt.


She led me to the bedroom closet where I was given restraints. I was also given a gag to keep my mouth quiet. She closed the closet door, and I could see out of the front of the door through the slants. Soon the doorbell rang. As she answered the door, I could hear a male voice. I could hear them talking in the other room. After several minutes, I heard them come into the bedroom. When they did, I got my first glance of Mark. He was a well built, extremely handsome guy with boyish good looks. I lost my breath as I saw my wife put her arms around him and kiss him. I watched in disbelief as they disrobed. I couldn't believe this was happening! With both of them in their underwear kissing passionately, my penis ached as I watching my loving wife reach for and pull down his briefs. As she did, Mark's penis bounced out into open view. I couldn't help marvel at the size. It was at least 8" long and very thick with a large head. He was hung like a horse.


Julie then got on her knees and started licking his penis. It had been over a year since she had my penis in her mouth. As Mark moaned to the oral delights from my wife, I remembered how much I enjoyed having her suck me. After she was done, Julie stood up and Mark slowly removed her bra and panties. I sighed quietly as his hands started to explore my naked wife. It was quite erotic to see both of them nude together. 


After watching them for a couple more minutes, a strange thing happened -- my jealousy went away! I suddenly realized that I was enjoying the show and that I wanted my wife to get it on with this stud! Even though I was locked up, it was as if I was living this experience through Mark! As I quietly peeked through the slants on the closet door, my whole body tingled with pleasure as I watched Mark's fingers gently stroke Julie's pussy hairs only 2 or 3 feet away. My cock throbbed as I watched Julie gently pull on his cock. As she pulled, it extended right in front of my peep hole just a few inches from my face. I then felt this kinky and unnatural sense of gratification in knowing that his big cock will certainly satisfy my wife!


After some more foreplay in front of the closet door, Mark began leading my wife toward the bed. As they went, Julie made sure that she wiggled her ass in front of me which, of course, drives me wild! When they both got to the bed, Mark had her lay back. She looked so beautiful laying there! I watched intently as Mark hovered over her. His penis was rock hard as it was only a couple of inches above he pussy. I took a deep breath as he lowered himself on top of her. I silently gasped as I watched Mark's large cock disappear into my wife's pussy. Julie then gave out the longest moan as she took in all 8 inches of his manhood! 


Instead of feeling jealous, I felt overjoyed as I watched his big cock penetrate my wife. I became fascinated that Mark was enjoying intercourse, something I will never experience again. To my surprise, I discovered it was more exciting for me to watch intercourse then to have intercourse! To watch this stud bed my wife was even more exciting than wearing a chastity belt! I had never heard Julie give orgasmic yells the way she was doing with Mark. Finally, Mark could not hold it any longer. He started to moan in a very low voice. I knew he had to be shooting a big sperm load into my wife.


After they lay on the bed and caught their breath, Mark got up and headed to the shower. I looked over at Julie, as she started to get up. When I looked back at Mark, I could see his creamy white butt checks disappear into the shower. While he was in the shower, Julie opened the closet door to check on me. She then removed the gag from my mouth. I caught her by surprise by telling her that watching her with Mark was the most erotically frustrating/fulfilling experience I ever had! Julie was delighted when I told her I was glad I was never going have intercourse again, because I would rather watch intercourse then experience it! She smiled and told me that she promises, no matter what, that I will never have intercourse again! I still shuddered at the thought, but was elated when she said that I will be "forced" to watch her have intercourse on many more occasions!


When the water to the shower stopped, my wife closed the door and put on her thong panties. When Mark started drying off, Julie grabbed his semi-erect cock and told him, "I want a lot more of this!" Mark smiled and got dressed. They kissed and made plans to get together in a couple of days.


After Mark left, she opened the door and was ready to unlock my penis. I asked if she could please wait. Julie was absolutely puzzled. While I was extremely horny, I asked that my arm and leg restraints be released first so I could please kiss her pussy. She got a naughty smile and quickly took off the restraints. I couldn't help but remove her panties. When I did, my wife's pussy was all creamy and gooey from Mark's ejaculation. 


I can't really explain why I did it, but I began to lick her pussy! I found myself licking up globs of Mark's warm, sticky cum. Julie began to squeal with excitement as I lapped up more globs of white jizz from inside her slit. While it gives me no pleasure to lick up my own cum, I found it very satisfying to be licking up Mark's ejaculate, as it has a very smooth, creamy taste. I liked the way it coated the inside of my mouth and tongue. There was no doubt Julie liked having me lick Mark's cum out of her pussy. Julie then strapped me down and unlocked my chastity belt. Before she would touch me, I had to tell her how much I liked Mark's cock. I told her that it is a wonderful cock and that I want him to stick inside her while I watch. I really enjoyed the "tension" of having to praise another man's cock while you wait for your orgasm! Finally, after I gave sufficient praise of Mark's cock, Julie wrapped her fingers around my penis, and began to stroke me. In no time, I began to cum.


A couple of days later, Mark came over again and I hid in the closet from where I enjoyed watching my beautiful wife be undressed. In turn, when Julie undressed him he was wearing a jock strap. Once Julie removed Mark's jock strap, she made sure I got a good long view of where all that cum came from! In no time, I was watching with curiosity and delight as Mark's massive boner plunged into my wife's eager pussy. It had been over 4 years since I was inside her pussy! I tried hard to imagine the feeling of my cock inside her. I stared a Mark's cock as he it pumped in and out her, while I tried to imagine that was my cock inside her. I even tried to imagine the sensation his cock was feeling. After a few minutes of watching, I could see his cock pulsate in an orgasmic release. I knew that his load would be destined for my tongue.


My wife continued to "date" Mark for several months until he graduated and moved far away. Shortly after Mark moved, we decided we wanted to have children. Because my penis and sperm are not allowed inside her, she found a man who lives in another state who has similar looks and features as mine, including hair colour and eye colour. She became pregnant by him twice and we now have 2 beautiful, healthy children, ages 2 and 3. Many people have remarked on how much the children look like me (ironic, but they don't know the truth)! I am a good father and I love my children, even though they were not conceived by me (otherwise I would never get to have children)!


Even though my wife had 2 children, she kept her great shape and her body is sexier than ever! We bought a duplex as rental property, and rented out the one side to 2 college freshmen. We kept the other side as our "pad." When the children are home with the nanny, I hide in the "pad" closet and watch Julie screw one (or both!) of the freshmen. They are young, blond and horny. They are both well-endowed and jizz my wife good, which keeps my tongue busy! I still cum only once every 2 weeks (if I am good!) 


It has been over 8 years since I have had intercourse (and still counting!)


Chapter4: A Slave To His Wife’s Lover

As Carolyn finished her bath and stepped out of the tub, I stood up and began to dry her off with a large soft towel. She looked into the mirror over the sink, staring at me as I ran the towel over her back and buttocks. 


"I need to dry off my chest and stomach," she said. 


I handed the towel to her and watched as she casually wiped the beads of moisture from the front of her lovely body. She gave me back the bath towel and instructed me to dry off her legs and feet. When that was finally done, Carolyn handed me a plastic bottle of body lotion. I squirted some of the creamy liquid on my right hand, put the bottle down on the top of the toilet, and rubbed both of my hands briskly together so that the lotion wouldn't be cold. I then began to apply it to my wife's body, doing her legs first and gradually working my way up. I gently massaged her muscles as I rubbed the lotion into her soft, bare skin, listening to the sounds of contentment that were coming from her mouth. 


Carolyn enjoyed being pampered. 


When we were finished, I followed my wife out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom. This was her room. I generally slept in one of the spare bedrooms down the short hallway and was never allowed in my wife's room without her explicit permission. 


"What do you think I should wear tonight?" Carolyn asked as she stepped over to her large walk-in closet. She opened its two accordion doors and then stood there for a few moments, staring silently at the massive display of clothing. "Maybe I should go with black leather." 


"You don't want to scare poor Jonathan away," I answered. "It might be better to go with your tight tan skirt and the dark brown, long sleeved silk blouse. I think that would be sexy. You could wear your brown leather jacket over it." 


"Yes, I like that, Daniel. What about underneath the outfit?" 


"Except for the nylons, I would keep everything the same colour." 


"Dark brown?" 


"Yes," I said. 


"What kind of lingerie should I wear?" 


"My suggestion is a lace, push-up bra with matching garter belt and panties," I replied, knowing that her new lover would be turned on by it. "I also think a full-length slip with spaghetti straps and skin-tone nylons with seams up the back would be extra sexy. That'll have Jonathan foaming at the mouth in no time at all." 


"Seams are hard to keep straight," Carolyn said. 


"Yes, they are," I agreed. "Still, seams on the back of stockings have an intense psychological effect on a man's psyche. When Jonathan sees them, the only thing that's going to be on his mind is the mysteriousness of what's underneath your skirt. That's the way it is with men." 


"He already knows what's up there, darling." 


"It doesn't matter," I stated. "It's all in the mind. Besides, tonight is a little different. You want him to be in a state of heat so that he'll be more willing to play your sexual games." 


"Yes, I do." 


"Then go with the seams." 


This was going to be my wife's third get-together with Jonathan. They had met in the lounge at the Venetian Hotel the week before. My wife liked to occasionally scope out the lounges around Las Vegas in search of new and interesting lovers. She was the type of woman who needed a great deal of diversity in her life and a continuous flow of young, intelligent, and well-endowed men into her bed kept the fires burning brightly. It also kept the intensity of our own love life at a fever pitch and that was certainly fine with me. 


The last two dates that Carolyn had with her new lover had ended up back at his apartment, but tonight she intended to bring him to our home to see just how far the envelope could be pushed at this early stage of the game. Though my wife thought there was the possibility of having a long-term relationship with Jonathan, she needed to make sure that he was suitable for what she had in mind. Carolyn also wanted to demonstrate her dominance over me in front of him so that he would feel more comfortable in having sex with her with me in the background. She'd already explained to him that our marriage was based on female domination and that I was treated as her personal slave. Still, she wanted him to experience our lifestyle on a first-hand basis so that he would understand that I had absolutely no say in her affairs and that he was free to come (no pun intended) over every night and make love to her, if that was what they both desired. 


"Get everything ready for me while I put on my make-up," Carolyn said. 


As she walked over to her vanity table and sat down in front of it, I went over to the stereo system in the far corner of the bedroom and put on a CD that was the soundtrack to the movie, Somewhere In Time. Carolyn and I loved the music to this particular movie for it seemed to express the strong emotions that we both felt for each other. 


I listened to the soft music fill the bedroom as I entered the walk-in closet and picked out the tan skirt, the brown silk blouse, and a pair of dark brown shoes with four-inch heels on them. Carrying the clothes out of the closet and over to the king-size bed, I laid the skirt and blouse on top of the black comforter and set the shoes down on the floor. Then, moving over to the wardrobe chest that was located next to the dresser bureau, I opened its wooden doors. 


The top drawer of the tall chest held my wife's panties, neatly folded and arranged by colour, while the one just below it contained her brassieres, girdles, corsets, and garter belts. The third drawer was filled with pantyhose, regular nylons, workout tights for the gym, and socks, and the fourth one held an array of different styles of slips. I gathered the articles of clothing I needed out of the drawers and took them over to the bed. Knowing that it would be awhile before Carolyn was finished putting on her make-up, I knelt down at the foot of the bed and assumed the position of a slave, placing my hands behind my back and my face to the floor. 


Twenty minutes passed by before my wife was ready to get dressed. She switched off the lights on her vanity table, stood up, and walked over to where I was kneeling. 


"You look so natural in that position," she said. 


I didn't say anything. 


"Would you like to help me get dressed?" 


"Yes, Mistress," I replied. 


"Hand me the garter belt," Carolyn instructed. 


Rising to my knees, I picked up the garter belt from off the bed and gave it to her. My wife smiled down at me as she wrapped the lace piece of lingerie around her waist and then turned around so that I could fasten the back of it for her. After I connected the eyehooks on the back of the garter belt, she sat down on the edge of the bed and asked me to give her one of the nylons. 


This was the best part of helping Carolyn to get dressed. I loved to watch her as she put on a pair of stockings. I couldn't think of anything more sensual than when a woman performed this rather simple, but extremely intoxicating act. It was my one weakness, and Carolyn used it to her full advantage. She had long, beautiful legs (the kind of legs a model would kill for) that seemed to go on forever and seeing those legs encased in a pair of sheer nylons brought out the submissive side of my personality. I wanted to kneel before those legs…to kiss them…to run my hands up and down them, delighting in the sensation of nylon against flesh…to place my face between them so I could service my Mistress like a well-trained slave. 


Grabbing one of the nylons from the bed, I positioned myself in front of Carolyn and then handed it to her. She quickly rolled the piece of hosiery up into a little ball and slipped it gingerly over the toes of her right foot. Then, stretching her leg out past my head, she slowly unrolled the nylon down her ankle, calf and thigh. It was a gorgeous sight to behold. I could feel a thickening in the front of my pants as a wave of sexual heat flooded through my body. 


"Would you like to kiss my foot like a good slave?" she asked. 


"Yes, Mistress." 


As Carolyn fastened the two garter tabs to the top of the stocking, I took her right foot in my hand like it was a priceless artefact and softly kissed it with outright love and adoration. 


"I need the other nylon," she said. 


I released her foot, grabbed the second nylon, and handed it to her. She then repeated the process with her left leg. After my wife fastened the garters on the left side of her body, I slipped the dark brown stiletto-heeled shoes onto her feet and she stood up, towering over me like a true Goddess. 


"My panties, please." 


"Yes, Mistress." 


I got her satin panties and then helped her to step into them. She pulled them teasingly up her legs and over the garter belt, putting on a sexy little show for me. Whenever Carolyn wore panties, she always made it a habit to wear them on the outside of the garter belt so that accessibility for sex would be easier. There'd been one night when she had met a man in a lounge, and they'd gone outside to the dark alleyway in the back and had sex. He had made her lean up against the wall of the lounge like cops do to suspects in the movies. The guy then pulled Carolyn's skirt up to her waist, ripped off her panties, and fucked her from behind as cars drove by only a short distance away. 


Accessibility. That was my wife's motto. 


I watched as Carolyn put on the bra and slip, then her blouse and skirt. She not only looked beautiful and sexy, but classy as well. Walking over to the dresser bureau, she picked up a brush and began to comb her long brown hair. I could literally feel my heart expanding with such unbelievable joy for this woman who made my life so complete in every way imaginable. 


Is it possible for a person to express the deep-rooted love that exists between a dominant female and her submissive husband? Perhaps there are no words to adequately describe the coming together of these two unique individuals. I do know that when a man kneels before his wife and offers his mind, body and soul to her in servitude, desiring only to please her in whatever way she chooses, it is only then that he truly understands his one purpose in life…his sole reason for existing. I couldn't help but wonder how many people would be able to grasp the concept that when a dominant female instructs her husband in the art of obedience by whipping him, she's expressing her own pure love for his essence and well-being? 


Even less would be able to understand a submissive husband's expression of love through the act of bathing and then dressing his wife in preparation for her date with another man. It made me realize that each couple must find what works best for them, ignoring the rules of society, trusting their own desires, wanting only to please each other. A philosopher once said that to understand the true nature of love is to be enlightened. I couldn't agree more. 


"I love you," I said to my wife. 


She looked at my reflection in the mirror and smiled. 


That I worshipped this woman more than life itself was no secret to those who knew us. My feelings for her were blatantly obvious. It could be no other way with this remarkable and breath-taking individual. In many ways she was the personification of the Earth Goddess and therefore the creator and protector of all; yet, there was also the dark side that reminded me of the Hindu Goddess Kali. My wife could have a man quivering in his shoes with just a look of her dark eyes. In a sense, she was the epitome of every submissive male's fantasy: beautiful, sexy, intelligent, creative, extremely aggressive in the work place, firm in her beliefs on how a man should treat her, and utterly ruthless in the infliction of punishment when displeased with the behaviour of a male. 


When Carolyn had agreed to marry me, she did so with a number of stipulations that were non-negotiable. 


The first was that I sign a contract stating that I willingly gave up all of my rights as a husband and agreed to serve her as a personal slave. The document further stated that she'd have complete freedom to take other lovers during the course of our marriage with my full knowledge and approval. I, on the other hand, would be required to be not only faithful, but celibate as well. My sexual outlet would be strictly monitored and controlled by Carolyn at all times. I would be permitted no orgasm without her explicit permission. The document was to be signed by both of us, witnessed by her lawyer, and notarized. 


The second rule was that all my pay checks from work would be immediately turned over to her. She'd control the finances of our marriage. This would ensure my dependence on her and make me more complacent to her wishes. 


The third stipulation had to do with the household chores. It would be my responsibility to keep our home cleaned to her specifications, to do the laundry on a weekly basis, to keep up the lawn, to wash and wax the cars, do the grocery shopping, run any errands, make up the beds each and every morning, etc., etc. My wife would have her own bedroom, while I would sleep in another. 


The next rule was that she be pampered on a daily basis with foot and body massages. At times it would be my job to bathe Carolyn and help prepare her for dates with other men. I would also be sexually submissive to her. I was to be available at all times to sexually please her in whatever way she demanded. 


Another stipulation was that I lose a certain amount of weight and then maintain myself at that weight through daily exercise and healthy eating. She didn't want me dying at an early age. 


The final rule was absolute obedience to her every command. Disobedience, sarcasm, anger, or the silent treatment on my part would result in swift punishment. Carolyn had a number of expensive riding crops that were capable of causing severe pain, not to mention a thick wooden paddle that could quickly change a man's attitude with just a minute or two of forceful use. My wife had no hesitation in administering a hard whipping in order to correct non-desirable behaviour. Sometimes, however, the look on her face would be enough to do the trick. 


"What time is it?" Carolyn asked. 


"Seven-fifteen," I said. 


"Jonathan will be here in a few minutes. While we're gone, I want you to do the laundry and give the house a general cleaning. That should keep you occupied until we get back." 


"Yes, Mistress." 


"Remember to wash my lingerie in Woolite." 


"I'll remember." 


"How do I look?" she asked, turning around and modelling for me. 


"Like a Goddess," I said, rising to my feet. 


Carolyn came over and kissed me gently on the lips. "I don't know if Jonathan will be spending the night or not. If he doesn't, you may come to my room after he leaves." 


"I'd like that very much." 


My wife bent over, lifted the hem of her skirt, and readjusted the garter tabs on each stocking. I found myself becoming aroused again by her actions. Of course, I was always turned on whenever Carolyn was around. I think a lot of men felt the same way about her. Smoothing down her skirt, my wife gave me another kiss and then went downstairs to wait for Jonathan. 


I started collecting the dirty clothes, sheets, and towels from both of our rooms and was in the process of carrying them downstairs when the front doorbell rang. I heard Carolyn answer the door as I came down the steps. Rounding the corner of the stairway, I saw her and Jonathan kissing in the foyer. I suddenly felt like a voyeur. 


When they finished the kiss, Jonathan looked up in my direction and nodded his head in acknowledgement. Carolyn turned around, stared up at me, and offered me one of her tantalizing smiles. 


"We'll be back around eleven," she stated. 


"Have a good time," I said. 


Jonathan waved nonchalantly as they walked out the front door. He seemed like a pleasant fellow. I knew my wife was very pleased with how the relationship was developing. 


Walking across the foyer, I closed the door behind them and then carried the basket of dirty clothes out to the washroom. 


I had the house cleaned and the laundry washed by ten o'clock. My wife would now be able to make love to Jonathan on clean sheets when they returned later in the evening. Since I more or less had the rest of the night to myself, I decided to do some writing on my computer. I went to my bedroom, sat down at the small desk in the corner, and turned on the computer. I'd been working on a short story for the last week about a hitchhiker trying to catch a ride on a deserted piece of beach highway…a highway that was supposedly haunted by the ghost of a woman who had died in a car crash years before. I had a couple of pages left to write and had figured out an ending that would surprise the reader. 


By the time my wife and her lover got home, I had the first draft of the story completed. I heard the front door open and the sound of voices downstairs. I could hear Carolyn laughing happily at something Jonathan must have said. A few minutes passed before they started up the staircase. 


"My bedroom is down there," Carolyn said to him as they entered the upstairs hallway. "I need to see how Daniel is doing." 


"Don't be long," her lover said. 


"I won't." 


I turned around in the chair as Carolyn walked into my bedroom. "How did the evening go?" I asked. 


She came over and stood beside me at the desk. "We had dinner at Sergio's," she said, "and then we went dancing at C2K." 


"Sounds like you had a good time." 


"It was wonderful," Carolyn stated as she bent over and kissed me on the cheek. "Did you get all of the cleaning done?" 


"Yes," I answered. "The laundry's done and the house is clean for another week." 


"You're such a good slave." 


"I finished the first draft of "No Hitchhiking." 


"Can I read it?" 


"I need to do a quick rewrite to polish it up and correct any mistakes," I said. "It should be ready to read by tomorrow night." 


"I can't wait. Listen, I want you to go downstairs to the kitchen and get the bottle of Asti out of the refrigerator. Open it, then put the bottle in a bucket of ice and bring it up to the bedroom with two glasses." 


‘‘Yes mistress’’


Carolyn took my right hand and placed it on her leg as she kissed me again. I felt the impression of garter tabs beneath the skirt. I found myself becoming aroused as her lips moved to my mouth. I could feel the tip of her tongue pressing forward, pushing its way between my lips. My hand gradually worked its way under her skirt, sliding up the sheer nylon to the warm flesh of her thigh. I suddenly felt Carolyn's hand on the crotch of my jeans, rubbing my erection, teasing me with the expectation of things to come. 


Pulling her lips away from mine, but keeping her hand pressed firmly to the hard mound of flesh in the front of my jeans, she stared into my eyes with an intensity that startled me. 


"You know that I love you," she whispered. 


"Yes," I said. 


"When you hear the sounds of Jonathan making love to me tonight, I want you to picture him in your mind, buried deeply within my body, bringing me pleasure, satisfying me in ways you would never have been able to do." 


"Yes, Mistress.' 


Carolyn released her hold on me and straightened back up. I watched as she turned around and walked out of my room, her hips swishing seductively. Taking a deep breath, I rose to my feet and went downstairs to get the bottle of white wine for my wife and her new lover. 


Entering the kitchen, I immediately went to the refrigerator and took out the cold bottle of wine. I removed the tin foil from the top of the bottle and then unwound the wire netting from around the cork. Carefully popping the cork so that none of wine ran out, I set the bottle down on the counter and reached up to one of the top cabinets. I pulled out a metal tray and ice bucket. I put the bottle into the bucket, then took out four trays of ice cubes from the freezer and emptied them one by one into the metal bucket. That would keep the wine fairly cold for at least an hour or longer. I took two wine glasses from the cabinet and then carried everything upstairs to my wife's bedroom. I knocked on the partially closed door and heard the sound of Carolyn's voice telling me to come in. Pushing the door open with my foot, I entered the room and saw my wife sitting on the end of her bed. She sat there in her slip, leaning back with legs crossed, as a naked Jonathan knelt in front of her and passionately kissed her left foot. I caught a brief glimpse of her stocking tops as I walked across the room and put everything down on her dresser bureau. 


"Pour me a glass of wine, darling," Carolyn said to me. 


I took the bottle out of the bucket and poured my wife a glass of wine. Replacing the bottle back inside the bucket of ice, I carried the glass over to her. She took the glass from me and sipped at the chilled wine, her eyes never leaving my face. 


"Kiss me," she ordered. 


I bent down, put my hand behind her head, and pulled her close to me. I kissed her softly on the lips. To my surprise, the kiss quickly turned into something more passionate and erotic. I heard Carolyn moan with pleasure as our tongues probed each other's mouths. I could feel myself becoming sexually aroused and wondered what my wife was up to. 


When Carolyn finally broke off the kiss, she stared up at me for a moment with a smile of delight on her face. She then glanced down at Jonathan and the smile grew bigger. I turned to see what she was looking at. Her lover was still on his knees, kissing her foot like a true submissive. What I hadn't noticed before was that he had a huge erection jutting out before him. I found myself both impressed and intimidated by the sheer size of his sexual organ, suddenly understanding why my wife was hoping for a long-term relationship with this gentleman. I also understood why she'd ordered me to kiss her in front of her nude lover. Carolyn had wanted me to see the size of Jonathan's erection, knowing the psychological affect it would have. She knew, as only a woman can, that when I returned to my bedroom, it would be impossible for me not to picture his large penis penetrating her vulva, filling her completely, carrying her to a new level of sexual abandonment that I'd only dreamed about. There were few things that could make me feel more submissive or insecure than knowing just how much sexual pleasure another man was giving my wife. As her husband and slave, it was a humiliation that I was required to bear. 


"You may go," Carolyn said. 


I looked at her and saw the recognition of my plight in her eyes. She offered me a gentle smile to lighten the pain I was experiencing as a cuckolded husband. Standing back up, I walked out of the room and closed the door behind me. 


I went back downstairs and got a glass of milk and a box of cookies. I carried the snack back up to my room and sat down in front of the computer to start on the rewrite. I wrote for nearly thirty minutes, smoothing out the sentence structure and making corrections as I came across them. 


It was the sound of my wife and Jonathan making love that finally caused me to stop writing. Carolyn's bedroom was only twenty feet down the hall from mine and the walls were thin. I'd also left my bedroom door open. Since my wife was extremely passionate and vocal during sex, it came as no surprise that I'd be able to hear her from my room. I got up from the desk and stepped out into the hallway where the sounds of their lovemaking were more audible. I could actually hear Jonathan grunting with effort as he drove his manhood repeatedly into my wife. It wasn't long before she had her first orgasm. Her voice rose to a fever pitch as she cried out in wild ecstasy. I couldn't stop myself from picturing Jonathan on top of my wife, driving into her with long, deep thrusts as his buttocks pumped up and down. I could see Carolyn's stocking-covered legs wrapped tightly around his lower back. I could hear her voice as she whispered to him not to hold back…to let it happen…to cum inside of her. Jonathan's ejaculation would be hard and powerful. His sperm would fill my wife's womb to capacity. It put me in an acute state of sexual heat. 


Turning around, I left the door open as I went back into my room. I switched off the light and lay down on the bed. I could still hear them quite vividly from where I was. 


The hours passed. It was almost two o'clock in the morning when Jonathan finally left. I was a little surprised by his departure. I'd actually expected him to spend the night with my wife. I listened as they walked down the staircase, talking softly to one another. The front door was opened and then a minute of silence followed before it was closed. I pictured them kissing and saying goodnight…their hands lingering for a few seconds on the body of the other. I held my breath as Carolyn came back up the stairs. I was filled with avid anticipation. She entered my bedroom and stood just inside the doorway, looking quietly at me. I could see that she had a robe on. 


"Do you want to sleep with me?" she asked. 


"Yes," I replied. 


As I got off the bed and began to remove my clothes, Carolyn turned around and went back to her room. I followed her a minute later. The lights were off in the master bedroom. Still, I could see my wife snuggled up under the covers of her bed. I climbed into the bed beside her, feeling the wet sheets beneath me, and placed my left arm around her stomach. She quickly turned over and pressed up against my body. I could sense the urgency in her as she kissed me hard on the mouth. Jonathan had brought my wife to a number of orgasms, but she still wasn't completely satisfied. There was a need in her that only I could fulfil and I knew exactly what it was. 


Pulling the covers aside, Carolyn took my head and slowly pushed it down to the junction of her body. Her legs parted for me. She guided me to the source of her power, arching her pelvis upward as I lowered my mouth to her beautiful pussy. I could smell the muskiness of recent sex. I kissed her pelvic bone and ran my tongue lightly over the pubic area. I unexpectedly felt her hand pressing down on my head, urging me to go lower, to please her in a way that only a slave could. I moved downward and pressed my mouth to the lips of her labia, spreading them apart with my tongue, pushing inward as I searched for her clitoris. I could already taste the semen of her lover. There was a lot of it. 


I located Carolyn's tiny bud of rapture and began to focus all of my attention on stimulating her with the tip of my tongue. She loved having me go down on her after making love with another man. My willingness to do it strengthened her position as Mistress of the house. It also demonstrated my eagerness to please her in whatever way was demanded, proving that I not only loved her, but that I wanted to be her slave in every sense of the word. 


"Can you taste him?" Carolyn asked as she pressed her body hard against my face. 


"Yes," I muttered. 


"Good," she said. 


Burying my face back into the wet vortex of her womanhood, I began to once again lick her clitoris. I could feel her thighs gripping the sides of my head, holding me firmly in place so that I couldn't escape. The hand on the back of my head increased its pressure. Her pelvis began to grind against my mouth with an insistence that demanded total satisfaction. 


"Yes," she moaned. "That's it!" 


I needed no encouragement with what I was doing. I knew Carolyn and what she enjoyed. Jonathan might be well endowed, but I was an expert in orally servicing my wife, pleasing her for hours at a time with my tongue, causing her to have numerous orgasms that were as powerful as the ones she had during intercourse. I did this with no thought toward my own gratification. I was a slave to my Mistress and this was one of the ways that I showed my devotion to her. 


"Ahhhhhhhhhh," she cried out, now gripping my head with both hands, holding me solidly in position so that I couldn't move until the ecstatic waves of pleasure coursing through her body ended their shivering journey. 


When the first orgasm gradually faded away, she rolled me over onto my back and straddled my face, riding my tongue to a second orgasm of hot intensity. We stared into each other's eyes as her pelvis ground into my mouth with a force that was almost frightening. For the next hour, I continued to service Carolyn with my tongue, bringing her to several more explosive orgasms. When she was finally satisfied with my performance as a slave, not to mention worn out, we snuggled into each other's arms and waited for sleep to overtake us. 


"You know that I'll never love another man as much as I do you," she whispered to me in the darkness of the bedroom. 


"Yes," I said. 


"I can see us growing old together." 


"So can I." 


"Don't ever worry about one of my lovers taking me away from you," Carolyn stated with utter conviction. "It will never happen. You're the most important person in my life and no matter how badly I treat you, it's always done with love." 


"I know," I said. 


Carolyn turned over with her back to me, and I pressed up against her like a spoon, gently wrapping my arm around her body and kissing her tenderly on the bare shoulder. Sleep finally arrived and we drifted slowly into the realm of dreamtime, conscious only of our pure love for each other. 

It was almost five-thirty when I arrived home from work. I entered the house and walked into the kitchen to check today’s mail. Carolyn had left it on the kitchen table for me to see. She usually got home between three-thirty and four o’clock. Since there was nothing important in the mail, I went upstairs to find out how my wife’s day had gone. 


I went up the staircase and down the short hallway to her bedroom. The bedroom door was open, and I could hear soft music coming from her entertainment centre. As I stepped into the master bedroom, I saw Carolyn standing at the dresser bureau, gazing into its mirror as she applied red lipstick to her full, sensuous lips. She was dressed in sheer black pantyhose, a black-laced push up bra (not that she really needed one), and black leather stiletto-heeled shoes. Seeing my reflection in the mirror, Carolyn smiled at me as she finished with her lips. 


“How was work?’ she asked, putting down the tube of lipstick and picking up a brush to comb her long, dark hair. 


“Not too bad,” I answered. I walked over to her and then knelt down on the floor so that I could run my hands up her stocking-covered legs and kiss her perfectly rounded bottom. “Are you going out?” 


“Yes,” Carolyn replied, giggling like a little girl as she felt my lips and tongue meandering up the back of her right leg and buttock. 


“Do you have a date?” 


“Yes.” 


I moved my attention to her left buttock, tenderly kissing it while my hand slid up between her legs. My fingers gripped her womanhood through the crotch of her pantyhose, and I suddenly felt an intense desire to pull my wife down to the carpeted floor and make love to her. 


“Be careful,” she warned. “I haven’t given you permission to sexually touch me.” 


“I can’t help myself. I want to make long, passionate love to you.” 


“If you don’t take your hand from my crotch, I’m going to whip you.” 


Even though I could now feel a slippery dampness between her legs and knew that she was enjoying my attention, I removed my hand. There was a serious tone in her voice that told me she was looking for an excuse to punish me. It had been nearly seven weeks since my last whipping. My Mistress was getting a little edgy. She didn’t like to go too long without exercising her authority. Though she’d never admit it, Carolyn loved to take me down to our soundproof basement, hang me up by my wrists so that only my toes were touching the floor, and whip me until I begged for mercy. She was quite good with a riding crop; and, given enough time, could break any man. As much as I loved and worshipped my wife, I was also a little scared of her. There was a sense of darkness to her personality that seemed to thrive on having absolute control over the male species. She knew that a man could be controlled quite easily with love, sex, or pain. Carolyn liked to use all three on me. It kept the structure of our marriage solid and me submissive to her needs and desires. 


“Are you going out with Jonathan again?” I asked, kissing her bottom one last time and then standing up beside her. She’d been dating Jonathan for a couple of weeks. In fact, they’d just been together last night. 


“Did I give you permission to stand up, Daniel?” 


“No, Mistress.” 


“Then get back down on the floor,” she commanded. “I like you on your knees. If more husbands learned to kneel before their wives, there’d be fewer divorces in this country.” 


I got back down on my knees and placed my forehead to the floor like a good slave. After a moment or two, Carolyn turned around and touched me with the toe of her right shoe. I raised my head, stared at her foot for a second, and then did what was expected of me. I kissed the toe of her shoe with reverence, acknowledging that she was my Mistress and that I was her slave. 


“Yes,” she said. “My foot is all you deserve you kiss today. When you’ve earned the right, I’ll allow you to kiss my ass like a good husband.” 


“Thank you, Mistress.” 


Carolyn went over to her walk-in closet, opened its doors, and stepped inside to look for an outfit to wear. She came out a few minutes later with a simple leather skirt (my wife loves to wear leather), a light-blue, long-sleeved silk blouse, and a wide light-blue belt to accent it. Walking back over to the dresser bureau, Carolyn handed me the skirt and belt to momentarily hold so that she could put on the blouse. She quickly slipped it on and buttoned the front. I gave her the leather skirt, watching as she stepped into it and then tucked the bottom half of the blouse inside it, before zipping up the back. I handed her the belt, and she buckled it around her slim waist. Turning in front of the mirror, my wife examined herself to make sure her appearance was perfect. It was. 


“Is it someone new?” I asked. 


“Yes, it is,” she said. “Remember me mentioning the lawyer who e-mailed me last week?” 


“Vaguely. You’ve received about a hundred e-mails since putting up your page on Love@aol a month ago.” 


My wife had wanted to meet a particular type of man to date. Newspaper ads hadn’t worked, nor had meeting people at her place of business. She’d decided to put an ad on the AOL website. I took a sexy picture of her with our digital camera, assisted her in answering the questions on the web page, and helped her to come up with specifications for the type of man she wanted to have an affair with. The ad ran something like this: “Very attractive, dominant, married female seeks lover to fulfil her fantasies. Must be intelligent, open-minded, have a love for adventure, be well endowed, and most importantly be willing to please me in whatever way I demand. I’m open to either a short-term or long-term relationship.” 


Carolyn had gone out with three men before finally meeting Jonathan. She and Jonathan seemed to hit it off on the first date. He was handsome, in good physical condition, certainly well endowed, capable of making love several times in an evening, relaxed with the idea of the husband being nearby, and at times very submissive to my wife. She liked a man who knew his place in the scheme of things. One lover, however, would never be enough. 


“Well, his name’s Richard,” she said. “He has a law practice here in the city. We’ve e-mailed each other at least a dozen times, and he’s sent me some really sexy scenarios of what would happen on our dates. Anyway, I read one of his e-mails this morning before I went to work and decided to meet with him tonight for drinks. Do you think he’s going to find me attractive?” 


“Darling,” I said. “Every man you meet falls in love with you. Of course, he’s going to find you attractive and desirable. He probably won’t able to keep his hands off of you.” 


“Let’s hope.” 


“Where are you meeting him?” 


“Cleopatra’s Barge at Caesars,” Carolyn answered as she stepped over to the bed and picked up a small black purse that was lying on the corner edge. She opened the purse to make sure that everything she needed was inside and then snapped it closed. “I have to get going. I’m supposed to meet him there at 6:30.” 


“You’d better hurry, then.” 


I stood up and walked my wife downstairs. As I opened the front door for her, she kissed me lightly on the cheek. 


“I want you to clean the kitchen floor while I’m gone,” she stated. 


“I mopped it last night when you went out with Jonathan,” I said. 


“I want you to wash the floor the hard way. That’s means getting down on your hands and knees and cleaning each tile individually, plus using a toothbrush on the grout.” 


The kitchen floor was big! 


“It’ll take me at least two-or-more hours to do that,” I moaned. 


“I know,” Carolyn said, smiling mischievously at me. “It’ll keep you busy till I get home. It turns me on knowing that you’re hard at work around the house while I’m on a date with another man. Think of me while you’re working,” she teased. “Imagine Richard’s hand sliding up my skirt as we sit at a table, having a cocktail and flirting with each other. Maybe I’ll bring him home with me tonight. That should keep you excited.” 


Carolyn kissed me again and then headed out the door. I watched her walk to the car in the driveway, her hips swinging seductively under the tight leather skirt. My wife was definitely a magnet for drawing men. I thanked God that I was the type of husband who enjoyed his wife’s infidelities. That one fact made us ideally suited for each other. It would’ve been a hard life, otherwise. 


Closing the door behind me, I went into the kitchen and got a bucket out from under the sink, along with a plastic bottle of Spic and Span, a sponge, a used toothbrush, a pair of rubber gloves, and a handful of dry towels. I poured some of the cleaner into the bucket, put the bucket under the sink faucet, and turned on the hot water. As the bucket filled with water, I carried the chairs to the kitchen table out into the hallway. I came back into the kitchen and thought about my battle plan. Turning off the water, I decided that it might be best to start from the far side of the kitchen and work my way back to the hall. I carried the bucket of hot, soapy water over there, laid a towel down on the floor so that I could kneel on it, then went back to the kitchen counter and got the other towels, the sponge, and the toothbrush. 


This is a job for a slave! I thought, smiling to myself. 


I was two-and-a-half hours into the job and just about finished when I heard the front door open, followed by the sound of voices. A minute passed and then I heard two pairs of footsteps coming down the hallway. Glancing behind me, I saw Carolyn and Richard stopping at the entrance to the kitchen. 


“This is Daniel, my husband,” Carolyn said to her new boyfriend. 


I took off the rubber glove on my right hand and then stood up to shake hands with him. 


“I’m Richard,” he said, taking a step into the kitchen and extending his hand out to me. “It’s nice to meet you.” 


“Same here,” I replied as we shook hands. 


“You’ve done a wonderful job on the floor,” my wife stated. 


“That’s what a slave’s for.” 


“Yes, it is,” she agreed. “Now, why don’t you come into the living room and make us a couple of drinks.” 


I nodded my head, took off the other glove, dropped both of the gloves to the floor, and followed them into the living room. As Carolyn and Richard made themselves comfortable on the couch, I walked over to the far side of the living room where the bar was located. 


“What would you like to drink?” I asked. 


“I’ll have a whiskey sour,” Richard answered. 


“And I’ll have a gin and tonic,” my wife replied. 


As I made the two drinks for them, they started talking to each other as if I wasn’t even there. Carolyn explained in detail about our marriage, telling Richard that she was the Mistress of the house and free to date whomever she desired. I, on the other hand, was the slave and not permitted to have sex without her explicit permission. She told him about our dungeon in the basement and the things she’d often do to me as punishment and for her pleasure. He seemed genuinely curious about our Mistress/slave relationship and asked a number of poignant questions. All of this was naturally stuff I’d have thought she would have told him in the e-mails, or on their date tonight when they were at Cleopatra’s Barge. Of course, knowing Carolyn, she probably wanted to humiliate me a little by going over these things in my presence. That would certainly help him to understand the scope of our relationship and where my place in this sexual triangle was to be. It would also make him feel more comfortable in taking another man’s wife, especially with the husband not too far away. 


I finished with the two drinks. As I stepped out from behind the bar and walked over to the front of the couch to hand them their drinks, I saw that Carolyn’s leather skirt had slid back quite a bit, revealing a considerable bit of upper thigh. I also noticed that Richard had his right hand resting nonchalantly on her left leg. When I handed Carolyn her drink, he began to move the tips of his fingers along the inside of her thigh, teasing her with his touch. She looked up at me with a playful smile upon her face and then uncrossed her legs to allow him greater access. 


“You can set my drink down on the coffee table,” he said. 


As I set the glass of whiskey on top of the table, I watched as Richard’s hand slid casually between my wife’s legs. She then turned sideways on the couch and reached over to kiss him passionately on the lips. As the kiss continued, he quickly switched hands, placing his left one fully against the crotch of her pantyhose, gently rubbing the soft mound of cotton that hid the portal to her soul. Carolyn wasted no time in grabbing hold of the huge erection in the front of his pants with her right hand; stroking it with an urgency that left no doubt in anyone’s mind exactly what she wanted. 


I went back into the kitchen to complete my work. It would be a lie if I said that I didn’t have an erection of my own. What I’d seen had excited me. That was the whole idea. My wife was playing to me, her willing audience. It added to her excitement when she knew that I was either watching or listening to her lovemaking. 


Getting back on my knees in the kitchen, I finished scrubbing each piece of white tile and cleaning the grout between the sections of tile. That took about twenty minutes. As I stood up at the entranceway to the kitchen and stretched my back, I suddenly heard the sounds of Carolyn moaning with obvious pleasure. I could also hear Richard vaguely saying something to her and then my wife replying loudly. 


I walked quietly down the short hallway, stuck my heard around the corner, and looked into the living room. I saw Carolyn and Richard lying on the floor, having sex. My wife was on the bottom with her skirt bunched up around her waist. Her blouse was unbuttoned down the front and her brassiere had been pulled down below her firm breasts so that her new lover could kiss and fondle them. It appeared as if Richard had anxiously torn out the crotch of her pantyhose in order to quickly penetrate her. She was still wearing them, and he was on top, between her legs with his pants and underwear draped around his ankles, thrusting his hard cock deeply into her body. Her stocking-covered legs were pulled up along the sides of his body like question marks to give him greater access…to allow him to fill her as fully as possible. I could hear my wife whispering the words “Do it!” over and over again to him, urging this man to fuck her harder and to ejaculate his load of semen into the confines of her womb. Carolyn’s face was turned in my direction, but her eyes were closed. I saw an expression of intensity etched across her flushed features and knew that she was enjoying what was being done. She was totally in the moment…her body responding to millions of years of evolution. I was surprised when her eyes unexpectedly opened. There was a dream-like quality in them that told me an orgasm was swiftly approaching. The expression on her face said it all. She was engulfed within a rapture of incredible pleasure as Richard took her right there in the living room, knowing that her husband was in the nearby kitchen, on his hands and knees, scrubbing the floor for her. If the female species eventually had their way, this would be the plight of all husbands. It wouldn’t matter to those of us who thrived on being cuckolded by their wives and wanted to serve them on our hands and knees as true slaves; but, for other men, it would be paramount to a prison sentence with the wife assuming the role as warden. 


In time, Carolyn’s eyes focused enough to see me standing at the entrance to the living room, watching as another man fucked her. A slight smile began to form on her lips as she gripped Richard more tightly with her arms and legs. Slowly, her eyes closed again. 


Several moments passed, then: 


“Yessssss!” my wife screamed, shaking her head wildly from side-to-side as an immense orgasm exploded within her body. She held onto her lover for dear life, riding the waves of ecstasy, feeling the thrusts of his organ increase in speed as it drove deeper into her. Pressing her red lips up against his right ear, she said: “Do it now!” 


Richard needed no encouragement. He was already at the point of his own orgasm. Arching his back, he drove his massive erection one last time into my wife, burying it up to the hilt, filling her completely, ejaculating his seed into the core of her being, bringing her to one more orgasm with the power of his manhood. 


“Oh, shiiiiiiiiiiiit, yesssssssss!” Carolyn moaned. 


It was time for me to finish up with my work. I went back into the kitchen and emptied the bucket of dirty water into the sink, then put everything back into the cabinet below. I carried the chairs back to the kitchen and placed them around the table. After that, I didn’t know what to do. There was no way for me to get upstairs without going through the living room, and I didn’t want to disturb my wife and her boyfriend. So, I simply sat down at the table and waited. 


Thirty minutes must’ve passed before I finally heard the front door being opened and then a few seconds later being closed. Getting up from the kitchen table, I walked down the hall and met Carolyn coming towards me. She’d smoothed her skirt back down, but her blouse was still unbuttoned. 


“I saw you watching us,” she said, smiling shyly at me. “I should you whip for that.” 


“Yes, Mistress,” I replied. 


“Wait till you get home from work on Saturday night and I have you hanging by your wrists in the dungeon. You’ll be begging for my forgiveness.” 


“I hope so.” 


Carolyn and I had different days off. Her weekend was on Thursday and Friday, and mine was on Sunday and Monday. My weekend was usually spent cleaning house and washing clothes, while hers was spent having fun and going out on dates. She liked it that way. 


“That’s was fun,” she said. 


“Will you be seeing him again?” 


“What do you think?” 


“Yes,” I answered. 


“Richard’s coming over tomorrow,” my wife stated. “Since he doesn’t have any court appearances to make, he hopes to be finished at the office by lunch time. He’s going to come over and spend the afternoon making love to me. That should give you something to fantasize about while you’re at work.” 


“I probably won’t get a thing done all day.” 


Carolyn moved into my arms and kissed me softly on the lips. “Let’s go upstairs,” she said. “I’m still terribly aroused. I need to feel your tongue between my legs, pleasing me as only a good slave can.” 


“As you wish,” I replied. 


We went upstairs to my wife’s bedroom. I thought she was going to undress, but I was wrong. She pulled her skirt up to her waist and sat down on the end of her bed with her legs spread. 


“Get down on your hands and knees,” she ordered. 


I obeyed the woman I loved. 


“Now, crawl over here and beg for this wonderful pleasure.” 


I crawled to my wife with head bowed in submission. “Please, Mistress,” I begged in a near whisper. “Allow me the pleasure of serving you in whatever way you might demand.” 


“You may place your mouth to my body and service me with that delicious tongue of yours,” she said. 


I moved between Carolyn’s legs, kissing the inside of her thighs as I slowly worked my way to the tear in her pantyhose. As I placed my lips to the moist wetness of her vagina, I tasted her new lover’s semen for the first time. It was salty and pungent, and there was a lot of it. My wife moaned as she gripped the back of my head with her hands and pulled me into her, demanding absolute satisfaction. I serviced her for nearly an hour, bringing her to several powerful orgasms. We finally ended up on the floor with her riding my face like a mad woman, commanding me to eat all of it. I did. 


Afterwards, I ran a hot bubble bath for her. I lit some perfumed candles and put on some soft “space” music by Steve Roach. When she was resting comfortably in the water, I bathed her with a sponge. 


“What are you going to do about the date you had planned with Jonathan?” I asked as Carolyn stepped out of the tub. 


“I’ll switch it over to Friday night,” she said. “There’s a chance Richard might end up staying over tomorrow. It’ll be better if I simply reschedule things with Jonathan.” 


I took a towel and began to dry off my wife. When I was finished, we went back into the bedroom and I gave her a massage, using an expensive body lotion to keep her skin from becoming dry in the desert heat. She gradually drifted off to sleep while I was working on her legs. Not wanting to wake her up, I covered Carolyn with the bedspread and then turned off the lights in the bedroom. 


Returning to my room, I went to bed with thoughts of tomorrow on my mind. I felt aroused with the knowledge that Richard would be making love to my wife all afternoon while I was at work. It somehow seemed perfect. I knew that other people would probably have a hard time understanding our marriage. Carolyn and I, however, had the perfect relationship. There was never a fear of adultery. I wanted my wife to have her affairs. It helped to make our sexual fantasies fulfilled beyond our wildest dreams. Each of us was therefore getting exactly what we needed and desired from the marriage. Few married couples could honestly say that. And perhaps most importantly, we not only loved each other, but were also very close friends. There were no secrets between us. We knew the darkest areas of each other’s mind and it was okay. We never had to worry about rejection or feel insecure about the other’s feelings. Last, but not least, I worshipped my wife and would gladly die to protect her from harm. She knew and understood that fully within the parameters of her heart. How many women could say that about their husbands? 


I took a deep breath and attempted to relax. There was to be no sexual release for me tonight. Carolyn would know if I’d masturbated, and the punishment would be harsh. I forced myself to shift my thoughts away from her and Richard and to think of other things. After fifteen minutes of counting sheep, sleep finally arrived, allowing me to enter the graceful state of dreamtime. 

Thursday morning was terrible. Each minute seemed like an hour with the seconds ticking away at a snail's pace. The only thing I could think of was Richard spending the afternoon with my wife, Carolyn, at our home, making love to her while I was at work. I found myself to be both jealous and sexually aroused at the same time, remembering the scene from last night when they were lying on the living room floor, having sex, knowing that I was nearby and yet, not caring. 


When one o'clock finally arrived and I went on my lunch break, I quickly headed to a payphone and called my wife at home. I listened as the telephone rang several times before being picked up by Carolyn. 


"Hello?" she said. 


"It's me," I said. "How's everything going?" 


"It's going great, darling," Carolyn replied. "Richard got here about an hour ago. We had sex first. Now, I'm making him some lunch." 


"I didn't think he was coming over till after one o'clock." 


"He couldn't wait. You know how men are when they're horny." 


"Yes, I do." 


"Would you like to say hi to him?" she asked. "He's standing here behind me. In fact, Richard's got his arms wrapped around me with one hand on my left breast. He's pinching my nipple and kissing me on the side of the neck." There was a moment of silence, followed by a giggle of obvious delight. "I can feel his erection pressing up against me. I think he wants to take me right here in the kitchen. Maybe we'll skip lunch." 


"I've got to go," I said. "I'll see you this evening." 


"No," Carolyn said. "I want you to take an early out from work. You haven't done that in a long time, so it shouldn't be a problem." 


"An early out?" 


"Yes." 


"How early?" 


"I want you home by three o'clock," she stated. 


"I thought Richard was going to spend the entire afternoon with you." 


"He is," my wife laughed. "When you get home, I want you to take a quick bath and shave your legs." 


"Huh?" 


"You heard me. After you finish with that, you're to put on that sexy French maid's outfit I bought for you several months ago." 


"The maid's outfit?" The hand holding the receiver was starting to shake just a little. "You want me to put it on with Richard there? 


"Yes, Daniel. I'm going to have you cook dinner for us; and, who knows, maybe some other things as well." 


"What other things?" 


"You'll find out when you get home." 


"I don't know if I'll be able to leave early," I lied. 


"You'd better be here by three o'clock or else," Carolyn warned. "Every minute that you're late is going to earn you a cut of the riding crop. Do you understand?" 


"Yes, Mistress." 


"When you put on the maid's outfit, I expect you to be wearing the white ruffled panties and black nylons." 


"Yes, Mistress," I replied, feeling my heart sink. I didn't like the idea of being made to dress up as a woman, especially in front of my wife's new boyfriend. It would take away what little manhood I still possessed. "Anything else?" 


"Make sure you put on some makeup. I want to see your lips covered with blood-red lipstick. Richard will enjoy that." 


"Yes, Mistress." 


"And don't forget to put on that black Bettie Page wig. We can't have you looking too butch." 


"Is that all?" 


"Tonight, you're going to find out exactly what it means to be a slave," she said matter-of-factly. "You will obey me, no matter how humiliating the command. I'm going to test your submission and your love for me." 


"I have to go." 


"Don't be late, Daniel." 


I heard the sound of Richard saying something to her, followed by a loud laugh before the telephone was hung up. 


I replaced the receiver in its cradle and stood there for a few seconds trying to get my thoughts in order. Glancing at my watch, I saw that it was 1:15. I'd have to leave work by two-thirty in order to make it home by three. The first thing I needed to do was to ask my supervisor for an early out. After that, the best thing to do would be to simply keep my mind off of Carolyn and Richard for as long as I could. 


My immediate supervisor said no problem to the early out. 


Because I wanted the time to drag along, the next hour proved to be the fastest of my life. When two-thirty came, I shook my head at the speed of its arrival, took a deep breath to calm my nerves, and drove home with strong feelings of trepidation. 


When I got to the house and went inside, I saw a note on the kitchen table from Carolyn. It was short and to the point, explaining that the clothes she wanted me to wear were lying on my bed, and that she expected me to be dressed and ready by four o'clock. I was to come to her bedroom at that time and knock on the door for permission to enter. 


I laid the note back down on the table, took a deep breath in a futile effort to relax, and headed upstairs to my bedroom. As I stepped into the hallway of the second landing, I stopped for a moment and glanced to my left. I saw that the door to Carolyn's bedroom was closed. I stood there and quietly listened for any sounds of activity that might be coming from her room, but there was nothing but silence. My wife and her new lover were probably asleep, worn out from a full afternoon of sex. 


Shaking my head at the situation I was in, I walked down to my room and immediately saw the feminine clothes laid out on the bed. There was the black silk maid's outfit with its short, ruffled skirt and sleeves, a white petticoat, and a white apron to match. Beside the outfit was a pair of white silk ruffled panties, a pair of black nylons, a black corset with hanging garters tabs, and a maid's hat. On the floor, next to the bed, was a pair of black stiletto-heeled shoes. I entered the bedroom and saw the black Bettie Page wig resting comfortably on top of a mannequin's head on the dresser bureau. Next to the wig was an assortment of make-up for me to put on, not to mention perfume. There was no way out of this. To disobey my Mistress would result in severe punishment. 


I quickly undressed and then went into the bathroom across the hall. I turned on the water in the tub. While the tub was filling up, I went over to the sink and shaved my face. By the time I finished shaving the tub was full. I climbed into the tub of hot water and slowly sat down. Applying some shaving cream to my right leg, I took the razor and began to carefully shave my leg. I knew what Carolyn expected of me. She'd had me do this once before when a party was thrown for several dominant women that she knew. My wife had made me dress up as a French maid and wait on them. I shaved my entire leg, from the tips of the toes to the very top of the thigh, and even the area around my buttocks. When I finished with the right leg, I started on the left one. After that was completed, I shaved my armpits. Opening the tub's drain so the water could run out, I then stood up and took a quick shower to wash the tiny hairs off me. Climbing out of the bathtub, I dried myself off with a thick towel and then put on some body lotion so that my skin wouldn't be too dry. 


Once I was back in my bedroom, I looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand and saw that it was 3:30. My allotted time was running out. 


I moved over to the side of the bed, picked up the black corset, and put it on backwards so that I could fasten the half-dozen eyehooks running up and down the back of it. I then turned the tight-fitting piece of lingerie (I could hardly breathe with it on) around so that it was facing in the correct direction on my body. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, I put on each of the black nylons, fastened them to the garter tabs, and then put on the stiletto-heeled shoes. Standing back up, I took the pair of white panties and stepped into them, sliding the silky fabric up my legs and over my hips. I hate to say it, but I actually found myself becoming a little aroused by what I was doing. 


Deciding that it might be best if I put on the make-up first before I finished dressing, I went over to the dresser bureau to see what Carolyn had left me. There was a small jar of skin-tone base, a small plastic container of rouge, some eye shadow, a tube of blood-red lipstick, and a bottle of perfume. I glanced at the clock again and saw that it was now 3:43. 


I stared into the mirror on the bureau as I took the base and began to rub a light amount of it onto my face, covering every inch until I had somewhat of a natural appearance. I put some eye shadow on my upper lids, then a little bit of rouge on my cheeks. As I put the lipstick on, I couldn't help but wonder if Carolyn was planning to have me perform oral sex on Richard. She'd threatened me more than once with this particular form of humiliation. So far, I'd managed to escape having to sexually submit to any of her lovers, but that didn't mean it wasn't going to eventually happen. After I finished putting the lipstick on, I took the bottle of perfume and sprayed some on the sides of my neck and then on the back of my knees. I'd seen my wife do this on countless occasions. 


Walking back over to the bed, I picked up the maid's outfit and stepped into it, wiggling it up over my hips and sliding my arms through the short sleeves. Zipping up the back of the outfit, however, proved to be nearly impossible. I wasted several minutes getting it done. The time was now 3:55. 


I put on the wig and the maid's hat and then backed away from the mirror to get a better look at myself. I won't say that I was passable as a female, but I sure as hell looked a lot better than some of the guys I'd seen in drag at costume parties and fetish conventions. 


"Show time!" I said at loud, offering the image in the mirror a nervous smile. 


Leaving my bedroom, I went down to the end of the hallway and knocked hesitantly on Carolyn's door. 


"You may enter," she called out from inside the bedroom. 


I opened the door and walked into my wife's bedroom, trying not to wobble too much in the high heels and keeping my hands behind me so that they wouldn't see them shaking. This was definitely one of the hardest things I'd ever had to do since marrying Carolyn. I felt embarrassed and humiliated to the very core of my being, not to mention the gradual slipping away of what little manhood I possessed. It was difficult to appear masculine when standing in front of your wife's lover, dressed in a skimpy French maid's outfit with nylons and white ruffled panties. No man was ever going to take you seriously. They would see you simply as a joke to the male species, to be used in whatever format the Mistress of the house demanded. They would see your wife as there for the taking, understanding her need to have a real man making love to her. 


I stopped in front of the king-size bed with bowed head, not wanting to make eye contact with my wife's lover. 


"Your husband actually looks rather attractive in his maid's outfit," Richard commended. He suddenly laughed. "Hell, I wouldn't mind bending him over and using him for my pleasure." 


"Really?" Carolyn asked. 


"Absolutely," her lover replied. "His legs are almost as beautiful as yours." 


"I don't think so." 


"Sure they are. Have him turn around." 


"Please turn around, Danielle," my wife ordered. "Richard wants to get a better look at you." 


Danielle?  Why the hell was my wife calling me Danielle? 

Keeping my head bowed, I obeyed my Mistress and turned slowly around so that her lover could get his eyes full. I knew my face was turning a bright shade of red as I did. 


"Have him bend over and pull the back of his skirt up so that I can see how nice his ass looks," Richard said. 


"Do as my lover demands, Danielle," Carolyn stated. "Let's see how pretty your bottom is." 


I bent over and lifted up the back of my outfit so that they could get a better view of my bottom and the ruffled panties. I gritted my teeth in embarrassment and growing anger, not understanding why my wife was doing this to me. It was as if her personality had suddenly changed the moment she got involved with this guy, displaying the cruel side of her nature. 


"Yes," Richard said in excitement "stay in that position, slave." 


I heard him get off of the bed and walked around to where I was standing. He moved behind me and placed his hand on my buttocks, running it lightly over the back of my panties. His hand then slid down between my legs, caressing me with its soft touch. I found myself becoming aroused again. He pulled his hand away and then gripped my hips as he pressed his genitals against my backside, rubbing his limp penis against the panties, pressing it into the narrow split between my buttocks. I could feel him gradually getting hard with excitement, and I became worried that this was leading to something I didn't want. 


"Stand up," he ordered. 


I did. 


Richard pressed his growing erection against my buttocks as he moved his right hand to the front of my panties. He felt my own erection, laughed at his discovery, and then squeezed it hard, causing me to groan in pain. 


"This turns you on, doesn't it, Danielle?" he whispered into my left ear. "Though you'd probably deny it, there's a part of you that wants to be dominated by another man…to be forced to sexually submit to a superior male." 


"No," I said. 


"There's no use in lying to me. The reaction of your body to my stimulation tells me the truth. I bet you want to put those pretty red lips of yours around my hard cock, don't you?" 


"You're crazy," I stated. 


"Am I?" he asked, rubbing my erection till I was almost to the point of ejaculation. "I don't think so. In fact, I think you'd like to have me bend you over right now and take you in front of your wife." 


"No, you're wrong." 


"You want it, Danielle. Tell me the truth. It's okay. There's nothing wrong with wanting to have sex with another man." 


"I'm not like that." 


"Your wife told me how you licked my cum up from between her legs last night after I left. She said you enjoyed the taste of it." 


I didn't say anything. Richard grabbed my testicles through the sheer fabric of the panties and squeezed them till I begged for mercy. 


"You liked licking up my semen, didn't you?" 


"Yessss," I admitted. 


"Well, there's a lot more for you to clean up," he said, chuckling at what was in store for me. "I must've ejaculated at least three times inside your wife this afternoon, and it's all still there, waiting for you to do the only thing you'll really good at." 


"I need to feel my husband's tongue inside of me right now, " Carolyn stated. 


Richard turned me around so that I could see my wife. She'd pulled the bed coverings off of her and was lying there with her legs spread, waiting for me to do my husbandly duties. He pushed me onto the bed and then forced my face down between my wife's legs, commanding me to lick her clean. 


"Eat it!" Carolyn ordered as she placed her hand behind my head and pressed my face into the wet folds of her tender flesh. "You're not to move from that position until you've licked up every drop of my lover's semen." 


I looked up into her eyes and saw that she was dead serious. As I slid my tongue between the lips of her vagina, getting a good tasted of Richard's cum, I felt him tugging at my panties in an attempt to get them off. I stared up at Carolyn and shook my head, pleading with my eyes for her to stop what was getting ready to happen. 


"Tonight, you're going to learn what it means to be an true slave," my wife stated, giving me a wicked smile that caused goose bumps to pop up on my arms. "The only purpose for a slave's existence is to obey his Mistress or Master, no matter how painful or humiliating the commands might be. You're going to prove your worthiness by submitting to me and my lover, doing whatever we want, putting our pleasure and sexual gratification first. Do you understand?" 


I slowly nodded my head. 


"We'll see." 


Richard pulled the panties down my legs and then from around my ankles. Tossing them to the floor, he then pushed my legs apart. I felt him manoeuvre his body between my legs as I lapped up another mouthful of semen that almost choked me when I swallowed it. I listened as both of them laughed at my discomfort and predicament. 


"Hand me the K-Y jell," he said to my wife. 


I watched as she reached back with her other hand to the shelf that was built into the headboard, picked up the small tube of lubricant, and tossed it to her boyfriend. Carolyn grinned at me like a Cheshire cat and then pushed my face further down into her soaking-wet vagina. 


"You need to stop staring at me and concentrate on cleaning up the mess between my legs. This is something all women should make their husbands do. That would put the men in their place and teach them who the real boss of the household is." 


She certainly had a point. 


I felt her lover smearing the K-Y jell in and around my rectum. It wasn't long before he placed the head of his cock to the opening of my anus and began to slowly push it into me, an inch at a time. I shook my head and moaned loudly in pain, trying to tighten my sphincter muscle in a futile attempt to stop the invasion of my body. He simply pushed harder. The pain was unbelievable. It felt as though my body was being ripped apart by the monstrous intrusion. To keep me from pulling away, Carolyn gripped the sides of my face with her thighs, while at the same time placing both of her hands behind my head, demanding that I continue to satisfy her while I was being sodomized. 


As my wife arched her pelvis and began to experience her first orgasm, brought on as much by my humiliation and torture as by my tongue, Richard drove his erection the final couple of inches into me. I almost blacked out from the pain and found myself unable to scream as Carolyn ground my face into the wet junction of her body. She was groaning from the intensity of her orgasm, and I was moaning from the terrible agony of being raped. Luckily, it only took a few minutes for Richard to reach his orgasm and to ejaculate his seed deep into the bowels of my rectum. He grunted loudly as he emptied himself into me, driving his cock right up to the hilt, pressing his muscled stomach hard against my buttocks. I could actually feel the force of his cum as he ejaculated, and I felt totally violated. 


After it was over, all of us laid there for a very long minute, catching our breath, and dealing mentally with what had just taken place. 


"I want you to clean yourself and then fix your make-up," Carolyn said as she pushed my face away from her body. "When you've finished, go downstairs and cook us a nice dinner. There are a couple of steaks lying on top of the stove, thawing out. You can add baked potatoes and a salad with them." 


"Yes, Mistress," I said softly. 


Richard withdrew his deflating penis from my rectum, slapped me hard on the bottom, and then got off of the bed to go into the master bathroom. As I wearily climbed off the bed and picked up the panties that were lying on the floor, my wife reminded me to put on the leather slave collar and to have dinner ready within the hour. 


I nodded my understanding and walked out of the bedroom with head bowed in complete humiliation. I was still in a state of shock, not to mention totally confused by what had just taken place. My wife had never before abused me to such a degree before. It simply wasn't like her. I didn't know what had changed during the last seventeen hours to cause this dark side of her personality to come out in such a dramatic format, except for the fact that Richard was now in her life. Whatever it was, the change in Carolyn scared me. There had been no love in tonight's ménage a trois…only hard-core sex, mixed with verbal and physical abuse and sexual humiliation. I silently prayed that this wasn't a sign of how our marriage was now going to be. I loved and worshipped my wife. Waiting on her hand and foot as a submissive gave my own life true meaning. She was all I lived for. I didn't mind her having lovers. That was exciting to me. I didn't, however, want to be sexually abused by them. That wasn't a turn-on. It was humiliating and painful, and I'd never be able to look in the mirror again and see the person I used to be. The truth was that I no longer felt like a man. 


Walking into the bathroom across the hall from my bedroom, I sat down on the toilet and felt a river of semen running out of me. After several minutes, I cleaned myself and then went back into the bedroom to redo my make-up. When that was finally done and I'd put my slave collar on, I walked downstairs to the kitchen and started to prepare dinner for Carolyn and Richard. 


Everything was just about ready when they came downstairs an hour later. Richard was wearing his street clothes, and my wife had on a silk robe. I'd cooked the two steaks, baked them a couple of potatoes, and made up a Chef's salad. As they sat down at the dining-room table, I placed the food in front of them and then poured each one a glass of red wine. My wife then made me get down on the floor on my hands and knees with head bowed. I had to stay in that position until they finished eating. 


After dinner was completed and Richard was preparing to leave, she had me kneel in front of him and kiss his shoes in total subjugation, thanking him for the attention that was shown to me. He stared down at me and laughed, saying that I was going to receive more attention the next time he came over. While the two lovebirds kissed and said goodbye to each other, I went back into the kitchen and began to clean up. 


"Things have changed rather dramatically, haven't they?" Carolyn said as she entered the kitchen a few minutes later. 


I was washing dishes at the sink. Turning around, I stared at her with the hurt in my eyes. "Why did you allow Richard to use me like that?" I asked. "Do you have any idea the affect it had on me?" 


"You'd better get used to it," she stated. "Richard not only wants to be my lover, he wants to help me dominate you. He thinks it would be good for you to serve another male." 


"Don't I have a say in any of this?" 


"No, you don't," my wife answered. "You're a slave, and slaves don't get to pick and choose how they're treated. From now on, you're going to sexually submit to Richard in any way he desires, and you will address him as Master. There's no room for argument on this. Do you understand?" 


"But—" 


"Do you understand?" she repeated. 


"Yes, Mistress." 


"We'll see. You do look rather attractive in your French maid's outfit. No wonder Richard wanted to take you in front of me." 


I didn't say anything. 


"After you finish cleaning up," she continued, "I want you to run me a nice, hot bubble bath." 


"Yes, Mistress," I said. 


"Cheer up," my wife stated. "In time, you'll learn to enjoy your new role as a slave to my lover." 


"I don't think so." 


"Well, it doesn't really matter if you do or don't. The main thing is that you will obey me." 


"Yes, Mistress." 


I watched my wife leave the kitchen and wondered how I was going to deal with this new situation. I could always leave her, if worse came to worse, but that would be more difficult than submitting to Richard. I loved Carolyn too much to divorce her. If being her boyfriend's sexual slave was what I had to do in order to stay with her, then I'd simply have to find a way of handling it. 


Finishing up in the kitchen and dining room, I went upstairs to run my wife a bath and to see if there was any room at all for negotiation. Though I already knew the answer, it wouldn't hurt to ask.


Chapter 5: A Wife Becomes Black-Owned

Over the last several years, my wife and I have enjoyed the cuckold lifestyle to varying degrees. We were into the lifestyle pretty actively for three or four years, but things have cooled off (much to my dismay) over the last year or so. During those active three to four years, my wife fucked five or six different guys, some multiple times, some only once. All of these guys were white however, and every time I even suggested she try a black guy, my wife quickly balked at the idea. "I'm just not into black guys!" she would always say; and that would be the end of it.


So, up until three weeks ago, not only did I think our foray into the cuckold lifestyle was about over, but I thought my dream of ever seeing my wife get fucked by a black guy was a total pipe dream. That all changed rather suddenly however, but first, a little background before we get back to the present day.


We live in a mid-size, very traditional city in the Deep South. After you've lived here a while, like we have, you tend to run into folks you know just about anywhere you go. Because of this, and my wife's general fear about being seen with men that were not her husband, she would never been seen in public with another guy unless I was there as well. She was, and still is, extremely concerned with being discreet when it came to her lovers. Additionally, inter-racial couples and inter-racial dating are still a relatively rare sight in this city; so of course she wouldn't even consider going out with a black guy on a date.


My wife is a teacher at an inner-city grade school. The student population is 100% black. The teaching and administration staff however, is about 75% white. It was time for report cards to be issued and her school's policy is to hold a teacher-parent conference to go over each student's report card. Her Principal is very demanding and insists that all teacher-parent conferences be completed by Friday afternoon of a certain week. My wife had completed 31 of 32 conferences by Thursday afternoon, but she still had not heard from the parents of her most troublesome student, Tyrone Williams.


My wife decided to call Tyrone's parents at home on Thursday night in hope of scheduling a Friday conference, thus avoiding the wrath of her Principal. After several tries, she reached Tyrone's Father, Jerome. Apparently there were problems at home and Tyrone's Mother had walked out two weeks ago. Jerome was pleasant enough and willing to meet, but couldn't get off work on such short notice. After much discussion, he suggested they meet for lunch on Friday and conduct the report card conference while they ate. Reluctantly, my wife agreed to the "working lunch" so she could finish up this last conference and stay off the Principal's shit list.


They met at a Ruby Tuesday's close to school and my wife arrived before Jerome did, found a table and sat down to wait. Since this day had been set aside for teacher-parent conferences, there were no classes scheduled for the remainder of the day, so she did not have to go back to school after lunch. She was looking forward to getting some errands done after lunch. She was reviewing Tyrone's report card when she looked up and saw a handsome, tall, muscular black man standing next to the table.


"You must be Tyrone's teacher, Mrs. Cook?" he asked.


"Yes, are you Mr. Williams?" my wife replied.


"Please, call me Jerome." he said.


"Okay, I'm Susan." my wife said, holding out her hand to shake hands with him.


He sat down and they made idle talk for a while about the weather and other inconsequential topics. The waitress came to take their drink order and my wife order a glass of red wine.


"Well, well" Jerome commented, "a little wine before going back to the rigors of teaching?"


"Oh no." my wife replied, "School's out for today, this conference is my last official activity after a very busy week!"


"Well, why don't we just get a bottle of wine and I'll join you?" Jerome turned and ordered a bottle of Merlot from the waitress before my wife could protest " she really only wanted one glass. Jerome couldn't help adding for the waitress’ benefit "Your husband won't mind I'm sure." The waitress looked at my wife and smiled knowingly, another white wife about to get fucked by a black stud!


With the wine flowing, the uneasiness fell away and soon they were chatting like old friends. Susan found Jerome easy to talk with, charming, intelligent and even handsome. Jerome complimented my wife on her looks and asked her if she worked out, which she does. She had taken off her outer sweater and was now wearing a matching sleeveless sweater, skirt, nylons and high heel pumps. Since she had been at school in the morning, her outfit was fairly conservative, but she had dressed up a little bit for this conference.


Their food soon came and before long the first bottle of wine was empty. Before my wife could protest again, Jerome had ordered a second bottle.


"This has to be the last bottle" my wife said, "I have things to do this afternoon!"


"I have things to do as well." Jerome said with somewhat of a sly look on his face; "like spend some quality time with you." My wife blushed but did not reply either way. The wine was relaxing her way too much and she was feeling very attracted to Jerome. He took her silence as acceptance, or at least not a rejection, so he continued.


Dropping his napkin intentionally under the table, he bent over to pick it up. "You have lovely legs Susan," he said with a smile. Again, my wife said nothing, but just smiled in reply. "I'd like to see more of them." he continued. By now, she was feeling some moistness between her legs and her nipples began to betray her as they pressed against her sweater. She began to imagine what it would be like to be taken by this large, handsome black man.


"I know a lovely little hotel close by?" he said, the sentence trailing off.


Before she could think it over, she heard herself say just one word, "Okay."


The deal was sealed. She went to the restroom while Jerome paid the bill. They walked out to his car and he opened the door for her as she got in. Their waitress watched them drive off together and again smiled.


It was a short drive to the hotel. Susan had never noticed it before, and it was lovely. Jerome went in and registered for a room. He came back out and got Susan and led her inside. To get to their room they had to go through the lobby, much to the humiliation of Susan and the delight of the young black desk clerk. Susan made eye contact with him and he simply winked at her; she quickly looked away. At that moment she didn't really care what the desk clerk thought or what the waitress had thought earlier. She was horny, buzzed from the wine, and finally wanted to try sex with a black man, her mind was made up.


Jerome held the door open for my wife, closing and locking it after they were inside. "Take your skirt and sweater off." he said quietly. She did, and was soon standing in the middle of the room in her black, sheer to the waist pantyhose, black bra and black high heels.


"You look wonderful." Jerome told her. He approached her and they were soon locked in a tight embrace, kissing deeply. After a short while he gently pushed her down to her knees in front of him. She unzipped his slacks, reached in and pulled out his cock. Susan had read some of the internet stories on interracial sex at my request, so she was well aware of how well-endowed black men are supposed to be. Jerome’s equipment did not disappoint her; it was large, hard and very black. Soon her red lips were wrapped around it as Jerome held the back of her head.


Over the next three hours Jerome fucked my wife four times and gave her multiple orgasms. She had never experienced orgasms like he gave her. They would have kept fucking, but she was sore and wanted to get home before I got in from work.


As they were getting dressed, Jerome looked at her and said "you liked that didn't you baby?"


"Liked it? I've never felt like that in my entire life, lover!" she replied.


"Good, so we can plan on doing it again?" he asked.


She walked over to him and threw her arms around his neck, looking him in the eye she said "Anytime, anywhere baby!"


Jerome smiled and said "Okay, I'm gonna hold you to that!"


Over the next three weeks, Jerome fucked my wife at least once a day, sometimes more. She was clearly hooked on his big black cock and simply could not get enough of it. They fucked at our house, his house, the car, the city park, hotels, anywhere they could find to copulate. If there ever was a case of a white wife being addicted to black cock, this was it. Looking back on it, I should have picked up on some of the clues, but this was really the furthest thing from my mind.


So, here we are, three plus weeks later and I walk into our house on a Wednesday evening after a long day at the office. I walk into the kitchen and there I see my wife, bent over the kitchen counter, while Jerome fucks her from behind. All she is wearing are thigh high black stockings and her black high heeled pumps. Her sheer black panties are down around her ankles. Jerome is buck naked and perspiring slightly from the pounding he is giving my wife.


Jerome glances my way but doesn't say a word. Susan is in a cock-induced daze and hasn't even noticed I'm standing there. My own cock begins to stir at the erotic sight in front of me. Susan eventually looks at me, or should I say, looks through me. Her eyes are glazed over and she is clearly on another planet at the moment. Her face is flushed reddish pink; she is in the middle of one long, continuous orgasm. Her moans are also continuous, matching her lover's grunts as he thrusts into her repeatedly. Jerome has both of his hands around my wife, holding her tits like handles, using them to pull her whole body back onto his cock, then off, and then back on again. 


Finally, after two or three minutes of this, Jerome breaks the silence. "Your wife loves this shit man. I've been fucking her every day for over three weeks, she always wants more. Ain't that right babe?" he asks her.


"Oh fuck, yes!" she practically screams.


He looks back at me, all the while still pounding away at Susan, and says "She'll do anything I ask to get this big black cock. Ain't that right babe?"


Again, we wife answered "Oh hell yea!"


"If I called you up at three in the morning and told you I was coming over to fuck you and to kick your husband out of your bed, you'd do that wouldn't you?"


"Uh huh." she said and she threw her head back, here orgasm still gripping her.


I had moved to the kitchen table and was now sitting at a chair. I had never seen my wife act like such a wild animal, like such a willing slut. Jerome pulled out of her and walked toward me, he still hadn't dumped his load in her yet. He stood in front of me and looked down at me and said, "Your slut wife tells me you have a fondness for sucking cock, that true?"


Before I could answer, he continued, "You ever suck a black cock?" I know you've sucked white ones, she told me that." I glanced over at Susan and she had stood up from being bent over the counter. Her hair and makeup were a mess; she took her panties off from around her ankles and walked over next to Jerome. She put her right arm around his waist and her left hand on his rigid cock, which was now just inches from my face. She looked at me and smiled, wiggling his cock in my face.


"Here's your chance little boy!" she said mockingly. "You're so obsessed with black men and having them fuck your wife, surely you want to suck a black cock?" She slowly wiped his big dick across my closed lips, back and forth. "Open wide hubby, let's see if this hunk of meat makes you as happy as it does me." she said sarcastically. I slowly opened my mouth and she fed me his cock. She grabbed the back of my head by my hair and moved it forward and back on Jeromes' large dick.


"Go get your camera babe." Jerome said to my wife. She grinned and gave him a peck on the cheek.


"Good idea, we'll want to record this moment for future use!" she said giggling as she walked toward our bedroom to get her camera.


She was back in seconds; Jerome had kept his cock in my mouth while she was gone. "Look into the camera honey!" she said with a smirk, "I won't ask you to say cheese since your mouth is full!" I looked directly at her as she snapped several pictures of my mouth wrapped around her boyfriend's cock. Jerome then pulled his cock out of my mouth and slapped it against my face two or three times while Susan continued to take pictures.


"Let's get some hot photos of you too." he said to Susan. She handed me the camera and quickly dropped to her knees in front of Jerome, as if she were worshiping his cock. I reluctantly snapped some pictures of my wife swallowing his huge rod; knowing that someday I would probably regret taking these photos. After several photos, he stood her back up and bent her back over the kitchen counter like when I first saw them. He quickly plunged his cock back into her pussy and began pumping away.


"Take some pics wimp. This is how it's supposed to be done. This is what your wife expects now. Make sure you get her pretty face in the pictures, but no face shots of me." he ordered. "I want those emailed to me tonight." he continued.


After I took several photos, Jerome turned to me and said "Okay, get lost while I finish screwing my girlfriend." I took my leave and went to change out of my work clothes. I could hear Susan moaning in delight all the way in our bedroom, he was fucking her good and she was loving it. After a few minutes, the door opened and she walked into our bedroom, again dishevelled and looking thoroughly fucked. All she wore were her black thigh high stockings and her black pumps; cum oozed from her used and stretched out cunt, running down the inside of her thigh. She had a far away, dreamy look on her face. My cock began to stir.


"What the hell is going on here?" I asked. "For years you've resisted screwing black guys every time I mentioned it, now I find out you've been getting nailed by Jerome for over three weeks straight!"


"I'll tell you the whole story later." she said off handedly as she headed for her closet, "Jerome and I are going out for a little while, I need to get dressed." Then she added, "I never knew sex could be like this, it certainly hasn't been with you, or any of those other guys you talked me into fucking. I never dreamed I would get addicted to his cock, let alone so quickly, but I am and I've accepted that. I suggest you do the same, accept the fact that you wife is addicted to black cock." She then looked at me earnestly, "Do you understand what I'm saying here? It's no longer just something I want; it's something I need, something I crave. I have to get my daily fix."


"Daily!?" I asked, "You're serious aren't you?"


"Damn right I am. Either you'll be seeing a lot more of Jerome around here or a lot less of me, but we'll fuck somewhere, you can pretty much count on that." she replied.


She pulled on a simple black skirt and white blouse, not bothering with a bra. I watched her quickly run a comb through her hair and freshen up her lipstick. She didn't bother with panties or changing her cum soaked stockings. She saw me staring at what she was wearing.


"Jerome wants me dressed like this." was her only response to my inquiring look. With that, she grabbed her purse and headed back out to the kitchen. I followed her out to the kitchen where Jerome was dressed and waiting for her. Without asking, he unbuttoned the top three buttons of my wife's blouse so her tits were somewhat exposed to anyone who cared to look. She just smiled at him. They headed out the door for their date without saying another word or even looking back at me.


Chapter 6: Sisterly Love

Laura and Pauline had always been close, sisters just a year apart, they never kept anything from each other.

Laura, the oldest of the pair, was always going on about how good her husband Tony was in bed. Apparently his thick cock was over 9 inches long, and he really knew how to use it.

Pauline’s husband, John was quite the opposite. His skinny little dick measured a pathetic 4 inches, although what he lacked in inches he made up for with the use of his tongue.

“You’re so lucky having Tony’s big cock at your disposal, not once in 5 years of marriage has John ever made me cum with that pencil dick of his” sighed Pauline.

“I don’t know, in some ways you’re better off, Tony can be quite a selfish lover at times, he never gives me oral, he thinks with that big cock of his that he’s god’s gift to women,” replied Laura.

“Just once though, I’d love to try a big one. You know John is the only man I’ve ever had and I’ve often wondered what it would be like for a real man to make love to me,” Pauline sighed again.

“So why don’t we swap,’’ giggled Laura,  ‘’I’ve never told you this but Tony’s said a few times that he wouldn’t mind giving you one and I’m sure John wouldn’t turn down the chance in return.”

Later that night Laura put her proposition to her husband. Tony being the randy sod that he was, was all for it, on one condition. “I don’t want that little wimp John fucking you, he can lick you out, but that’s all.’

“Oh that’s ok, from what Pauline has told me he’s so tiny he wouldn’t touch the sides anyway. If you want we can have him fitted with some kind of male chastity device; that should be a laugh” snickered Laura in reply.

Even later that evening, just after Laura had phoned stating Tony’s conditions, Pauline revealed the day’s events to John. She told of how they’d agreed to swap, and of how Tony had insisted that only he be allowed to fuck, whilst John was to be fitted with a cock cage and only allowed to perform oral.

“But that’s not fair, Tony gets to fuck you, and I only get to lick Laura out?” cried John.

“I’m sorry dear, but that’s the way it’s going to be, anyway your little cock wouldn’t do nothing for Laura, Tony’s is over twice as big as yours,” smirked Pauline.

Left with no other choice, John reluctantly agreed. Besides, Pauline had made it perfectly obvious that she was going to let Tony fuck her anyway, so he might as well get a taste of his sister-in-law’s pussy.

The very next day Laura and Pauline set their scheme in motion. The plan was that all four would have a meal at Pauline’s and John’s house, and later in the evening go their separate ways with each other’s partners. As normal Tony was full of himself complementing Pauline on how good she looked, at one point he even gave her a playful smack on her bottom as John looked sheepishly on.

Finally, with the meal eaten, the dishes washed, and a few glasses of wine drunk, the real action began. Humiliatingly for John the time had come for him to be fitted with his male chastity device. It was called a CB3000, and consisted of a small plastic sheath which was placed tightly around the penis, and locked in place by means of a tiny brass lock and key. Tony himself insisted on fitting the device, which he did in full view of both women as John stood in the middle of the room with his trousers and pants around his ankles.

“There that should keep you out of mischief, not that you could have done much damage with that tiny thing”, roared Tony, as he placed the tiny key in his pocket.

With that, still laughing as he went, Tony took Pauline by the hand and led her upstairs.

Feeling more nervous than at any time in his life; John just stood there as Laura began to take charge. “Get your clothes off, and put these on,” she assertively announced, removing various items of what appeared to be female underwear from a bag she was carrying.

“But, but this is women lingerie, why do I have to put them on”, stammered John.

“Because you’re a clit sized wimp, who’s never satisfied my sister, that’s why,” she bellowed, “now put them on”

Much to his shame John carried out her orders, he felt such a wuss, putting on the items which consisted of a black bra, panties, stockings and suspenders, complete with matching 4 inch high heels.

Next, adding to her control over her brother-in-law, Laura attached a pair of hand cuffs to John’s wrists securing them behind his back and also fitted a dog collar and lead around his neck.

Sat on the sofa, Laura hoisted up her skirt and slid down her panties, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy framed by a pair of stockings and suspenders, exactly the same as the ones he wore. “Well don’t just stand there gawping, lick my cunt now!” she demanded, pulling sharply on his lead as she spoke.

‘’Oh shit how humiliating can you get,’’ John thought. There he was paying homage to his sister-in-law’s pussy, as his wife was given a good seeing to upstairs. Lapping away at Laura’s moist pussy, John was hardly able to concentrate. The noise coming from the bedroom was unbelievable, the bed sounding as if it was taking a terrible pounding and Pauline who was normally quiet during sex was bawling her head off.

Pausing for a few seconds John cried, “I think he’s hurting her.”

“Don’t be stupid you little wimp, don’t you recognise the cries a woman makes when a real man is fucking her?” bellowed Laura in return.

Returning to his task John continued to pay homage his sister-in-law’s pussy, as his wife was given the fucking of her life.

“Oh yes, that’s so good, lick me harder you fucking sissy,” cried Laura, obviously enjoying every second.

“Fuck me, oh fuck me, yessssssss!” was heard from the bedroom as Tony continued his onslaught on Pauline’s now not so tight gash.

Amazingly both sisters’ cries began to fill the house as they both were cuming at the same time, Pauline by means of Tony’s big cock, and Laura by John’s probing tongue.

All at once the house fell silent; slowly John removed his head from between Laura’s thighs, his face covered in her pungent juices.

“Get up you fucking sissy, I’ve got a job for you,” screamed Laura, as she pulled John by his lead in the direction of the stairs. His legs trembling, he followed Laura as she made her way up towards the bedroom where his wife and Tony lay. Opening the door and barging straight in, John was met by the sight of his well fucked wife laid out upon the bed, her legs wide apart, her spunk filled pussy there for all to see.

“Clean her up boy!” bellowed Tony in the most assertive tone imaginable.

“Well get on with it, and where’s your manners, you haven’t thanked Tony for fucking me yet,” added Pauline.

“Thank you,” replied John sheepishly.

“Thank you Sir,” corrected Laura.

“Sorry thank you Sir,” replied John for the second time.

Feeling more submissive than he’d ever done in his entire life, John slowly got onto the bed and positioned himself between his wife’s legs, which were clad in stockings and suspenders exactly like his own.

There he knelt on the bed licking away at his wife’s cunt as he’d done so many times before only this time it was filled with his brother-in-law’s spunk.

“You’d better get used to that, sissy boy,’’ barked Tony, ‘’In future you’re going to be doing quite a lot of i.t”

“Yes my little wimp hubby,’’ Pauline squealed, ‘’Only Tony is to be allowed to fuck me from now on, all that you’re good for is pussy cleaning, do you understand?”

“Yes Miss was John’s meek reply.
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