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FORWARD
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My Slave Husband

I have been married to my slave husband for five years. He’s thirty five and I’m thirty. Early in our relationship I found my husband to be very submissive and the more I whipped and humiliated him the more loving and devoted to me he became. On our wedding night I even made him sleep on the floor as sex was out of the question. He loved it and since then I’ve only allowed him sex with me once a year, at Christmas time. For this he is blindfolded, gagged and his hands handcuffed behind his back. He has to wear a condom and has a strict five minutes to cum.

He’s fitted our cellar out as a proper dungeon with an iron-barred cage and whipping block. I’ve made him a proper black and white maid’s outfit, complete with frilly knickers and four inch heeled stiletto shoes. I love seeing him slaving away at his chores in it.

My slave is unemployed at the moment and I am the sole breadwinner. He wears his maid’s outfit every day as his other clothes are locked away. All week he does the washing, cooking and cleaning. When he does the shopping I allow him to remove his maid’s hat and wear a tracksuit over his sissy underwear. This is also the case for car washing and window cleaning. Every night when I return from work I inspect the house. If there is even the slightest fault he can expect to be shouted at and humiliated as I spit in his face. He then has the rest of the night to try worry about the punishment he knows is coming. I get such a power rush from watching him as he tries desperately to make it up to me, hoping against hope that this time I might have pity on him. There was a time, earlier in our relationship, when I might have done, but not now. Not when I know how much he needs me to be the cruel heartless bitch he loves and worships and certainly not now that I know how exciting and liberating it is for me to be exactly that. So, when the time comes, I put him over my knee for a sound thrashing with my hairbrush before sending him to bed.

At the end of the week, usually on a Saturday, my slave is allowed the huge privilege of bathing me and doing my hair and putting my makeup on. After lots of practice and many severe beatings he’s become quite accomplished at these tasks. Once I’m happy with how I look I instruct my maid to dress me for my evening out. I always dress very sexily with stockings and suspenders, leather skirt and long leather boots. It’s so thrilling to feel him trembling as he dresses me as he knows another man will be getting the benefit of all his hard work.

When I’m finally ready slave is ordered to the basement dungeon and told to strip to his cute girly knickers and stockings. He respectfully directs his gaze at my feet as I remind him of all the tasks he failed to complete to my satisfaction during the week. Although he’s already been thoroughly punished for those faults he knows there is more to come. It always brings a smile to my red glossy lips as he squirms under my harsh words and steely eyed gaze, he is such a pathetic sissy. Of course he apologises profusely but to no avail as, once I’ve heard enough of his pathetic begging, I order him over the whipping horse.

His wrists and ankles are strapped to the legs of the horse then I use the dirty knickers I’ve worn at work all day to gag him, my worn pantyhose pulled over his head and the legs wrapped around his head and tied tightly eliminate any chance of him spitting them out. Now comes the part I didn’t used to like but have really warmed to. I have a wicked leather crop which I use to lay perfect bright red stripes across his sissy ass. His silk knickers offer no protection, in fact they serve only to retain and magnify the heat that builds beyond endurance in that naughty desperately writhing butt. In the early stages I used to feel guilty about hurting him and struggled to give him the hiding he yearned for and thoroughly deserved. It was actually my slave husband who persuaded me to really let go and enjoy myself insisting that it was desperately important to him that I really enjoy his agony. This, he said, made him feel enormous love and awe for me his mistress. Indeed it was at these times that he actually felt closest to me and I’ve come to agree.

His muffled cries and begging now serve only to amuse me and his beating continues regardless of his discomfort until such times as I am satisfied that I have really got through to him. Then I leave him there, sobbing and gasping for breath while I go back upstairs to enjoy my first glass of wine of the evening.

Just before my taxi arrives I return to the basement and release my slave from the whipping horse. He’s always cowed and in a very obedient mood as I handcuff his wrists behind him before removing his girly panties and fitting him with an adult disposable nappy and pretty pink waterproof plastic pants. Finally, I force a large rubber cock gag into his heavily lipsticked mouth, securing it with leather straps before ordering him to crawl into his little cage. Closing the cage door forces him to curl up tightly in a ball then, snapping the lock closed, I leave him there without a backward glance. As I climb the stairs the last thing he hears is my sexy heels clicking against the treads then the light goes out, the door closes and the lock clicks before he is left alone, sore, humiliated and lonely imagining all the things his sexy mistress wife will be getting up to tonight.

I usually head off into town to meet up with a few girlfriends. We’re always on the pull and end up at Helen’s flat where we can shag the rest of the night away.

I normally arrive home around lunch time on Sunday. My slave is let out of his cage to remove his wet nappy, clean himself up, shower and put on his uniform. Finally he is rewarded with permission to bathe me before making dinner. First though I make him remove my sopping knickers and give my pussy a thorough cleaning with his tongue. If I’m feeling especially cruel I give him all the lurid details of whose spunk he’s gobbling and how it got there.

Of course by this point my slave is always desperate for relief and begs piteously for me to remove his cruel unyielding little chastity cage. On most occasions I have a good laugh before refusing him and enjoying my bath. Very occasionally, if he’s been especially good, I may allow him a quick wank. I make him kneel to the side of me as I sit relaxing in my favourite arm chair. After ignoring him for a while as I watch TV, letting the poor wretch’s desperation grow, I send him to retrieve a yellow washing up glove that is kept under the kitchen sink especially for these rare occasions. After carefully fitting the glove to my right hand, he then has to use his left hand to jerk his little pee pee while he stares down at my stocking clad feet and thanks me for cuckolding him. He has a strict time limit of two minutes and knows he will not get a second longer. After all, if two minutes is not enough, he obviously wasn’t that desperate anyway.

It’s hilarious listening to his heavy breathing, grunts and groans as I idly flick through a magazine with my free hand. My indifference to his plight only serves to inflame his desire until; all too soon, the moment arrives. He knows that he must deposit his tiny load into the gloved palm of my hand and that any drips or splashes that land anywhere else will result in severe punishment, so it is with sheer desperation mixed with fear that he pleads with me to raise my cupped hand. I always pretend to ignore him and leave it until the last possible second before doing so as I tell him to hurry up and get it over with as I have far more important things to do. As soon as he finishes he has to immediately force his still swollen member back into the chastity cage and click the lock closed. Then it’s onto his knees to lick his mess from my glove before removing it and taking it away to be washed and put away.  Finally, after thanking me respectfully and convincingly for allowing him to dribble his disgusting slave slime, it’s back to his chores. No time to enjoy the afterglow, no loving kisses or caressing, just a never ending list of chores and the prospect of a very long wait until his next opportunity for relief.

I keep threatening him that I’m going to lock his chastity cage permanently. I love the idea of having him chained at the foot of my bed watching me being thoroughly screwed by a handsome stud. Him wanting me but knowing he can never perform as a man ever again. I would like to get pregnant after his useless little cock is locked away for ever. He can look after the child while I go out to work. No one would ever know except my slave and I and it would be a delicious constant humiliation for him.


Matt’s The Way I Like It

I am a man who talked his wife into sex with another man so that I could watch. It had always been a fantasy to see my petite little wife on the end of a big dick. I saw my fantasy and loved it. After he’d gone I just had to lick her pussy and while I did, Lynn, my wife, told me I was a wimp with a pathetic little willy and from today would be treated as one. She has never run out of ideas to humiliate me; her latest was as follows.

Lynn hadn’t been home since about half past seven on Friday night. At about seven p.m. on the Sunday she phoned me to say I was to meet her at a local pub in an hour. After I’d been there for nearly two hours she walked in with a black guy I’d never seen before and her friend, Mandy, who often helped Lynn punish me. I bought them a drink as they sat whispering and giggling together. When we left in the car Lynn told me I was in for a treat; I could watch her be screwed by Matt with his lovely big cock.

When we got home I served coffee and while I was doing this Mandy told Matt he could screw Lynn any time he liked as my pathetic little dick was locked in a chastity cage because it was only any good for wanking. I was then told to strip to show Matt why my wife needed him and once I was naked Mandy pulled my arms behind my back and cuffed them saying that, as I only had a little boy’s willy, it shouldn’t be allowed out of its little cage in the presence of a real man.

As I knelt before my beautiful wife and her new lover they started petting and were soon tearing each other’s clothes off. As Matt mauled Lynn’s small perfectly formed breasts and forced his tongue deep inside her welcoming mouth she grasped his impressively erect cock and began to gently stroke it. This had me groaning in pain as my own cock strained futilely against the walls of its prison.

Then as Matt slowly pushed his huge cock into Lynn’s waiting pussy, Mandy took the piss out of me calling me a pathetic sissy who couldn’t satisfy his own wife. As my darling wife moaned encouragement to her eager stud, Mandy ordered me to stand in the corner of the room facing the wall. Then, borrowing the leather belt from Matt’s jeans, she proceeded to welt my ass until I sobbed and begged for mercy.

Only when her arm tiered did Mandy cease her cruel beating and order me back to my knees in front of the sofa to witness my wife screaming in ecstasy as Matt finally filled her unfaithful married pussy with what seemed like gallons of his potent seed. When he finally withdrew his still hard cock, Lynn turned to me and asked if I wished I had a cock like Matt’s so I could make her cum like a man instead of like a lesbian.

Dragging me to my feet by the ear Mandy then proceeded to march me into the bedroom saying she had a job for a sissy faggot to do whilst the lovers enjoyed each other’s company. I marvelled at Matt’s stamina as I heard through the bedroom door my wife’s cries of lust begin again. Lying on the bedroom floor the sounds were soon blotted out by Mandy’s warm thighs as she locked them around my head, grinding her soaking wet pussy against my lips and nose.

After tonging the pussy and then anus of my heartless tormentor to several orgasms I was finally led back into the lounge. Matt had gone, leaving Lynn lying exhausted on her back on top of the dining table, fanny wide open and oozing Matt’s thick white spunk. I performed my husbandly duty, licking clean her thighs, anus and pussy as Mandy derided me as a pathetic excuse for a man who’s only use was to clean real men’s spunk from his wife’s well used pussy.

When Mandy left, Lynn untied my hands and removed the key to my chastity cage from her necklace. After I’d begged her to unlock me and told her how beautiful she’d looked in the arms of another man she finally released my desperately straining cock. It was so hard it took some effort to remove the steel tube, hardly surprising after more than six weeks of imprisonment.

My eyes streamed with tears of joy as Lynn guided my bobbing manhood between the lips of her stretched out fanny, telling me I had permission to fuck her but only had a minute to cum then she wanted my sorry excuse for a cock back in it’s cage where it belonged.


Voyeurism Viewpoint

My wife’s lovers are almost always tall and blond where I am myself short and dark haired. She also likes them to be young and muscular with a full head of hair because I am in my forties, not particularly well built and balding.

For me the thrill of being cuckolded by my gorgeous wife begins with watching her being seduced, right from the initial chat-up to close dancing in a nightclub where cheek-to-cheek becomes mouth-to-mouth. Then they leave together to go to our home where she undresses herself slowly, for him not for me, though I am in the same room, before the sweet copulation of a beautiful couple in lust begins.

Indeed, her teasing begins even before all this. It is so erotic watching my darling wife tart herself up, not for me, but for the handsome lover she hopes to meet. A visit to her hairdresser, loud vulgar lipstick, lots of make-up and the incredibly high-heeled shoes we both refer to as her ‘fuck me shoes’.

To add further to the seduction/humiliation, her hairdresser, a lovely young girl, knows about our lifestyle. So, when I go to collect my wife Anne, her stylist Jill, knows she is likely to be fucked by a blond stud later that evening. The knowing look she gives me has me squirming with the erotic shame and angst of a truly cuckolded husband.

At the nightclub we pretend we are not together. The ‘stud elect’ is chosen by my sexy looking spouse who gives me a knowing and condescending look as she goes into action. It rarely takes long for a guy to realise that this incredibly hot looking brunette fancies him as she dances up close to him. She smiles sweetly in apology after ‘accidently’ bumping into him and soon they are dancing together.

The real magic begins when slow smoochy music plays. I stand at the edge of the dancefloor, with them just a few feet away, him with his back to me and her facing me. Their hot bodies so close, their faces cheek to cheek, his hips rubbing against hers where she can feel his hard young manhood. She looks over at me, stroking his hair, letting me know how much she wants him before slowly raising her head, locking her mouth onto his in a nice long slow French kiss. The torture for me is bitter sweet as my own less formidable manhood makes its futile attempts to grow inside the cold steel walls of the cock cage Anne bought me for our last wedding anniversary and insists I wear full time. If I am a well behaved husband and help her to find the lovers she desires and needs, it might be removed once a month when I am granted a ruined orgasm.

When they finally break the kiss she looks at me again, making sure I am in no doubt as to her intentions and her enjoyment of my suffering, before kissing him again. When the music changes to a faster beat they sit together on a sofa and continue snogging with me sat near them watching and trying not to stare as I cross and uncross my legs, futilely seeking some relief from the pain of my imprisoned dick. If it’s a new man she then tells him she’s married but her husband doesn’t mind – saying he’s at home knowing what she will be getting up to. She invites him home with her, he accepts and a signal is given to me prompting me to make my exit.

They come home together and, if he recognises me from the nightclub, he is at ease straight away, knowing I have already seen them kissing, if not I soon put him at ease. Then my wife takes the initiative, leading the way into the bedroom where, like the classic humiliated hubby, I strip off and am duly tied securely to a chair, my cock cage bobbing with excitement.

Then comes the deadly cocktail of jealousy tinged with lust as I watch my stunningly beautiful dark haired wife join her blond lover in our king size bed. My caged penis weeps in humiliation as I witness his love monster please my horny wife.

I have to admit that there are times in their lovemaking when I feel I’ve lost her. This normally happens when she’s on top of him and she lovingly lowers her head to give him deep French kisses, caressing his hair and telling him how much she wants and needs him. The pain is bitter sweet at times like this but, since it was me who originally pleaded with Anne to indulge my wife-watching fantasies, I could hardly complain and really would not wish for it to be any other way.

Another highlight is when she orgasms with him. With her lovers, unlike the now hardly remembered times with me, it is invariably multiple orgasms and each time breaks my cucky heart, something Anne has, with my encouragement, come to enjoy greatly. Indeed she will often do everything possible to increase my suffering, performing sex acts that I never would have thought her capable of, letting him spank her gorgeous ass and cum in her mouth. I hate it but watch enthralled just the same, wishing desperately that my hands were free and my poor neglected dick freed from its prison.

Unfortunately this is Anne’s time and I can only take solace in the fact that my frustration is adding to her enjoyment and hope that, if I behave well and accept my place in her life, she will take pity on me one day soon.


The Final Humiliation

Seven years ago I married Angie, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I was thirty five years old and she was a mere twenty one. We were very much in love and I am even more so today.

Over the years we experimented with all sorts of ways to stimulate our sex life but, the one which worked best for us was the Mistress and slave scenario. We became quite expert in this area and Angie has been very inventive while clearly enjoying herself. We amassed many ideas including me acting as her maid, doing all the housework, bathing her and carrying out many personal tasks for her of a very intimate nature. About two years ago we read online about a similar minded couple who, to emphasise the difference in their respective statuses as Mistress and slave, had transferred all the house, car and bank accounts to her name. We discussed doing the same and, although it was quite a big step, agreed that the turn on was just too much to resist. Our solicitor seemed puzzled but quickly arranged the paperwork which I signed before being left outside the solicitor’s office to walk home while my wife/Mistress drove away smiling.

From that moment Angie was, much to my delight, a changed woman. She insisted that she should be free to seek her sexual satisfaction wherever and with whoever she wished and, to drive me mad with frustration and jealousy, proceeded to do so, many times in my presence.

It was therefore no surprise when one evening she ordered me to change from my working black and white maids outfit to the even more humiliating pink one she had recently purchased for me online. The frilly skirt was especially short revealing; not just my white stocking tops but also my tiny caged clit as she laughingly referred to my poor deprived cock. The outfit was finished off with cute little Mary Jane shoes in matching pink, a gift from her current lover Phil.

Once properly dressed I presented myself to my Mistress who handcuffed my wrists behind me with leather bracelets and knelt to put the ankle cuffs on too. After six weeks in the chastity cage unable to get erect much less achieve an orgasm, the proximity of my darling wife and cruel mistress, the scent of her perfume, the rustle of her stockinged legs had my poor deprived clitty dribbling. My indiscretion did not escape the notice of my Mistress and, despite my desperate apologies Angie reached for her riding crop and proceeded to deliver a stinging reminder of her authority with six cuts to the front of my thighs that left me in no doubt about my status.

A little later I was lying on the lounge floor not daring to move staring hungrily at my Mistress’s sexy leather boots as she lounged on the couch flicking through a magazine when Phil arrived. He is thirty years old and is a horse dealer, well-educated but with a definite sadistic streak. Having his own key meant he could walk right in to what used to be my house. Then he could take the woman who also used to belong to me in his arms and return her fevered kisses. I’d been witness to their lustful affections before but I sensed that this time something was different. They seemed even more excited than usual and I was more than a little worried.

It was not long before Angie’s clothes were removed leaving her in just her barely- black hold up stockings and incredible knee length black leather boots with four inch spiked heels. To my surprise she broke away from her boyfriend and came over to where I was lying face up on the carpet. Kneeling down by my head, one stocking covered knee each side, she went onto her hands so that she was in the classic doggy position with my wide open eyes just inches directly below her unfaithful pussy. Phil had now stripped and taken up position on his knees directly behind her. Up to this time they had not spoken to me and it was obviously all being done to a prearranged plan.

Now Phil spoke, ‘George, you love Angie, you keep telling her more every day. Now you can see her and her little honeypot at close quarters. You want her to have a wonderful time and I’m going to show you how, but you are going to help.’ He now put his left hand between her legs and down to my mouth. ‘Open your mouth and wet my fingertips so I can help Angie to get really wet.’

From what I could see of my wife’s most intimate parts no further lubrication was necessary but, not wanting to ruin the moment, I covered his fingertips with my saliva. ‘Right sissy faggot,’ he said, moving his hand towards Angie’s pussy. ‘Can you see Angie and the honeypot you love so much? Tell your wife how much you love her.’

‘I do love you more and more Ma’am. I just want to make you happy. Although you haven’t allowed me to make love to you for over a year now, I still hope you will one day,’ I pleaded.

They both laughed at this, Angie saying something about if I only knew what was coming. I was even more anxious now.

‘Watch, lover boy,’ Phil mocked. ‘Can you see how I spread her lips and one finger can touch her clit? Keep watching as I start to gently caress her, listen to her moaning, see her beginning to move, and now three fingers. The bitch is really getting wet for me now!’

I watched as my darling wife’s movements became more urgent untill Phil eventually removed his fingers saying, ‘See how wet my hand is? Here, lick it clean. Lick your precious wife’s pussy juice from my hand faggot.’ With that he again brought it to my lips so that I could obey his order. The strong smell told me that she was really worked up.

‘Now, let’s get down to business,’ Phil smirked boastfully. ‘Watch me slowly insert my cock into the wife you love so much. Remember what it used to be like when you could do this sissy boy? I’ll just slide it in a little way and then slowly take it back out again.’ I could clearly see his impressive rock hard prick and, as he withdrew, was amazed at how wet it was from her juices. ‘I bet you’re licking those sissy lips down there aren’t you faggot? Hoping I’m going to let you suck your mistress’s pussy juice off my cock. I bet you dream about sucking real men’s cocks every night don’t you faggot? Well its bad news for you I’m afraid sissy because this cock likes women not sissies. Now watch me give you wife what you never could. I want you to remember this faggot, remember what you’ve lost.’

And so it went on, him driving his cock deeper and faster all the time. Angie was going wild, moaning and, at times, screaming.

‘Now I’ve got hold of her tits,’ Phil gasped. ‘I can hardly get a grip on them they’re soaked in sweat, can you see?’

‘Yes,’ I mumbled.

‘Speak up faggot,’ Phil admonished me. ‘Can you see me mauling your wife’s fucking tits?’

‘Yes sir,’ I spoke up as I watched this egotistical pig use his grip on my wife’s delicate breasts to pull himself even harder into her welcoming cunt.

It wasn’t long before they both reached a shattering climax. Angie collapsed, gasping for air. She was lying so that her head and upper body was alongside me but her legs still straddled my face and I could feel the warm wetness of her neatly trimmed bush on my chin.

After a short pause, Phil asked her if she was ready for the next stage and she confirmed she was before raising her upper body and dropping her overflowing unfaithful pussy over my lips. ‘Clean me now,’ she ordered coldly. Despite my feelings of disgust I licked and sucked using my tongue to get into every last corner, trying not to gag as her lover’s thick spunk filled my mouth and slid down my throat. It seemed at times that I would drown but there was no quarter given by my beautiful Mistress as she ground her soaking lips over my nose and face admonishing me to lick it all up like a good slave.

Finally she rose from my sweating, cum covered face into the arms of her lover. I was ignored and left tied up as they left the room hand in hand and I heard them going upstairs to bed.

The following morning Angie came to me and, in Phil’s presence said, ‘I think you realise that last night was special slave and I hope you will always remember it, because it is the last time you will ever see me or my honeypot, as you call it. I have packed two bags with all your clothes and you are to leave my house now. You know everything is in my name and has been for a while. I don’t want any trouble so I’m warning you that I’ve kept all the videos we made of you dressed as a sissy maid doing your chores, performing your little dances for me, licking my boots and even sucking my used panties and stockings clean before hand washing them. I even have the ones of you practicing your cock sucking skills on my dildo, I’m sure you wouldn’t want those going on social media or emailed to your family or your work colleagues, would you?’

‘No Ma’am,’ I mumbled, unable to meet her mocking gaze.

‘Now,’ she continued as she freed my hands and ankles, ‘Phil and I have given you something special to remember and I’ve also put something in your bags which you can keep as a memento, a dozen pairs of my dirty knickers. You can bury your head in them every night and think of the Angie you love so much being screwed by a real man. Now hurry up and fuck off out of my house!'

Half an hour later I had left my home, my wife and all my possessions save for those in the two holdalls I carried. As I closed the garden gate behind me I looked back to see them both in the doorway watching me with grins of contempt on their faces. I hated him but I loved her more than ever. I couldn’t blame her for what she’d done. After all, it was my idea to start her off on this route. How could I complain if she’d turned out to be even more cruel and heartless than I’d hoped she would.  I guess the moral of the story is, ‘Be careful what you wish for’.


Sex Master

My lovely forty two year old wife Carol has always taken me for, at best, a nice husband (meaning a wimp), but one who is never decisive, never forceful, certainly never masterful. She would often sigh and remark teasingly, ‘What I’d give for a real man once in a while.’ To which I would retort, ‘So get yourself one,’ half-jokingly but not entirely frivolously.

Then, one evening, Carol had this bemused and incredulous look on her face. She shook her head and told me that Jane, one of her married friends, had a lover. Now, Jane is the most timid friend that Carol has; so quiet and almost scared. The fact that she had taken a lover was hard to believe. Then the truth came out. Her lover was in fact her master – a ‘sex master’, as she called him. Being so submissive, it was almost inevitable that she would have such a relationship. It was her ability to get one for herself that amazed us, but Carol did say that inside her, Jane had this almost steely determination when she wanted something – and being dominated was what she craved.

Carol went on to inform me that, unfortunately, there was a problem. Jane’s daughter, who lived down south, had lost her job and was returning to stay with her and the cuckolded husband. She then shocked me by showing me a photo on her phone of Jane’s lover. His name was Ian and his picture left nothing to the imagination as he stood smiling and sporting a huge hard-on.

‘Jane sent it to me to prove she wasn’t making him up,’ Carol explained. ‘No wonder her poor husband is a cuckold,’ she went on, ‘He’s so big and handsome. Look at the size of those muscles …. Not to mention his cock!’ she sighed dreamily.

I should have known what was coming next, as Carol explained that, since Jane could no longer entertain her master, she could take over. I thought she was joking till she informed me that Ian had seen some pictures of her courtesy of Jane and he had apparently jumped at the chance to take ownership of another attractive married lady. The thrill of cuckolding another hapless husband was just icing on the cake and he had agreed to be my wife’s lover.

He turned up at our home the very next day. It seemed strange that a couple in their early forties were to be dominated and humiliated by a young man in his late twenties. Jane had warned Carol that Ian was a complete sex master; virile, randy and vulgar, and when we saw him in his skin tight jeans, tanned and muscular, we were in no doubt that he could have been the masterful lover of any Hollywood film star.

Ian wasted no time as I showed him into the lounge where my unfaithful wife waited nervously. ‘Come here bitch,’ he ordered her, ‘Stick your tongue in my mouth.’ To my excited amazement she rushed to obey him. In miniskirt, stockings and obscenely high heels, my gorgeous wife locked her freshly lipsticked mouth on to his, their randy bodies pressing together, her hand holding his young blond head and he, this vulgar stud, pressing her arse towards his hips, pushing and grinding as if dry humping. Their snog just continued on and on, this nice, long, slow French kiss in open-mouthed splendour, while I stood rubbing myself through my trousers feeling like a naughty voyeuristic pervert.

When they finally broke, my wife exclaimed, ‘I’m your tart – I’ll do anything you want!’ That hurt, but nothing like what followed.

‘Do you know what your dirty little husband was doing while we kissed?’ Ian asked my wife. Then, much to my shame, he told her, ‘Rubbing his little dick like the fucking sad pervert he is.’ I started to stutter an apology till he shouted at me, ‘I’m gonna flog you worm!’ In a daze, I could hear myself apologising as he frog marched me towards the dining table. Fearing where this was leading I resorted, like the classic humiliated husband, to begging for mercy. It had no effect, even when I addressed him as Master and ‘Sir’, so, in desperation; I flung myself on the floor and knelt at his feet licking his boots.

‘Please Sir,’ I begged, ‘don’t flog me, I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it, it won’t happen again!’ My wife called me a wimp, a pathetic grovelling little faggot and laughed at me.

‘Beg,’ Ian demanded, ‘all the way.’ So he seated himself on our expensive settee, put his feet up on the coffee table, unzipped his flies and pulled out his ‘love monster’. Now I had to lick the dirty soles of his boots and, as I knelt to do this, my precious wife of twenty years, the mother of my children, my love, my soulmate, sat down beside her young lover and began moving her head up and down on his nine inch hard-on, making disgusting noises. I was being totally degraded – not only having to lick this man’s boots but suffering the indignity of watching my wife really enjoy having his cock in her mouth. She did it very voluntarily whilst I was begging for mercy.

‘Everyone likes the taste of my cock,’ Ian boasted as my tongue continued the humiliating task of cleaning who knew what forms of dirt from the soles of his boots. Such arrogance and vanity disgusted me but I could not help looking up at him in admiration as he seduced my wife.

If I thought my punishment had been forgotten about I was proved very wrong as Ian suddenly pushed my wife aside and rose, kicking me and driving me once more toward the dining table. I was pulled to my feet by his painful grip on my ear before being pushed forcefully over the edge of the table. Then, ordering my wife, his bitch, to fetch him a hairbrush, he roughly dragged my trousers and pants down around my ankles.

When the beating began it was clear that this was no play acting. He was using his six foot three frame to best effect crashing the wooden back of the hairbrush into my quivering cheeks repeatedly as I squirmed and cried out for mercy. When eventually he stopped I turned my head to see that my wife had dropped to her knees before him, once more orally impaled on his dick – she clearly loved sucking him off. Then, as Carol’s oral worship of her master continued, so did my beating. I lost count as the assault on my backside continued. ‘Flog the fucking wimp!’ yelled my wife as she lifted her lips from their task before returning to it with gusto.

When he finally relented I was sore and bruised, battered and completely humiliated but my emasculation was not over. As I slumped to the floor, Ian pulled my wife to her feet and, facing each other, they began to undress. I knew they were going to fuck. I knew I would have to watch. I knew I was finished as a man but, as with all wife-watchers, my own hard-on never relented. There was no way a sad excuse for a cock like mine could ever compete with Ian’s nine-inch weapon, but I couldn’t help wanking it in front of them as they stripped, laughing at me and calling me a sad old wanker.

Their lovemaking was something else. I watched at close range as Ian’s huge dick pleasured my wife, humiliated yet jerking off like a teenager. She mouthed disgusting orgasms and kept coming on his cock, yelling out obscenities I’d never heard from her, telling him that she loved him and would do anything for him. I thought he would cum inside her but my feelings were undoubtedly mixed as he removed his steaming cock and prepared to spunk in her face. Carol had often told me that this was distasteful and she considered women who allowed it to be complete tarts – but then she was that, having admitted it to her master. She took it in her mouth, this large bulbous knob about to ejaculate. And what an outpouring – such a copious orgasm, great big blobs of hot ejaculate in her mouth, all over her lips and across her gorgeous face.

Again my own emotional state was one of confusion. I offered to French kiss Carol in order not only to reassert my love for her, but also to form a bond with the two of them. But was I successful? She only degraded me further by locking her mouth onto his and giving him a French snog. Doubtless this was to reject me further and I just couldn’t take it – I shot my load into an old newspaper as they watched mouths together. I fell to the floor, my backside smarting after my flogging, my ego battered as they towered over me sneering and laughing.

Ian then ordered me to run a bath for him and my wife. I duly obeyed and had to remain on hand to serve their needs as they joked and frolicked in the water. I brought them drinks, showered them and was a servant. When they emerged my wife began lovingly drying him off, admiring and drooling over his manly body. The look of love and delight in her eyes told me I’d lost her to this blond giant. I then did a very stupid thing – I leaned forward to unplug the bath. Ian demanded an explanation. To my mumbled response he ordered me to bathe in their dirty water. I protested and he slapped my face before grabbing a handful of my hair and began forcing me into the bath. Carol just laughed at me and encouraged her lover as I reluctantly sat down into the now lukewarm water.

‘Dirty is it?’ Ian demanded. ‘I’ll show you what’s dirty you wanker.’ I stared aghast as he pointed his now limp but still impressive dick at me and let go a stream of golden liquid – the bastard was pissing all over me, all over my face! When I opened my mouth to protest he merely aimed his cock at my mouth and filled it with his piss. Meanwhile my darling wife stood at her master’s side humiliating me and mouthing verbal invective in my direction, encouraging her lover in the utter degradation of her husband. My total subservience was confirmed as he took my wife’s hand and, arm in arm, they went into our bedroom for another session of fucking, this time on our marital bed. I lay in the squalor, listening to their cries of passion, feeling more pathetic than I had ever felt in my life, and yet sporting a hard-on.

On a later occasion, on Ian’s birthday, my wife, Carol, decided that a master such as him deserved a new pair of Doc Martin boots. On his next visit we presented him with a vulgar black pair that went up to his shins. They came out of the box unlaced so naturally my wife and I took up positions kneeling before him to do up the laces. It was quite a laborious task not helped by the nervous shaking of our fingers as he yelled at us, ‘Come on then, I haven’t got all day!’ He addressed my wife as a slut and a whore and called me his wanking slave.

Finally, when the laces were firmly tied, we both applied our tongues to the shiny new leather. Both my wife and I began licking a boot each, all the way to the top. As I did so I received a torrent of abuse and vilification, even more so than my wife did. It was clear that he was our master and my wife was both his slave and my cruel mistress.

On another of his visits to our home Ian brought Jane with him so that she could join Carol and him in a vulgar threesome. Jane’s orgasms were even louder than my wife’s – after all, it was nearly three months since he’d last fucked her. Unfortunately I was not allowed to watch as my wife had me cleaning the grout between the tiles on the kitchen floor with a toothbrush. When Jane came into the kitchen for a glass of water she looked very flushed and I made the mistake of commenting on this. As a punishment for my impertinence I had to masturbate in front of all three of them. I had to beg each of my superiors for permission to cum and had to hold off on pain of a severe flogging, until I had secured that permission from all three of my jeering, laughing tormentors. Jane, the timid, quiet one, laughed loudest of all and was the last one to finally give in and allow me my thoroughly embarrassing relief.


Service Station Servicing

Driving home after an evening out with my wife I realised the petrol in the car was running low. Fortunately, despite forgetting the bank card I’d intended to use to draw money from the cash machine earlier, I still had a few pounds left and so pulled into a service station. After putting ten pounds worth of petrol into the tank I went inside to pay. Handing the man behind the counter my last ten pound note I glanced across to where my wife was looking at the magazines and was surprised when the cashier said, ‘This note’s no good squire, it’s a forgery.’

‘What?’ I exclaimed. ‘Are you sure?’

The man demonstrated convincingly that the note was indeed a forgery and I admitted to him that I didn’t have any more money or bank cards with me. My wife never takes money with her when we go out together but I asked her anyway and she confirmed that she had nothing on her. There was silence as we all contemplated the situation. ‘I can come back and pay tomorrow, if that’s any good,’ I suggested.

‘No, you’ve had the petrol so I’ve got to put the money in now,’ he said rather abruptly. ‘Mind you, there are other ways you could pay, in which case I’ll put the ten pounds in myself.’ I looked at him, not comprehending and wondering if I heard him right. Was this a wind up? But he wasn’t smiling as he continued, ‘Your wife has something she could pay with.’

Janice went bright red as she caught his meaning but I was slower on the uptake. ‘If your wife’s willing to open her legs and let me fuck her I’ll put the tenner in for you.’ I went hot then cold as the words sank in and was about to tell this ignorant asshole what I thought of his disgusting suggestion when my wife said calmly that it didn’t look like we had any choice.

‘That’s right,’ the cashier said with a smirk and a wink at my wife.

Then I suddenly remembered Janice’s favourite fantasy, which revolved around selling her body for favours, a fantasy we’d acted out from time to time. My own favourite fantasy is the wife-watching one, but I didn’t really know if I wanted it to become a reality. It looked like I was about to find out and I found myself searching for an excuse not to have to make that decision.

‘What about the till and serving customers? You can’t just leave it unattended,’ I said at last, delighted with my brainwave.

‘You can look after things,’ he answered me, his eyes never leaving Janet. ‘It’s simple to operate the till and stuff. Come round here and I’ll show you,’ the man instructed, dashing my hopes because now my excuse not to see my fantasy become real was gone and, furthermore, I wouldn’t even have the excitement of watching him with my wife. He was right though, as I quickly got the hang of things. Then, taking Janice by the hand, he led her through a doorway to the back, his parting comment being, ‘I think your wife is really keen to drop her knickers and feel my cock inside her.’

I cringed at his words, watching them go with mixed feelings, but for a while my thoughts were occupied as I served several customers. Eventually the place emptied and there were no more cars on the forecourt. With a sense of foreboding, I went out the back in search of my wife and her would be lover. I didn’t have to go far, finding them in a room to the right of the passageway. I don’t know what they had been doing up to that point but Janice, who was naked except for her holdup stockings and the very expensive knee length black leather boots I’d bought her for her birthday, looked very flushed and her nipples stood out like chapel hat-pegs.

The man was undressing and, once naked, said, ‘On your knees bitch and lick my balls.’ To my utter amazement, Janice was on her knees in an instant and it was obvious that his domineering manner excited her. She had no idea I was there and I watched with mixed feelings as my darling wife licked round the man’s balls with great relish. Her tongue flicked up and down the length of his penis from time to time and I marvelled at the thickness of it, feeling a stab of excitement mixed with cuckold angst at the thought of her being fucked by such a monster cock.

Janice was now licking and nibbling the end of his penis and, seeing me watching, he gave a mocking laugh. ‘Now suck it slut,’ he ordered, watching me the whole time, ‘then after I’ve given your randy married cunt a good tonguing, I’m going to give you a fucking to remember.’

I had to go back to the till at that point as several customers arrived. It was quite a while before things quietened down and I was able to nip out the back again. I found my wife lying on her back across a table, her whole body flushed and heaving in a way that told me she had recently orgasmed hard. The man was kneeling on the floor with his face resting on the inside of Janice’s thigh.

‘Did you enjoy that?’ he asked her as he stood up.

‘Incredible,’ my wife gasped.

The man stood between her wide-spread legs, throbbing penis in hand and, seeing me, informed me, ‘You’re just in time to watch me fucking your wife. How do you feel about that?’ Apart from my obvious jealousy I was very concerned that there was no sign of a condom. As if reading my mind, he added, ‘I’ll be taking her bare too, so she can feel me cumming right up inside her. Hope you don’t mind,’ he winked.

I had no reply and he laughed as he slowly eased his cock into my wife’s dripping pussy. He lunged forward and, as his penis speared her, Janice gave vent to a piercing cry. The man laughed again as, putting his hands beneath my wife’s bottom, he pulled her over the edge of the table allowing him to fully impale her on his huge fat cock, drawing a deep groan of lust from her lips. ‘There,’ he cried, ‘my cock’s right up your wife’s cunt. I recon a lot deeper that you’ve ever been.’ He smirked. ‘If you kneel underneath us you’ll see me fingering her arsehole as well.’

In a daze I moved forward to kneel between his feet and saw his hands pulling my wife’s buttocks apart baring her most secret place. Then I watched in disbelief as his finger drove in and out of Janice’s Anus in time with his cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. Her wild ecstatic cries were something to hear and, to my shame, beyond anything I’d ever heard when I’d made love to her myself. My humiliation did not last long as he soon told me to get back out front in case there were customers. As I left through the doorway I cast a last look over my shoulder at the broad stocky guy fucking my wife furiously. Janice was gripping the edge of the table desperately, her head rolling from side to side, her high pitched cries telling me she was experiencing another orgasm with this stranger’s penis pumping in and out of her unfaithful snatch.

I served a steady stream of customers but there was a lull when the man appeared in the doorway, fully dressed now. ‘Come back through,’ he said and, when I did, I found my wife still dressing. She paused to look at us when she heard her lover telling me to remove my belt, hand it to him then drop my trousers. I guessed what he had in mind but obeyed instantly feeling a curious excitement. The man laughed and jeered when he saw my erect penis and then ordered ‘Bend over the table where I just fucked your wife and take your punishment.’

I didn’t ask what the punishment was for and there was no thought of resistance as the man gave me a thorough spanking. Then it was the turn of my belt and the blows from that were far more painful. I gripped the edge of the table and couldn’t help howling with each fresh blow to my bared and quivering backside, deeply aware of the humiliation of it happening in front of my wife, who remained half naked taking a keen interest in the proceedings.

‘There let that be a lesson to you,’ the man laughed and returned to the front leaving my wife and me to arrange our clothing in an embarrassed silence. When we emerged he came from behind the counter to kiss Janice goodbye, squeezing her breasts as he did so, his laughter following us as we left.

At home later I wanted to make love, but Janice wasn’t interested, admitting, to my chagrin, that the man, Eric, had satisfied her as never before. So, while my wife had a bath, I was reduced to masturbating into her worn, cum-soaked knickers as I thought over the events at the service station.

For days afterwards my sore bottom acted as a reminder of our experience. Eric had given Janice his phone number and told her to get in touch if she fancied some more of the same. I had a better idea. As incredible as it seems, I craved the humiliation of asking Eric if he would make love to my wife on a regular basis.

To that end I began using the service station, only putting small amounts of petrol in each time, until the day came when I found Eric behind the counter once more. I pretended to be looking at the magazines until the service station emptied upon which I hurried to the counter to pay for my petrol. Recognising me, Eric laughed and took my five pound note saying, ‘Haven’t put much in, have you?’

‘No,’ I replied, looking around nervously. ‘Actually, I was hoping to have a word with you.’

‘What’s the score then? Did your missus like my cock so much the other night that she wants some more?’ he leered.

‘That’s it exactly,’ I replied hurriedly, relieved to have it out in the open.

Eric laughed before saying, ‘So that’s it. You actually want me to fuck your wife again do you?’

‘Yes, whenever, wherever and as often as you like. She talks about nothing else,’ I blurted out amidst his mocking laughter.

‘What’s the matter, can’t you satisfy her? Do you need a real man to service her for you?’ he jeered.

‘Erm, yes, if you don’t mind,’ I replied. ‘She said she’s never experienced anything as good as the things you did to her and she’s no longer happy with what I can give her.’ For some reason I felt as if I needed to totally humiliate myself before him.

Eric ushered me into the back room, smiling to see me looking at the table on which he’d had my wife and punished me. ‘Now before I agree to service your hot little wife, we need to get a few things straight,’ he said as he turned to me. ‘From now on you will address me as Sir and obey me in everything, clear?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ I blushed.

Eric’s laugh had a triumphant ring. ‘Now beg me to fuck your missus,’ he smirked.

‘Please Sir,’ I began, revelling in the weird excitement of my role. ‘I’d deem it a great honour if you would take care of all my wife’s sexual needs from now on.’ Eric guffawed and I added hurriedly, ‘You can fuck her every day if you like. I know Janice is more than willing.’ His renewed laughter brought fresh colour to my cheeks as I basked in the unexpected thrill of my debasement.

Eric had to go and serve someone, telling me to wait where I was. When he returned he removed the belt from his trousers. ‘Now, let’s see how submissive and obedient you can be,’ he smiled. ‘Drop your trousers and pants and touch your toes.’ I did so with alacrity. He only gave me three blows but they were full force and his leather belt cut into my still bruised buttocks making me howl. I was grateful nobody entered the service station to hear me.

When I straightened up it was to find Eric undoing his own trousers before pushing them down with his underpants. ‘Your pathetic little cock is nowhere near as big as mine is it?’ he taunted. I shook my head in shameful agreement. ‘Get on your knees, kiss my cock and beg me to slip it up your wife’s cunt.’ As I meekly did everything he told me to I was hit by the sudden realisation that I found him thoroughly obnoxious. I really loathed the man, which, of course, made the humiliation of my position even greater.

After I’d licked his penis and kissed his balls Eric told me I could go, but first he gave me a card with his address on. ‘Bring my slut round at eight tonight and I’ll give her the fucking she needs while you take my dog for a walk. I’ll be fucking her most days from now on and, if you’re good I might let you watch occasionally. Now fuck off!’ His laughter followed me from the service station.

That evening I drove my wife to Eric’s, well aware that she was in a state of high excitement. Letting us in, Eric said, ‘Get your knickers off, Janice, while I give your wimp of a husband his instructions.’ The instructions were to walk his dog for at least an hour. As I listened to Eric, I was watching my wife through the lounge doorway. She took more than her knickers off. By the time I had the dog’s leader in my hand Janice had stripped down to the silk basque and stockings I’d bought her for our wedding anniversary. She’d been saving it to wear for me on a special occasion. Instead she’d decided to wear it for her new lover. Following my gaze Eric laughed and said, ‘That’s right wimp, look but don’t touch. The only cock allowed in your wife’s cunt from now on is mine. Your little thing’s only fit for wanking.’

Returning with the dog on the hour, I rang Eric’s doorbell but it was another ten minutes before he came to the door, wearing nothing but a bath towel around his waist. My wife came down the stairs, kissed Eric on the cheek and went out to the car. After he had ordered me to take her round again the same time the following night, I followed her. Driving home there was no point in asking Janice if she’d had a good time; her radiance was plain to see.

The next evening I again drove Janice to Eric’s house and this time he instructed me to give his car a good clean, after which I was to wait in the lounge for further instructions. My chores done, I sat on the settee, soon becoming aware of my wife’s ecstatic cries coming from upstairs. Sometime after that, Eric shouted for me to take them some wine. I retrieved a bottle from the fridge and found two wine glasses, placing them on a tray and carrying it up the stairs. Despite the bedroom door being slightly open I knew instinctively that Eric would expect me to knock. I did so and his voice bade me enter.

‘Your wine, Sir,’ I said, unable to take my eyes off Janice lying beside him, eyes closed and still looking flushed from his lovemaking. Staring between my wife’s open thighs I could see her vagina gaping open and Eric’s semen oozing from it.

Aren’t you going to thank me for giving your wife what she needs, what she can’t get from you?’ he asked.

‘Oh yes Sir, thank you Sir, she looks well satisfied,’ I blurted out.

‘That leaves just one thing to be done,’ Eric smiled. ‘Drop your trousers and pants and touch your toes.’ With trembling fingers I did as instructed. Then, with my wife watching, her lover first spanked me before caning my defenceless bottom, the cuts from the thin cane soon making me howl as tears flooded my eyes. After that I was sent away to do his laundry while he and my wife settled down to some more lovemaking. My last sight as I turned to leave being Janice with his cock in her mouth.

Since then I’ve willingly experienced many indignities and humiliations at the hands of Eric and my wife. Every Friday they go out for a meal leaving me to clean his house from top to bottom. Naturally I reimburse him the evening’s expenses. Their return is the highlight of my week as, providing I’ve done a good job of cleaning his house, Eric permits me to watch their lovemaking, although I always have to get on my knees and beg him for the privilege. The excitement I feel to be so completely dominated and humiliated by the man who’s having my wife, particularly when I loathe and detest him so much, is completely unexpected. To be ordered to lick and suck Eric’s penis after he’s had Janice always thrills me, particularly when it’s accompanied by taunts and jibes from my unfaithful wife.

At twenty, Eric is twelve years younger than my wife and he’s also incredibly virile, having sex with her almost every day. Janice is loving every minute of our experiences, finding an unexpected thrill in witnessing my debasement at the hands of her handsome young lover. She seems to love being dominated by him too and obeys him in everything ; indeed his latest threat of spanking me in front of his mates then forcing me to watch as he and three or four others take turns to fuck my wife in succession only serves to excite her further. So much so, that I often wonder if I did the right thing letting this intoxicatingly sexy genie out of the bottle.


TV Watcher

It took my wife, Anne, and I quite a while to find the solution to my sexual preferences but, as they say, all’s well that ends well.

I liked to wear my wife’s clothes and, at first, she found that side of my personality hard to live with. Anne worked in a theatre bar on an evening and while she was out I used to dress up. We were very open about everything with each other and so I always knew who fancied my wife and had dared to chat her up. To my horror this used to turn me on no end; it was only after sex that jealousy, rage and guilt would set in and sometimes we would row.

One guy called Mike was very pushy in his desire for Anne and this came to a head at Christmas. Every year the theatre staff put on a show for the actors and friends and this year Anne and the other barmaids decided to do a piece from ‘Cabaret’, their suspenders, stockings and underwear covered by only a bin liner as a dress. Anne teased me mercilessly about how Mike would be all over her like a rash because of the way she would be dressed and took great pleasure in my obvious state of arousal.

On the night, Anne joked that it would be a good idea if she tied me to the bed so I would not come up to the theatre and cause a scene if my jealousy got the better of me. I don’t know why, but I agreed to this. She even said that, as a treat, I could put on some of her underwear before she tied me down.

So there I was, spread-eagled, dressed in only black stockings, suspenders, a baby-doll nightie and panties, watching my beautiful wife get ready. By the time she was done she looked like a right tart and my arousal was massive. Cheekily she gave my stiff cock a few pulls, saying she promised that she would not let Mike fuck her.

I cannot describe how hard the following seven hours were. My mind raced continually over the most lewd of happenings.

Finally Anne arrived home just before three in the morning, quite merry from drink. Of course I demanded to know what had gone on, so she told me that it had been a fun evening. The play had gone well and the party afterwards had been a scream. Mike, she said, had been like a dog in heat at the sight of her. She had danced with him four or five times, his hands roaming everywhere. She even confessed that they had a couple of lingering kisses under the mistletoe that had left her very horny and him very stiff.

My penis was now aching hard and, as she went on, Anne’s hand freed my cock from the nylon panties and slowly started to wank me as she told me how Mike had pleaded with her to go home with him. She had refused but, to my horror, she had accepted a lift home. Anne then related how they had kissed again outside and she had been so turned on that she had not stopped his hand sliding up her black stockinged leg to her little black panties where it rubbed her to a shattering orgasm. I was almost foaming at the mouth as she went on to say that the poor guy was in a dreadful state after that so she had popped his cock out of his trousers and wanked him. I shot my load when she told me his cock was a lot bigger than mine.

The next day was full of recriminations and bitchy rows, but, eventually, the incident faded into the past and Anne and I moved to London to start new jobs. Our sex life had become rather mundane, a quick bonk on a Sunday morning once a month was about all we managed for a while. I would dress in her clothes quite a bit and could see that Anne was clearly sexually frustrated. I was still mulling over thoughts of Anne with other men and fuelled this fire by reading stories and letters online about cuckolded husbands.

We finally started to work things out one night in the kitchen of our flat. I was doing ironing dressed in one of Anne’s old dresses complete with white stockings and heels. Anne was sitting at the table and we were chatting idly on the subject of sex, or the lack of it. She said it seemed unfair that I got regular satisfaction out of wearing her clothes when she did not get anything out of it. I could have pointed out that one thing she was getting out of it was not having to do this ironing. However, seeing an opportunity I nervously suggested that she should get a boyfriend as that was my main sexual fantasy about her. This she said she knew but my reaction was always bad after a while.

We came to the conclusion that it was only after sexual satisfaction that I got all manly and stroppy, so the deal was struck then and there. Anne suggested that I cease having sex with her altogether and she thought it was a good idea if I didn’t cum by wanking either. I agreed to try it but I didn’t trust myself to police my own chastity. I had seen pictures online of chastity cages and told her about them. She thought this was an excellent solution and demanded we go online and choose one immediately.

When it arrived several days later, Anne wanted the item fitted as quickly as possible. I took off my shirt and trousers leaving on the stockings I was wearing underneath and lay on the bed. Her first attempt to fit the device was a failure. It had been about four weeks since we last had sex and the touch of her delicate fingers coupled with the realisation of what we were doing caused my penis to get harder than it had for months. Anne’s solution was quick. She disappeared for a few moments and, when she returned she pressed ice cubes to my straining erection. Then another idea struck her and she spent the next half hour shaving me bald down there. I suggested hopefully that it might help to calm my tumescent organ if she were to give me a nice hand job. The resultant deflation, I assured her would much reduce her difficulties in fitting the device.

Unfortunately my suggestion was met only with a cruel smile and a shake of her head as she once more applied ice to my quickly shrivelling organ before snuggly fitting the cruel restrainer and locking it securely with the little key. To add insult to injury she then fondled my testicles as she taunted me about how small my willy looked in its new home. Anne watched with glee as my penis struggled futilely against the unyielding metal walls of its prison.

Over the following weeks both Anne and I started to realise where we were going. I was now in a dreadful state of sexual frustration, my cock spending all its time trying and failing to erect. Anne added to this by teasing at every opportunity. We found that I was becoming more compliant to her demands. I had to do all the housework now while she enjoyed being waited on hand and foot. It was her idea that the only time I would be dressed in male clothing was during work hours. The rest of the time I was suitably attired in a full maid’s outfit, wig and makeup – the full nine yards as they say.

Next, Anne acquired a riding crop which was used liberally to punish unsatisfactory work. It was then I was kicked out of the bedroom and made to sleep in a cupboard in the hallway. Sex did not entirely stop between us as she took her pleasure on my tongue whenever she pleased. She also liked me using my dutiful tongue to suck and lick her toes and feet as well as clean her still warm shoes inside and out. As you can imagine, the penis restrainer was getting used to working overtime.

The most wicked of devices she bought was a dildo gag which went onto my face, strapped and buckled at the back with a large rubber cock sticking outwards and another shorter but fatter one sticking inwards which effectively stifled my cries of frustration. I had to suffer the torture of the sight of her beautiful pussy and sometimes arsehole, sliding up and down on the dildo while I was tied securely spread-eagled to the bed.

Then came her first lover, George. I even had to help her dress for her first night out with him. How is a husband supposed to feel seeing his wife standing in front of him, applying her makeup, dressed in only a sexy black lingerie set, black seemed stockings and black patent strappy stilettoes? She had even shaved her pussy for him. The panties I handed her were a disgrace; hardly enough to cover a postage stamp, let alone her sex. She was highly turned on and ordered me to lick her quim a couple of times before slipping into a very daring little black dress which only just covered her stocking tops. She left well heated up, promising that she was going to get screwed by a real man that night.

I spent the evening toiling with the chores she had left me. The tears were real in my eyes as time and again my willy made its futile attempts at erection.

By next morning she still had not arrived home. I did my makeup and dressed in a crisp clean uniform to await her arrival by the front door. A little after ten I heard the click- click of stiletto heels as Anne came to the front door. She looked radiant as she stood before me and I knelt to kiss her black stockinged feet. She ordered me to get her a cup of tea and headed to the bedroom.

The sight that greeted me on my entrance was Anne stripped down to her lacy black bra, sexy little suspender belt, stockings and heels. Her legs were open revealing her sex which was open, very puffy and red. I could see what appeared to be fresh cum seeping from it.

I was ordered to remove her shoes and kiss her feet as she asked me whether I still loved her, or if I thought she was a cheap slut. I replied the former with all my heart to which she smiled and said if that was the case I wouldn’t mind in the slightest using my tongue to soothe her aching well fucked pussy. I immediately followed her order to lie on the floor at the side of her bed looking up at her as she quickly straddled my head before squatting down. This caused her cunt to open and the sticky mess to ooze out. The smell was almost overpowering; the sight of Anne’s stockinged legs and well fucked twat was awesome. I raised my head and started to lick causing more juices to run into my mouth. After what seemed an age I finished only to be told I had better do the same to her arsehole.

Later that day while I sucked her toes and licked her bare feet, she lay back on the settee in the lounge and recounted her adventures with George. He had fucked her six times the previous night; once in her mouth, twice in her arse and three times in her pussy.

Her affair with George went on for quite a while until she started to hanker after further conquests. These came in the form of Damon, a young black guy who lived in the upstairs flat and a few of his mates. Owing to their close proximity, they knew about me virtually straight away and this also led to my first wife-watching experiences. Seeing Anne getting fucked by not one but three men for the first time was really the end of my masculinity. Not only did I have to watch but serve them drinks as they rested while another was pushing his cock into my wife’s body. All you could see of Anne was her black-stockinged legs and heels wide open over shoulders riding up and down as she was fucked senseless. Her cries were base and animal as she enjoyed orgasm after orgasm.

She didn’t stop at one at a time either. It became common to see her with one cock in her cunt and one in her mouth at the same time. I remember seeing her suck three cocks dry, drinking all the sperm they could shoot into her eager mouth. Her three lovers had willing access to her body any time they wanted and all seemed to enjoy humiliating me. In the process of time they enjoyed the sight of me in my maid’s outfit licking Anne out while she was full of their cum.

Anne and I have lived like this for five years now and are very happy. We have moved from London to the country but this has not diminished her supply of male and now female lovers one iota.

For me permanent frustration is a perfect solution. I adore Anne like no other and will obey any command she gives me, no matter how humiliating or frustrating. The unbearable desperation for relief translates to an all-consuming desire to please my beautiful wife by any means at my disposal. I could never dream of satisfying her sexually but I can put heart and soul into trying to be the perfect slave for her. She never has to lift a finger around the house and has complete freedom to pursue her sexual satisfaction wherever and with whoever she chooses, secure in the knowledge that her cruelty and betrayal serve only to increase my devotion to her. The fact that she takes great pleasure in finding ever more devious and delicious ways to frustrate and humiliate me is a delight to us both and ensures that our marriage will be, not only long and happy but thoroughly exciting for us both.
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She Values His Pleasure Above Me

As my wife’s delicate thumb slid over the head of her new boyfriend Matt’s penis he was already very hard but, with each stroke, he throbbed and grew thicker and more rigid. My face was positioned directly beneath his cock and balls, the rest of my body being tightly encased in a shiny black latex sleep-sac lying underneath the divan where they sat next to each other. My beautiful wife Joanne snuggled up to him as she lovingly caressed his proud erection. Her soft moans of lust were nearly continuous as he grew with pleasure under her attentive fingers. Every now and then he let out a groan to which she responded in kind, so happy to know she was pleasing him. His pleasure was so obvious and clearly her priority. She placed his pleasure above me, literally, directly above me.

As I stared at the scene before my eyes, my darling wife’s right hand slid up and down his shaft while her left, still wearing the engagement and wedding rings we’d chosen together over ten years ago as a symbol of our love, caressed and cupped his balls. Occasionally she added to his pleasure and my torment by tenderly running her finely manicured fingernails from the base of his cock all the way up the shaft, lightly stroking his glans and then enclosing her tiny hand around him to slide slowly back down. His cock was perfect. I felt sick with jealousy and envy seeing how Joanne reacted to his arousal. Hearing her verbally worship his penis as she gave it so much pleasure was excruciating to me. She seemed proud that she had made such a perfect cock so excited and she made it very clear. As clear as the drop of pre-cum that was forming on the tip of his cock. I watched mesmerised as it welled up above the slit, growing with each word of praise from my unfaithful spouse, threatening to drip off onto my face.

Then it happened, my worst fear came true. She held his cock reverently in her warm hand and told him ‘I love you’. Matt and I both shed a tear at the sound of her heartfelt confession. Mine was of sadness, rejection, jealousy and the immense pain of losing the love of my life to the man whose penis was being stroked by her loving hands right above my face. His was of joy, ecstasy and the sublime sadistic pleasure of taking her away from me while I watched unable to move or stop the emotional rollercoaster I’d insisted we embark upon nearly a year ago. It had been my main fantasy to see my wife in the arms of another man and now I was reaping the results of my long imagined plans. My tear came from my eye while Matt’s came from his cock. Despite the very different sources and feelings that caused our tears, their destination was exactly the same, my face.  Matt must have sensed the moment that the drip rolled off his cock because he leaned over to watch his victorious debasement of me. Holding eye contact with me he smirked as, without a word he said clearly, ‘I won, I took her from you. Your wife belongs to me.’

He leaned back into the divan and they kissed passionately as she continued spoiling his cock above me. When they broke away from the kiss he returned her sentiment, to which she responded with an elated gasp before mashing her lips back into his, speeding up the pace of her stroking. When I heard her say to him, ‘Let me know when so I can aim it,’ the realisation of what I had already guessed was bound to happen suddenly set in. Hearing my wife say it out loud elicited yet more intense feelings of fear, jealousy and despair. She really only cared about him and it was made undeniable at that moment.

His breathing became shallow and his groans deeper and louder as he neared his orgasm. Joanne started breathing loudly and quickly along with him, she was enjoying this too. Finally he groaned, ‘Ok,’ and my darling wife took her cue, angling his cock down, pointing the glistening head at me while still stroking him and snugly cupping his twitching balls. Matt moaned in utter pleasure as the first jet erupted from the slit of his engorged penis and splattered my face. Several more moans followed accompanied by his cock pulsing and shooting cum onto my face. I felt each spurt like a dagger to my heart. Joanne made a delighted sound with each one. She squeezed his cock as his twitches finally subsided. Then, holding his still engorged cock in her delicate grasp, she kissed her lover deeply as the last drops hit my sweat and cum-soaked face.

To add final insult to injury Joanne broke their kiss and stood up, keeping her grip on his cock as she beckoned him, ‘Come on baby, I want a repeat of all that cum. But this time I want to feel it deep inside me’. Her man did not need asking twice as he stood up quickly, being led by his still impressive organ to the bedroom I’d shared with my beautiful wife for so many years. I remained zipped tightly into my hot, tight rubber cocoon, left lying under the couch, choking back my tears as I contemplated the magnitude of what had just happened and of what was about to happen. Another man was going to cum inside my wife, because she wanted him, not me. He would feel such pleasure in her loving arms as I, her faithful husband, lay with his cum all over my face. Why, because I’d persuaded her to play the cuckolding game. Only it wasn’t a game anymore. She loved him; she’d made that very clear by placing his pleasure above me.


Down On My Knees

My mistress allows me to cum once a month and insists that I retain a desire for pussy even though I will never have hers or any other.

On my day I am not allowed to touch myself and she does not touch me either. This is where the pussy desire comes in. She purchased a ‘fleshlight’ and takes great delight in reminding me it is the only thing which will ever give my cock pleasure, not even my own hands ever will. I must bring it to her and then kneel in front of the sofa until; with a condescending nod she gives me permission to push it in between the cushions at cock height. Just this routine has me harder than hard, especially after the month long wait.

I then have to lick it the same way I lick her before she hands me a tube of lubricant. After so long, even sliding my fingers inside the plastic pussy nearly makes me cum. At this point she ties my hands behind me with a belt so I cannot grab my cock in a state of frenzy during what comes next.

After kissing her feet and begging for permission I am finally told to fuck the ‘fleshlight’ for her amusement. The difficult part is that I am not allowed to penetrate it all the way. Only the head of my cock is allowed inside the ‘fleshlight’ and I am in constant danger when fucking it because, if the entire head of my cock actually disappears inside it, she will immediately make me stop and lock me back into my chastity cage for another month. I have missed at least four cums because of this and it is infuriating once …. Twice in a row would drive me insane!

On one memorable occassion, soon after our mistress/slave games began, I totally lost my head with desire to be buried deep inside something, anything, even this plastic pussy, and for the insanely intense, never equalled by anything, two or three seconds all the way inside its silkiness, I was immediately locked up for my longest period ever, four months!

Following this four month sentence I actually had a premature ejaculation on my first time out of the cage, just from the lubing up phase. After so long and after licking it with extra slavish devotion and humility to please my heartless mistress, my poor deprived cock was like an iron bar and when she laughed at my devotion telling me to lube it, I exploded all over the floor as soon as my fingers slid inside. Mistress was far from impressed and I had to work extra hard for the next month to prove my devotion to her and show how sorry I was for my unforgivable behaviour.

The tension of trying to feel as much fake pussy as I can without penetrating too deeply and losing it all is extremely difficult and, to make my torment even worse, I am not allowed to cum inside anything or anyone ever again, not even the ‘fleshlight’. No more than ten tiny strokes at a time are allowed. If Mistress thinks I need to be reminded who is boss, or sometimes just for her own amusement, she will order me out no matter what number of strokes I am on. If I do not pull out immediately then my time is over and I have a session with the cane to look forward to.

When I reach the point where my cock is about to explode I have to pull out (from only the head being in) and, since I cannot touch it, all my orgasms since this began have been ruined ones. I am always so worked up from the denial and the tip only torture that my poor cock jerks and bucks like a banshee, feeling only cold air as my cum spurts and then dribbles uselessly onto the wooden floor. Then, to reinforce my lowly position as her plaything, my Mistress points down at my mess, reminding me that the first inch or two of the ‘fleshlight’ is all my useless little cock will ever feel again and kneeling at her feet licking up the puddle of cum is as close to her as I will ever be.

Despite the disgust and humiliation I feel as I complete my task I never actually get soft. In fact I am usually hornier than when I started and, as she smilingly locks me back up for another month, I am already fantasising about the next ten seconds at a time, trying desperately not to ram all the way in past the first couple of inches of plastic pussy in a month from now. It drives me wild but I can’t help it.

Last month Mistress had her younger sister, Michelle come over and she let her dictate the ten-count to me. Both were dressed sexily and drinking wine. It was even more humiliating and frustrating than usual, especially when they kept making me wait as they discussed boyfriends or played with their phones. When I was finally allowed to gain my humiliating relief they both laughed so much I cried. Michelle told me to stop being such a baby as she locked me back up and sent me to get them more wine.


The Art Of The Non-Intimate Hand-Job

My poor hubby was in dire need of an orgasm after all the teasing and denial I’ve done with him lately. He’s been a good boy, doing all of his housework and not complaining when I went away for the weekend with my new boyfriend Phil. I felt he deserved some relief but I wanted to play head games and incorporate humiliation play while I reinforced to him that I am under no obligation to be intimate with him. My aim was to drive home the point that my orgasms are sacred whereas his orgasms are meaningless to me.

I had him kneel naked next to me and I pulled on a yellow dishwashing glove over my right hand. Why dishwashing gloves? For two reasons really, first the glove lets him know that I don’t want any of his cum to touch my lovely skin. The second reason is for the domestic implications. My domesticated husband wears these gloves to do the dishes and other household chores but I wear the gloves to shield my hands from his male emission. I think it’s a powerful statement I am making to my husband and it reverses the traditional stereotype of the happy housewife.

I proceeded to give him a hand-job with my gloved hand while I flipped through the pages of a magazine with my left hand. I never once made eye contact with him and acted as if I was oblivious to his needs. My only comments to him were, ‘Do what you must and be quick about it because I have more important things to do’.

I brought him to the edge and he begged for my permission to climax. ‘Do what you must,’ was my cold reply.

My poor hubby climaxed all over the glove and some shot up into the air to land on the towel I had placed on the floor beneath him. As he moaned from his orgasm, I kept stroking him as he squirmed in discomfort, not daring to complain as I continued to totally ignore him. Still not making any eye contact with him, I finally raised my hand to his face, placing the cum-covered dishwashing glove next to his mouth. ‘Lick it clean,’ I commanded, the contempt clear in my tone as I continued to flip through my magazine.

My grateful but humiliated husband thanked me for his orgasm but I acted indifferent. ‘Put the towel in the dirty laundry basket and get on with your housework’.

I believe the non-intimate orgasm is a wonderful way to remind a husband that sex and the male orgasm are exclusive of each other unless I decide to unify them together. This exercise allowed me to emphasise to my doting hubby that his orgasm is of no concern to me and that I and I alone control if, when and how he is permitted sexual relief.


A Birthday Surprise

I had been planning this surprise for my husband for quite a while and finally the time had arrived. Friday January first, his birthday. The morning of which he spent dressed as my maid doing housework. Just because it’s his birthday doesn’t mean standards have to drop.

After lunch I fastened hubby down to the bed in the guest room spread-eagle and proceeded to shave his entire genital area. After completing this task I noticed that he was sporting as big an erection as he can have (all of five inches).

‘Look at that puny thing,’ I mocked. ‘Is it any wonder you will never be allowed to use that thing again? What has it been? Over six years since you have been allowed to insert that tiny thing in me? Do you still remember what it feels like to be inside a woman? Well hold onto that memory because it is all you will ever have. Now, I think it’s time for me to have a little fun.’

Picking up my riding crop I proceeded to make use of it on his stiff little cock for the last time for a while, quite a long while. It is the only thing about it I am going to miss but I suppose sacrifices have to be made. So, after about an hour of torturing poor hubby’s dicklet, I decided it was time to move on. Smiling to myself I used a bag of ice to shrink his cock down far enough so that I could fit the KTB or Kali’s Teeth Bracelet, a hinged steel ring lined with nasty sharp spikes that locks onto his penis making any attempt at arousal a painful experience. Then, with a chaste kiss on his cheek I left him to ponder his future and what more I had in stall for his birthday.

I went to our bedroom and set up the video camera on a shot that would cover the large king sized bed and the area between the side of the bed and the door. Once on auto-focus I knew it would cover all the action in a good clear picture. I plugged a cable into the camera which ran to the guest room where hubby was down in the basement. Then it was back to the guest room where I wheeled a TV to where my hubby would have a clear view and plugged in the cable.

Checking the picture I told him, ‘I hope you enjoy the show. I know I said I would never actually make it with another guy but I have found someone who is just too hot to resist. Don’t worry, it’s just sex. You are safe and I know you always said that, if I ever needed a real man, it was ok for me to have one. This is for you for your birthday sweetheart but it’s also for me. I haven’t had a real man for over six years now and, believe me, I’m ready for one’.

He looked unsure so I continued quickly before he could object. ‘You know all those stories online you showed me where it is a perfectly natural progression for the dominant lady to be able to enjoy the company of other men? Well that’s what I’m going to do. You understand don’t you? I mean, it would be so good to feel a nice big hard cock inside of me instead of a ten inch piece of plastic hooked up to you. Now let’s get your ball gag secured then you can lie back and enjoy the show’.

As I left my poor hubby was moaning in agony around the large rubber ball that filled his mouth, the pins in the KTB doing their job as his puny cock tried to get hard. It was the best sign he could have given me that this was ok with him. In fact it was obviously turning him on almost as much as it was me and I rushed back upstairs to wait in a state of anxious excitement for the doorbell to ring.

When it finally did I jumped up to answer the door to Brad. He is a younger guy I met at the gym and lives about an hour’s walk from us. He knew what he was here for, that it was just sex and would never be anything else, and he was happy to oblige. After a glass of wine sitting close on the couch and kissing, we headed upstairs. I steered him towards the side of the bed in front of the camera which was sitting on a bookshelf with a piece of black tape covering the little red light. After more heavy kissing and fondling our tops came off. I had chosen not to wear a bra and so Brad was soon sucking at my breasts.

Soon I kneeled down in front of him, unbuckled his trousers and pulled them down along with his underwear. As his huge cock sprang into view I imagined how my poor husband was going to feel when he saw what I was about to do. Taking that nine inch monster in both hands, I lovingly kissed the tip before licking my lips and engulfing as much of him as I could in my hot mouth.      

My efforts had the desired effect as he continued to grow, getting larger and harder as I bobbed back and forth cupping his huge balls in one hand. I think he was close to cumming when he eventually pulled back and had me stand up so he could get my short leather skirt and panties off. Then, as I lay back on the marital bed, Brad mounted me and, somewhat forcefully, rammed his cock into my very wet love box. I realised at that moment how much I had missed having a real cock inside of me and, before long, I was shaking from almost continuous orgasms. It was wonderful!

After about half an hour Brad finally let loose his load. This caused me to scream with pleasure as another huge orgasm hit me. He all but collapsed on top of me and soon we both fell asleep in each other’s arms, his softening cock still inside me.

When I eventually woke up it was about 7pm. I woke Brad and told him he would have to leave soon. But, when I found out he wanted one more go around, well I just smiled at the hidden camera and gave it to him. After he left at around 9pm I went down to the basement guest room and there was my faithful husband, just where I left him. I went over and started to remove his gag asking him, ‘Did you enjoy that, I know I did, but I’m sure you could tell that couldn’t you, sweetie? I had a great time. Now when I take this gag out you will not speak, do you understand?’ When he nodded slowly, I continued, ‘I will be climbing up onto your face and you will clean up my boyfriend’s mess. I know you’ve always fantasised about doing this and I’ve teased you about it many times. Well darling, today is your special day for wishes coming true, so get busy.’

With that I pulled out the gag and straddled his mouth with my very full pussy. I knew everything was ok when he said nothing and got right to work with his tongue. Two lovely orgasms and a clean crotch later I eventually dismounted my obedient hubby. I promptly replaced the ball gag in his mouth and gave him his final instructions for the night, ‘I noticed you seemed to enjoy that as much as I did. I’m very tiered now and I know you are probably hungry but that’s too bad. I am going to bed. I’ll leave your tv on and the light next to the bed so you can watch me sleep dreaming of Brad if you want to. I’m also going to take off the KTB now and I’m going to put a condom on your little cocklet. If you get over excited about what happened today and somehow manage to have your little dribble I will know. Believe me when I tell you, you do not want that to happen as your punishment would be extremely severe. There now, all done, goodnight plaything, see you in the morning.

I finally made it to the basement to check hubby’s condom at around 9am the next morning. There was quite a bit of drool but he had not managed to cum so I gave him a little reward, a cinnamon roll for his breakfast. Then I had him service me and tell me his feelings about the previous day. As expected, he was very supportive and excited. We discussed again that he is my number one and always would be. He assured me that he loved me more than ever and would try even harder to make me happy and make sure I would never leave him. I assured him that he had nothing to worry about on that score.

Then I put the gag back in and proceeded to milk him. I used a new technique I’d researched online, putting an ice bag on his cock and using a prostrate massager until there was a good amount of jism in the condom. Removing the now full condom I showed it to him and asked if he had felt anything. He shook his head no and I knew it was true as a tear trickled out of the corner of one of his eyes. I smiled at him and gently kissed his forehead then tied off the condom, took the ice away from his genitals and left the room to dispose of both.

When I returned I brought a tray with my biggest surprise on it, a new custom made chastity device. ‘Well, my love,’ I smiled, putting down the tray, ‘the time has come to lock up your useless tool. This is the surprise I promised you and the reason I took all those measurements. This little stainless steel tube is all we need to keep your puny little cock under control. It’s less than an inch in diameter and only two inches long. It has an opening for you to pee and little slots so we can keep everything clean. The best bit though is this little hook that slips through your piercing and locks into place making it completely impossible for your little thing to escape. Isn’t it clever?’

Hubby’s eyes were wide and his breath was whistling through his nose. Also, amusingly but rather inconveniently, his cock was hard and bobbing up and down with excitement. ‘Now how am I supposed to fit this if you’re going to do that?’ I whined. ‘Don’t you want your birthday present?’ I teased. ‘Looks like we need the ice back,’ I laughed.

As soon as the fresh bag of ice had done its work I quickly fitted the device. After a bit of fiddling I had both locks engaged, one around his balls, securing the whole thing in place, then the other locking the bar through his fraenum piercing. The sound of the little locks engaging had me really turned on. This was such a power rush!

‘There, all done,’ I smiled. ‘Now I want you to understand baby, your new device will not be removed until your next birthday. There is no way you can get hard in that little tube, it’s too short and narrow even for your tiny cocklet. The piercing I told you was just for sexy jewellery; well you can see now what it’s really for. There is no way you can get out of that thing without the key and you will never find that. I have to warn you though, if I ever catch you trying to remove it I’ll destroy the keys and snap off the locking screw heads then I’ll seal over them with epoxy resin. I’m sure you don’t want that do you?’ He shook his head, eyes wide with fear. ‘Good boy. Now don’t worry, if you work really hard to please me every day then your next birthday will be even more amazing. Imagine how my little fingers will feel around your poor deprived little cock after three hundred and sixty five days locked away!’

‘Mmmmm, mmmm!’ hubby mumbled around his gag, eyes tearing up and face red.

‘Shh,’ I soothed him. ‘It’s not so long and I’ll help you get through it. Every three months or so, depending on how obedient you are, I’ll give you a nice prostate massage just like I did this morning. It’s not the same as an orgasm I know, but it should take some of the pressure off. See how I always think of you?’

Hubby’s eyes rolled up as his head fell back and he let out such a groan of lust and frustration I almost came myself. This was working out even better than I’d planned. ‘Now listen carefully, I’m not finished yet,’ I warned as I gently stroked the polished surface of my husband’s prison. ‘When you finish your current sentence in exactly a year, after I’ve allowed you your release, you will be locked back up for two years. Of course, if I’m not happy with the way you take care of my needs then your initial one year sentence may be extended. We’ll have to see how you go but I’m sure you’ll be trying very hard won’t you sweetheart?’

‘Mmmm!’ he nodded vigorously.

‘Oh and, of course, after the second period of two years in chastity is up I’m thinking of making it permanent. We’ll have plenty of time to discuss that when the time comes though won’t we?’ I smiled cruelly. As the old saying goes; ‘One day at a time baby, one day at a time. And what exciting days they are going to be’.

‘Now, I know I’ve said it many times but I want you to remember that I love you and only you. I will never leave you. I’m doing this because I know how exciting you find it and the excitement you feel translates to you providing me with tremendous pleasures and happiness. Don’t ever worry about the sex I might have with other men. It is just sex. I love you and I hope you like your birthday present.’

At this point I removed his gag and he rushed to tell me, ‘I love you more than I ever have and you know just exactly what gets me so excited I could explode! I love my birthday present and, if you climb up here on my face I’ll show you just how much I love it and you.’

So I did. After all, how could I refuse any loving request made by my husband?


Cup-Final Weekend

There was a time when my husband would have left me at home doing housework while he went off to the pub with his mates to enjoy the FA Cup-Final. I’m happy to say those days are long gone and this year saw some big changes.

It started for him at 5am on Saturday morning when the electronic lock on his kennel cage went off allowing him to get out of the 3’ x 3’ cage that is bolted to the basement floor. He then put on his full French maid outfit over the corset I had locked him into the night before. Then he got started on his quiet housework until 9.09am when he woke me with breakfast in bed. I pointed out to him that he was nine minutes late and he apologised profusely but to no avail, we don’t do excuses in my house. When punishment time arrived there would be three strokes of my cane for every minute late.

After I ate my breakfast and enjoyed my morning orgasm on the tongue of my husband, I sent him off to run my bath. He did all the work of bathing me thoroughly and then I told him to dress me in something sexy as my lover was coming over that day. He picked out my lacy red lingerie from Victoria’s Secret and topped it off with a red leather miniskirt he loves with a red silk blouse on top. Then it was time for him to finish his housework.

At around noon he reported back to me in the living room that he was done. After carefully inspecting his work we went down to our playroom for some punishment time. On my cold instruction he stripped off his uniform and I unlocked his really tight corset before securing him to a large wooden x-frame. I informed him of what items of housework were not up to my high standards and, in addition to the lateness of my breakfast; he found out that he had fourteen strokes of the cane coming.

This is where one of the biggest changes in our relationship has come. It used to be that I didn’t like to ever really hurt him even though he had always begged me to let go and really cane him properly. Well, I found out that I like to do it and he has confessed that he actually feels enormous arousal since I have been able to really let myself go. Needless to say, by the time I was done his ass was bright red and criss- crossed with angry red welts, a couple of which were bleeding. It was his own fault that the fourteen strokes had become twenty when I added some on for making too much noise or forgetting to thank me for each stroke. I tended to these spots and rubbed some ointment over the whole area before releasing him to move over to a wooden chair where I tightly bound and gagged him with a pair of my worn panties secured in place with one of my old stockings.

The chair faced a tv/dvd combo and I put in a dvd compilation that has two hours of all the things he never gets to do again – ever! I gave him a kiss on the cheek and went upstairs to finish the book I was reading. When I returned two hours later hubby was moaning with the combined agony of having his very sore ass pressed against the core matting that covered his seat and his poor little cock straining against the confines of the steel chastity tube that does not allow any growth at all from its limp state.

Wiping the sweat from his brow, I asked how he was doing. I’m not really sure what he said as he tried to talk with his mouth full of rubber cock-gag. Using the remote I changed the tv channel to show the picture from the video camera in my bedroom. When I checked his bonds to make sure there were no circulation problems, I noticed his cockhead pressing up against the metal screen at the end of his chastity tube. I smiled at him and asked him if his useless little tool was hurting. He nodded his head yes. I told him it would probably get worse and, after telling him to enjoy the show, I left.

About half an hour later my boyfriend arrived and we went immediately to my bedroom where we indulged in the most wild and uninhibited sex for over two hours. I lost count of how many times I came but I remember he unloaded his big hairy balls into me three times. He has such a big beautiful cock along with tons of youthful stamina.

It was getting dark outside by the time I got back to my hubby. When I saw how much pre-cum he had dribbled out of his tube I got mad and ordered him to clean it up with his tongue once I’d set him free. Then, when he was done, I had him clean out my well used pussy for his dinner. Two more lovely orgasms did nothing to appease me and I shouted at him that, because he had made such a mess, he had earned more punishment.

Locking his leather wrist cuffs to a chain that I have hanging from a beam in the basement, I strapped his six-inch high heels on him and applied a three foot spreader bar to his ankles. The pain of standing in those heels coupled with his spread-eagled position was going to become unbearable agony very quickly. Not my problem, he had to learn not to make me angry. Not that I was really. In fact, I had to hide my amusement as I angled the tv around so he could see it, setting the dvd to play and repeat continuously. After all, he wasn’t going to be able to sleep, so he might as well watch what he can never have. Pausing to enjoy the pained expression on his face I leaned toward him and spat into his pleading eyes, knowing how much it drove him mad with humiliated lust when I did that. Then, without even a ‘goodnight’, it was back upstairs for me to enjoy a glass of wine and a nice movie before bed.

The next morning I got up early to go down and free my poor long suffering hubby. When I released his wrists he dropped to the floor in exhaustion and it took a strong application of my riding crop to get him on his feet and motivated to make my breakfast. I allowed him to eat a bowl of oatmeal mixed with my golden nectar on his hands and knees on the floor at my feet while I enjoyed bacon, eggs, toast and coffee.

Later on, after completing his housework, including re-doing the things he had not done to my satisfaction the previous day, hubby found himself back in the basement. I tied him down to his bed and amused myself by removing his chastity cage and teasing him to a full and desperate state of hardness before liberally applying several coats of deep heat watching him suffer and beg most pleasingly until it became too much for me and I had to straddle his tear-stained face to enjoy the eager ministrations of his talented tongue. Then it was time to put him on the treadmill and give him fifty smacks with my wooden paddle while he was getting an hours-worth of exercise.

Finally it was time for the Cup Final. Unfortunately my poor husband did not get to see the game but he did get to hear bits and pieces when my thighs were not pressed against his ears. Lots of lovely sexual satisfaction for me, lots of lovely sexual frustration for my darling husband. Another great weekend! Who cares if our team lost?


A Night Out For My Husband And I

My good friend Lynne threw a party on Saturday evening. She has a beautiful place set back in the woods with a fenced in back yard and pool. All our ‘open marriage’ friends were there. I was dressed sexily in a very low-cut blouse showing off my tits and a long skirt with a slit up the side to my waist showing off my black hold-up stockings, my dainty little feet in shiny black patent leather court shoes with four inch spike-heels. As soon as we arrived, my husband Dean stripped off his clothes and I locked a chain to his chastity cage and ball-stretchers. As I led him into the house Lynne came across to greet me with her husband Mike, who was also naked and locked securely in chastity, in tow behind her.

After a brief hello we took our spouses into the main bedroom where we handcuffed their wrists behind them and then had them bend over side by side. Lynne and I giggled like a couple of school-girls as we lubed up the new remote-controlled butt plugs she’d found on-line and slowly inserted them into our deeply embarrassed but obedient husbands. Neither of them would dare object or argue with us, especially not in front of others. They had both learned that lesson the hard way.

Once satisfied with the discomfort and humiliation of our respective charges, we left the bedroom and mingled with the growing crowd of friends. Drinks flowed and there was a lovely barbeque. Then, as it started to get dark, a couple stripped off and jumped into the pool which started things off.

I got a kitchen chair, took it into the living room and sat Dean under it. I chained his balls up tight to the bottom of the chair so that they were stretched a little then I got everyone’s attention to explain how to use him. He was to be the cleaner. Anyone could use him. Ladies could have him lay him flat and sit on his face to drain their pussies into his mouth. Guys could sit in the chair and have him blow them. To make it interesting I promised that if my husband did a good job there would be a special treat for him and Mel, Lynne’s husband.

Soon it seemed like everyone was fucking someone. Sandy, the newly wed, graciously said I could fuck her husband Tony who is really well endowed. He was amazing. I think he’d fucked Sandy earlier so he had a lot of staying power, pounding my poor little pussy for nearly half an hour. I was cumming so hard I almost passed out. When he finally let go and filled me to overflowing Sandy came over and laughed, ‘I told you he was good’.

I got up and shuffled over to my husband holding Tony’s cum in with my hand as best I could. Another woman was just getting up off his red sweating face. ‘Open up cum sucker,’ I warned as I quickly plonked my leaking pussy over his mouth and his obedient tongue went to work. With a devilish grin I turned on the remote control vibrator in his ass and felt him jump. He moaned into my pussy as I felt him swallowing and I knew he was getting it all. His well-practiced technique had me cumming in minutes and, when I stood up to go and get a drink a very hairy naked guy was right behind me sporting a still semi-hard prick covered in spunk and pussy juice. I laughed to myself as I thought of my poor heterosexual husband having to suck that thing. He hates it when I make him do anything gay but he knows he has no choice if he ever wants to cum again himself. His balls looked swollen too and, despite his disgust, I knew his little cock would be causing him some real pain as it pressed against the spikes at the end of the chastity tube. I fucked another guy a little later and, by then, the party was winding down so Lynne and I decided to liven things up a little.

We had two guys carry in a couple of sun loungers from the patio. Lynne went to get some rope while I freed Dean from the chair and led him by his balls over to one of the loungers. Lynne led Mel over to the other one and we uncuffed their hands before telling them to lie down and using the ropes Lynne had found to tie their hands to the sunbed frame above their heads and their legs to the frame at the bottom.

I don’t think either of them knew whether to laugh or cry as we removed their cages and announced to everyone watching that we were going to have a dual edging party. ‘One of these useless excuses for men will eventually get to cum,’ I announced, ‘But only one of them.’

They looked so cute with their little hard-ons standing straight up. After Lynne and I had slipped on a pair of latex gloves each and lubed up our hands, we went to work. Soon the guys were panting loudly and moaning when we stopped. I turned to the crowd and told them, ‘Dean has been well behaved tonight so it’s time for his reward.’ Leaning over, I kissed him and climbed onto the sun lounger, straddling his straining little dick. ‘As many of you know,’ I continued, ‘He is allowed two strokes in my pussy a year. It’s been nearly a year since his last time so tonight is his lucky night. But,’ I warned, looking down at him and revelling in his anxiety, ‘he knows that if he is silly enough to have an accident, if he dares to cum inside me, there will be no more orgasms of any kind for him for a full year! Not to mention the cascade of cruel and hellish tortures and torments I’d rain down on him if he dared disrespect me like that! But you wouldn’t do that would you baby?’ I smiled at him as I slowly began to slide my soaking wet pussy down the length of his poor deprived little cock.

When I got to the bottom he was crying so I leaned forward to gently kiss his forehead, squeezing the muscles of my pussy as I did before relaxing and, ever so slowly, rising up and almost off him. His eyes bulged open and I could see and feel him straining desperately to hold it in. Then I sat back down on his dick.  Hitting the base again I squeezed down with my pussy and flipped the switch to his vibrating butt plug. He let out such a groan of lust, arching his back and screaming as I slowly lifted off him, ‘Oh fuck please no, please don’t stop, don’t stop, I can’t stand it, don’t please, I’ll do anything just please …….’ By then it was too late, I’d lifted off his cock completely and sat down on his thighs watching in amusement as he spasmed desperately, humping the air and dripping pre-cum from his visibly throbbing erection. My poor hubby was crying in shear frustrated desperation as the giggles of the surrounding watchers added to his misery.

Meanwhile, Lynne was still edging poor Mel who sounded like he was dying as he begged and pleaded with his cruel spouse to please, please let him cum. After a few minutes my magic hands went back to work on my poor Dean and he was soon a broken man, begging me to lock him up and end his torment. Finally, when both our husbands were just about crazy, Lynne and I relented. I iced Dean’s cock down and locked it safely back in its little spiked cage. I untied him Dean and Lynne released Mel whose cage had not yet been refitted. Lynne had Mel stand in front of Dean who looked at me, wondering what was happening now. ‘On your knees cocksucker,’ I instructed my very worried looking husband. ‘You are going to suck Mel’s cock until he cums in your mouth,’ I laughed.

Lynne and I had discussed our plans several days earlier and she had mentioned that her husband Mel was overdue for some relief. We thought it would be incredibly humiliating for both of them if that relief involved Mel cumming in Dean’s mouth.

Mel was desperate enough to not care where he came but Dean looked very upset as he glanced at me pleadingly. ‘Don’t look at me faggot,’ I yelled. ‘Your boyfriend’s cock isn’t going to suck itself is it? Now get on with it!’ With a last look of despair Dean opened his mouth and Mel quickly took advantage, grabbing his head in both hands and plunging balls deep into the waiting mouth of my long suffering plaything.

Mel must have been right on the edge because it took less than a minute of wild thrusting, grunting and groaning before he let out a heartfelt scream and emptied his bulging blue balls into Dean’s mouth. Having waited months for this, he was reluctant to let go of Dean’s head but eventually his softening cock slipped from between my husband’s lips. There must have been a lot of cum as, despite his swallowing, some leaked out and ran down Dean’s chin. A trail of it still connected his lips to Mel’s cock until, doubtless still half crazed with lust, Mel wiped his still semi- erect cock over Dean’s face and through his hair. Even I felt a little sorry for my hubby’s utter debasement and, as Mel was led away by Lynne, I helped him stand and returned his embrace.

He was crying, sobbing into my neck as he mumbled about how my pussy had felt so good and how he wanted so badly for things to be like they used to be. ‘I’m sorry sweetheart,’ I smiled as I led him outside to the car by his balls, ‘there’s no going back. The cage stays on.’


Permanent Chastity

We started seeing Dom, Mistress’s Bull about three months ago. He laughed and told me that first time he mounted her that he would be back. My Mistress/Wife had four orgasms that night, each one louder and more powerful than I had ever given her. She was completely spent that night and I knew something had changed. While the evening was incredibly exciting for me, I was hoping he would not show up again.

The weeks moved along but, after only three, he was back, slamming his huge cock into her and giving her orgasm after orgasm. We saw him again only two weeks later. It then increased to about once a week and now, for the past three weeks, he comes about twice a week. And he cums more than that! While his visits have increased in frequency, I have noticed my orgasms have decreased accordingly. The one thing that has increased for me is my time in the damned chastity cage.

We bought a CB2000 chastity device for me about a year ago. It was made of heavy plastic and locked over my cock and balls. Mistress did not use it truly to keep me chaste, but rather to show me who really owned my penis. She said it was to stop me whacking off between when she allowed me to have orgasms, which was about twice a week. Of course it also made it much easier for her to tease me.

We used to have sex several times a week. On many occasions I may not be allowed to cum, but be denied until the next day or day after but, on average, I got to cum about twice a week. That had slowly changed, from twice a week to once a week, to once every two weeks, to three weeks. It had reached the point where I had not had sex with my Mistress for four weeks and only been allowed relief by milking once a week during that time. I had slowly become truly chaste.

It caused me some confusion several days ago when Dom was here and he ordered me to remove the CB2000, taking it with him when he left. Mistress informed me during dinner the next night that tonight would be the start of something new for all of us. She told me to get into my red sissy panties and wait by the door for Dom. He arrived at about 7pm carrying a small package wrapped up very prettily. He chuckled and commented on my ruffled sissy panties as he walked through the door and handed me the package. I was wondering why he did not give it to Mistress when she spoke up and said that we were exchanging gifts tonight. He smiled at me and said that was my gift to give to them. He then instructed me to go and get him £200 to cover the cost of my gift. I ran upstairs to my rainy day stash and brought him the money.

Setting the package down on the table I went to get them their usual beer and wine cooler. I stood off to the side respectfully as they talked for about half an hour before they both stood and headed for the bedroom. ‘Follow us and bring our gift, cuck,’ Dom ordered. Picking up the package I followed my wife and her lover to our marital bedroom. Dom undressed quickly and lay on the bed as I helped Mistress to remove her skirt and blouse. He always liked me to prepare and present my wife to him. ‘You can open our present now, cuck,’ Dom smirked as she joined him on the bed.

When I did I was surprised to find a shiny metal copy of my old plastic CB2000. ‘I had a friend make that out of stainless steel,’ announced Dom. ‘Since I am fucking your Mistress now, I don’t want there to be any chance of you fucking her. Her pussy belongs to me now and you are not allowed in my property.’ I gulped as I took in his statement and looked down at the steel chastity cage in my hand. I could not slip out of the old CB2000, especially with the anti-pull-out spikes fitted, but, if push came to shove, I could always break the plastic. As I examined the construction of this new device I knew that was now going to be impossible. Once this thing was on it was not coming off until the keyholder unlocked it. It also looked smaller that my old cage, both shorter and narrower. Wearing this thing was going to make any attempt at even a partial erection completely out of the question.

‘Your true gift to us,’ Mistress smiled, ‘Is that when you pull my panties off to present Dom my pussy, which is his now, you will slip that chastity cage on to show you no longer have any claim to it.’ She motioned me over and told me to slide her panties down her stockinged thighs. As I pulled them off her feet she said, ‘Now get that cage on.’ As I’d suspected, it was a tight fit, especially as my predicament had already made me quite aroused. ‘Get some ice quickly you pervert!’ my Mistress admonished me. ‘I want that cage on right now so move it!’

The ice helped as did a dab of hand cream for lubrication. My hands trembled as I slid everything through the ring and then my penis into the short tube. Everything was finally in place but not locked yet as I waited for further instructions. ‘Here is my present to you my little cuckold,’ Mistress smiled sweetly as she retrieved a small package from her bedside table. Opening it I found a very small but sturdy looking padlock. I expected to be told to fit the lock but Dom told me to kneel on the bed beside them. Mistress took the lock from me and held it as Dom continued, ‘Use your right hand cuck and spread your Mistress’s pussy lips for me. Then use your left hand to guide my cock into her pussy. I want you to understand that you are giving total ownership to me.’

I leaned forward and placed a thumb and finger tentatively on each side of my Mistress’s pussy, spreading her open and exposing her most intimate place to him. His cock was already rock hard and at its full ten thick inches. I wondered about the condom he always put on until he informed me, ‘I know what you’re thinking cuck. There is no need for a condom from now on. This is my pussy to use as I see fit and I will be going bareback from now on.’ With mixed emotions I guided the tip of his weapon to Mistress’s warm wet lips. ‘Keep your right hand there, holding her pussy open,’ Dom growled, ‘when I bury my cock into your wife I want you to feel the pressure of my bottoming out balls deep into her pussy. I want you to feel me taking possession of what was once yours, but is now exclusively mine. As I bury my cock into her she will lock your little cock away.’

I had to bend my arm as he pushed his body forward. My head turned from watching his cock enter my Mistress’s pussy to her hands as she opened the lock, slipped it into the hasp of the metal cage covering my cock and balls and paused. I quickly glanced back and saw his cock slowly disappearing into the woman I loved. When his belly pushed against the back of my hand I heard the snap of the lock. As I switched my gaze to the beautiful eyes of my Mistress, she winked at me and I realised that he was now where I would never be again and she loved it.

‘You are truly a complete cuckold now,’ Dom stated. ‘But there is one last gift to be given. It’s my gift to you. Go over to my trousers and look in the right front pocket.’ I pulled my hand out from between them, got off the bed and went over to his clothes. Fumbling through his pockets I wondered what more humiliation my Mistress and her lover could have planned for me. Eventually I found something wrapped in a paper bag and pulled it free. ‘Open it up, cuck,’ Dom ordered. Pulling out a small tube of something I turned it over in my hand to see the label which read, ‘Liquid Steel’.

‘Get back over here, cuck,’ Dom groaned as he gently fucked my Mistress. ‘Start kneading that tube to make sure it’s properly mixed. You may be locked up but I don’t want anybody being tempted to unlock you. I want your sad little excuse for a cock locked away for good and I don’t want you pestering me or your Mistress for release. You’re not just a cuckold now, you’re not even just your Mistress’s slave, you are our slave. We both own you and we’ve agreed that you need to understand that your chastity, like your slavery, is permanent. It won’t end, ever, no matter how much you desperately want it to. You are our eunuch, our sexless cuckold slave.’

I was sweating but shivering as Dom’s words sank in. This couldn’t be real could it?

‘Now I’m going to fuck your Mistress,’ Dom announced, ‘and when I finally shoot my load into her, you will shoot that liquid steel into the keyhole of that lock!’ I was still struggling to take everything in when he started thrusting his hips back and forth with more purpose, slamming his cock into my Mistress, the woman who used to be mine. Looking down I could see the shaft of his cock pull Mistress’s pussy lips back as he withdrew from her. I stared open mouthed as he quickly slammed it back into her. He was pistoning in and out of her in a rhythmic stroke as she moaned and cried beneath him, drawing him deeper with her legs as her hands clawed at his back.

‘Take the cap off now, get ready, cuck,’ Dom groaned. I knew by his breathing that he was getting close. 'Aim the tip up against the keyhole, faggot’ he moaned. I could not believe he was going to make me do this. I couldn’t believe my Mistress was allowing it, had planned it with him. Hardest of all to understand, why was I going along with it? I loved her so much. It had always been my fantasy to belong to her, to be used by her, frustrated, humiliated, cast aside for another man. Well here we were with my fantasy becoming painful reality.

‘Squirt with me, cuck!’ Dom shouted, startling me out of my reverie. ‘Fill up that lock as I fill up your fucking wife!’

Unable to comprehend my obedience I did as he ordered, squeezing my hand and feeling the tube emptying. I didn’t want this, I really didn’t. So why was my poor imprisoned cock trying desperately to break apart the unyielding walls of its new steel prison? I needed to cum so badly, more than I ever had in my life but I couldn’t. Not now, not ever.

Dom sighed in satisfaction as he rolled off my Mistress. ‘Leave that to dry now; don’t clean it up off the lock. You can come here and clean us up instead, cuck,’ he laughed.


True Tease And Denial

The best way to make sure my subby hubby is properly teased is by tying him to our bed, removing his chastity cage and working on his cock to take him to the edge as many times as I feel necessary before stopping and finding some other fun thing to do like making him lick the precum from my hands or just leaving him there while I go about other business like making phone calls or working in my home office.

The only problem is that this can be quite labour intensive for me so I like to have him tease himself sometimes. He hardly ever gets to touch his cock as he is always tied or handcuffed when the cage comes off for a tease and denial session. Now and again though, I like to have him take himself right to the edge a few times in front of me. I have him strip and lie on the wooden floor by our sofa. Usually I make him wear something ‘pretty’ like a pair of my stockings for this and sometimes I stuff a pair of my worn panties in his mouth to keep him quiet.

I unlock and remove his cock cage and instruct him to hold his little cock. I sit on the sofa and remove my shoes, dangling my bare feet over and on his face. Then, when I tell him to and not before, he is allowed to wank. He is under strict orders to tell me when he is starting to get close. Once, when I had him do this, he failed to let me know and he had an unauthorised orgasm. I think maybe he did try to tell me but I couldn’t make out what he was saying through his panty gag. Either way, I made his life a living hell for months afterwards so he is very motivated to avoid it happening again.

I will have him take himself really close up to six times. I can tell how close he is getting because his balls swell and he oozes pre-cum together with the writhing. He is not allowed to ask or beg for release unless given permission. Not that I would understand him anyway through his gag. When I see he is trying to tell me he is close I order him to stop, leave go of his bobbing cock and remove his panty gag. He then gets to lick my soles, something he does with frantic passion. I use my other foot to tease his swollen cock and balls. Usually I am so hot myself by this time that I have him kneel up with his head between my legs and take me to a wonderful, shattering orgasm.

After I have cum I have him kiss my toes and beg me for relief while I compose myself and bask in the afterglow. I love to hear and feel him grovelling and begging my feet for permission to cum. Sometimes he even cries. I almost feel sorry for him but he responds so well to strict treatment and a firm hand and behaves so attentively toward me in the following days and weeks that, to be lenient with him, would do us both a dis-service.

On rare occasions I will allow him one free minute. If he can cum in that time, then fair enough. The only thing is he has to use only the middle finger of his left hand and has to wank like a girl; small light circles over the head of his cock. This is hysterical to watch, with him lying there in my stockings, covered in pre-cum and sweating, wanking furiously with just one finger of his wrong hand. I will place both my feet firmly on his face and carefully count down from sixty, making sure he gets one minute and not a second more. I could use my watch to time him but I’m sure that my counting out loud puts him off. Also it allows me the freedom to miscount by ‘accident’. He must know but he never argues, he knows he can’t spare the time, ha!

When he has managed to ejaculate using the ‘one finger wank method’ he has confided later that it was still a very unsatisfying orgasm compared to when I grip his cock hard and allow him to cum properly, which is why I hardly ever give him that privilege now.

Usually though, his one minute (or less) runs out without him having a squirt. Then, if his erection has not subsided after a few minutes I put an ice-pack on his ‘manhood’ – a word that always brings a smile to my face – before popping him back in his chastity cage. Then he spends the rest of the evening at my disposal, finishing his never ending list of chores or providing me with a human footstool while I watch tv, read a book or talk to a boyfriend on the phone. Any signs of displeasure on his part results in him having his swollen balls covered in a hot muscle rub so, usually, he is as quiet as a mouse.
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Looking For A Story

For almost two years my wife Lori and I enjoyed her having sex with other men. She took some convincing but my persistence eventually paid off. Her return home after being with another guy was always the highlight for me as, if she was satisfied with my attitude, she would reward me with access to her wet and used pussy. No cream pies though as she always insisted they use condoms.

After being with several different guys she became exclusive with one man, Thomas, the owner of a local restaurant, who we met at a private New Year’s Eve party. She went home with him that night and, since then, she has stopped seeing other men. Thomas is an African American who went through school on a football scholarship. Now aged thirty six, about six feet four inches tall and solidly built, he is very handsome (according to my wife), athletic, well-mannered and well hung (again, according to my wife).

After enjoying our situation for a while we got the urge to take it to the next level. I’d developed a fascination with the idea of my wife giving something to her lover that she would withhold from me. I think it was some of Lori’s comments during sex that got me going in that direction. She would tell me how Thomas was becoming more possessive of her, not wanting to hear about anything she did with me. She wondered out loud to me if there was something special she could give him and no one else, something to make him feel more ‘ownership’ of her. I was really turned on by the idea and encouraged her. She began to wear a necklace he gave her and she had several items of lingerie that were reserved for her nights with him. The humiliation and jealousy I felt, much to our mutual surprise, turned us both on and we wanted to do more.

One important issue was that she was still using condoms with him. She said that it had caused some arguments between them. Then, one night during our lovemaking, the evening before one of her visits to Thomas, Lori whispered to me, ‘don’t cum in me honey, Thomas doesn’t like it …’ Then, a minute later, ‘Baby? I.. I want to feel his bare cock’. This intrigued me because she’d always reserved bare back fucking for me. It was mostly for safety, but I also thought of it as proof of my special status with her.

I was deeply excited at the thought of her getting more into this new fantasy of giving something special to her lover so I agreed, ‘Ok,’ I said, ‘if you’re sure it’s safe’.

She replied quickly, ‘Oh it is honey, I’m sure… that’s not a problem but….’

‘But what?’ I groaned, pausing in mid thrust.

‘He says he won’t fuck me bare if anyone else does… I … I want you, I mean you.. have to start using condoms’.

This admission made her moan as she looked deeply into my eyes smiling sexily. This was a clear demonstration that my wife was becoming addicted to this other man’s cock and needed to feel it bare, even if that meant not feeling mine the same way. I was more turned on than I’d ever been as I gasped my acceptance, ‘I will,’ which made me start to cum. I dutifully pulled out and shot all over her stomach.

Lori had always used a diaphragm for birth control with me because we loved the skin-on-skin contact and other methods caused some problems. Giving her lover the exclusive right to fuck her bare was exciting to both of us and we just had to give it a try. We decided to have a little ceremony to recognise and enjoy the last time we would have sex without me using a condom. I think we both saw it as temporary but we played it as if it was for keeps. Lori understood how much the whole idea of denying me, her husband, something sexual in favour of another man turned me on and she teased me with it in the days leading up to our ‘ceremony’. When the night finally arrived we made it very romantic and we took things slowly, enjoying in exquisite detail, the feelings generated by our last skin-on-skin intercourse. As we both got close to climax she played her part well, saying, ‘Cum inside me for the last time honey. Your bare cock will never touch my pussy again’. That had me cumming hard inside her and, afterwards, knowing this was it, I was reluctant to withdraw. Sensing my feelings Lori spoke softly into my ear, ‘It’s been wonderful baby, but it’s time now. I want you to pull out slowly while you’re still almost hard. I want to remember the feeling of your hard bare cock’. As requested by my beautiful wife, I slowly withdrew and we lay together quietly for a time, each lost in their own thoughts until, finally, we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Lori and I used condoms for several weeks, each time she would tease me about how she missed the feeling of a bare cock, but was glad not to have to bother with the diaphragm. Finally, the night arrived when she would have sex with Thomas bareback for the first time. We fucked like teenagers as she described how much she would enjoy the evening and how she longed to feel his bare cock. After I came I tossed the used condom then helped her with her diaphragm. After showering and dressing up sexily she carefully did her hair and makeup. She looked incredibly hot as I walked her to the front door. I tried to kiss her but she pulled away saying I would ruin her lipstick, then, reaching into her handbag, she pulled out a small box and handed it to me. ‘These are the condoms I normally use with Thomas. He won’t be needing them anymore’. My hand shook with excitement as I took the box from her and she leaned forward to whisper in my ear, ‘When I get home, I will have his cum inside me.’ Then, without a backward glance, she was gone, leaving me to a long list of household chores.

We trusted Thomas, who had told Lori that the only time he had ever gone without a condom was during a three year monogamous relationship. He was as wary of diseases as we were. Indeed Lori had to convince him that we were trustworthy and that Lori had always insisted on condoms with the guys she had cuckolded me with before him. He trusted her but maybe he didn’t trust that I was totally safe and that was the reason for his insistence that I no longer fuck her bare, but I’m not entirely sure. Anyway, they had a wild night of sex and my wife felt another man’s bare cock fill her vagina with its heavy load of semen for the first time. She returned that night glowing with pleasure and, as promised, full of his cum. I quickly donned one of Thomas’s condoms and entered her loose, wet and slippery vagina, as she related in detail how wonderful bare sex with him was. She was a little giddy with how incredible it was and how many times she’d cum. She said that the event was a turning point for them and even admitted that they were becoming a little bit infatuated.

Then, as I groaned and thrust against my unfaithful wife, she dropped a bombshell, explaining how, in the midst of their lovemaking, he had demanded that her pussy become his alone. ‘He doesn’t want anyone else fucking me honey. He wants my pussy to belong to him. I told him I want that too.’ I couldn’t believe this was happening. It was never supposed to go this far. I was shocked and angry, humiliated too, but my cock was harder than it had ever been as Lori held my face between her hands. ‘Please baby,’ she begged, ‘let’s give him my pussy. He fucks me so good honey, he stretches me… he touches me in places…. Oh honey, when I felt his cum filling me up, I couldn’t refuse him.’ Hearing Lori’s confession I came harder than I’ve ever done in my life, shooting desperately into the condom that separated us.

A few days later, Lori and I went out on the town to have a nice dinner and a few drinks afterward. We discussed whether we were both willing to take this next big step in our cuckold relationship. Just thinking about it made me instantly hard. The whole thing was a huge turn on for me but Lori seemed reluctant. She was worried it was too much and might hurt our relationship. I tried to reassure her that my feelings for her would not change. Then, eventually, after a lot of hesitation, she admitted her real concern. Sheepishly she admitted that she got so turned on by the whole idea that it had become her one all-consuming fantasy and that the most erotic part about it was its permanence. She told me that, if I really wanted to take this step, I had to accept that it was not reversible. There would be no going back. She would never again allow my cock inside her.

Her words both scared and excited me as I realised that this was what I wanted, what I’d always wanted but had never admitted, even to myself. I didn’t understand it and couldn’t explain it, but the fear only added to the excitement. I kissed her trembling lips and said, ‘Then let’s go home and make our last time something to remember forever.’ So we did. Knowing it was the last time, I focussed on every sensation as we adopted every lovemaking position we knew. We did it on the bed, on the floor, in a chair, standing up, whatever came to mind. No oral, no fingers, just kissing and fucking for over two hours until, finally, we both found the perfect rhythm and started building toward our last orgasm together.

As we got close Lori panted in my ear breathlessly, ‘After this… my… pussy belongs…. to Thomas… I love you honey… but… I… will… never… let you… fuck … me… again.’ With that she began to cum and I began to cum. We kissed, our bodies entwined and locked together with an intensity like never before. She came long and noisily and was still spasming long after I’d stopped squirting. Then, when she finally calmed down a little, she grasped my condom covered cock and eased me out of her pussy smiling sweetly as she whispered, ‘It’s done. I hope you have a good memory honey, because memories of us making love are all you will ever have now’.

That was the most exciting sex we’d ever had but for some time after giving up intercourse with my wife, I had moments of weakness. Lori though, held firm. I was still allowed to use my fingers and tongue together with various sex toys to please her but if I attempted anything more she simply refused. She did, however, find other ways to keep my raging libido in check. When she came home from her nights with Thomas she would often jerk me off, always into a condom, while she waxed lyrical about her lover’s sexual prowess.

We joked about the idea of her giving me the ‘cream pie’ I’d often fantasised about but gave up after trying it once as the diaphragm jelly gave it an unpleasant taste. Then one night, after being with her lover, she came home even more excited than usual and led me directly to bed. ‘I have a surprise for you,’ she told me as she guided my head between her thighs. As I began to lick I noticed immediately that the acrid taste was gone leaving only the distinct taste of semen. I assumed she’d found a more neutral tasting spermicide and ate her unfaithful pussy with relish, much to her obvious delight. I kept licking at her clit as she climbed quickly toward orgasm. ‘Baby, did you notice?’ she panted. ‘I didn’t use it…’ and she came hard, pulling me into her by my hair and locking my head between her legs.

When she released me I asked what she meant and, taking my throbbing erection between her delicate fingers, she whispered, ‘I’m sorry babe, I couldn’t help it. He was eating my pussy so good and he said he wouldn’t let me cum unless he could fuck me without the diaphragm… I was so turned on…. I wanted it…. I wanted him so much…. to fuck me… knowing he could make me pregnant… knowing he could put his kid in me… it was just so hot… I couldn’t say no…. please say its ok….’

‘Yes,’ I gasped as I came hard into my condom.

That was two months ago and, since that night, I get the distinct impression that she makes an extra effort to visit him on nights when she’s fertile. When she comes home she’s always full of his seed and I taste his cum in her pussy as she describes what they did. She teases me mercilessly with how long it’s been since I was last inside her and how she’s forgotten what my cock felt like. We are both enjoying our roles and the situation has not lost any of its erotic charge. I do most of the housework and cooking now to give her more free time to spend with him and, if I do a good job, I am rewarded by being allowed to help her prepare for her nights of passion with her lover. My orgasms at her hands have reduced in frequency since she is often too tired after her nights of passion with him, so I am often reduced to jerking off into her worn panties in the bathroom once she has gone to sleep.

Lori, on the other hand, cums harder and more frequently than ever. She says that Thomas always makes her orgasm at least twice when he fucks her and that often the initial penetration is enough to have her screaming and clawing at his back as she cums. She almost never came from my cock, which is a bitter sweet pill to swallow, but motivates me further to please her with my tongue. Sometimes, after eating her to several orgasms, I beg her to let me fuck her. The answer is always ‘no’ stated firmly but with a teasing sexy smile that melts my heart. Then, if I’ve worked especially hard to please her, she might jerk me off while whispering that Thomas fucks her so well that she doesn’t want any other cock, that she would hardly feel me any more anyway, that her pussy belongs to her lover who will give her a baby. I cum hard, filling the tip of my condom, crying out my love for her.


Over Her Knee

My husband, Robert, is routinely granted relief on the last Thursday of every month at 8.25pm. I am always home on a Thursday as one of my favourite TV programs commences at 8.30pm. That means that Robert has five minutes of ‘pleasure’ each month. He has all month to look forward to it as, unless his performance as my maid has been particularly disappointing, or something more important to me crops up, he knows I will always indulge him. From a life of gratification how and when he wanted it, he now has five minutes of regimented ‘pleasure’.

Thursday is his night for ironing. He is expected to be in the laundry, in the basement and attached to his bedroom, prior to eight o’clock. At eight twenty five exactly he is required to report to me in the lounge, curtsey and wait for me to acknowledge him, whereupon he is permitted to make his humble request. ‘Please, Ma’am, would you mind attending to this pathetic maid’s disgusting needs, please?’

He must also present me with a special egg timer that I use. This is a five minute timer kept in the lounge bureau, since it is an attractive antique device that uses falling sand as the measure. He hands me the timer with another respectful curtsy and I immediately invert it, placing it gently on the coffee table in front of me. ‘Go and prepare yourself,’ I instruct him curtly as I remove the key to his chastity cage from my necklace and hand it to him. Then, glancing fearfully at the egg timer he curtseys once more before turning and scuttling from the room as quickly as his four inch heels will allow.

He must hurry downstairs to his room and remove his maids outfit and chastity cage leaving on his panties, stockings and Lady Jane shoes before rushing into the laundry toilet, a large space with no walls around it. He is not allowed any privacy in my house. I am usually there first, dressed smartly but casually, certainly not attired for his titillation, unless he is turned on by rubber washing up gloves. This is, of course, the only time I wear such items as I have no use for such things other than for this forthcoming chore. Robert places his hands on his head and stands before the toilet. I then order him coldly, ‘Lid up’. He turns quickly, raises the lid and stands with his silly little penis over the toilet bowl.

Time elapsed – 1 minute 30 seconds.

Standing close behind him I give him a few seconds to savour the scent of my expensive perfume. The poor dear is so starved of sexual attention that this is enough to have him struggling to erect inside the confines of his pretty frilled panties. I then pull down his panties to the tops of his thighs allowing his worthless male appendage to pop free as I advise him, ‘condom’.

He is required to have placed a condom, out of its packet, on the toilet cistern before he comes upstairs to me. This he quickly, trying not to fumble in his haste and waste precious seconds, rolls on to his organ. He knows that he must minimise contact and not fondle himself unnecessarily. Condom in place and hands on head, he shakily speaks, ‘Ready Ma’am’.

Time elapsed - 2 minutes.

I then quickly and vigorously, almost viciously, from behind, jerk his little pee pee with my gloved hand. He is so tense that it never takes even a minute before he is ready to spurt. I am watching this very closely and, as soon as I note the beginning of a slight spasm, I stop. Taking my hand away, I step back and watch in amusement as he thrusts his hips desperately in search of some form of contact or stimulation. Then, gasping like a landed fish, he dribbles in a most frustrating fashion into his condom.

I can assure you that there is no orgasm when this method is employed. The look of frustration, total and utter frustration, is a picture to behold. Even now, after several years of this treatment, he cannot quite comprehend just how frustrating the experience is. It leaves him yearning for satisfaction, dreaming of what he used to have, struggling to accept what he will never have again. He remains totally unrelieved of his sexual tensions and urges; indeed they are multiplied ten-fold as a consequence of the frustration of being so near, yet so far from a real orgasm. All that has been released is his worthless semen, not his sexual tension.

Time elapsed - 3 minutes.

There is, of course, no time for him to ruminate on this, as the timer is still running in the lounge upstairs, his five minutes of ‘pleasure’ is running out fast.

I quickly whisk off his condom, tying a knot in it before dropping it in the toilet bowl. I am careful not to give any indication of fondling his weenie. ‘Toilet paper,’ is my next command. Robert must immediately peel some toilet paper and hand this to me before placing his hands back on his head. I quickly wipe his penis before throwing the paper into the toilet bowl too. Then I pull up his girly knickers whilst he remains standing, still with that peculiar bemused look on his face, unable to grasp that it’s over. He feels emptied yet totally unsated, unsatisfied and more in need of orgasm than ever! ‘Dismissed!’ I advise. He turns, curtseys and politely thanks me.

Time elapsed – 3 minutes 15 seconds.

He now hurries, in fact he runs, into his adjacent bedroom to quickly replace his uniform and chastity cage, clicking the lock closed before hurrying back to flush the toilet. He is beginning to panic now as he senses time running out.

Time elapsed – 4 minutes 15 seconds.

Then he must run up the stairs and into the lounge where I will be once more. Looking with blessed relief at the timer as the last grains are falling he curtseys before lifting the skirt of his uniform to show me his cage is in place and locked. ‘Get back to your ironing,’ is my cold, disinterested response.

Time elapsed 4 minutes 30 seconds.

‘Yes Ma’am’ he replies, ‘Please Ma’am, thank you for your kind attention to this sissy’s disgusting, pathetic needs. I’m so sorry to have interrupted you and wasted so much of your precious time. I love you and worship you ‘Ma’am.’ he must add, taking his time to not rush his words and show complete sincerity, though he is now in a state of panic as he sees the very last grains of sand slowly, inextricably, too quickly for his liking, fall from the timer.

With a contemptuous wave of my hand I dismiss him and he curtsies before turning on the spot and running for the lounge door. There he must remember to turn back and curtsy respectfully for a final time before rushing for the stairs to the basement laundry. Once there he immediately picks up the iron ready to start work and calls up to me in a loud but girly voice, the only time I allow him to raise his voice and, in fact, one of the few times I allow him to speak, ‘Please Ma’am, iron at the ready Ma’am’.

I now stop the timer, knowing he will be waiting for the next hour or so with bated breath, praying that the sand had not run out before he picked up his iron once more. It has only ever happened on two occasions in the past, both of which resulted in a severe caning and the cancellation of his next three monthly releases, so you can understand his anxiety. Thinking about this mad rush and how his desperate concern over the consequences of running out of time will have further deflated any possible enjoyment of the moment, always brings a cruel smile to my face. It’s all over in five minutes. No slow sensuous strokes of his engorged penis, no gradual winding up to a crescendo with an explosive orgasm followed by a relaxed post-coital winding down to savour the effects and tingling sensations as the orgasm lingers and slowly cruises through all the pores and nerves of his body.

No, Robert’s time has come and gone. Five minutes exactly each month, that’s it. No more, no less. Routine strictly adhered to so Robert knows exactly what to expect. Five minutes, not a second longer and he is back to his ironing. Dreaming of and yearning for the next occasion in a month’s time.


I’ve Become A Sissy Cuckold

For as long as I can remember, I’ve always been something of a sissy. I can’t explain why, but the look and feel of childish feminine clothing has always excited me. Maybe I was raised too fast but, as I grew older, I developed a passion for wearing diapers and babyish clothing.

My wife is quite vanilla in her tastes but she has been very tolerant of my aberration and we have gradually moved to a lifestyle that suits both our needs very well. We sleep in different rooms, she in the master bedroom and I in an adult sized crib in my nursery. Over the years I have accumulated a vast wardrobe of sissy clothing appropriate for a little toddler girl.

We began experimenting with chastity a couple of years ago and my wife had used it to punish me for normal infractions of her rules. However, when she found traces on our computer of the porn sites I’d been visiting, she decided to lock me up for a full year. Now, a woman has sexual desires that need to be fulfilled and, sometimes, a sissy can’t provide what she desires. As the weeks went by and she was not being made love to, my wife started thinking more and more about real men - men who don’t wear diapers and sleep in baby’s cribs. She is very forthright and honest with me and she confessed that the idea of sleeping with another man while I’m locked up and deprived was very exciting to her. We both agreed that it was only reasonable that she should be free to pursue her satisfaction outside of our marriage.

A few days later, she started mentioning a younger guy at work who has been flirting with her. She had developed a relationship with this man and, one day, as they walked out to her car, she let him kiss her in the parking lot. This really sparked her sexual fires and our lives entered a new phase. I knew she wanted to take it to the next level and that day she had assigned me some chores to do around the house, having picked out a sissy outfit that I was required to wear. Even though I was excited about what was happening, I knew I still had to complete my chores or risk a trip over her lap for a session with the paddle. In fact, when she came home, the first words out of her mouth were, ‘those dishes had better be done…’ My buns tingled involuntarily as I contemplated how narrowly I’d avoided a spanking.

After setting her keys down she immediately made me get to my knees and begin worshipping her pussy. As I licked and sucked she told me in great detail what her new boyfriend had done, about how he had French kissed her and brazenly stroked her breasts. After her first orgasm, she shoved me to the floor onto my back and mounted my face demanding another orgasm. While I licked obediently she explained that she was going to be having sex with him while I was to be kept locked in a chastity belt and deprived. She said that, at some point, she would be locking me in my nursery and inviting her lover over so they could have sex in the master bedroom while I am forced to listen. She had even asked the guy if he’d be okay with that and he’d assured her that he was. I didn’t know if he was into the whole cuckolding thing or if he just wanted to shag my wife. Either way, I knew I wouldn’t be getting any sleep that night. Listening to her moans and cries of pleasure in the other room while I was tucked into my crib, dressed like a baby, would be utterly humiliating, not to mention that I would be in constant fear that her boyfriend may want to come in and see how I look. I would be so filled with shame if that were to happen – I had no idea what I would do or say.

A couple of days later she showed me a picture of his cock on her phone that he’d sent her, he was huge. I think a part of me had not believed it was happening but there it was, a picture on her phone of her boyfriend, huge cock in hand, smiling confidently.

My wife told me that she wanted to take things gradually so that she could enjoy being seduced. Also, after twelve years of marriage, this sort of thing did not come naturally for her. Having said that, she teased me that she wanted her first time overnight with him to be in a hotel rather than at our home. That way she could enjoy being satisfied by a real man while I was left at home trying to concentrate on lots of menial chores assigned by her. The thought of her wielding such power over me filled us both with sexual excitement.

In the mean time she arranged to spend a full day with him on the following Saturday. I knew I’d be on tender hooks the whole time wondering what she was doing with him. One thing she told me she definitely wanted to do was to suck his big cock, something she had never done for me. The idea had me mad with cucky angst and drove me deeper into my sissy world.

He had told her he liked corsets and stockings so, on the Friday, we went shopping to get her a new set. Once home, she wanted me to pick out her outfit for her date. I chose a leather skirt, silk blouse and five inch heeled, knee length leather boots. Once I’d laid out her clothes she made me lick her to a shattering orgasm while she taunted me about how much she wanted her new man inside her.

This lifestyle had always been my biggest fantasy and the way she was taking to it like a fish to water had my head spinning! I was obsessed with the thought of my beautiful petite wife being satisfied by a buff, younger man with a huge cock. My excitement reached new, almost unbearable levels when, just before leaving on the Saturday morning, she entered the kitchen where I was on hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor. My heart melted as I looked up at her, she was stunning! ‘How do I look?’ she smiled. Words failed me as her smile changed to one of contempt. ‘You really are nothing but a pathetic sissy who can’t satisfy his wife aren’t you? Which is why you are staying home dressed like a baby girl, working on your list of chores, while I am out enjoying myself with a real man.’ What could I say to that? Before I could put a response together she was gone.

The plan, my wife had told me, was for her to meet her boyfriend in a bar several miles from where we lived. A few drinks, maybe a meal and get to know each other, she said. Imagine my surprise then when, only four hours after she left, she sent me a picture from her phone of her, with her lover’s cock buried in her mouth! That was a supremely frustrating thing for a sissy husband locked in chastity to see. So much for her taking things slowly.

More pictures followed showing them having sex in a hotel bedroom, her riding on top of him, his cock thrusting into her shaved pussy, their lips locked and tongues wrestling, then him on top with her stockinged ankles over his shoulders. I was still struggling to come to terms with those pictures of my unfaithful wife’s adultery when my phone rang. It was her, she had set her phone down on the bedside table so that I could listen to the sounds of their lovemaking. It was unbelievably erotic, hearing the familiar sounds of my wife passionately moaning and crying out with pleasure but with a volume and intensity I’d never witnessed before.

It hit me that our two situations could not have been more different. There she was with a young, muscular stud who was giving her fantastic sex and multiple orgasms and here I was at home, wearing my sissy dress and diapers, slaving away, carefully ironing her clothes as I listened to my wife being pleasured by a real man. It drove home how appropriate it was that my useless little penis was locked up with no plans in the immediate future for any release.

On and on I listened as my beautiful wife/Mommy had orgasm after orgasm. I had never heard her cum so hard or so many times. Obviously, having a real man with a full sized cock for the first time made a huge difference, and I could not believe how much stamina he had. I knew for sure right then that there could be no doubt that, in future, she would want to get all her sex from him and limit my access to her even more than she already had.

I suppose it is the natural progression of things; hot women who find themselves stuck in a relationship with a pathetic sissy soon learn that, in order to get proper satisfaction in bed, it is necessary to find a real man outside of their marriage who can perform all the manly duties for which a sissy is so hopelessly inadequate.

The following weekend they met up again in a high class club where he was a member. He said he wanted to show her off to his friends. When she first walked in he was chatting with a few mates at the bar but, as soon as he saw her he came straight over and kissed her. Taking her hand he led her over to his friends to introduce her as his new girlfriend. Then, after a while he took her to a quiet booth where they shared a bottle of champagne. She told me later that his hands were all over her, up her skirt and inside her blouse, as he snogged her roughly. She felt like a complete tart, especially with his mates watching, but she loved it.

When they eventually left to walk to his car they were hand in hand and he kept stopping to kiss and grope her like an enthusiastic teenager. Once inside his car, he took her breath away by bringing her off several times with his fingers, pulling her head back by her hair and biting her neck as she climaxed. Then she returned the favour by going down on him and sucking his big hard cock, swallowing his copious thick load when he came. Afterwards he surprised her by demanding she give him her phone, whereupon he sent me a text telling me what he’d just done. I was quivering with shame and excitement as I read it.

My wife said she had hoped he would take her to his home and fuck her brains out but he had a prior engagement and so had to disappoint her. However, he did say he wanted to come to our house for their next date. My wife/Mommy said he intends to sit me down and have a long talk with me, the thought of which fills me with dread! I got the impression from her that he is a strict disciplinarian and that he is really going to lay the law down with me. In a panic I tried to convince my wife/Mommy that maybe things were moving a little too fast but she shot me down in flames, informing me that she is seriously considering putting me over her lap for a sound spanking while he is here, ‘just to break the ice and establish everyone’s role, sweetie,’ she explained, grinning happily. She has really taken to this lifestyle in a big way and I can only hope she is just teasing me, otherwise I think I will die of embarrassment.

My Mommy has also told her lover that she is having me move my normal clothes out of the bedroom to make room for some that he will leave here, as she expects him to be spending the night fairly often. When I dared to question her instructions about this she laughingly rubbed salt in the wound by informing me that he will be forbidding me from watching them have sex as I am a sissy baby girl and should be in my crib locked securely in my nursery before they go to bed in the master bedroom. I’m sure I’ll still be able to hear them though, especially with how vocal my unfaithful wife is when she’s with him. It’s going to be very hard on my poor locked little clitty! I just hope she does not decide to give him the keys for it. My releases are few and far between as it is, I’ve no doubt at all that they will be even more so if he has anything to do with it.


A Keyholder’s Advice

I have been a key holder since I held the keys for a gentleman from 1999 – 2003, who was secured in a Tollyboy belt. From the very beginning, I realised this was no game, at least not for the male. Of course I could never hold the keys for anyone in a plastic or escapable belt, as it would take all the fun away for me. I heartily recommend the Lori Chastity Tube which is, in my opinion, the best and most secure device currently available. There is nothing around the waist to hamper movement or require constant attention and, with a Prince Albert Piercing; the male certainly cannot pull out of the tube. The locking device seems as perfect as I have ever seen and any male locked in this device will remain so until unlocked with the key.

How does it work? Well, measuring is the most important thing. Every guy thinks his penis is bigger or wider than it is. Go to a hardware store and get a few pieces of tubing from one and seven eighths to two and a quarter inches in width. The smallest one he can squeeze his soft penis into is the one to order. My current slave, who is also now my husband, was sure he was at least three inches and was going to order a three inch tube. When I checked I found he was actually only two inches wide and three inches long so I made sure he ordered the right size. We went for the one with the cage top, making it about four inches in total length. It took a couple of months for the device to arrive but his piercing needed to heal anyway so it was fine. We fitted his shiny new chastity tube, a #7 with hood, two years ago and I have not allowed him to orgasm since.

As I write this he is in pantyhose and heels cooking dinner. I am dressed in heels and stockings, lipstick and bright red fingernails. (Girls you must find out what turns him on then drive him crazy with it). If dinner is to my satisfaction, he will be securely bound, (I love tape mummification over shrink wrap if time allows or a latex sleep sac, failing that a spread- eagle tie down to the bed will suffice), with just his penis sticking out. I will get comfortable and tease his penis for several hours. He is so strung out by now that I never fully grip it, just lightly touch it, kiss it and tickle it with my long nails. If it gets too big, I simply ice it down and begin all over again. He is never allowed to cum and I love to hear him beg and cry, which he does every time. I get aroused to no end knowing he is so frustrated sexually. I just have no desire to end this feeling even though each occasion brings new reasons why I should grant him relief. I simply adore the delicious begging, the tears, real honest to goodness tears of frustration and, best of all, a stream of pre-cum that never ends. He is like a human stallion, dripping and dripping!

In return, I have the best sex life a woman could want. I make him use strap-ons sometimes, but even more fun is a special gag I found on-line. Penis on the inside, nice and wide to muffle his noise, and penis on the outside, just for me, I enjoy the rides immensely, while he struggles under me just for air! Oral sex whenever I want, massages, foot rubs and, best of all, I do not even keep the keys at home. They are in a safe deposit box at the neighbourhood bank and I have since moved thirty miles away from the bank. So, on weekends, I could not unlock him even if I wanted to and ladies, don’t think for a minute that you won’t give in in a moment of weakness. I would have let him out on more than one occasion if I’d had the key available. But, after the heat of the moment and, despite the best tears he can muster, the key has never been removed from the bank for purposes of sex. It is removed only for periodic cleanings and occasional torture tease sessions, as I like to call them.

Torture tease sessions are held at times that are convenient for me. I always use bondage and never ever let him cum. He always starts out thinking this time will be different but he always ends up babbling, crying, begging and pleading. I get so hot from this I sometimes use his face for hours afterwards. Use your fingernails only. Never, or hardly ever, put pressure on his organ. Just scratch, kiss, lick and verbally tease. Gag him until you want to hear the wonderful begging, and then remove the gag. Ever used a rubber hood? They go crazy in there all day. Just keep teasing away and do not feel guilty. He asked to be your chastity slave. He thought he could control you and still have his fantasy. Not so! You have the key so he belongs to you completely.

Have you ever spanked a man till he cries? If not, it’s time you did because he will then be afraid of something you can do to him. I always save up infractions then tell him when the punishment will be. He is so well behaved after that, he just gushes obedience! Never go back on your word though. At the promised time, get out the paddles, canes and restraints, put him in pantyhose and never look back. You will know when to stop, but make sure it is your decision and not his. If you find out he likes being put in pantyhose, don’t do it. Only sissify the ones who hate it. Use pantyhose as a reward for the sissies who like it. When you have him dressed as a mincing sissy, take pictures and videos to use as leverage and have fun showing him there is no way out of his predicament, you own him for ever. He will be mortified with shame but, he asked for it when he gave you the key to his penis. Don’t disappoint him. Your relationship is going to heights you never imagined!

Does he need to cum? Once a year is more than enough. Once every two years is better. Never is best! He will leak; his prostate will release dribbles of semen when it needs to. Don’t let him use that to get you to let him cum. By keeping him chaste, he will always be waiting for the next tease, the next chance at an orgasm. Let him think it is just around the corner. He’s so close, but, when you see his boner waving wildly in the air, fucking the air like it is the world’s best pussy, remember to say, ‘not time yet honey, but soon it will be, just keep trying to please me and you will get there one day, I promise’.


You Really Are A Wimp!

My name is Tony, I am 22 and, when my story starts I had been married to my beautiful strong-willed wife, Jane, for just two months. She is 21, with long raven hair, large firm breasts, round little ass and gorgeous long legs. One evening Jane was sitting on the bed and I had just finished getting naked for a sex session with her. She looked up and down my very slight body with a look of disapproval on her face. ‘You really are a wimp aren’t you Tony?’ she complained. ‘With your weedy body and tiny dick, you are totally useless in bed. I think I am going to have to find a real man with a big cock to give me the sex I need and deserve.’

Despite my shock at her cruel words, I could not help noticing that my dick had become hard. It did not go unnoticed by my wife either. ‘I don’t believe it; you are getting turned on by my verbally abusing you and telling you that I intend to take a lover!’

‘I can’t help it,’ I whined.

‘Well, whatever,’ she went on. ‘I will be looking for a lover very soon.’

‘But you can’t,’ I protested. ‘We love each other, don’t we?’

‘Sure,’ she responded. ‘But this is about sex and you are no good at it. Our marriage won’t survive unless I start getting some decent sex from somewhere.’ Sheepishly, I got into bed, saying nothing and hoping it was just an idle threat.

The following Friday, I came home to find Jane in the lounge. She was wearing a new low-cut short black dress and high heels and looked incredibly sexy. I asked what the occasion was and she grinned at me coyly as she informed me, ‘I’m going out to find a boyfriend. I told you I needed to so, hopefully, I will find someone tonight’. Then, despite my pleas, she picked up her bag and left.

She had not returned home by midnight, so I got into bed. I tried to stay awake to see her come home, but eventually drifted off to sleep. I was awakened by her coming up the stairs early next morning. She came into the bedroom with a huge smile on her face and sat on the bed beside me. ‘I found myself a man,’ she said proudly. ‘He is a big, good looking black guy called Jerome. He’s been fucking me most of the night; the last time was about ten minutes before I left’. Pulling the bedclothes away from me she revealed my involuntary erection. ‘I see your little cock has enjoyed hearing about your wife’s infidelity,’ she laughed. ‘Well, since you enjoy humiliation so much, perhaps you would like to lick my pussy clean.’

‘Can I make love to you if I do?’ I asked pathetically.

‘Certainly not,’ she replied emphatically. ‘I won’t be tolerating your pathetic attempts at fucking in future. A hand job is the most you can hope for. Now get on your knees and clean me.’

I knelt on the floor by the bed and she smugly lifted her dress, sliding down her little black panties. There was a strong smell of sex as I approached her pussy and reluctantly began to remove the cum that was dripping from her swollen lips. ‘That’s it, suck all of Jerome’s delicious black cum out of me,’ she urged. ‘He put three loads into me and I loved every one of them!’

When I’d done my job, Jane had me sit on the bed where she took my straining dick in her tiny hand. ‘Tony, this really is a pathetic excuse for a cock,’ she teased. ‘Jerome’s is at least three times as long as yours and much, much thicker!’ These humiliating words ensured I came almost immediately, much to my wife’s amused contempt.

The next day, Sunday, at about six o’clock, the house phone rang and I answered it. ‘Listen to me little dick,’ a very deep voice began. ‘I am the guy who is fucking your wife. I will be there in an hour, tell the bitch to be naked except for white stockings with her pussy shaved, understand?’

‘Er, yes,’ I replied, shocked by his words.

‘That’s yes sir, faggot, if you know what’s good for you!’ he snarled down the phone.

‘Yes…s…sir,’ I stammered, shocked by his aggression. ‘S..sorry, sir.’ I felt a total wimp for not standing up to this bully as he hung up on me. I was replacing the receiver in a daze when Jane came into the lounge and asked who had been on the phone. I told her what Jerome had said, expecting her to be annoyed but, instead, she smiled, ‘Well, Jerome gets what Jerome wants. You’d better come upstairs and help me shave it for him.’

About an hour later we were waiting in the lounge, Jane with her naked bald pussy and white stockings. The doorbell rang and she sent me to answer it. Jerome pushed straight past me and went into the lounge. When I got there he was already entwined with Jane. They were kissing passionately as Jerome played with my wife’s luscious tits and fingered her pussy, clearly making her very excited. He need not have bothered, she had told me she was soaking wet as we were waiting for him to arrive.

The kissing went on for a while before Jerome turned to me, ‘you got the message wimp?’ he snarled at me. ‘Your wife belongs to me now!’

‘Yes sir,’ I responded pathetically and Jane giggled.

Jerome ordered everyone upstairs and, when we got there, he told me to get undressed and kneel outside the bedroom door. I was to wait there until I was called. So, shaking with nerves, I knelt there, banned from my own bedroom, forced to listen to my wife’s cries of pleasure and the animal grunts of her rutting lover. During the next hour, I heard Jane cum three times before Jerome groaned louder than ever and I knew he was filling her unfaithful married pussy with his potent black seed. I thought I would be called in, but it was another half hour of kneeling there in trembling anticipation, before I heard Jerome’s deep voice. ‘Get in here faggot!’ As I walked into the room the two of them were lying on our marital bed hands behind their heads with contemptuous grins on their faces. The room smelled of sex as I looked down between Jane’s spread legs to see a pool of white at the entrance to her pussy. Jerome’s massive cock was lying across one leg, glistening with Jane’s cunt juices. When he caught sight of my cock, Jerome laughed out loud and my treacherous spouse joined in with him. ‘I want you to suck my spunk out of your wife, sissy boy,’ he ordered.

‘Yes, come on, lick it all up,’ Jane added. ‘It’s going to form a large part of your diet in future.’ Kneeling between her legs I started lapping at her overflowing pussy. The taste was disgusting but I knew I had little choice. ‘Make sure you get your tongue right inside,’ my wife urged. ‘Suck it out, I want to be nice and clean for my lover.’

Eventually I was done only to be told by Jerome, ‘My turn now sissy. Get over here and suck your wife’s juices off my dick.’  Gingerly, I picked up his warm cock and licked it, feeling like a complete looser. ‘Show some fucking enthusiasm faggot,’ he admonished me. ‘I want my balls licked as well, then you can suck my cock and show your wife what a little sissy faggot you are’.

‘Ha!’ Jane laughed. ‘I already know baby, but do it anyway faggot’.

I was filled with shame and self- loathing as I obeyed my master and mistress. I must have been doing a good job as Jerome’s cock began to grow in my mouth. When Jane noticed she chided me, ‘Look what you’ve done sissy, you’d better suck him off properly now. Go ahead, suck my lover off, I want to see him cum in your mouth!’

Perhaps because he’d already cum once, it seemed to take forever to coax another orgasm out of Jerome as he hurled abuse at me. ‘See what a little cock sucker your husband is, Jane? I knew it the moment I set eyes on him’.

‘Do you think he’ll make a good one?’ asked my wife.

‘Not as good as you babe,’ he answered her. ‘But I’ll make sure he gets plenty of practice. I have a few friends who like sissy white mouths’. Jane laughed at the prospect of this, thrilled and very turned on at the thought of her useless husband being reduced to a cock-sucking faggot for anyone her lover decided to give him to. Then, suddenly he was holding my head with both hands in a vice-like grip, forcing his iron-hard cock down my throat as he spewed what felt like gallons of white-hot spunk into my stomach.

‘You know he doesn’t get to fuck you ever again, right?’ Jerome asked my wife as he lay in my wife’s arms enjoying the afterglow, watching me humbly lick and suck the last of his prodigious load from his now softening cock.

‘Yes, darling, of course,’ she answered meekly. ‘I’ve already told him that it will be occasional hand-jobs only’.

‘No!’ stormed Jerome. ‘I don’t want you touching him at all. I don’t want him touching you either, except when I order him to clean up my mess. Have him fitted with a chastity cage tomorrow’.

‘Whatever you say darling,’ my wife gushed. ‘Can I please suck your cock now? That little slut has made me jealous. I want to show you a real blow job, from a woman, not from a sissy slut!’

Jerome didn’t stay the night and, after he’d gone, I spoke to Jane. ‘You have changed so much,’ I told her. ‘I don’t even recognise you. I didn’t think it was going to be like this, with you laughing at me and encouraging him to humiliate me the way he did.’

‘Well,’ she smirked, ‘after being with a real man like Jerome, what can you expect? You deserve all you get and more for being such a useless waste of space in bed. Now I know what sex is supposed to be like, I’m going to make sure I get as much of it as I can.’

‘But the chastity cage,’ I whined.

‘Yes,’ she replied, ‘I think it will do you good to have a period of chastity. Anyway, I’m sure Jerome will let you out of it to relieve yourself now and then.’

We went to the sex shop in town the following day and were met by a stern looking woman of about fifty. Jane asked her for the smallest size of cage, humiliating me by saying it would still probably be too big for me. She and the woman laughed uproariously at my red face. I was horrified when she returned with the item and Jane asked her if she would mind fitting it on me. We were taken to a small room where the woman told me to drop my pants. She laughed out loud when she saw my little dick. ‘I see what you mean dear,’ she said. ‘How on earth do you cope with such a tiny thing?’

‘Oh, I’ve made arrangements,’ smiled Jane.

‘Ah, I see,’ the woman smiled. ‘Are you a cuckold you poor little thing?’ The two of them burst out laughing again as I turned bright red, then they became quite hysterical when my poor deprived cock began twitching to hardness as the woman tried to stuff it into the tube. ‘I think I’d better get some ice,’ she managed to say when she’d stopped laughing. The ice did the trick and the cruel cage was soon in place, locked and the keys handed to my smirking wife.

Jerome came round that evening to check his orders had been obeyed and I took the chance to ask him, ‘When can I get relief, sir?’

‘You can beg me after a while,’ he replied. ‘Say a month.’

‘Oh, please baby, can you make it three months?’ Jane interrupted. ‘It would really turn me on if we could get him really frustrated and keep him that way for a decent period of time. Pretty please?’ I gasped at her cruelty but she just grinned at me as Jerome shrugged his shoulders in agreement.

‘I can’t stay long,’ he said, ‘but I have time for a quick shag of my woman. Get up against the wall bitch. Take off your panties, hold up your dress and spread those legs. Wimp, get down there and make my slut wet.’ I knelt down and quickly began lapping at Jane’s already sopping pussy. ‘That’s enough,’ Jerome decided. ‘Now get over here and suck my cock. Get it nice and hard cocksucker!’

I remained on my knees as he eventually rammed his huge dick into my willing wife. He went up to his balls in one stroke and she cried out in pain and pleasure. ‘You love it don’t you bitch?’ he snarled as he rammed into my bride. ‘You’re a real whore for black cock now aren’t you?’

‘Yes sir,’ she gasped.

‘And a fucking unfaithful slut,’ he continued. ‘Tell your sissy husband what you are!’

‘I’m a whore for black cock and a fucking unfaithful slut!’ she cried out. ‘But I don’t care, I love you, oh fuck I love you, fuck me darling, make me belong to you, please, please, please!’

‘See what a slut I’ve made of your precious little wife, wimp?’ he asked me. ‘She will never take anything but black cock now. Any black cock I tell her to.’

‘Yes, baby, yes, only black cock, I only want big black cock!’ Jane screamed as her climax approached. ‘Please baby, make me cum, I want to cum for you!’ Jerome did exactly that, thrusting at her and crushing her against the wall as she writhed and begged for cock. Her cries were finally muffled when Jerome forced his lips over hers, filling her mouth with his tongue as he filled her eager cunt with his sperm.

‘Clean me you useless fuck,’ she ordered me coldly as she stood gasping and sweating from her ordeal. I heard Jerome laughing as he walked out slamming the door behind him.

Over the next couple of months, Jane became even more cruel and heartless, frustrating me by wearing little or nothing around the house, inviting her sisters over to stay who increased my torture by parading around in their under-ware. Worse still was to come though when, after three months, she came to me with a cute smile. ‘You will never guess what has happened,’ she grinned. ‘I’ve been forgetting to take my birth control pills lately and that bastard Jerome has made me pregnant!’

‘What!?’ I cried in panic.

‘I know,’ she laughed. It means I’ll have a black baby and our families and friends will know that you are a cuckold. Oh, and there’s one more thing. When your three months of chastity are up, I’ve asked Jerome not to take the cage off. I think you should continue to wear it, at least until the baby is born. Oh, Tony, honey, you look as if you’re going to cry!’


Sissy’s Punishment

Sissy moaned into her gag as the vibrations from the plug sent shocks through her body. Her caged clitty strained against its confines painfully, making her moans rise in pitch. The sounds of passion from the bed in front of her only served to show how oblivious the couple were to her plight. Sissy could still feel a warm, numb pain from her behind, a reminder of her earlier humiliation.

Sissy remembered the terror of the moment when she realised Hank was going to spank her. Mistress was reclining in her short silken robe, while Hank was replacing the cuffs on Sissy’s wrists, pulling them behind her and stringing them to a ceiling hook. As she was bent forward she could feel Hank’s erection press against her ass cheek, through his robe. Her tiny skirt afforded no protection against him. She took a step away from him only to feel her arms pulled tight which forced her to bend even further forward.

Sissy was faced towards the bed, acutely aware that her flailing skirt and petticoats would give anyone outside a lovely view of her black thong through the bedroom window. Her mistress’ voice caused her to pull her head back and look into her tormentor’s pitiless eyes as she said, ‘Hank darling, could you do me a favour and teach Sissy here that lesson on tardiness she so desperately needs?’

‘Of course darling,’ Hank replied, placing his hand on the other ass cheek. Sissy tried to pull forward away from him again, but was at the extremity of her allowed movement, so she could only tense up as he gripped tightly. ‘I’d be delighted to teach her. I could take her home with me if you like. She would definitely benefit from a day or two under my care.’

Sissy could not contain her anxieties. ‘Please Mistress, don’t let him take me…’ but she was suddenly left gasping and breathless by a sharp slap.

‘Do be quiet, Sissy,’ said Hank casually. ‘Your mistress doesn’t want to hear your whining.’ He walked past her and opened his bag, pulling out a small ball gag. Once Sissy had been quietened by the soft plastic gag, she watched incredulously as her mistress unhooked her necklace and threw Hank the key to her chastity cage. He knelt beside Sissy and, pulling aside her panties, released her clitty from the cage. Sissy then had the disconcerting experience of responding to a man’s touch as Hank coaxed it into a full erection with his rough hands. ‘Such a cute little thing,’ Hank mused. ‘It would be so delightful to watch it dribble while she rode my cock.’

‘You will do no such thing,’ was Mistress’ sharp reply. ‘Only one girl in this room will be riding your cock and that will be me. Now stop teasing the staff and get on with her punishment please.’

‘Very well,’ he sighed, as he leant towards Sissy’s ear. ‘Don’t worry Sissy,’ he whispered. ‘It’s only a matter of time before she loans you to me. We will have such fun together.’ Sissy whimpered into her gag. She imagined being at this man’s total mercy and the idea made her shiver with fright but her clit stood firmer than ever.

‘Hank,’ Mistress interrupted firmly. ‘I asked you to stop teasing my maid.’ Sissy hoped she would rescue her from this man’s suggestions but her heart sank when she continued, ‘You will have plenty of time to tease her over the weekend, now is the time for discipline!’

Hank stood and moved in front of Sissy, pulling a tight, thick leather hood over her head. There were no eye holes and only a tiny hole in front of her nose to allow in fresh air. Hank secured the neck of the hood by buckling a strap tightly around Sissy’s neck.  Next he moved behind her, passing a cord through the metal ring on the top of the hood and pulling the cord and her head back before tying the loose end to her cuffs. Finally, he produced two further leather cuffs from his bag and attached them to her stockinged ankles before looping more cord through each cuff and attaching them to previously unnoticed hooks either side of the bay windows. As Hank tightened these Sissy was forced to stand with her legs wide apart, making it harder still to balance on her heels and she found herself relying on the cords to hold her in place.

Hank again stood behind Sissy who could only watch her Mistress who lay casually enjoying her discomfort. Sissy was shocked to see her open her robe and place her hand over her pussy. She watched mesmerised, rarely afforded the incredible sight of her mistress masturbating. ‘Doesn’t she look lovely, all tied up like that?’ she smiled at Hank.

‘Hell yes!’ said Hank, betraying a rare moment of emotion. ‘You should see the view from back here. She has such a tight little ass and, I do believe, her clitty is starting to leak.’ Again his hand smoothed Sissy’s ass cheeks before moving over her rose bud and gently pushing his thumb against her opening. ‘Are you sure you wouldn’t like to watch me take her cherry? She is opening very nicely for me.’ It was true. Sissy could feel herself yielding like she did for Mistress’ dildo on her, increasingly rare, milking nights. She found herself wishing Hank would milk her with his thumb. She longed to push back against him but she couldn’t move at all.

‘No thank you darling,’ Mistress insisted. ‘Perhaps next time, but just a spanking for now, please.’ Sissy was relieved but also a little disappointed when Hank removed his probing thumb. Then suddenly, without warning, he slapped her hard in a downwards motion onto her right cheek. She tried to scream into her gag but it came out as a wordless sound around the rubber ball.

‘Very well, how many do you think she deserves?’ asked Hank.

‘Hmm, well, she did keep me waiting more than once, which is deserving of a good six.’ Sissy took in her Mistress’ words with horror, just one of Hank’s slaps was painful enough. It stung fiercely, with an enduring heat. She couldn’t comprehend the idea of six such blows. ‘But I think she deserves double for teasing you with her cute ass like that. She needs to remember that she is my maid, not your little slut,’ Mistress added.

Hank had taken his time and, all the while, Sissy was forced to listen to her mistress pleasuring herself as she screamed into her gag, over and over. Her mistress was clearly enjoying Sissy’s pain and suffering.

When it was finally over, Hank had smoothed her once more, this time with both hands. At one point he had grasped both of her hips as if about to thrust into her, but the threatened invasion never came and, as Sissy continued to sob and gasp for breath helplessly, he moved past her to his bag once more. His broad back glistened with sweat and, as he turned back to her his huge cock bobbed in front of him, rock hard and dripping pre-cum.

Sissy couldn’t see what was in his hand but soon realised he must have stashed her chastity cage in his bag. He knelt to cup her now shrunken clitty and force it into the dreaded, unyielding tube, but it felt different, colder and heavier. Had he fitted a different cage on her?

Now, as Sissy strained against it below her petticoats, she knew full well that this was indeed a different cage, smaller, tighter and with the evil addition of sharp little spikes. This was a far crueller device than her plastic cage. Sissy tried desperately to take her mind off it, to blot out anything that might arouse her. But the vibrations from her butt plug and the sounds of yet another climax from her Mistress mixed with her feelings of helplessness, humiliation and sexual frustration threatened to drive her insane. Unfortunately for her though, her plight served only to excite her tormentors more and her muffled screams of pain as the spikes in her chastity cage bit cruelly into her clitty, thwarting all attempts at even a tiny erection, simply drove them to further heights of ecstasy.


Tinkle Bella

Bella took quite a lot of training before she became this efficient. Many an evening was spent with her writhing on my lap during her paddling sessions and many a long night I had to listen to the gentle sound of weeping and pleading from the corner of my room while she endured her posture punishments. I could have given in, I even wanted to once or twice, but I didn’t, I couldn’t, I’d made a promise and I keep my promises. I’d promised my husband that I would make him my sissy slave. He thought that was what he wanted, but I don’t think he realised just what he was getting into.

Now though, I’m sure she would agree, if anyone bothered to ask her, that it was all worth it. Not only have her punishments become rare, her rewards are less of a chore for me too. She is learning how to gain relief with the milking tools I occasionally leave her when she has especially pleased me, so I no longer have the unpleasant task of unlocking her embarrassing little clitty.

I do miss the sound of the lengthy, frantic and frustrated efforts on her special milking evenings. Her little bell was at its loudest and most urgent and could even be heard from downstairs if I turned down the TV, hence the name I gave her. Even when I wasn’t of a mind to listen, I am sure the whole street could hear the unladylike groaning that resulted from those rare occasions when she reached relief before her ten minute time limit expired. Of course, the irony comes from how little time and effort it used to take to reward her when I still used the key. Her rewards were so infrequent that, usually, her little clitty would dribble its naughty sissy slime as soon as I released it from its cute pink prison. At best it never took more than a quick two fingered pull of her lacy gloved hand. I am sure that, deep down, the extended probing and pounding she now requires to dribble out her built up goo must be more satisfying to her, even if the process is less reliable. Best of all, she no longer seems to lack the urgency of spirit that invariably followed the old method. A frustrated maid is an attentive maid in my book.

These days I am rarely in the house when I allow her the ‘pleasure’ of a milking. I prefer to go out on the town, to be wined and dined by Brad, my hunk of a boyfriend. Bella is left with her new milking tool, which I caste in latex from a mould I took of Brad’s impressive weapon. Her face was a picture of shock and wonder, when I first presented that masculine monster to her; it’s over three times the length of and much thicker than her own disappointing teeny little appendage was before I locked it away and hung a little bell on it.  I hope she appreciates the size and feel as much as I do the real thing. If not, she will just have to adapt, as I’ve thrown out her smaller toys. At least she must be grateful that her time alone with her latex lover is only limited by my evening out. Oh, and of course, the urgent need to complete, to the highest standard, all the chores I leave for her!

At the end of the night she knows that she can look forward to hearing how much I love the real thing, when I return from my date and take Brad to my bed. He makes me scream so loudly and the small walk-in closet that now serves as the maid’s quarters has only a slatted door, which cannot possibly muffle the sounds of our lengthy and repeated passions.

I suspect Bella spies on our lovemaking through the slats. I always leave the bedside light on and ensure the duvet ends up on the floor, so nothing is left to her imagination. I bet she wishes she had been capable of bringing me such pleasure, instead of those quick unsatisfactory fumbling’s at the beginning of our marriage, before I put a stop to such nonsense and trained her tongue to pleasure me instead.

Once Brad has left and I switch off the light, I can’t help but smile at my wonderful new lifestyle, as I await the cute sound of my little Tinkle Bella crawling up between my spread thighs to dutifully lick clean my full and satisfied unfaithful pussy.


The Dominant Wife

Unlike some women who enjoy humiliating their husbands by making them wear female attire, I decided to make mine wear diapers and plastic pants when he was at home. My husband seemed in so many ways to be like a big, whining baby, so diapers seemed like a logical progression for him. I found that it was an effective way of putting him in his place and making sure he understood his role in our relationship. He was required to wear diapers and baby clothes from the minute he arrived at home until he left for work the following day. On weekends I kept him in his baby clothes around the clock.

While this policy served the purpose of keeping him humiliated, I found it had an unintended negative effect. A year into our marriage, I discovered that my husband was using his comfy diapers to masturbate in. Not once a week, or even twice, but often once or twice a day! I made him confess all this to me during one of our weekend enema sessions in which I give him a thorough cleaning out.

I was both shocked and angry at this news and you can be sure his bottom paid the price for it that weekend. His buns felt the sting of my paddle on both days and I wasn’t satisfied until he was sobbing like a baby afterwards. Still, I knew that more drastic measures were required immediately. After talking with my friends about it (who know very well how I treat my husband), I arrived at the conclusion that my husband needed to be put into some sort of enforced chastity. Researching it online, I eventually decided on a very small but secure device and placed an overnight order for one.

The device arrived on Wednesday and, when my husband came home, I told him to come into the bedroom before he changed into his usual diapers. It took a few minutes to determine the correct combination of spacers and rings but, when I finally placed his little penis into the plastic tube, I could tell that there would be no escape for him. With a resounding click, I snapped the lock shut and sat back to look at him with immense satisfaction.

‘Bobby, your masturbating days are over.’ I told him emphatically. ‘From now on, you will cum when I say and how I say.’

‘Wh-when will that be?’ he whimpered fearfully as he made several futile attempts to remove the device.

‘Since you are a determined masturbator, your initial period of chastity will be three months. That will give your body the time it needs to become accustomed to going without masturbation.’ I said firmly. ‘After that, I may allow you one orgasm per month, depending on your behaviour. But it will be under strictly controlled circumstances.’

His eyes were moist with tears as he contemplated his new life without being able to play with himself, but he knew better than to argue with me. His bottom was still sore from his paddling over the weekend. ‘Now go put on your diapers. I’ve got a list of chores for you to do,’ I ordered him.

That day marked a turning point in our relationship. After just three days of chastity, Bobby was climbing the walls with pent up sexual frustration. I just loved the fact that he was being denied and I had him use his excess energy to bring me to multiple orgasms every night with his tongue.

Over the next few weeks he begged and pleaded with me to let him out of his chastity cage. Anything to get some relief, but I remained adamant with him. Instead, I responded by wearing more provocative outfits around the house, short leather skirts, silk blouses, stockings and high heeled shoes and boots. By the end of the first month he was in tears from not being able to cum. Since it was his birthday, I decided to have mercy on him. Well, sort of. Taking him into our bedroom, I tied his hands to the front of our ottoman, then I secured his ankles with a spreader bar. I left him alone, face down, while I went to get changed. When I returned, he had a look of excitement mixed with fear. I was wearing a shiny black latex cat-suit with thigh length leather boots, but what really caught his eye was the eight inch long strap-on dildo jutting menacingly from my pelvis.

‘Bobby, you are going to take this like the big sissy I know you are,’ I warned him as I began lubing up the fat dildo. He squirmed helplessly in his baby dress and diapers, unable to get away. I chuckled with amusement as I pulled down his plastic panties, undid his diapers and positioned myself behind him, with the strap-on pressing between the cheeks of his sissy ass. ‘I hope you can handle this, Bobby,’ I told him. ‘Because this is the only sex you will be getting from now on.’

He squealed like a little girl as I eased the monstrous cock into his tight, virgin backside. I allowed him to gradually get used to the size of it before I began pumping him in earnest. As I humped his poor bottom aggressively, he whimpered and moaned, frustrated by the fact that his little penis was still securely locked in its cage, unable to get hard. With our roles so thoroughly reversed, I found myself revelling in my new-found power. Gripping his hips with my hands, I plunged the fat dildo into his ass, slamming him repeatedly up against the ottoman as he begged for relief. I only laughed and slapped his girlish cheeks as I pummelled the poor sissy with my strap-on.

Finally, after about half an hour, I pulled it out and I could see that he was crying softly from the abuse. Turning him over, I showed him that he had actually managed to leak a fair amount of pre-cum through his chastity device even though he’d been unable to get an erection or feel any sort of orgasm throughout the session.

‘That was your first milking,’ I informed him. ‘That should last you for another two weeks.’ Truth be told, he was once again frantically horny just twenty four hours later and, after three days, he was practically begging me to take him again with my strap-on. I love to tease Bobby, so I put it on a week later and told him to practice giving me head to get my ‘cock’ ready. He was only too happy to oblige and got down on his knees to suck feverishly on the rubber phallus, hoping to impress me with his enthusiasm. I let him suck on it for about ten minutes, instructing him on how to improve his technique, laughing at his desperate efforts to please me then, abruptly pulling out of his mouth.

‘Nope, not tonight Sissy,’ I told him as I popped the dildo out. ‘However, the sight of you sucking a cock has made me horny.’ I quickly stepped out of the strap-on, unzipped my latex cat-suit and presented my steaming pussy before his face. ‘You know what to do, start licking!’ He sobbed tears of frustration as he spent the next two hours bringing me to orgasm after orgasm. I eventually lay back on the bed and wrapped my legs around his face as he gave me the satisfaction I needed and craved.

Thus began an irregular pattern of milking for my horny husband. When the mood struck me, usually once every two weeks, I’d bend him over and hump his ass with my strap-on as he squirmed to try and get relief. He would never actually cum during the process, but he managed to leak quite a bit of semen into his diaper, which at least reduced some of the pressure on his poor swollen little balls.

Finally, after three months, it was time to grant him his one and only orgasm. I invited a couple of girlfriends over and made sure Bobby was dressed in a particularly babyish dress. After unlocking his captive penis, I made him masturbate in front of us, rubbing the front of his diapers like some horny toddler. He came alright, but the shame was almost more than he could bear. I’m not sure if it was the taunts from my girlfriends or the fact that his penis was getting locked back up for another month that made Bobby cry like a baby.

For most of the next year, I kept Bobby on a nightly regime of eating my pussy. I kept his orgasms down to once a month, or even less if he had been disobedient. However, as time went by, I was yearning for a real man and the feel of a big cock inside me. Bobby had always been a tremendous disappointment in that department, which was a large part of the reason I began dominating him in the first place. I soon began to realise that I needed to date a real man.

My girlfriends were pushing me to go out with one of the trainers at our local gym, a hunky guy by the name of Frank. He was everything Bobby wasn’t; handsome, self- assured, built like a line-backer and definitely well-hung judging by the bulge in his shorts. When I told Bobby I was going to go out on a date with Frank he flipped and threw a huge tantrum. It wasn’t long though, before he found himself over my lap with his diapers pulled down, getting a blistering spanking as I explained how things were going to be.

The first date went well but, on the second date, I wanted to rub Bobby’s face in the fact that I’d be going out while he stayed at home in his diapers, facing another long, horny night of frustration. I pinned him to the ground on his back and then lowered my pussy over his face, smothering him as I explained in detail what I was going to be doing with Frank. He cried like the baby he is but, nonetheless, managed to bring me to two shattering orgasms with his tongue. Afterwards I made him pick out my outfit for the night, promising him another trip over my lap if it wasn’t sexy enough.

So, that night, I wore a super-short mini-skirt, the lowest cut top that I own and my highest heels. For sure, I would be turning some heads that night! Poor Bobby pouted like a four year old at the thought of another man ravishing me in that outfit.

When Frank showed up at the door, I made Bobby answer it, dressed in his usual baby outfit. Frank burst out laughing then pushed him aside to come over and hug me. As Frank’s hands roamed freely over my body, I winked at Bobby who was burning with jealousy and humiliation. That night Frank made love to me like I’d never been made love to in my life. For once, I knew what it meant to be totally satisfied. What a magnificent cock he had! I felt like he was going to split me in half when he first put it in!

It was on the third date that I felt I needed to take things up a notch. This time, when Frank came to pick me up, I told Bobby he was going to have to suck my lover’s cock to show that he had no hard feelings about me getting satisfied by another man. Of course he did have hard feelings, but I didn’t care about that. Bobby was dead set against sucking another man’s cock since he’s not gay, but he was also coming up on his once-a-month time for relief. I told him that, in addition to the blistering paddling that he was looking at, I’d extend his chastity for another two months if he didn’t comply. He’d been beside himself, desperate for relief, so he knew he was between a rock and a hard place. He hummed and hawed but, eventually, he agreed, very reluctantly, to do it.

I called Frank so he’d know what to expect and, when he showed up, he dropped his pants as soon as the door was closed behind him. Bobby licked his lips nervously as he knelt down before him, trembling with shame and too afraid to go any further. Finally, Frank stepped forward and shoved his big, hard cock between Bobby’s lips, practically raping his mouth while he held his head in place. Bobby began crying and squirming and he squealed like a little girl when Frank finally blasted his heavy load down his throat. Bobby gagged but, with his head held firmly captive, he had no choice but to swallow load after load of warm, sticky semen.

That was Bobby’s first experience of cock-sucking but it definitely wouldn’t be his last. From then on I made him suck off every man I dated and he even became quite skilled in his technique; anything to end his humiliation as quickly as possible. How he hated having to do such a shameful thing, but he knew he could not say no. Things had gone too far, I had too much evidence, pictures and videos which he knew I would not hesitate to distribute widely if he even so much as hinted at disobedience. On top of that, of course, was his fear of losing me, his beautiful wife and mistress, the mere threat of which was enough to reduce him to heartfelt tears and begging.

On his birthday, I promised Bobby a big surprise. I sat him down in my bedroom and draped my fluffy dressing gown over his head, using the belt to tie it tightly around his neck, making it impossible for him to see and flooding his senses with my smell, after which I removed his diapers. Then, while he fidgeted with nervous excitement about his surprise, I went into the kitchen where I mixed up some super strength five-minute epoxy. Coming back over to him, I dabbed it into the keyhole of the lock on his chastity cage. I couldn’t stop giggling as I blew on it to make it harden, the irony adding to my amusement. As soon as the epoxy hardened, Bobby would never be able to get his little penis to harden ever again! In just a few minutes, the glue was safe to touch and I removed my dressing gown from Bobby’s head.

‘Happy birthday, baby Bobby!’ I cried as I hugged him closely.

He blinked and looked around, trying to understand what his surprise was, until he gazed down at his cock cage. ‘I-I don’t get it,’ he mumbled uncertainly, the smile still lingering on his face. ‘What’s my surprise?’

‘I’ve put epoxy in the lock of your chastity cage,’ I laughed as I beamed down at him. ‘Now it will never come off again. The lock is sealed forever sweetheart and, if you ever so much as think about trying to break the plastic, then I’ll replace it with a metal one lined with spikes. So I’d strongly advise you to accept your fate.’

‘Wha-what?’ he stumbled, dumbfounded.

‘That’s right sissy, your chastity is permanent now. No more orgasms for baby Bobby!’

As he grasped the lock and realised the implications of what I was saying, he burst into tears, sobbing uncontrollably.

‘I know just the thing to help you accept your new situation,’ I told him, as I stood up to get my paddle. In a daze, he submissively allowed me to push my worn panties into his mouth to keep him quiet before taking him over my lap, where I proceeded to blister his bottom and erase any doubts he might have as to who was in charge.


Cum Stained Sock

Often, when I have a man over for the night, I make my husband sleep in the guest bedroom next door to our bedroom. I make sure the sex is intense with lots of bed squeaking, headboard-pounding-against-the-wall, moaning and screaming.

Early on in doing this I walked in on him wanking away on his stubby penis, fist flying! His short little cock was in one of my worn sports socks which is all he gets to fuck these days, since he no longer pleases me the way I want and need. He’s too small and cums way too quickly!

It’s a big thrill for me knowing he’s listening, his tiny boner in hand and cumming in his cum-stained, crusty, stiff, once-white sock. I refuse to let him wash it and, after a year, it’s pretty gross.

If I know the guy is into stuff like that, I will relate what’s going on and we both have a big laugh about it.

Once, my husband told me, he came six times in one night, listening to a few hours of me and my date fucking each other’s brains out.

Often, the next morning, I will pad into the bed next to my hubby and push his head down between my legs so he can lick me fresh and clean ready for more fucking with my stud in the next room. But first he has to kiss my feet in worship and beg for permission to clean up a superior man’s mess.

I love being such a slut and treating my husband this way. He gets so jealous when I freely give to other men what I deny him. The humiliation keeps him so horny and desperate to please me. I wouldn’t change a thing!


Pretty Dress, jenni

‘Too bad you wore such a pretty dress jenni,’ laughed Deshaun, our next-door neighbour. ‘You little cock-sucking sperm bucket; I have a week-long load saved up and I’m going to let it go all over you, faggot!’

Deshawn was a young black guy who had moved into the flat next door a few months previously. He caught me one day, dressed as a sissy girl doing housework while my wife/mistress was on a date with another man. The door had been left open and he came in looking to borrow a power drill. His face was a picture but I’m sure mine was worse. Anyway, to cut a long story short, he agreed not to say anything to anyone provided I go round to his flat and clean it once a week, dressed as a sissy, of course. I wasn’t sure but, when I discussed it with my wife, she thought it was an excellent idea.

After a couple of visits he upped the ante by demanding a blow job. What choice did I have? Exposure to friends, work colleagues and neighbours would have been unbearable. So there I was, on my knees, hands cuffed behind me, with no way to protect my slut mouth from the onslaught of his huge cock.

‘What a good little fairy you are, jenni,’ he growled as he face-fucked me, leaving me no choice but to remain passive as he used me like the cum-slut I’ve become. Then, finally, he came, pulling out from between my heavily coated lips to hose my face, my hair and all down the front of my pretty dress with his thick potent seed.

Sent back home to my mistress, I hurried down the corridor desperately hoping not to bump into anyone on the way, a coat draped around me to hide my dress and Deshawn’s cum drying on my face.

When I got there, mistress laughed at my ruined make-up but, when I removed the coat, she noticed the cum-stains on my new dress. Grabbing me by the ear, she marched me into the lounge, sat down on a chair and pulled me over her lap. Then she yanked my frilly panties down and began spanking my sissy ass long and hard, switching to one of her slippers when her hand began to hurt. ‘How dare you dirty your new dress, you little slut?’ she screamed at me.

‘I’m sorry ma’am, I’m sorry!’ I squealed like a little girl.

‘You’re supposed to be round there cleaning, not seducing that poor boy! I’ll teach you to be a little slut my girl! Have you any idea how much that dress cost? Well have you?’ my wife demanded.

‘No ma’am, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to, it just… I mean he….’

‘Don’t you dare try to blame Deshawn young lady! You are a little sissy slut with her stupid head full of thoughts about sucking real men’s cocks! Say it!’

‘Im a little sissy slut with her stupid head full of thoughts about sucking real men’s cocks! Please ma’am, it hurts!’

‘I don’t care jenni, you deserve it and, when I’m finished you, will go straight back round to Deshawn’s flat and apologise for being a little slut. Then you will ask him if he would be kind enough to let you clean his flat more often, to make up for your disgusting behaviour. We’ll start at twice a week and see how it goes,’ mistress instructed me.

‘While you’re there you can ask him if he has any friends who would like their flats cleaned on a regular basis. If they’re happy with your work, and, of course, your behaviour, you can ask them to pay you one pound a day. The money will go to pay for a new dress. Now get up, dry your eyes and get round there!’ she went on. ‘Leave the coat here, I don’t care who sees you. You’re a sissy slut, you know that and I know it too. Perhaps it’s time a few more people knew. Now get out of my sight!’


Sissy Steps

It was a simple thing but it represented yet another point of no return. The journey Sissy’s mistress had charted out for her had so many of these.

Sissy took a deep breath but, even as she did, she faltered, her anxiety breaking up her breathing. She just needed to get through this, place one foot in front of the other and enter the room where Mistress awaited with her guest.

Part of Sissy felt humiliated and resentful, that was the maleness in her, the bad part that her Mistress told her must be done away with once and for all if they were to stay together. ‘This is not a game, Sissy,’ her Mistress had informed her. ‘Either we do this properly with full commitment or we don’t do it at all.’

Such commitment was easy to fantasise about and simple to talk about. The reality, however, was so much harder. But then, nothing worthwhile comes easily right? Wasn’t that another one of Mistress’s sayings? So why was it that Sissy had all the really difficult things to do? Wearing that damned chastity cage 24/7, prancing around in frilly dresses, stockings and high heels, doing all the housework, humiliating herself for her mistress’ amusement. While Mistress enjoyed a life of leisure, being waited on hand and foot, enjoying a full and satisfying sex life. It just wasn’t fair! But it wasn’t supposed to be was it? ‘Fairness is something a Sissy like you must learn to live without,’ Mistress had declared.

After all, her latest instructions seemed pretty reasonable in comparison to some of the others she’d received. She did love the new stockings and it was only polite, wasn’t it? Wow, she was even thinking like a sissy now, the training was clearly working!

Her faltering steps sounded on the highly polished wooden floor betraying her nervousness. She felt their eyes on her as she appeared to them in the doorway, but she was strictly forbidden to make eye contact with her superiors. She felt her heart pounding; this was the moment, just one more step down the long, one-way road.

‘Please Mistress, sorry for the intrusion,’ she mumbled as she performed a trembling curtsy. She had clearly interrupted a passionate moment. They sat close together on the sofa, breathless, with clothing loose and dishevelled. The chilled wine bottle she had brought them earlier lay discarded at their feet beside Mistress’ panties.

‘What is so important that you must interrupt us, Sissy?’ Mistress snapped. Her tone had Sissy wanting to apologise again and run from the scene as fast as she could in her ridiculously high and fiendishly uncomfortable high heels. But she knew this was part of the test, part of the cruel regime of training required by her Mistress. It was just one more stage in a losing game that would go on forever.

‘Please Mistress, I just wondered if I may say thank you to Master Hank for his thoughtful gift,’ she spoke quietly in the high pitched little girl voice she was required to use at all times.

‘Is there something you’ve forgotten Sissy?’ Mistress demanded harshly.

Flinching from the tone of her mistress’ voice Sissy was shocked and appalled to realise she had indeed forgotten to add a lisp to her voice. ‘A sissy needs to sound like a sissy,’ Mistress had extoled. ‘A cute lisp will go well with your little girl voice and will serve to remind you of your status in my household.’

Now, shaking visibly and trying not to think about what punishments would result from her stupid oversight, Sissy stuttered, ‘Pleath Mithtreth, I’m so sowwy for being such a stupid thithy.’

‘We’ll discuss it later,’ Mistress grinned evilly, ‘Now get on with it, I have better things to do than listen to your pathetic sissy mumblings.

‘Pleath thir,’ Sissy began, curtsying deeply to her mistress’ lover. ‘Fank you tho muth for the lovely thtockingth, thir. I like them verwy muth. You are tho kind thir.’

They tried to keep their faces straight but it was a losing battle and both Sissy’s wife and her lover soon had tears streaming down their faces as they collapsed in hysterical laughter. Meanwhile, Sissy just stood, red-faced with shame, knowing there was no going back. The last vestiges of manhood had left her with not even a whimper.


Paying The Rent

I was desperate. It was the fourth time in the past six months I was late with the rent. When I tried to explain to my landlord he just looked at me. Eventually he said he would give me one more week to come up with the money, but only if I sucked his cock. I was shocked speechless but, eventually managed to blurt out my disgusted refusal. ‘Fine,’ he smiled. ‘Rent in full by this evening then, or the eviction notice will be on your door in the morning.’

I gave in immediately, I had to, what choice did I have? Red faced with shame, I dropped to my knees in front of him but he took a step back and laughed, ‘Oh no, princess, I want you all dressed up and pretty for me first.’ I was blushing an even deeper shade of red as I remembered the occasion a few weeks earlier when he had come to my flat to do some repairs. He didn’t knock as he thought I was out. He just used his pass key to walk right in and find me dressed in lingerie and heels. He didn’t say anything at the time, just smirked and walked out. I was mortified but hoped I could trust him and there would be no repercussions. Obviously I was wrong and, completely defeated; I just nodded, said ‘Yes Sir,’ and turned to go into my bedroom.

To my further embarrassment, he followed me and watched as I changed. His smile was wicked as he watched me strip off, exposing my smoothly shaved body and small cock. It was so humiliating to put on stockings and garters, panties and heels as he stood leering at me. Next I put on a bra with fake breasts, a sheer silk blouse and short pleated skirt. He looked me up and down and grinned, ‘Makeup and wig too, bitch,’ was all he said.

‘Yes Sir,’ I sighed and quickly did my makeup, using bright red ‘please-may-I-suck-your-cock’ lipstick. Settling my long, blonde wig on my head, I stood submissively before him and asked again, ‘Please may I suck your cock now, Sir?’

Laughing out loud at my shame he replied, ‘Not quite yet, princess,’ and, grabbing my arm, he marched me out of the bedroom and out of my apartment. I stumbled behind him on my heels as he dragged me down the stairs to the landing on the first floor. Pushing me to the floor, he kicked my legs open and stood between them, dropping his pants to his ankles. Suddenly I found myself sitting on the floor, legs open, panties exposed, my landlord’s cock dangling in front of my nose. I knew all of the tenants would be coming home any minute and I started to protest but he cut me off, ‘You want more time, bitch, start sucking.’

Closing my eyes I leaned forward to take his hardening cock into my mouth. Just as my lips wrapped around the head, I heard the door below open and footsteps on the stairs. I whimpered but didn’t stop. Then, to my horror, I heard gasps and giggles as my neighbours walked by and saw me as a sissy with the landlord’s pulsing hot cock deep in my mouth. Some moved on to their apartments, chuckling as they passed. Quite a few stayed and watched and soon there was a small crowd enjoying the show.

The woman who lived right next door to me began to laugh and pointed out the erection in my panties. Laughing almost too hard to talk, she commented that it was so small she wasn’t sure it was an erection at all. The others howled with laughter and I could feel the heat of my face blushing bright red.

The landlord grabbed my head and shoved his cock deeper into my mouth, causing me to gag as he came. The first two large spurts filled my mouth and some escaped to drip down my chin. Pulling out, he stroked his long cock, shooting the rest of his cum all over my face. Then, smiling contemptuously, he pulled his pants back up and sneered at me, ‘Alright princess, you can have one more week to come up with your rent. If you need more time after that, and you beg nicely and very sincerely, we might be able to work something out.’ Then, with congratulations and high-fives from some of the spectators, he walked away laughing as he went, leaving me humiliated, on the floor, my face covered in his cum.
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