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  “You didn’t have time to wash the dishes?” Jean asked through clenched teeth. Her husband, Joseph, relaxed on the couch with his feet perched on the coffee table. Jean worked all day to bring home the cheddar. Joseph was between jobs. He ignored Jean’s question and flipped through some channels. He paused on some program exploring the animals of an African plain.


  “Don’t you hear me talkin’ to you, boy?” Jean asked and placed her hand on her hip. She jerked her head, and her thick curls bounced from the movement. She stomped her stiletto into the hardwood. Joseph jumped in his seat.


  “I was looking for jobs all day, babe. I’ll do them in a minute,” he said.


  “How am I supposed to cook dinner if the dishes aren’t done? It wouldn’t kill you to learn a few recipes either since you haven’t been working the past couple months,” Jean said. She didn’t hide her frustration and huffed around the kitchen until Joseph got his ass up off the couch.


  He staggered into the kitchen and looked around with glazed eyes. “Doesn’t look so bad to me,” he said and shrugged his shoulder.


  Jean raised her finger at him and pointed in his face, but she walked around him before acting violently. “Wash the dishes so I can make us something to eat.”


  “All right. Consider it done,” he said and puckered his lips at his woman. She sighed and pecked him. She walked away to their bedroom. She needed to change out of her work outfit.


  Jean entered their room and kicked off her heels. She glanced at the wedding photo on the wall and wondered what happened to those days. The times when they were happy and didn’t have a care in the world. Five years went by quicker than she expected, but things took a rapid turn for the worse when Joseph lost his job and his position as the breadwinner in the house.


  Jean didn’t mind paying the bills, but Joseph’s conflict with his masculinity was killing her. She had faith he’d find some other startup or something for work soon. She wasn’t trippin’ off it.


  She rubbed her feet and stepped over to her dresser. Jean pulled on a pair of jeans and slipped on some flats. She had to meet up with sister after dinner. Otherwise, she would have put on a pair of yoga pants and called it a day. Her energy level had fallen considerably over the past few months.


  Jean meandered back into the kitchen and was shocked to find the dishes washed and drying. She waved Joseph away, and he took his seat back on the sofa. Jean prepared some sauteed chicken and baked vegetables. She didn’t have the energy for anything more complicated, and they didn’t have the money to order out anymore either. Jean watched her man on the couch and pictured her life without him.


  She shook away the thoughts. She loved Joseph, but something had to change.


  “Dinner’s ready,” she called to him from the kitchen.


  “Be right there,” he said. A full minute went by before he got off his ass, and Jean was already at the table frustrated.


  “I can’t believe how many animals are killed every year by hunters in Africa,” he said when he sat down at the table.


  Jean leaned back in her chair and eyed him. “That’s what you’re going to say after I slaved over the stove for you?”


  “I wouldn’t call it ‘slaving’,” he said with a slight smirk.


  Jean’s mouth fell open. Her shoulder jutted backward. “You know what, you’re right. I shouldn’t even bother cooking your food. I’m gonna eat in the kitchen, and then I got to meet up with Becky and David. Can you handle cleaning up the mess?”


  “Of course, Jean. You act like it’s rocket science.”


  Jean parted her lips to say something but decided against it. She placed her plate on the counter and scarfed down the food. She didn’t care if she was early to the cake tasting because she couldn’t be around Joseph another second. She grabbed her keys and headed out the door without saying goodbye.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean arrived before her sister, Becky, and her sister’s fiance, David. She waited at the table with a variety of cakes laid out before her. The baker sat across from her, but they didn’t speak. Jean’s mind ran through scenarios of a life without Joseph or different ways that she could get back at him and teach him a lesson. Giving up and walking away sounded the easiest, but she had already invested so many years. Joseph was a good guy too.


  The baker tapped his fingers on the table. Jean checked her watch. Becky wasn’t one to arrive late, and David was similar to Becky in that sense.


  “I’m sure they’ll be here any second,” Jean said.


  “It’s fine. I’m more anxious about things going on outside of the bakery,” he said.


  Jean could relate. She was about to explore the topic with him further, but a bell chimed behind her, and her sister entered the building. Jean stood to greet her. They kissed cheeks. The color of their skin contrasted like chocolate and milk. Jean greeted her future brother-and-law, David, while Becky chatted with the baker.


  “It’s good to see you, Jean,” David said. “I’m sorry my brother can’t be more of a help with all the preparations, but you’ve been extraordinary. I’m forever indebted to you.”


  “Oh, don’t feed her ego,” Becky chimed in and smiled at her sister.


  “Honestly, it’s nothing. You two had just met back then, but Becky did so much for my wedding. I owed it to her,” Jean said. “How is your brother, Byron?”


  “He’s good. He just broke up with his girlfriend, and he told me the wedding might be a bit hard to watch, but I think his split was for the best. She seemed to be after him for the wrong reasons.”


  “It’s hard to find a person with good intentions,” Jean agreed. “I was relieved when you finally put a ring on my sister.”


  The baker eyed the two, and Becky cleared her throat. “We really need to try these cakes so this man can get back to work.”


  If it hadn’t been Becky’s cake tasting, Jean would have said something nasty to her sister. “You’re right,” she said instead.


  They tasted the cakes. Jean tried to say as little as possible. She didn’t want Becky coming back to her and blaming her for a bad choice. Jean only cheered and encouraged whatever Becky liked. She knew how her sister worked.


  They may not have been blood sisters, but they spent a good portion of their childhood together and grew up side-by-side. They were the same year in school, and they always had each other’s back. Their bond was stronger than cement.


  Becky decided on a flavor, and the baker went back to work. He encouraged the group to stay behind and finish the samples. They chatted and ate for half an hour. Jean ensured David that his brother shouldn’t feel sorry for not participating more as the best man.


  “We have to get going,” Becky said.


  “Me too, but can I talk to you before you go?”


  “Of course,” Becky said. She turned to David. “Wait for me in the car. I’ll be out in just a second.”


  David nodded and went to hug Jean. “It was great to see you, Jean.”


  “You too,” Jean said and waited for him to walk out of earshot before she spoke.


  



  ♦


  



  “I can’t stop thinking about leaving Joseph. I don’t know what to do,” Jean said. Her sister nodded along as Jean spoke and relayed to her how lazy Joseph had been around the house.


  “I’m sorry that you’re going through that, Jean. You know, a year or so ago, David and I were having some problems too.”


  “What do you mean?” Jean asked. Becky hadn’t told her anything about issues she had been having.


  “He wasn’t acting right either. He was being lazy and pissing me off, and I had to change that. I’ve hinted at it, but I’ve never told anyone the secret.”


  “What’s the secret?” Jean asked and leaned forward. She was dying to know how to fix her situation with Joseph.


  Becky looked both ways before she spoke the word, “Femdom.”


  “What are you talking about, Becky?” Jean asked. She pulled at her thick hair. She was getting frustrated. “I’m really considering leaving him.”


  “Trust me, Jean,” Becky said and rested her hand on her sister’s. “Do you still have the Kindle app?”


  “Yes,” Jean said. “You know I use it all the time.”


  “I’ll send you the book that changed my life. It’s super short and compact, but it has all the answers. I don’t use all the tips, but I did enough to get David to do all the chores. Trust me; men will do anything for sex,” Becky said.


  “You’re right.”


  “I gotta go, but I’ll send you the book as soon as I get home tonight. Thank you for everything, Jean. Love you,” she said and kissed Jean on the cheek.


  Jean shared the love with her sister but craved the book. She left the bakery anxious and with a curious mind. She needed to know more about femdom and if it could do anything to help save her marriage. Jean was desperate and trusted her sister had decent advice. She tried to avoid diving into the rabbit hole of an internet search and went home to wait for her sister to send the book.


  She would start there, but until then, she avoided Joseph for fear of saying something she would regret forever.
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  It took Becky two reminders to send Jean the book, and Jean didn’t get it until the next day. But, at that moment, the book appeared on Jean’s cell phone. She clicked the cover and anxiously watched it download. Jean had read one article on femdom since the tasting, but she tried desperately to wait for the book.


  Jean opened the book and sped through the pages. Ideas spun in her head faster than a hamster on a wheel. She read through the suggested progression from lazy husband to submissive slave. Jean couldn’t believe she had been married for five years without hearing of femdom.


  Joseph was out playing basketball with the guys that night, but during the weekend things would start to change around the house. The book filled Jean with ideas on how to save her marriage and satisfy herself. She knew that Joseph was a perfect candidate for the transformation. He’d do anything to get inside her warm pussy.


  Jean got off the couch after an hour of power reading and walked over to her closet. She picked out her sexiest outfits for the weekend. She wanted to make Joseph pant around the house in anticipation for his reward. She selected a pair of shoes that were both sexy and comfortable. She planned on spending a lot of time strutting around and teasing her man.


  Jean slipped on a short pleated skirt, forgot the panties, and put on a shirt with no bra underneath. She went to the kitchen and cooked what she hoped would be one of her last meals.


  She finished the meal and lit the scented candle on the coffee table. She connected her phone to the wireless speaker and started some smooth jazz. Jean waited at the table with her legs splayed for Joseph to return.


  Joseph stepped into their place several minutes later, but his eyes darted to her uncovered pussy and exposed nipples.


  “Um, hey, dinner looks nice,” he said. He walked over to the table. He couldn’t take his eyes off her sex.


  “Keep your eyes where they belong and sit down,” she said in a commanding tone.


  “Of course,” he said and scurried to his seat.


  “How was basketball?”


  “Good. We won,” he said. His eyes glanced down to Jean’s lap several times over dinner. Jean crossed her legs and felt satisfied. Joseph wasn’t thinking about anything other than her love cave. He was right where she needed him.


  



  ♦


  



  A couple days passed since the night Joseph played basketball, and Jean hadn’t missed a chance to tease him. He hadn’t seen so much of her pussy without being able to touch it in his life. Jean drove him up a wall, but he clung to her every word. He wanted to please her in any way he could, but Jean hadn’t made any demands yet.


  That was, until that Saturday morning. She delayed the alteration project until the weekend to get a steady start in Joseph’s transformation from a lazy husband to a perfect housemaid. She wasn’t sure what he’d become at the end of it all, but she wanted to find out.


  They sat across from each other at the breakfast table. Joseph helped in the kitchen. He prepared the toast and eggs. Jean cooked the pancakes and bacon. He’d soon learn how to do the rest if Jean had anything to say about it. Their house smelled delicious from the combination of foods.


  “I’ve wanted to talk to you,” Jean said.


  “It seems like something has been on your mind. Are you leaving me?”


  “No, it’s not that.”


  “What is it then?” Joseph asked. He took a bite of toast smeared with jam and no butter.


  “Listen to me when I speak to you,” Jean said.


  “I am listening,” he countered as crumbs fell from his mouth.


  Jean held back any hostility. She knew if she followed the steps from the book that she’d be able to change her man and make him far more respectful. She needed time and a change of attitude. She had to be gentle first and slowly work in her new-found dominance.


  “Right. Joseph, you know I love you, right?”


  “I think so,” he said.


  “Do you love me?”


  “Of course I do,” he said. He swallowed and didn’t take another bite. “I just feel like I’ve been such a disappointment since I lost the job. I can’t provide for us like I used to.”


  “I know you’ll find another job, Joseph. I’m not worried about that, but we need to work on your attitude. I’m tired when I get home from work, and I need your help around the house.”


  “I try my best.”


  “No, you don’t,” she said quicker than a race car. They held eye contact through several beats of silence. Jean took a deep breath before she continued. “What if I were to offer you a reward? I’ve thought of a few chores today, and if you do them well enough, we can have sex at the end.”


  Joseph’s eyes widened at Jean’s forwardness. It had been a while since the last time they had sex. Joseph was dying to feel inside his wife. “What chores did you have in mind?”


  “Wash the dishes, clean all the glass around the house, vacuum, and give me a foot massage.”


  “A foot massage?”


  “It’s all or nothing,” Jean said and looked at her nails. She grabbed a piece of bacon off her plate and let the crunch fill the silence.


  “All right, I’ll do it,” he said.


  “I knew you would make the right choice,” Jean said. She cut into her pancakes and shined with delight as she enjoyed the rest of her breakfast.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean sat on the sofa, and Joseph knelt beneath her. She avoided his eyes, and he wasn’t allowed to stop rubbing until she gave the word. Jean enjoyed the dominance over Joseph as much as the way he touched her with his lotioned hands. She made him watch a video before he began, and he had been doing a fantastic job massaging her feet.


  “Do you enjoy making me happy?” Jean asked and looked down at her husband.


  “Yes,” he said without looking up from her feet. Something changed, and his pressure wasn’t as even as before.


  “What’s wrong? Are you ashamed to be rubbing my feet? Should I be ashamed and not take your dick later?”


  Joseph perked up and got his old rhythm back, “it’s not that. You’re right. I should earn my chance to be inside of you. It’s a treat every time.”


  “That’s correct,” she said and leaned back into the sofa. Joseph worked her feet some more and accepted his fate. He needed to cum inside his woman. He pressed his thumb into the sole of her foot. He massaged until she said it was enough.


  “I’m going to take a bath while you finish the rest of the chores. I might even have time for a nap. Wake me up when you’re finished if I’m sleeping,” she said.


  “Of course, Jean. Whatever you say,” he said.


  “You’re such a good little boy.”


  Jean strutted away on the tips of her toes. Her fat ass sat high in the air. Joseph could taste it. He shook off the shame of rubbing his wives feet and went to the kitchen. Joseph loaded a sponge with soap and scrubbed the dirty plates from breakfast.


  Halfway through the stack, Jean stepped back into the room wearing one of her white silk robes. It shined exquisitely against her dark skin. She untied the robe and exposed her naked body to her husband.


  “Sweetie, where’d you put the lotion? I need it for after my bath.”


  Joseph took a moment to speak. He couldn’t take his eyes off the Goddess before him. She raised an eyebrow in his direction and snapped him back his attention.


  “It’s over there on the table,” he said.


  “Oh, silly me. I should have known that.” Jean leaned over the couch and let the fabric ride up her ass. She stretched over the sofa to the table and felt the wind kiss her ass cheeks. She smiled to herself knowing Joseph was drooling over the sight behind her.


  Jean snapped back up and turned to Joseph. “Back to work. Unless you don’t want your treat?”


  “I do. Oh please, I need my treat,” he said.


  Jean winked at him and noticed the erection throbbing in his pants. She went back to the bath and turned off the water. Steam swirled for the soapy delight. She dabbed her toe and decided it wasn’t too hot. She sank into the bath and listened as the vacuum cleaned clicked on in the background.


  Jean couldn’t remember a time in the past year when she had been more satisfied. She dried off her hands and unlocked her cell phone. She read through a couple chapters in the book to see what to do next. She needed to take control in the bedroom and show her dominance.


  She thought back to the last times she had sex with Joseph, and Jean knew they were lackluster; with Joseph on top.


  Jean waited in the bath until she thought Joseph might have finished the chores. She stood and let the water run down her body. She showered to rinse off the soap and quickly wash her hair. She stepped out, dried, and wrapped herself in the silky white robe. She slipped on a sexy pair of stilettos to complete the look.


  Jean stepped out to the living room, and Joseph was wiping down the final dirty glass surface. The windows sparkled, and everything looked delightful.


  “Are you finished with your chores?”


  “Yes.”


  “Let’s see how you did. Do you think you deserve your treat?”


  “I hope so,” he said. Jean liked his answer. It wasn’t too dominant. It required her approval. Jean’s heel clicked against the hardwood as she walked around the house. She kept her robe open and body exposed. Jean noticed Joseph’s eyes as he followed her around like a pet.


  “I suppose everything looks in order. Get down on the floor,” she said.


  “Here?”


  “Do you want this or not?”


  Joseph scrambled to the floor and lay on his back. He stared up to the ceiling and awaited further command. Jean pulled the robe off and kept her pumps on. Jean stepped over Joseph and spread her legs apart above his head.


  Jean squatted over Joseph’s head and held onto the table by his side. She locked her sex over his mouth.


  “Don’t you like my pussy on your lips?”


  “Oh, yes,” he said and shook his head vigorously. Jean grabbed his soft hair and slid his face around her love box. She directed him to her clit and made him suck until the pressure overwhelmed her. Jean held Joseph’s arms back and moved her sloppy wet pussy to his hard dick.


  “You were such a good boy today that I’m going to ride your little pecker,” she said.


  Joseph made an odd expression, but he didn’t object to her words. He didn’t care what he called her dick as long as she sat on it.


  Jean moved her hips up and slid down Joseph’s shaft. He called out in pleasure. He struggled under Jean’s grip, but she didn’t let up. She moved her hips up and down and rode his cock. She named it different pet names as she handled his rod, and Jean knew when the moment came. Jean moved off his dick and turned into a sixty-nine position.


  Jean locked her clit over Joseph’s mouth and commanded him to suck as she jacked his dick off with her pussy juices. She clasped her knees on each side of his head and rubbed his mouth harder. She jacked his dick quicker.


  “I’m going to cum,” she panted.


  “Me too,” he said.


  Jean could feel the orgasm creeping up from his balls. She pressed her legs tighter on him as her body stopped and spasmed. Joseph launched a long string of cum from his dick a moment later. Jean huffed and collapsed at his side.
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  A couple weeks passed, and Jean had been busy working through the steps of converting Joseph. He fought back at times, but the transformation had been going as planned. It was to be expected that a man denied the monumental changes he accepted into his life.


  Jean sat at a busy coffee shop and waited for her sister Becky to return from the line. They needed to catch up on wedding plans. Jean hadn’t slacked on her responsibilities as a maid of honor despite everything with her husband.


  Jean stood to greet her sister with a kiss when she arrived at the table.


  “How’s everything going?” Jean asked her sister.


  “You know. Mom has been all over the place about the wedding. She’s in a fit that she hasn’t been able to help,” she said.


  “I’m happy she’s complaining to you and not me, but she has to decorate the day of the wedding. That’s a lot to do. Plus, they’re the ones that wanted to go to Europe,” Jean said.


  “Yeah, she knows that you can handle all the planning, but she’s annoyed by how it all worked out.”


  “It’s better that she stays away and worries about the venue. It’s so nice that we still have a free house at the beach and a few hours distance from mom,” Jean said. She sipped her black tea and looked around the room. A message had come through on Becky’s phone. She was distracted replying to whoever texted her.


  Jean unlocked her phone and sent a reminder to Joseph to have his chores done when she returned. She wanted to give him a treat that night, but she’d withhold it if he hadn’t finished his assignments.


  “Sorry, that was the seamstress. She said the dress is ready,” Becky said with glee spread across her face.


  “That’s amazing news, Becky. I remember how excited I was when I got that message. Should we go try it on now?”


  “I’ll do it tomorrow. You don’t have to go with me,” Becky said.


  Jean shrugged her shoulders and broke off a bit of the cookie she ordered.


  “So, did you end up using the book with Joseph?” Becky asked after several moments of silence. Jean thought she was never going to talk about it.


  “Yes, it has been most helpful in changing Joseph,” she said. Jean leaned closer to her sister over the table. “I even have him wearing panties around the clock now.”


  “Wow,” Becky said. “I only did that once. I didn’t love seeing David in panties.”


  “Why not? I think Joseph looks great. They make him seem so petite and feminine. I had him shave his body too. The hair was grossing me out.”


  “You’re taking it to the extremes,” Becky said with a chuckle.


  “I wouldn’t have gotten here without you. Thank you so much for that book. It has changed both of us for the better,” she said and draped her hand over Becky’s. “I bought a copy of the book and returned yours.”


  Becky giggled, “Thanks. I have to get going, Jean. Thank you for meeting with all those planners this past week. I know you’re super busy.”


  “I’ve had a lot of free time recently with the changes in my marriage. It wasn’t a problem. Let me know if you want me to go with you to the seamstress tomorrow. I’m sure Joseph can handle the house,” Jean said and set her mug into the bin for dirty dishes.


  “All right, I’ll call you in the afternoon,” Becky said and kissed her sister goodbye on the cheek. They waved and walked in opposite directions to their cars. Jean hoped Joseph had completed his chores for both of their sakes.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean stepped into the house and closed the door forcefully. She held her bag into the air and waited for Joseph to come running toward her. He took the bag from her and followed her into the kitchen.


  “How’s Becky doing?” he asked.


  “She’s fine. We’re putting the final details together for the wedding. You should see the best man. He’s such a hunk, David’s brother,” Jean said. She tortured Joseph with her words, but he took them and hid his jealousy.


  “I’m sure any family of David’s is attractive,” he said. “Do you find my housework pleasing, Jean?” Joseph asked and got down to one knee under Jean. He held her hand and kissed it. She pulled it away and puffed.


  “Don’t dirty my hand with your lips,” she said and wiped it over her clothes.


  “Forgive me, Jean,” he said.


  “Are you still wearing your sexy panties? I told Becky all about them,” Jean said.


  “What?! You told her?”


  “Calm down. She was the one that gave me the idea. You like them, don’t you? Are you wearing them?”


  “Yes,” he said and blushed.


  “Yes, what?”


  “Yes, I’m wearing my sexy panties and I like them.”


  “Good,” she said. “Now, move away while I check your handiwork.”


  Jean’s stilettos tapped against the wood floor. She eyed the glass, but it was wiped clean. She held the dishes to the light, but they were spotless. She ran her fingers over the carpet, but it had been vacuumed several times. Joseph wanted to cum, but Jean was sure she could find something he didn’t finish.


  She stepped over to the fireplace and eyed the small entertainment center. Jean placed her finger under the edge and slid it along. Dust collected on her fingertip as she ran it along the wood, and a wicked smirk spread on her lips. She held her finger into the air and stepped over to Joseph. Jean could see the color drain from his face.


  “What’s on my finger?” she asked in an unamused tone.


  “Dust,” he muttered in a barely audible voice.


  “I’m sorry, little boy. But what did you say?”


  Joseph clenched his teeth and said the word louder, “dust.”


  Jean wiped her hands and cackled. “And you think you deserve to be inside of me tonight? Do you see how much dust is here?”


  “Yes,” he said and looked down to the floor.


  “What can you do to make it up to me?”


  “I will dust now,” he said.


  “Now?! Have you lost your mind? You know what needs to happen. What is it?”


  “… me,” he said in a whisper.


  “Speak louder,” she commanded.


  “Spank me!”


  “Yes, you deserve a spanking. Go get my paddle from our room. Chop chop!” she said after he just stared at her unable to move. He scurried off after a moment, but the disappoint paralyzed him. He had tried so hard and failed. He was such a naughty boy who needed a punishment.


  



  ♦


  



  Joseph lay draped over Jean’s knees with his stomach facing the ground, and his ass looked toward the ceiling. Jean held the leather paddle high in the air. She had yet to spank his cheek, but he could sense the sting before it happened.


  “Why are you getting this spanking today?” she asked him.


  “I was a bad boy,” he said.


  “How were you a little shit today, Joseph? Tell me,” she said. His bare white ass was exposed and ready for his punishment.


  “I didn’t clean as well as you would have, my Queen,” he said.


  She hadn’t instructed him to use any unique names for her, but she loved the ring to that.


  “Who am I?”


  “My Queen,” he said.


  “That’s right. Are you ready for your spanking, servant?”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said.


  Smack! Smack!


  Jean swatted each cheek once. Joseph yelled out, but he wasn’t going anywhere. He didn’t struggle under Jean. Joseph wanted to be punished, and he knew right where he should be.


  “Will you mistreat your Queen again, servant?”


  “Never again, Queen. Punish me for disappointing you,” he said and lifted his ass a bit into the air. Jean was shocked by his movement. She was turned on by his willingness, but she needed to put him in his place.


  “Put your ass down, servant. This is your punishment,” she said and smacked each cheek again. The vibrations of his ass echoed off the walls. Joseph bit his bottom lip and resisted lifting his backside. He loved the sting of the leather paddle on his skin.


  Jean spanked him a bit longer and said, “get to your knees, servant.”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and got down to his knees. Jean lifted her skirt and pushed Joseph’s body to right beneath her pussy.


  “Lick,” she said.


  Joseph obliged and let Jean use his mouth. He started to stroke his dick, but Jean barked at him to stop. He was being punished and lost his privilege to cum.


  “You can cum when I say you can, but that day isn’t today,” Jean said and lowered her skirt. “Can I trust you not to cum?”


  “Yes, Queen. Whatever you want. I’m yours,” he said.


  “Good,” Jean said and walked off to their bedroom to relax. “Don’t forget to dust before you come in here,” she said before closing the door.


  A few minutes later, she heard the spray of an aerosol can. The sound of Joseph’s subservience brought her immense joy.
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  Jean stood towering over Joseph in the spotless kitchen. She wore no panties, but Joseph wasn’t allowed to look up her dress, of course. She wore a light yellow summer dress and matching pumps. She had a flower pinned in her hair. Nobody would ever guess she was a dominatrix taking charge of her man. “I know this week has been extra hard, my servant, but you’ve been doing so well,” Jean said.


  “Thank you, Queen. I do everything I can to serve you,” he said.


  “You’ve done so well. You promise you haven’t cum as I asked?”


  “I promise, my Queen,” Joseph said and knelt deeper in his stance.


  Jean nodded and moved over his words. “Servant, I have one more task for you.”


  “What is it, my Queen?”


  “I’d like you to clean the bathroom wearing only your sexy panties. Fold up your clothes and put them here,” she said and pointed to the couch. “I’ll sit here and use them as a footrest while you scrub our toilet. How does that sound, servant?”


  Joseph hated the idea, but he knew what he had to say. “It sounds most pleasing, Queen.”


  “Move along now, strip down. My show is about to start,” she said and acted like there was an urgency to the situation. She moved her arms a bit as he pulled the clothes from his body. He was down to only his panties. They were bright yellow and as thin as air. She could see every bit of his package, but at least he had kept it shaved and pleasant looking.


  “Oh my, you look so beautiful in your pretty panties,” she said and pointed at her husband.


  “Thank you, Queen,” he said. Jean watched as his dick was growing hard.


  “You love wearing your sexy panties, servant! Look at your dick grow. I must get a picture,” she said and pulled out her phone. She snapped it. “I’ll send you a copy.”


  Joseph stood in utter silence and covered his crotch. His face was redder than a bowl of cherries.


  “Don’t be embarrassed my beautiful man,” she said and brushed his hair. “I love how you look. Now, get to work,” she said and smacked his ass. She skipped off to the bathroom and slammed the door shut behind him.


  Jean rolled her eyes to the side and plopped on the couch. She perched her feet on Joseph’s folded clothes and listened for the sounds of a spray bottle coming from the bathroom. She waited a few minutes without turning on the television, unable to relax. But the sounds of cleaning never started.


  Jean got up and tiptoed over to the bathroom. She was careful not to make a sound. Soft moans and groans sounded from the other side of the door. Jean took a deep breath and threw the door open.


  Joseph stared at his woman with wide eyes and his hand around his dick. It pulsated in his hand. Cum filled the sink.


  “What the hell is going on in here?” she said and looked at his dick and the sink. “Did you jack that little thing off?”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and focused on the floor.


  “I thought I wasn’t going to have to do this to you, Servant, but you’ve been a very bad boy.”


  “Do what?”


  “Lock your dick up,” she said with a fire in her eyes.


  “What do—?”


  Jean held up her hand to silence the man.


  “Get dressed. We’re going to the store. You’ve disappointed me greatly, servant. Meet me in the car.”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and slumped where he stood. Jean strutted off, grabbed her keys, and headed to the car. Men were weaker than she thought, and Joseph had earned himself a ticket to chastity training. She thought she was going to skip that chapter, but she supposed all men needed it. What a disappointment.


   


  ♦


  



  Jean and Joseph sat in the parking lot of the sex shop. Joseph breathed heavily and avoided exiting the vehicle. Jean’s patience ran thin. He knew what he did. He had been extra naughty touching himself like that in the restroom. Men had no tact.


  “Don’t make this harder than it has to be,” Jean said. She patted her husband on the shoulder. She loved him for walking down this road with her, but he had to get out of the car.


  “It’s hard to go in a store when you know it’ll result in your dick being locked up forever,” he said and watched a young couple leave the store giggling.


  “I know, sweetie. You’re doing it for the greater good. Don’t you want to make me happy?”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and took a deep breath. He opened the door and got out the car. Jean admired her man as he strolled to the shop. She snapped a photo for her memory book. She had never been more satisfied with her husband than at that moment. He was willing to sacrifice his manhood. That meant more than any words he had ever uttered.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean played with the silicone chastity device and perched on the tub as her husband shaved his legs and privates. She loved the sight of Joseph’s tight hole as he rested his leg up on the sink. Joseph moved the blade over his skin. The razor left behind smooth skin ready to take his new toy. He didn’t shave too close to the base of his dick or anywhere else that could require removing the device.


  Joseph finished the job and rinsed off in the shower. Jean dried him with a towel. His dick turned to steel at her touch.


  “You’ve been bringing me a lot of pleasure recently, servant. I love how clean the house is when I come home. Your meals are delicious. Have you been happy to allow me such joy and peace?”


  Joseph touched his naked body. The stiffness of his shaft didn’t waver. He loved every second of his transformation, even if it was painful for him to admit. No man wanted to watch his masculinity fall from a cliff.


  “Joseph, answer me when I speak to you.”


  “Yes, Queen. Everything we do makes me happy. I haven’t been more satisfied throughout our entire marriage.”


  “I feel the same,” she said. “I want to give you a treat before we lock you up in the cage. Lie on the ground.”


  Joseph did as she said. Jean got down and straddled his bare body. She rubbed lotion all over his legs and worked up his thighs to his dick. She added a dollop more of the hypoallergenic cream up and down his dick. Precum quickly oozed from the tip of his cock.


  “You like when I touch you like that, servant?”


  “Very much, Queen.”


  “How about this?” she asked and wiped his dick off. Then, she flattened Joseph’s dick on his stomach and moved her pussy over the top. She began sliding her drenched lips up and down his shaft. Her knees pressed into Joseph’s arms, and he couldn’t move. He cried out because the pleasure was too intense.


  “I love that, Queen. Ah!.”


  “Why’d you have to touch yourself? You could have had this tonight,” she said and lifted her hips to slide down his tool. He cried out as the warmth of her pussy surrounded his raw dick. It had been weeks since he had felt inside of his woman. The experience was too stimulating. He couldn’t handle the pleasure. Jean read the torture all over his face.


  Jean moved up and removed his dick from her. She rocked her hips up and down the length of his boner. She could see the climax rushing to the surface on Joseph’s face as her soaking lips pleasured his dick.


  “I’m going to cum,” Joseph cried out.


  “Cum for me,” she said and slapped his chest. She pumped her hips harder, and Joseph’s body convulsed under her. He ejaculated all over his stomach. Long strings of cum shot from his dick. “Wow. You had a lot in there,” she said.


  “I always have a lot for you, my Queen.”


  Jean smiled. “Get to your knees, servant. Queen needs to cum.”


  Joseph nodded and got up to his knees. His cum slid down his body, and his softening dick shrank into him. Jean grabbed Joseph by the hair and rocked his face on her pussy.


  “Suck my clit you dirty whore,” she said.


  Joseph locked his mouth onto her clit and suctioned his lips around it. He sucked and licked with his tongue. Jean helped a bit and guided his head, but she rushed to a finish with his impressive tongue work.


  “Ah,” Jean called out and panted. Her body spasmed.


  “Cum for me, Queen,” Joseph said in a muffled voice with his face buried in her pussy. Juices squirted out of her as she climaxed. Jean held his head in place as the sensation washed over her.


  “Clean up and put the device on,” she said after her body settled down from the orgasm. Joseph ran a moist towel over his dick and rinsed off in the sink. He fastened the cage over his cock, and Jean locked it in place. She fixed the key on a necklace. “I’ll wear your key around. Do you like it, servant?”


  “It’s perfect, Queen,” he said and looked down to his locked dick. There were worse things in the world than being controlled by a Goddess like Jean. He could get used to chastity in exchange for orgasms like the one he had that day.


  Jean slapped his cock, chuckled, and kicked him out the room to take a bath.
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  Jean entered the restaurant overlooking the city. The hostess greeted Jean and lead her to the table. Becky sat eagerly awaiting her sister. Little time remained before Becky’s big day, and it radiated from her face. They kissed and sat. Becky noticed the shiny ring around Jean’s neck instantly.


  “You didn’t,” she said and reached across the table. Jean could see Becky imagining Joseph in his cage.


  “I did,” Jean said. She nodded and glanced around the place. She needed a drink. It had been another long day at the office.


  “What did he do? I could never imagine doing that to David,” Becky said and shook her head slowly. She sipped from her gimlet on the rocks. Jean envied her drink and flagged down the nearest server.


  “Yes?” the annoyed man asked.


  “Give me a gimlet on the rocks just like hers. It’s been a long day,” she said.


  The man walked away without a reply. Jean could sense his frustration, but she had been there. She’d leave a fat tip. It was all good. Jean returned her attention to her sister.


  “You’re such a bitch,” Becky said and laughed at her sister.


  “Whatever. We both waited tables for years. Get me a drink, and I’m fine,” she said.


  “Did you finalize the plans for the club? I’ve been worried about not getting that booth,” Becky said.


  “Sister, don’t worry. I got you. I called and confirmed a couple days ago. I ordered some bottles for the table too.”


  “I don’t know how we’ll ever drink all that liquor.”


  “That night is about more than the booze or money, Becky,” Jean said. The waiter returned with her drink and cut into the conversation. Jean gulped the cocktail as Becky ordered. She ordered next and got the entree-sized salad. “Like I was saying, it’s about your wedding. It’s your special day.”


  “I know,” Becky said and exhaled.


  “But, I was wondering if you’d do me the biggest favor in the world?”


  Becky raised an eyebrow at Jean and drew out her words. “What is it?”


  “I was wondering if we could start the party at my place to humiliate Joseph a little bit before taking the van to the club.”


  Becky tried to maintain a straight face, but she couldn’t keep the amusement she felt from the surface. “You don’t think it’ll freak out the others?”


  “It won’t be anything too crazy. I promise. Please?”


  “Fine, but we’re only staying there for one drink,” Becky said.


  Jean cheered and clapped her hands. Becky begged her to quiet down before other patrons glared at them. Jean agreed, but she grinned all throughout lunch.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean zipped up her leather dress and shimmied her chest into place. She glided lipstick over her lips and fluffed her hair in the mirror. The dress hugged her curves like a rubber band. She twisted to the side and admired her plump ass.


  “Bring me my pumps, servant,” Jean yelled into the air.


  Joseph had been on the bed behind her and scurried off to the closet. She hadn’t relieved him in a week or so, and he became more of her pet by the day. She loved to watch him pant at her feet.


  “Why don’t you slip them on for me too?”


  “Of course, my Queen,” he said. Jean held out her leg, and Joseph nudged the shoe around her slim, petite foot. Touching her bare skin and looking up her thigh thickened his staff, but it had nowhere to go in his cage. He never knew restriction could hurt so good until that last week. Jean had teased him more than ever before in the marriage, and she wasn’t letting up either.


  Jean spread her legs, and Joseph almost died at the site of her raw pussy. It glistened above him. He wanted to touch it, but he knew better than to risk a future orgasm. Jean stepped back to address her husband.


  “I have some expectations for you when the ladies arrive, servant,” she said.


  “Whatever you want, my Queen,” he said.


  “You’ll have to call me that when they’re here. We’re only having one drink, and then the van is picking us up. But I need those drinks to come out extra fast when they get here. Can you handle that?”


  “Of course, my Queen. I’ll go to the kitchen now.”


  At that moment, the doorbell rang. Jean spritzed her favorite scent on her wrist and dabbed a bit on her neck. The smell drove Joseph wild, but he had to job to do.


  “If you’re extra good tonight, you might earn a treat, servant,” she said.


  “That’d be most delightful if it is what you desire my Queen,” he said and left the room. Jean followed him out and sashayed to the door, crossing one foot in front of the other. Becky stood on the other side with all their girlfriends. The van had picked them up at Becky’s place.


  Jean threw her arms into the air and screamed hello. The ladies jumped up and down in excitement. Jean opened the door wider, the ladies poured into the house. Jean knew Joseph was supposed to open the door, but she preferred him as a barmaid. She didn’t want to shock her friends too much, but her key showed and sparkled on her chest.


  “Honey, the ladies are here and thirsty!” Jean hollered into the kitchen. Their girlfriends cheered and chanted for drinks. Joseph impressed Jean and appeared with a tray of cocktails. He wore an apron folded around his waist. He showed no shame at his position.


  “I made a gimlet on the rocks for everyone because I know it’s Becky’s favorite,” Joseph said and passed out a drink to each of the women. Becky hollered praise at Joseph’s choice.


  “Thank you, sweetie,” Jean said when he finished.


  “Anything else I can get you ladies?” he asked.


  Most of the women shook their heads, but Becky raised her hand. “I have a question,” she said.


  Jean bit her lip and smirked at her sister.


  “Jean, what’s that necklace for around your neck?”


  Joseph’s mouth fell agape, and the color washed away from his skin. Jean turned to her husband. “Why don’t you tell them, baby? What’s my key for?”


  Joseph opened his mouth to say something, but instead, he turned on his heel and headed for the kitchen.


  “Joseph, don’t leave us hanging like that! Tell the ladies why I have this key. Now they’re dying to know.”


  “Yeah, tell us!” a couple of the women said.


  Joseph turned and looked at Jean and Becky. His dick swelled in his cage, but he didn’t want the world to know about it.


  “Don’t be a bad boy,” Jean said. “You know what happens when you’re naughty.”


  No orgasm. Joseph panicked and muttered something nobody heard.


  “What was that, darling?” Jean asked him in a sing-song voice. Their friends sat at the edge of the couch, waiting to hear Joseph’s answer.


  “A chastity cage,” he said. He covered most of his face. Red crept onto his skin like an old-school thermometer.


  “What’s that?” one of the women asked.


  Becky chuckled and eyed her sister.


  “Show them the picture we took of it,” Jean said to Joseph.


  “My Queen, please. Anything but that.”


  “Now, please. Don’t you ladies want to see the picture?”


  “Yes! Show us, Joseph!”


  Joseph sighed and pulled out his phone from his pocket. He scrolled through all the sissy photos Jean had taken of him over the past few weeks and found the picture he knew Jean wanted. It showed his penis small and swollen side by side. Jean loved the picture. He regularly found her staring at it.


  Jean snatched the phone from his hands and showed her friends the photo. Joseph ran off to the kitchen and hoped Jean didn’t call him back.


  The ladies laughed and asked questions. Becky and Jean explained the entire concept of femdom to their friends. He wondered how many other men would end up like him after that night; stripped of their masculinity and entirely at bliss.


  Half an hour later the ladies finished their drinks and headed out for a night on the town. Jean stepped into the kitchen to say a few words to her husband first.


  She brushed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to find a big, strong bull to grind up on me tonight. He’ll get me hot and bothered, and then I’m going to take it out on your face. Maybe your dick too. Sound good?”


  Joseph nodded furiously, “yes, my Queen. I’ll be here waiting.”


  Jean turned and strutted toward the open door. “Bye, my servant. You’re such a good boy to me,” she said. She looked over her shoulder, winked, and shut the door behind her.
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  The van dropped Jean off last at her house. She slid the door open and stumbled out. The driver failed to help her. She hollered at the man and staggered toward the door. Jean fumbled with her keys, and they fell to the ground. The driver shined a light in her direction. She covered her eyes and waved the guy away to go home. She managed the door and barged inside.


  Joseph waited for her on his knees.


  “How was your night, my Queen?”


  “Great. Help me get undressed, servant,” Jean said and stumbled over to the sofa.


  Joseph followed behind her and knelt when she sat on the couch. He pulled off her heels and massaged her feet. Jean let her neck fall back into the pillow as relaxation coursed through her. Joseph had been dying to get free from his cage. He imagined his wife with all types of big strong men with much bigger dicks than he.


  “You were so good at the party,” Jean said through slurred words. Joseph didn’t care how drunk she was. Her pussy was staring straight at him under her tight dress, and he wanted his treat.


  “Thank you, my Queen. Should I help you get your dress off now?”


  “Yes, servant,” she said. Joseph unzipped the dress and revealed her naked body. He wished to taste her like a bar of chocolate. She smelled of lust and a party. A man’s cologne drifted into Joseph’s nostrils. “Did you dance with any men tonight, my Queen?”


  “Oh yes. A few strong men. I felt their massive dicks grinding on my ass. One of them even touched my pussy. I didn’t even try to stop him,” she said with a wicked smile.


  Joseph swelled in his device. He needed to break free from his cell. He desired his wife’s warm cave more than anything in the world. Jean pulled the chain off her neck and threw it behind her.


  “Go find the key and come back ready to fuck me like a man,” she said with a fierceness in her eyes.


  Joseph jumped over the couch and fit the key into the lock. He unlatched his cage and watched it fall to the floor. He smacked his dick a few times, but it didn’t take too long for it to get rock solid. His naked wife was a few feet from him and ready to receive his dick. Joseph went back to his woman and got on his knees.


  “Yes, slave. Eat that pussy,” she said and pushed his face into her sex. Joseph had plenty of practice throughout his training. Jean closed her eyes, and the pleasure was almost too much to take. Joseph licked between her gushing lips and throbbing clit. An orgasm bubbled under the surface from his tongue work, but she died to have a dick inside of her.


  “Fuck me, slave,” she said.


  Joseph didn’t miss a beat. He slid his rod into her accepting pussy. Jean moaned and grabbed his ass. She thrust him into her and forced him to use his entire length. Jean rubbed her clit and bit her bottom lip. She wasn’t going to last much longer.


  “I’m going to cum, my Queen,” Joseph said and panted. His grunts held back the cum from rocketing out his dick.


  “Me too, servant. Fuck me hard. Use that dick,” she said.


  He pounded her hole with all his might, and less than a minute later, their two bodies spasmed as Joseph filled her with his milk, and her nectar gushed from her pussy. Jean clawed into Joseph’s back until her body calmed. He didn’t move a muscle.


  “Clean me up and carry me to bed, slave. You don’t have to wear your cage tonight,” she said and puckered her lips. Joseph kissed his wife.


  “Right away, my Queen,” he said and ran off to fulfill his woman’s commands.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean awoke the next morning a bit hungover, but Joseph had cooked her breakfast and served it in bed. She nestled into her pillow with the smell of coffee and bacon filling the room. A horrible yet irresistible reality show played in the background. Joseph had outdone himself.


  “Sit at the end of the bed for me, baby.”


  “Yes, my Queen.”


  Jean ate a few bites of her oatmeal and got sucked into the drama on the TV. Joseph was noticeably enjoying himself. She hadn’t put the cage back on him. She had a couple more things she wanted to do first.


  “Honey, how did you feel last night? With my girlfriends coming over? With me going out and dancing with another man? Are you happy with how the night went?”


  Joseph faced the television and watched the toothpaste commercial.


  “Sweetie, answer me. It’s okay to tell me no,” she said. They both knew that was a lie by that point. Joseph had dug himself into too deep a hole.


  “I enjoy everything we do, my Queen,” he said. He meant it, but part of him died on the inside. The pressures of society melted away at that moment. His wife controlled him. He was no longer dominant in any way. His wife was enjoying other men, and his dick was locked in a cage.


  “Don’t you want to please me a little bit more?”


  “What would you like me to do, my Queen?”


  “Let me finish breakfast, and then I’ll show you what’s on the agenda.”


   


  ♦


  



  Joseph knelt on their living room floor. Morning sun filtered in through the glass. Heat crept into the air by the minute as it blew in from the open windows. Jean dangled a box in the air.


  “Open it, servant,” she said and threw the box to the ground.


  Joseph nodded and pulled at the tape on the package. It took him a minute, but he got the item out the box and held it in the air.


  “What will we do with this, my Queen?” he asked. He twisted the product and studied the words on it. Joseph had a sense of what would happen.


  “First, we have to open up your present and make a mold of your little pecker. How does that sound?”


  “Then what will we do?”


  “You’ll have to wait and see. Read the instructions and get going. I’m going back to bed to relax and watch TV.”


  “Right away, my Queen.”


  Jean kept her promise and returned to the bedroom. She continued watching the reality show, but Joseph soon heard light snoring coming from their quarters. He had a mission to complete.


  Joseph unwrapped the package and laid out all the tools to make his mold. He followed the instruction and mixed the materials. He placed the molding tube over his dick and some of his balls. He turned on the television and waited. He heard Jean stir in the bed. He couldn’t wait to see what she wanted to do with the homemade dildo.


  Hours passed, and Joseph had his new toy. Jean awoke and rose from the bed. She showered and returned smelling like fresh flowers and soap. She wore her silky, white robe. Joseph’s dick hurt after the hours of being hard without his cage to settle himself.


  Jean picked up the new silicone dildo and tossed it between her hands. Her robe parted and revealed her naked, lotioned body. Jean ran her tongue from the base of the toy to the tip.


  “It looks so much like you,” she said and admired his work. She compared it to his real dick. “They’re both so cute and small. Come here, baby. I need you to lick my pussy.”


  Joseph moved over to her and got to work on her hole. She controlled his movements. Her pussy gushed at the touch of his tongue.


  “Move back,” she said and pushed his head away. Jean rubbed the dildo along her wet hole. It glistened as her juices covered it. “Bend over the couch. You know what has to happen.”


  Joseph’s dick twitched at her words. “My little sissy wants to get fucked by his own dick. I would too if I were you. So curious, isn’t it?”


  He nodded and bent over. He touched his dick and stroked, but one stroke almost brought him to an orgasm. Joseph waited for Jean to make the next move.


  She added a bit of lube to his asshole and continued rubbing the dildo up and down her slit. She encouraged her man to breathe deeply to take the dick. He listened to her words, and Jean worked the dick into his ass. Inch by inch she filled the man with a replica of his rod.


  Joseph bit his lip as the cock stuffed his hole. He understood what it was to get fucked at that moment. The last sliver of his masculinity swam away to sea, but he didn’t mind. The dildo pleasured his ass as it pushed on his prostate. He groaned, wanting to touch his dick but unable to without cumming.


  “How does that cock feel in your ass, servant?”


  “It feels right, my Queen. Fuck me more,” he said, panting.


  “Oh, my servant wants more. Go to the bedroom. I left a surprise on the bed for you,” she said and smacked his ass. She allowed his hole to push out the dildo, and it fell to the floor. A little opening was left in its place. She tapped his ass again to get him moving.


  Joseph hustled to their room and found a massive strap-on waiting for him on the bed.


  “Bring it to me, slave!” Jean called from the living room. He stared at the gigantic penis in fright. It was much bigger than his own. He didn’t know that he could handle such a large staff.


  “Now! And bring me a pair of panties.”


  Joseph grabbed the toy and hurried back to his Queen. She had stripped free of the robe and lay nude on the sofa. She stood, and Joseph knelt. Jean stepped into her panties, and Joseph pulled them up.


  “Don me with the cock, slave. I’m dying to fuck you with a real dick. You need to know what a real man feels like inside of you. Isn’t that right, servant?”


  “Yes, my Queen. This is a real man’s dick,” he said and strapped it around his woman. It hung off her like a broken oak tree.


  “Help me get it wet,” she said and bounced it up and down. Joseph was on his knees and in position. Only a few months before, it would have been Jean on the floor instead of him. Oh, how wrong she had been. Joseph latched his mouth onto the cock and sucked. She pushed it deep into his throat. He choked like she had done so many times before on his dick.


  How good it felt to be on top. Jean relished the moment.


  “That’s enough, slave. Bend over and put a towel under yourself. I know you’re about to explode everywhere when I fuck you with this.”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and got into place.


  Jean added a bit more lube and pushed the cock into Joseph’s slightly loosened opening. Joseph cried out as Jean worked the toy into his ass. His hole pushed back at her, and the strap rubbed her clit. Jean moaned.


  “You like that, servant?” Jean asked and filled him with the rest of the length.


  “I love it, my Queen. It made me cum,” he said.


  Jean’s eyes widened, and she peeked down at the towel. A pool of Joseph’s cum rested on the cloth.


  “Oh wow,” she said and smacked his ass two times. “You were such a bad boy for cumming before me! I’m going to ravage your ass until this thing makes me cum, servant,” she said.


  “Do as you wish, my Queen.”


  Jean pumped in and out of Joseph’s tight hole. His cock remained hard as she used the entire length of the strap to fuck her husband. Jean rushed toward an orgasm, but Joseph beat her to a second one first. Another batch of cum rushed out his dick as she thrust in and out of him.


  “You’re such a bad boy,” she said and smacked his ass some more. She pumped two more times. Jean froze as she erupted in orgasm. She steadied herself with Joseph’s body.


  “Get this off me, and clean this mess up you dirty slut,” she said to Joseph and winked. He smiled and got moving.
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  Joseph drove as Jean relaxed on the way to the wedding. It was scheduled to happen at her parent’s home on the beach. Jean had called in the morning, and they assured her that everything was finished and in place. They knew how much of a bitch she’d be if they lied. She assumed they were telling the truth.


  “Did you bring enough panties for the weekend? How do you like the new ones we ordered with the pouch?”


  “They’re the most comfortable underwear I’ve ever owned,” he admitted.


  “That’s wonderful, dear. I think they make you look sexy.”


  “I have some good news, my Queen,” Joseph said. His gleeful expression grabbed Jean’s attention.


  “What is it?”


  “I got an email this morning about a job. I’ll be back to work in a couple weeks.”


  “That’s fantastic news, honey. Sounds like I’ll be getting a lot of new outfits. Won’t I, slave?”


  “Oh yes, my Queen.”


  Jean leaned the chair back and rested for the last hour of the trip. She needed the energy to drink the night away at the rehearsal dinner. Joseph swelled in his cage. Jean had put it back on before they left. She had tucked the key away in her bag. She didn’t need questions from her mother.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean strutted into the restaurant a few blocks from her parent’s place. Joseph trailed a few paces behind her. They had changed and freshened up before heading over to the rehearsal dinner. Waves crashed in the background, and an ocean breeze blew in through the screened-in windows.


  Jean’s family and friends greeted her. A lot of David’s family sat at the table too. It was a lovely sight to see all shades of skin at one event. She and Joseph grabbed a drink and mingled with the rest.


  David rushed over to Jean and Joseph. Becky was busy greeting other guests and entertaining the lot. “I have to introduce you to my brother,” David said and went to pull Byron away from whatever conversation he was having.


  It had been years since Jean last saw Byron, but time did not disappoint that man. He had thickened with muscle and added a few grays to his beard. Byron turned to face Jean, and his dick greeted her as much as his smile. Jean’s eyes couldn’t help but travel down to amble outline running halfway down the man’s thigh.


  “This is the maid of honor, Jean. She’s Becky’s sister, and this is her husband Joseph,” David said.


  Becky snapped back and met the man with eye contact, “it’s nice to meet you again, Byron,” she said with a giggle. Her eyes flashed back to his engorged pants. She needed to taste that rod. It wasn’t even hard and more prominent than most.


  “How crazy that Becky has a black sister,” Byron said. He didn’t miss a beat.


  Jean rested her hand on her chest, “I was an orphan, and the Avila family took me into their home. That’s why I kept their name even though I’m married.”


  “They told her to change her name, but she wanted to keep it,” Joseph added.


  Byron said ha at Joseph and turned his attention back to the black vixen before him. Byron’s dick started to tingle looking at her thick body and luxurious skin. He wanted to feel those big lips against his. What was a small nerdy man like Joseph doing with a black goddess like Jean?


  “So Byron, should we take our seat? We could go over our speeches,” Jean said and put out her arm for Byron to take it.


  “Yes, let’s do that,” Byron said and took her arm.


  “I’ll see you later, dear. Office maid of honor business,” she said to Joseph and winked. Byron and Jean turned away from Joseph and walked toward the head of the table. David shrugged his shoulders and went to find his wife. The people settled and sat over the next few minutes.


  The dinner passed, Jean and Byron read their speeches, the people ate, but something lingered on Jean’s mind throughout the entire evening. The outline of Byron’s penis had her in a fit. His touch and smell had her wanting to bend over a chair. Byron was a real bull, and he didn’t lose the twinkle in his eye once.


  Every time Jean looked up during dinner, Byron’s was looking her way. He licked his thick lips as a tick. She was hot and bothered.


  She hadn’t expected the last step to come so soon, but Joseph had to understand. She’d talk to him. She needed that bull.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean and Joseph had decided against staying at her parent’s. She needed a break from the craziness, and the hotel was located a block from their place. Jean fanned herself with one of the hotel pamphlets. She was still hot and bothered from her night of intense flirting with the best man.


  “Did you see Byron’s bulge?”


  “Yes, it looked bigger than that dildo you put inside of me.”


  “It did, didn’t it?” Jean said with a twisted expression. “Don’t you see what a real man’s dick looks like now, servant?”


  “Yes, it looked most pleasing. I’d understand if you needed him to satisfy you, my Queen. I saw the way you two looked at each other throughout the dinner.”


  It made his dick hard in his little home. He understood her desire for a big cock like Byron’s.


  “You’re such a good boy, slave. I’m such a lucky Queen.”


  “I’m the lucky one,” he said and leaned into her body. Jean wrapped her arm around her slave and rested his head on her chest. The TV was on in the background, but Jean could only think about taking Byron’s big cock. She had some work to do.
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  The day passed without any error or frustration. A few clouds dotted the sky, and no rain fell. A light wind blew, but nothing toppled over to the ground. Jean took her position at the altar and watched her sister marry a handsome man.


  Granted, Jean spent most of her time peeking glances of Byron’s incredible bulge, but she did enjoy herself, and Becky glowed with happiness.


  Jean did too because she watched Byron watch her. She knew lust in a man’s eye when she saw it. It was innocent and unrecognizable from the crowd with the beauty of Becky and David, but Jean could feel the spark between her and Byron.


  She needed him.


  The day turned to night, and everyone partied in the backyard. Their backyard faced the ocean. Why would they need to rent a space? The two families drank and celebrated the happy union. Jean held a glass of champagne and spoke with Byron. They sat at a table with Joseph in the background. He clung onto their energy. Most of the party danced drunkenly, but Jean had other plans.


  “You’re only two hours away driving? That’s close enough for a weekend trip,” Jean said and rubbed Byron’s thigh. His dick twitched at her touch, but he looked over to Joseph with an uncomfortable expression. They had reached the line, and it was time to cross it together. The three of them.


  “A weekend trip might be nice, my Queen,” Joseph said.


  “Did you hear that Byron, what do you think about that?” Jean asked. The back of her hand brushed his dick. His snake slithered in his pants.


  “I’m always off on the weekends,” he said.


  “So are we. We could make this a thing,” Jean said and leaned closer to Byron.


  “What exactly would we do during this time?” Byron asked. He moved forward and assumed Joseph would stop him if he went too far. He didn’t know what the man’s problem was, but Byron wanted Jean. He could taste her on his lips. Her perfume danced under his nostrils.


  Joseph watched his wife and this man flirt. Byron gained more confidence with every trade of words. Joseph was watching a train that couldn’t be stopped. He enjoyed every second of it. The humiliation of such a public venue. Byron and Jean let their walls down and moved closer together.


  “I want to show you something,” Jean said to Byron in a low voice. Joseph leaned in closer. He didn’t know what she would do.


  “What is it?” Byron asked. Waves crashed in the background. The DJ spun some records on a turntable.


  Jean lowered herself and revealed her chest to Byron. Her breasts became the only thing in his line of sight. Byron shifted in his seat to cover Jean from the crowd. He thought to tell her to put those away because of her husband, but Joseph didn’t say anything to his woman.


  “How do they look?” Jean asked Byron. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight. Torchlights lit the party. Jean shimmied her chest and flashed her teeth at Byron.


  “They look fantastic,” he said and licked his lips. Jean desired to kiss his thick lips. Mesh their black bodies together and make love while Joseph watched. Jean adored Joseph for allowing her to explore her desires.


  Joseph appeared behind the pair. Jean covered her chest quicker than lightning.


  “What are you doing, honey? Watch out for others so Byron can enjoy,” she said.


  “Yes, my Queen,” Joseph said and bowed his head. He returned to his seat. Jean whispered something to Byron Joseph didn’t hear.


  “Little one! I have a better idea. Let’s go down the beach together. I know a private spot.”


  “Of course, my Queen. Lead the way.”


  



  ♦


  



  Jean raced down the beach and pulled Byron behind her. Joseph followed them and peeked over his shoulder. Her parents lived at the edge of town, and the beach became barren quickly after their place. Jean roared with laughter as an eagerness surged within her.


  “Come on, guys! We’re almost there,” Jean called. She ran toward the ocean and splashed her feet in the gentle waves. She kicked water at her boys. Her dom and her sub. They looked majestic in the moonlight. She had never felt more like a Queen.


  She turned and darted to her old hiding spot. The guys eagerly followed. Byron looked over his shoulder and silently checked with Joseph. Joseph shrugged his shoulders and motioned his hand for Byron to go ahead with Jean.


  Byron took off after the woman. He rounded a corner of rocks and found Jean spread out on a smooth boulder.


  “Wow,” he said and admired her beauty. Her teeth and eyes popped against the darkness, but he didn’t miss a curve on her gorgeous body. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve seen.” Byron stepped toward her. His shoulders were high and his neck straight. He had one mission, and it was pleasuring Jean.


  Byron was an animal before a meal, and Jean was his feast. Joseph nestled in a rock where he could see the beach and his woman being taken by her strong man. Byron slipped off Jean’s dress and revealed her erect nipples. Their red shade glowed in the moonlight.


  Byron pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. His body was ripped with muscles. The sight of Byron wettened Jean’s sex.


  “Do you know what you do to me?” Jean asked and touched her box. She watched as Byron’s long snake transformed to a massive, stiff rod.


  “I know what I want to do to you,” Byron said and took a step closer. Joseph watched their naked bodies entangle in a deep kiss while the party raged on a football field or so away. His penis burned with pleasure in its cage while he watched his wife enjoy herself.


  Jean pushed Byron away a little bit. The pleasure was too much to handle, and she didn’t have a condom.


  “I can only suck you off tonight. You’ll have to come to our town for the real thing,” Jean said and got to her knees. Byron stood and positioned his dick.


  “That can be arranged. I want whatever you’ll offer, Goddess,” he said.


  “Bring that big dick over here,” she said and opened her mouth wide. Byron placed his hand at the back of Jean’s head and pushed his dick between her lips. Half of his dick filled her mouth until she choked on it.


  “We’re gonna have to train that throat of yours to take a real dick,” Byron said and tried to go deeper into her mouth. “Breathe through your nose and take it. You’re the dirty slut that wanted a huge cock like this.”


  “Mmhmm,” Jean moaned and took breaths through her nose. Byron got a couple more inches into her mouth, but she still had some more to go to take it all. He slid his dick in and out of her accepting mouth, ignoring as she coughed.


  “Breathe through your nose like I said,” Byron commanded her and pulled his dick out. He waited for her to catch her breath before filling her throat with his package.


  Jean rubbed her clit with one hand and held his dick with the other. Joseph watched and wished desperately to touch them both, but he had an important job. Byron focused on Jean’s mouth and loosening her throat.


  Byron pulled his dick out and slapped Jean’s face. He jacked off his dick.


  “Open up you dirty whore,” he said and rubbed his nipples with his free hand. His ass clenched, and Jean knelt under him ready to take his load. She was on the verge of cumming herself. Her pussy gushed with fluids from being handled by her new bull.


  A couple moments later, Byron grunted, and several strings of cum left his mouth and covered Jean’s lips. Most of his milk got into her mouth but not all of it. He smacked her face with his heavy piece and smeared his seed. She had the ocean water to clean herself.


  Jean panted at her bull’s touch and exploded onto her hand. The orgasm relaxed her muscles, and everything felt right. Joseph smiled at the two.


  “We’ll have to do that more often,” Joseph said.


  “Yes, we do,” Byron agreed and got Jean to her feet. She went to the water and washed her face.


  “Let’s go get a drink,” she said and smacked Joseph on his ass. She kissed his cheek. Jean couldn’t have been a happier wife. That was all that mattered. Happy wife, happy life.
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  Several weeks passed, and our married couple couldn’t think of anything but their affair with Byron. He had messaged them several pictures of his erect dick, and Jean used Joseph’s face a lot more than usual. They waited anxiously for their chocolate bull. He was set to arrive at any moment to begin their first weekend of sexual bliss.


  “I can’t wait for him to get here,” Joseph said and paced the living room.


  “Settle down, slave. Rub my feet until he does.”


  “Yes, Queen,” Joseph said and knelt before his woman. He took off her socks and lotioned her feet. She leaned back into the sofa. The evening sky darkened, and Jean needed Byron to tear up her pussy.


  They had all gone to get tested and medical papers. Jean wanted to avoid any unnecessary friction. The doorbell rang. Joseph rose his head. Jean’s heart raced.


  “Go get the door, slave.”


  “Yes, my Queen,” he said and scurried off to open the door. Byron stood on the other side with a bag of wine and some snacks.


  “Welcome, Byron. How was the drive?” Joseph asked and opened the door wide enough for Byron to step inside.


  “Traffic wasn’t too bad, and I got some supplies for the weekend,” he said and winked. Byron handed the bag to Joseph and his jacket. The weather had turned a bit colder in that past week. It was the perfect time to start a bi-monthly affair.


  Byron headed to the living room to greet his Goddess while Joseph put the things away in the kitchen.


  “How’s my beautiful woman?” Byron asked Jean and lifted her into his arms. She squealed. They kissed.


  “Never been better,” she said and wrapped her arms around Byron’s neck.


  “I know I just got here, but I need you,” Byron said in a soft voice. He kissed Jean’s neck and ear.


  “Slave, come here!”


  Joseph rushed into the room. He admired the strong man holding his wife. His dick twitched, but it had nowhere to go. It couldn’t grow.


  “Yes, my Queen?”


  “Follow us to the bedroom. We need your help,” she said.


  Joseph followed a few paces behind the two, and Jean led the way. She kicked open their bedroom door. An assortment of toys and party favors laid by the bed. Joseph had prepared everything for his wife and her bull.


  “Undress us, servant. Start with him and do me second,” she said.


  “Of course, my Queen.”


  Byron chuckled and raised his eyebrow. He wasn’t sure if the man was going to take off his clothes by the look on his face. Joseph reddened to his deepest shade yet.


  “Hurry up, slave. I want his dick.”


  Joseph nodded and pulled Byron’s shirt lightly over his head to reveal the man’s muscular figure. Byron flexed instinctively, and Joseph cowered into the ground.


  “The pants too,” Jean urged him.


  Joseph moved his hands to Byron’s waistline and unbuttoned his pants. Byron’s semi-hard dick pressed against the denim, and Joseph admired his outline. Not many men had a dick like Byron’s. He was blessed in that department. Joseph took a deep breath and pulled the man’s pants to the ground. He revealed the anaconda-sized cock. Joseph paused in awe.


  “Now me, servant!”


  “Yes, my Queen,” he said. Joseph crawled over to his woman and removed her shirt and skirt. She had skipped the panties that day because she knew what was coming.


  “Go get your key and come back naked. We still need you,” Jean said and threw his key into the hallway. Joseph raced to unlock his cage and get naked.


  When Joseph came back, Byron’s raw dick was pumping in and out of Jean’s pussy. Joseph took a seat in the corner and watched the stallion ravage his woman. She panted and arched her back. Jean dug into the sheets. She tried to run from his big dick, but Byron’s strong hands held her in place.


  “I’ve been waiting to fuck this pussy, you slut. You’re going to take this big dick,” Byron said and filled her with his entire length. Jean cried out but didn’t resist. She had asked for that.


  Joseph beat his dick furiously in the corner.


  “Don’t cum yet! We still need you,” Jean commanded Joseph through high-pitched moans. Byron was tearing her pussy up. She gushed around his dick. Each thrust got easier to go deeper.


  “Shut up, whore,” Byron said and smacked Jean’s ass. Byron loved knowing where he stood in her life. He was the alpha, and nobody could stop him. Jean waved Joseph over to the bed and didn’t use words. She grabbed her husband’s head and guided it to her clit.


  He knew what to do.


  Joseph latched onto her pleasure button with his mouth. Byron’s dick slid in and out of her centimeters from his face. Joseph’s dick burned with desire. He needed to cum. It was too hot to handle.


  Jean panted, “I’m about to cum.”


  “Me too,” Byron said and smacked her ass. “Cum for me you little slut,” he said and fucked her harder. Joseph sunk deeper into her clit.


  Jean grunted and her body spasmed. Byron joined her a second later. He moved his dick in and out of her a couple more times, but she clawed into his arm. She couldn’t stir. Cum leaked out of her pussy around the dick and fell onto Joseph’s face.


  He beat his dick and exploded a few moments after the pair.


  “What a way to start a weekend,” Byron said and collapsed onto the bed.


  “Yes, it’s just the start,” Jean said and kissed him. “Slave, you’re sleeping on the couch tonight, and Byron is sleeping here.”


  “Yes, my Queen.”


  “Clean us up before you go too,” she said and winked.


  “Of course, my Queen. Anything else?”


  She turned to Byron, “don’t you want breakfast in the morning?”


  “Yes, add that to the list,” Byron said.


  “Anything to make you happy, my Queen.”


  Jean nodded, and Joseph took his cue. He left the room to get a warm, wet towel to clean off his couple. After that, he severed their every desire for the rest of the weekend.


  But that was just the first of many sexy adventures for the trio. They started something unstoppable and unthinkable. There was no way they could give it up after one time. They had too much to try. Too much to explore.


  They were the makers of their own game and wanted to play. Why should they let society stop them? They did what felt right and loved every second of it.
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  I hope you enjoyed Discovering Dominance.


  Explore my website or Amazon page for other steamy erotica reads. Links below ↓↓


  Stay Connected ♥


  



  



  Amazon Page:amazon.com/author/clovercox


  



  Clover Cox Mailing List


  



  Website:clovercox.com
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