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“What do you think you’re doing?!” Amber shouted as she walked into the room to find her husband with his pants down in front of their computer.  With a myriad of photos of leather-clad women on the screen and the completely shocked look upon his face, it was clear to her that she had interrupted him just moments before climax.

“I … ummmm…” Joe stammered as he fumbled to minimize the windows on the screen, but his wife had already seen it all.

“Uhhhh – don’t try to make excuses, mister!  You know the rules,” she scolded him as he cowered in the chair.

“I’m sorry, honey.  I just…” he tried to get out.

“No, no – don’t apologize now!” she interrupted.  “In fact, if masturbation is what you really want, come with me…”

With that, the redhead stomped angrily back to the office door, then turned and said strictly, “Come on!  You’ve already abused my trust – don’t go wasting my time, too!”

Joe stood up from his chair and pulled his pants back up, then quickly followed his wife through the house and into their bedroom where she disappeared into the closet.  From behind the door he heard her yell, “Get your clothes off!  Every last bit of them!!!”

The tone in her voice told him that she meant business, so he quickly fumbled to pull his pants back off again, followed shortly by his socks and shirt until he stood there wearing only his briefs.  A quick replay in his head of previous “encounters” reminded him that his underwear was most definitely included when his wife told him everything, so he sheepishly removed them as well and threw them on the pile with the rest of his clothes in the corner.

A moment later Amber came back from their walk-in closet, carrying a number of leather items from their toy box.  “On your knees, hands behind your back!” she ordered as she entered the room, then without warning approached him from behind and wrapped a leather collar around his neck.  She pulled the buckle tight and then secured it with a padlock before then kneeling down behind him to wrap a leather bondage belt around the man’s waist.  Amber cinched that tight as well, causing him to suck in his stomach a bit before pulling it even further and buckling the clasps.  The final item she brought was a pair of leather wrist cuffs, which she quickly buckled around each of her husband’s now trembling wrists.

“Are you scared?” she asked with a chuckle upon noticing his shivering.

“Yes,” he said meekly.

“Why?!” she shot back as she took her seat on the red leather bench in front of him.

“B-B-Because I disobeyed you, Goddess…” he stuttered, dropping his eyes to her feet.

“And how did you disobey me, slave?” she pressed on.

“I tried to have an orgasm without you, but my orgasms belong to you, Ma’am,” he told her.

“That’s right,” she told him, reaching out with her hand and raising his chin to meet his eyes with her own.  “You’re not to cum unless you’re in my presence and even then, only when I’ve given you permission.  Those are the rules, aren’t they, slave?”

“Yes, Goddess,” he replied, looking deep into her penetrating green eyes.

“You need to be punished,” she informed him solemnly, “but first we might as well finish what you started…”  With that, Amber stood up from her chair momentarily and stepped behind him with the last item she had brought out – a bright red leather ballgag – which she assertively wedged between his teeth, then tightened strictly behind his neck.  Once he was muffled, she reached down and unfastened his right wrist cuff from the belt, then returned to her chair once again.

Taking a condom from the nearby nightstand, she quickly unwrapped it and slid it down his now semi-erect cock.

“There you are,” Amber told her husband.  “If you want to masturbate, you do it in front of me, so go ahead!”

Joe’s eyes darted to the floor ashamed again, however she quickly corrected him as she ran her freshly painted nails down his chest…

“I’m not giving you an option here, slave!” she said, raising her voice as she looked down at him kneeling cowardly before her.  “I’m telling you to jerk off – now!”

Joe swallowed deeply, then looked her in the eyes once again as she took the leash hanging from his collar and pulled it tight.  Knowing that his punishment would be far greater if he continued to disobey, he nervously pulled his right hand from behind his back and brought it down to take hold of his cock, which was now fully erect.

“Go on…” she coaxed, pulling him close with the leash and stroking his cheek with her red nails.  Her eyes cut into him like daggers as she leaned into him and tightened her grip.  “Cum for me…”

As her shiny, red lips mouthed those words, he felt like he had been put into a trance and slowly began massaging his cock with his free hand.

“Yeah, that’s it…” she whispered deeply to him.  “Cum for your Goddess…”

Of all the dominance that his wife held over him, Joe got off on Amber’s authoritative voice more than anything and within maybe forty-five seconds, he felt himself begin to spasm.  Amber glanced down at the gag buried between his lips as he let out a small groan, then returned to lock eyes with his just as he began to lose focus with his release.  She smiled a sultry grin as he shook for a few seconds more, then wasted no time locking his wrist back behind his back before he even finished ejaculating…

“Now, as I was saying,” she told him, taking a hold of his leash and pulling it firmly to get his attention as he came back down from his orgasm.  “You deserve to be punished for disobeying me … but how should I punish you?”  Grazing the nails of her free hand over his chest as he took in one deep breath after another, they finally wandered up around one of his nipples and without warning, she dug her nail in hard, causing him to shriek out in pain.

“That works!” she laughed with a smile, dropping the leash so that she could take hold of his other nipple as well, then pulling him close again merely by his nipples as her red nails tore into his tender flesh.  She grinned sadistically in his whimpering face as she scissored her nails back and forth, looking down occasionally to see if she had broken the skin.  Noting that she hadn’t, despite the buds now each being a bright pink, she continued with her torture with a quiet chuckle as he attempted to scream out in agony through the ballgag.

After several minutes of this passed, Amber felt something brush up against her knee and looked down to see that her husband’s cock was getting aroused once again.  She smirked and said, “I thought this might happen…” then released his nipples and disappeared into the closet once again.

She came back not a moment later, carrying a jingling sound with her that he soon recognized as a pair of particularly vicious nipple clamps, which she proceeded to reach around from behind and screw down on each of his already devastatingly sore nipples.  Joe groaned as the clamps bit into his raw flesh, but Amber didn’t even acknowledge his cries as she continued to what seemed like her predetermined severity of tightness.  Once both clamps were in place, she unhooked his right wrist from behind him and took her seat once again on the chair in front…

“Now it’s not punishment if it doesn’t hurt, sweetie!” she told him cheerfully as she took his leash in one hand and the chain that hung between the clamps in the other.  “Now you’re the one who wanted to cum, so do it again.”

Joe’s eyes widened as he heard the words, nearly overwhelmed by the pain that he felt in his nipples, but as his wife’s eyes remained locked on his and she began to jingle the chain gingerly, sending even further agony through his nipples, he raised his hand almost systematically once again and began to jerk his cock … this time much more furiously than before as his nipples burned like fire.

Amber’s grin grew wider and wider as she flipped her wavy, red hair off of her shoulders, only losing sight of her husband’s agony for a brief moment before reinforcing her grasp even further.  It was times like these that she adored about being a dominant woman the most – towering over a man who worshipped her and bringing tears to his eyes as her own gleamed proudly.  She could smell the fear trembling in front of her as she playfully twirled the nipple chain around her neatly manicured fingers, then felt an even more impressive surge of power as she reached down and tightened each of the clamps another half turn, causing the man to yelp out helplessly in pain.

Of course, his cry only taunted her to push him even farther as she leaned in and tweaked the clamps another notch yet before pulling them tight and telling him, “That’s right, slave – hurt for me…”

The redheaded vixen felt a tingle between her legs as the words slipped from her mouth…

And another moment later, the man kneeling before her was overcome as well as he felt another orgasm gush forth from his cock, this one considerably harder than the last.  Amber kept both chains taunt and stared him right in the eyes as he stammered through the gag to catch his breath, then once he had slumped over in exhaustion, nonchalantly stood up and pulled his now weak arm behind his back once more.

As she walked back to the closet again, his mind reeled between fantasy and reality as this devastating Goddess continued to inflict upon him her punishment.  ‘What could she possibly have left?’ he wondered as he vaguely heard her rummaging through things, then he sighed as he heard the noises cease and her footsteps approaching again.

Although he couldn’t see what she had brought with her this time, he was at least partially relieved as she took pity on him and loosened the clamps that now bit relentlessly into his nipples.  She didn’t remove them completely, but the several turns counterclockwise made a world of difference as he imagined that he could almost see straight once again.  Amber then helped him to stand up and turn around, wrists still bound behind his back, and it was then that he caught a glimpse of her latest implements…

He immediately began to shake his head “No” in fear, for on the bed was one of her most severe paddles – a black leather paddle with a beautifully-detailed purple rose embroidered on its surface that had been given to her as a birthday present by one of her closest friends.  She often joked that when that paddle came out, she didn’t stop until her slave matched its color, however at this point it seemed almost more than he could take.

Taking him roughly by the leash, she lead him over to the makeshift spanking area at the end of their bed.  It consisted of a long, leather-padded bar that ran the entire foot of the bed and just so happened to be perfectly at waist height for the purpose of bending someone over it.  In one fell swoop, Amber pushed him over the bar before unclipping his wrist cuffs from behind his back and then immediately attaching them to separate hooks located in each of the bedposts, stretching his body tight between them in the process.  Then kicking his feet squarely apart with the toe of her boot first, she retrieved her weapon of choice and slowly began paddling her husbands pale, but inviting ass with the ornate leather...

“I know this is particularly tough for you, slave,” she preached as she tenderized his ass, “but it hurts me just as much as it hurts you…”

Amber stopped and laughed for a moment, then corrected herself, “Well, that’s not true!  This definitely hurts you a lot worse than it hurts you, but that’s why I’m the Goddess and You’re the slave!”  she spoke defiantly.  “If I want you to feel pain, and when you disobey me, I most definitely want you to feel pain, then that’s exactly what’s going to happen.  And it doesn’t matter how much you cry or beg or whimper…” she told him, almost shouting now as the wooden paddle came down harder and harder with every emphasis.  “If you don’t learn to obey me,” she continued, “then at the very least I think you should suffer for me!”

By the time she worked up to a steady rhythm, she had all but tuned out his pathetic moaning while the leather cut through the air one swing after another, clapping down on his tender flesh before with an unrelenting strike before almost immediately being drawn back again and again.  Her body began to glisten as she worked up a sweat while his discipline continued, feeling her adrenaline soar as her victim before her lay bound and bruised.  His skin had been highlighted first with bright reds and pinks, and was just now beginning to transcend into her favorite shade of purple as she prepared for his final punishment…

Suddenly and without warning, the spanking stopped and he saw the purple instrument of destruction tossed from her hand and land on the bed just in front of him.  Confused, Joe struggled a bit to look over his shoulder to see what his Goddess had in store next, but between the strict restraints and his brutal ordeal, it was all he could do to simply collapse his head on the red satin comforter in front of him.

Behind him, Amber got a wicked smile on her lips as she leaned over and began to whisper into his ear, “It’s ok, baby – it’ll all be over soon…”

She repeated the phrase two or three more times, saying the words more slowly and clearly with each iteration until, upon hearing the final word, he began to feel something pressing up against his backside.  He knew immediately what it was and waited tensely as it teased his opening just a bit longer, then let out an unbridled moan as she began to push with more force, guiding the large, purple dildo into his ass.

Amber pushed slowly, but steadily as the purple silicone slipped inside right up until her hips touched his ass at its hilt, then pulled back about three quarters of the way before easing the phallus into her husband again.  He cried out as he laid there helpless and defeated, knowing that there was absolutely nothing he could do to resist his wife’s advances.

“I think you’re finally starting to understand…” she told him as her pace increased.  “Your job is to obey.  Not to resist or to fight – just obey.”  She began to focus more on long, deep thrusts as the dildo rubbed generously on her clit.  “It’s an honor to serve underneath me, and today you violated that honor.”  She placed her hands on his hips and started to pull him into her at the peak of each thrust.  “And these are the kinds of things that happen to slaves who don’t obey.”

Soon what had started as a slow, but deliberate thrusting had transformed into the ass fucking of a lifetime as she pounded the purple phallus into her slave’s ass again and again.  Amber felt her own breathing begin to quicken as well as the pressure on her clit encouraged her to thrust with even more vigor.  Looking down at the trembling mass before her that was bound purely for her own pleasure and torture, she felt a surge of adrenaline race through her body as she savored the essence of female domination at its finest, knowing as the purple dildo slipped in and out of his ass with little regard for his own comfort that her finale would soon be near…

“I own you, slave!” she taunted as she plunged the purple dildo deep into him without remorse.  “And one way or another, you’re going to learn how my slave needs to act … and if it means we have to go through this again when you even think about touching my penis,” she panted threateningly, “then that’s exactly … what … we … will … do!”

Through it all, Joe just laid there bound to the bed, helpless to resist as his wife ravished him severely.  His whole body ached, if not from the tight restraints holding him like a wishbone between the bedposts, then from the spanking and clamping that had left his ass and nipples throbbing with pain that was accentuated all the worse as Amber shook his body by slamming in and out of his poor asshole relentlessly.  It was the harshest punishment that she had ever given him, and as he listened hopelessly to her lecture, all he could think about was kneeling at her feet and caressing the soles of her leather boots in reverence as he had so many times in the past.

His trance was cut short, however, as he suddenly felt the tension in his right arm go free after Amber had reached up and unhooked one of his wrist cuffs from the bedpost.  “Now this is it!” she announced.  “If you hadn’t guessed from all of this, you’re not going to be having another orgasm for quite a while, so let’s see you cum again for me one last time…”

Joe’s arm dropped weakly to his side as the penetration continued.  Amber waited a moment longer, then began to moan passionately as she said, “It’s now or never, slut!  I’m offering you one last cum as a courtesy for taking all of my punishment here today so well, but if you don’t cum before I do, then you can just forget it!”

“…and I’m very close…” she added with a small chuckle, now barely able to keep her breath as she rammed into her husband as hard as possible while the tiny nubs on the backside of the dildo tickled her in all the right places.

Joe groaned deeply into gag – the most sound he had made in a while – then strained to reach his cock with his free hand.  Surprised to see that it was already the hardest it had been in ages, he wrapped his hand slowly around its girth and tried to massage it as best as he could.

“That’s it, boy!” she shouted.  “How do you like masturbating now?!  Is it as good as the real thing?!”

Although he could barely move, his senses were already so overloaded that he felt himself building already.  Suddenly he felt Amber’s hand come crashing down on his sore ass with a couple of rapid spanks and the searing pain was more than enough to push him over the edge as if he had just been shoved off a cliff, with her not far behind him as she drove the dildo home as if it were her own flesh and blood.  The pair both cried out – her voice rippling with passion and his still muffled by the ballgag – and then after what seemed like an eternity for different reasons for each of them, finally it was over.

Taking a few moments to collect herself, Amber took one last look to relish the scene of her naked husband impaled on the purple dildo in front of her, then laughed as she pulled it out of his shaking ass, taking note of the myriad of colors that his backside had now become.  She gingerly unclipped his other wrist, then told him, “You can go ahead and lie down on the bed to relax now – you’ve earned it!” before disappearing into the bathroom.

When she returned after having removed the strap-on and cleaned herself up a bit, she found Joe laying spread out wide on top of their comforter, condom still around his swollen member and the gag still tight between his lips.  She first removed the ballgag, then used a handful of tissues to help remove the nearly overflowing condom from his penis.  Ushering him to roll over, Amber then retrieved some soft lotions from her nightstand and proceeded to gently massage the soothing creams into his badly beaten backside.

The pair sat there for the next few minutes in silence, Joe’s pulse finally returning to normal after racing like a rollercoaster for the past hour and his wife gently floating down from her dominant high while her gentle caress worked to lessen the aches that she had just moments ago inflicted.  Once she had finished, she urged him to roll back over onto his back as she reached into her nightstand…

Leaning in close, she told him, “Despite your punishment, I hope you enjoyed that, my slave…”  Her shiny lips came down and teased his own with a gentle, but passionate kiss … her tongue gingerly dancing around his before breaking away.  He opened his eyes to meet her own deep and seductive gaze staring back at him lovingly, getting lost in them for just a moment until he noticed her hand moving towards his waist out of the corner of his eye.

Joe’s eyes shot down just in time to see Amber slipping the clear chastity cage over his limp penis, then with one fell swoop locking it tight with the silver padlock she held in her other hand.  Her sweet smile turned back to an evil grin as she repeated, “I hope you enjoyed that, slave, because you had better believe I won’t be forgetting this … again!”
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