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            My husband craves humiliation

          

        

      

    

    
      Dominic and I have spent our entire relationship far from what society would call normal. Early on he asked me if I was interested in femdom. That day was even more important for our relationship than our marriage. It was the day that he confessed his deepest and darkest desires, and offered me more power over him than any woman would ever imagine. He wanted to be placed in chastity and serve as a cuckold.

      It took a long time for me to understand what everything meant; it was a whole new world to me. The terms were new. The ideas were new. The thought of humiliating the very man I rely on to keep the lights on went against my instincts initially, but after I agreed to take control of the relationship, I became addicted to the thrill of seeing him on his knees while another man mocked him and pleasured me.

      I found him to be annoying at times. Dominic was constantly asking me to outright humiliate him in front of people we knew. It became well known by everyone in our circles that my husband was a cuckold, and we had an open invitation to nearly every single guy in our friend groups to come into our home. He loved the feeling of shame when someone found out about him for the first time, and he loved the way they laughed and looked at him while I bragged about all of the men that I slept with. The way their jaws would drop when I informed them about how my husband would put his face between my legs and lick me clean was always exciting.

      He had grown used to being in a constant state of shame, and it almost became boring to let people in on our not-so-secret secret. That is until one of his lifelong friends came into town after spending several years abroad. Jim was his best friend for the longest time. He was slightly older than Dominic, and based on the stories I heard, he mentored my husband for many years. I found it interesting that the cuckold fantasies started to form in my husband’s mind when Jim left to become an expatriate in South America.

      “Hey,” I said to Dominic when we were out to dinner with Jim. Jim had left us alone at the table so he could smoke a cigarette outside. “Are you ready?” He knew exactly what I was talking about.

      “Oh,” he looked like he had seen a ghost. “Uhh, yeah. Sure.” He was breathing heavily and I could see the sweat starting to roll down his forehead.

      “Are you sure?” I asked. It was our policy that he had to approve the humiliation before it happened. He never said no.

      “Yes,” he said, his entire body trembling. I looked at him for a moment, and I offered him enough time to back out, but he knew he wanted the feeling of being ridiculed by the man he respected the most.

      I had only seen pictures of Jim before that night. I thought he was just an average looking guy, but clearly South America had changed him. He stood at about six feet four inches, and his skin was lightly tanned. He must have spent several years focusing on his body, because he looked like he had a whole new body all together.

      “You want to see something really funny?” I asked Jim when he returned to the table.

      “Sure,” he said with a bright smile. His pearly white teeth were shiny enough to distract me from his dirty blonde hair and gorgeous blue eyes.

      I pulled up a picture on my phone that showed Dominic’s naked body. The only thing that he had on was the metal chastity device, and the way that it contained his cock and balls made it look like he was smaller than he was.

      “What. The. Fuck?” Jim’s face said it all. “Why are you showing me this?” He looked disgusted, which was a common reaction that I had grown to expect.

      “That’s our little Dominic!” I said cheerfully as I chuckled.

      “No it’s not!” He said as he shook his head. “Where the hell do you even come up with this stuff?” He looked at my husband for confirmation.

      “It’s t-true,” Dominic said as he breathed short and shallow breaths.

      “See?” I said.

      “You guys are trying to do some weird prank.” He was still not having it. “What is that thing?”

      “It’s a chastity device,” I explained, “it keeps my little cuckold from getting an erection.”

      “Quit fucking with me,” he sat back in his chair and looked off into the distance as if he was hoping we would just stop making stuff up.

      “I’ll prove it,” I said. He didn’t say anything to me, instead he just looked at me expectantly.

      “How about this one?” I opened a photo that had my husband’s face in it. The moment his eyes saw the truth it felt like the oxygen had been sucked out of the room.

      “Dude,” he said softly, “what?” He was still in shock, and I was the only one laughing at the table. I looked to my side to see Dominic’s face bright red as his best friend learned the truth about his deviant nature.

      “He’s a cuckold,” I said confidently, “do you know what that word means?”

      “Not really,” he said.

      In great detail, I explained to him everything thing that my husband was into. I told him about his submissive nature, and how he worshipped me like a goddess. How he had allowed me to sleep with any man, and how he licked up their come. Jim listened carefully as he tried to process everything. He was just discovering that his best friend was not who he thought he was, and I could see the respect he had for Dominic slowly fading away.

      “Do you, uhh,” I felt nervous suddenly. “Do you want to fuck me?” I asked. It felt strange asking him as it always did. Most men that were close to us didn’t feel as if they could be so bold, so the burden was always mine.

      “What?” He was still in disbelief. His focus shifted from me to my quiet husband. “Dude,” he said, “is this for real?”

      “Y-yes,” my husband said. He looked like he had just gotten out of the shower from all of the sweat that was starting to pour out of him.

      “Okay,” Jim said, “if that’s what you’re into, fine.” He started to laugh and then he seemed to lose interest in Dominic. I had his full attention now. “When?”

      “Do you want to follow us home?” It felt like a business negotiation as my husband sat quietly in chastity while I negotiated the terms with the alpha male.

      “Yeah,” he said as his eyes started to take on a new meaning. I could feel him checking me out, exploring my body, and I subconsciously reacted by pushing my chest out. I felt like I was selling him something.

      “You can do anything you want to me,” I said, “my little cuckold here isn’t going to say a word about it. Isn’t that right cuck?” My tone became more stern now that the situation was more open. I looked at Dominic, and I could see the nervousness in his eyes.

      “Yes goddess,” Dominic said.

      “This still feels like a joke,” Jim said, “what the fuck happened to you?” He was amazed at how subservient his best friend was to me. “You seriously worship this woman like a god?”

      “Goddess,” Dominic corrected him, “b-but yes. She is my goddess and I worship her every day.” I knew that if I had pulled down his pants I would see his cock doing its best to break free from the cage it was in. Dominic always got turned on when he shamed himself to other people, and this was the most humiliating moment that he had ever endured up until that point.

      I steered the conversation towards logistics. I didn’t want to sit at the table all night talking about it.

      “Check please!” I shouted out to the waiters standing in the corner. They came over with a huge smile as they set the bill down in the middle of the table.

      Dominic pulled his walled out and paid for the three of our meals. Jim didn’t have to say it, but I knew he was thinking about how my husband was not only a cuckold, but he was also paying for the privilege.

      “Be sure to leave a nice tip!” I said in the most sarcastic and cheerful way imaginable.

      “Y-yes goddess,” Dominic said as he pulled out a twenty dollar bill.

      The waitress looked at him with wide eyes and she covered her mouth to keep from laughing. I loved watching her face and trying to figure out what she was thinking. After I had my fun, I looked at Jim with a victorious grin. Nothing was said between us in that moment, but I knew I had successfully removed any doubt he had in his mind about us not being serious.

      “Shall we?” I said when everything was settled. The two of them shook their heads, and we walked out of the restaurant, my husband a half-step behind us while the sound of faint giggles from the restaurant staff reminded my husband of his position.
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      I couldn’t get rid of the huge smile on my face as I unlocked the front door with two men standing behind me. I knew that Jim was going to be amazed at the routine that my husband and I had whenever we came home. Without saying anything, I turned towards Jim as Dominic dropped to his knees and began taking off my high heels.

      “Sorry,” I said, “but can you please take off your shoes?” I asked Jim as I ignored the fact that I was being pampered right in front of him.

      “S-sure,” he was unable to take his eyes off of his friend as he knelt before me.

      “Isn’t he such a good cuck?” I asked as Dominic took off his own shoes. Jim just looked at me. “Cuck!”

      “Yes goddess,” Dominic crawled back to my feet.

      “One, two, three,” I paused, “worship!” I smiled at Jim as my husband began kissing the tops of my feet. I always enjoyed the sensation of having moist lips on my feet, and when it first happened, I no longer felt that men should be stigmatized for having a foot fetish. Having your feet licked is one of the most pleasurable things a woman can experience.

      Knowing that he would follow, I slowly walked into the living room and took a seat on the couch. I kicked my feet up on the table and patted the cushion next to me let Jim know he could sit down. Once he sat next to me, I tilted my head to the side so that I was resting on his shoulder and I focused on relaxing as my husband crawled up to the coffee table and began sucking my toes.

      “Cuck,” I said softly, “can you do me a favor?” I was sure to sound sweet.

      “Yes goddess,” he said as stopped sucking, and began kissing the bottoms of my feet.

      “Take off your clothes,” I said, “I want to see my little cock,” I laughed playfully and began rubbing the outside of Jim’s jeans. I could hear him sigh, and I wondered if he was getting turned on by how cruel I was being towards his friend.

      I ignored my husband as he got naked, but I knew he was watching me unzip his best friend’s pants. Neither of us knew for sure, but I sensed that his friend had a beautiful cock that was waiting for me.

      “Help him!” I shouted at my husband as Jim tried to lift himself so he could pull down his pants. Jim watched as my husband quickly dropped to his knees and began pulling down his pants while he lifted his butt from the cushion. “Isn’t he well trained?” I asked.

      “Yeah,” Jim said, “he really is into this. Wow.” He was shaking his head, and I needed to change the way he was thinking.

      “Look at this,” I said as I pulled on his slightly hard cock. “It’s so big,” I was telling the truth but I always said it to make the other man more comfortable. Believe it or not, a lot of men struggle getting it up when a cuckold is watching. “Do you see this?” I asked my husband.

      “Yes goddess,” he said.

      “And?” I tugged on Jim’s cock and slowly brought my lips to the crown. I planted a soft kiss on the underside of his cock and it constricted when I teased it with my tongue.

      “It’s big,” he said as he looked at the floor.

      “Yeah,” I said, “it’s so much bigger than yours!” I continued to kiss the tip of his cock, “well?” I snapped at Dominic.

      “S-sorry goddess,” he said as he turned towards my feet and began kissing them as he was.

      “How does it feel?” I asked Jim as I casually flicked my tongue on his cock.

      “Amazing,” he said.

      “I know that!” I joked, “I mean knowing that you’re being treated like a man while he embarrasses himself?”

      “It’s interesting,” he said as he put his hand on the back of my head and pushed me towards his cock. He was starting to get more comfortable, and it felt good to know that he was confident enough to take charge of the situation.

      His cock filled my mouth and I struggled to take all of it inside of my mouth. I gagged and saliva began dripping out of me and glazing his cock. He laughed at me, but he released his grip on me and grabbed me by the hair.

      “You like that?” Jim asked as he took his other hand and cupped my breasts.

      “Yes,” I said as I pulled my feet away from Dominic. “Cuckold!” Dominic jumped as if he was expecting something awful to happen, “take off my clothes!”

      I stood up and Jim joined me as my husband wrapped his arms around me from behind. He grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled it up until I had to raise my arms for it to come off. I stood there in front of the two men with nothing but my bra and underwear. Jim smiled at me as he reached his arm around me and unhooked my bra as if he had done it a thousand times, and my husband dropped to his knees to remove my underwear.

      “Take your shirt off!” I said to Jim. As soon as he started to pull it off, I couldn’t resist clawing my nails into his hard body.

      Dominic had pulled my panties off and I could feel his breathing on my ass. He loved licking my ass, and I was surprised that he had been able to restrain himself.

      “Kiss me,” I said to Jim. When he stepped towards me I whispered into his ear, “hold his face in my ass.”

      His lips were warm and slight stubble on his upper lip lightly tickled me. He bit down on my lower lip as if to distract me from my husband’s face being shoved into my ass.

      “Lick it!” He shouted after letting go of my lip, “clean that up!” He sent shivers down my entire body. His aggressive tone coupled with the possibility of him wanting my ass clean so he could fuck it made me feel uncontrollable lust.

      I didn’t offer my ass to many men. My husband licked it frequently, but I rarely allowed men to fuck it. The only men that I would allow were the cream of the crop, and I wasn’t having any doubts about Jim falling into that category. Just knowing that my husband was prepping my asshole for his friend’s cock, and soon would be on his back sucking the come out of it made me want to do it. My pussy was wet and I couldn’t stop myself from discreetly grinding it against Jim’s leg.

      I had two tongues inside of me, one in my ass and the other in my mouth. Jim was pushing towards me while pulling my husband’s face into my ass. I felt like I was floating and unable to do anything, and I was desperate for a moment of air so that I could beg him to take my ass. I needed to be penetrated, to be punished for always being in control of a man. It was these moments when I could really embrace my inner needs. Femdom was fine, but nothing could ever beat being bent over and fucked mercilessly by a man that wanted to dominate me. Nothing would ever change that.

      “Jim,” I said when he pulled away to get some air, “I want you to take my ass!” I smiled at him as he looked down at me.

      “Is it clean yet?” He let go of my husband and circled around me. I looked over my shoulder and I watched as he pulled my husband’s face from between my cheeks. “Did you do a good job, cuck?” He was looking at his best friend and letting him know who the boss was.

      “Yes,” Dominic said, “it’s c-clean.”

      “Lay down,” he ordered. He grabbed my bicep and spun me around, “look at him!” He said as he pointed at his caged cock.

      I put my foot gently on his chastity cage and laughed as he started to slowly hump it. He couldn’t help it, but nothing would come of it. The only thing he was successful at was making himself look even more pathetic.

      “Jim’s going to fuck me in the ass,” I said as I looked straight into his eyes. “Do you know what that means?” I smiled wide with the knowledge that someday my face would be full of wrinkles because of all of the times I mocked my husband.

      “Yes,” he said in a loud whisper, “goddess.” He quickly added when he realized he forgot. I could have punished him for it, but I chose a different route.

      “And?” I asked, “why don’t you tell Jim what that means?” I was certain that Jim understood, but I knew that he needed to hear it come out of his best friend’s mouth.

      “I’m,” I could hear his heart beating. His cock twitched and the cage shifted to the other side. The tiny padlock made a sound as it clicked against the metal, “I’m going to clean your come out of her ass when you’re finished.” He spoke quickly to get it over with, and I started to walk up his body with each foot on either side of him.

      “Jim,” I said as I turned around when I reached his head. “I want you to fuck me as hard as you can. As you can see, my husband doesn’t do a very good job!” Slowly, I squatted until my ass was firmly sat on his face. I leaned forward and pointed my asshole to the sky. Jim said nothing as he circled around and got down on his knees. “Why don’t you tell Jim about the last time you fucked my ass?”

      “I’ve never fucked your ass, goddess.” Dominic said.

      “And why is that?” I bit down on my lips and tried to hold back my laughter. I had learned that other men get turned on when they realize they get to do more with you than other men, and Jim was no exception.

      “Because I’m a cuck!” It sounded like he was going to continue speaking but Jim sternly told him to shut up. The only thing Jim cared about was filling my ass with his sperm.
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      Anal sex feels pretty good, but I still prefer it the old fashioned way. This scenario wasn’t about the physical stimulation that I would receive. It was about humiliating my husband, and making sure that Jim never saw him the same way. I could feel my husband’s body shaking as I rested my body on him. He was nervous and shy, but he was living out one of his twisted little dreams. Having his best friend desecrate my asshole was a new thing for him. Over the years we had found it increasingly difficult to find new ways to shame him. He was oddly becoming more resilient after being a cuckold for so many years.

      Jim spat down the center of my ass, and I could feel the tip of his cock spreading it around. He slowly pushed it inside of me and pulled it out when he heard me gasp.

      “Tell me if it hurts,” he said, showing me a soft side that made me feel even better about the situation.

      I distracted myself by playing with Dominic’s caged cock. I knew that once Jim pushed it in and started to fuck me, I would become accustomed to the sensation. Still, I needed to keep my mind off of the initial push, and I took pride in knowing that my husband was aching to be released.

      “I’m sorry Dominic,” I said, “maybe if you didn’t have such a weak cock, you’d get to fuck me in the ass as well.” I laughed and gently rubbed his cock through the tiny slits in the cage. I could see slight amounts of pre-come oozing out of his frustrated cock.

      My laughter was silenced by Jim’s strong cock as it penetrated my ass. He was growling as he pushed it inside of me, holding it deep inside, until he slowly pulled it out to where the tip was still inside. He repeated the process several times until it felt like his cock was getting gliding in and out of me. That’s when the pleasure began to surface, and I was glad that nobody could see the faces I was making.

      “Oh fuck!” I shouted, “come on!” I wanted him to see if he could make me come. His cock felt different than all of the other ones that had been inside of my ass.

      I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation as my mind started to wander. Jim was almost too good at sex, and I couldn’t help but speculate about all of the women he might have been with in the past. I developed a strange narrative in my mind that he had been gone the last several years as he conquered the women of South America. It was like he had gone there for training, and the story continued to unfold until Jim spanked my ass hard and snapped me out of it.

      “Harder!” I said hoping that he would punish me for humiliating his friend for so long.

      The next slap on the ass never came. He reached forward and grabbed a bunch of my hair and pulled me towards him. He used my hair as a handle as he leveraged his position to thrust his powerful cock deeper. My eyes started to tear up from my hair being pulled, and there was nothing I could, or wanted, to do about it. I loved his savageness. I loved the way that he made me feel almost as pathetic as my cuckold husband.

      Discreetly, I moved my right hand between my legs and started to rub my clit. The combination made me moan, but Jim quickly caught on to what I was doing and pulled my arm away. I wanted to protest, but he presented an alternative.

      “What good is the cuck if you have to do it yourself?” He asked rhetorically. I found myself being repositioned so that my pussy was resting on my husband’s face. “Lick!” He ordered.

      “Oh my god!” I said as I lost control over my body. I allowed myself to rest completely on my husband’s body, my face a mere inch from his caged cock as he licked my clit and and worshiped my pussy.

      It didn’t take long. I started to gush, and I could feel that I was covering my husband’s face with my orgasm. The sounds I made were thankfully never recorded, or otherwise I would feel shame much like Dominic. That climax was greater than anything I had ever experienced, and just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Jim’s cock began to expand inside of me as his load was preparing to be shot.

      “Come inside of me!” I said to encourage his cock to shoot. “I need your come! Please!” The moment I said “please,” I could feel his hot come splatter inside of me. It triggered another orgasm as my husband continued to lick my pussy despite his face being covered with my come.

      Jim was the silent type, but his breathing was hard and fast. He continued to pump me full and he never stopped pounding my ass until his cock was one-hundred percent empty. He kept it inside of me as he rested his body on my back, and my husband was easily forgotten even though he continued to lick as if his life depended on it.

      “That was amazing,” I whispered, “thank you Jim.” It felt good to have his warm body on mine, but I could feel his cock starting to shrink, and his desire to be inside of me was vanishing.

      “No,” he said, “thank you.” He carefully pulled his cock from my ass and I let out a moan.

      Immediately, my asshole tried to tighten and return to its prior form. It felt like something had been stolen from me, and I had nothing to fill the gap. The only thing that could remedy that feeling was my cuckold’s tongue, and when I remembered that he was laying under us the whole time, my smile returned.

      “Well Dominic,” Jim said as my ass hovered over my husband’s face, “are you really going to clean her ass?”

      “Y-yes,” I heard him say, “Gode-” I interrupted his speech and shifted my weight backwards. His face was covered with my ass, and I began to grind up and down until it felt like his lips were wrapped around my asshole.

      “Don’t talk,” I said, knowing that I was sounding absolutely evil, “just do your job!”

      I looked over to see Jim just watching my husband as he made sloppy sounds. I could hear the come being sucked out of my ass, and his grunts and groans as he tried to swallow it. He was loving every moment of it. The humiliation was causing his cock to jerk on its own without anyone touching it, and I considered letting him out of chastity whenever his friend left.

      “If you clean me extra good,” I said, “I might even let you out early!” I laughed as I felt more enthusiasm from his tongue as he did his best to clean my hole.

      Occasionally, I lifted my ass to look over my shoulder and into his eyes. He looked happy and weak at the same time. He was in his natural role, doing the thing that he was put on Earth to do. His friend’s participation was what Dominic craved. His need to be humiliated, and his inability to please me in a traditional sense was okay with me.

      “Jim,” I said, realizing that I was bringing him out of a trance. He was naked and not aroused, yet his eyes were glued to my ass as it was cleaned.

      “Yeah?” He looked at me curiously.

      “Did you book a hotel?” I asked as I hid my smile. He shook his head no, and right before he opened his mouth to explain himself I began to speak again. “Why don’t you spend the night?” I asked.

      “Are you guys sure?” He looked like there was some sort of catch.

      “Yeah!” I said, “Dominic can sleep on the couch.” I pointed to where he was sitting, “you and I can take the bedroom.” I lifted my ass from my husband’s face, “how does that sound cuck?” I asked.

      He looked up at me and I could see a slight bit of disappointment. It wasn’t because he was jealous of me sharing my bed with Jim, but more because he was hoping that he would be permitted to come. I smiled at him, and I was sure to reassure him.

      “I’ll tell you what,” I said, “I’ll let your cock free for the entire night!” I giggled, “just make sure you stay quiet.” I turned towards Jim and whispered as if I was trying to keep Dominic from hearing me, “he’s probably not even going to sleep.” I made a hand motion that resembled my husband’s when he masturbated.

      “Okay,” my husband answered quickly. He was wise to jump at the chance to have such a long time free from the chastity device. “Thank you goddess!” I always found his desire to be in chastity to be so strange. When his cock was free, he would beg me to put it in the cage, but when it was in the cage, he would beg for it to be free.

      “No problem sweetie,” I looked at him sincerely realizing that he was in need of my appreciation and praise. “You have done such a good job today,” It made me happy to see my compliments make him feel appreciated, “I love you.”

      “I love you too!” I never expected him to call me goddess when we confess our love for one another. It helped separate fantasy from reality. I blew him a kiss before sitting back down on his face, and I began asking Jim all kinds of questions about his life. It was as if Dominic wasn’t even in the room.
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      The hardest part about my wedding ceremony was dealing with all of the questions about my husband’s choice for his best man. Fred was known to have a very tight knit group of friends, and his decision to have Brock as his best man raised a ton of eyebrows. It was tough and awkward at times, but the whole experience was so thrilling. The truth is, Brock was there to be the first man to sleep with me after Fred and I got married, and the secret was only known to us three.

      All eyes were on me and Brock. Me because it was my wedding day and Brock because he made all the men there look insignificant. He was well over six foot five and his muscles were so easy to see even though he was wearing a suit. Brock had flawless tanned skin, and the perfect face for his short black hair. I had found him on an obscure website that Fred suggested and we both were impressed with how much of a man he was.

      I got excited every time a friend or a random woman made a comment about how hot he was. They were jealous already because I was the one in the wedding gown, but I could only imagine the fury they’d feel if they knew I was also the only one there that was going to have Brock inside of them.

      My husband was grateful to have all the attention away from him. He had been worried that somebody would question the weird lump in his pants that his metal chastity device created. However, when someone asked him about Brock, he simply said that they had been lifelong friends. He even wrote Brock the perfect speech to make it all seem real.

      We sat at our special table and put on a show for the crowd, stuffing cake into one another’s mouth and dancing to the best of our abilities. It all appeared normal on the surface. There was genuine love between us; it just wasn’t in the most conventional of ways. Fred and I had a system that worked for us. It played into both of our needs and dreams, and it didn’t matter if other people would be upset about our sex life.

      When Fred and I first met, I was mostly drawn to him because of his lifestyle and money. He worked at a huge corporation and was making more money than he had time to spend. I thought his face was kind of cute, but his body was skinny and he was shorter than me if I wore my favorite high heels. Despite feeling like I could do better, I continued to date him and as our relationship progressed, he revealed more about himself.

      “So,” he said one night, “I don’t know how to say this.” I remember him putting his face in his hands and his leg restlessly bounced up and down.

      “What is it?” I asked, feeling concern. “This fucker is about to break up with me!” I thought to myself. It took a lot to hold back the part of me that was prepared to go on the offensive.

      Much to my surprise, the conversation went into an entirely different direction than I originally thought. Fred confessed to me that he was hugely into femdom. It took awhile for him to explain what the word even meant. Once I heard the term “dominatrix” come out of his mouth, I had a better understanding, and I didn’t feel good about it.

      “That’s not really what I’m into,” I said honestly, “I mean, I could see myself trying it out a few times, but doing it for the rest of my life on a consistent basis feels like a little much.” He looked disappointed but he quickly launched into what felt like a sales pitch, and to be honest, it worked.

      “Do you know what a cuckold is?” He asked. Once I got the answer to that question, in great detail, I recognized the opportunity I was being given.

      I’d get to live the married life, drive a nice car, wear expensive clothes, and be able to brag about how good of a job my husband had while also maintaining complete control over his cock and be encouraged to seek out other, stronger, partners to satisfy my needs.

      One of the many problems I had faced prior to meeting Fred was that the guys I was attracted to always left. It was hard to keep the type of guy I went for, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out why. There’s a reason why the rich and powerful are often going from woman to woman. They get so many opportunities. Even a man like Fred got tons of attention, but the key difference between Fred and other wealthy men was that he wanted to be locked in chastity.

      “I know it sounds crazy,” he said, “but I truly want to worship you as my goddess. Everything I do will be for you, and you can keep me happy through the humiliation.” Fred said sincerely.

      “A goddess?” I was shocked. It sounded so crazy, but also exciting to have a man bow to me like a supreme deity. Very few women in history have ever had such an experience.

      I went along with his wishes. It sounded so ridiculous and impossible for a man to be willing to live his life like that, and I wanted to see if he’d try to back out of it after he got his rocks off a few times. It never happened. He proved constantly that he was created to worship me, and I started to reap the benefits.

      One thing I learned pretty quickly, was that having a man that had money and a foot fetish was a blessing. I realized that it was such an easy button to push, and a button that he basically begged to pushed. For the low cost of sitting back and enjoying the feeling of having another human being lick and suck on my feet, I was rewarded with a never ending supply of new and expensive shoes.

      Most importantly, the fact that he was such a willing cuckold is what made everything amazing for me. I was given a key on a gold chain, and I was the only person on the planet that could decide whether or not his cock could be free. It made me feel powerful, like I was always in charge, and I didn’t carry any guilt because he wanted it.

      He had shown me a video of a wife fucking an alpha male while the cuckold husband submissively watched another man do things he could never do. The way she ridiculed her husband, and praised the alpha male for being everything she ever dreamed of made me hot. I didn’t expect what happened after the man shot his load into his wife.

      “Clean me up!” The wife shouted sternly at her husband. The man crawled over and licked the come out of her while the other man watched.

      Fred showed me that video, and several more, to demonstrate the level of humiliation he craved. It turned me on. The thought of building up another man at the expense of my husband’s masculinity, and feeling his confidence inside of me quickly became my new obsession. The only stipulation Fred had was that I would only get to do that after we were married. He wanted to be my cuckold for the rest of his life, and I began craving it even more.

      The wedding was starting to taper off and our guests were slowly filtering out. We held it in one of the fanciest hotels in the city. Fred booked us two honeymoon suites. One at the hotel everyone thought we were going to be staying in, and one at a hotel several miles away. The plan was to wait until it became very late. We would then sneak out and drive to our other suite where Brock would already be checked in.

      “You know what to do!” One of his friends said as we tried to work our way out of the room.

      “You know it!” Fred said as if he was going to bend me over and listen to me scream his name for hours.

      Everybody looked at my new husband with so much respect. In their eyes, he was wealthy and newly married to a beautiful woman that he would have never had if the laws of nature were the true deciders when it came to finding a mate in the modern world. I saw the jealous eyes of all the men in the room. Little did they know the “big strong man” was wearing a chastity device and getting ready to be humiliated beyond anything their small brains could conceive.

      The two of us eventually were able to make our way upstairs for the first leg of our night. We had a lot of time to burn and I had already agreed that I was going to spend it making sure that Fred wanted me. Not only was he going to be teased relentlessly and denied sex after giving me a huge diamond, but he was going to please me and entertain me as I waited for the real fun to begin.

      “After you,” Fred said as he opened the hotel room door, “I await your command, Goddess.” I sauntered right past him without saying a word.
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      “Get the fuck on your knees!” I said as I began taking off my dress. I turned around to see my husband drop down immediately after closing the door.

      Fred did nothing but watch me as I carefully got down to my bra and underwear. I threw the dress to a chair. With a powerful tone, I ordered him to remove his clothing. Even though he felt the cold metal of the chastity device around his cock and balls, he still maintained a certain level of power by wearing the same clothes that had been the reason for all of the compliments he had received during the wedding.

      “That tuxedo makes you look important,” I said, “but I know the truth. Show me that pathetic little cock!” I stood tall while he struggled to get out of his pants while remaining on his knees. He knew better than to try and cheat the system. “Oh yes,” I said with a smile when his boxers came off. “There it is.” I held up my index finger and thumb to remind him of his tiny size.

      I walked towards him until his face was an inch from my panties. He was looking up at me and it was obvious that he was trying to hide the frustration of having his cock locked up. The metal device, as I learned, prevented him from getting an erection. I knew that his cock was growing and filling the cage. Without even looking at it, I knew when it had grown to its maximum size and was punishing him for his arousal.

      “All the money in the world,” I said with passion in my voice. “It won’t help the fact that you have a small cock!” I watched him shiver with lust and I smiled widely. I had thought of that line weeks before the marriage and I had even went as far as to write it down so I wouldn’t forget it. Fred loved it when I said mean things, and seeing how horny he got made me enjoy thinking of new ways to make him feel weak.

      “Yes,” he said, his breathing was fast and shallow. “I know, Goddess. I’m sorry that my cock is too small for you!” He was shaking and I could see that he wanted to taste my body.

      “Hmm,” I said as I walked away. I knew that he couldn’t stop looking at my ass. I slapped my right ass cheek, and turned over my shoulder. “Crawl to me,” I said to my naked husband.

      I turned away from him and acted as if I didn’t care. I listened carefully as he quickly crawled towards me. The sound of him moving stopped and I could feel his warm breath on my butt. It tickled, but I held in the laughter, and slowly I took a step back and pressed my cold buttocks to his face.

      “Don’t. You. Dare.” I said plainly. If given permission, Fred would take off my underwear and kiss and lick my ass for hours. He was a fiend for my ass, and I knew that he would be at the point of wanting to pull out his hair.

      Standing there for several minutes takes a lot of self-control. Dominating a man isn’t simply getting what you want out of it, or giving in to all of his desires. I wanted him to lick my ass, and he wanted to lick my ass, but I had to assert myself. I permitted him to smell and be near it for quite some time before taking a few steps away from him. I could hear him let out a feminine gasp when he realized he needed to work for it.

      “You want to lick my ass?” I said as I continued walking. I took a seat in a chair and licked my lips as I looked down at my excited cuckold.

      “Yes, Goddess,” he said, “please let me lick your ass!”

      “What are you willing to do for me?” I asked, knowing that just having a man willing to do such an act was enough. Being a man’s goddess gives a woman some leverage, and it would almost be cruel to Fred if I didn’t use it.

      “A-anything,” he said, his breathing continued to show signs of his desire. I watched as his legs shook and his muscles tightened.

      “Anything?” I asked, “bring me my purse.” I looked over to the side of the bed where I had left my bag.

      Fred followed my eyes and quickly crawled over to grab it. I pretended to ignore him as I waited for him to complete the simple task.

      “Thank you,” I said as I took the purse from his hands. I patted him on the head, and it made him smile. “Lay down,” I said, “you would think an expensive hotel like this would at least have a footstool.” His eyes lit up. Fred loved to be my footstool.

      We had not even been officially married for more than a day, and Fred was laying the floor with his face at my feet. Without a care in the world, I lifted them from the ground and firmly planted them on his face. My heels were partially on his forehead and both of my feet covered his eyes, a few of my toes touched his lips, and he knew better than to kiss or lick them without permission. Footstools are a piece of furniture, not a man with an insatiable foot fetish.

      I rummaged through my purse to find my little makeup kit that I travel with when I’m on the go, and touched myself up. I wanted to look my best for Brock. Happy with the improvements, I pulled out my smartphone. Smiling, I turned off the sound so that when I made my call, Fred would think that I was speaking to him. Disappointing him in subtle ways was all part of the program.

      “Hello,” I said when Brock answered the phone. I could feel Fred’s body moving as if he thought I was talking to him. “Are you okay over there, Brock?” Once I said his name, my cuckold settled down. He knew to remain still and be a good footstool.

      “Yeah,” Brock said with a happy tone. “This place is really nice!”

      “I’m glad. It wasn’t cheap.” I playfully wiggled my toes up and down to taunt my husband who had paid for the room. “You know you can order anything that you want from room service, right?”

      “Are you sure?” Brock was clearly tempted by the options, but he probably was uncomfortable with the prices. “This place is expensive as fuck!”

      “No problem,” I said as if I was the one that worked my ass off to pay the bills, “Fred is very appreciative of you. Isn’t that right?” I leaned forward with the phone to allow my husband to speak.

      “Yes,” Fred did his best to speak, but my toes made him sound strange. “You can have whatever you want. Thank you.”

      “See, it’s okay.” I leaned back in the chair and went back to ignoring Fred. “We shouldn’t be that much longer. We just don’t want any of the people at the wedding to know about what’s going on.”

      “Yeah,” Brock said, “I can understand that.”

      Before hanging up the phone, I went over a couple of things to make sure that Brock understood the rules. I informed him about how we had a safe word, and I told him how important he was to keep what happens between the three of us. During this conversation, I had him on speaker phone so my husband could hear everything. Safety and care were very important to us, and necessary when dealing with such humiliation. Brock agreed to everything, and said that he was going to order something to eat while he waited.

      “Bye,” I said to Brock. I put my phone away and I decided that it was time to reward my obedient husband. “So,” I said as I removed my feet from his face, “I’m feeling pretty sweaty after all that dancing.” He was silent but both of us knew what I was getting at. “I think Brock deserves a clean woman, don’t you think?”

      “Yes, Goddess.” Fred said as his arms shook. He was like a nervous runner waiting at the starting line. I tested him for a few seconds before giving him what he needed.

      I turned around with my knees on the cushion of the seat. The bottoms of my feet were facing up and I stuck my ass out a bit.

      “Get up,” I said softly as I pulled down my underwear. I could feel the cool air on my bare ass but it quickly became warm from my husband’s breath. “My feet,” I said, “clean the bottoms. I’m sure they’re very dirty!”

      I let out a moan when I felt his rough tongue go from the tips of my toes to the heel. He licked each foot one after the other and once he was positive of their cleanliness, he proceeded to suck my toes. His tongue swirled in between them, and it felt amazing. I grabbed my breast as I imagined how lucky I was to have such a submissive husband.

      “And I almost said no,” I thought to myself as I enjoyed the pleasure. “You may clean my ass now!” I paused and right as he was about to spread my ass open I added a small contingency. “But first, you must kiss it. Don’t be so rude!”

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said, his breathing nearly louder than his actual voice. He kissed each side of my ass. “Thank you, Goddess!”

      I reached around and smacked my ass with both hands. I helped him gain access to my crack and let go once I felt his nose go between my cheeks. He was celebrating my body, worshiping me as his goddess, and preparing me for another man. Every stroke of his tongue was leading up to the inevitable. He was the one on his knees and licking my ass, yet he was the one in control. With one simple move, my husband knew he could make me moan relentlessly, and I waited patiently for him to complete his ritual.

      “Yes!” I cried out when he stuck his tongue into my asshole, “that. Is. Right!” I rejoiced and moaned as he fucked my ass with his tongue. It was a feeling I had been ignorant to until I agreed to be his goddess.

      I let him tongue my ass for several minutes. The only reason I didn’t let him do it forever was because I was starting to get horny and Brock was waiting for me. I still had to have my pussy cleaned, and so I dug my foot into Fred’s shoulder and pushed him away. He nearly fell, but he remained on his knees, looking up at me as I sat down on the chair.

      “Now,” I said, “make sure my pussy is nice and clean.”

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said as he started to move his head in between my legs. I put my hand on his forehead before he could taste my wetness.

      “Who is this pussy for tonight?” I asked. It was important to clarify that he was not the intended target for my lust.

      “Brock,” he answered. Despite the humiliating fact, he was just as eager as ever to lick my pussy.

      “Good,” I said as I moved my hand from his head. “I just wanted to make sure you remembered.”

      I rested my feet on his shoulders as he kissed and licked around my pussy. One of the many benefits of having a submissive man is the amount of oral sex you receive, and naturally, with repetition comes mastery.

      He teased me just as I had been teasing him. However, the key difference between him and I was that I was going to have an orgasm, and his ability to come was at my discretion. I saw that it was time to get going, and I only remained seated because Fred began sucking on my clit. He had saved his best move for last, and I was pulling on his hair and howling to the moon.

      “Fuck!” I said as I pushed his face away, “you are almost too good at that.” I playfully kicked him out of my way and stood up. “It’s time to go. Brock is waiting.”

      I gave him permission to stand and we quickly got ready. I took off my bra and underwear and slipped into some new clothing. It didn’t matter what I wore because my clothes were going to spend most of the night on the floor.

      “Ready?” I asked as Fred finished getting dressed.

      “I’m ready,” he said with a huge grin as he grabbed the car keys. “After you, Goddess!” He opened the door and let me leave first. Both of our hearts were pounding as we snuck out of the hotel and into our car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Married hotwife

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hello handsome,” I said when Brock opened the door. I walked in first and the cuckold followed close behind. I had given him instructions to immediately get undressed and get on his knees when we were alone with Brock.

      “Wow!” Brock said, “look at the manners on this guy!” He put his arms around me and pulled me in for a kiss as the two of us observed Fred’s naked body beneath us. “Does he know any tricks?” He asked and I was about to show him a few, but he clearly meant it as a rhetorical question, and opted to instead pick me up and take me to the bed.

      I could see the plates of food scattered around the hotel room and Brock’s clothes on the floor. He was only wearing a towel, and my hands could not stop touching his muscular chest. He was built so differently than Fred. Both his mind and body were made differently, and he possessed the traits of a man deserving of my pussy.

      Brock set me down on the bed and I went straight for his towel. I had seen his cock only once before and it was a picture.

      “I need to show Fred what a dick is supposed to look like!” I said with a menacing smile as I looked at Brocks semi-erect cock. “Come here cuckold!” I shouted, “stand next to Brock.”

      My husband crawled towards us and only stood up when he was next to Brock. Just looking at their bodies compared to one another was a clear indicator, but seeing their cocks made everything make sense. Fred’s cock, if unlocked and fully erect, was not even the same size as Brock’s barely interested one.

      “Interesting,” I said as if I was a scientist running an experiment. “I wonder,” I let my next words be expressed through my actions as I brought my lips to the crown of Brock’s beautiful cock.

      I opened my eyes and looked up towards Fred as I sucked and worshiped another man’s masculinity. He was getting hard in my mouth, and I knew that it would be impossible for me to take the whole thing at once. Still, I persisted and engulfed as much of the man as I could into my mouth while my husband’s cock ached in chastity.

      “Now,” I said when I successfully woke up Brock’s cock. “This is a cock!” I put both of their genitals in my hands as I spoke. Brock’s shoulders were set back, and my husband was lurched over like the beta male he was. “Fred?”

      “Yes, G-goddess?” He looked at me but his eyes struggled to maintain eye contact. “What is it?”

      “Which one of you deserves to fuck me first?” I smiled at him and then looked up at Brock. It was a question so easy that anyone taking the test would pass with flying colors.

      “B-brock,” He answered, “Brock deserves to fuck you.”

      “Very well,” I said as I laid down on the bed. I opened my legs up, “as you wish.”

      I felt like the sexiest woman on the planet as Brock lunged towards me with his hands on either side of me. My left leg was resting on my bed, but my right leg was in the air as Brock tried to get his preferred angle.

      “Suck on my toes,” I said to Fred, “and make sure my leg is comfortable!”

      Fred said nothing, as was expected, and he got back down on his knees. He held my foot and supported my leg as he began sucking on my toes. We could see one another clearly, and I loved showing him how much I preferred Brock being the one inside of me.

      “Oh, yes.” Brock said as he slid his cock inside of me. “You’re so wet.”

      “Because of you,” I said, “I’m so lucky to fuck you on the day of my marriage.” I giggled as my husband moaned with my toes in his mouth. “You know,” I said as Brock began thrusting with more strength, “my little cuckold spent a lot of time cleaning me. Did he do a good job?” I asked, knowing that Brock’s answer would only make my husband’s cock full of more desire.

      “I think so,” Brock said, “I think his role is very important. Without cuckolds, who would take care of women like you after I’ve finished using your hole!”

      I let out a loud moan as Brock instantly became an aggressive man. He didn’t see me as his wife, and he definitely would never view me as a goddess. To him, I was just a sexy woman that he wanted to pump full of come and his conscience was at ease knowing that I was taken care of by another, weaker male.

      Brock pinned my hands down to the bed whenever I tried to grab him. He wanted dominion over my body, so I allowed him to have it. Being a goddess to your husband is wonderful, but I love to be submissive more than anything else. Feeling his strong cock pounding into me was what I needed, but the feeling of my husband’s tongue on my feet only served as an amplifier to the feelings Brock gave me.

      “Oh my god!” I cried out, “it feels so good!” I looked straight into Fred’s eyes and he could see the authenticity. I wasn’t smiling at him cruelly, but looking at him as if I was weeping from the pleasure. I let out another moan when Fred couldn’t contain his excitement and began letting out sounds through my toes.

      His cock began to feel even larger, and it pressed against my walls. My toes curled, pinning down my husband’s tongue, and my asshole clenched as I prepared myself to receive the alpha male’s gift.

      “Fuck!” I cried out as Brock grunted and slammed his cock deeper. “I want you to come inside of me!”

      Just hearing me beg for his sperm was apparently enough to set off his raging cock. Within seconds, I could feel his power splash inside of me, and he caused me to climax in a way that I hadn’t felt in years. I was speechless throughout most of it, my eyes going back and forth to Brock’s perfect body and my husband’s pathetic face.

      “You won’t get that anywhere else!” Brock said with a cocky tone as he pulled his cock out of me. Unlike Fred, after Brock came he clearly lost interest in me. “Well,” he said as he looked at my husband, “I guess it’s your turn.”

      I was motionless as Fred continued to suck on my toes. He didn’t stop because I didn’t tell him to stop, but I was too worn out to even speak. Brock went into the bathroom and I could hear the shower being turned on. It was just Fred and I, and my pussy was full of come.

      “Stop,” I said to Fred. I waited for him to take my foot out of his mouth and gently set my leg down on the bed. “I’m feeling rather generous today, you know, since it’s our wedding night.” I looked at him and I saw nothing but hope in his eyes. “I’ll give you a choice: you can clean my pussy now and then I’ll let you jerk that little cock of yours, or,” I paused and smiled at him, “I’ll unlock you right now, let you fuck me,” I paused and I already knew what his answer was going to be, “but after you come, you need to clean me.”

      “I want to fuck you,” he said, “I’ll do it.”

      Saying nothing, I motioned for him to get on the bed. He was between my legs, his cock still locked and looking ready to explode. I took the necklace off and leaned forward, and I giggled at the sigh he let out once his cock was free. He carefully removed the device and I watched his cock struggle to let him remove it. It had become hard from within the cage, and he had to calm it down before he could remove it.

      “There he is!” I said jokingly, “my little cock has come out to play!”

      “Thank you, Goddess,” my cuckold husband said as he started to stroke his cock. It only took him ten or fifteen seconds for it to become hard.

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked, “after you come, I don’t think you’re going to feel too happy about licking Brock’s come, and your own out of me?”

      “I’m sure,” he said as he ran his hands up my legs. I grabbed my breasts and told him that I wanted to feel his little cock inside of me, and he moaned just from hearing me beg in the most mean way possible.

      Fred had been in chastity for such a long time, and I knew he wouldn’t last long. After just having licked and worshiped my entire body and enduring humiliation beyond his wildest dreams, he could come just from me looking at it long enough.

      “Is it in yet?” I asked after he had been fucking me for several seconds.

      “Yes,” he answered.

      “I don’t feel anything,” I laughed and mocked him. I was telling a little white lie. I could feel his cock giving me his all and had I not just been ravished by Brock, I might have even complimented him.

      “Oh fuck!” He said after hearing my insults. His cock had began shooting come deep inside of me, mixing with Brock’s.

      “Sloppy seconds?” Brock said when he emerged from the shower, “I think mine already one.” Brock winked at me but his face turned to shock when he saw my husband pull out and lunge towards my messy pussy with his mouth. “Damn!”

      “Clean it up!” I said, “you just couldn’t resist my pussy, could you?”

      “No, I can't.” Fred said as he quickly tried to suck and swallow as much come out before his post orgasm brain took the reins.

      Brock grabbed one of the plates he had ordered and sat beside me on the bed. He offered me some as he ate and watched my husband complete his cuckold duty. It wasn’t the first time he had seen a man submit in such a way, and I could tell that he enjoyed the feeling of power it gave him.

      “I’m usually good to go again after I get some food in me,” Brock laughed, “one orgasm isn’t enough for a beautiful bride like you!”

      I could just feel that Fred had finished the job, but I was happy to see that he continued licking. I gently pushed his face away from my pussy, and gave him all of my attention. Sweetly, I put my forehead to his and looked at him.

      “Thank you,” I whispered. I kissed him on the forehead and gently rubbed his back. “I love you,” I said. “Are you okay?”

      “I love you more,” he said with a laugh, “yeah. I’m okay.”

      “Go take a shower,” I said, “and when you come back we’ll see if you’re up for more.”

      “Okay,” he said obediently. He stood up to do as I suggested, but came back when he saw me point to my cheek. He leaned down and planted a soft kiss on my cheek.

      “If you brush your teeth,” I said with a smile, “maybe I’ll let you kiss my lips.” The three of us began to laugh, and Fred’s face turned red as he rushed into the shower.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Part III

          

          

      

    

    







            Cuckolds Must Always Clean Up!

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Worship me!

          

        

      

    

    
      It was five in the evening and I just finished putting my makeup on. My husband, Lewis, and I were having a special guest coming over, and we both were excited. I had placed Lewis in chastity for one month, and he was craving a release. He knew the rules; he had to serve as my cuckold while I was pleased by a bigger and stronger man.

      “Come here, Lewis!” I called out from the bedroom. “Come on!” I used both of my hands to slap my thighs.

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said, standing in the doorway. He was wearing nothing but a black collar and a metal cage around his cock and balls.

      “Get down on your knees,” I said with a sweet smile. I could see his excitement growing by the second. “And crawl to your goddess.”

      None of my friends know the truth about my marriage, and if they did, I could only imagine their thoughts and opinions. They think the world of Lewis. He’s not bad looking, he’s age appropriate, and he works at a massive company and the money is great. Our lifestyle trumps anyone in our social circle.

      “Are you excited to have your freedom?” I asked when he made it to the space right at my feet.

      “Yeah,” he said, “I’m so ready!”

      He let out a moan when I lifted my foot to his poor cock. I could see his brain trying to extract pleasure from it, but the only thing that came was pain. Whenever my husband’s cock tried to get hard while in chastity, it only frustrated him and his cock would practically beg for me to unlock it.

      “You know the deal,” I said as I leaned towards him.

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said. Lewis always got turned on by being a cuckold. It was something that most would never comprehend, but it made sense to him.

      “And what are you going to do tonight?” I asked, my lips inches from his.

      “Obey you and our guest,” he answered.

      “And?” It wasn’t our first time doing it, but I loved to reinforce the reality of what was to come.

      “I’m going to clean you when he’s done,” he answered. His cock was partially hard and it moved on its own. I laughed as he nervously tried to play it off. Even after years of being a cuckold, he still found it embarrassing to admit how much he loved it.

      “So,” I said, “in the meantime, I could use a little bit of entertainment.” I laughed as his eyes lit up. Entertainment was code for me teasing and humiliating him.

      “I await your command,” he said smartly. He had learned long ago that acting too desperate and willing would be met with punishment.

      “That’s a good cuckold!” I said in the most condescending way imaginable. I patted his head and smiled at him as I reached for the leash that was sitting on my desk. “Chin up!”

      Lewis knew exactly what to do. He was on his knees, his hands folded behind his back, and his head was tilted towards the ceiling. This gave me access to the metal ring that was attached to his collar, and he shivered when he heard the sound of the leash snapping shut. He loved it when I walked him around the house, and I loved it even more. The power is addictive and it’s amazing when you have the ability of counteracting your dominance by inviting an alpha male into your home to put you back in your place. I have the best of both worlds, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      “Stand up!” I said as I remained seated. I was pulling up on the leash and watching my husband carefully. “Okay, now get down!” I giggled to myself at how easily controlled he was. His passion and commitment for obeying me was impressive. “Now, stand up!”

      I continued making him go up and down. It was really just a test. I knew that he wasn’t getting much sexual arousal out of the ordeal, and even though he was always submissive, there were still thoughts in his mind that told him to stop being a cuckold. I finished toying with him and I patted him on the head when he dropped down to his knees for the final time.

      “Good job!” I said, “now kiss my feet!” I giggled and scrunched my toes with my soles pointed right at his face.

      “Thank you, Goddess.” He said, knowing that being permitted to kiss my feet was a reward for his obedience.

      He sat down on his legs and placed my left foot on the front of his thigh. With his hands, he held up my other leg and began kissing the bottom of it. He started from the heel and worked his way to the middle, making sure that his lips worshiped every square millimeter of my bare foot.

      I sat back and relaxed. I didn’t need to put any effort into holding my leg up, if it got more heavy, he was expected to compensate for it and do whatever it took to ensure that I was putting in zero effort. As much as I enjoyed having him worship my feet on command, it was really something for him. That’s the beauty of having a submissive husband; when you get something for yourself, you’re actually rewarding him.

      “May I kiss the other one, Goddess.” He asked, his eyes looking down at it.

      “You may,” I answered warmly. I wouldn’t have said a word if he had just done it, but I appreciated his need to seek my approval for most things.

      The same process was repeated for my other foot, and when he finished I gave him permission to suck my toes. Having a man kiss your feet is one thing, but when his tongue swirls between each toe, I feel the true pleasure that comes with the act. I could live the rest of my life without washing my feet. I could go running for several hours and return with sweaty and stinky feet, and all that I would need to do is snap my fingers and point.

      “You’re being so good today,” I said, as he finished cleaning the first set of toes.

      “Thank you,” he said as he reached for the other. I moaned as he stuck my big toe in his mouth and began aggressively sucking. He looked right at me and I kept a smile on my face.

      The first time he sucked my toes he was so nervous. I was too, because I feared that he would be disgusted by the smell or taste. I realized that he loved them, and it didn’t matter how dirty or smelly they were. His issue was that he thought I was silently judging him, and he used to avoid making eye contact. I was judging him, but not in a negative light. I was seeing the potential of a man that could serve as the perfect husband with a few minor tweaks and adjustments.

      “That’s enough,” I said as I pulled my foot away. I pressed the bottom of my right foot firmly on his caged cock and watched him whinge. He was getting turned on and feeling mild pain at the same time, and seeing his reaction made my nipples hard.

      “Would you like me to dry them?” He asked as he looked at my saliva covered feet.

      “Yes,” I answered. I reached over and grabbed a hand towel that was sitting in my wicker basket right next to my makeup.

      Lewis nodded his head in appreciation as he took the towel. He carefully dried my feet and toes and he did it with as much care as a watchmaker working on an expensive luxury piece.

      “Now,” I said as I looked at the clock. “We still have some time before Jeff will be here.”

      “Jeff?” He asked, “the same Jeff as last time?”

      “Yeah,” I answered, leaning towards him. “Is that a problem?”

      “No,” he answered quickly. “I like Jeff.” I could see his excitement level growing even more. The last time we had Jeff over, I orgasmed harder than I had in months. My husband loved to see me satisfied, because it always meant that he would be rewarded.

      “Great,” I said with no intention to continue discussing the main event. “For now,” I said, “I need you to clean my butt with the same level of care that you put into my feet!” I smiled at him and watched his breathing change dramatically. “Do you know why?” I asked.

      “No, Goddess.” He answered, “Why?”

      “Because I’m thinking about letting him fuck my ass,” I answered. I didn’t often present a man my ass, and when I did it was because they were more than worthy. “I want to make sure it is absolutely spotless!” I said, “don’t embarrass me, cuck.”

      “I understand,” he answered dutifully, “as you wish, Goddess.” He was breathing hard. He knew that if I let a man come in my ass, that he’d be down there sucking and licking it out whenever the deed was done.

      “Yeah,” I said with a cocky tone, “I know you like it anyways!”

      I stood up and slowly pulled down my leggings as I watched his eyes. His eyes were glued to my crotch and I turned away, presenting him with my bum. He let out a weak sound when he realized I wasn’t wearing any underwear, and I laughed as he began licking his lips.

      “Help me,” I said as my leggings dropped to the floor.

      Lewis carefully grabbed my ankle and helped me lift it from the floor as he pulled the leggings away. I was down to nothing but a bright white bra, but his attention was on my butt.

      “Do you like my butt?” I asked.

      “Yes, Goddess.” He answered as if he was zoned out.

      “How much do you like my butt?” I shook it from side to side so that he could see my cheeks jiggle.

      “I love it,” he answered.

      “Prove it!” I put my knees on the chair where I was sitting and leaned on the back of it. I arched my back and pushed my ass out and waited for him to demonstrate his unconditional love for my butt.

      I closed my eyes and smiled as I felt his lips press against my ass cheek. He kissed each side and then shoved his nose down my crack and began sniffing like a fiend. I reached around and spread my ass open slightly, his nose pressed inside and he continued to smell me like there was no tomorrow.

      “How does it smell?” I asked.

      “Divine,” he answered, “thank you, Goddess!” He continued to sniff.

      “I have a feeling that you like it how it smells no matter what!” I laughed, “Go on, clean it. I’m not so sure that Jeff likes the same things as you!”

      I always loved the feeling of having Lewis plant his hands on either side of my ass and spread it open. He used his lips to tease my asshole, gently kissing up and down my crack before sneaking his tongue out to taste my flavor. I gasped when his tongue began to focus on my hole, and I gasped again when he took the plunge and shoved it inside.

      “That’s right,” I said as I placed my hand gently on the back of his head. I pushed him in a little deeper and he began fucking me with his tiny tongue. “Make sure that it’s clean.” I paused and laughed a little, “because you know Jeff isn’t going to want to use a condom!”

      Reminding him that I let other guys come inside of me always made him crazy. He began using his tongue as if it were a micro-cock trying to get off inside of my ass. It felt amazing, and I knew that Jeff would be impressed with how clean my cuckold made my ass for him.

      “Stop!” I said, realizing that my pussy was starting to get more wet than I would like.

      I slid my fingers down my body and gathered some of my wetness. Slowly, I turned around and sat my naked ass on the chair, looking at my husband’s pathetic face. He was red and covered in his own spit. I could tell that he was quietly savoring the flavor in his mouth.

      “Look what you did!” I said as I held my finger out. “Clean it.” I smiled as he sucked my juices off of my finger. He began to purr and his cock was moving on its own again. “Oh!” I exclaimed when I heard my phone vibrating. I checked my messages and Jeff’s name was at the top of my inbox. “He’s here!”
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      I first met Jeff over the internet. It was on a social networking site where you post pictures, and I have a pretty large following with all the sexy pictures I put up there. One day, I got a private message from him, and we got to talking.

      He was an amateur boxer that was on the road to getting his shot at becoming a professional. Much like my profile, his was full of pictures of him at the gym and showing off his amazing body. He trained so hard and the proof was not only in his body, but also in how hard and strong his cock was when he finally came over to fuck me.

      Getting men to hit on me is the easy part. The struggle is letting them know that I’m actually married, and that I’m not interested in just going out with them in order to sneak behind my husband’s back. They have to agree to coming over and indulging us in our cuckold sessions, and most men don’t have what it takes to perform while another man watches. Jeff, however, found the scenarios that I described to be interesting, and he listened attentively when I laid out the rules.

      For as cruel it can look from the perspective of an outsider, I love and respect Lewis. I would never do anything that would harm him either physically or emotionally. In reality, he is the one that holds the power, even though the keys to his chastity device are secured on a necklace that I wear everywhere.

      I keep the other key to his chastity device in a plastic box that is held together with a few plastic locks. The locks have a unique number on them, and I keep a picture of them on my phone so that I can verify if the package has been tampered with. In the even of some sort of emergency, Lewis knows he can access the keys to his chastity device, but he is also aware that he would need to provide a very good explanation as to why he let himself out.

      Additionally, we use a safe word. This alone gives Lewis all the power he needs. By simply saying the word “pizza” everything stops. He can tell me what the problem is and I’ll do everything to rectify the situation. It’s rare, but occasionally the guys I invite into the home have this urge to take things too far, and I’ve actually had to intervene by telling them to go home. Nobody has the right to harm my husband unless he agrees to it beforehand.

      “Let’s go!” I said as I stood up. Lewis remained on his hands and knees while I walked him to the front door. I approached the door at an angle, so that when I opened it, nobody from the outside could see that my husband and I were naked and that he was on a leash.

      “Jennifer!” Jeff said as he walked in, “what’s up? How’re you?” For a split second I almost forgot that my name was Jennifer. I was so used to just simply being referred to as “Goddess” by my husband.

      “I’m good!” I said as I shut the door. I swung my arms around him and planted a wet kiss on his lips. “How are you doing?”

      “Great,” he said, “I just won a fight, and guess what?” I thought it was amazing how he didn’t seem to care or notice about me only wearing a bra. Most men wouldn’t be able to brush such things off, and that’s part of the reason why Jeff was so sexy.

      “What?” I asked as I looked him up and down. He was wearing a tight black shirt and white basketball shorts. I could see his bulge poking out and I felt its interest when I first kissed him.

      “My coach got me my first professional match!” He was excited, “they said that I might actually have a shot at making it!” He had such a huge smile on his face and I felt so happy for him. “What’s going on Lewis?”

      “Hi,” Lewis said shyly. “How are you?”

      “I’m about as good as I’ll ever be!” Jeff walked straight into our house as if he lived there. “I just can’t believe it! Finally, I’m going to get my shot. Are you guys going to come?”

      “Of course!” I answered, “right Lewis?”

      “Yeah,” Lewis said. Lewis looked up to Jeff even though he was older than him. I always figured it was because Jeff represented the type of man he secretly wanted to be.

      “That’d be great if you guys would,” Jeff said, “I feel on top of the world right now, but I’ve got something I need to unload.” He laughed and grabbed my arms.

      Jeff pulled me into his body and began making out with me. I wrapped my arms around his body, the leash still in my hand, and enjoyed every moment of his passionate kiss.

      “I haven’t had a nut in weeks,” he said, “I’m overdue.”

      “What?” I asked, “Why not?” I was genuinely surprised. Jeff was extremely popular with the ladies, and I had seen pictures of some of them. I couldn’t understand why he would go any longer than a couple of days without getting any when it was so easy for him.

      “My trainer says I can’t come before a fight,” he answered, “he says I need to keep my testosterone levels up.”

      “Well,” I said, “I feel honored!” I laughed but I meant what I said. I could only imagine the power and pure volume of come that was going to be shot inside of me when he finally got his release. “Looks like you’ll be working extra hard!” I said as I tugged on the leash to let Lewis know that I was talking to him.

      Lewis smiled and nodded his head as Jeff kicked his shoes off. My hand was grabbed, and before I could even react, I was being led up the stairs. My pussy was already woken up from the session I had with my husband, but just hearing Jeff’s positivity was turning me on even more. The fact that he had abstained from sex for so long and was going to break the streak with me made me feel extraordinarily special.

      Jeff had pulled me up the steps so fast that my husband had no choice but to stand up and jog behind me. As soon as we made it to the bedroom, he dropped to his knees and crawled behind me.

      “Fuck,” Jeff said, “you look great.” He reached behind my back, and with one motion, unhooked my bra. I took it off and let it drop to the floor.

      “You don’t look too bad yourself,” I said as I bit down on my lip.

      As if we were alone, Jeff scooped me up with ease, and carried me to the bed. It didn’t matter to him that I was holding my husband on a leash; he expected the cuckold to follow us.

      “I’m really sorry,” he said, “but I don’t think I’m going to last too long.” He laughed as he placed my hand on his cock. It felt like I was touching stone.

      “That’s no problem,” I said, “come here cuck!” I tugged on the leash until he was on his knees by the edge of the bed. “Take off his shorts!”

      “Yes, Goddess.” He answered. Jeff chuckled as he pulled his shirt off.

      I couldn’t keep my mouth closed as I examined Jeff’s rock-hard abs with my hands. I began to breathe hard when my husband took his pants and underwear down, exposing the two of us to his glorious cock.

      “Oh,” I said, “I’ve missed you!” I dropped down to my knees, my back against the bed. “See?” I said to my husband, “this is what real cock looks like.” I playfully tapped his caged cock, “and real men, with real cocks get to do what they want!” I giggled for a moment, looking into his weak eyes.

      “Oh, yes!” Jeff said as I wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock. I felt a reaction immediately, and I trusted everything he said about not having sex. I knew that I could make come in seconds, if I wanted, but I needed to have him inside of me.

      “Don’t worry,” I said to Jeff, “you can fuck me as many times as you want!” I shoved his cock deep into my mouth when I was finished talking, and I moaned on his cock as he grabbed my head.

      My eyes were closed for a moment, and when I opened them, I saw Lewis watching me. I could see his thoughts spinning around in his mind as he watched his wife suck another man’s cock. Never did he get to experience my lips or tongue on his cock when he was free. The closest he ever got to a blow job was while he wore his chastity device, and that was intended to do nothing but drive him wild from being denied.

      Jeff transformed into a savage after I flicked my tongue against the bottom of his cock in rapid succession. He grabbed me by the hair and pulled me to my feet. I knew what was going to happen, and I allowed him to have his way. Silent, Jeff threw me on the bed and positioned himself between my legs. His saliva covered cock was pulsing and he wasted no time poking it inside of my wet hole.

      “Come here cuck!” I said as I pulled on the leash. I liked it when my husband watched me up close.

      Jeff grunted as he got his cock inside. I watched his face closely and I could feel how sensitive his cock was to finally be inside of a woman. He began to rock in and out of me slowly. Jeff knew that he wasn’t to last long, but he still made an effort to prolong the pleasure and he waited for me to moan before he began pumping into me.

      “Jeff,” I said, “do you know what I want later?” I was sure that my words were going to trigger his cock to explode.

      He said nothing, but he looked at me as he grunted and groaned. My husband patiently waited beside me for his time to clean up the mess.

      “I want you fuck me in the ass!” I said, “right after you fucking fill my pussy up.” I turned to my husband and pulled him closer to me, “and you!” I shouted as Jeff began to jackhammer me. “What are you going to do?”

      “L-lick your pussy,” he said.

      “You fucking love it,” I said, “don’t you?!”

      “Yes, Goddess!”

      Jeff’s cock was losing composure. I could feel it trembling inside of me like an earthquake. I was howling as it expanded and contracted at a fast pace and suddenly it began unloading me with his masculinity. I cried out and praised him, my pussy rewarded me with an orgasm for choosing such a worthy mate. I demanded that my husband thank him for doing what he could never do.

      “Thank you,” Lewis said as Jeff held his cock in the deepest part of my pussy. Jeff didn’t respond as he closed his eyes and let out his pent up stress.

      “You’re welcome,” Jeff said to my husband. He pulled his cock out and looked at me, “were you serious about that?” He asked.

      “Oh yeah,” I said, “the little cuck here even made sure I was extra clean!”

      I smiled at Jeff as I pulled the leash towards my crotch. I spread my legs and waited for my husband to plant his face into the mess. He licked and kissed my lips and I could see Jeff’s come stick to his face. He loved it and I relaxed my body as he sucked the come right out of me.

      “Alright,” Jeff said as he headed for the door. “I’ll be right back. I’m going to get some water.”

      “Take whatever you need, Dear.” I said as I watched him walk off. “Looks like you get to clean up two messes today!” I smiled down at my husband as he continued to lick my pussy.
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      Jeff came back to the room to discover me sitting on my husband’s face. He leaned on the door frame and watched my grind up and down his face while drinking a bottle of water. He had a grin on his face and I made powerful eye contact with him as I squeezed my breasts.

      “He wanted to make sure that he got every last drop,” I said. Jeff was the type of guy that actually became more aroused when he was compared to a beta male like Lewis. He got off on being desired more in a physical sense, and I was sure to do everything I could satiate his ego.

      He set down his water and walked towards the bed, his cock in his hands as he slowly stroked it. I looked into his eyes and saw the look that I was craving. His inner caveman was coming to the surface again and he was ready to punish my ass.

      Jeff came to the edge of my bed where my ass was pointed. He wrapped his arms around me from behind and took both of my breasts in his strong hands. He squeezed hard and began kissing my neck. I moaned and closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation of having two men please me at the same time.

      I was amazed at how fast he recharged and was ready to go again. Jeff put his hands firmly on my shoulders and he started to push me down towards the bed. My pussy lifted from my husband’s mouth, and I could feel his heavy breathing as he took in air. Unable to get enough of my pussy, I felt his lips on me again coupled with Jeff’s laughter.

      “He can’t get enough of it,” Jeff said as he spanked my ass. “I guess everyone has a purpose in life. Some people are on the top, and others are on the bottom.”

      I laughed and began playing with Lewis’ tiny cock. I could reach it with my mouth, and I started alternating between kisses and nibbles. Pleasure and pain was my goal, and I watched my husband’s legs shake and toes curl. He was on the edge, he needed to come, and if he managed to perform his duty once more, I was going to reward him with an orgasm. It was the right thing to do.

      Jeff gathered saliva in his mouth and then spat on my spread open ass. I let out a deep breath when he began smearing it around my asshole with his massive cock. He pushed it in slightly and then took it out, spitting once more to ensure that he would be granted easy access.

      “Fucking tight,” he said, “I love it.”

      “I want to feel your come inside of my ass!” I confessed. I began moving my hips in circles to further entice him, and I continued until he slapped my ass hard and firmly held it still. “Fuck me, Jeff!” I said.

      I continued to tease Lewis as I closed my eyes. I wondered what it was like to be in his position. He was laying on his back, inches from where another man’s cock was about to be inserted into my ass. He knew that it wasn’t something I did often, it was reserved for only the most dominant males.

      “Oh my fucking god!” I said as he slipped a quarter of his cock inside. The walls of my ass tightly wrapped around his thick cock, and I couldn’t do anything but moan loudly as he pressed it in deeper.

      He started slow, going in deeper and pulling it out slightly. My ass became accustomed to having such a glorious cock inside of it, and soon all the pain disappeared.

      “Lick my pussy, cuck!” I said as I started to feel the beginnings of an orgasm. It was such a power trip to humiliate my husband in such a way while another man enjoyed his special treat. “Yeah, that’s right.” I said to my husband as his tongue focussed on my clit. “Suck on it!”

      He knew exactly what to do. Lewis wrapped sucked my clit into his mouth and began flicking his tongue on it. Alone, the method my husband used would be enough to make me gush all over his face, but with Jeff’s cock ravishing my rarely used asshole, I felt like I was receiving pleasure straight from the heavens.

      Somehow after just blowing his load inside of me, Jeff’s cock was larger than it ever was. I’m not entirely sure if that was just my perception of it due to being in my ass, or if it was because he was getting turned on by the whole situation even more. He made sounds that I never heard before, like a warrior that just came back to the tribe with a massive hunk of meat that was sure to attract all of the women that were patiently waiting to be fed.

      He took pleasure in spanking me hard. Jeff was relentless as he continued slapping my ass even harder than he did the last time. I was sure that my ass would be red and sore for a long time, but the payoff was too great to care. My pussy was gushing all over my husband’s face, I could hear him moan and see him squirm as he gobbled it up like a good little cuckold.

      “I just came,” I cried out, “oh fuck!” I was breathing fast and shallow breaths that matched Jeff’s.

      Time froze for a split second. I felt Jeff’s cock pull back and I knew that once it came forward he was going to spray his seed deep inside. He ran his strong hands down my back and began to claw me and I shivered and shook as he filled me to brim.

      “Come here,” I said to Jeff as he pulled his cock out of me. He walked to the other side of the bed with a victorious smile and glazed over eyes. “Watch this,” I whispered as I reached for my necklace.

      All attention was finally on my husband, though he could not see what was happening. Jeff laughed as I unlocked his cock and carefully removed the chastity device. I was gentle because his cock had taken up all the empty space and he wasn’t able to sit still. I set the cage on the side of the bed and triumphantly leaned back so that my ass was directly on his face.

      “Eat up,” I said with a laugh that quickly turned into a moan when I felt his tongue on my worn out ass. “Make yourself come.” I said. “Just know that you’re masturbating as you lick another man’s come out of your wife’s asshole!” I could hear him moaning in response to my description and I watched as he began jerking himself off in a frenzy.

      Jeff took a seat and watched with curious eyes as I rubbed my ass all over my husband’s face. It didn’t matter if all the come went into his mouth. It was a symbolic act, his face was meant to be sat on, like a chair, and his duty was to clean up like a poor maid.

      “How does it taste?” I asked as I lifted my butt from his face. He followed me and continued to lick, so I responded by thrusting backwards and pinning his head to the bed. “How does it fucking taste?” I reached down and grabbed his wrists to prevent him from coming until he answered my question.

      “Good,” he said in a muffled voice under my ass.

      “And what do we say to those that give us something good?” I was smiling at Jeff as he silently laughed.

      “Thank you!” He said when I lifted my ass.

      “Good job,” I said as I gave him his hands back. “I’m going to count to five. You know what that means.” Lewis began jerking his cock as fast as he could, paying extra attention to the bottom of the crown. “One, two, three-”

      His entire body began to rumble and it felt like I was riding a rollercoaster as my body moved with his. Jeff smartly got out of the way as my husband began shooting come all over the place.

      “That’s right,” I said when his cock was finished. I kept my ass on his face for a minute after he came to remind him of what he had just done. “Now,” I said as I swung my legs around and sat down on the bed, “take your cage and go get a shower. When you come back, I expect to see you wearing it again. Make sure that’s it clean.”

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said with wimpy eyes. He had just blown his load and I knew that it was a struggle for him to remain submissive after releasing his lust.

      “Jeff,” I said, “pick a number between one and three.” I unhooked my husband’s leash and tossed it on the floor.

      “Three,” Jeff said immediately without knowing the reason. I saw my husband slouch over as he grabbed the cage from the bed. He walked out of the room to do as he was told. “What just happened?” Jeff asked.

      “Oh, you know?” I motioned for him to join me on the bed, “you just sentenced him to three months of chastity.”

      “Fuck,” he said with a laugh. He actually looked like he felt bad for Lewis, “and I thought going a few weeks was bad.” He kissed me on the lips and pushed me to the bed. We cuddled while my husband prepared himself to endure and serve three more months of humiliation.
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      Filthy Cheaters!: Cuckquean and Cuckold Bundle

      This bundle contains 3 cuckquean and 3 cuckold stories for a total of 6.

      

      Obedient Cuckquean Bundle

      1. My Cuckquean Fantasy Becomes Reality

      2. Her Best Friend Wants Me!

      3. The Librarian and My Husband: Sarah Becomes a Cuckquean

      

      Femdom Hotwife Bundle

      4. Cruel Hotwife: My Husband is Now My Cuckold

      5. Divine Hotwife: A Cuckold Worships His Wife

      6. Teaching My Wife to Humiliate Me: How She Became a Femdom Hotwife
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