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Chapter 1

As I entered the spare bedroom - the room I had been sleeping in for the past three months - with a basket of clean laundry, I saw my wife standing by the bed. Placing the basket on the floor beside the ironing board I curtsied to her. As I looked up she smiled like 'the cat that got the cream'. She looked stunning in a new gold coloured dress which hugged her gorgeous figure and made it obvious that she was not wearing a bra. My gaze travelled down to take in her white nylon encased thighs then down further to her sexy little high heeled sandals. She looked so cute and so fragile I ached to hold her in my arms but I knew that was not going to happen.

She was staring at me, probably amused by the black and white pvc maid's uniform I was wearing. It was an early Christmas present from her and her latest lover, John. I felt ridiculous as I stood there not knowing what to say. This woman was my wife of twenty years, the mother of my grown children, yet I stood there blushing and tongue-tied like a love sick teenager called to the front of the class by the mature and gorgeous teacher - the object of his wildest pubescent fantasies. 

As she sat on the bed her dress rode up to reveal a tantalising glimpse of white stocking top and I had to swallow to stop myself drooling.

'Do you like my outfit slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I stammered. I hated having to call my own wife ma’am but knew from bitter experience what the consequences of not doing so would be.

'Come here,' she purred.

I stepped towards her as she shouted,' Crawl you stupid maggot! Or do you think your head should be above mine?'

'No ma’am, sorry ma’am.' I pressed my nose to the carpet and crawled to her.

'Do you like my sexy shoes?' She knew I loved her sexy feet and had always taken a great interest in her footwear. 'Would you like to kiss them?'

'Yes please ma’am.' I felt utterly pathetic as she pushed the bottom of her shoe toward my face. I was not even to be allowed to kiss the tops!

'We don't want you making a silly mistake and touching my foot do we dear? After all, you are in enough trouble as it is.'

I was not aware of being in any trouble at all. In fact I had been working flat out to please her and do everything to her exacting standards in the hope that she might, after three months, take pity on me and remove the chastity cage so that I could have the blessed relief of an orgasm. Even if I had to do it myself standing over the toilet bowl while my wife ridiculed me and smacked my ass with her hair brush like the last time. Anything, absolutely anything, I didn't care so long as I could cum!

After I had tongued the bottom of both shoes she stood up and placed one foot on the bed. From my prone position I could see her sexy gold coloured silk panties. I imagined I could even smell her womanly scent. Feeling light-headed I stared in awe at her majestic form as it towered over me.

'John will be here soon. He's taking me to his works Christmas Eve party. He says he wants to show me off to his friends and colleagues. Hence the new dress he bought me. Oh, and by the way, you need to give him the money for it. Oops, I forgot, you can't can you? I don't allow you any money now do I? Oh well, I suppose you will just have to apologise to him for not being able to pay for your own wife's clothes and beg him to take care of that like he takes care of your other marital duties, won't you darling?'

'Anyway, I won't be home tonight, I'm staying at John's place. And I won't see you tomorrow either. John and I want to spend our first Christmas Day together with no distractions. So I guess I'll see you some time on Boxing Day. You can use the time to give the house a really good clean from top to bottom. I want it spotless for when I bring John back on Boxing Day '.

I could not believe what I was hearing. We had agreed there would be no limits and no going back. In fact I had insisted on it because it was such a turn on to give everything up to the woman I loved. Unfortunately she was taking me at my word. My beautiful wife was going to spend Christmas with another man!

Just then a car horn sounded outside.

'That will be him.' smiled my wife. 'Better not keep him waiting. Oh and, by the way, if you get time to sleep you do it on the kitchen floor. I don't want you getting the idea that this room is yours. Nothing is yours, do you understand?'

'Yes ma’am.' I whispered.

Looking at my pathetically sad face she must have felt a moment of pity as she said,' If you look in the porch you will find an old pair of my trainers. You can use them as a pillow. Give them a nice big kiss goodnight and think about me partying the night away with my hunk.'
Unable to hold in my emotions any longer I started to cry. If I hoped she would relent I was disappointed.

' Look darling; you are the one who insisted I promise you not to hold back. You wanted me to do everything I could to hurt and humiliate you emotionally. That was the turn on for you wasn't it?'

It was true I had insisted on exactly that.

'Do you remember making me promise that I would not stop no matter what? I told you that you would cave in and might have regrets but you still insisted that I should ignore your protests and ride roughshod over your feelings.' As she smiled down at me she stroked my hair with her dainty hand,' I keep my promises babe, ok?'

The horn sounded again and she turned to leave.

'Please ma’am!' I sobbed, ‘Will you at least loosen these locks? These things are killing me! I can't stand it now so by the time you come back I will be going nuts!' The locks I spoke of were on my ankle - length boots. They had six inch spike heels and were way too small for me. They were another early Christmas present from my wife and her lover, ordered from a specialist company and came with locks to prevent their unauthorised removal.
Tilting her pretty head to one side, she considered for a moment before answering my plea, ' No I don't think so slave. The pain will help you to remember your place. Merry Christmas darling.' Then she was gone.

 

 Boxing Day morning I woke up at around 6 am on the cold kitchen floor. I quickly put away my wife's old trainers that I had been using as a pillow, kissing each one before storing them in the porch cupboard. I had no idea what time my wife was coming back so I rushed around the house double and triple checking that everything was immaculate. I was hoping desperately that she would be sufficiently pleased with my efforts to spend some time with me and take off the infernal chastity belt. Who knew, maybe, having had time to think and to miss me; she would come home alone and end the game. Maybe she had had enough and would just want to curl up beside me in bed and make love the way we used to?

Part of me wanted that desperately but another part wanted the game to go on and for her to come home with her lover to humiliate me, treating me like a worthless slave. It was still such a turn on! But which did I want more? It was hard to think clearly in my frustrated chastised state. One minute I was sure of what I wanted then the next minute doubts began to creep in. If I could just get to cum, then I could calm down and think more rationally. We could discuss how we both felt and decide how we wanted to go on. That wasn't too much to ask, was it?

It was nearly 2pm when I heard a car outside. I rushed to the window and saw them walking hand in hand towards the front door. Quickly I opened the door and knelt on the floor, my eyes cast downward. Half of me felt acutely embarrassed but the other half just felt right somehow. This was my place. This was what my wife wanted of me.

Coming through the door they both ignored me and went into the lounge. My wife called for me to serve them coffee. As I placed the cups on the coffee table my wife looked up at me from her position on her lover's knee.

'Introductions then I think. John darling this is my slave. You can call him anything you like,' she giggled. 'Slave this is the man I am sleeping with, the man I want instead of you, the man I have fallen in love with. You will call him Sir or Master John. Is that clear?'

I could not bring myself to look him in the eye as I answered, 'Yes ma’am.' So much for my hopes of her ending the game!

'When we have finished our coffee we are going to bed. Neither of us has had much sleep lately, have we darling?' She put her head on his shoulder as they both laughed. ‘I hope you have been busy slave. I'll be checking your work later. You know what happens when I find faults don't you?'

'Yes ma’am.' Was that the only thing I was ever going to say?

‘In fact, I just had an idea. Why don't we let John check your work and then carry out the necessary punishment too? That would help to make you feel at home wouldn't it babe?' my wife asked her lover.

Turning back to me her tone of voice became colder and more commanding. ‘Ask your master if he will check your work and punish you accordingly.' At my embarrassed hesitation she snapped, 'Now slave! Or get out of my house.' 

Still looking at the carpet I began, 'Please sir, will you check my housework and punish me as you see fit for any faults you find?' I was bright red and I knew it!

‘Now look at John and do it again and this time sound like you mean it. A little curtsy at the end would be nice too.'

John had a big grin on his face as I raised my eyes up to his and then quickly dropped them to his chin. He looked to be in his twenties, about half my wife's age. Yet here he was slumped on my expensive leather suite, my darling wife on his knee, his hand lightly caressing her thigh. As I curtsied he could not help himself and burst out laughing. That started my wife laughing and they both got up and walked out of the lounge. He had his arm protectively round her as she called to me over her shoulder, ' Put your tracksuit on over your maid's outfit and go and clean John's car slave. If you're a good boy I might have something else for you to clean later.'

After cleaning John's car I did not know what to do next so I went to the spare room and sat on the bed. I was deep in thought when my wife came in and stood in front of me hands on hips. Startled out of my reverie I made to get up but she pushed me back down and, moving closer, pulled my head into her stomach, gently ruffling my hair. She was ready for bed, silk nighty, fluffy pink dressing gown and matching cute little furry slippers. I almost gasped out loud with pain at the knowledge that she had made love to him dressed like this. In many ways it was worse than her wearing some sexy outfit for him. It was somehow more personal. The only person who should ever touch her dressed in her everyday night clothes was me, her husband of twenty years ! Now she was giving even that to him, this other man who was taking her away from me. My heart felt like it would break but, at the same time, my cock was about to burst from its prison and soak her in a long overdue flood of my cum.

'Have you missed me babe?' She asked as she cupped my cheeks and bent to brush her lips against mine. It took all my strength not to grab her and throw her down on the bed and ......... that was the problem - and what? Ask her nicely to unlock my chastity cage perhaps?! Maybe she read my thoughts as her mood suddenly shifted and she cracked me hard across my face.

'That's for having rude thoughts about your mistress. Now get up. I want you stripped and in punishment position. Now you useless wimp, now!'
Moving as quickly as my shaking hands would allow, I stripped off my uniform. I looked down at my stiletto boots then at her, hoping she would finally let me remove them. The pain of wearing them for nearly 48 hours was driving me insane.

'No slave, not yet. You have more suffering to do yet. Perhaps you should remember all the times I suffered and wore sexy high heels for you. Now move!'

I stood at the foot of the bed, legs apart, as she secured them with leather straps to the metal bed legs. Next my hands were handcuffed in front of me and clipped to a rope hanging from the ceiling. She had to climb onto the bed to reach it and pull it taught. I breathed in her perfume as I stood shivering with a mixture of fear, anticipation and lust.

'Ok, now I'm not going to put on your punishment hood because I want to be able to see your face and, more importantly, I want you to see mine.' My wife explained as she knelt on the bed in front of me. ‘I want to enjoy the expressions on your face when John beats your ass. I want to see the pain and the offense, then the dawning knowledge that I won't lift a finger to help you or to interfere in any way with the punishment you receive from your master. And, of course, I want you to see me laughing at you as you suffer. After all, you did always try to encourage me to enjoy hurting you physically and mentally didn't you? You know I used to struggle with that part. Well I've worked really hard on getting over that and I want you to be assured that my struggles are over babe.' She smiled and cocked her head to one side like a little girl expecting praise for some small task well performed.

Shit, she was beautiful! So very beautiful! And now even more so since out of my reach, in more ways than one. 'I can see you worked hard too on your housework but you must understand that I demand perfection from you now. We demand it, John and I.'

I closed my eyes in pain as all the possible connotations of her last sentence swamped my mind - John and I !
'I'm going to gag you though, I know the house is detached but we don't want to risk attracting the attention of the neighbours do we dear?' At that she produced a large inflatable gag and, after spitting on it, shoved it into my mouth, securing the buckles around my head. 'Feel free to beg and cry as much as you like slave. It won't make any difference to you but it will increase mine and John's enjoyment,' she laughed.
By this point I was feeling faint. The excruciating pain of the boots, the uncomfortable position in which I was secured, the fear of the beating to come, the intoxicating site of my gorgeous wife, her cruel comments, her mesmerising scent, my desperately straining cock, the overload of emotion coupled with sleepless nights that had been my life since we started playing this 'game'. A game that now seemed to be getting out of control. All this was combining to short circuit my brain. As my wife started to inflate the gag I tried to tell her. She could see I was panicking and paused her inflating to listen.

'What are you saying? You are going to faint?'

She understood. She would stop this now. I nodded my head vigorously, appealing to her desperately with my eyes.
'So go ahead - faint. It won't change anything. I have smelling salts if we need them. This is happening darling and you cannot and will not stop it, ok?'
As the seriousness of my situation dawned on me I began to sob helplessly. She stroked my cheek lovingly as she resumed pumping up the gag with her other hand. Then, kissing me lightly and chastely on the forehead, she whispered, ‘I love you babe, you know I always will. This is how I show you, by making you suffer for me. You show me your love for me by accepting that suffering in whatever form I decide to inflict it. It may not be conventional but it works for us doesn't it sweetheart. Maybe it's the only way a relationship as passionate as ours has become can be expressed. Now, I am going to call for John. Be brave for me my darling.'

As she went to leave I cried through my gag,' I love you, I love you!'
She just smiled, touched my cheek with her delicate fingers and was gone.

A few minutes later I heard the two of them entering the room behind me. My wife swatted my bare ass as she walked past me and sat on the bed, her back against the headboard.

'Ok babe show him who's in charge here,' she said to her lover as he stood behind me. Though the room was warm I was shivering uncontrollably as I heard him slide the belt from his trousers.

'This is going to hurt you more than me boy,' he whispered in my ear. Then he stepped back and crack! My behind was on fire!

I lost all sense of time as my beating at the hands of my wife's chosen lover continued. I cried into my gag as I thrashed and struggled against my bonds. I begged, I threatened and I screamed unintelligible obscenities, but it went on just the same. My wife laughed and encouraged her lover the whole time until, finally, the belt was thrown down and John came around in front, tearing off his clothes as he went. As he climbed onto the bed with my wife she let out a squeal of delight to match his growl of lust. Tearing open her fluffy dressing gown, he forced her legs apart and rammed his hugely engorged manhood into her obviously soaking pussy. As she wrapped her arms and legs tightly around her man, my wife let out that certain sound, a mixture of groan, sigh and gasp that I knew meant she was cumming. He had made her cum just from the initial penetration of his cock, something I had never achieved in our twenty years of marriage.

As he continued to pound her, I watched, appalled and yet completely enthralled as her cute furry slippers bobbed up and down with his thrusts. I even found myself thrusting with my own hips in time with his as hot tears rolled down my face. No longer tears of pain, these were tears of unendurable frustration. For over three months I had gone without even the luxury of an erection, much less an orgasm. Twice during that time I had been 'milked' - purely for health reasons my wife had told me. Both times the chastity cage had remained in place as the cum dribbled weakly from my restrained cock. 

For all that time I had watched her and had seen her cum so many times. I had used a vibrator and a strap-on cock on her. I had used my tongue and fingers. I had listened through the wall to her screams as her lover ploughed her depths. In all that time not once had my needs been considered much less addressed.

I hoped desperately for some sign from the woman I loved, some tiny acknowledgement that she was thinking of me as she gave herself to this other man. Just as I began to give up, I saw her tighten the grip of her legs as John's pace quickened still more and, amid groans and squeals of pleasure and release, they came together. Then finally, as her orgasm subsided and John was still twitching, powering the last drops of his doubtless heavy and virile load of sperm into the warm folds of my darling wife's most intimate place, I saw it. My wife stuck two fingers up at me with one hand as she caressed her lover's hair with the other.

Eventually they separated and lay in each other's arms enjoying their post-orgasmic glow. Whispering to each other they laughed quietly, enjoying the sweet intimacy of lovers entirely comfortable with each other. Not having seen them make love before, I was shocked to find that this intimacy seemed even more painful to me than the sex act itself. I was filled with such sweet pain and longing for my darling wife that I thought I might actually burst.

'Well I think it's time I put some clothes on,' she said. Kissing her lover gently on the lips she got up, quickly making herself decent by pulling down her nighty and re-securing her dressing gown. She stepped past me making for the door before having second thoughts and coming back to stand at my side.

Grabbing my hair she turned my tear-stained face to hers, ' Now you know why I want him and not you. You can't compete with that can you? That's how a real man fucks his woman. Remember it next time you get any stupid ideas about going back to how we were.' 

Then, turning to her lover she said, 'Take your time finishing his punishment darling. There's no rush. Enjoy yourself.'

I couldn't believe this! I thought it was over! Seeing the look of panic and outright desperation on my face, my wife smiled at me as she slid one hand inside her dressing gown. When she brought it out I could clearly see a large glob of their mixed juices running slowly down her fingers. Her eyes never left mine as, raising her hand she popped her fingers into her mouth, sighing with pleasure as she sucked them clean. I could not believe this was the same conservative, respectable lady I had married. A mother of two grown children and a local councillor at that. 

My shock must have been evident as she leaned close and spat in my face. Then laughing she turned and left me alone in the room with her lover.

John got off the bed and stood, completely naked, at my side, his face almost touching mine. ‘Did you enjoy watching your wife being seen to by a real man, slave? You don't mind me calling you slave do you?' 

I stood silently staring at the wall. I was really annoyed that my wife had left me alone with this guy - but also a little afraid of what he might do next.
'I could call you sissy maid if you prefer? What's the matter, scared of me? Well you should be. I'm fucking your old lady. I have her permission to do anything I like to you. And if you give me any trouble at all she says she'll throw you out. How do you feel about that?'

'It's not surprising she wants me instead of you is it? Now that she's had a taste of this!' He grabbed my hair and forced me to look down to where he was slowly masturbating his once more rampant cock. It was indeed impressive and I could clearly see the moisture on it from its recent coupling with my gorgeous wife.

'Thanks very much by the way, ' he went on, 'for leaving her nice and tight for me. We've had a few good laughs about your little excuse for a dick and your piss - poor attempts at love making. The woman deserves a medal for putting up with you as long as she has. Well she doesn't have to slum it anymore does she? Does she?' he shouted in my face. I shook my head in a daze. My wife had been discussing our sex life and making fun of me with this pig!

'Anyway,' he said as he collected his belt from the floor where he had thrown it in his haste to get at my wife, 'Let's have some fun. I'm going to see if I can get a few more screams out of you then I'm going to go get some more out of your wife. Of course, she won't be screaming for the same reason as you,' he laughed.

I steeled myself not to give this bastardl the satisfaction of seeing me cry out but, after the fifth crack across my already bruised and battered buttocks, I gave in. I continued to cry and beg while he switched his aim to the backs and then sides of my thighs. By the time he finished I hung limp with exhaustion, broken in mind and body.

'Well that was fun wasn't it lover boy? After all that work I think I'll visit your wife for a nice relaxing blow job. You don't mind me sleeping in what used to be your bed do you?' Actually I was appalled by the idea but did not consider myself in any position to argue.
'Is it true she never let you cum in her mouth slave? I can't believe you never did that! She is a natural at it. Amazing really, what an incredible fuck she is all round considering she only ever had you to practice on!'

As he climbed back onto the bed to loosen my hands from the hook in the ceiling, his still hard cock waved in my face. I gagged at the sight and smell of it. To think that my gorgeous darling wife would soon be taking that thing willingly into her mouth both saddened and appalled me, but, at the same time, drove me mad with jealousy and lust.

'While I'm busy with your wife you can clean the kitchen floor again - this time with your tongue. Every square inch mind you. If I even suspect you of not doing the job right this time I might just persuade your lovely wife that we don't need you at all. After all, knowing what she does now, if it came to a choice between you and me, who do you think she would choose?'

It was a good question and one I had hoped since the beginning of our games together, never to have to consider.
'In case there's any doubt in your tiny mind sissy boy, she told me last night that she loves me. Now, while you're on your knees licking the kitchen floor, I'm going to tell her I love her too.'

After releasing my own legs and stretching some of the stiffness out of my aching muscles, I hobbled downstairs. The stiletto boots were really crippling me now. As I knelt on the cold kitchen floor to begin my task I was grateful to at least be off my feet!
Having finished the task set for me by my wife's lover I was washing my mouth out at the kitchen sink when I sensed someone behind me. I turned to see John, naked with a big grin on his face and his now soft but still impressive cock in hand, pissing on the kitchen floor. I stood in shock watching him wave it around like a hosepipe covering as much area as he could. ‘Not finished yet lover boy,' he smirked, ' I guess a sissy maid's work is never done.'
There was no way I was licking that up! I was a grown man, a successful and well respected business man. No way. Too far, way too far!
Seeing my stubborn look he said quietly, 'Maybe you would rather go back upstairs so we can continue your beating? Or shall I go and tell your slut wife that you just told me to get out? '

Shit, I couldn't do this, no way. She wouldn't really throw me out would she? She was my wife.

'Ok, I'll go get her,' he said, turning to leave.

'No, ' I gasped, 'I'll do it.' What was I saying? I could not risk spoiling things. She had worked so hard to make my fantasies come true. She would be so disappointed in me if I ruined it. So back to my knees I went and began licking up his foul tasting piss.

'I told her you would do it, but I didn't think it would be so easy. You really are a total fucking looser aren't you?' I was in no mood to argue, I just wanted this over with, and besides, he was right, how could I deny it?

When I had finally finished I looked up to see he had gone. I rushed to the bathroom upstairs and used a full bottle of mouthwash trying to get rid of his taste. 

As I was leaving the bathroom I caught sight of my wife coming out of her bedroom. She looked stunning dressed in a shiny black pvc mistress dress with black seamed stockings and incredibly high patent stilettoes. Seeing me she waved me to follow her into the spare bedroom.

As I entered she pointed to the floor in front of her and I knelt looking up at her, my wife and closest friend for over twenty years.

'Did you enjoy the taste of my kitchen floor slave?' she asked.

'No ma’am.'

'Well perhaps it will encourage you to be especially careful about keeping it clean in future.' She had me follow on my knees as she moved to sit on the bed.' Understand me my pet, I own you, you are my possession. If I choose to give you as a slave to someone else or to give someone else authority over you then you must accept that and obey them as you do me.'

Please ma’am,' I replied,' It's just that he is so obnoxious!' I was taking a chance and I knew it, but I needed to know where I stood. I found out when her hand whipped out to crack across my face, followed closely by her other hand to the other side of my face. I fought the urge to lift my hands to protect my stinging cheeks as the blows continued.

When she finally stopped her voice was colder than I had ever heard it, ' It is not for slaves to offer opinions of their masters and betters. Apart from which, the fact that he disgusts you means it is an even better opportunity for you to prove to me your love and obedience. Do you understand?'

'Yes ma’am. I'm sorry ma’am.' I replied.

'That's better. Now I have a decision for you to make. It's possibly the most important one you will ever make. Namely because it could be the last one I ever allow you to make.'

I was all ears now!

'How long is it since I allowed you an orgasm slave?'

'Please ma’am, it's been three months and four days.'

'I take it then that you must be quite keen to let your little thing dribble its worthless slime.'

'Yes ma’am! Please ma’am!' Finally I was to get some relief! 

'Very well. I'm going to give you the opportunity to do so.' My face beamed in happiness and my caged cock pressed desperately against its confines in sheer anticipation.

'At the same time I am going to give you a chance to decide where we go from here. You see I have enjoyed our little game more than I ever believed possible. I want it to continue. I have so many exciting ideas for our future together as stern mistress and devoted slave. However, I love you dearly and to carry on to the extent that I have in mind I need to know it's what you really want too.'

I was in no state to make decisions, especially not important far reaching ones. All I could think of was cumming. I was mesmerised by her dress, her slim nylon covered legs, her dainty but deadly looking stilettoes!

Standing up, she pulled up her dress and removed her knickers right in front of me. It was getting even better! Then she sat back on the bed and removed the necklace she had worn for the past three months. Dangling from it, I knew, was the key to my chastity cage.

' Listen carefully slave. Listen!' She had to shout it again as I was in a dream world now. 'You have a choice. If you want the game to end you can take the key, unlock you cage and jerk your little clitty the couple of times it will take for you to dribble your slave slime on my stockings.

'Oh shit, yes yes yes yes!’ I thought!

‘If you choose that option I will ask John to leave and the game will be over for good. We will not play it again.'

I didn't care about the details I just needed to cum on those gorgeous nylon encased legs!

'Alternatively, you can ignore the key, get your ugly face between my legs and clean your masters cum from your mistress’s pussy. If you choose that option then the game will continue. It will be permanent. There will be no going back.'

I looked up at her face and into those beautiful green eyes.

'You know which one I want you to choose baby, but it has to be your decision. Remember, I love you more now than ever. I will always love you whatever you decide. But make no mistake, your decision is for keeps no matter what.'

Shit, why did it have to be so complicated? I just needed to cum so much! The sight of those gorgeous legs, the contrasting white of her thighs against the black nylon stocking tops. That was it, I was going for the key! As I reached for it I looked into her pretty face. She was smiling but managed to look sad and disappointed too. Why did I look at her face? Now I felt guilty. But what did I have to feel guilty about? After months of teasing torment, of humiliation and denial, I was entitled to one measly orgasm, wasn't I? 

Her smile broadened as she whispered,' I love you baby.' I knew it then. I could refuse this woman nothing. She had worked so hard to make my fantasy real, overcome so many obstacles, been so strong while I would have crumbled so many times. Now I had the chance to repay those efforts, to make my wife happy. What did it matter what it cost me?

I withdrew my outstretched hand and leaned my face toward her thighs. As her legs parted I could see the folds of her pussy coated in a thick white cream. The smell of sex was strong as I stuck out my tongue to lap up the cum of my wife's lover. Delving deeper I heard her groan deeply and, as her thighs clamped around my head, a flood of warm, salty spunk flowed from her pussy into my waiting mouth.

'Oh yes, you are a good boy. A good little slave for your mistress aren't you?'

After a few minutes her thighs relaxed enough for me to hear her say, 'Hands behind your back slave. We don't want any unauthorised touching of your mistress do we?'

Struggling desperately not to gag, I closed my eyes and swallowed as quickly as I could, feeling a moment of pride in the knowledge that I was making my wife happy. Ok I had thrown away the opportunity to cum but there would be another chance soon. Then suddenly I was struggling for air as, grabbing fistfuls of my hair, she pulled my sweating face into her soaking pussy. She began thrusting her hips as she screamed at me, 'Yes you fucking useless bastard, lick up your master’s seed. That's all you're good for. My little pussy clean up boy. I'm going to have so much fun with you. I love having you as my slave. You have no fucking idea what I'm going to put you through. Now suck me you piece of shit. Oh yea, yea, yea, you fucking looser, oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck !'

Just as I thought I would pass out from lack of oxygen, I was released and lay panting with my head on her thigh. Realising I was touching her without permission, I quickly raised my head and, looking up at her, was surprised to see a tear making its way down her beautiful face. Seemingly embarrassed she quickly wiped it away and stood up. As she smoothed down her dress I plucked up the courage to ask, 'Please ma’am, do you........I mean .....do you love him?' I knew I was in dangerous waters without the obligatory paddle, but I had to know, I just had to!

'I would normally punish you severely for daring to ask questions of me slave. However, you have pleased me with your choice - if not with your pathetic attempt at oral sex - so I will answer you this once. The love that may exist between a mistress and her lover is no concern of a slave. It is a completely different kind of love to that which a slave has for his mistress or her for him. The one does not negate the other. So, to answer your rather impertinent question, yes I do love John and he loves me. Now, if you don't mind, I am going to go and show him just how much I love him.'

My heart was as heavy as lead as she strode past me towards the door and I called after her,' Please ma’am, I love you so much! That's why I made the choice. I love you!'

Turning to look at me, she smiled, 'I know baby, I know. Now get on with your housework.'


Chapter 2

I was concentrating on my ironing, trying to get the ceases in my wife's clothes just how she likes them, when John, her lover, strode into the room. After watching me for a while with an amused grin on his face he spoke, 'Would you like to take those boots off now slave?'
I had been wearing the stiletto boots for two days now. They were a couple of sizes too small and my feet felt like they were being slowly crushed in a vice. I would have done just about anything to be able to remove them but that still did not make it easy for me to have to belittle myself to this beast. I loathed him intensely, not least for the way he had stolen my wife's affections from me. It had always been my fantasy for her to give herself completely to another man and I had accepted that a certain amount of jealousy on my part would be inevitable. What I had not anticipated was that my wife would deliberately choose someone who disgusted me. Someone I hated with a passion. Neither had I banked on her giving that man such control over me.

'Yes please sir.' I mumbled reluctantly.

'Oh I think you can do better than that boy.' He smiled as he pointed at the floor in front of him. 
My face burned with embarrassment as I dropped onto all fours and crawled like a dog to kneel at the feet of a man half my age who addressed me as boy!

'Well? I'm waiting.'

'Please sir, please may I take off these boots?'

'That's better. Ok I'll think about it. But first I want you to do something for me.'

I cringed inwardly as I imagined what that might be!

'I want you to speak to your wife.' Then he went on to explain what he wanted me to say.

It was not my proudest moment. Kneeling in front of my darling wife, bright red with embarrassment and seething with loathing for her lover who stood watching from the doorway as I spoke, 'Please ma’am. I just wanted to apologise to you for being unable to satisfy you in bed and for being a useless pathetic excuse for a man.' I went on, 'I am really pleased that you have found a real man to make you happy.' I think my wife was trying not to laugh, though I kept my eyes on her shoes, not having the courage to look her in the face as I continued my carefully rehearsed speech.
'Master John is very handsome and I really admire him. The two of you make a lovely couple. I don't blame you at all for falling in love with such a stud and I hope that the two of you stay together for ever.'

'Alright that's enough slave boy, you can go now.' said John as he walked past me and gathered my wife into his arms. 'Here,' he said, throwing the key to the padlock on my torturous boots on the floor. I scrambled to pick it up and leave quickly before he changed his mind and, closing the door behind, me I hobbled down the corridor, the muffled sound of their laughter mocking me as my vision blurred with tears of shame.
Removing those boots was such a blessed relief it was almost worth the humiliation I’d suffered! Unfortunately it was short lived as that evening I was presented by my wife with a new uniform. This one was even worse than the black maid's outfit. A bright baby pink rubber dress with matching stockings, frills and bows and, worst of all, a pair of pink booties, far too small with incredibly high heels. 

'I was keeping this until I was sure where we were going. It's yours now my pet. Wear it with pride and know that you are my sissy little slave.' This was her speech as she presented the outfit to me and encouraged me to quickly put it on. Her smile as I took the items, curtsied and turned to go to the spare room to change, said she knew, as I did, that I was now truly broken to her will.

The rest of that evening I spent tottering on those ludicrous heels, serving my wife and her lover with drinks and snacks as they cuddled up on the couch watching a movie like any regular loving couple. When not busy I had to face the wall with hands on head, listening to them kiss and whisper, occasionally breaking out in giggles. It was not difficult to imagine what the object of their amusement might be.

When, eventually, my wife and mistress fell asleep, John lifted her in his arms to carry her to bed. As he walked past me he said, 'Clear up then go to bed slave. You can sleep in the garage tonight, I don't want you in the house.'

'Yes sir,' I replied as my wife giggled sleepily.

'Oh and I guess I'll have to stop calling you slave boy now won't I? Nothing that dresses like you could ever be considered a boy could it?' 

'No sir,' I answered, hanging my head in shame.

The next morning I was allowed back into the house to make breakfast for my wife and her lover. Afterwards, as I cleared the kitchen table she told me that I could have the scraps they had left but I must eat them from a bowl on the floor with my hands behind my back. I was too hungry to argue and so tucked right in as my wife sat watching me.

Having completed the washing up, I heard my wife calling me into the lounge. As I knelt in front of her I believed my prayers were to be answered. She was giving me another chance to cum!

'If I ask John for the key to your chastity belt then I think you should do something for me too honey, ok?'
Of course it was ok, anything, I didn't care!

After shouting for her lover she told me to undress leaving on just my stockings and pink booties. Even the entry of her lover whom I loathed intensely did nothing to calm my growing excitement. In fact I was beginning to think that if she did not get that cage off me soon I was going to burst it open!
I was puzzled though when my wife asked her lover to strip too. ‘If John is going to go to the trouble of loaning you the key for your cage then I think it’s only fair that there should be something in it for him too. Don't you slave?' she asked as she cocked her sweet face to one side in that cute little way she has.

'Yes ma’am,' I answered. I didn't really care what he got, I just needed to cum so bad! I watched as he handed her the key and she unlocked my cage. My cock was so tight inside it took some fiddling to get the cage off, then, sensing freedom, it sprang up harder and larger than it had ever been in my life.

'Ok honey,' she said to John. 'Stand beside slavey so I can compare.' This was unbelievably embarrassing! He was about the same build as me though a few inches taller. I knew he was larger in the cock department but knowing it and having it paraded in front of you are two different things. As my wife pointed and giggled I felt the stiffness begin slowly to leave my cock. It was as if the blood was flowing out of my cock and into his as I looked down and watched him inflating impressively.

'Now slave I am going to let you play with your little thing for my amusement. But I want you to play with John's at the same time.'
'Oh no!' I thought. Not that. I can't. I had never touched another man there and never wanted to.

'Are you going to disobey me slave? Think very carefully before you do.' she said coldly.

'Please ma’am,' I begged.

'No! You do as I say now or get out of my house! I fucking mean it you little cuckold.'

I had no choice. She was serious. Tentatively I reached out and took his impressively hard penis in my right hand. 'Don't forget yours baby.' she cooed as I took my own now shrivelled manhood in my left hand. Conscious of the fact that my whole hand barely covered half the length of John's cock whilst two fingers were more than enough to cover my own deflated weapon; I began to stroke us both.

'Faster you little slut. Let's see who can cum first.'

As I speeded up he groaned and I looked up at my wife to see her pushing her own hand inside her knickers.

Even after months of abstinence the embarrassment was just too much. I could not bring life to my completely shrivelled organ. If anything it was getting smaller. Unable to compete with John's superior endowment it gave up and ran, leaving me utterly devastated.

'Oh yes,' my wife moaned.' That's the difference. We can all see it. John my darling I love your cock. Cum for me baby. Cum on my stockings.' she said moving to place her nylon covered left leg in front of her lover.

'You,' she said, looking at me, 'you are pathetic. Look at that useless thing. You beg me to let it out then you can't even get it hard. You fucking disgust me. You are not half the man John is. Look at him. Look at that magnificent cock. Handle it carefully. Show it how much you admire it. Oh fuck. I'm gonna come. I never thought I would see you like this, my loving husband jerking off my lover. Oh fuck yesssssss!'

As I watched her gyrate in the throes of passion, I felt Johns cock grow even larger in my hand as he began to thrust his hips. The spunk shot out of him and landed in thick white pools on my wife's immaculate black stockings. He just kept shooting and shooting and I imagined what my wife must feel when he shot that amount so powerfully inside her.

'Oh darling that was amazing!' my wife gasped. 'Slave get that cage back on and stop embarrassing yourself.' The cage went straight on without difficulty as my shrivelled cock offered no resistance.

'Now come and clean up your master’s mess.'

As I knelt to lick his still warm gooey spunk from her leg I could see them embrace and kiss in my peripheral vision. Then guess what? My treacherous cock began to harden and struggle against the tight confines of the cage!

Finishing my cleaning duties I looked up to see my wife kissing her lover as he sat beside her on the couch. I couldn't help myself. All the frustration, the embarrassment, the humiliation, the jealousy, it all just came flooding out as I began to sob quietly.

'Oh baby!' my wife said softly, as she took her hand from John's cock and began to caress my head. 'It's ok. You have a good cry. It's all part of the process. There'll be a lot of that to come.' I laid my head in her lap, my tears wetting her stocking tops as she comforted me. ‘That’s my good little slave. You cry for your mistress. Cry for all you've lost, all the things you'll never have.'

Then grasping a handful of my hair she pulled my head up from her lap. Looking at her through vision blurred with tears I loved her. I worshiped that woman! She wanted me broken to her will. Well so be it. I was hers now and always. 

'Now, there is the small matter of your disobedience. I will not tolerate hesitation when I tell you to do something slave. Do you understand?' I was beginning to understand a lot of things.

'Go to the spare room and prepare yourself for punishment.'

I rose on unsteady legs and picking up my uniform, made to leave.

'You can leave off the uniform slave. Now go, quickly!'

I waited kneeling in the corner of the spare room facing the wall for what seemed a long time before I heard them entering behind me. I was instructed to get up and stand at the bottom of the bed. I was shivering with fear as John secured my ankles to the bed legs and my hands behind my back. The rope from the ceiling that last time had stretched my arms up above me was this time secured to my wrists behind me. As John pulled down on the other end of the rope my arms were pulled up toward the ceiling and I had to bend forward over the bed. He kept pulling untill I thought my shoulders would be dislocated before tying off the rope. I was very conscious of how exposed my behind was and what a helpless and ridiculous figure I must appear.

My thoughts were interrupted as I heard the swish of a cane behind me. ‘This is for your own good slave. I will not tolerate the smallest hint of disobedience from you. The sooner you understand that the better for your ass.'

There was the swishing sound again then fire, burning uncontrollable fire. The bite of the thin and flexible cane on my ass was unbearable. It was only two days since I had been beaten with John's leather belt. My behind had not had time to recover from that. Now it had to take more! As the second stroke landed at the top of my thighs I tried desperately to scream but could not find the air to do it. I was being cut in two!

'It's alright slave the neighbours are away for a few days. You can scream all you like.' my wife laughed. As the third stroke landed I did and I went on screaming till I thought my vocal chords must surely tear. Even when the beating stopped I went right on screaming till, eventually I heard my wife speaking, demanding my attention. Fearing further punishment I forced myself to silence and tried to focus on her words.

Apart from stockings and cute little platform sandals she was naked on the bed in front of me. John was beside her fondling her breasts and kissing her neck.

'I want you to see this slave. Do you remember all the times you tried to persuade me to give you my ass? Anal sex, that’s what you called it. And I always told you how disgusting I thought it was. How only a complete slut would do such a filthy thing. Do you remember? Well I've got a real treat for you. I'm going to let you watch John take my virgin ass. I want you to see me give him what I would never give to you.'

It was true. I had often fantasised about plunging into the depths of her gorgeous, tight little ass. Now I was going to see someone else do it. To her, to my darling wife. This was too much. How did I get into this? Why did I persuade her to start this cursed game?

I watched close up with a grandstand view as John took a jar of lubricant and greased her ass, using his fingers to open her gently as she knelt on the bed. Eventually she told him she was ready and he knelt behind her, his greased pole in hand, poised at her virgin entrance. 'Are you watching lover boy?' he teased. 

'Oh take me baby. Take my ass.' my wife moaned.

'Ask nicely bitch.' he replied.

'Oh stop teasing. Get that thing inside me. Take me. Take my ass lover.'

And so he did. Slowly at first then with increasing power as her ass muscles began to relax, the look of pain on her beautiful face turning slowly to one of lust.

'Oh fuck yes. Do me. Do my ass. Right in front of my husband.' she gasped in time with his lunges. 'You'll never have this. You'll never know what my John is feeling right now.' she said, looking right into my eyes before she squeezed them tight shut and gasping like a landed fish she came.
'Look at your wife now lover boy. She wants you to remember how she looks with my cock skewering her ass. Watch me fucking fill it. Oh oh oh fuckkkkkkk.'


That night, having served my wife and her lover food, I sat in the lounge positioned in front of the TV tied tightly to a wooden chair from the dining room. I was naked except for the stockings my wife had been wearing all day. They were laddered and stiff with dried cum from her anal adventures earlier in the day. She had given them to me as a memento to remind me of how she lost her anal cherry. My cock was desperately but futilely pressed up against the confines of its cage as I divided my attention between the porn video playing on the TV and the activities of my wife and her lover who were both naked and engaged in deep and heavy petting on the sofa.

Eventually she whispered to him and they stood to position themselves in front of me. My wife faced me and bent forward resting her hands on the arms of my chair. Her lover stood behind her and I watched the dance of emotions across her face as he once more drove his manhood into her ass.
'You have no idea how this feels. Letting a man fuck your pussy is personal. But when a woman gives her ass to a man she belongs to him, for ever. Do you understand slave?'

I nodded my head in surrender as she continued. ‘I love this feeling so much. I never want it to end. I want John's cock inside me, in my mouth, in my pussy and, oh yea, in my ass!’

'You never made me feel like he does. He is ten times the man you are. A hundred times.'

If I had any ego left it was leaving right now.

'You fucking looser. You could have had this. You could have had my ass but you weren't man enough to take it were you? Were you?'
'No ma’am,' I murmured.

'You make me sick. All the years I wasted on you when I could have been getting my ass screwed by men like John. You know I need him don't you? You know I love him.'

I was nodding as the tears flowed down my cheeks once more. Shit I was doing a lot of crying lately. But then she had warned me I would be hadn't she? What did she say? I should give myself to her, surrender to her will completely. Alright, I would.

'Tell John I love him you fucking spineless wimp.'

'Please sir, my wife loves you.'

'Ask him to fuck my ass hard. Ask him never to stop fucking me. Tell him I belong to him. Tell him you fucking looser!'

So I did and the room echoed to the sounds of my painful words, John's grunts of conquest and my wife’s screams as she came once more, impaled on her lover's cock.

Afterwards he left the room telling my wife not to be long. She wiped her leaking ass on a pair of her dirty knickers and shoved them into my mouth, securing them in place with duct tape. Still crying and breathing hard through my nose I watched her fiddle with the TV remote.
'There you go. I've set the DVD to repeat play. I know you probably won't be able to sleep so you might as well spend the night watching what you can't have. What you'll never have again.'

Caressing my damp cheek she kissed me chastely on my forehead. ‘Goodnight sweetheart. You did well today. I'm really pleased with you. Just remember to keep giving in. Keep surrendering yourself to me. The more you give the more I will take. And the more I take from you the happier I will be. You want me to be happy don't you babe? You want your sweet little sexy wife to be happy?'

'Yes ma’am,' I murmured. And I did. I loved her so much, so completely. I knew then what she had known for some time. The more she hurt me, the more she used and humiliated me - the more I would love her.

Understandably I did not get much sleep that night and, when my wife's lover released me next morning, I was stiff and sore. He left after I made him his breakfast - standing at the cooker naked except for a pair of my wife's dirty stockings did little for my ego - and I quickly showered and dressed in my new baby pink maid's outfit. I made myself busy with housework hoping to please my wife. Perhaps she would take pity on me while her lover was out and let me have the orgasm I still so desperately needed.

I took her a cup of tea at ten o'clock and she told me to run her bath. I was thrilled when she ordered me to bathe her. I gently soaped and rinsed every inch of her gorgeous body while she told me how much she was enjoying our situation. She was full of praise for John, her lover, and took every opportunity to compare me with him - not favourably I can tell you. She found him far superior in physique, in stamina, and in technique. I was hurt by her comments but could not help being excited by them too. How pathetic does a man have to be to be excited by his own wife's infatuation with another man?

After drying my wife and helping her dress in a gorgeous black leather dress, stockings and black knee length leather boots with vicious looking heels I was just about ready to pass out. I ached for her. I longed for her. I could stand it no longer.

Sensing my distress she allowed me to leave the room while she applied her makeup. I was sent outside into our back garden where I was to wait for her in the garden shed. It seemed ages before I finally heard the sound of her stilettoes on the garden path. As she entered and closed the door behind her I caught the smell of leather from her dress mixed with her perfume. It was intoxicating. I was told to stand under the roof truss while she handcuffed my hands over it. Then, opening a plastic bag she had brought with her she brought out a pair of her lover's worn underpants. Stuffing them into my mouth she followed them with a pair of her own before securing them in place with duct tape.

'There you go husband. Enjoy the taste of your wife and her lover. I'm going to beat you now. It's not a punishment. I am doing it simply because I feel like it.'

In her dainty hands the cane she selected from a bunch in the corner did not land as heavily as it had done when her lover used it previously, but coming as it did, on top of my previous hidings, it was agony! 

'I want you to understand slave. You can be punished severely for any disobedience to me or my lover. You can be punished severely for any work that does not meet our exacting standards.' That reference to 'our' really hurt. They were clearly a team now - my wife and her lover. It used to be me and her. Now it was him and her. That was far more painful to bear than any beating she could have given me.
'And, finally, you can be severely punished as I’m going to punish you now, for no reason other than my amusement. Get that through your thick head. It's your position in life now and it’s permanent.'

With a final flurry of whacks which left me gasping and crying for breath, she threw down the cane and left.

Later that morning she returned to release me and I followed her like a beaten dog, into the house. Once in the dining room I was told to remove my uniform, leaving on the stockings and cruel boots and climb onto the dining table. My mind raced as I wondered what she had in store for me now. I hoped desperately that it involved my being allowed to cum for the first time in months!

The table was made of heavy oak with six sturdy legs and I found myself on hands and knees as she secured my wrists to the far two legs. I was left enough play to be able to put my hands on top of the table to take my weight, but no more. Next my ankles were pulled apart and secured to the opposite end legs. Finally my knees were pulled forward as far as they would go and leather straps run from them to the middle legs of the table. I was effectively immobilised in a doggy position.

'Ok now do you have anything to say before I gag you slave?'

Desperate to encourage her mercy and perhaps ingratiate myself with her I blurted, 'Please ma’am, just that I love you.'
'Of course you do you silly little sissy slave.' She laughed as she produced a red ball gag and spat on it several times before shoving it into my mouth and securing its leather straps around my head.

'Now my little slave husband. I have decided to amuse myself for a while by releasing you from your chastity cage and playing with your useless little excuse for a cock. I hope you don't mind.'

Mind? She must be joking!

'I am warning you, however, that you do not have permission to cum. Teasing you and witnessing your desperation to cum is for my enjoyment. If you came that would be for your enjoyment and, as I'm sure you must be aware by now, your enjoyment is of no interest to me and therefore of no importance. If you are stupid enough to have an accident I guarantee that you will regret it more than you would believe possible. Do you understand me my little slut?'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.'

She was playing with me. After a while she would relent and allow me to cum I was certain she would. She had denied me for so long. She could not expect me to go on any longer. I just had to play my cards right, go along with her, show lots of respect, maybe do a little begging, then finally oh shit finally.......

As she produced the key and unlocked my poor neglected manhood I was shaking with uncontrolled lust. Pulling the cage off she exclaimed, 'Oh dear, your sad little thing has missed me hasn't it? 'My cock , free at last, inflated as hard and fast as an emergency life raft and stood out quivering with pent up lust.

'I think we'd better give that time to calm down hadn't we slave? I think I'll go and have a coffee while you get yourself under control.'
As she walked away I watched her tight little leather covered ass sway and drooled at the sight of her long black boots as they clicked across the wooden floor. I wanted to scream, 'No come back. I need you to touch me now!' But, fortunately, I was able to hold in what would have been unintelligible around my ball gag anyway.

I tried thinking of things to take my mind off sex but it was useless and when my wife eventually returned I was harder than ever.
'Oh dear, we're going to have to be very careful aren't we slave. If you were to have an accident I don't like to think what I might do to you in a fit of anger. And imagine what John would do!'

As she spoke she produced a pair of thin latex gloves and pulled them onto her dainty hands. Then another larger pair was pulled over those. These were longer and slid up to her elbows.' Can't be too careful can we? The last thing I want is to have that little thing touching my skin. Now, let's see how much fun I can have here.'

Moving around to the side she began to lightly brush the underside of my near bursting cock. I was in heaven. The sensation was beyond description. I think I must have cried out with pleasure as she quickly removed her hand. 'I think it's a good thing I gagged you slave or we might have had the neighbours at the door. Now try to relax honey. This is going to go on for a long time and there's nothing you can do about it so calm yourself down. 'I tried I really did, but after so long in confinement, so long without any sensation whatsoever, the slightest touch of her latex covered hand on my straining cock sent my brain into overload. I wanted desperately to cum but, at the same time, I wanted this sensation to go on forever.

I don't know how many times she started caressing me and then stopped. Nor do I have any idea how she managed to gauge my state of arousal so accurately that she could stop and pause every time just as an orgasm of immense, earth shattering proportions seemed inevitable. But she did.
I screamed and begged her through my gag. At first I didn't know if I was begging her to stop in case I came or to continue so that I could. Eventually though I didn't care about the consequences. I had to cum no matter what. If it cost me my very life I had to cum!

Finally she took a break to have some lunch. I was left in my embarrassing position on the table, the sweat running off me in rivers and my aching muscles spasming uncontrollably as I gasped for breath and cried for mercy.

Mercy, however, seemed not to be a word my gorgeous wife was familiar with, as she returned from her leisurely lunch to begin my torment once more. On it went. On and on. Time no longer had meaning to me as I felt myself constantly on the verge of passing out. The only things that existed in my shrunken world of pure sensation were my darling wife's fingers on my cock and her occasional words of encouragement or contempt. One minute I was her darling slave and she was so proud of me for suffering for her. The next minute I was a pathetic excuse for a man. Allowing my wife to torture and tease me to such extremes. 

I hung onto each and every one of her words, savouring them, caressing them in my mind as I longed to caress her body in my hands. She was the focal point of my universe. No. She was the only thing in my universe and I screamed her name in desperate longing!

It was getting dark outside and I noticed she had switched on the lights as her slaps to my face brought me round. I must have finally passed out. She was loosening my hands and telling me to sit up. Had I cum?  I hoped not. I wanted to be conscious to experience that mind blowing moment. I knew I had not when I looked down at my still rock hard cock as she pulled my wrists behind me and fastened them to my ankles, effectively securing me in a kneeling position. I was tired and aching all over. And thirsty, so thirsty!

'Well, that was fun wasn't it babe? Now look at the mess you've made.' As well as pools of sweat there was a large puddle right in front of me in the centre of the table. My wife used a towel to dry the table top, taking care to skirt around the puddle that had leaked from my poor tortured cock. I thought for a moment that I must have cum after all, till my wife noticed me looking and said, ' It's ok slave, that's just pre-cum, and quite a lot for a little thing like yours too, isn't it? Don't worry though, you didn't disgrace yourself. Although I thought a few times you were going to. But you're a good boy for your mistress aren't you?' She caressed my cheek with her latex enshrouded hand and I tried to decide whether I was pleased or disappointed. I still hadn't cum. After all that, I hadn't cum.

‘We’d better get rid of this though hadn’t we?’ she smiled as she used two gloved fingers to scoop up some of the offending liquid and smear it over my lips and over the ball gag. ‘We can’t have slave slime left around the place can we? What would John say? Now you stay right there till your master gets home. If you're a good boy I think he might have a little gift for you.'

A gift? I needed a rest. I needed sleep. Shit, I needed to cum! Something told me the gift, whatever it was, would not help me with any of those things.

It seemed a long time before I heard the front door open and my wife's lover walked in. He saw and he laughed. My wife came skipping out of the lounge and threw herself into his arms. They kissed passionately as I watched from my kneeling position on top of the table, naked, my ankles tied to the top of the table legs and my wrists tied to my ankles. As if that was not embarrassing enough, I was leaking drool from around the damned ball gag and more drool from my straining desperate cock, around which my wife had tied a little pink ribbon.

I watched them walk off into the kitchen as he gave her the package he had brought with him. A few minutes later they came back, each carrying a glass of wine. Then the snogging began again as they stood right in front of me. Slowly my wife undressed her lover caressing every part of his body as it was revealed. Eventually she broke away and tapped the table, 'Up you get darling. I want to show my slave what he's missing.' I wondered what she had in mind as she guided him to kneel right in front of me on the table, mirroring my position but without being tied there as I was. His cock was hard and twitching, seemingly in sympathy with my own. 'This is what you can't have slave.' She smiled as she took his impressive erection in her bare and dainty hand, slowly beginning to stroke it up and down. I think we both let out a groan at the same time but while his was one of pleasure mine was one of desperate frustration.

'No gloves needed for my darling John because I love his big cock. Now watch.' My eyes were on stalks as she bent to take this other man's cock into her warm inviting mouth. He groaned again and closed his eyes as her head bobbed slowly up and down.

I couldn't stand it! I wanted to look away or close my eyes but I could not. I was mesmerised as her movements speeded up and she began wanking him with her hand at the same time as she sucked and slurped, twirling her tongue around the tip of his manhood. Only once had she ever taken me into her mouth. After much persuading from me she had done it for a few seconds and it had been very clear that she hated it. She had always refused to do it again, resulting in a number of arguments before I finally gave up the idea. Now here was my conservative little wife sucking cock like a porn star!

Nobody could have stood that treatment for long and, sure enough, John was soon thrusting his hips and tangling his fingers in her hair, no doubt preparing to shoot a heavy load of his thick cream down my wife's slender throat. My mistress wife had other ideas though and, just as he let go his load she pulled her head away. His spunk shot up and out, landing first across my chest then onto my stomach before concentrating its attack on my own bursting manhood. On and on it went and I watched as my entire pubic area was coated in seed from my wife's lover. Laughing as she drained the last drops she spoke to me, 'There you go slave. You wanted to see your little thing dribbling cum didn't you?' I was struck speechless by her cruelty and hung my head in shame and defeat.


Chapter 3

After a visit to the kitchen for refills of wine while her lover dressed, my wife produced the mystery package brought by John. 'Ok let’s get you back in position first then we can open your present.' I was quickly secured back in the doggy position I had earlier occupied then, tearing open the parcel, my wife showed me its contents. It was a shiny stainless steel chastity belt. 'Well, what do you think slave? It's much more secure than your old one and more comfortable for long term use I think,' she observed. 'Now keep still so I can try it on,' she advised as she pulled her latex gloves back on.
'John darling I think we need some ice.' After a few minutes of her holding a bag of ice to my swollen balls I had lost my long suffering erection but the lust and longing that had created it remained. Some minutes of fumbling later my wife stepped back to admire her handiwork, 'There we go, all done.'
I looked underneath along my underside to see my whole groin encased in bright unyielding steel. She was right, it looked completely secure and it was quite comfortable until my erection began to return. There was absolutely no room at all for my cock to expand beyond a completely soft state. It was painful and my grimace was noticed by my wife. 
'Yes slave you will have to learn to control yourself. A slave should be too busy thinking about his misstress’ needs to have time to get his little thing all hard anyway. It's very insulting to a lady to have lowly scum like you lusting after her. You must learn some respect my little husband and, until you do don't expect your little thing to see much daylight,' she laughed. 'And,' she continued, looking over at her lover, 'I think you owe John a big thank you for getting it made for you.' I looked up at my wife's lover as her came over to stand beside her, slipping his arm around her narrow waist. 'Thank you sir,' I said. Anything to get this over with.
'In fact,' she went on, 'Why don't we give the keys to John to look after?' Oh no, I thought, as I watched a huge grin spread across his features. 'That way you will know that there is no way I can release you even if I wanted to. You know how soft I am.’

No, not really, I thought. Not lately that was for sure.

'I might give in during a moment of weakness,’ she smiled, ‘But I don't think John will. Will you baby?' He just laughed as he took the keys and shoved them casually into a pocket of his jeans. Casually! Laughing! He didn't understand. I was beyond desperation. I would do anything for the relief of an orgasm. I could wait no longer. My life depended on it and he thought it was a fucking joke!
'This is an important step for you my slave husband,' she said, taking my chin in her latex covered hand and turning my incredulous face away from him so that she could look deeply into my eyes. ‘Now you can stop trying to please me in the hope that I will let you out of your cage and start trying to please me because you love me and worship me as your mistress. I'm sure you will work very hard to please your master now too, won't you slave, since he is your only hope of release.'
Closing my eyes and dropping my head in utter despair I began to sob until my wife lifted my chin once more. 'Don't cry it's not all bad news silly. In fact John and I have agreed that you will spend exactly one year locked up, after which we will allow you release. Then you will be locked up for a further three years.'

I couldn't believe this!

'After your three year release, if all is going well, you may be locked away for good, but there will be time to discuss that later.'

Discuss? What the fuck was there to was to discuss? I didn't want this. No way. This was too much. What was she saying?
'Of course we will have to add time to your sentence for any unsatisfactory behaviour, so it will be in your own interest to make sure you work very hard to please us both.'

I couldn't take this all in. My whole life had just been turned upside down. It was supposed to be a game, just a game! A year? Twelve months. That meant I had about eight months to go! Another twice what I had already endured! No fucking way!
As if she had read my thoughts my wife finished her shattering speech with still worse news, 'So next Christmas will be very special for you slave.’

Next Christmas? That was twelve months not eight.

'Yes I know you've already done a little bit of time in chastity,' she laughed, taking in my shocked expression.

A little bit?!

'But that was just a trial run. We won't count that.' I was beyond despair now. ‘We’re not making no promises but, if you are really good, we might be able to let you out a couple of days early, maybe on Christmas day. Now that would be nice wouldn't it sweetheart?'

‘Ok let’s move on. I don't think he can take much more today,' my wife advised her lover. 'Why don't you get that bag of ice back out of the fridge and hold it against his little balls.'

'Remember this baby?' She asked me, holding up a curved plastic wand we had purchased from a specialist site. It was a prostrate massager. It was designed to be inserted into the ass and rubbed against the prostate gland until it stimulated the slow release of semen. The idea was to keep everything healthy and working whilst denying the satisfying release of orgasm. We had tried it a couple of times in the past with good results the second time, although our main aim had been for us both to get a kick out of her treating me in such a humiliating way.

Spreading lubricant onto the wand she went behind me and I felt it being shoved inside my ass. As she slowly began to massage my prostate and her lover held the cold ice to my scrotum, I hung my head in shame. It had been fun before but now to have her do it in front of him, her lover, it was unbearable and I closed my eyes as tears of shame and frustration rolled down my cheeks. I felt less than worthless, less than a man. How had I sunk so low? It was meant to be a temporary game, a bit of fun. Now here I was, an object of amusement, a convenience, a joke the two of them could share at their leisure. And now I had let it go so far there could be no going back. How could my wife ever feel the same way about me? How could I ever look her in the eye again?

'We'll do this every three or four months just to keep everything in working order slave. I don't want to destroy your ability to cum, I just want to enjoy denying you the opportunity,' she laughed.

Eventually I started to get a feeling of needing to pee and I knew it was happening. I was releasing the pent up spunk of so many frustrated months but the desperate need to cum remained undiminished.

'I think it’s started,' John told her and she used her free hand to adjust the position of a small saucer she had placed directly under my groin. 
Opening my eyes I could see long strands of semen hanging from a small drainage hole in the chastity belt. The hole was to allow me to piss and now I was pissing away my precious life fluid. Dribbling it away, unlike her lover who had launched his in proud ecstasy wrapped in her loving caress.
That said everything about my new position in this three way relationship. My feelings, my needs, were no longer of any concern to her. Worse, she was happy to use them to hurt and humiliate me. Then I remembered that she had fitted my new device without cleaning her lover's fluids from my groin. No doubt some of the thick white cream accumulating on the saucer was his as gravity pulled it from where it had landed. The virile domineering sperm of my wife's alpha male mixed with my worthless slave slime. Shit, I was even starting to think like a sissy wimp slave!
When she was happy that there was no more to come of my offering to her superiority, my wife removed the probe and, picking up the saucer, placed it on the table under my face.

'Now slave, although I don't think you got any pleasure from that I am still not happy that you should be able to expel your sperm as if you were a real man. Therefore I have decided that any slime you expel during these milking you will immediately reingest. That wat it stays in your system. And to make up for any you might lose by dribbling between milkings, I will collect some of John's for you now and again. It will probably be mixed with my saliva but I'm sure you won't mind that will you slave?'

I couldn't believe it. I was sure I had sunk as low as I could get but now she wanted more. Would she never run out of ideas to humiliate me? I looked at the saucer and its contents and felt sick in stomach and in heart.

'You will obey me slave. However long it takes. You will stay there until you do.'

I just wanted it to be over. I needed a drink of water and some sleep. So I did it. I licked up the slimy, still warm goo and tried not to think about what I was doing.

'There, I told you,' my wife squealed. 'I told you he would do it!'

'What a fucking looser,' her lover laughed, 'I don't believe it. You fucking faggot. You deserve everything you get you fucking sad bastard.'
Shushing him, my wife patted me on the head. 'That's my good boy, my good little husband.' Then bending down she whispered in my ear, ' I love you babe and I never want this to end. Suffer for me sweetheart. Show me how much you love me. '
So, cleaning the saucer with my tongue, I did.

Loosened from my prone position on the table I was allowed to take a shower and get a much needed drink of water. On my wife's instructions I slept on the floor in the spare bedroom. Next morning I rose and found a note in the kitchen. They had gone out shopping and I was to dress in my pink uniform and clean house.

My wife returned home with her lover that evening and dropping the shopping in the hallway before they went into the lounge. I was instructed to bring them wine and then had to kneel at my wife's feet, remove her long leather boots and massage her aching feet. As they watched TV and chatted about their day I knelt feeling like a spare part kissing and sucking my wife's stocking clad feet. It seemed so long since I had been able to touch her and the smell of her hot feet laced with her perfume and the leather of her boots was intoxicating.

When they needed more wine I brought it and was instructed by my wife to put on a DVD they had brought home. I was then allowed the honour of taking my wife's boots into the kitchen to clean them with my tongue before polishing them in the authordox way.

Such close contact with her sexy footwear had brought my cruelly encased cock to bursting point when she called me back to the lounge. 'Come and watch a movie with us slave.'

Kneeling at the side of the couch where they sat I watched what turned out to be a porn flick as my wife taunted me. 'Look at her, stunning isn't she. Just think slave, you will never get to touch a woman like that guy is touching her. You'll never do any of the things you see on this movie for the rest of your life. Can you remember what it feels like to slide your little cock inside a woman like that? Well hold onto that because memories are all you'll ever have now.'

Soon my mistress and her lover were kissing deeply, their tongues exploring each other's mouths as their hands fondled and caressed. We were all equally turned on by the movie but, unlike them, I could do nothing about it. My own desperate lust owed as much to my wife's cruel teasing as it did to the movie and I wondered how much of her own growing excitement was due to her treatment of me.

As she sank to her knees and unzipped John's fly I heard her suggesting to him, 'Why don't we make our own movie babe? Of you and me doing it every way we can think of. Then we can give it to our slave as a gift. It will be something for him to watch when we are out.'

'Sounds like fun,' he responded as she took him into her warm and welcoming mouth. 'No time like the present,’ he sighed as he closed his eyes, ‘go and get the camera slave.'

Returning with the camera, having searched for and finally found a blank memory card, I turned it on and began filming as my wife got into her stride worshipping her lover's cock. My hands shook and my heart pounded as I watched them, wondering how much of my shaking would be obvious on the film and how annoyed my wife might be if it was too bad.

'Give it here,' my wife demanded as she paused in her ministrations. Handing it over I watched in horror as she turned it on me. 'Ok anyone who gets to watch this. Here is my slave husband. Doesn't he look pretty in his cute little pink outfit? Curtsy for the camera slave.' Red faced with embarrassment and with dread at the thought that she might show this footage to anyone else I did as she said. 'You could at least smile while you do it. And lift your skirt so we can see your chastity belt. That's better. There you go viewers. That's why I need a lover. My husband is now my sissy slave. We don't have a name for him, just slave. A name would give him an identity and he doesn't deserve that. He's just a slave, a sissy little slave who lives to serve his cruel demanding mistress. Isn't that right slave?' 

'Yes ma’am,' I murmured, remembering to smile.

Then, giving me back the camera, she went back to her lover's still rock herd cock.'Mmmmm, this is nice. I love sucking my lover's big cock. I never did this for my husband because he was never man enough to deserve it. Get in closer with that camera slave. I want you to capture all the details.'

I did as she asked as she went to town on him. She used one hand to stroke him while the other massaged his heavy balls and her tongue burrowed into the hole in the end of his cock. 

The shot as he came would have done any professional porn producer proud. Her cheeks bulged as her head bobbed and his cock jerked. Then as he relaxed the spunk started to leak from her lips and slide down his softening organ. Using her fingers she scooped up the escaping sperm to stuff it into her hungry mouth. I could not believe I was watching my wife. There is no way the woman I knew would behave like this, no way! But then I guess she was not the woman I knew, not any more.

Shoving her onto the floor and ripping off her knickers, John proceeded to give her pussy a solid going over with his tongue until she came gasping and crying out his name.

Then came a short rest period for them. I was told to hand the camera to John and sent for more wine. On my return I was made to stand once more in front of the camera and say how much I loved my wife and admired her lover. Then I had to describe how proud I was to serve them as their slave and how it was an honour to give up my own sex life completely in order to better meet their needs.
Then my wife took the camera and lay on her back on the floor. John positioned himself above her and I was told to take his once more hardening cock and place it at the entrance to her pussy. I then had to massage it to its full proud state of erection whilst telling the camera that I acknowledged John's ownership of my wife's pussy and that I had no claim to it or to her.

Finally, he sank himself into her and I could withdraw my hand to take back the camera from my wife. I filmed them in utter fascination as they rutted passionately right there in my lounge in front of the TV which still played the now forgotten porn movie.

After a while they changed to a doggy position and I filmed this disgusting pig of a man, this man my wife had chosen to replace me in her bed and, I thought, probably in her heart, as he grinned into the camera and forced his weapon into my wife's delicate ass. She went wild screaming at him to fuck her ass, to take her, to pound her deeper and deeper until eventually he told me to reach under them and I shakily filmed my own hand as it worked her clit till she exploded swearing her love for him.

How he held out I will never know, but he did and, when she had calmed down slightly, he turned her over to once more slide into her welcoming womanhood.

The difference this time was obvious. This was no longer a desperate shag of unbridled lust. This was slow, sensitive, tender even. This was my wife and another man making love. They kissed deeply, stroking each other's bodies. The kissing becoming steadily more urgent. He held her face in his hands and kissed her eyes, her nose and her lips. She wrapped her arms and legs around him.' I love you my darling,' she told him.' I'm yours forever. Every second without you inside me is wasted. I never felt like this before. I love you. I love your big cock. I want it in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass. I want to feel your cum in me. I need it baby. I need it so much.'

I wondered how much of this was for my benefit and how much was real. If it was faked then she deserved an Oscar!
'Oh, I'm gonna cum baby! I'm gonna fucking cum!' I heard him groan.
'Yes baby, cum in me. I want your spunk!'

Then turning his face from her passionate kisses he looked at me and smiled. 'I'm gonna cum in your wife. I fucking gonna fill her with my sunk and she fucking loves it, ohhh fuckkkkkkkk.'

'Yes John, yes. Fill me up. I can feel it. I can feel your cum shooting inside me. Oh John I love you, I fucking love you!'

They lay in each other's arms panting as I switched off the camera and stood to leave. Although this was my wife and my house, I felt at that moment like an intruder. I should not be witnessing such an intimate moment between two people. I needed to get out, to think. This was too much. Leaving the room quietly I went to the bathroom and locked myself in. Sitting on the floor I held my head in my hands and cried.

I ignored the first knock on the bathroom door. The second was louder and I heard my wife say, 'You'd better open this door right now!' After opening it I sat back on the floor. 'Is there a problem slave?' she asked. ‘Well, I'm waiting.'

I felt like a spoiled young child. I didn't know where to start. ‘Do you remember asking…. No…. begging me to play this game?' she asked as she sat on the side of the bath. She had her clothes back on and I heard the swish of nylon as she crossed her legs, one cute pink fluffy slipper dangling from her foot.

'Yes, ' I answered quietly.

'And do you remember asking me over and over, emphasising that you wanted no holds barred. You wanted me to be a complete bitch to you. To act as if you were nothing but an amusement to me, a convenience and a slave. Well do you remember?'

I nodded my head, it was true.

'And do you recall insisting that I should ride rough-shod over your feelings. That I must not give in no matter what. That I should ignore any misgivings on your part. You wanted ideally for me to fall head over heels for another guy and give him all the love and affection I was denying you. That's right isn't it? The big turn on for you was that you could not stop it, that you had no control, that I was calling all the shots, right?'
I nodded again.

'You were so keen for it to be totally realistic. To be way beyond anything we had done before. Also you wanted it to look like I was really enjoying it. Not just going through the motions to satisfy you. Or did I get the wrong idea completely?'

'No, that's what I said but...'

'But what? Have I not done everything you asked me to? Have I not been convincing enough? Have I not gone far enough? Tell me. I just don't understand what you want from me.'

'I know I asked for those things. And yes you have done an excellent job. It's just that I didn't expect you to really go this far, or for it to go on for so long.'

Oh right,' she answered, her anger rising. 'So you want all those things but at the same time you want to decide how far it goes and when it ends. So how is that supposed to work?'

She had a point. Now I felt stupid as well as miserable. 'It's just that I miss you so much,' I answered, playing for sympathy, ' I need to hold you, to be back in your bed, to hear you say you love me.'

‘Darling,' she said, ' I do love you. I love you so much I spent hours planning this game. I love you so much I have cast aside all my own inhibitions and given it everything I have. I have done my absolute best to make it everything you asked me to make it and more. If I hadn't done such a good job you would probably be complaining right now that I was too soft on you or did not make it go on long enough, wouldn't you?'

Yes she was right again. That's exactly what I would have done, what I had always done before.

'Now look sweetheart. If I let you cum right now all the tension and sexual excitement would be gone. I know you. You would want the game stopped and everything back to normal. Then, in a couple of weeks you would be asking me to play again. What's more you would be begging for all those same things again. Only it wouldn't work because you would know that ultimately you were still in control. You could never have that feeling of giving yourself over to me completely because you would always know that I would give in if you pushed hard enough. Then the arguments would start again, you accusing me of not trying and me accusing you of making it impossible for me to give you what you want.'

Everything my wife said was true. She knew me better than I knew myself.

'If you really want this to be over then ok, it's over. But bear in mind two things. Firstly, the orgasm you are so desperate for is going to be a bit of an anti-climax, if you'll pardon the pun, because it won't be you cumming as my slave. The game will be over. Secondly, we will never play this game again. We can't. It would always be less than you or I wanted it to be. Always pretend. Always second best. Always a poor charade. Do you understand?'

I did understand. I wanted desperately to cum. I had waited so long and endured so much. The last thing I wanted was to have an 'ordinary orgasm ‘. I wanted to cum as my wife's cuckolded, sissy slave. I needed the game to go on until I got that orgasm. Then I knew I would be ready to go back to normal. Even then though, as she pointed out, I would soon want to play again and, if she had stopped and allowed things to go back to normal then, when we started playing again I would know, I would always know, that it wasn't real, that she was pretending, that it would end soon. How could I get the incredible, ultimate thrill of facing a life of chastity and devotion to my gorgeous wife if I always knew, at the end of the day, it was fake?

'I told you that you had to be sure. I gave you a chance to back out. I warned you it was permanent. Well to prove once and for all how much I love you I am giving you another chance. It can stop now. We can go back to normal. At least we can try. We have both learned things about each other over the last few days. I suppose there is no telling for sure what effect that knowledge may have if we try to 'go straight' so to speak. But we can give it a try. If that's what you want. Ok?'

The thought of the game ending was a bit of a shock. I was sure that's what I wanted when I came into the bathroom in tears but now......
To never play again. To never have those gut churning feelings of jealousy, frustration, longing, humiliation. Could I now live without them?

'The alternative my pet, is that we carry on. But if we do that then this must never happen again. You must accept anything I do or say. You must never dare to complain. You must do what you know you have wanted so much to do for so long now. You must give yourself, body and soul, to me, to do with as I please. You must understand that I will hurt and humiliate you as much as I possibly can. I will tease you and drive you insane with desire and lust for me only to deny you for my own amusement. Above all you must accept that it is permanent, forever. We will never go back to a normal relationship. It's up to you. Decide now my love. What is it you really want for yourself, for me, for us both?'

I couldn't face going back to mundane normality. If I was not in such a desperately deprived state I might have thought more carefully. As it was I had no hesitation. I crawled to my wife, now my mistress and begged her to take me as her slave.

'Very well, but remember. I will not be doing this again. Do not ever test my patience slave. If you ever try anything like this again I will leave you, is that clear?'

Wow, nothing like getting right back in there and re-establishing the rules right?

'Now you may kiss my slippers respectfully.' As I did so she slipped them off and added, 'You can keep those for now. You might want to use them as a pillow. I don't want you leaving this bathroom until you bring your master and I breakfast in the morning.'

Kneeling beside me she took my chin in one hand as she licked the tears from my face. 'I do so love hurting you my pet. We are just beginning. There is so much more to come. Soon you will learn to accept tears as part of your everyday life. But please, don't stop producing them. It's how I know I am getting through to you. Open your mouth.' I did as my mistress asked and she spit inside it before rising to leave.

'Please ma’am, I love you,' I said as I raised her slippers to my face and kissed them devotedly.

‘I know slave and, by the way, if you speak to me without permission again I will ask John to flog you. Goodnight sweetheart.'

It was a Sunday night about three weeks later. My wife had gone out with her lover John on the Saturday afternoon and I had not heard from her since. I was washing the kitchen floor (in the traditional way this time), as I heard her come in. I knew something was wrong as she slammed the front door and I heard her shout ‘Bastard!' I was in a panic wondering what I had done wrong but it was soon apparent that it was not me she was mad at.

Ignoring me, she got a glass of water and went into the lounge. Following her quickly in concern I asked if I could get her anything. 'Yes, a new fucking boyfriend!' she cried. 'That bastard wanted me to leave you. I thought he understood. We talked about it. He knew it was never my intention to leave you. How could I humiliate and tease you if I wasn't with you? I don't understand him. I was all his. In every sense I was his woman. You saw us together, I held nothing back, I gave him everything. Why did he need me to leave you? Men!'

I could see she was close to tears. I wondered how much of her upset state was because the game had come to a premature end and how much was due to her losing him. Also, how much was she disappointed for herself and how much for me?

I had to admit, even though I detested the guy, I was quite disappointed myself that the game was over. At least I could get out of this damn belt now and get some relief, though it would be nice if we could keep up the pretence a little longer. Just long enough for me to get my orgasm within the game. I wanted so much to cum as her slave, as her sissy slave, as her rejected husband. But how to keep it going?

If I held her or comforted her it would be over, so, having an idea, I rushed upstairs. Returning I knelt in front of her and presented her with the hairbrush from her dressing table, the heavy wooden one she had often used to beat me with as part of our games.

'You silly slave,' she smiled, 'You think giving you a hiding will make me feel better?' I smiled back at her. 'Alright, I'll give it a try. Over my knee, quickly now.' 

So there I lay across my mistress’s knees, my pink stilettoed boots touching the floor on one side and my head hanging down the other, my hands resting on the floor. I stared longingly at her incredible nylon covered legs and her sexy little Mary-jane shoes as she began. Wack after wack was laid across my buttocks and then the tops of my thighs. It hurt deeply but I tried my best to remain as still as possible and not make a sound as hot tears sprang forth and rolled down my face. I cried quietly so as not to disturb her enjoyment, giving myself as a sacrifice, a means to vent her anger. I was her slave and I asked for nothing more.

Strange as it may seem, lying there as I was, having my backside painfully pounded, I was happy. I was happy because my mistress was paying me some attention. I was happy because I was performing my role, the role she wanted me to play. I was happy because he was gone. But most of all I was happy because my wife still loved me. I knew. Not because she had told me, but because she had shown me by refusing her lover's demand to leave me. When the chips were down she had chosen me over him. The relief I felt was immeasurable.

I was still smiling through my tears when she eventually stopped and pushed me off her knee. 'Kiss my feet slave and thank me for beating you.'

Yes, she was going to keep it going for a little while. Long enough for me to get my orgasm! My cock fit to burst inside its cruel prison, I replied, 'Please ma’am, thank you for beating me.' Then I bent to lovingly and respectfully plant kisses on and around her cutely sexy shoes. 'Shoes off idiot!' she snapped as she lay back to enjoy my oral ministrations on her tiny nylon encased toes.

Eventually I was commanded to remove her knickers and my hands shook as I did her bidding. 'Now a rare treat for you slave, you may worship my pussy.'

By the time she had cum twice my tongue was aching and my face was soaked with her juices. Pulling me away by the hair she began to laugh, 'I just remembered slave, John still has the key to your chastity belt.'

My heart dropped into my stomach. I thought I was going to cum tonight! I needed to. I had to cum!

'Oh well,' she sighed as she got up from the couch, 'I'm not asking for it back. I wouldn't lower myself to asking that pig for anything!'
So where did that leave me? Should I ask him for it back? What a cruel humiliation that would be! I could just imagine his smug expression and his superior laughter if I did.

'He can keep it,' my wife decided, cutting through my thoughts, 'We don't need it anyway do we babe?'

'No ma’am,' what was I saying? What did she mean, was there a spare key?

'Actually I think it's an excellent opportunity for us to move forward,' my wife said as she stood over me hands on hips.

'Forward?' I thought. No. The game was over now. As soon as I had my long awaited orgasm we were finished. Right?

'When we began our game you were completely dependent on me for any sexual relief. Then we went further and I made your release dependant on my lover. Now, finally, we have reached the point where your sexual needs are not an issue.'

Where the hell was this going, I wondered.

'Don't you see my darling husband?' she asked, taking my chin in her delicate hand. 'You are now my complete slave. To prove your love to me you have given up any possibility of relief from sexual frustration, ever. You will never as much as get a hard on for the rest of your life.' 
Oh fuck, she was joking right? Laying it on nice and thick to pave the way to my orgasm. Wasn't she?

'And to prove my love for you I will make sure that you are constantly teased and humiliated. I aim to ensure you never have a single moment where you are not overwhelmed by frustrated lust and desperate desire for me, your mistress. ''Let's begin as we mean to go on shall we?'

Keeping her dress pulled above her waist, my wife turned and knelt on the couch. Resting her arms on the back of the couch she presented her beautiful naked butt to my hungry gaze.

'Be a good slave and use that tongue on my ass.' As I stuck out my aching tongue and began worshipping her taught little ass she taunted me, ' I think I'll start looking for a new boyfriend tomorrow. I've got one guy in mind already. I want to make sure he is right for us this time though. I'm really looking forward to falling in love again and this time I'm going to really let go! I'm going to be like a teenager with her first crush. I'll give him everything. I'll do anything he wants me to. We'll make love all day every day. Maybe he could move in with us. Then we could live like husband and wife with you as our maid.'

Finishing the outside of her ass I followed her pointing finger to slide my tongue inside her. She groaned as she continued, ' I want my new lover to be stricter with you and more possessive of me. I'll suggest that he bans you from touching me in any way. Maybe he'll stop you looking at me. You'll have to look at the floor if I'm in the room. You won't be allowed to speak to me either.'

I felt her passion rising as she turned herself on with her own ideas and my long suffering tongue did its best, sliding in, out and around her sexy ass.
'For our first anniversary of being together my lover and I could have our names engraved inside of my wedding ring. How beautiful would that be? I could get his name tattooed on my thigh or on my stomach, just above my pussy. You could have a tattoo as well babe,' she sighed as she reached back to ruffle my hair. 'My name and his in a heart on your ass I think.'

My jaw was aching now, almost as much as my futilely straining cock, but she was holding my hair tightly, pulling me towards her ass in time with her own backward thrusts, ass fucking my face. I was a tool, a means to an end. I had no more rights than one of her vibrators. I would be used by her to achieve her orgasm and then casually cast aside. Strangely that revelation brought me a sense of peace. I knew then that my life was not going to be a picnic, but it felt right somehow. I was hers completely. I neither deserved nor expected the slightest consideration. I existed for her pleasure just as she did. I knew that and I accepted it as my beautiful wife and mistress came once more. She called me a fucking ass licking loser as she writhed her ass over my soaking reddened face. She was right. I was that, but I didn't care. I just wanted to love her and be used by her forever. For those few moments my own desperate needs and desires were forgotten. All I cared about was her. Her happiness was everything. My sacrifice could never be enough. No matter how much she teased, hurt and humiliated me, it would never be enough. I would always owe her more and I would give it too, at any cost.

When she had calmed down and got her breath back she sent me to wash my face while she composed herself. On my return I knelt as she pointed at her discarded shoes. 'Lick the inside of my shoes and beg me to keep you as my slave.'  

Without hesitation I complied, smelling and tasting her scent mixed with the still warm leather of the shoes. My words were muffled as I swore my undying love and devotion to her. I begged her to mistreat and use me as she saw fit. I promised I would serve her in any way she chose if only she would keep me as her possession.

Eventually I was told to leave the shoes and sit up. I listened carefully as she spoke in a serious tone. ‘I know what you were thinking my little slave. You thought the game was over. Now that the affair with John is finished you assumed I would let you have the relief you have ached for for so long didn't you?'

What could I say ? She could read me so easily. I could have no secrets from her.

'Were you hoping I would just keeping things going, keep the game sexy and alive so that you could have your pathetic little squirt while you were still my slave?' Her lips were smiling but her eyes were so cold! 'I suppose I could end it.......if I wanted to, although it's true that John does have the only key to your cage. But why on earth would I want to? Why would I want to go back to how we were? To being the bored wife of a bored and boring husband......I think not. But remember slave, I could have. Unfortunately for you though, I don't want you, I want someone else. You are no longer a man in my eyes. You are a worthless slave, a convenience, an amusement. Even in the absence of a lover, I would rather have nobody as have you. Do you understand?'

'Yes ma’am. Thank you ma’am. Thank you for letting me lick your shoes ma’am.' For fuck's sake ! I was pathetic! I couldn't help myself. I just had an irresistible urge to debase myself to this woman. I was less than a wimp and I knew it. I knew it but I couldn't stop. I didn't even want to stop.
'Go and get the handcuffs from the spare room. Bring my fluffy pink dressing gown too. Hurry up idiot!' I rushed to obey my goddess and quickly returned.
'You can wear my dressing gown; you'll need it to keep warm. Take the handcuffs, go to the garden shed and lock your wrists over the rafter. You can spend the night out there thinking about your new life, if you can call it a life. It's certainly not a game anymore is it slave?'
'No ma’am,' I muttered, staring humbly into her gorgeous eyes.

'I'm warning you now; I'm going to be a lot stricter with you in future. I demand perfection from my slave. I know you think that you've had it hard so far, but you are going to think what you've been through up to now was a walk in the park by the time I am finished. Now get out of my house you worthless piece of shit. Go on fuck off! I might find the time to release you in the morning. On the other hand, I might go straight out. I do have some serious man hunting to do after all.'

As I slunk away I paused to give voice to my confused feelings. ‘Please ma’am, I love you. I will always love you, no matter what.' What was this incredible compulsion I felt to give my all to this woman? 'Thank you for allowing me to be your slave. I will try very hard to please you.' Not play acting, not part of a game anymore, I meant it!

'Come here!' she screamed. 'If I want you to give a fucking speech I'll write one for you. Stop thanking me and stop telling me you love me you spineless fucking sissy wimp. In fact, how dare you speak to me at all?' She slapped my face viciously as her tirade continued, ' You fucking disgust me. I hate your whinging little slave voice. I don't give a fuck what you think or what you'll try to do. You'll do as I say when I fucking say, got it?'
'Yes ma’am, sorry ma’am,' I cringed.

'That's ok babe,' she smiled, soothing my reddened cheek. 'Now get yourself off to the shed. Kissing my forehead chastely she winked at me. ‘Women huh? So unpredictable aren't they slave? Now get out.'


Chapter 4

The guy my wife had in mind for her new lover was Jamal. He was an eighteen year old black kid (my wife at the time was forty ). He had finished his A level exams and was waiting to start university. To make a bit of pocket money he was doing gardening work and that's where my wife had seen him. He was tending the gardens of a couple of houses in our area. My wife spoke to him a couple of times and then instructed me to ask him if he would do some work for us. He was keen enough and said he would call the next evening. Unfortunately he did not turn up. My wife was far from happy and took out her frustration on my ass.

The next day I arrived home from work and entered the lounge to find various items of clothes scattered on the floor, both men’s and women’s. I followed the trail to the bottom of the stairs where I stood listening. Hearing nothing I crept up the stairs and peered round the open door of her bedroom, (it used to be our bedroom but, despite her previous lover John being out of the picture, I had still not been allowed the privilege of sleeping in the same bed as my wife; she said it just wouldn't feel right).

Anyway, the blinds were drawn but there was still enough light for me to make out the two sleeping bodies, wrapped in each other’s arms. The stark contrast of my wife's relatively pale flesh against his ebony skin told me that the gardener had arrived. Creeping back downstairs I tidied the lounge, picking up scattered cushions and clothes. A used condom had been knotted and dropped down the side of the couch. Nothing like making yourself at home, I thought as I held it up and marvelled at the quantity of jism it contained.

It was a couple of hours later and I was in the kitchen when I heard their voices, my wife's high and girly, his deep and resonant for one so young. She shouted me through and I entered to find them both giggling as he struggled into the clothes I had folded and placed tidily on the couch. He was dressing and she was playfully undressing him again.

'Oh darling, this is Jamal. He forgot to call last night so he came this morning didn't you Jamal?' They both guffawed as the double meaning of her words occurred to them.

'Yea,' he laughed, 'And this afternoon, and again about ten minutes ago.'

He was very confident for his age as he stood beside my wife, finally clothed, his arm resting on her shoulder. It occurred to me that he must be at least six foot six tall as he towered over my petit five foot two inch wife. 

'Get some money and pay Jamal dear. He’s giving us a special deal aren't you babe? Just fifty pounds a day.'

Fifty pounds a day, I thought, for doing what? Fucking my wife? Had he even looked at the garden?

Anyway, I paid him from the rainy day stash that my wife had so far allowed me to keep and she saw him to the door. On her return I was ordered upstairs to tidy the bedroom and change the sheets on her bed. She then had me put those sheets on my bed in the spare room. She said it would be a nice treat for me to be able to smell her as I went to sleep.

The affair with Jamal continued for about four months until he went off to university. She said the sex was fantastic. Apparently he was very well endowed. I only saw then at it once. It was on the floor in the lounge, in front of a romantic fire. I stood in the doorway and watched him take her. They were both completely naked and the sight of her cute little white feet with their red nail polish riding up and down on his black ass will stay with me forever.

He always used a condom. I think my wife knew that she was not his only partner at the time so she had to be careful. I would find his discarded overloaded condoms all over the house. After a while he stopped even knotting them and they often overflowed.

One afternoon I came home to find one pinned to our noticeboard in the kitchen. It was clearly used and, on closer examination I found my wife's engagement and wedding rings inside, drowned in his thick white sperm. There was a note beside it from my wife. 'These symbols of my fidelity I cast aside. I cover them in the sperm of a real man and hang them here for you my slave to see. If you want me to wear them again you will need to remove them and clean them - but you may use only your mouth - and you must do it in front of me.' The idea was disgusting. I had, as you know, tasted my own sperm from my wife's cruel milkings, it had even contained some of John's spunk if you recall. But this was all someone else’s. It was cold and there seemed to be half a pint of it! I managed in the end but dreaded its reoccurrence - every Saturday, after I paid James for his ‘gardening work’ of the week, gardening work that I did myself while he ploughed my willing wife.

Because of the age difference they could never really go out anywhere together. At first he would arrive as arranged with my wife, but after a while he started to turn up whenever he felt like it. Eventually he started phoning my wife and she would send me out in the car to pick him up. Then I would have to take him home afterwards. The worst time was one Sunday afternoon. My wife was feeling randy and despite my tentative suggestions, refused to consider the services of my devoted tongue.

'I need cock, big black cock. Not a little wimpy white clit!'

She phoned Jamal and I was sent to a local pub to collect him. When he came out it was with three of his friends that he asked me to drop off on the way. A few minutes into the journey, after a lot of nudging and giggling, one of them blurted out, ‘So hey, is it true then? Is our Jamal fucking your old lady?' I could have crawled under the dashboard and died with embarrassment.

'Yes its true you fucking idiot,' replied Jamal. 'Tell him then. Go on.' He urged me.

'Yes it's true.' I murmured.
'Fucking hell Jamal, you lucky bastard. Hey mister, if our Jamal needs a hand I'm up for it.' my tormentor laughed.

When I eventually dropped them off Jamal's friend told me not to forget his offer and walked away laughing. The next morning I complained to my wife about her lover's indiscretion, expecting her to be furious with him. Instead she had me write him a note apologising for going behind his back with my complaint and thanking him for his services as a gardener and as a lover to my wife. I was then subjected to a prolonged caning before being sent out, tears streaming down my face, to deliver the letter to her lover.
All told it was an exciting few months which served to thoroughly re-enforce my position as my wife's slave. I never got to cum except by prostate milking and the frustration was constant. Sometimes I managed to put it to the back of my mind and almost function normally but sooner or later it would come flooding back with a vengeance! I was a helpless ball of quivering sexual frustration for most of each day. My wife, on the other hand was thriving. She was confident, full of life, always happy and seemed to positively exude sexual energy!
When the thing with Jamal came to an end she was sad but positive. 'It was always limited by the age difference. Having a young bull at my disposal was incredibly hot but I think I'm ready for something more serious now. I think we both are, aren't we sweetheart, ' she teased.
Little did I know just how serious it would be.......

Things were different for the four months or so that Jamal was around. I was always dressed normally when he was in my house he pretty much ignored me. I only got to see them actually fuck once, as I said, but in some ways that was a tease in itself. Also my wife missed no opportunity to really turn the screws on me. Here are some of the things she said that stick in my mind.


'Do you think it’s true what they say, that once a woman has had black she never goes back?'


'Don't ever let anyone tell you that size doesn't matter. Believe me - it matters!'


Sitting at her dressing table applying yet another coat of bright red lipstick prior to his arrival she told me, ' These lips were just made to suck black cock.'


At the breakfast table one morning - 'His cock is so hard! It's like being impaled on an iron bar!'


'When he cums I can feel his spunk squirting into the condom. It always amazes me that those things don't split. I guess if one does I'm gonna be pregnant. His seed must be incredibly fertile and, with the depth he penetrates me to, it’s a certainty.'


She often wore stockings for him, usually white ones. 'I love the contrast of my pure virginal white legs against his glowing black skin. There's something so incredibly erotic about it.'


'When he fucks me he's like an animal. I feel like a sow being taken by a wild boar. Once he gets the scent of my pussy there is nothing that can stop him. All he cares about is the headlong drive toward his own relief. He never even considers me. The strange thing is, I love that, it sends me wild too. Fuck! I love it when he takes me! Don't ever try to get between us sweetie, you might not survive.'


She bought a sexy school girl uniform complete with cute little white socks. 'I'm just making myself look younger for him,' she grinned as if that would make me feel better. The sight of her sitting on our couch dressed like that, snogging him and running her little white socked foot up and down his shins will stay with me for a long time. On another occasion she wore the same outfit, including those white cotton socks, with an incredible pair of black platform sandals. I remember it well as, after he had gone, I was allowed to suck her toes through her socks and then remove the shoes and clean them thoroughly with my tongue!


'There can't be many women my age who are lucky enough to have such a youthful and virile lover.'


'I know he's very untidy babe but he's young, it's how young men are. You don't mind tidying up after him do you sweetheart? You know it turns me on watching you.'


'He was bound to brag to his friends you silly slave. Look on the bright side - when he leaves for uni there will be no shortage of eager applicants to replace him!'


'You know I have to try really hard to please him. You don't want him telling his friends that your wife is a poor shag do you?’

'I know he sees other women. There is no way one woman could ever be enough for him. I do get jealous sometimes but I try not to think about it. Although if I ever see him with another woman I think I might rip her head off!'


'It’s a good thing you have a decent salary honey, since you have to pay someone to satisfy your wife.'


'It's been so long, I can't even remember what your little thing looks like. It didn't do much for me before but I doubt if it would even touch the sides now.'


'How does it feel knowing that your shy respectable loving wife is a black man's slut?'


'Darling, how would you feel if I had Jamal's baby? It would give me something to remember him by when he goes away to uni.'


On the day he came to say goodbye before leaving for uni my wife was all over him even more than usual. Having spent a couple of hours in her bedroom they then went into mine for another noisy session that I could hear from the kitchen. When they eventually emerged fully dressed she clung to him with tears streaming down her face as he shook my hand. I felt so embarrassed as she followed him to the door showering him with kisses and demanding he not forget her. After spending a long time at the front door cuddling and kissing and exchanging promises he began to walk down the drive. I watched from the window feeling so pathetic as my wife ran after him to give him yet more kisses and cuddles. Eventually she came back in and gave me an incredible treat! My cock strained mightily against the metal walls of its prison as I was allowed to stand in front of her, hands behind my back, and carefully lick the tears from her cheeks. ‘Good boy, taste my tears. Taste the tears of love your mistress sheds for her lover. It's the only taste of love you will ever have from me.'

For a couple of months after Jamal left my wife had various little adventures with guys. Not wanting to go out alone she would have me take her to a nightclub several miles from our home. I would leave her to get drinks or go to the toilet. More often than not I would return to find her being chatted up by some guy. I would hang back and wait for her signal. If she didn't like him she would wave and I would go to her and be introduced as her husband. That soon made them move on. If she did like him she would stick two fingers up at me and I would know to stay away. I would watch from a distance as she danced with some guy and then the snogging would start. Eventually she would go to the ladies where she would text me to either meet her outside or go home alone. If she went with a guy she would text me to collect her next morning.

A couple of times we went further afield and stayed in a hotel. Both times she was picked up in a nightclub and she took the guys back to our room. I was left to sleep in the car.

Occasionally she went out on dates with guys again but most were one night stands. She also teased me that she was seeing guys during the day when I was at work.

She would taunt me about how much she needed sex with real men and what a disappointment I was to her. She had me feeling so guilty that I did all I could to help her find the partners she needed. It was obvious though that something was missing; for both of us.
Then one morning she told me that she had a surprise for me.....

A few weeks went by with my wife's interest in seeing other men seeming to dwindle. She stopped asking me to take her out man hunting. Twice she went out alone saying she was going to see a friend. I was beginning to think that our game might have run its course. Part of me was happy and hopeful that my long denied release might be just around the corner. The thing was though, another part of me felt sad, even disappointed that things had come to an end.

Then one night my wife called me into her bedroom. As I entered I noticed on her bed was a strap-on cock we had used in our games in the past. She used to like having me make love to her with the large fake penis while she teased and taunted me. Eventually she would cum and I would be allowed to remove the strap-on cock and slide my own desperate offering inside her stretched out pussy. Sometimes she would give me a time limit, other times she would wait till I was about to cum and then push me off. I would then have to cuddle up to her while she went to sleep, forced to wait until next morning for her permission to jerk off.

Next to the strap-on were some items of her clothing, a pair of silk pyjamas, fluffy dressing gown, laddered tights and worn nickers. 'Strip and put those on. I want the cock on the outside. Hurry up.' As I rushed to obey her I could see that she was dressed in a pair of old cotton pyjamas that I thought she had thrown out long ago. On top of those she wore a fluffy dressing gown, like the one I was pulling on but hers was white whilst mine was pink. Her feet were cosily encased in fluffy white socks and cute little fluffy slippers.

When I was dressed she lay on her bed looking up at me. 'That's an impressive cock you have there slave. Are you going to waste it or put it to good use?'

'Please ma’am....' I didn't know what to say.

Parting her legs and raising her knees she reached down to her crotch and I saw that she had pulled apart the stitching of her pyjama bottoms so that her pussy was accessible. 'I have covered myself up and covered you up so that there can be no flesh on flesh contact between us. That would not be fitting for a slave and his mistress would it?'

I was so excited I was shaking like a leaf. I was to be allowed to make love to my wife! Alright the circumstances were not ideal. In fact they would probably be totally unacceptable to any normal husband, but I was desperate. Not just for sexual relief - I could hardly get that with a strap-on - but for the closeness and affection most couples take for granted, closeness I had been denied for so long now.

'You can get on top of me and slide that lovely manly cock inside me, but be careful. You will not kiss me or touch my face with yours. You will not hold me and I will not hold you. I want you to support your weight on your arms. I don't want you squashing me. Do you understand?'
'Yes ma’am.' Ok it wasn't the most romantic of scenes, but oh shit, to be close to her again!

As I got in position and reached down to guide my fake penis inside her gorgeous pussy she turned her face away. ‘Ok get on with it. Go slowly to start, I'll tell you when to speed up.'

I was in heaven and in hell at the same time. The sight of her beautiful face, her intoxicating smell, the feel on my skin as it rubbed the inside of her worn clothing. Oh fuck .... to be thrusting my hips again after so long! But such torture, knowing I could not cum, feeling my deprived cock swell in desperation against its cruel unyielding prison! I was filled with the desperate need to hold her, to crush my lips against hers, to tell her how much I loved her. I knew though that if I did any of those things, the things a married man should be able to take for granted with his wife, that she would stop me. She would push me away and I would feel the brunt of her anger. Maybe she would never trust me enough to do this again. I wanted her to be happy, to see that I would do anything for her. So I continued my tentative gentle thrusts as my darling wife laid under me, her hands at her sides, her face turned away from me. Eventually I was instructed to speed up. Then I watched as she reached to her bedside cabinet and picked up a photograph. I could see only the back of it as she held it to her face looking at it until, with a deep groan she came, planting loving kisses onto the photograph.

When she was done I was told to get off her. 'You can keep those clothes on slave and you may sleep on the floor at the foot of my bed as a special treat. Oh and I want you to hold this and look at it while you go to sleep.' She handed me the picture and I turned it over. It was a photograph of John her previous lover, taken on the beach somewhere. He was laid on the sand in a pair of red trunks smiling confidently into the camera.

'That's what a real man looks like slave. He doesn't need a strap on to make love to a woman. Have a good look and think about how sorry you are for causing me to lose him. More importantly, think about what you can do to make it up to me.'

It was a Saturday afternoon and my wife had given me a special treat. She had dressed in her black leather mistress dress complete with black stockings and knee length black leather boots. The smell of leather has always been a real turn on for me but, when it is mixed with her heady perfume, it just totally spaces me out! I had been working extra hard to please her and had been encouraged by the apparent end to her casual affairs with various men. Alright I was still her slave but at least I was getting her full attention, or so I thought.

Having licked every adorable inch of both of her boots, including the soles I was taking pleasure in inhaling their heady scent, rubbing my face against their warmth like a loyal pet. Her voice broke through my dream-like thoughts, 'Go and get the sac slave. Put it on your bed and strip naked. I'll be up in a minute.' I could not believe my good fortune. 'Oh and I want the mask too. Now hurry up before I change my mind.'

The ‘sac’ was a rubber bondage sac which fitted my body tightly from neck to toes. It had arm sleeves inside and a full length double zip. Once cocooned in its hot liquid embrace I was always completely at her mercy. In the past she would zip me inside it and then pull the tight rubber mask over my head. The mask had two tiny nose holes to allow me to breath and a large inflatable cock on the inside which made a highly effective gag. She would then unzip just my groin area and tease my cock to the very edge of orgasm before stopping and leaving me to struggle and plead in vain for relief. After doing this a number of times she would finally let me cum. Although, if she was feeling really cruel, she would leave go of my cock just as it began to spit, ruining my orgasm. Finally she would release me and, after showering, I would make passionate love to her.

Because of that history I could only assume she had something similar in mind. My pulse raced and I felt light headed as I speculated on how she might have found a way to remove my infernal chastity device. Had she found another key? Or had she asked her former lover, John to give the keys back to her?

'Right, let’s get you into this thing.' I had dusted the inside of the rubber sac with talc but it was still a struggle to get my arms into the sleeves as my wife held it up for me. After pulling the shoulders into place she had me lie down on the bed and slide my feet into the bottom section of the thick rubber sac. It took a little pulling and tugging from her to get everything in place and the zips done up. This was not a bondage item that I could have used myself and certainly not one from which I could ever escape unaided.

'There we go, all done. My little slave is all helpless, just how I like him. Now then,' she said, looking at her watch, ' we have a little time before our guest arrives, so what would you like to do slave?'

Guest?! What guest? This was a private thing. She couldn't just bring someone else into it. Not without discussing it with me first!

I wanted to protest, even at the risk of making her angry but she knocked the breath out of me as she climbed onto my chest. Shuffling forward she brushed my face with her knicker less pussy. ‘Please ma’am, what do you mean our gue.....' The rest of my question was muffled as she lowered her moist shaven pussy directly onto my face.

For a while she just sat, absolutely still, humming to herself. I had not had time to take a breath and was beginning to panic. I tried to turn my head to find some small gap, anything just so that I could snatch a desperate breath, but she went with me. Up and down, side to side. I couldn't shake her and I was becoming increasingly worried. I could just manage to bend my legs and straighten them again but that had absolutely no effect at all. Now I was really beginning to panic. I trusted her. We had played bondage games many times. I enjoyed being her helpless victim but this was too much. She was taking this too far. Was she really trying to suffocate me or did she just not realise how desperate I was. I used my last breath to scream my desperation into her unyielding pussy. My world was closing in I was losing consciousness when suddenly - light! I heaved in a breath, then another before she dropped her weight onto my face once more. I couldn't stand this. I was desperate. My whole body was soaked in sweat as every muscle struggled inside the rubber cocoon.

Finally she lifted and sat back on my chest.

'It's alright sweetheart, no need to panic, I'm here. I wouldn't let anything happen to you silly. I just need you to understand the helplessness of your situation. I am calling the shots here. The next few hours are going to be very important for both of us. I have to be sure that you are going to behave yourself. You are going to be a good boy for me aren't you?'

'Yes ma’am, I'll try.' What else could I say?

'Don't look so worried baby. If you're really good I may have a very nice reward for you. I take it you would like to take that nasty cage off for a while?'

Oh, fuck yes! Suddenly nothing else mattered, nothing!

'Good, now if you don't mind, I think I would like to enjoy some attention from that talented tongue of yours.'

I lay in a daze. My beautiful wife had taken her pleasure. Gripping my hair cruelly she had ridden my face to a noisy orgasm, calling me a fucking useless pussy licking slave as she drowned me in her juices. Then she had turned to face my feet before demanding more from my aching tongue as she lowered her tight little ass onto my face. I did my best for a while, thrusting my tongue around and into her secret place but, when she straightened her legs and rested them on my chest and stomach I gave in. Her full weight on my face, I could do no more than lie there, hoping that she might see fit to let me breath before I passed out. Lifting herself on her hands she advised, 'Be quick slave, grab as much air as you can 'cos here we go again.' Then darkness descended once more as I was smothered by her gorgeous rump.

How much time had passed I had no way of knowing but it was getting dark outside when she finally climbed from my used face. 'That was fun wasn't it babe?' she asked brightly. 'I'm going downstairs to wait for our guest now,' she said as she walked out of the room. Two minutes later she was back with her long leather coat. 'I'd like to put your rubber mask on you but since I'm leaving you alone for a while that will have to wait till I come back.' We had agreed long ago that anything like masks which restricted breathing would only be used while she was present and I was comforted to know that she was still going to abide by at least one of our safety rules.

'So this will do for now,' she added, covering my head with her coat. The smell of leather overlaid with her own heady scent engulfed me as I lay in darkness, sweating inside the tight rubber sac.

'Won't be long now sweety, he'll be here soon then we can really get started.'

'He?! Who was he?!' Suddenly I was panicking again as I heard my wife close the bedroom door.

Sometime later I heard someone coming up the stairs and then the bedroom door opened. There was some whispering before I heard my wife say,' Shhh!' that was followed by giggling and the sound of clothes being removed.

The next thing I felt was the bed dipping on the opposite side to me as two people climbed up and laid next to each other. I could hear them kissing and their breathing became heavier. Eventually my wife said,' Just a minute darling, I've got an idea.' Her weight pressed me down onto the bed as she lay on her back on top of me. Then to my horror, her partner proceeded to climb on top of her. I could feel his arms against my sides as he lifted himself up and she reached down to slide his cock into her unfaithful pussy. I struggled to expand my chest enough to pull some air into my lungs. The leather coat was still over my face and my wife's head rested to one side of my own. 

His strokes were slow and deliberate to start with as my gorgeous but faithless wife moaned her pleasure at this man's attentions. 'Oh yesss! That feels so good baby. I'd forgotten just how good that feels.'

'Forgotten?' I wondered. What did she mean forgotten?

As he kissed her she pleaded for him to speed up but he refused, teasing her, bringing her slowly to the boil. It seemed to me that these two were not strangers. They were way too in tune with each other's bodies. From the tight and stifling confines of the rubber sac it seemed to me like this was not fucking, this was making love. The soft moans, the murmurings of encouragement, his teasing laugh. Yes, that laugh. I was sure I had heard it before. Was this someone I knew? She wouldn't embarrass me by doing this with someone we knew surely? Suddenly I was glad of the suffocating leather coat which concealed my features. My sweating face must have been a startling shade of embarrassed red.

She was hanging onto him now, arms and legs drawing him desperately into her embrace, seeking the extra penetration she needed to cum. Finally he gave in and, dropping his full weight onto her squirming body, and hence onto mine, he ploughed into her. Forgetting my embarrassment I used what little air I could get into my lungs to cry out for my wife to remove her suffocating coat from my face. My efforts were in vain though. Even if she heard me over her own squeals and her partner's bestial grunts, she was in no mind to respond. Her own needs were all that mattered as she gave up her orgasm to this man. He came soon after her orgasm started and I heard my wife begging him to cum harder, to fill her with his spunk.

Finally they were sated and rolled off me. My chest ached as my suddenly freed lungs worked to pull some desperately needed oxygen from the little air that existed under the coat. I begged her to remove it but she told me to, ' Shut the fuck up. I'm fucking busy looser.' That had her friend laughing and I was struck again by the thought that I knew that laugh.

After several minutes of light kissing and loving whispers, I felt them get off the bed. He said that he would see her tomorrow and left. I could hear his footsteps on the stairs as I felt my wife seating herself once more on my chest.

'Now then let’s get the nasty coat off the little slave's head so he can breathe shall we?' Oh yes, fresh air. I gulped deeply. 'Is that better sweetheart?'

'Yes ma’am, thank you.’ I gasped.

'Good. Now we'll discuss your bad manners in speaking when I am entertaining a gentleman later. Right now I have a treat for you. It's a while since I've been able to do this for you,' she said as she shuffled forward and raised her butt off my chest. Suddenly I was staring right at her freshly fucked pussy. It was still red and loose and was that...... yes it was! Slimy white spunk was leaking out and running down the inside of one thigh. The smell of sex was overpowering as gravity took its toll and a large thick dollop splattered my cheek. But how? She always used condoms. She was very careful about infection. The only man she had ever allowed inside her bareback, apart from me, was John. That meant that she must be pretty serious about this guy, and pretty sure of him.

'Now that I've had a real man I'd like my slave to go about his duty and clean me up I think. You can manage that can't you husband?'

I was far from keen. I'd hated it when made to do it before and now, just to make it worse, I didn't even know whose spunk it was!

'Of course, if you'd rather I went back to suffocating you with my pussy....'

No way could I stand that again. My head was aching from a day of oxygen starvation; I couldn't take any more of that. So I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. 'Good boy!' my wife cooed.

Trying not to retch I closed my eyes and licked, kissed and sucked at her direction. For her part my wife used my hair to pull my face to where she wanted it, trapping my cheeks between her thighs as she wiped herself over my face, concentrating her clit onto my nose whilst my tongue dived into her secret hole.

There was a knock at the bedroom door. I couldn't see and my ears were blocked by my wife’s silky smooth thighs but I heard her say something like, 'I thought you'd gone babe.' I couldn't make out the answer but heard the door close as my mistress began to speed up her riding of my helpless face until with a deep groan she came, sinking her full weight once more onto my poor abused face.

'That was very nice sweetheart. I'm very pleased with you so far. I was going to introduce you to my lover tomorrow but he's just told me that he's had an text message telling him his appointment is cancelled. That means he can stay a little longer so we can get the introductions out of the way now. Isn't that great?'

'Not really,' I thought, though I was curious. I just hoped she would let me out of this sac so I could at least meet him standing up!

'Now I'm going downstairs to have a talk with my lover. You stay there and don't go away ok?'

Very funny!

'Let’s wipe your face honey. We don't want you getting into trouble for making a mess on my coat do we?' The coat again ! I tried to get a couple of deep breaths before she laid it over my face.

'Back soon slave, be good.'

It was a while before she came back. I could tell from the footsteps on the stairs that he was with her. She came straight to the bed and climbed on, sitting against the headboard above my head trapping my head between her thighs. Then I felt him get on the bed. My wife giggled as he cocked his leg over to sit on my chest, his legs bent, knees either side of my chest. 

'Oh dear, where are your manners slave? Aren't you going to say hello to my lover? Or should I say....' She pulled the coat from my face and threw it on the floor, '.....master John.'

Shit it wa ! It was him. My wife's ex-lover was sitting naked on my chest. Not so ex anymore either it seemed as he knelt smirking down at me.

'Well? We're waiting slave,' my wife warned.

'Hello Jo.....sir.'

I couldn't believe it. Of all the men she could have. Why him? I thought she hated him. I know I did. Now he was back. What the fuck was going on!?
'How's it going lover boy?' he laughed, taking in my shocked and baffled expression.

'Surprise!' my wife laughed.

'I bet you're really pleased aren't you slave. John's back, so that means so are the keys to your cage.'

Some consolation I guess, but only if he intended to let me use them. I watched as he brought his right hand up to my face. There they were the keys. Maybe this was not going to be all bad after all. Unzipping the rubber sac my wife took the keys from John and laid them on my chest before zipping me up again.' We'll keep those there for now. So near but so far huh babe.' she smiled sweetly.

'Ok let’s have some more fun. I think, since John is our guest, we ought to look after his needs first don't you babe?' she asked me as she took John's already hard cock in her dainty hand and began to stroke it.

I would have turned my face away but the grip of my wife's thighs was too strong, so I laid there staring at the eye of this other man's cock, a cock that had, a little while earlier been buried deep inside the pussy of the woman I loved.

'That's it darling, just relax. Let me do the work. Lick my hand slave, your master needs some lubrication.'

It seemed to go on for hours. They snogged deeply as I looked up at them. I had to lick her hand several times, tasting both their juices.

'Where you gonna cum babe?'

'On your husband's fucking face.' he groaned in reply. I closed my mouth tightly and shut my eyes.

'Yes my darling shoot that lovely spunk all over his useless fucking slave face. Show him who's boss baby. Show him. Come on sweetheart cum for me. Let me see you empty those big sexy balls all over my husband's face.'

'Oh fuck here it cums, I'm fucking cumming !' he gasped.

I was almost sick as the first heavy dollop landed on my forehead. My wife guided his following shots into my eyes, over my lips, even up my nose!

'Yea, yea baby cum for me,’ my heartless wife encouraged her lover. ‘Show the nasty fucking slave what we think of him. He's just a rag to clean up my darling's spunk isn't he babe?'

Finally spent he wiped his softening cock on my cheek and climbed off me. Kissing my wife he went back downstairs.

'Oh dear. Somebody made a bit of a mess didn't they slave? Oh well at least it didn't go on the sheets. Let’s see if we can keep it on your face where it belongs shall we?'

Collecting the rubber mask from the bedside table she opened it up and spat into it several times. 'That’s just a little token of my love for you. Now let’s get you sealed up for the night.'

She pulled the mask over my face making sure that the rubber cock slid into my mouth before smoothing the edges around my neck making an air tight seal. Inflating the cock gag she stroked my face. 'All cosy in there sweetheart? That must have been a nice surprise seeing John again was it? I bet you have lots of questions you'd like to ask me. They can wait till tomorrow. Right now I have another treat for you. John's going to let himself out and I'm going to lie down right here beside my loving husband. I'll cuddle right up to you all night, my naked body against yours, just a thin layer of rubber between us.'

Unzipping the rubber sac my wife took the key from my chest. 'I'll fasten this to my necklace for now slave, so we know where it is for tomorrow. ‘She lay down beside me and pulled the heavy quilt over us. If I was hot before I was cooking now. The sweat was running from every pore. As for the helmet, talk about mixing body fluids! My face and head were swimming in a mixture of my own sweat, my wife's pussy juices, her spit and her lovers cum. My eyes were stinging with it. I could smell it all mixed with the erotic scent of rubber. My lips were coated and although I tried to avoid it, some inevitably leaked into my mouth. The head mask was a tight fit and all that fluid had to go somewhere. It started to leak out of the nose holes making breathing difficult. Noticing the problem my wife got out of bed and came back with tissues. ‘You’ve got a runny nose slave; let me wipe it for you. There that's better. I can't cuddle you if your nose is running, especially when it’s running with another man's cum now can I?'

Laying back down my wife cuddled up beside me with her head on my shoulder. 'There, that’s nice isn't it? It seems like ages since we had a cuddle. Do you miss my cuddles baby?' I nodded. 'Well unfortunately you are going to have to learn to live without them. There's no way John is going to allow that. I only just managed to persuade him to let me cuddle you tonight. This is the last time though. I promised John and I keep my promises as you know, don't you sweetheart?'

Shit! I ached to hold her. My wife, my best friend, my soulmate. I just wanted to hold her so much!

'Never mind though. If you are good then that nasty cage might be coming off tomorrow. That would be a real treat wouldn't it?'

I nodded vigorously, trying to make affirmative grunts around my rubber cock gag.

'I know it hasn't been easy for you darling but things are going to be better now that John's back. It worked really well last time and I'm sure it will be even better this time. We've had a long heart to heart chat and I think he understands the situation now. It’s going to be amazing you'll see. Now I think we better both get some sleep. It's going to be a big day tomorrow.'

It must seem weird to you guys reading this in the cold light of day, but I loved that woman so much right then. The only thing in the world that mattered was that she was right there beside me, telling me how good things were going to be, reassuring me. I felt relaxed, happy, content even. I was also excited. The cage was coming off. I would not have to wait over a year after all. Tonight I would lie with my darling wife, tomorrow I would get to cum. What happened after that was of no concern to me.

'Goodnight my darling slave husband.' She kissed my rubber covered cheek and caressed my face with her hand. 'Don't forget, don't ever forget, I love you.'

Inside that stifling rubber mask I smiled around the rubber cock gag. I didn't even mind when a glob of spunk slithered between my lips. I swallowed it and went on smiling.


Chapter 5

The next morning I was released from the rubber sac and told to go sit in the empty bath. After the stifling heat of my all night confinement I was shivering as I sat there with the mingled juices of my wife and her lover drying on my face. Eventually she came into the bathroom and slipping off her dressing gown, she stepped into the bath with me. 'Lie down slave with your face between my legs. I'm going to help you wash that stuff off you.'

As soon as I was in position, looking up between her legs, she released a stream of hot piss. I closed my eyes as she moved her aim to shower my whole face. 'Open your mouth slave,’ and then as I hesitated, 'I said open your fucking mouth!’ As I complied the hot salty liquid flooded inside. 'Swallow it down slave. Don’t make me say everything twice! You'd better sort yourself out my little cuckold husband. I want instant total obedience from you today and I'll get it, if I have to flog you within an inch of your miserable fucking life.'

I was shell shocked. A few minutes earlier I had been lying in bed with this woman. Alright I was cocooned in a rubber bondage sac but she had held me all night, whispered her oaths of love to me. Now she was suddenly back to being a cruel heartless bitch. My head was spinning as her waterfall of piss finally dried up. 'Turn over and lick the piss from my feet wimp.'

Boy was that a proud moment! I was just glad that her lover wasn't there to see it.

After showering I dressed as instructed in my pink rubber maid's outfit complete with white stockings and crushingly tight pink stiletto boots. I was given one task after another; make the beds, vacuum the carpets, wash the dishes. She stood over me as I nervously went about my work, leather riding crop tapping against her shiny black boot. Apart from the boots she was completely naked and my imprisoned cock fought in vain to expand as I stole glances at her beautiful body as I worked. Every few minutes she would slash the crop across my buttocks or the back of my thighs urging me on to yet greater efforts.

'I want this place spotless slave. I'm sick of your laziness. In future you will learn to perform your duties to perfection because that is what I demand from you.’

When my tasks were finally completed my wife had me bring her coffee in the lounge and stand at her side while she drank and relaxed with a magazine. I was startled from my daydreams of being finally allowed release today by her casual instruction to bend and touch my toes.

'This is for your own good slave. You must be on your absolute best behaviour today. If you put one foot wrong you could spoil things for all of us and I will not have that. This hiding is to help you focus on your role here today. I want you to remember that you exist only for my convenience and amusement. If you suffer then you suffer for me. If your heart breaks then it breaks for me. If you are allowed pleasure then it is only because it will amuse me to take that pleasure away. Do you understand slave?'

'Yes ma’am. Thank you ma’am.' No way was I going to mess this up. I had been promised the chance of release from the confounded chastity cage. I would do whatever it took, anything.

Swish CRACK, the first blow landed. Despite my determination I cried out and went to straighten. 'Get down you fucking wimp! Don't you dare move again!' The beating was cruel and methodical. Tears fell from my eyes to splash my immaculate pink boots. 'Look at you. You are pathetic. What kind of man dresses in a sissy maid outfit and stands there while his wife crops his ass for no reason save her own amusement? You fucking wimp! You're not a man. You're a pathetic fucking pansy. What the fuck did I ever see in you? All the years I could have spent making love to real men, men like John, your new master.'

'Please ma’am, ' I blubbered, the pain was unbearable, my ass felt like it had been sliced into with a hot knife.

'Shut up wimp. I'll tell you when I want you to beg. Now get up. Go and kneel at the front door and wait for your master to arrive and just hope he doesn't decide to give you a beating himself when he gets here.'

I had been kneeling at the door for quite a while when my wife came to check on me. 'Put your eyes back in slave, it's not for you.'

She was wearing an incredibly sexy nurse uniform. It was white pvc with a red cross and so short it revealed several inches of smooth flesh above her white stocking tops.

'This is a surprise for John. Do you think he'll like it?' she asked as she turned to show me the back. The bottom of her tight little ass poked out from between the uniform and the stocking tops. 'You know how jealous he is of me. Well I thought if I wore this for him he might be ok with me giving you a little of my attention.'

Ridiculous, I thought. My own wife was afraid to pay me any attention in case she upset her boyfriend! 'He'll be here soon. Bring him into the lounge then serve us some wine ok?'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered.

'And stop staring pervert!'

Sure enough he arrived soon after and when I carried their wine into the lounge they were seated together on the leather couch.

'You may kneel in front of us slave.' As I did my wife took the key to my chastity belt from her necklace and handed it to me. 'You may insert that into the lock but you do not turn it until you are told to.'

My fingers were shaking so much it took several tries before I finally managed to insert the key.

'Now listen very carefully slave. John has agreed to come back to me but, understandably, he has a few reservations. We have discussed what went wrong last time and we both feel that we can get past that and move on. I have made it very clear to him that there is absolutely no chance of me ever leaving you. He accepts that but has a few conditions of his own. I want you to listen very carefully to those conditions. If you accept them then I know that we can all have a really good time. My needs will be met by having a real man to love me and make love to me. Also I will have a devoted slave to serve and amuse me. Your needs will be met by having a cruel mistress to frustrate and humiliate you. But there is someone else we need to consider now. What about John's needs?'

To be honest I didn't give a shit about John's needs but I had a feeling I'd better start to if I ever wanted to cum again.

'John needs to feel safe and secure in his relationship with me. He needs to know that I will always put him first. Most importantly, he needs to be sure that you are no longer a rival for my affections and never will be again. That's why I have agreed to let him set out the conditions of us getting back together. John darling?'

Leaning forward so that his face was inches from mine John stated quietly, ' Rule one. That,' he said, looking over his shoulder at my gorgeous wife, ' Is my woman now. She is not your wife. She is your mistress. You will address her, when allowed, as ma’am. You will address me as sir. Next, at no time will you look my woman in the face. You will not dare to touch my woman unless given permission by me. You will never again see your mistress naked, except on the rare occasion you may be allowed to watch her make love to me. You will not attempt to speak to her. If you really need to tell her something you will tell it to me and I will decide whether or not to pass it on to her. Finally, you will not allow yourself to be in the same room as my woman unless I am also present.'

This was insane! She was my wife for crying out loud!

'If you are stupid enough to break any of my rules my woman will report you to me and I will punish you beyond anything you have experienced so far.'
'He won't break the rules will you slave?' my wife interjected, seeking, I think, to calm me as she saw my mounting anger and frustration. 'Would you like to turn the key now slave?'

What? Yes of course I wanted to turn the key. But those rules were ridiculous. Not being allowed to talk to my own wife! And what were the others? Something about not touching her or being in the same room? 

'We don't have all night slave. Are you going to open that cage and take out your tiny excuse for a cock or not?'

'He needs to agree first,' insisted John. 'Well lover boy? Cage on or off? Agree or not?'

I was desperate. It had been so long! My cock was bursting, my swollen balls aching. I would do anything to cum just once. Then I would be fine. I would be able to think more clearly, to sort out this mess. They couldn’t be serious about those rules any way could they?

'Yes sir I agree.'

'Good boy,' smiled my wife. 'Now turn that key and let's see if that ridiculous little thing still works.'

It was a struggle to free my bursting manhood from its tiny prison but finally it sprang free and stood quivering with lust. I was deeply embarrassed to be so exposed in front of my wife's lover but I knew by now that beggars cannot be choosers.

'Ok now slave; you may play with yourself for our amusement,’ my mistress smiled. I was disappointed that after all this time I was going to have to perform my own masturbation but I was now largely past caring.

'Wait,’ she cried, ‘You will use only the index finger of your left hand slave. On the underside. What's it called? The million dollar spot, that's right. Come on sweetie; rub your little clit like a good slave girl.'

It was not what I'd hoped for and dreamed of but it was heaven just the same.

'Don't you dare cum without permission slave! When you get close you tell me.'

It had been what? Two minutes tops? I was already almost there. 'Please ma’am I'm almost there ,' I groaned.

'Stop!' she shouted. 'Hands behind your back.'

Shit I was so close. I looked down at my bobbing cock as pre cum oozed from the tip. 'Please ma’am,' I begged.

'No begging. Not a word unless you are given permission. I can very easily put that cage right back on.'

'Sorry ma’am.'

'Now you may kiss my shoes and tell me how happy you are to be my slave. Her shoes were white leather with small platform soles and heavy six inch heels. I shuffled forward and applied my tongue to their glossy finish.

'Please ma’am, ' I pleaded between licks and kisses, ' I love being your slave. I worship the ground you walk on. I love you ma’am, I love you so much!'
'You may use your finger again while you attend to my other shoe slave.' The knowledge of my humiliating position, the smell and taste of her leather shoes, the sight of her white nylon stockinged legs! I was quickly there again and barely found the breath to inform her.

'Stop! You know the rules.'

I put my hands behind me and, remembering at least one of John's rules, kept my eyes down.

'Now slave you may do the same for your master.' Oh no please! I hated the guy, loathed him. I couldn't, I really...... 'Very well put the cage back on.'
I leapt forward and quickly applied my tongue to his black Doc Martin boots. 'I'm sure your master would like a similar complement slave. You may use your finger again while you speak. If you stop speaking then you stop stroking, understood?'

'Please sir, I am really grateful to you for seeing to my wife...... I mean my mistress' needs. You are much more of a man than I am. I know she wants you and not me.'

For fuck's sake!!!! How low was it possible to get. I was kissing the boots of my wife's lover, telling him I was much less of a man than him, thanking him for fucking my wife, while I jerked off like a girl. I would never have believed myself capable, but there I was, and I was going to cum too!

'Please ma’am, I'm close.'

'Ask your master not me,' my wife responded.

I was going to cum for sure now. 'Please sir,' I murmured into the toe of his right boot.

'Stop. Stop now!'

I was going to I swear. I was going to stop. Just one more rub...'

John's hand flashed out and cracked across the top of my head. I lifted up to protest and he kicked me backwards onto the floor. My cock was twitching desperately and for a moment I was sure I was going to cum. Presume flooded out then...... nothing.

'What the hell do you think you are doing?' screeched my wife. 'I can't even trust you to do as you are told when we are both standing over you! I'm very disappointed in you. You don't deserve such a wonderful master and mistress. Get that fucking cage back on now! Now you fucking useless wanker!'

I couldn't, it wouldn't fit!

'Get into the kitchen and get some ice. John darling will you follow him and make sure he puts that thing away. I don't trust him.'

So there I was, tears of frustration running down my face, a bag of ice held to my groin as my wife's lover stood over me smirking.

Once the cage was refitted I went back into the lounge.

'I am so angry with you slave. You have really let me down.'

I was crying now, sobbing. What had I done? 'I'm sorry ma’am.' I pleaded.'

'So you should be,' she answered. 'You'd better get out of my sight. Go to your room. I thought you loved me. You said you worshipped me.' Now she was crying too. I wanted so much to hold her, I took a step toward her but her lover stepped in before me and took her in his arms.

'Don't you come near me you lying piece of shit. Get away from me.'

John slapped me hard across my face, ‘You heard your mistress. Go to your room. I'll speak to you later and we'll discuss what happens to little sissy faggots who upset my woman.'

I was sitting on the edge of the bed in the guest room when they walked in holding hands. I was feeling totally confused over what just happened. Was my wife really upset with me? What was going on? 

'Take off your uniform slave and lie face down on the bed.' As he spoke I noticed a bamboo cane in John’s hand and as I moved to obey he casually tapped it against his leg. It made a strange sound and I looked again noticing that the end had been sliced a couple of times to produce four separate slivers of bamboo. My boots were not locked and so I was quickly naked and in position, my chastity cage digging into the mattress.

'Not a sound slave,' was all he said before slashing down that wicked cane. It felt like I had been cut in two! I buried my bright red face into my pillow to deaden the sound of my scream. My hips thrust in a vain attempt to shake off the agony of that first impact and I heard my wife laugh. 'It looks like he's trying to shag the bed.'

The second impact was worse. I never would have believed it possible. Then came the third. He was killing me. I was going to die! And my wife was standing there watching. I turned my tearful face toward her, pleading with my eyes for her to stop this, but she was not even looking at me, she was smiling at him!

After six appallingly painful strokes it was over. I must have been close to passing out. I could have moved, stood up, refused to be treated like that but I didn't. I was so sorry I had upset her. I almost felt that I deserved the punishment. It was worth it if only she would forgive me.

The next thing I felt was a soothing coolness on my rear. My darling wife had sat down beside me and was gently rubbing cream into my abused behind. 'You silly boy. You should know not to upset me. You must realise how protective of me your master has become. He simply will not tolerate me being disobeyed or disrespected in any way. I hope you learned from that hiding because I don't think this slave ass of yours can stand many more beatings like that.'

She sounded so kind. She must have forgiven me. 'I'm sorry ma’am. I promise it won't happen again. I'm sorry.'

'I know sweetie, I know. We'll talk about it tomorrow. Now get some sleep.'

I turned my head to watch her leave with her lover, once more holding his hand.

My sore ass prevented me from lying on my back so I lay on my side facing the wall that divided my room from my wife's. My pink maid's outfit was laid over a chair against the wall and I stared at it as I listened to the unmistakeable sounds of lovemaking coming through the wall. I was my mistress' slave. I had upset her and been justly punished by her man. Now she was in his arms enjoying his superior lovemaking whilst I listened and felt my heart swell with love while my imprisoned cock tried to swell with lust.

I was up early the next morning and dressed to go to work. I was standing at the kitchen counter (sitting was out of the question) when my wife walked in and jumped up to sit on the counter in front of me. She was wearing her lover's shirt and still had on the white stockings from last night. I panicked slightly as I remembered that I should not be in the room alone with her. As I went to leave she laughed, 'It's alright slave, John knows I'm here with you. He said you can have an exception to the rule for a few minutes.' 

Relaxing slightly I turned back and looked at her beautiful nylon encased legs (she hadn't said anything about being allowed to look her in the face).

'I thought we could have a little chat before you go to work. John will be moving some of his things from his flat and bringing them here today. I'll need to clear your things out of my room to make some space for him. Your work clothes can go in the guest room together with the tracksuit you wear over your uniform to clean the windows and things. The rest of your male clothes can be stored away in the loft. Oh, that reminds me, John will need your car. That old rust heap of his can't be relied on. I told him to get rid of it and use your car, just until he finds a job. You don't mind do you sweetie? After all, it's only half an hour on the bus for you to get to work or home each day isn't it?'

He had my wife and now he was to have my car! Great!

'You don't look very happy slave. Is there a problem?'

'No ma’am.' I answered quickly, in defence of my still agonising ass.

'Good. Now just one other thing and I think I would like you to kneel while I'm talking to you slave.'

I knelt quickly, fixing my gaze on her tiny white nylon covered feet.

'I think that to be fair to John I need to have some quality time with him. I also think that it would do you and I good to have a little time alone. Absence makes the heart grow fonder and all that.'

What? Time alone? Why?

'We've decided on a little schedule for each of us to follow. I think it's the only way to make sure that everyone gets their fair share. Relationships are about compromise don't you think slave?'

What the hell was she talking about?

'Come closer slave. Put your face next to my feet. Close enough to smell my cute little stockinged feet. But not too close mind. Remember the no touching rule.'

Oh shit she smelt good. How I longed to take those tiny feet in my hands. To caress them, kiss them....

'Saturdays and Sundays you will spend here with your master and mistress. Monday and Tuesday you will spend alone at John's flat. On Wednesdays we will join you there. Then, finally, Thursdays and Fridays you will spend here on your own whilst I stay with John at his flat.'

What was she saying? I couldn't take it all in. Here alone? They would join me at his flat?

'Don't worry you'll soon get the hang of it. I'll mark the days on the calendar for you. Now you'd better go and catch your bus. Don't forget to leave the car keys for John. Off you go. ‘You can come back here after work. We’ll start the new programme from this Saturday. That will give John time to settle in and you time to see that I'm fine and it's ok for you to leave me with him. I don't want you worrying about me. I do choose such protective men don't I? Well bye sweetheart, see you tonight.

As I stood at the bus stop I pondered over my fate. Here I was standing in the rain because I had to give my car to my wife's lover. I was going out to work leaving her to lie cuddled up to another man. They would probably be screwing all day in my marital bed. I was earning the money while he lived in my house, ate my food, drove my car and made love to my wife. I couldn't believe how pathetic I was. Neither could I believe how hard my treacherous cock was pushing against its tight confines.

When I arrived home that night there was a note pinned to the notice board in the kitchen. It told me that they had eaten and I could help myself to their leftovers. I was then to shower, shave and dress in the new uniform that I would find in my room.

The uniform in question was like something out of a period drama on TV. The dress was thick black cotton with a high Victorian collar. It was full length with a white pinafore to finish it off. Underneath I was to wear a pair of knickerbockers and a long white frilly slip. Worst of all was an old fashioned whale bone corset. How was I supposed to get into that? Fortunately my wife came in. 'Do you like it? It took John ages to find it on the internet. I hope you'll have the good manners to thank him when you see him.'

'Yes ma’am,' I answered fingering the laces on the corset.

'Well, let’s get you dressed and see how it looks.'

After much pulling and tugging, smoothing out and adjusting I stood while my wife fitted a long black wig to my head and pinned a little white doily maid's hat to it. The outfit was incredibly heavy and stiflingly hot. The boots to go with it were black leather with small heels, a little more practical than I had been used to recently but I still marvelled at how servant girls of old had managed to work wearing such awkward garments. I was immediately sweating heavily and the cruel corset made it impossible for me to breathe in properly.

'You look very nice sweetheart. I'm sure John will be very pleased. Now to finish off the scene I will be using this in future.' She held up a small bell. 'When you hear it ring you must drop everything and attend me wherever I am in the house do you understand?'

'Yes ma’am,' I curtsied. I don't know why, it just happened. Talk about immersing yourself in the role!


I was dusting in the lounge when I heard the bell for the first time. I rushed upstairs as quickly as my corset and long dress would allow and entered my wife's bedroom.

'Come and help me with this slave.'

Shit! My eyes were out on stalks. She was pulling on my favourite sexy outfit. It was a cute little pink rubber number that made her look like an erotic little doll. With it she wore white silk stockings, little white socks with bows at the heels and white stilettoes. I loved that outfit. It had always been my favourite, guaranteed to make me rock hard and desperate to burry my straining cock in her pussy and my face into her bosom where I could inhale her scent mixed with the headily erotic smell of rubber. It was having that same effect now but this time I was not free to act on my desires. Then I remembered I was not supposed to be alone with her.

'It’s ok slave, John is in the bath, he can hear us but I don't want him to see me until I'm ready. The bath was en-suite and the door had been left open. I moved to help my wife into the clinging rubber dress and smooth out the wrinkles.

'There, so how do I look slave?'

'I....um...' Lost for words I stood staring at her, making sure to avoid looking at her face.

'Come on what's wrong, cat got your tongue?' she laughed.

'Beautiful ma’am, you look beautiful.'

'I should hope so. Now go and help your master. Dry him off and bring him to me.'

I walked across the bathroom to get a towel from the rail and held it up to wrap around him when he stepped out of the bath. I was filled with loathing at the idea of rubbing another man dry but he snatched the towel from me anyway. 'Give me that! What are you a fucking queer or something? Like the idea of rubbing me dry all over do you?' I was burning with embarrassment as I stood there, hands clasped in front of me, head bowed. 'You fucking faggot! No wonder your wife prefers you as a maid.'

I had to stay and suffer his insults until he was dry as my wife had told me to bring him to her. Following him out into the bedroom I was not surprised at all by his reaction when he saw my wife laid on the bed. 'Fuck me!'

'I intend to babe,' she answered.

Without looking at me he just pointed to the door and said one word, 'Out.'


Chapter 6

A couple of hours later when the bell rang again I was cleaning the downstairs toilet. I quickly washed my hands and rushed upstairs. 'Come in slave. Kneel at the side of the bed.'

She was lying on her side resting on her elbow. He was behind her with one arm around her waist. The air smelt of sex with hints of expensive perfume and warm rubber. My cock twitched and swelled futilely.

'I think enough time has passed now for everyone to have calmed down sufficiently for us to discuss your behaviour last night slave,' my wife began.

'Please ma’am, I'm really sorry.'

'Yes we've been through that now shut up and listen. Your master and I have discussed it at some length. You should know that he wanted to have you castrated, if not surgically, then at least chemically.'

What ?!

'It's alright, don’t panic, I decided that was not a good idea. Not that I would feel sorry for you mind. It's just that if your useless little balls were removed you would lose the desire for sex. You might still love me but you wouldn't lust after me the way you do now. I don't want to take away your ability to have sex just the opportunity. I want you hanging on desperately to the hope of being allowed to cum. I want your balls swollen and blue, aching with pent up sexual frustration, not shrivelled and dried and used by me for earrings.' They both laughed but I could see nothing funny. I waited with baited breath for what was coming next.

'I have decided to put last night down to lack of practice. We already agreed that you would remain locked up until Christmas at least did we not?'

'Yes ma’am.' Hardly an agreement, more like she had insisted but I was not about to contradict her at this delicate moment.

'The bad news is that I am extending that by a few days as punishment for your misbehaviour. You will, behaviour permitting, be allowed relief on your birthday on January 1st. I presume that should make it quite a special celebration for you.'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.' I had waited this long, a few days would hardly matter.

'The good news is that up until then I will allow you to remove your cage once every month to practice your obedience. You will perform for us as we choose and stop immediately you are told. There will be no cumming. At least not for you.' she laughed again. 'However, if either of us has reason to find fault with your behaviour these sessions may be delayed or cancelled. Do you understand?'

'Yes ma’am, I understand. Thank you ma’am.' Dare I hope that my situation might be improving?

'Now then, finally, I believe I decided that after your twelve month relief you would then serve three years in chastity before being allowed another orgasm. Following the three year release you were to be locked away permanently. Yes?'

Shit, I was hoping she might have forgotten all that. And she had said we would discuss permanent chastity, nothing had been decided.

'You are a very lucky slave. I have decided to show some pity for you. After your orgasm on your next birthday you will remain chaste for two years. Thereafter one year will be added each time you cum. Alongside that, as your obedience improves, as I'm sure it will, you will, of course, need less practice. Consequently the period in months between your releases for obedience training will correspond to the prevailing period in years between your permitted orgasms. This year you will be allowed to play with your little thing for my amusement every month. After your birthday orgasm it will be every two months and so on.'

I was trying hard trying to take it all in. Was I better off or worse?

'The milkings you have had will continue. John says you don't need them but I enjoy them so they will stay, although they may be few and far between. Now I'm sure you would like to express your appreciation....'

'Please ma’am, thank you for....everything,' I mumbled pathetically then, as I remembered an earlier suggestion from my wife,' Please sir, thank you for my new uniform.' They were no longer listening. He had pulled her round to face him and was kissing her deeply as she reached for his once more hardening cock.

I felt like an intruder in my own wife's bedroom in my own house. I made to leave but my wife called me back. 'Don't go slave. Now that the technicalities are taken care of we can have some fun. Why don't you ask this handsome stud to make love to me? Go ahead, he won't bite.'

'Would..... I mean, please sir, would you make love to my wife?'

'Why?' he answered, smiling.

I looked to my wife for support but she was nuzzling his neck and purring like a kitten.

'Sir, my wife loves it when you do. She wants you very much.'

'And what about you slave, do you like to watch me making love to your wife?'

'Yes sir, very much.' I hated admitting it but the fact was that I did. I loved to watch her with other men. Making love to her myself was amazing - as far as I could remember - but it was fascinating and deeply erotic to be able to step outside the act and observe from a distance. To see her desire mounting, her gorgeous body responding, becoming desperate. Then to see her reach a shattering orgasm, her arms and legs grasping, her face flushed, her moans turning to screams, her eyes closing tightly squeezing out tears of desire and joy. I loved it. Then there was the jealousy and humiliation that knotted my stomach and made me lightheaded. I loved that too.

'Ok then,' he laughed, ‘this one is especially for you. Enjoy.'

As they went back to snogging deeply, their hands exploring each other's bodies like teenagers my wife slipped off her stunning white stilettoes. They dropped off the bed and I picked them up. Holding them to my face I kissed the outsides before pushing each one over my nose to inhale her scent. It was a heaven sent moment for a cuckold. Kneeling at the side of my wife's bed watching her make love to another man, dressed in a girly Victorian maids outfit, cock straining at its cage, holding her gorgeous shoes to my face. Seeing and hearing her passion while smelling the shoes that had been so honoured to encase her tiny feet.

As he mounted her she turned to look at me. Her smile was the answer to all my desires. She approved of my worship. What else could I ever need or want.

Then she whispered to her thrusting lover, ' Darling do you mind if my cucky slave kisses my feet?'

He grunted a reply and she nodded to me. I had to stand and then bend over to reach her feet which were now resting on her lover’s ass, digging into his cheeks to urge him on to yet greater efforts. I kissed them lovingly all over, matching my movements to their increasing pace of rising and falling. Then as they came almost together, I sucked her toes into my mouth as they curled in ecstasy.

Kneeling back on the floor, I was ignored as they whispered sweet nothings to each other. My cock raged futilely as I listened.

'You can do that to me any time you like baby.' she told him.
'Don't worry, I intend to.' he laughed.

'Did you like my outfit?'

'Oh hell yea! It’s fucking amazing!'

'It was my hubby’s favourite, back in the days when I used to wear it for him. Now it’s all for you my darling, my sexy lover, my special, special boyfriend.'

He kissed her and ran his fingers through her long dark silky hair.

'I love you you know. I want you every minute of every day. I think about you all the time we are apart. It broke my heart when we fell out. Promise me we won't fall out again. Promise me that big gorgeous cock belongs to me forever.'

'You know it does.'

'It's going be so good now. I'm so glad you decided to accept him and help me train him as our slave. You know it's to our advantage to have him around don't you. We have our very own slave to serve us as we please, and we can have hours of amusement from torturing and humiliating him.'

'Yea I know,' he said, grinning at me.

Getting up to go to the loo, my wife patted my head. 'Sorry slave, you're not allowed to touch me now so I have to clean this up myself, unless....' she looked at him.

'Ok take him with you and do it in the bathroom. I don't want to see him touch you.'

'Thanks babe.' she smiled happily,' Come on my little slave girl hop to it!’

Kneeling with my head up her dress licking their combined juices from her swollen pussy, the smell of rubber mixed with their combined odours to produce a heady cuckold cocktail. 'I could make a fortune if I could simulate that and bottle it.' I thought.

'That's my good little slave. Clean up all that mess and your mistress will give you a little treat.'

Finishing my task I was told to turn around while she undressed and slipped into her fluffy pink dressing gown.

'Ok cucky you can turn around now. Here is your special treat.' She handed me her rubber dress, stockings and little white socks. 'The dress needs licking inside and out. You'll be able to taste my sweat on the inside and John's on the outside. Then you can put the stockings and socks in your mouth and suck them clean. Take them back to your room and do them properly.'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,’ I gushed in genuine gratitude.

John was propped up against the headboard as I left the ensuite bathroom. I kept my eyes averted but he stopped me.

'You know she's mine now don't you?'

'Yes sir,' I whispered.

'You've lost her completely. I own her. That means I own you.'

I stood saying nothing. I could hear my wife behind me, combing her hair and singing to herself.

'I'll be fucking her anytime I like any way I like and there is fuck all you can do about it. Is there slave?'

'No sir.'

'So you’d better be real careful you little wanker, cos I intend to be as cruel to you as I'm gonna be loving to her. Then again, that's what gets you off isn't it, you sad pervert.'

What could I say? He was right I guess.

'I'm here to stay this time looser and I'm gonna enjoy every minute, every second, with my new slut and my new cuckold slave girl.'
Just then my wife walked in. 'Are you boys having a nice man to man chat? Well, man to servant girl anyway,’ she laughed.

'We sure are, aren't we slave?

'Yes sir.'

'He was just saying how glad he is that I'm back, weren't you. He says he hopes I stay forever. He loves to see how happy you are when I'm around. Isn't that right slave?'

'Yes sir.'

'Right, now take your mistress' dirty laundry and fuck off out of my site. I feel another shag coming on.'

'Oh you are such an animal,’ my unfaithful wife giggled. ‘He's insatiable isn't he slave?'

'Yes ma’am.'

'Well go on then. Do as your master says, get out.'

I was lying on the bed in the spare room trying to get comfortable. I had cleaned my wife's outfit as instructed and then had realised there was no way I could undress without help. The maids outfit buttoned at the back. The best I could do was to remove the boots. The corset was killing me as I turned over yet again seeking some respite from its grip. Fortunately my wife must have realised and she eventually came to my aid.

'It's ok slave I have John's permission to come and help you undress. He wanted to leave you like this but I persuaded him. You have been good today so you deserve a little break. Come on let’s get you out of those things.'

The relief was incredible. I could finally breathe!

'There now, that's better isn't it?'

'Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.'

'Now here is one of my old nighties, you can keep it and wear it for bed. I want to have you in girl's clothes as much as possible now. I think it's for the best. It helps to convince John that you are no competition for him, it amuses me and, unless I'm mistaken, it turns you on like crazy, doesn't it?'
I had to admit she was right. Having to dress as a girl was so deeply and erotically humiliating. Even better was dressing in girl's clothes that my wife had worn. I pulled the nighty over my head and she told me to climb into bed before tucking me in and sitting on the edge of the bed stroking my hair.

'Poor baby, you must be desperate now, desperate to cum but, if I know you, even more desperate to hold me. I can see the longing in your eyes. You have no idea how much that turns me on. Having a virile young lover eager to fuck me senseless twenty four hours a day is great, it’s amazing. But the thrill of denying you is even better. I ache to deny you as much as you ache to hold me. The dance of emotions across your face, the hurt, the humiliation, the desperate desire, the hopelessness! It all drives me wild! The thought of teasing you to the edge of reason then casually denying you almost causes me to faint! I will be looking forward to your monthly tease sessions as much as you. Then, on your birthday, provided there is no added time for misbehaviour, I will drive you completely gaga before I finally let you cum. Then, once you have had your long awaited release there is the prospect of twice as long to wait next time, with twice as long between teasing sessions. I can't wait to see your face when that sinks in. Your opportunities for relief will grow steadily fewer and farther between but I will make very sure that your desire and your frustration continue to grow.'

'Please ma’am,' I ventured, 'I love you so much! This denial hurts so sweetly. I would do anything to stop it and yet I want nothing more than for it to continue. I ache for you, for your cuddles, your kisses, your affection. I hate it when they go to someone else. But it just makes me want you more. I have never loved you as much as I do now. Thank you for playing this game. Thank you for being so strong for me. I will love you forever, more every day. I worship the ground you walk on. I will do anything for you, anything!'

Such was my state, the depth I had sunk to. Funny though, it didn't feel like I had sunk, rather it felt like I had risen so high!

'Ask me to go to him. Ask me to love him, to make love to him. Ask me my darling husband. Ask me.'

'Please ma’am, please go to your lover. Please make love to my master while I lie here and love you. Please be his woman, reject me and refuse me even the tiniest show of your affection. Keep all your love for him. Treat me like dirt on your shoe. I love you ma’am. I am your slave. I will do anything for you. I ask only your derision, your scorn. I live to be rejected by my darling wife. I know it turns you on and I love that. You should know that it turns me on too, more than I can ever explain and more than I can possibly stand!'

'Good,' she smiled, 'then we are each going to be very happy. Or at least I am. You may just have to settle for being very turned on. Goodnight my pet.'

She kissed my forehead and walked to the door.' Of course you know you are not permitted to speak to me slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I sighed.

'Good then you won't be surprised if you can't sit down at work tomorrow either. You may wake your master before you leave for work and ask him to deal with you. I'm sure he will love being woken early, especially by a pathetic simpering sissy begging to be punished.'

Smiling sweetly she turned and left.

I snuggled down in my lonely bed and held onto the image of her beautiful smiling face as I drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 7

It was a Sunday and John had gone out early. My wife told me to put my tracksuit on over my pink rubber maid’s outfit and replace the stiletto boots with a pair of trainers. We then drove to a football field in the local park. As we arrived together there were quite a few spectators dotted around the side-lines. It must have been obvious as we stood there that we were man and wife. She even hooked her arm through mine and cuddled up to me as it was quite cold.

When the players came out I realised that we were here to watch my wife's lover John play. I have no real interest in the game but my wife cheered and clapped every time her lover had the ball and he occasionally waved to her. When he scored he came trotting over and my wife jumped into his arms to congratulate him while I stood there feeling like a complete fool.

At half time we walked over to where the team was grabbing a quick drink and talking tactics. My wife left me to go over to him and give him a cuddle. There were cheers from John's team mates and some rather rude comments as she kissed him deeply.

During the second half I was conscious of the curious stares focussed in our direction which made me very uncomfortable. Despite the cold weather though, my cock was fit to burst against the walls of its stainless steel prison. I wondered what they all would think if they could see what I was wearing under my tracksuit.

When the game ended we waited outside the changing rooms. Eventually John came out and wandered over with a couple of his mates. He introduced them to my wife as his girlfriend which almost had me cumming on the spot. I was totally ignored as they all chatted and flirted good naturedly.
After a while another guy came over and said that they were all headed to the pub for a couple of pints. John invited my wife and without even acknowledging me she happily agreed. Then John shouted for his mates to bring their dirty strips over to him before they left. Apparently it was an arrangement that after each game the guys would take turns to take the strips home and have their wives wash them ready for next time. It was John's turn but he told everyone to give the dirty strips to me. I soon had a pile at my feet and he threw his sports bag down telling me to put them all in there. So while virtually the whole team stood around watching I knelt to stuff the strips into the overflowing bag.

Then John said so everyone could hear, ' Make sure you iron them as well and fold them properly.'

Then arm in arm with my giggling wife he turned and left, his team mates laughing at me before turning to follow him.

You'll remember that my wife and her lover John had devised a schedule whereby I was to spend Saturday and Sunday with them in my own home. Monday and Tuesday I was to spend alone at John's flat. Wednesday they would join me there and then Thursday and Friday I would go home for two days alone while they remained at John's flat. It was pretty hard to deal with. I hated being away from my wife. It was bad enough when I had to sleep in the spare room while John took my place in her bed. Her being with him at his flat without me was awful. Worst of all though was being alone at his flat while he was with her in my house. It was incredibly lonely, especially at first. Eventually my wife moved some of her things to his flat and that was very painful in some ways but at least it meant that I had something of hers to look at, cuddle and smell on my lonely nights sleeping on his couch. I was not allowed to use his bed as that was to be kept for their exclusive use.

My wife became quite inventive with her long distance teasing. She would text me to tell me he was inside her or that he had just made her cum. The phone would ring and when I answered it I would hear heavy breathing, grunts and squeals as they fucked each other’s brains out. Occasionally they would take pictures of themselves together; sometimes making love other times just kissing or cuddling, then leave them pinned to the notice board for me.

Sometimes they would pay me a surprise visit. Usually it was because they had been for a night out and his flat was closer for them. I would then have the pleasure of listening to their lust as they copulated wildly on his bed whilst I lay in the next room on the couch. The flat was small and the walls very thin so I never missed a sound.

One of my favourite duties was to change the sheets on their bed. I would spend that night wrapped in the dirty linen smelling my wife and feeling close to her before washing and ironing them next day.

On Monday mornings when I left them together at our house and on Thursdays when I left them at his flat my wife would give me a dirty pair of her sexy little knickers telling me not to wash them until I saw her again that way if she decided not to see me again I could keep them as a reminder of how sexy she was.

It was a Saturday so I was at our house with my wife and her lover. They were inside while I was on the drive washing what used to be my car, until my wife had 'suggested' that I give it to him to use as his car was old and unreliable. Absorbed in my task I jumped when a voice behind me said 'Hi man, is she in?' Turning around I was startled to see Jamal stood there with a big smile on his face. Jamal you remember was a young black guy who had been my wife's lover after she broke up with John. He had gone to uni and my wife had gotten back with John shortly afterwards.

Thinking that this could prove a little awkward I stuttered a polite hello and was about to lie and say my wife was out when she opened the back door and called for him to come in. I presumed she had seen him walking up the drive and wondered if she had been expecting him.

Finishing my task as quickly as possible I made for the back door, keen to see what was going on. How would the notoriously jealous John take to Jamal? Had my wife told him about her affair with Jamal? Lots of questions. I opened the door to find the three of them in the kitchen. My wife was sitting on the breakfast table dressed in her school-girl outfit, legs dangling over the edge while the two guys stood either side of her, beers in hand. They all seemed to be getting on just fine.

'Ah, there you are boy, just in time to get us another beer. And get your wife another glass of wine,' John ordered.

Serving the drinks I could see my wife was already tipsy. She was laughing and joining in the conversation with the guys. From what they said it seemed that they had all met in a pub the previous week, quite by accident. My wife had told John about the relationship she had had with Jamal and, probably under the influence of alcohol John had suggested they get together for a threesome. My wife had been so relieved that John had not gone mad with jealousy that she had agreed. I wondered how sure she was now, if she had to get tipsy with wine to relax enough to go through with it.

Eventually, after another drink John told me to remove my tracksuit and show Jamal my outfit. I was wearing the pink rubber maids uniform and Jamal was in tears laughing when he saw it. I had to go and put on the matching stiletto boots to finish the effect and when I returned, my face still red with embarrassment, the guys were in the process of stripping off their clothes to my wife's eager chants of 'Off, off, off !'

I had forgotten just how big Jamal was as I stared in awe at his rapidly growing manhood. John was far from small but Jamal was huge. 
'Let's do it here, I want you both to take me right here in the kitchen,' my wife demanded as the two men ogled her beauty and stroked their cocks to full size.

'Well' said John magnanimously, 'I think it's only fair that our guest should go first.'

'Thanks man, ' Jamal smiled, not taking his eyes off my wife, 'I've been dreaming about getting back to this for months.'

'Go get her tiger!' John laughed, as Jamal stepped forward and embraced my wife crushing her to him, their lips mashing together.

She was soon reaching for his cock as he pulled away to slide off her knickers. 'Did you bring some rubbers babe?' she panted.

'Yip,' he replied, in my coat.

'Don't just stand there you useless fuck!' she scolded me. 'Get them for him.'

I searched two pockets before finding them and, as I passed John who was leaning against the sink watching his girlfriend with her ex-lover, he cracked me across the top of the head. 'Hurry up you fucking wimp. That guy is not gonna wait!'

Unpacking the rubbers I handed one to my wife and she slid it into place on Jamal's cock, her mouth never leaving his. Then both John and I watched enthralled as that giant cock disappeared slowly inside my gasping eager wife. Her cries were guttural as she began to cum just from the initial penetration of that monster tool. Her eyes opened wide and she reached for John. Holding his hand she heaved and bucked against Jamal, her ass bouncing up and down on the edge of the kitchen table. Jamal, for his part, remained still throughout, holding her, letting her take the pleasure she craved. 'Just like old times he smiled.'

Leaving go of John's hand my wife lay back on the table to savour a solid pounding from Jamal's huge cock. John had me get him another beer then we both stood watching her writhe and moan as her black lover took his pleasure. She had admitted to me in the past how much it turned her on that Jamal would just use her like a fuck toy, deriving his own pleasure whilst giving no thought to hers. I guess that cock coupled with the sight of his black virile young body contrasting with her white skin was enough. I hoped too that she was thinking of me and being turned on especially hard by the presence of her husband, standing impotent while she performed as a complete slut for these two men. I looked at John to see how he was taking it. As he caught my glance he ordered me to the floor behind Jamal and I was told to kiss his thrusting ass and thank him for pleasuring my wife.

'Fuck yea man,' Jamal laughed, 'Kiss my black ass while I drill your old lady. I forgot how good she feels man. Maybe not quite so tight now she's getting fucked regular by a real cock huh? But that’s fine by me, I can still fill this bitch up isn’t that right baby?' he asked, looking at my wife as she moaned under him.

'Oh yes baby, fuck me. Let my husband and my lover see how you fuck me. I missed your big black cock so much. I need it now. I need you to fuck meeeeee!'

She was coming again as Jamal speeded his thrusts, his ass smacking into my face as I tried in vain to time my kissing of his sweaty rump correctly.
'Oh fuck yea! Here it comes baby. I’ve been saving this for you. I'm gonna fucking cum so deep you gonna taste it in your fucking mouth. Oh fuuuuuuck!'

Eventually his thrusting was reduced to small shivers as he collapsed on top of my wife's sweating body. She pulled his face to hers and kissed him deeply, her legs sliding up and down his.

'Get this man a beer slave, he fucking earned it!' ordered John.

When I brought it I had to stand holding it while my wife whispered in his ear just loud enough for me to hear, ' You are amazing baby. I love it when you show my pathetic wimp of a husband how a black man takes his woman.' Winking at me she kissed his cheek and he stood up holding onto his cock as he slid from her, ensuring that the condom stayed on. His cock still looked huge even when soft and looking down at it as I passed him the beer I could see an enormous wodge of thick creamy looking spunk filling the end.

Seeing me looking he asked me, 'What you looking at man? You want this or something?'

'Yes,' squealed my wife, 'I think he does. Slave take Jamal's condom and tie a knot in it. Then get some string from under the sink. I want you to make yourself a necklace, a spunk necklace.'

As I did as my wife asked, her lover John stepped forward and leaned over to kiss her. 'Did you enjoy that babe?' She asked him.

'Yea I did actually. In fact I might give you away more often. Whenever I feel like it I'll line up somebody to fuck you. Then, if you're a good girl and do as I say I might reward you by fucking you myself.'

'Darling,' my wife replied, 'we don't fuck, we make love. There's a difference. But it would show my wimp husband who owns his wife now wouldn't it?'

Sitting up she embraced John and turned to me as I stood to one side, Jamal's used and well filled condom tied to the string hanging from my neck. 'Would you find that sexy slave? If my lover could give me to anyone he liked. Would it drive you nuts that your wife is another man's whore?'

'Yes ma’am it would.' I answered honestly.

'Enough talking, turn around, I want to show Jamal how I take your ass.'

'Oh yes, baby, I'd love that. You know my ass is just for you. I'll fuck anyone you tell me to but my ass I'm going to keep only for you.'

I watched then as my wife bent forward over the table and John slid his impressive weapon into her stretched pussy and then withdrew it to slide easily into her cute little ass. The lubrication from her used pussy allowed him to sink his naked manhood straight in till his balls swung under to slap her outer lips.

'Oh fuck, Jamal you have gotta find yourself a woman that lets you do this. It is amazing! You fucking own a bitch when you take her like this. Not this one though,' he added, 'This one is mine.'

As he began to thrust my wife gripped the edge of the table and moaned, 'Oh shit John baby! I love you, I love you, oh fuck my ass, I love you. I’ll do anything you say, fuck anyone you tell me to, I love you!'

Jamal was standing leaning against the fridge, still naked, his rapidly re-inflating cock in his hand as he gently massaged it and watched John fuck my wife's ass. I wished fervently that I could have done the same with my own less impressive but desperately eager imprisoned manhood.

Turning to me with a huge grin on his face John said, 'Get over here boy, under the table, kiss my sluts feet while I fuck her arse.' Eager for any chance of contact with my wife I did as he demanded. I kissed her shiny little shoes and even her cute little white socks as she moaned her love for another man.

'Now get your head up and lick her pussy. Do a good job slave and I might let you go next.'

I needed no more encouragement. Bending my neck back at a painful angle I gorged myself on her sweet married pussy. In seconds she was cumming. To hear her you would have thought she was being murdered. She screamed and swore, thrashed and bucked as her lover held her pressed down on the table.

When she finally finished John said to Jamal, 'Watch this,' then to me, 'Hey faggot, get that tongue out of my whore's pussy and use it on my balls.'

What? I had never done that before. I was not in the least gay and frankly the idea appalled me. 'You wanna go at sticking your useless little dick in my bitch or not slave?'

Decision time! Shit I was thinking with my dick again. As I gently licked his large and heavy balls he once more began thrusting into my wife's unfaithful ass.

'Yea man! That is awesome. Make that fucker lick you. What a fucking looser, licking some guy's balls while he fucks his wife's ass! Awesome, absolutely awesome man!'

Suddenly I felt John's balls lift and he gave several hard and deep thrusts accompanied by deep bestial grunts as he filled my gorgeous wife's ass with his thick cream.

I stayed kneeling under the table, staring at the spunk that was now dripping from my wife’s ass, while they recovered. I heard Jamal say he was ready for another go at some sweet married pussy but then to my delight John said it was my turn! 'Take it easy Jamal. Let’s have some fun first. You'll get a real laugh out of this.'

That didn't sound to encouraging but I was past caring as I followed his instructions to get out from under the table.

My wife turned over and told me to lift my dress so she could unlock me. 'It's tease time again sweetheart,' she smiled at me. While she lay back on the table top John had me ask Jamal for one of his condoms. 'Please sir may I have a condom?'

'Why do you want a condom slave?' John teased.

'Please sir, so I can ....' I didn't know what to say. Fuck my wife? It would hardly be that impressive after their show. Make love to her? Could I do that in my position? I was her slave wasn't I?

'You want to put that pathetic excuse for a dick in my woman, is that it?'

'Yes sir, please.' I sounded pathetic even to myself.

Fortunately Jamal came to my rescue. 'Give the guy a break. He looks fucking desperate. He's the only one around here not fucking her and she's his wife!' They all laughed at that and Jamal threw me a condom.

My hands shook and my desperate manhood twitched as I slid the rubber in place. Turning to face my wife I stepped between her dangling legs, cock in hand.

'Ask nicely slave,' she smiled up at me. 'Please ma’am may I put it in?'

'I'm not the only one here,' she hinted. 'Please ma’am, please sirs, may I put my cock inside my.......... my mistress.'

'That’s better. Now slowly, we don't want any accidents. Show Jamal what a good slave you are.'

There are no words to describe the feeling as my bursting cock slipped inside my wife's sopping pussy. It was not the tight fit I remembered and I felt a moment of profound loss as I realised that it never would be again. My sorrow was soon forgotten though as I felt her heat through the condom and she wrapped her legs around my thighs.

'Is it in yet, I can't feel a thing,' she laughed. Then as I began to very slowly slide my cock in and out, 'I know I must be a little stretched after Jamal but this is ridiculous. You know I read on the internet that caging a man’s cock for long periods can actually cause it to shrink. I didn't believe it at the time but I think you are living proof slave.' Her taunts only got me more inflamed and I barely found the breath to tell her I was near.

'Stop,' she laughed,' Stop. I can't believe this. Are you the man I married? Have I really been putting up with this for twenty five years?'

I just stood shaking and sweating, my eyes down, not daring to look my own wife in the face.

'Start again slave, slowly you sad excuse for a man!' I was going as slowly as I could. The urge to bang away at full steam till I shot my bolt into her unfaithful pussy was unbearable. 'I just got fucked by a handsome black guy half my age with a huge cock. Then I took it up the ass from my gorgeous lover. They both made me cum so hard I thought I would die. And now I have you. My little cuckold slave husband with his needle dick! You really are pathetic aren't you, standing there with Jamal's full condom hanging from your neck?'

'Please ma’am,' I wailed, 'I'm nearly there again.'

'Well stop you idiot. Now let me hear you beg. You know how to beg don't you?'

'Yes ma’am. Please may I cum ma’am. I need it so bad ma’am. I'll do anything you say, I promise. Please ma’am, please may I cum now.' I was gritting my teeth and trying desperately to think about anything but sex. I could feel the backed up spunk boiling inside my aching balls. I was afraid I was going to cum without moving.

'I think you should ask Jamal my pet. He is our guest after all, and your master has given him my pussy for the day. If you want to use it you'd better ask him.'

Turning my head to look at Jamal I shamelessly pleaded my case. 'Please sir, may I cum in my wife...... I mean my mistress' pussy. It's been so long. Please sir!'

'Well,' he smiled, 'Let me think.' His pause seemed to last an hour. My thighs were going into cramp; every muscle in my body was tensed. 'No I don't think so. I'm gonna be using it again myself soon. I don't want a faggot like you cumming in the same pussy I do.'

'Oh fuck, please ma’am!' I begged, turning back to my wife.

'There's always her ass I guess,' suggested Jamal, an amused grin on his face. 'But you'd need your master's permission for that.'

Turning to John I knew I would be wasting my time as he stood there naked, arms crossed over his chest, cock standing proudly to attention once more, shaking his head no. Refusing to give him the pleasure of torturing me further I looked back to my wife and risked looking into her eyes.

'Sorry baby, it's not going to be today, soon though I promise. It's not long to your birthday now. Not long.'

I had to close my eyes and force back a sob of pure lust and desperation.

Unlocking her legs my wife sat up and pushed me back so that my cock popped from her warm embrace. 'Get some ice and let’s get you put away now sweetheart. I think the guys are ready for some more.'

As I held a bag of ice to my groin she grabbed both guys by their cocks and led them into the lounge. 'I want to see that little thing locked up in one minute slave or you're in trouble,' she called over her shoulder.

The ice did its work and I hurried to replace the infernal cock cage. Stepping into the lounge to show my wife I was greeted by the sight of her sitting on Jamal's lap riding his cock, eagerly sucking at John's cock as he stood behind the couch.

She stopped bouncing and held John's cock still in her mouth while she used one hand to check my cage was securely fixed. 'Ok now go tidy the kitchen,' she mumbled around the rod of flesh that filled her mouth.

A little later she came out into the kitchen holding another of Jamal's used condoms. Sitting up on the table once more she told me to take off her right shoe. 'Now take this,' she said, handing me the full condom. 'Pour it into my shoe.' Having done that I was instructed to take off her cute little white sock, replace her dainty stiletto and remove the other one. 'Ooh that feels all squidgy,' she laughed. My cock was straining futilely at its prison as I thought about her tiny perfectly formed toes wriggling around in Jamal's sperm. 'Now the one round your neck goes in that shoe.'

Both shoes replaced she stood and walked back into the lounge, calling back to me, 'You can go to bed when you're finished in there slave.'

As I passed the lounge on my way to the stairs I caught a tantalising glimpse through the doorway. This time my sexaholic wife was kneeling on the carpet doggy style. Her lover John was holding her waist as he pounded her ass and shouted encouragement to Jamal who was forcing his huge cock so far down her throat I could see the bulge in her neck.

In my room I undressed and put on an old nighty my wife had given me, slipping exhausted between the covers. My dosing was interrupted when my wife walked in and switched on the light. 'Out of bed quickly cuckie slave,' she demanded. 'Kneel at my feet. Now a little reward for my faithful hubby. Take off my shoe and lick Jamal's spunk from my foot.’

Doing as she asked I was filled with such a sense of peace. Surely no one person could possibly surrender themselves to another anymore than I was doing right then. This was what we had always talked about, what I had always longed for, to be hers completely.

After doing both feet and listening to her appreciative moans and giggles I gave each tiny foot a final kiss of worship.

'Good boy, now Jamal has gone home so I'm going to have a lovely hot bath with your master them he and I are going to snuggle up in bed and go to sleep in each other’s arms. You need to clean the insides of my shoes then you can cuddle them while you go to sleep. Goodnight my cuckolded slave husband.'

'Goodnight ma’am,' I replied looking up at her lovingly.

'Eyes down slave remember your place please.'

'I'm sorry ma’am,' I said as I dropped my gaze.' Please ma’am, I love you so much. Thank you for making me your cuckold.'

'Oh dear, you silly slave. First you look me in the face and then you speak to me without permission. You still have a lot to learn. Punishment day for you tomorrow I think. Tell you what, would you like me to beat your stupid slave ass or shall I ask John to do it?'
'Please ma’am, will you do it?'

'We'll see. Now off to bed. Don't forget the shoes. Think of me while you're licking up that sticky cum. Think of your wife taking those lovely cocks. Think of me cumming for Jamal. Think of me cuddled up to John in the next room. Sweet dreams my love.'


Chapter 8

The night before my birthday my wife had me go into the loft to retrieve her wedding dress. The plan had been for her to wear it to renew our wedding vows on our twenty fifth anniversary. She was really proud when she tried it on and it still fit perfectly! I wondered what was going on as I continued with the housework. My wife had insisted that I should wear the Victorian maid's outfit and once I had retrieved her dress from the loft my discomfort was added to. She had her lover John pulled the laces on the corset so tight I could barely breathe. Then my ankles were tethered so that I could only take tiny steps. Finally they produced a leather bondage belt which tied around my waist and had a leather cuff each side for my wrists. The cuffs were on short chains so that I could raise my hands no higher than my chest. If you think housework is a pain try doing it like that!

While my wife bathed and dressed John proceeded to harass me at every turn. He shouted and complained that I was not working fast enough. Three times he stopped me and had me hold out my hands palm up so that he could administer some 'encouragement ', as he put it , with a short bamboo cane. So it went on. My list of chores seemed endless as I hobbled around, my hands stinging and tears rolling down my face.

It was a relief when he went into my wife's bedroom to get himself ready. Ready for what I wondered. All I could think of was that tomorrow was my birthday and my wife had promised that on that day she would let me cum. I had been teased so cruelly and for so long, I was petrified in case either of them found some excuse not to allow my long overdue orgasm to take place.

When my wife appeared in the kitchen doorway I just stood spellbound and speechless. She looked so beautiful. All the memories of our wedding day came flooding back. Then all the times we had together in the happy years since then. My throat tightened, my eyes welled with fresh tears and my caged cock tried desperately to expand as she lifted her dress to show me the blue lace garter at the top of her white stocking.

She ordered me into the lounge where her lover John was waiting dressed smartly in a black morning suit. My wife joined him and they stood together as if about to be married.

'I told John about my old wedding dress slave and he had a really cool idea. Instead of you and I renewing our vows we thought it would be more appropriate, not to mention more fun, if we had a little wedding ceremony. After all, John and I are, to all intents and purposes, man and wife already. Making it kind of official is just so romantic and also such a tease for you my little cucky. Unfortunately, for obvious reasons, we don't have a registrar so you will have to do. You remember the words don't you sweety?'

I was gob smacked. My unfaithful wife wanted me to marry her to another man!

'Come hear cucky, we have a present for you first.'

The present was a necklace with her wedding ring and engagement ring on it. Reaching round she fastened it behind my neck. 'I want you to wear that at all times slave so you never forget that I rejected you for another man. I will never divorce you but in every other way I will be John's wife. I know how much the idea of me doing that has always turned you on and I'm very happy to finally make your wish come true.'

Shit, she was right. I was so turned on right then, so spaced out by this whole scenario I really thought I might ruin my big orgasm tomorrow by actually cumming right there and then, dribbling my spunk through the hole in my cage staring at my gorgeous wife.

'Right, let’s do this,' John said, taking command. 'Here's the ring, now say the words.' 

'Oh darling let him see what it says on the ring first,' suggested his bride.

My stomach churned as I squinted to see the tiny letters engraved inside the wedding band - it was his name, a heart then her name.

Giving the ring back I asked in a trembling voice, 'Please sir do you take this woman to be your wife?'

'You better believe it cuckold!' he replied.

'Please ma’am, do you take this man to be your husband?'

She looked deeply into his eyes before turning back to me smiling so sweetly it broke my heart. 'For you my darling, for the fulfilment of your greatest fantasy, but also for me, because I so love being a complete bitch to you, I do.'

'Please sir, kiss the bride,' I whispered.

'I'll do more than that boy,' he laughed, as her lifted her into his arms and carried her into the bedroom. 'Follow cuck,' he demanded.

Once in the bedroom I was told to sit in a chair they must have brought in earlier. My unfaithful wife lay on the bed in her wedding dress as her lover removed my leg and wrist cuffs only to tie me securely to the chair with bondage tape. Then, my wife reached under her dress to remove her white silk knickers. She handed them to John and he stuffed them into my mouth before using duct tape to secure them in place.

I watched mesmerised as he quickly undressed and lay beside my darling wife. Their kissing and caressing was urgent and passionate until they paused long enough for my wife to inform me, 'What you see here tonight could have been yours slave. It should have been yours. Instead I choose to give it to John. I give myself completely to him. He is my husband now and I am his loving wife. I do this because I know how insane with lust and longing it will make you, and because it turns me on so much to reduce you to that state. I love my new husband. I need him. I want him. I hope you like the first part of your birthday present my little cuckold slave.'

Turning to him smiling sweetly she spoke in a voice heavy with lust, 'Make love to me as my husband for the first time. I love you.'
He groaned and she squealed as he entered her.

Tied to the chair I got no sleep at all that night. Part of me was incredibly excited about being allowed to finally cum the next day after waiting for over a year. A year where I had seen my beautiful wife turn into a complete slut, but not for me, for another man! Unfortunately another part of me was dreading the possibility that my wife and / or her lover John might change their mind at the last minute. There was no way I could cope with that, not again, no way!

During the night my wife removed her wedding dress, underwear and stockings. She threw them over me and left me sitting there like a clothes basket. I could move my hands just enough to grip her dress and I hung onto it all night, my cock inflating with desire to the point of bursting one minute, then deflating the next as dread of being denied yet again seized me, turning my stomach to ice.

Early next morning I was treated to the sight of my naked wife waking her lover with a long slow blow job. As morning light penetrated the drawn curtains I could make out every detail as he gripped her long dark hair and fucked his cream into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged and a little river of cum leaked from her gorgeous lips as he groaned his release. If only I could be allowed one tenth of the satisfaction he must have felt!

When he got up and went into the bathroom my wife came over to me and bent over to plant a long wet kiss on my lips. Her darting tongue slipped between my teeth to carry her lover's taste to my mouth. Laughing at the obvious lust her actions instilled in me she skipped off to prepare John's breakfast.

A little later John came back and , having dressed he retrieved from a drawer a long thin cane. Smiling wickedly he walked toward me. My eyes were glued to that cruel stick of bamboo as he swished it through the air. The next thing I knew he had thrown my dress over my head leaving my thighs exposed above my black nylons. 

'Listen up slave, ' I heard him order through the thick material of my uniform dress. 'I'm going out so you are going to be here along with my woman. Normally that's not allowed, as you know. At her request I'm making an exception. What I don't want is for you to get carried away and take advantage of my kindness. You will behave at all times like a good slave.' SWISH - CRACK the cane sliced into my thighs. Straining against my bonds I cried out my pain.

'You will behave as if I am still here.' SWISH CRACK again. Agony!

'If you put one foot wrong I will make you wish you were dead!' SWISH - CRACK I couldn't stand it!

'You do exactly as she tells you, nothing more. She is not your wife, she is your mistress.' SWISH - CRACK - SWISH - CRACK. Please, please no more!

'You are nothing but a fucking useless excuse for a man. You are a slave, a fucking cuckold wimp. Make sure you act like one.' SWISH - CRACK again and again. The pain was unbearable. I begged, pleaded, screamed and cried myself horse into the panties that filled my mouth. I couldn't stand one more slicing impact, yet I had to.

When the cane finally stopped falling I was a blubbering ball of crying, snivelling jelly. What a start to my big day!

I was still sobbing quietly when my wife came in and pulled my dress down. 'Oh dear, what's wrong with you?' She asked. I tried to tell her but could make no words clear through my gag. Surely though, she had seen my thighs which must have been covered in angry red lines?

'I've warned you before not to upset John but you will keep doing it won't you sweety?

'Me upset him?

'Now come on stop crying. Be a brave little slave for me and I'll set you free.'

Once I was released she helped me undress then I was told to shower and remove the gag then report to her in the dining room naked. When I got there she helped me to slip into the rubber sleep sac and lie down on the big dining table. Pulling me around until she was happy with my position she proceeded to use some small ratchet straps to tie me down to the table. These were like the straps used on heavy goods vehicles to secure loads but smaller and lighter. She placed one over my ankles and tightened it. Another went just above my knees then a third and fourth across my hips and chest. The result for me was complete immobility. I could still move my head and wriggle my fingers a little inside the sleeves of the rubber sac but that was it.

Climbing onto my chest my gorgeous wife smiled down at me. 'Before we start I just wanted to show you something slave.' She lifted her leather mini skirt and rose up on her knees to pull down the waistband of her little black lace thong. Was that....... I raised my head to get a better look. Yes, right above her smoothly shaved pussy was a tattoo! It was a heart with hers and John's initials inside! How could she do that? She had permanently marked her beautiful skin. She would carry his initials forever!

'Do you like it slave?' She taunted. 'John does so I don't really care if you do. I just wanted you to see it. I wanted you to carry the picture of your beautiful sexy wife's tattooed pussy in your head. I want you to keep it and what it means in your mind while I torture you. You can do that for me can't you slave?'

'Yes ma’am,' I could hardly do otherwise.

'Now let’s get your hood on.'

The rubber hood was tight around my head as the cock gag inflated to fill my mouth. I could smell and taste her piss and my eyes were stinging with it.

'Yes sweetheart I did leave you something in there to remind you of me,' she laughed as she laid a final strap across my forehead and tightened it until I could no longer move my head even a millimetre in any direction.

My breathing was rapid as I struggled to pull enough air through the tiny nose holes. Then suddenly there was none at all as I felt my wife's fingers cover the holes. That’s when I began to panic!

'Shhhh baby,' she cooed as she stroked my face with her other hand. 'It's ok I'm here.' I knew that but I couldn't fucking breathe! Then suddenly her fingers were gone and I desperately heaved air through the tiny nose holes of the mask. I felt her fingers trace a line down my body and over my caged cock. Every nerve was super sensitive as she unzipped the rubber sac just over my groin. Involuntarily I tried to thrust my hips upward but it was useless. The straps did their job and I remained motionless.

I was overcome with joy and longing as I felt that damnable cage being removed. My cock popped out like a cork from a Champaign bottle and, if not secured I would surely have been humping the air by then.

'Now I mustn't forget my gloves. We don't want to get you in more trouble with John do we dear?' The sound of latex gloves being slipped onto her hands was followed by the most exquisite feeling of my life! My wife was running one finger from the base of my cock up along the underneath to a point just behind the swollen head. I cried out unintelligibly and she stopped. 'Take it easy sweetheart. Take your time. You're so impatient.'

Impatient! I had waited for this for over a year!

'You know I love torturing you like this.' Her finger was back, joined this time by a finger from her other hand which gently caressed my aching blue balls.

'Oh fuuuuuuuck, shit, fuuuuuck, aaaaaaah!' I screamed as laughing softly she stopped again.

'You have no idea how turned on this is getting me slave. If you weren't wearing that mask I'd be suffocating you under my pussy right now. I wish John hadn't gone out. I need his big manly cock inside me right now!'

I didn't give a shit right then whose cock she got inside her. I just needed those fingers back. Anything, I would do absolutely any fucking thing at all just to have them back!

The torture went on and on. I was constantly on the verge of cumming as I sweated and gasped for air. It struck my delirious mind how odd it was that I was straining every muscle in my body to breaking point in shear desperation while to an observer I would have appeared to be completely immobile and passive, only my shrieked entreaties to give away my true state.

After a slightly longer break my wife came back in the room to tell me she had phoned her lover John. 'I can't help it I need his cock so much. You don't mind if he comes back and I take a few minutes out to get some relief do you slave? It's your fault I'm in this state anyway isn't it?'

My fault? She thought she was desperate? I had waited over a fucking year!

About an hour more of this delicious agony ended when John came back. My wife squealed in joy and rushed him upstairs. Before she left me there she placed one of her cute little fluffy slippers over my nose holes and the other she slipped onto my cock. 'I want that still hard when I get back cucky,' she warned me. That was not going to be a problem!

The waiting was torture in itself. My head was filled with images of my gorgeous wife being fucked senseless by her lover John. When she eventually came back she stood laughing for a while at the fluffy slipper she had slid onto my bursting cock as it twitched madly. 'Well I guess you missed me right honey?' I could only grunt desperately in reply.

'I hope you've been taking lots of deep breaths slave, because you're going to need them,' she advised, as once more she used her dainty fingers to close off my air supply.

'You don't need air slave. All you need is the opportunity to serve your mistress. Isn't that right?'

I didn't entirely agree but I was in no position to argue. Just as I thought I would surely pass out she removed her fingers. Her timing was perfect. As I heaved in a desperate breath she placed her mouth over my air holes and breathed out. I could taste her in the second hand air and my straining cock twitched even harder. As soon as I breathed out she removed her lips and covered the holes in my mask with her fingers once more. So it went on. I have no idea how many times I sucked her used breath desperately into my starving lungs. All I could think of was her taste in my mouth. Her smell. How I needed her to touch me. Lightly would be fine. Just a few gentle tugs on my cruelly deprived cock and I would be there I was sure. I didn't even care if I never breathed again. I just had to come!

When she finally tired of her game, my wife removed her slipper from my still twitching cock. She must have felt inside it as I heard her gasp of disgust. 'You filthy pig. I let you borrow my slipper and you make a mess in it with your slimy pre cum. How dare you?! You have no respect at all do you?'

I had every respect. I had oceans of respect for her. Not to mention love and desire. Unfortunately I had no way to tell her that as she left me and strode out, her stilettoes stamping angrily across the floor.

When she came back she seemed in a different mood entirely and I marvelled, not for the first time, at her ability to keep changing tack, keeping me guessing, always on the back foot. As she gently stroked my rubber encased face I burst into tears, I couldn't help it; tears of desperate frustration, tears of love and yearning for my beautiful wife.

She must have realised I was crying as she gently shushed me, 'There, there, it's ok baby. I'm here.' I would have given anything just to be able to reach out and touch her, but that was not an option. Then I heard her lover speak and realised he had come in with her.

'Bend over him; I want him to hear me taking your ass. I want him to hear his wife fucking losing it with a real man buried balls deep inside her.'
I felt her resting her head on my chest then her delicate fingers closed around my cock. I heard her cry of pain mixed with lust as he began to thrust into her. They must both have been very excited by their treatment of me because in just a few minutes their cries became frantic, the rocking of their bodies quicker and more pronounced until, with a bestial growl, he emptied himself into her beautiful ass and she released my steel hard cock to reach underneath herself and rub frantically at her swollen clit, squealing for him to fuck her ass to take it, to fucking own her!

I could have cum, I was almost there. Just her unmoving grip had been enough. Another few seconds, that was all I needed. Oh fuck, no! No no no! I couldn't take this anymore. Nobody could take this. I screamed my frustration around the rubber gag as every muscle strained to fight desperately against my unyielding bonds. I passed out.

I don't know how long I was out; it could have been minutes or hours. I was woken by John slapping my face. 'Hey cucky boy wake up. It’s not over yet. Your mistress is just taking a break, getting cleaned up after the awesome ass fucking I just gave her. I never knew a woman who loved her ass taken like she does. I can't understand why you never did her there. Just not man enough I guess.'

Actually I had suggested it a couple of times in the past but she had always refused in such a way that it was very clear that the idea sickened and disgusted her.

'She really is quite something your wife, or should I say mistress? Certainly the best fuck I ever had, by a long way. Beautiful as well, isn't she?'

I had to agree with him there.

'That long dark silky hair, those big green eyes, legs and ass to die for. And she's all mine now. Her looks, her smell, that infectious laugh, all for me. I can't believe you gave her up. I guess you must get something out of it but fuck knows what. Not that I care anyway. I'm in love with her. Do you understand faggot? I'm telling you, I'm in love with your wife. You know what else? She's in love with me. She tells me all the time. When I cuddle her, when I kiss her, when I make love to her. She's mine now slave. You've lost her for good. You wife belongs to me.'

His words were still ringing in my ears as he left. The gravity of my situation overwhelmed me so much I thought I would pass out again until I was jolted back to consciousness by the feel of my wife's hand on my hopeless cock. Suddenly I was rock hard again. All that John had said only made the situation more erotic as once again all that existed for me was the urgent need to cum.

'There you go baby, is that nice?' One finger gently tracing tiny circles on the underside of my cock, right there under the head. 'I told you I would make it ok didn't I? You have to trust me sweetheart. You have to trust that I know what's best for both of us.'

Oh fuck yes! It was cumming! My aching long denied balls were swelling as they gathered over a years’ worth of pent up sperm. So long to wait, to be teased and then cruelly denied. Finally, finally! My head was swimming; my universe shrunk to the one last circle of my wife's petite little finger I needed.

Leaning over to whisper in my ear she finally showed the mercy I had yearned and begged her for. 'You know it’s true don't you? I'm in love with John.'

Fuck it was too much to bear. It felt like a brick was trying to explode through my titanium rigid cock. I had a moment of panic as I feared I might lose consciousness again and miss my own long denied orgasm. Then I was cumming! I was fucking cumming! My wife immediately withdrew her teasing finger and I screamed in frustrated desperation. I felt the sperm shoot once and imagined it arcing high into the air. The remainder dribbled out as I tried in vain to hump at the empty air. Friction I needed friction. Anything please!

'Shhhhh, its ok baby,' she cooed as she stroked my rubber enshrouded head, 'slaves don't get to cum properly like real men, you should know that by now. A ruined orgasm is all my little cuckold gets don't you sweetheart. There there now, let that nasty slave slime dribble out. Then we can get your new cage on. John got his friend to make this one too. We can't have your shrinking little tail rattling around in that old cage can we? This one is a bit smaller and much more cosy for you. Although if your little thing keeps shrinking the way it has done so far I think we might have to get you pierced. That little thing is going to be too small to stay secure in any cage without being fastened with a ring through it isn't it. Don't worry though I'll look after everything. You just concentrate on pleasing your mistress. You can do that can't you baby?'

I was shaking all over, my exhausted muscles in spasm. I couldn't get enough precious air through the tiny nose holes in the rubber mask. I felt faint. Please. Please! I needed to be released.

'Now just calm down slave, you are not going anywhere. Your master and I have a nice evening planned; a movie on the TV, a bottle of wine and maybe a pizza. I'd ask you to join us but I'm afraid it’s no slaves allowed, no sissy cuckolds either. Oh and especially no interfering husbands. Goodnight sweetheart. I hope you enjoyed your orgasm because you have two years to wait for the next one. That is, of course, assuming we don't have to add any time on for bad behaviour.'

The sweet sound of her laughter faded as she left the room.
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