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            An ad that changed my life

          

        

      

    

    
      Rarely did I take the bus home from work, but I had to this time because my wife had taken the car so she could do some shopping. I remember being so upset that I had to take public transportation just so that my wife could go to the mall and spend the money that I was working so hard to get. It angered me, and it caused a lot of tension between us the night before when she said that she needed the car.

      I was sitting towards the front of the bus, and I did my best to look at things and not people. For the most part, the other passengers were kind and courteous, but there were a few that were unsavory looking. The last thing I wanted was a problem with a man that had nothing to lose. The bus system in my city was known for these types of people, and they often made the news with their various acts of stupidity. Looking at the walls of the bus was the best way that I could avoid a conflict with any of them.

      “Hey, man,” some dirty guy across the aisle said to me, “hey, hey, hey.”

      “Uhh,” I said. I didn’t want to ignore him, because I knew that could just make him more angry. “Can I help you?”

      “You got a cigarette man?” He said, his arms were shaking and it looked like he hadn’t bathed in days.

      “I don’t smoke,” I said. I couldn’t imagine being a smoker and having to hand out cigarettes all day to avoid fights. I quit years ago, but every once in a while I see the prices listed at the gas station, and they are not cheap.

      “Aww, damn man,” he said as if I had just let him down immensely. “You’re killin’ me!”

      “Yeah, umm,” I was amazed at how rude the man was, “sorry.” I quickly averted my eyes so that he wouldn’t have the chance to open the conversation back up.

      There was an ad posted in front of me. It was for married couples, and the company claimed that they could guarantee a better relationship if you attended their classes.

      “Pshh, yeah right.” I said to myself when I first read the advertisement. “Good luck with that!”

      Over the course of my life I had seen all sorts of shady marketing attempts. I worked in the industry at one point, and I’m not proud to admit it, but I once was the man that created these misleading ads. I did it for the check, and I always went home with a clean concious. Other guys felt so bad that they allowed their emotions to consume them, and the would eventually quit. Not me; I cared only about getting a steady paycheck.

      Even after scoffing at the ad I found myself reading the fine print to avoid dealing with the other passengers.

      “Come and join Mistress Hope and learn how a female led relationship can solve all of your marital issues. She will train your wife to rule over you, and you will learn how to live your life with her happiness in mind. The first session is free, and we can almost guarantee that you will be back for more!” The ad read.

      “What the hell is this?” I whispered to myself. I looked around to see if anyone had heard me. “I guess it’s not that uncommon to talk to yourself on the bus.” Not a soul seemed to react to me talking to myself.

      I pulled out my phone and snapped a picture of the ad so that I would have the phone number. I don’t know why, but the idea of it intrigued me. One time on TV I saw this strange show about a dominatrix, and I found the whole concept strange, but I could not argue with the effect it had on my cock. I remember pulling the blanket over my lap as I pretended not to be interested, however, Amanda was watching it as if it was revolutionary entertainment. We never talked about the ideas, but there was certainly some tension in the air after that program aired in our home. I wondered if this program could help strengthen the relationship between my wife and I. After all, they did advertise the first session as free.

      After the twenty minute walk from the bus stop to my house I was exhausted, and in need of a hot shower. Amanda was already home when I got there, and it made me wonder if she had gotten home early enough to pick me up. I wanted to question her on it, but I chose not to so that I could avoid fighting with her. I was going to approach her with the ad to see what she thought. It was a risk, and there was a chance that she would just laugh in my face for even considering such a strange thing that I found on the interior of a bus.

      “Hey,” I said as I walked through the door. “How was your day?”

      “It was okay,” she said, “I didn’t find what I was looking for.” She frowned at me, but behind her beautiful blue eyes I could sense that she was just waiting for me to complain.

      “That’s a shame,” I said choosing to opt out of an argument. “I’m going to take a shower. I’m sweating so bad right now.”

      “Okay,” she said as she shifted her attention towards her tablet, “hey what do you want to eat for dinner?”

      “Umm,” I said as I tried to hold in my anger. She could have easily made a quick dinner since she got home so early, “here,” I handed her a twenty dollar bill. “Order some pizza.”

      “Okay!” She was excited over the idea of not having to cook. “What toppings do you want?” She asked.

      “Get whatever you want,” I said, “please no pineapple.”

      “But I love pineapple!” She protested.

      “Please, Amanda, please.” I started to walk upstairs to take a shower. “No pineapple!”

      “Fine,” she said. I could have sworn that I heard her call me an asshole under her breath. It took a lot of willpower to not come down the stairs and start yelling about what I thought I had heard, but I knew that wouldn’t get me very far. It would just end with me sleeping on the couch again.

      The shower was a place where I enjoyed being. It was the one place in the house where I could get away with locking the door and not have to worry about being bothered about what I was doing. My thoughts could be free as the hot water beat down on my chest. Considering the lack of sex between my wife and I, it also served as what I refer to as my masturbation palace. With the water coming down on me, I turned around so that it was all landing on my back. I dropped to my knees and began to tug on my soft cock. Images of beautiful women that I had seen throughout the day appeared in my mind. Oddly, the thing that triggered my cock the most was the ad. I thought about what it would be like to take my wife to a dominatrix class, and with her new confidence she would take me home and have her way with me.

      In my fantasy she had me bent over her knee as she spanked me for coming home late. My pants were still around my ankles and she was using my tie as a handle. The feeling of having my wife’s hand come down on my ass was amazing, and I found myself gently spanking myself as I kneeled in the shower. I wanted to spank myself hard, but I feared that Amanda would hear the commotion and would come and disturb my fortitude inside the palace of masturbation. I kept the self spanking to a minimum, and did it just enough to send my cock over the edge. My come sprayed all over the bathtub and I felt the stress of the day disappear.

      The thing about masturbating in the shower is you have to be careful that it all goes down the drain. Come and water mix in a weird way, and I often find myself getting a handful of liquid soap and rubbing the spot where I came with my hand. I adjusted the shower head so that the water was beating down on the spot where I came, and I waited for several minutes as the evidence made its way down the drain.

      After I showered and got dressed, I went downstairs to find the pizza already on the table. Amanda had already started without me, but with my stress cleared out of me and down the drain, I said nothing and opened the pizza box to make myself a plate.

      “Pineapple? Really?” I said as I saw what she had ordered.

      “Deal with it.” She put her thumb on her nose and wiggled her fingers at me tauntingly.

      “Fine,” I said in a somber tone, “I’ll deal with it.” I took my plate over to the trash can and started to pick off the pieces of pineapple into the trash. She could have at least ordered it on half of the pizza, but I knew that she was just trying to start an argument. Something had to change.

      Amanda ate in the living room, and I ate at the kitchen table. I reread the ad that I saw on the bus as I ate my pizza. The taste of the pineapple was impossible to remove, but I was hungry and I did my best to just look at the food as sustenance. After reading the ad several times I managed to zone out into a meditative state. I thought about how much easier things would be if I was trained to just obey Amanda’s every command. If my own personal desires didn’t get in the way we would have less disputes to deal with as I would always opt for the option that made her the most happy.

      I had no idea how something like that could be achieved, but I felt that the answer was in the ad. Amanda was busy watching TV, so I didn’t have to worry about her wondering who I was talking to on the phone. From a throwaway email address, I sent the company an email requesting more information. I wanted to know when the next session was, and where they were located. I was going for it; I just wanted to have most of the important information so that when I presented my wife it would sound like I knew what I was talking about. I didn’t want her to second guess me because I didn’t know where the training facility was.

      To pass the time I started to watch some of my favorite internet video creators. After a few of them a notification popped up on my phone with the subject line indicating that the company had already gotten back to me.

      “Dear future submissive husband, Thank you for your interest in our service. Our next class is tomorrow at noon. If you click the link below you will be taken to our website and you can see our address as well as a contact number. We hope to see you on your knees in front of your wife soon!”

      “Wow,” I said aloud.

      “What Adam?” Amanda asked. I didn’t even realize that I had said anything loud enough for her to hear. I thought for a moment as I tried to figure out a way to bring this up to my wife. I took a deep breath and walked into the living room so that I could lay it all out into the open.

      “Do you remember that TV show we watched about the dominatrix?” I asked hoping to frame the conversation in the right way.

      “Yeah,” she said, “I ought to be your dominatrix.” She said with a serious face before breaking into laughter.

      “Well,” I said as I tried to gauge her interest. “I saw this ad on the bus today. There’s a woman, her name is Mistress Hope, and she teaches couples classes. She claims to be able to solve the issues in marriages by teaching the woman how to take the lead in the relationship.”

      “Are you serious?” She asked. I could see that she was interested, but she had her guard up in case I was setting her up for some sort of joke.

      “Check it out,” I said as I handed her my phone with the photo of the ad. “I emailed her, and she said they are doing a class tomorrow at noon. Do you want to try it? The first session is free.”

      Amanda carefully read the ad, and it looked like she read it two or three times after that. A smile started to form on her face, and I knew that I had her. She looked at me with a curious look, and I wanted to know how she felt about me in that moment after me expressing such an interest in being dominated.

      “Let’s do it.” She said.

      “Okay,” I said, “I think it’s going to help us get out of this, uhh,” I tried to search for a word that wouldn’t imply that too much was wrong. “Funk.”

      “Yeah, let’s give it a go.” She sat up and appeared much less annoyed with me being in the same room as her as she was when I first got home. “Maybe you can learn to see things my way, or in other words, the right way.”
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      The two of us were silent as we drove towards the femdom class. Both of us were nervous about the idea of having another person enter our sex life, and there was also the concern about other couples showing up to the free lesson. How much instruction we would actually receive was a mystery, and I recognized the possibility that the whole thing was going to be nothing more than a sales pitch. Either way, it was worth a shot as the bond between my wife and I went from slowly to rapidly disintegrating. Something had to happen to keep us together, and I was praying that this was the answer.

      Our destination was right out in the open, but if you weren’t there with the intentions of taking the class you would have no clue what was going on. Inside of a small and old strip mall there was an unmarked building that I had driven pass hundreds of times.

      “Wow,” I said as I pulled into the parking lot. “I always thought this building was vacant.”

      The two of us got out of the car and approached the solid black front door. There was no doorbell, and the windows were covered so we could not look inside. Not knowing what else to do, I knocked hard on the door three times and we both waited. Amanda and I were not fighting, and it felt good. It was like the two of us had a purpose as we embarked on a new life adventure. Both of us were nervous, and we had no idea what to expect. The door opened and a beautiful woman in her thirties stood in the doorway. She was wearing all black, and her heels made her much taller than I. She had jet black hair, and she looked at the two of us as if she was judging us. Somehow I felt as if she was able to figure out our life story just by taking one look at us standing outside.

      “Come inside,” she said as she stepped to the side. “Amanda and Adam right?” She said.

      “Yes,” my wife quickly answered. I thought that I might have been overthinking it, but between her using Amanda’s name first and her eyes focusing on her, I was wondering if I was being seen as secondary to my wife. It made sense considering the nature of the class.

      We were inside what looked like an empty dance studio. The sound of high heels echoed in the room whenever the mistress walked. I was searching for signs of other couples, but it appeared as if we were alone.

      The beautiful mistress that answered the door was indeed Mistress Hope, and she was very warm and kind towards my wife. I could tell that she was building a bond with her over me. I tried to figure out the reasoning, and the only thing that I could think of was how when my wife and I bought our home the realtor was focusing on Amanda as well. It was possible that both the realtor and Mistress Hope knew that if they could sell to my wife that she would then sell to me.

      “Are there any other couples here today?” I asked whenever there was an uncomfortable silence between the three of us.

      “No,” Mistress Hope said, “today it will just be us three.” She smiled at me and my wife.

      She told us to follow her and she began walking out of the main area, and we went into a small room that appeared as if it was set up to be a classroom. She told us to take seats in the desks towards the front of the room, and she started to fumble around with papers at her desk. It was silent, but neither my wife or I dared to speak. Something about Mistress Hope kept us from trying to get on her bad side.

      “Let’s begin,” she said after looking over notes. She stepped in front of us and stood confidently as she began her lecture. “The first class is primarily about the reasons why femdom can help you in your relationship, general safety rules that MUST be obeyed under my instruction, and lastly I will be assigning homework for the two of you to complete. Does everyone follow me thus far?” She asked.

      “Yes,” my wife and I answered in unison, but my wife’s voice came off much more stronger than my own.

      “Good,” she said. “Why femdom will help your relationship? Well, you both are here for a reason. If I had to take a guess the two of you are not getting along as well as you each think you should. The reason is simple: You, Adam, are no longer able to activate Amanda’s sexual desires. This may sound crazy to both of you, primarily you Adam, but over time you have gotten very complacent. You have forgotten to be the man that attracted your wife to you in the first place. Now, if you were to go the traditional route and go through some sort of counseling, they would advise you to try harder, and to be more romantic.” She paused as she looked at the two of us, “but that won’t work. It will for a few months, maybe a few years, but in the end you both will be down at the courts getting your divorce finalized.”

      I looked over to see how my wife was taking her lecture, and she was on the edge of her seat. Amanda was intensely focusing on every word that came out of Mistress Hope’s mouth. Quickly, I moved my eyes from my wife before Mistress Hope caught me not paying attention. I could tell already that we were going to end up enrolled in her classes by the way my wife was paying attention; it was like everything that came out of Hope’s mouth was speaking directly to my wife, and she appeared to have my wife’s feelings pegged without even getting to know her personally.

      “The problem is you allowed yourself to drop down the rankings in your wife’s mind. You went from being a man that could take initiative and be the boss to where you are now. In the eyes of your wife, whether she is willing to admit it or not, you are a beta male. And that is a category that once you are in, you can never get out. That is why I say you have two options: to go through this course and embrace your beta male nature, or to file for a divorce and hope that the next woman you fool into marriage never sees you as the beta male you are today.”

      My gut reaction was to start defending myself, but it was clear it would turn into a losing two on one situation. I would ended up looking like a complete fool, and that would only prove Hope’s point about me being a beta male. I opted to listen instead, and I was starting to understand that this course was more than just being physically dominated by my wife, but it looked to put us into a female led relationship where my wife would be the dominant partner, and I would be her willing submissive. I was willing to maintain an open mind, and allow her to speak uninterrupted.

      Hope went on to explain various safety protocols for the two of us to follow. I was assigned a safeword, and she explained the purpose of it was for me to use in any moment where stopping or slowing down the intensity of session was needed. I felt much better knowing that I did have some power in that if something was crossing the line and entering a phase of “too much,” I could end it so that we could stop and rethink the session.

      “And now for your homework,” Mistress Hope said after she went into great detail about various safety rules and precautions, “this is the best part, and it’s ultimately what will decide the fate of your marriage.” She looked at me for a few seconds and I had a feeling that my life was about to change drastically. “You guys will go to a sex store, and you must buy what is called a chastity device.”

      “Chastity device?” My wife asked with her face wrinkled. “What is that?”

      “It’s essentially a cage to put on your husband’s cock. It will make it so that he can not get an erection.” She smiled at me tauntingly, “it is useful for many reason. It will guarantee that he is faithful to you. One of the many problems married women face is having to deal with the idea that there man is out there with other women. You will be the only one that has a key to his chastity device, so if he were to attempt to cheat on you he would have no way of releasing his cock. That will help you ease your mind, but what is most important is that it will help condition his mind and it will reframe his thought process, so that all of his actions serve a purpose. That purpose,” she said with her attention now on my wife, “is to please you. His life will become meaningless if he is not working hard to satisfy your every need.”

      Hope went on to describe the chastity device in more detail. She explained that the most important part was that we got a ring that fit correctly. Too small and it could hurt me, but if it was too large it would not be able to effectively restrict my cock from growing. She recommended that we find one that comes with a multiple sizes of rings, so that we could experiment with what size works best for me.

      “That concludes the free lesson,” she said. “If the two of you would like to move on to the next level you know how to contact me. The course is $2,000 and I recommend that the two of you complete the homework assignment before you make the decision to sign up.”

      “Thank you Hope,” my wife said as the class came to an end.

      “No,” Hope said, “Thank you. Now Adam.”

      “Yes Hope?” I said.

      “Okay, well first of all you are a man, so that means you call me “Mistress Hope.” Only your wife can speak to me as peers. Now that that’s out of the way, I’d like to ask you to wait in the car outside, and let me have a little chat with your wife. Can you do that for us please?”

      “Yes Mistress Hope,” I said. I stood there for a moment until I realized that neither of them had anything else to say until I was out of the room. With my head down, I walked back to the car and waited inside. I had no idea what she was saying or teaching my wife, but it must have had a positive influence, because Amanda eventually came to the car bursting with confidence.
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      Mistress Hope informed us of a sex store that was located close to where we met with her. She said it was about ten minutes away. I pulled into the parking lot, and I was surprised that such a place even existed where it was. I had driven down that road thousands of times, yet I never even thought to pull in and see what this place was all about. It made me question how much I really knew about my town.

      “Are you ready for that cock to be inside of a cage?” Amanda said with glee in her voice. “I can’t wait to see how you look in it!”

      “I’m ready,” I said. I had to admit I was interested in the idea of my wife controlling my cock in that way. It was something that I had never really thought about until Mistress Hope explained chastity to us in such detail.

      The sex store was dimly lit, and there was an older gentleman behind the counter. He was watching something on a TV screen, and he merely grunted when the door opened and we walked inside. You could tell that he wasn’t used to having too many customers, and that his boss was pretty relaxed in how he handled the store. Admittedly, I was shy because it was a man behind the counter. If it were a woman, I believe she would not judge me as harshly as the man. This guy would know exactly what was going to happen to me in our relationship, and my only hope was that he was into femdom as well.

      Amanda led me through the various aisles of the store as if she had tunnel vision for finding a chastity device. I was fixated on all of the strange items that I had never seen before. There were full sized sex dolls that I had never even knew existed, and a lot of them looked dangerously similar to the real thing. What amazed me the most was that a shop like this likely had its fair share of regular customers that probably walked in and out of the shop with these items. The guy running the register had probably see everything before.

      “Adam,” my wife said loudly. I felt shy instantly as I was positive the clerk knew what section of the store we were in. “Look at this one. It’s so cute!”

      “Yeah, I guess.” I was looking at a chastity cage that was metal, but they had painted it pink. I laughed to myself as I realized that my wife was more interested in the look compared to the functionality. “Does it come with the three ring sizes?” I asked even though I could see that it only came with the one.

      She looked down and read the packaging, and there was a sadness that took over her expression.

      “No,” she said in a pouty way. “But it’s so cute!” She looked at me, and I knew that we were going to have to buy it.

      “We can get it,” I said, “but we have to get another one with three ring sizes. How dumb would it be if we bought one that didn’t fit, and we couldn’t even do our homework.”

      “You’re right,” she said. Her mood instantly changed with the knowledge that it was a possibility for me to wear the pink chastity device. I found the one that we were looking for, and handed it to my wife. “You’ve got to pay for this,” she said. “That old guy is creepy looking.”

      “Really?” I was so sad that I had to endure the humiliation. I wanted to argue with her, because that man would know that the device was not going to be put on her. “Fine.” I took the two chastity devices and headed for the counter. Amanda walked out of the store quietly, and the clerk was checking out her ass as she left.

      The guy at the cash register was grumpy, but he didn’t say a word about the items I was buying. I almost had a heart attack when I realized that if I wanted to maintain anonymity I wouldn’t be able to pay with a card, but I was fortunate enough to have a crip one-hundred bill stashed in my wallet. I couldn’t stand the idea of my bank teller being able to see what kind of weird sex shop I had been shopping at. She was too cute, and I knew that they would talk about me when I left the bank.

      “Was it weird?” Amanda asked when I got in the car.

      “Nah,” I said, “the old man didn’t say a word. Thank god!” The two of us laughed as we started the drive home.

      Amanda was already opening up the packaging, and looking at the chastity devices. She had such an interest in them that was kind of scary. I knew that soon my cock would no longer be able to grow hard on its own, and that my wife would carry the key, and in turn she would be able to dictate when I was allowed to have an orgasm. I wondered how it would really affect our marriage, but I had to admit, Amanda and I seemed to betting along pretty good after the Mistress Hope taught us some basic tenants of female domination. I was very optimistic about our future with one another.

      I was ushered straight into the shower when we got home, because she wanted me to make sure that I had a clean cock before it went into the metal container. I had never seen my wife so happy about something, especially something that was sexual in nature. She waited for me outside of the bathroom, and when I emerged with only a towel around my body, she was already holding the three rings out for me to try on.

      “Here’s the largest one,” she said. “It’s 50mm, and I don’t think it’s going to fit. My money is on the smallest ring.”

      “Oh yeah,” I said feeling as if my manhood was being challenged. I let the towel fall to the floor, and I took the ring from her hand. I tried it on, and it slipped over my cock and balls with ease. “See,” I said with the ring around me, “it fits.”

      “Yeah it fits,” she was laughing, “but your cock is still going to be able to get hard, and Hope told me that you’ll actually end up feeling more pain if your cock can grow too much inside of the cage.” She handed me the middle sized ring, and I swapped rings.

      “This one works too,” I said, but I was feeling nervous. I could see that she was still not pleased with the tightness of the ring.

      “Nope,” she said, “the good news is the smallest ring is right in line with the pink cage!” She was so happy, and she handed me the smallest ring.

      I struggled to get the 40mm ring on, but when I did, it was obviously secure. She was nodding her head, and I realized that I was not as large as I thought I was. I had a sneaking suspicion that the types of guys that would wear such devices weren’t that well hung, so I assumed I would be in the upper percentile. Being wrong about that shattered my ego.

      “Looks like we’re going pink!” She handed me the ring for the pink one, and I swapped rings again. I was almost happy to finally be at the point where I would just be locked up, and I wouldn’t have to keep trying on sizes. It reminded me of going clothes shopping, and I would always take risks, and never try them on. I hated the mundane process of taking things off, and putting them back on. It just felt like a waste of time.

      The pink tube slipped over my soft cock, and I could see the huge smile on my wife’s face. She crouched down so she could put the padlock through the hole, and then she stood up and looked at me.

      “Spin around,” she said with her hand motioning for me to turn my body. I felt like I was on display or something. “Looking good,” she was laughing, and I saw the silver key in her hands. “I’ll be holding this.”

      To be honest, having my cock inside of a chastity device felt nice. It felt safe, and secure for some reason, and I was surprised with how comfortable it was. I put on clothes, and I looked at myself in the mirror a dozen times to make sure that nobody could tell that I was wearing something on my cock, and it looked discreet enough. My wife, however, went downstairs to watch TV, and she paid little to no attention to me. I felt like she was going to do something, but she just pretended as if I didn’t exist. Nothing I did seemed to be able to get her attention, and it was like she had just forgotten about my cock while it was the only thing that I was able to think about. It felt like she was using some sort of trick that Mistress Hope had taught her in private.

      “Honey,” I said hoping to give her the chance to show me some attention. “I’m going to bed. Do you need anything?”

      “Nope!” She said without even looking over her shoulder.

      “Alright,” I still lingered around the living room in case she was going to change her mind. “I’ll see you in the morning.” She never even responded, and I walked upstairs feeling like a fool. I wasn’t even that tired, but I had already committed to going to sleep. I laid in bed with the lights off with no way of entertaining myself. My cock was on lock down, and my wife didn’t even seem to care.
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      I woke up the following morning, and I realized why almost immediately. During my sleep, I must have had a sexual dream, because my cock was throbbing from within the confines of the cage. I moaned, and groaned, and I tried to settle it down, but I was not able to do anything about it.

      “What is wrong with you?” My wife said in a groggy state. “Why are you being so damn loud!?” She shoved me, and I just whimpered.

      “My cock,” I said in a whiny voice, “it’s trying to get hard. Fuck!” I was tossing and turning, and my wife opened her eyes, and realized exactly what was going on.

      Amanda pulled the blanket from my body, and she grabbed the waistband of my underwear, so that she could peek inside at my struggling cock. She smiled at it, and then turned her focus to my eyes. I said nothing, but my eyes were begging her to open the cage, but she clearly had something else in mind. I watched as she took off her panties, and showed me her perfect pussy. She put her hand down, and gently played with her clit, and I saw the wetness begin to appear on the surface of her pussy. I licked my lips, and tried to imagine a world where my cock was free to fuck my wife, but the two of us knew that it was not going to happen.

      “Hope is so smart,” my wife said to herself. “She knew that this would happen!”

      “What?” I said, “this sucks!” I had no idea that the chastity device was going to make me such a whiny man, but I was starting to see how it was going to change me. I wanted to find a way to get on my wife’s good side, so that she would consider releasing me from chastity, and letting me come inside of her.

      Amanda positioned herself between my legs, and put her hands on my chest. It felt good to feel her paying attention to me, and I watched as she lowered her head to my caged cock. She began to suck on the pink metal as if it was my real cock, and I could feel her tongue and wetness of her mouth grazing my desperate manhood. She was enjoying the fact that I was unable to do anything about it, and she continued to tease me until she eventually decided that it was my duty to please her pussy with my mouth.

      “I hope you’re ready,” she said as she started to crawl up my body. I watched her pussy grind against my stomach and over my chest as it approached my face. She looked down at me with her beautiful eyes before she covered the lower half of my face with her wet pussy. It felt like she was kissing me on the mouth with her precious pussy lips. “Good,” she said as she slowly started to grind up and down on my face. “Be a good husband, and make me come!”

      I couldn’t reply to her, and all that I could do was try and do a good job at licking her pussy. She continued to keep her eyes on mine, and her knees trapped my head so that I had no option but to look at her as she felt powerful. Tasting her sweet juices only made the suffering worse, and my toes were digging into the bottoms of my feet, and she seemed to pay no attention to it. Instead, she was fixated on extracting pleasure from me, and she seemed to be in a good mood because she did not have to worry about making me happy. I existed to serve my wife, and she was starting to understand that Mistress Hope was speaking the truth during our first femdom lesson.

      “Suck on my clit,” she said as she pointed it to my lips. “Suck it, and lick it at the same time Adam.”

      She never gave directions before in the bedroom, and I started to wonder if I had been pleasing her wrong the whole time. Something about holding the key to my cock gave her the courage to ask for what she wanted, and needed. I dutifully did as she requested, and I observed as her whole body reacted to what I was doing. I was getting more turned on, and it was frustrating me, but I mentally I was pleased to know that her and I were making progress in terms of our sexuality. We were bonding in a way that I never thought possible, and I could swear that she was thinking the same exact thing as me. Her smile told me that she was happy.

      “I’m so happy Adam,” she said as she started to increase the speed of her thrusts into my face. I did my best to keep up with her, but it started to feel like she was the one doing all of the work. “Just keep that tongue out,” she said softly, “I’m almost there!” Amanda grabbed her breasts and squeezed tight.

      I endured her face riding, and I hoped that I was gaining favor with her. My release from chastity was my number one priority, but I was starting to understand that to have it as my number one priority, I actually had to have the pleasure of my wife in the top position. Her happiness, in theory, would trickle down, and I would be rewarded if I was a good husband, and generous lover.

      “Yes, that’s it!” Her legs were shaking, and I almost thought it was fake. Never in our marriage had been able to bring her to that point, and I wondered if it was because of how good I was licking her pussy, or if she was getting off with the fact that I was unable to feel the complete amount of pleasure that such a position would typically grant me. Either way, It did not matter, because Amanda started to howl and her orgasm was powerful enough to alert the entire block. “Fuck!” She said as she climaxed. Slowly, my wife got off of my face, and laid down beside me.

      I wanted to ask her to open the chastity device, but I knew that it wasn’t the appropriate time. I filled my mind with blank space, and when that didn’t work I realized that I needed to try and use physical means.

      “Honey,” I said as I gently ran my fingers through her beautiful hair, “is it okay if I go take a shower now?”

      “Yes Dear,” she said as she leaned towards my face, and gently kissed me on the cheek. She made a funny face when she realized that her juices had been spread all over.

      “Thank you,” I said feeling genuine appreciation for her allowing me to get a shower. I knew that I was going to have to suffer through freezing cold water to get my cock to stand down.
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      “I’m so happy to see that you two decided to continue with the training,” Mistress Hope said when we showed up for a second course. “And I take it you have brought the payment with you today?”

      “Yes Mistress,” I said as I handed her a check for ten thousand dollars. It pained me to see that much money go, but it made both women so pleased, and I was starting to become a woman pleaser.

      “Very good,” Mistress Hope quickly examined the check before stashing it somewhere in her desk. “The second lesson is the tough one for the men,” she said as she came back to the two of us. “Today, Adam, you will become a cuckold.” She smiled at my wife, and I was unsure of what was happening.

      “What is a cuckold?” I asked with my eyebrows scrunched up.

      “Since your cock is now in chastity, your wife is in need of penetration.” She said, “the solution is to invite another male into the marriage.” She paused, “Maximus.”

      “Yes Hope,” a man’s voice said from the other room. “What’s up?” He was quite the specimen. He stood well over six feet tall, and he had short blonde hair. His blue eyes were like the ocean, and I could just tell from the fit of his clothing he was jacked beyond belief. I speculated that such a man would never allow a woman to place him into chastity. “Are you ready to show Amanda here a good time?”

      “Yes,” he said as he looked my wife up and down with a smile. My wife straightened her back and pushed her tits out in response to his gaze, and I began to feel jealous. “Of course,” he started to walk over towards us.

      “Now,” Mistress Hope said, “I will be guiding the three of you through this journey. This is an important moment for the two of you. It establishes freedom for Amanda to fuck any man that she pleases, and you, Adam, are never to fuck another woman. Do you understand?”

      “Y-yes but,” I said, “why?”

      “Shut up,” my wife said under her breath. “I want this.” I shook my head, and told Mistress Hope to forget what I was saying. She looked us up and down, and it looked as if she was proud of my wife for putting me in my place.

      “We have several men like Max on retainer,” Hope continued, “so if you can not find a man to bed you, one can, and will, be provided to you as per the terms of the course. It is important that you no longer rely on your husband’s cock, and that he understand that he is not worthy of sleeping with you as if you are some sort of take-away food. He has to earn his privileges, and part of that is him witnessing a true alpha male.” She paused and smiled at me, “and Adam?”

      “Yes Mistress?” I answered. I was trying to pay close attention, but it was hard to do as the other guy was fondling my wife only a few feet away from where I was standing.

      “You will be cleaning up after Max,” she started to laugh, “I promise you’ll learn to love the experience, and it will be a powerful moment between you and your wife as you lick the come from her pussy.”

      “Yeah dude,” Max said, “You’re going to love licking my come out of her pussy!” He and my wife began to laugh, and I realized what it really meant to be a cuckold.

      “Let us begin,” Mistress Hope led us into another room where there was king sized bed. She ordered me to remove my clothing, and to stand next to the naked alpha male that had no reason to wait for instructions. He had seen the bed, and something inside of him had already told him that it was time to show off his glorious body. “You can see Maximus here is a true alpha,” she was talking to my wife. “You see the size of his cock?”

      “Yes,” Amanda turned bright red, but she was smiling and lost in his perfect blue eyes. “It’s amazing.”

      “Yes it is,” Hope said, “now cuck,” she looked at me. “Bow down to your master. Show him the respect that he deserves, and be sure to thank him for what he is about to do to your wife. If it were not for him, you would be unsuccessful in pleasing your wife. There is only so much you can do with your tongue. In the end, it takes a real man’s cock to pleasure a woman.”

      “Yes Mistress,” I said as I exhaled. I was feeling so humiliated, and I couldn’t believe that I had to actually thank Max for fucking Amanda. I had just dropped nearly my whole bank account for the pleasure of witnessing her infidelity. I felt like a fool, but I couldn't help but notice how happy Amanda seemed to be. “Our marriage is improving,” I thought to myself as I slowly walked towards Max. “Thank you Master,” I said as I dropped to my knees. I bowed, and held my hands and forehead to the floor. He did nothing but laugh at me, and that encouraged my wife to join in on my humiliation.

      “Cuck,” Mistress Hope said, “now you must help prepare your wife’s pussy for the alpha male.”

      “Yes Mistress,” I said as I started to lift my head from the ground. I looked up at Amanda, and she was just stepping out of her panties.

      Max stood behind her, and pulled her hair so that he could kiss her. I realized how turned she was when my lips touched her pussy, and discovered that she soaking wet form his hot kiss. I had to listen to the sounds of them as I lashed her pussy with my tongue, and I had to deal with the fact that my cock was swelling up from within its chastity device. It was a hard thing to deal with knowing that I was getting turned on by being a cuckold.

      I looked up and I could see that Max was grabbing breasts, and squeezing them hard. It reminded me of how she had done that when she was sitting on my face. It was something that I never thought she would enjoy, and I never was rough with her chest. I was learning quite a lot by watching the alpha male turn my wife on, and he somehow was getting credit for the good feelings that I was giving her with my tongue. Jealousy was flowing through me, but I had already submitted myself as a cuckold. My cock was in a pink cage, while his giant member was free and increasing in size.

      Mistress Hope had taken a seat on a chair in the corner of the room that looked like a throne. She watched us all carefully, and she said she was there to make sure that everybody was safe. BDSM, in her mind, was not something that should be taken lightly, and I was reminded on several occasions that I could end the session by using the safe word. I never considered using it, even though I was feeling so pathetic being in the same room as Max. I could not betray my wife in that way, and I wanted to see her happy and to feel his cock. As time went on, I started to feel as if she deserved to sleep with him forever, and that she should discard me. It almost seemed like the ethical thing to do.

      Max picked her up and brought her to the bed. Mistress Hope ordered me to lay down beside my wife, and it felt strange to be so close to her while Max was on top of her. She would look at me with a wicked smile while Max seemed to pretend as if I did not even exist. She moaned when his lips traveled over her body, and he bit down on her neck. The sounds that came out of her seemed impossible, yet they were loud and clear.

      “I’m ready Max,” my wife said quietly as he lifted his weight from her. “I need your cock inside of me!” She got up and put her arms and legs on either side of my body. Her face was level with mine, and I watched her smile turn into a contorted face that told me that she had just received his massive cock. “Fuck yeah!” She was biting her lips and looking down at me as if she was getting revenge for my tiny cock.

      “I love you,” I said quietly. I hoped that Max wouldn’t hear, but he made sure to let me know that he had.

      “Shut the fuck up cuck!” He said as his hips started to produce a slapping sound as he ravished my wife. “I love you,” he said in a mocking voice, and he even was successful in causing Mistress Hope to laugh. She had been all business up until that point, and I was amazed at the effect Max had on such dominant women.

      My wife winked at me, but it was only to taunt me. She quickly lifted her chin, and stared off into the distance while I had nothing to look at and listen to, but the sounds of Max’s conquest. She was begging him for more, and to go harder, faster, and he seemingly had no limit to his ability to perform. I would have resorted in trying to have a talk with my wife, and I would have told her that she was putting too much pressure on me. Hearing the way that she encouraged Max to pummel into her pussy would have caused my cock to turn soft, and that made me question everything about myself.

      “I really am a beta male,” I thought to myself as I continued to endure the sounds and smells of the two people having sex on top of my useless body.

      “Fuck!” Amanda yelled at the top of her lungs, “Oh my god!” I took a deep breath, as I realized that Max had pumped my wife’s pussy full of his semen.

      My heart started to race as the events that were to come were starting to become real to me. Before, licking his come from her pussy was no more than an abstract idea, but now that he had finished, it was certainly going to be a reality.

      “Clean me cuck,” Amanda said as if she cared little about me. My cock surprised me with its desire to be freed from what felt like eternal bondage.

      Amanda crawled up towards my face like she had the morning when she sat on my face, but this time she was carrying the gift of an alpha male. Max walked away, and sat next to Mistress Hope, and the two of them chatted while my wife spread her come-filled pussy all over my face. I did my best to lick her clean, but I was ineffective, for the most part, until she decided to sit still and position the opening of her hole over my mouth. His come was slow to drip out at first, but when I stuck my tongue inside it started to pour out of her like a waterfall. She yelled, and moaned in a triumphant way, and the two onlookers in the corner merely laughed at my humiliation.

      “He’s officially a cuckold,” Mistress Hope said, “very good. Very, very, very good.” Her tone was ominous, and it made me feel as if there was more humiliation to come. I could not imagine a world where I sank any lower on the male totempole than the one in which I was already living in.

      “That’s a good cuckold,” Amanda said as she started to pull her pussy from my face. For some reason, I continued to lick and worship my wife’s pussy when it was clear that she was finished using me as her cleaner.

      “Maximus,” Mistress Hope said as she stood up, “take our newly minted hotwife into the showers and then return as quickly as you can. There is still much for these two to learn.”

      “You got it!” Max said enthusiastically, “come on beautiful.” He held his hand out for my wife to take, and he led her into a room that I was unfamiliar with.

      “Adam,” Hope said to me when we were alone.

      “Y-yes Mistress,” I was still laying on my back, and dealing with the copious amount of come all over my face. I was unsure if it was okay to use the sheets to wipe my face or not, so I chose to do nothing, and to deal with the strange feeling that it gave me.

      “You understand what just happened right?” She asked.

      “Yes Mistress,” I said. Reality was starting to really hit me, and I was understanding clearly that my wife was no longer exclusively for me. I had to share her with other cocks if I wanted to be with her.

      “Good,” she said, “when she returns we will discuss the terms of your release from chastity.”

      “Okay,” I said feeling as if there was something to look forward to in the future. My cock had been angry with me for being unable to do anything for such a long time, and I felt the massive need to empty it. I would accept masturbation if that was all that was offered.
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      I was still naked when the two of them returned from the shower fully clothed and refreshed. They were holding hands as if they were in a relationship, and they didn’t seem to care that I was able to see it. It was still a hard concept for me to grasp, knowing that Amanda was now free to fuck any man on Earth that she seemed fit, but I felt like a true cuckold for paying a woman to teach my woman the secrets of female domination. It was true that she had made our marriage better, but it was my wife that was the one reaping all of the rewards. I wasn’t sure how it was benefiting me yet until Mistress Hope addressed the issue point blank.

      “Maximus,” Hope said, “you may go home.”

      “Thanks,” I saw him walk over and take an envelope from her hands. He returned to my wife and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “See you later beautiful,” he said, “hey cuck.”

      “Y-yes master,” I said not wanting to talk to him anymore.

      “You’ve got come on your face.” He said as he broke out into hysterical laughter. He walked out of the room and nobody seemed to feel as if he was too mean. I felt so small, and I couldn’t believe that I had just licked his come from my very own wife’s pussy.

      “The rules of your marriage have been changed,” Hope said, “it’s a revolution of sorts for your wife, and she can now realize the inner goddess within her. You, cuck, will remain in chastity for duration of this femdom training camp, and upon your release, you will be begging for your small cock to be back inside of where it belongs.” She paused and smiled at my wife, “you may be asking yourself why you are subjecting yourself to such humiliation. Would that be true for me to say?”

      “Yes Mistress,” I said honestly. I looked at my wife and she did show signs of concern.

      “Yes, that is a natural feeling, but you should understand that you had the power to end the session at any point. You chose not to, and that means that you truly want to be a cuckold. It may be a hard concept to fully grasp now, but I assure you, that having your wife sleep with men that deserve to sleep with her will become your new addiction.” She paused and let her message marinate in my mind for a moment. “And you, Amanda, are you pleased with the results thus far?”

      “Yes Hope,” Amanda said. She put her hand over mine and squeezed tightly. “Believe it or not, I actually feel love for my husband again. I don’t know why, but your program works.”

      “I see,” Hope said, “that’s a good sign. That means that you two are indeed meant for one another, but the conditions are different than how they once were. Since you have lost the respect for your husband, the only way that you can respect him is if he lives in chastity, and serves you unconditionally. At the completion of this course, he will be set free, but only for a moment. And he will have to choose between staying with you, or signing divorce papers. He will witness you getting fucked by men of all sizes, races, and religions. He will endure the mocking of many a man greater than him, and he will be pushed to the limits. If he does well through his training, I can guarantee the two of you will remain married forever.”

      She went over a few more points of femdom, and her and my wife scheduled the next class. Hope encouraged my wife to call Max if she felt the need for a cock inside of her, but she was trying to push her into the direction of seeking males from different sources. She claimed that the humiliation for me would be far greater if they were typical men that had no idea about the cuckold lifestyle.

      I felt a strange closeness to my wife when we eventually left. She was much more caring, and kind to me after feeling what a real cock felt like inside of her. I decided that I would complete the course, and so long as nothing dramatic shifted in my perspective, I would agree to be her eternal cuckold. It felt comforting to no longer have to worry about pleasing her with my cock. All that I had to worry about was obeying her, and allowing her to bed as many alpha males as she wanted, and then I would be rewarded at some point, and in some way.

      “I love you too Adam,” Amanda said when we were driving home. “I know I didn’t say it in there, but I didn’t want to do anything to make Max feel uncomfortable.

      “I love you more,” I said, “I hope this is the answer to our problems. I’m willing to be a cuckold for the rest of my life if that’s what it takes to keep you happy.”

      “I’m glad to hear that,” she said, “because there are quite a few guys that I need to call. It’s been a long time since we married, and I have a lot of making up to do.”

      “I understand,” I said. She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you more than I love myself.”

      She smiled at me, and I switched my attention to the road in front of us. I was amazed at how I was starting to change so quickly, and how Mistress Hope had been so successful in changing the way the two of us interacted. I realized that the source of everything, however, was not because of Mistress Hope’s words. It was because of the pink, metal cage that kept me honest, and kept my mind fixated on my beautiful wife’s happiness. Without that chastity device, I was sure that I could never be the emotional sponge that I was destined to be for my wife.

      “Focus, and be a good cuckold,” she said, “and you will be rewarded.” Amanda’s speech was strangely becoming similar to Hope’s.
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