
        
            
                
            
        

    
Femdom Wife: The Pact with Her Best Friend

A Dark Femdom Wife Story of Shared Control, Chastity, and Total Surrender


He thought marriage meant equality. He was wrong.

When Michael finally snaps at his wife’s best friend—calling her a bitch—he crosses a line he can never uncross. Instead of defending him, his wife Claire joins forces with Jenna. Together, they teach him exactly what happens when a husband forgets his place.

What begins as a single apology spirals into a marriage remade through female domination. Michael is collared, caged, plugged, and denied, forced to serve both women inside and outside the home. The pact is simple: Claire owns him, and Jenna enforces his obedience.

From humiliating café rituals to chastity, pegging, ruined orgasms, and public displays, Michael discovers the truth—love doesn’t mean partnership anymore. It means ownership. And his wife and her best friend hold the only keys.

Femdom Wife: The Pact with Her Best Friend is a dark, explicit femdom wife story featuring female/female/male domination, orgasm denial, strapon training, and complete surrender. For readers who crave humiliation, control, and the slow, inevitable breaking of pride.


Chapter One

Michael hated how weekends always seemed to vanish. Saturday morning sunlight spilled through the kitchen window, catching in the steam from the coffee pot. He leaned against the counter in sweatpants, half-listening to his wife chatter while she cut fruit. It should have been easy, calm. But then she arrived.

“Don’t tell me you’re still buying supermarket peaches,” Jenna said, sweeping into the kitchen like she owned the place. Her laugh followed, quick and sharp. “No wonder he looks tired all the time, Claire. Junk fruit, junk fuel.”

Michael forced a smile, but his grip on the mug tightened. Claire, his wife, just rolled her eyes affectionately and kept slicing.

“Morning to you too,” he muttered.

Jenna’s smile flicked to him like a blade. “Oh, don’t be grumpy. You’d fall apart without me reminding Claire how to take care of you.”

It was always like this. She’d come over uninvited, wedge herself into their morning, and start nitpicking—his shirts, his diet, even the way he stacked the dishwasher. Claire never seemed bothered. If anything, she enjoyed it, like Jenna’s presence was natural, inevitable.

Michael drained half his coffee in one swallow. “You’re such a bitch,” he snapped before he could stop himself. “Always nagging, always bitching. Every damn weekend.”

The words hung in the air like shattered glass. Claire froze, knife suspended above the cutting board. Jenna’s head tilted, eyes narrowing with something that was not surprise, but something far more dangerous—interest.

“What did you just call me?” she asked softly.

Michael felt the rush of adrenaline, the hot flush of knowing he’d gone too far. He opened his mouth, but no excuse came out.

Claire set the knife down carefully. When she turned, her expression wasn’t shocked—it was thoughtful. “You know, Jenna,” she said slowly, “maybe he needs to learn some manners.”

Jenna smiled then, slow and deliberate. She leaned against the counter across from him, folding her arms beneath her chest. “Maybe he does.”

Michael laughed awkwardly, trying to dispel the sudden heaviness in the air. “Come on, I didn’t mean—”

“Shh.” Claire’s voice cut through him, firmer than he’d ever heard it in twelve years of marriage. Her eyes pinned him like he was already cornered. “Don’t say another word, Michael.”

He blinked. That tone… it was the kind of voice she’d only ever used once or twice, jokingly in the bedroom. But now there was nothing playful about it.

Jenna reached out and plucked the mug from his hand, sipping from it without asking. “Mm. Strong. Just how I like my coffee.” Her gaze slid to Claire. “And your husband. Strong… but not very disciplined.”

Claire’s lips curved, not in amusement but in agreement. “No. Not disciplined at all.”

Michael felt the ground shift beneath his feet. He had insulted the wrong woman—and worse, the two of them seemed to have silently agreed on something he wasn’t part of.

Michael tried to steady himself, but the kitchen felt smaller, the air tighter. Both women were watching him—his wife with cool calculation, Jenna with that sly predator’s smile.

“Claire, come on,” he said, forcing a laugh. “She’s your best friend. I just lost my temper. You know I didn’t mean it.”

But Claire didn’t soften. She took a slow step toward him, her voice even. “You did mean it. That’s the problem. You’ve been letting little things slip for months now—snide remarks, rolled eyes, smart comments. I let it go because I thought you were just stressed.”

Her gaze flicked to Jenna, then back to him. “But calling her a bitch in my house? No. That’s different.”

Jenna pushed herself off the counter, circling behind him. He turned to keep her in sight, but Claire caught his chin in her hand, forcing him to look only at her.

“Don’t,” she warned. Just that single word, but it locked his muscles in place.

Jenna’s voice was low by his ear. “You know, Michael, it’s funny. I’ve always said you didn’t appreciate her enough. Maybe now’s the time she shows you who really makes the rules here.”

He jerked his head away from Claire’s grip. “Rules? What the hell are you talking about? She’s my wife, not my—”

“Not your anything,” Claire interrupted, sharp as glass. “Not when you talk to me like that. Not when you insult the person I trust most.”

The words landed heavy, almost unbearable. He glanced between them, heart hammering. For the first time, he saw it: the way they stood, aligned, shoulder to shoulder without even trying. His wife’s loyalty was not torn—it was already chosen.

Jenna stepped in front of him now, close enough that he smelled her perfume, sharp and floral. She smiled like a cat. “You’re outnumbered, Michael. Maybe it’s time you learned how to behave.”

His jaw clenched. He wanted to argue, to reclaim the room, but Claire’s hand slid down his arm and caught his wrist—firm, unyielding.

“On your knees,” she said softly.

He blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.”

It was absurd. Ridiculous. But Jenna was already moving the chair out of the way, leaving space in the center of the kitchen. The scrape of the wood on tile sounded final, like the world had rearranged itself and left him standing in the wrong era.

Michael shook his head. “This is crazy. I’m not doing that.”

Claire’s eyes narrowed. She didn’t argue. She just waited, her grip still steady on his wrist, her best friend watching with amusement. The silence grew unbearable.

And in that silence, Michael realized something terrifying: this wasn’t a joke. This wasn’t playful banter. His wife and her best friend weren’t teasing him. They were dead serious.

Jenna leaned close again, her whisper like smoke. “Get on your knees, Michael. Or you’ll find out just how cruel your wife can be when you embarrass her.”

He looked at Claire, desperate for softness, for some hint of the woman he knew. But there was only steel in her eyes.

And slowly, painfully, he sank to his knees on the cold tile floor.

Jenna’s smile widened. Claire exhaled, almost in relief.

“Yes,” she said. “That’s better.”

The tile bit into his knees, a reminder with every heartbeat that this wasn’t where he belonged—or at least, not where he thought he belonged. Michael stared at the floor, heat creeping up his neck, a cocktail of humiliation and disbelief tightening his chest.

Claire crouched in front of him, brushing a lock of hair from his forehead. It was a tender gesture, but her eyes gleamed with control, not comfort. “See? You can listen when you want to. You just needed a little push.”

Jenna circled slowly, heels clicking. “He looks good down there. Almost natural.” She crouched, cupping his chin between her fingers, forcing him to meet her smirk. “Funny, isn’t it? A single word, and suddenly the man of the house is right where he should be.”

Michael jerked his face away, but Claire’s hand caught his shoulder, steady and firm. “Don’t fight her,” she murmured. “Not after what you called her. You owe her.”

His pulse spiked. “I said I was sorry.”

“No,” Jenna cut in. “You didn’t. You tried to laugh it off, to wriggle away. That’s not an apology. That’s arrogance.”

Claire straightened, crossing her arms. The faintest smile touched her lips. “If you want to stay on your feet in this marriage, Michael, you’ll have to learn how to say it properly.”

He looked up at her, then at Jenna, both of them towering above him like twin judges. “You can’t be serious.”

“On your knees,” Jenna said, brushing his cheek lightly with her palm. “Looking up. Try again. Say it like you mean it.”

The pressure in the room was unbearable. Every instinct screamed at him to get up, to end this absurd scene. But Claire’s stare pinned him down harder than any hand. For the first time, he felt afraid of what she might do if he refused.

“I’m… sorry,” he said, voice low.

Jenna arched a brow. “Better. But not enough.” She glanced at Claire, who gave a small nod.

Claire leaned in close, whispering against his ear so only he could hear: “Call her Mistress.”

Michael’s breath caught. “What?”

“Do it.” Her voice had no warmth now, only command.

Jenna’s smile widened as the silence stretched. “Tick tock, little husband.”

He swallowed hard. His pride twisted like a blade in his gut, but the weight of their combined eyes crushed the resistance out of him.

“I’m sorry… Mistress,” he whispered.

Jenna’s laugh was low, satisfied. She stroked his cheek with the back of her hand, possessive. “Mmm. That’s more like it.”

Claire exhaled softly, like she’d been waiting to hear those words as much as Jenna. She touched his hair, gentle again, but her voice stayed firm. “Good boy.”

Michael froze. The words, the tone, the way they stood united—it hit him like ice water. This wasn’t a moment to laugh about later. This was the beginning of something he couldn’t name, but could already feel wrapping chains around his chest.

Jenna leaned close, lips brushing the shell of his ear. “You’re going to regret ever calling me a bitch, Michael. Because from now on, you’ll learn exactly what that makes you.”

And Claire didn’t stop her. She smiled.


Chapter Two – The First Punishment

Michael had hoped it would end in the kitchen. That once he muttered the humiliating apology, once the words “I’m sorry, Mistress” slipped from his lips, things would somehow reset. They’d laugh, tease him, and it would all dissolve into a story to tell later.

But it didn’t.

All day, the air was different. Claire moved through the house with a quiet calm, but she never let him forget the shift. Every glance lingered just a second too long, carrying that same authority as when she’d ordered him to kneel. Jenna, meanwhile, lingered like a storm cloud—pacing, smirking, reminding him with every sharp comment that she wasn’t letting this go.

By evening, Michael’s nerves were shot. He’d tried to retreat to the living room, watching television in the hope that things would smooth over. But when Claire appeared in the doorway, her arms folded, her expression unreadable, his stomach dropped.

“Upstairs,” she said.

His throat tightened. “What for?”

“Because you need to learn there are consequences.”

He opened his mouth to argue, but Jenna appeared behind her, leaning lazily against the doorframe, arms crossed. “Better do as she says, little husband. Unless you want me to drag you up there myself.”

The look in her eyes made it clear she wasn’t joking.

Michael rose slowly, heart pounding, and followed Claire up the stairs. Jenna’s footsteps trailed behind him like a predator stalking prey. By the time they reached the bedroom, his hands were damp with sweat.

Claire shut the door softly. The lock clicked.

“Take off your shirt,” she said, her tone calm, businesslike.

He blinked. “Claire, this—”

“Do it.”

The sharpness in her voice silenced him. With trembling hands, he tugged the T-shirt over his head. Jenna stepped closer, circling him slowly like she had in the kitchen.

“Good start,” she murmured. “But not good enough.” Her eyes flicked to Claire. “He insulted me, remember? I think he owes me more than just words.”

Claire’s lips curved slightly, a dangerous smile. “I agree.” She walked to the dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a leather belt. She held it casually, as if it were nothing more than a scarf.

Michael’s stomach dropped. “Wait. You can’t be serious.”

Jenna’s laugh was low, predatory. “Oh, we’re very serious.” She sat down on the edge of the bed, patting her lap. “On your knees. Crawl to me.”

He froze.

Claire’s voice cut through the silence. “Michael. You called her a bitch. You humiliated me by doing it in front of her. Now you’re going to make it right.”

His pride screamed against it. This was his wife, his bedroom, his life—he wasn’t supposed to kneel, to crawl, to submit. And yet, standing between them, he felt small. Cornered. Weak.

“Now,” Claire said.

Something inside him cracked. He lowered himself to his knees, the carpet rough beneath him, and shuffled forward. Each movement was agony, humiliation burning in his chest. He stopped at Jenna’s feet, staring at the floor.

“Look at me,” Jenna commanded.

He raised his eyes, meeting her sharp, glittering gaze.

“You’re going to learn respect tonight,” she said softly. “And every time you forget, every time you open that smart mouth, you’ll be reminded who’s in charge. Isn’t that right, Claire?”

His wife nodded, standing behind him with the belt coiled in her hand. “That’s right.”

Jenna’s fingers brushed his hair, mock-gentle. “Put your hands on the bed.”

Michael hesitated, then obeyed, bracing himself against the mattress. His back arched as Jenna shifted, pulling him across her lap. He gasped, the position humiliating, childish, impossible to rationalize.

Then the belt cracked across his backside.

The sound was sharp, the sting immediate. Michael yelped, jerking forward, but Claire’s hand pressed firmly against his shoulders, pinning him down.

“One,” she said softly in his ear.

Another strike. The fire bloomed across his skin, humiliation mingling with pain.

“Two.”

By the third, he was already squirming, his pride shattered into ragged breaths. Jenna’s smirk burned into him as much as the belt did.

“Say it,” she demanded.

His teeth clenched. “Say what?”

“Say you’re sorry, Mistress,” she purred, raising her hand again. “Say it every time that belt lands, or we’ll keep going until you break.”

The fourth strike fell. He choked back a cry. “I’m sorry, Mistress!”

Jenna’s laugh was low and satisfied. “Better.”

Claire’s voice was calm, steady, merciless. “Again.”

The fifth strike fell. “I’m sorry, Mistress!”

By the tenth, his voice was hoarse, tears pricking the corners of his eyes—not just from pain, but from the unbearable humiliation of repeating those words, over and over, in front of his wife and her best friend.

When Jenna finally stopped, she stroked his back like one might soothe a disobedient dog. “There now. Much better.”

Claire crouched beside him, tilting his chin up. Her eyes burned with something he had never seen in her before: authority, hunger, ownership.

“You’re going to remember this moment, Michael,” she whispered. “Because it’s the first of many. From now on, you don’t get to call the shots. We do.”

And Jenna, still smirking, added softly: “And you’ll learn to love it.”


Chapter Three – Shared Control

Morning came quietly, like the house was waiting to see who it belonged to now.

Michael woke on his side of the bed and didn’t move for a long time. The memory of the belt was a warm, aching sun radiating across his skin; when he shifted, the heat pulsed like a second heartbeat. He listened for Claire’s breathing. She was awake—still, deliberate, the way she got before a big presentation or a difficult conversation. He could feel it, the intent in her body.

“Good morning,” she said, voice calm.

“Morning.” He swallowed. “Claire, I—”

“Shh.” The same soft command as last night. “We’ll talk downstairs.”

She slid from bed in a robe that tied at the waist, the movement neat, precise. He watched her for some signal that the old rhythm might return—the way she’d brush his hair, tease him about coffee—but her glance over her shoulder was assessing, not affectionate. Not cold, either. Just… in charge.

He showered, wincing when the water struck the fresh sting across his backside, then dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. At the bedroom door, he hesitated. There was a sense that the hallway itself had expectations.

Downstairs, Jenna was already at the table in leggings and an oversized sweater, hair up, eyes bright. She stirred her tea like a judge idly twirling a gavel.

“Morning, little husband,” she said.

“Jenna,” he answered carefully.

Claire stood at the counter pouring coffee—one mug, then another. When she brought them over, she placed one in front of Jenna first. Only then did she set one down in front of him and remain standing. He noticed it because he felt it—the order within the gesture.

“We’re going to try something,” Claire said, folding her arms. “House rules. So we don’t need to… escalate unnecessarily.”

Jenna’s mouth curved. “Consider it remedial training for your attitude. And yes, you’ve already failed the entrance exam.”

Michael’s jaw tightened. He opened his mouth, then closed it again, feeling the invisible hand of last night’s belt hover in the room.

“What kind of rules?” he asked.

“The kind that prevent you from disrespecting me or my friend again.” Claire’s voice didn’t rise, but it filled the kitchen. “You said something ugly. You turned our home into a place where cruelty slips out like it’s nothing. I don’t live in that kind of home.”

He looked down. “I… I know. I’m sorry.”

“I believe you’re sorry,” she said simply. “But sorry is a feeling. We’re talking about behavior.”

Jenna set her spoon down. “And consequences.”

Claire reached into a drawer and placed a small notepad on the table, pages crisp and blank. She clicked a pen, then looked at him. “Rule one. You address me as ‘Ma’am’ when we’re discussing discipline or when I’ve given you an order. Otherwise, ‘Claire’ is fine. You address Jenna as ‘Mistress’ at all times in this house.”

His cheeks warmed. “All times?”

Jenna’s eyebrow rose. “You can say it now, if you need practice.”

He forced himself to meet her eyes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Better,” Jenna murmured.

“Rule two,” Claire continued, jotting it down. “No raised voice. No sarcasm when responding to either of us. If you need to disagree, you can request permission to speak candidly. You’ll say, ‘Ma’am, may I speak candidly?’ and wait to be told yes.”

He stared. “Claire—Ma’am—this is a bit—”

“May I speak candidly?” she prompted.

His throat worked. “Ma’am, may I speak candidly?”

“Yes.”

“I feel… humiliated,” he said, the honesty pried out of him by the structure. “Like you’re treating me like a child.”

“We’re treating you like a husband who needs structure,” she said. “Because when you didn’t have it, you used your mouth to hurt the people you love.”

Jenna’s tone softened just enough to slide in close. “Humiliation fades. Structure sticks.”

“Rule three,” Claire said. “Service. Every morning for the next week, you’ll prepare breakfast for the three of us, set the table, and clean up. If Mistress Jenna stays the night, you’ll make the guest bed as well. If you do all of this without complaint, we’ll reevaluate after seven days.”

Something in Michael slumped; some last patch of defiance sat down and held its head. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Rule four,” Jenna said, tapping the table. “When either of us gives an instruction, you repeat it back. Exactly. Then you say ‘Yes, Ma’am’ or ‘Yes, Mistress,’ and you do it. No delay.”

He felt the tug between humiliation and relief—relief because at least the edges of expectation were now visible. “Yes, Mistress.”

Claire flipped the page. “Rule five. Safeword.”

His eyes lifted. “What?”

“If we push you too far,” she said, steady, “I want a word that stops everything. Not for attitude. For real limits. You say it, we stop, we breathe, we talk.”

He stared at her, the floor suddenly shifting from hard tile to something kinder. “You’d actually stop?”

“Yes,” she said. “Because we’re not trying to destroy you. We’re trying to change how this house feels.”

Jenna drew a slow circle on the table with her fingertip, watching him. “Pick a word you won’t trip over.”

He thought of a dozen that felt performative, then found one that didn’t. “Amber.”

“Good,” Claire said, writing it down. “Amber pauses everything. You can ask for water. You can ask to step outside. But if you use it because you don’t like following a rule, we’ll talk about that after.”

He nodded, something unclenching in his chest. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Jenna clasped her hands. “Breakfast, then. Repeat the instructions.”

Michael swallowed. “Prepare breakfast for the three of us, set the table, and clean up. If Mistress Jenna spends the night, make the guest bed. No complaints. Yes, Mistress.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Claire prompted gently.

He turned to her. “Yes, Ma’am.”

They watched him move in the kitchen, and even the way they watched felt like part of the training—present, unblinking, neither hostile nor indulgent. He cracked eggs, toasted bread, sliced fruit. He didn’t look up until everything was plated and neat. When he set Jenna’s plate before her, she caught his wrist for a heartbeat, the contact electric in its simplicity.

“Good boy,” she said.

The phrase pulsed in him like an old song rediscovered. He hated that it worked—and loved that it did.

They ate. Conversation was domestic—work schedules, the leaky faucet, whether to repaint the hallway. But every now and then, a small test: “Water?” Claire would say, and he’d rise instantly. “Napkin,” Jenna would murmur, and he’d present it on his palm. The pattern established itself with frightening ease.

After breakfast, he cleared the plates, rinsed, loaded the dishwasher. When he turned, Claire was leaning against the counter, mug in hand, her gaze softening at the edges for the first time that morning.

“You’re doing well,” she said. “Keep going.”

Something in him lifted. Praise—real, unfussy, impossible to misinterpret—stroked across the sting of last night and made it… bearable. Meaningful.

Jenna set her mug down with a soft click. “Living room,” she said. “We’re going to try a small exercise.”

He followed them in and found the chair from last night pulled to the center of the room. The sunlight caught dust motes in a slow, drifting dance. He felt every step.

“Stand here,” Claire said, pointing to a spot in front of the chair. He did. “Hands behind your back. Feet shoulder-width.”

Jenna circled lazily, her gaze mapping him, testing angles. “We’re going to call this ‘present,’” she said. “Anytime I say ‘present,’ you take this posture immediately.”

“Repeat it,” Claire prompted.

“When Mistress says ‘present,’ I stand here—hands behind my back, feet shoulder-width.” He swallowed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Jenna stepped closer until he could feel her breath at his throat. “If I touch your face, you keep your eyes on mine. If I step behind you, you don’t turn your head. If I adjust your posture, you hold it until I say otherwise. Understood?”

“Understood, Mistress.”

She reached up and placed two fingers under his chin, lifting gently—not enough to hurt, just enough to make him feel open. “Who sets the rules in this house, little husband?”

He hesitated, and Claire’s eyebrows rose a fraction. The smallest cue. He took it.

“You do, Ma’am. And Mistress.”

Jenna smiled like a lesson learned. “Good.”

They worked like that for long minutes: small adjustments, short commands, repeated confirmations. It shouldn’t have been intimate, but it was—this choreography of authority and compliance, the way his body learned their shapes. When his shoulders began to burn, Claire stepped in close and smoothed her palm across his chest.

“Breathe,” she said. “In for four. Out for six.” He obeyed. The room slowed to that rhythm.

Finally, Jenna tapped his knee. “Kneel.”

The floor was mercifully soft carpet this time. He sank, hands still behind him, head up as instructed. The humiliation was milder than last night, laced now with a strange steadiness. He could feel the rules holding him up as much as they held him down.

Claire moved behind him; her hand rested lightly on his crown. “Close your eyes.”

He did. The world turned inside-out—the brush of air, the square of sunlight on his cheek, Jenna’s presence in front of him like a magnetic field. He felt movement, then something cool and narrow against his throat. A circling pressure. The click of a buckle.

His eyes flew open.

Claire’s hand pressed, and he stayed still. Jenna’s smile was feline. “Relax,” she said. “It’s not the collar you’re afraid of. Not yet.”

He looked down. A narrow black ribbon lay flat against his skin, tied at the side with a simple knot. Not leather. Not metal. But he felt it like a brand.

“It’s symbolic,” Claire said, stepping around to face him. “It comes off when we say so. It stays on when we say so. It reminds you who you’re talking to.”

His throat worked under the ribbon. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Jenna crouched, bringing her eyes level with his. “Stand.”

He rose. The ribbon seemed to alter gravity, a quiet tug toward compliance.

“Now,” Jenna said, “service.” She nodded toward the bookshelf. “Dust. Top to bottom. Slow, careful, edges too. Present the cloth before and after.”

He repeated it back. “Dust the bookshelf—top to bottom, edges too. Present the cloth before and after. Yes, Mistress.”

He worked. Not because he was weak, he told himself. Because the rules were clear and the path through the day was suddenly simple. Present. Respond. Serve. The clarity untied a knot in his chest he hadn’t even known he’d been carrying.

When he finished, he approached Jenna, cloth folded in both hands, and held it up. She inspected the shelf lightly with a fingertip, then the cloth.

“Acceptable,” she said. The word should have been stingy. It landed like a prize.

Claire came to his side and touched his elbow. “Lunch in an hour,” she said. “You’ll prepare it. Something light.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

As he turned to go, Jenna’s voice snagged him. “One more rule.”

He paused.

“In the evenings,” she said, “if we call you, you come immediately. You’ll kneel at our feet until dismissed. If we’re watching television, you’ll fetch what we ask for. If we’re talking, you’ll be quiet unless spoken to. If you please us, you’ll be praised. If you don’t, you’ll be corrected. Repeat it.”

He felt heat rise behind his eyes—not pain, not shame, something like surrender edged with relief. “In the evenings, if you call me, I come immediately. I kneel until dismissed. I serve without being told twice. If I please you, I’ll be praised. If I don’t, I’ll be corrected.” He exhaled. “Yes, Mistress.”

Claire’s hand brushed the ribbon at his throat, her wedding ring cool against his skin. “And remember the safeword.”

“I remember,” he said quietly. “Amber.”

Jenna sank into the chair, folding one leg over the other. “Then we’re finished for now.” She tipped her chin. “Good boy.”

He left the room with that praise resting between his shoulder blades like a steadying palm.

Lunch was simple—soup, toasted sandwiches, a small salad. He served them with care and kept his replies crisp: Yes, Ma’am. Yes, Mistress. After, he cleared and wiped and set the room back to zero. The day hummed on. And when evening came and Claire called his name from the living room, he went without thinking.

They were curled together on the sofa, soft lamp light pooling on their faces, a show playing low and unimportant. Claire patted the rug. “Kneel here.”

He did, settling with a practiced ease that startled him. The ribbon mirrored his pulse.

Jenna extended her foot. “Massage.”

He took her ankle in his hands and worked slowly, the arch of her foot, the tendon, the ball, listening for the little sighs of approval. Claire’s fingers threaded through his hair once, twice, the touch absentminded and devastating.

Ten minutes passed. Twenty. The show ended and another began. The house breathed around them, ordinary and changed.

“Water,” Jenna murmured, and he rose and returned. “Blanket,” Claire said, and he unfolded it over their laps like he’d been doing it for years.

At some point, Jenna’s hand slid under his chin, guiding him to rest his head on the cushion near Claire’s thigh. He didn’t remember deciding to allow it. He only remembered the way his body lowered, the way his breath matched the rise and fall of theirs.

“Claire,” Jenna said softly, after a long while.

“Mmm?”

“He’s learning.”

Claire’s finger traced the ribbon knot and paused at his pulse. “He is.”

He didn’t know if they meant to be overheard. He only knew the words reached the hollow in his chest where fear had been and filled it with something heavier, warmer, more complicated.

Ownership, he thought, drifting. Not the collar. Not the belt. The way they looked at him when he did well. The way the rules made his world small enough to breathe in.

When the show ended, Claire tapped his shoulder. “Bedtime. For you,” she added, and he heard the gentle implication: not for them.

He rose and turned to go, then stopped himself and faced them properly. “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you, Mistress.”

Jenna’s smile was half-wolf, half-moon. “Good night, little husband.”

Claire’s eyes softened. “Good night.”

He climbed the stairs with the ribbon cool against his throat and the shape of their approval carried carefully in his hands like something that might spill.

At the bedroom door he paused, listening to the low murmur of their voices below, separate and together in a way he was only beginning to understand. He touched the knot at his throat and felt the tiniest thrill cut through the ache.

Tomorrow would bring more rules, more service, more tests.

And—for the first time—he wanted to pass them.


Chapter Four – Breaking Pride

Michael woke early, almost against his will. The house was still, but the ribbon lay on the nightstand where Claire had placed it last night, carefully folded like a relic. He stared at it, throat tight. Part of him wanted to shove it into the drawer and pretend it wasn’t there. Another part—the part that still hummed with the echo of “Good boy”—ached to put it back on.

By the time he’d showered and dressed, the kitchen smelled of coffee. Claire was at the table, laptop open, robe tied loosely. Jenna was barefoot on the counter, spoon in one hand, cereal bowl in the other, as if it were her house too.

“Morning, little husband,” Jenna sang, swinging her leg casually.

Michael set his jaw. “Morning.”

“Morning, Ma’am,” Claire corrected without looking up from her screen.

His stomach dropped. “Morning, Ma’am,” he repeated.

Claire’s eyes lifted slowly, calm but sharp. “And?”

Heat crawled up his neck. He glanced at Jenna, who smirked, waiting. His pride clamped his teeth shut. He didn’t want to. He hated the word already, hated what it made him feel.

“Say it,” Claire said, voice soft but absolute.

Michael’s chest rose. “Morning… Mistress.”

Jenna smiled, satisfied. “Better.”

The shame scorched his throat, but Claire’s approving nod slid under his skin like a balm he didn’t want but couldn’t refuse.

He busied himself with breakfast. Eggs, toast, coffee, fruit. Service smoothed the edges of his resistance. He presented their plates, poured water, cleared dishes. Everything quiet, everything careful. By the time he set the last mug down, he thought maybe he’d balanced the scale.

Then Jenna leaned back in her chair, eyes gleaming. “Claire, he’s holding something back. I can smell it on him.”

Michael turned. “I’m not.”

Claire closed her laptop with a soft click. “Michael.”

His breath caught. She only used his full name like that when she was serious. “Yes, Ma’am?”

“Present.”

The word dropped into the room like a stone. He froze.

“Now.”

Slowly, he stepped into position: hands behind his back, feet apart, eyes forward. His pulse hammered.

Jenna rose, circling. “There it is. That little stubborn streak. You’re following the rules, but not with your heart. You think if you go through the motions, it won’t matter.”

Her finger dragged lightly across his chest, not affectionate but taunting. “You’re wrong.”

Claire stood too, moving behind him. Her presence was warm, grounding—but it didn’t feel like safety. It felt like judgment.

“Do you want this marriage to survive?” she asked quietly.

His head snapped. “Of course I do.”

“Then stop fighting us.”

“I’m not—”

The crack of Jenna’s palm across his cheek silenced him. Not hard enough to injure, just enough to sting. His eyes watered instantly.

“You’re lying,” she said. “And worse—you’re lying to her.”

Claire’s hand pressed against his shoulder, firm, steady. “On your knees.”

The carpet caught him. His pride screamed, but his body obeyed faster than his mind.

Jenna stood in front of him, arms crossed, smiling down. “Tell your wife what you were really thinking just now. All of it. Or I’ll make you wish you had.”

Michael’s mouth worked, but no words came. His chest burned with humiliation, fear, and—God help him—arousal.

Claire stepped closer, crouching to his level. Her eyes were soft but unyielding. “Honesty. Right now.”

He swallowed hard. “I hate… feeling like this. Like I’m not a man in my own house. Like I’m weak. Like I’m being—”

“Controlled?” Jenna supplied.

“Yes,” he whispered.

Claire studied him for a long moment, then nodded. “That’s the truth. Thank you.”

Relief started to stir—until Jenna grabbed his chin, holding it tight. “And do you hate how much it makes you hard?”

His face flamed. “I’m not—”

Her gaze dropped pointedly to the bulge pressing against his jeans. “Liar.”

Claire’s sigh was soft, resigned. “He still doesn’t understand.”

“Then we’ll teach him,” Jenna said.

She dragged him forward onto all fours, his palms hitting the carpet. Claire moved behind him again, her voice low, calm. “This is what breaking pride looks like, Michael. You don’t get to decide when the rules apply. You don’t get to pretend you’re still in charge. Not here. Not with us.”

Jenna leaned close, her breath hot against his ear. “From now on, every time you resist, every time you hide the truth, you’ll be punished until you can’t deny it anymore. Do you understand?”

His chest heaved. “Yes, Mistress.”

Claire’s hand stroked his back once, tender and terrible all at once. “Good boy.”

Jenna’s laugh was low and sharp. “Not good yet. But we’ll get him there.”

Michael knelt, trembling, the sting of the slap still hot on his cheek, the ribbon still waiting upstairs. And for the first time, he realized: they weren’t going to let him crawl halfway into this. It was all or nothing.

And they weren’t going to stop until he broke.


Chapter Five – Public Tension

Saturday afternoon, Claire suggested a café. It was casual, her voice almost breezy: “Let’s get some air. A change of scenery.” But Michael felt the weight hidden in those words. Since the ribbon, since the slap, since the belt, every suggestion carried an edge of command.

Jenna was already in the kitchen, sipping sparkling water, dressed in skinny jeans and a cream blouse that hugged her figure like she knew she was meant to be stared at. When Claire mentioned the café, Jenna’s eyes slid to him, slow and deliberate.

“Public,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

Michael’s stomach tightened. “Public what?”

Claire only smiled. “Just a coffee, Michael.”

But it wasn’t just coffee. He knew that now.

The café was bustling, full of chatter and the hiss of milk steamers. They found a table by the window, sunlight striping across polished wood. Claire ordered tea, Jenna a cappuccino. Michael fetched the drinks, standing in line with his palms damp, rehearsing “Yes, Ma’am. Yes, Mistress” in his head, terrified he’d slip where someone could hear.

When he returned, Jenna made no move to take her cup. She only tilted her chin toward the table.

“Set it down properly,” she said softly.

He froze. People milled all around—students with laptops, mothers with strollers, couples on lazy dates. “Jenna—Mistress—” His throat caught on the title, too loud.

Claire’s eyes flicked to him, calm steel. “Do it.”

Hands trembling, he placed the cappuccino gently in front of Jenna. She smiled, stirring the foam with slow satisfaction.

“Good boy.”

The praise hit him like a current. Humiliation flooded in its wake. His cheeks burned, but no one seemed to notice—no one except them.

Claire sipped her tea, eyes never leaving his. “Now sit. And keep your hands folded on the table.”

He obeyed. His pulse roared in his ears, the chatter around them warping, sharpening. The rules were invisible here, but no less binding.

The conversation between the two women flowed easily, as if he weren’t there. Work gossip, a neighbor’s dog, a new yoga studio opening down the street. Every so often, Jenna’s eyes would flick to him, lingering, assessing. Claire would adjust her cup, glance at his posture, then continue talking as though nothing had shifted.

Then, mid-sentence, Jenna stretched her leg beneath the table. The toe of her boot brushed against his calf. He jumped.

Her smirk widened.

Claire noticed, her lips curving faintly. She didn’t pause her story. “…and then of course they realized the printer was unplugged the whole time.”

Michael sat rigid, hands folded, eyes on his cup. Jenna’s foot slid higher, tracing his shin, the pressure deliberate. He swallowed hard.

“Something wrong?” Claire asked mildly, eyes never leaving Jenna.

His mouth was dry. “No, Ma’am.”

Jenna’s foot pressed into his thigh, slow, taunting. His breath hitched.

Claire stirred her tea, serene. “You’re very quiet, Michael. Are you listening?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he croaked.

“Repeat what I just said.”

Panic fluttered in his chest. He grasped for the words. “The… printer. At work. It was unplugged.”

Claire’s smile was satisfied. “Good. You’re paying attention.”

Jenna withdrew her foot at last, leaving his skin hot, tingling. She leaned forward, chin resting on her hand. “I think he’s adjusting nicely.”

Claire’s eyes softened. “Yes. Slowly.”

Michael sat between them, pulse pounding, humiliation burning in his stomach. Around him, the café hummed with normalcy. Nobody knew. Nobody could tell. And yet he felt as though every person could see the leash invisible around his throat.

On the walk home, Jenna looped her arm through Claire’s, leaving Michael a half-step behind. He could hear their voices, low and amused. Every so often, Jenna would glance back, making sure he was close, like a dog being kept at heel.

When they reached the house, Claire unlocked the door and turned to him, eyes bright but unreadable. “Kneel.”

He hesitated. “Here? In the hallway?”

“Yes,” she said simply.

Jenna leaned against the wall, arms folded, smiling. “You heard her.”

The air was cool, the floor hard beneath his knees. The door clicked shut behind them.

Claire crouched in front of him, her hand resting lightly on his cheek. “You did well today. You followed orders. You kept control.”

Her thumb brushed across his skin, tender. “But you also enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

His eyes darted. “I…”

Jenna’s voice cut in, silk and steel. “Tell her the truth.”

Michael’s pulse pounded. His pride screamed. But his lips parted anyway.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered. “I did.”

Claire’s smile bloomed slow and radiant, like a sunrise. “Good boy.”

Jenna’s laugh was low, satisfied. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

And Michael, still on his knees in the entryway of his own house, realized with a shiver that this was only the beginning of his training.


Chapter Six – The Collar

Sunday morning was quiet, the kind of slow light that usually meant coffee in bed, newspapers spread across the blankets, Claire’s hair messy against his shoulder. Michael ached for that routine. But the moment he stepped into the kitchen, he knew it was gone.

Jenna was already there, perched on the counter like a queen without a throne, sipping her coffee. Claire stood at the stove in a fitted blouse and skirt, too polished for a lazy morning. Both of them turned when he entered, and he felt instantly smaller.

“Present,” Claire said, without hesitation.

Michael froze in the doorway. “Here?”

Jenna’s smirk cut sharp. “Here, everywhere, always. Hands behind your back. Feet apart. Eyes forward. Now.”

Heat flooded his cheeks, but his body obeyed before his mind caught up. He stood in posture, the kitchen suddenly a courtroom.

Claire set down the pan and approached, a small black box in her hand. She opened it, and Michael’s breath stopped.

Inside lay a collar. Not a ribbon, not a strip of fabric tied for symbolism, but a real collar—black leather, smooth, with a small silver buckle and a D-ring gleaming at the center.

His chest seized. “Claire…”

“Ma’am,” she corrected gently.

He swallowed hard. “Ma’am. Please. That’s—”

“Not optional,” Jenna interrupted, sliding off the counter. She circled him like a predator scenting fear. “You’ve been on a leash since the day you called me a bitch, little husband. This just makes it honest.”

Claire lifted the collar from its box. The leather glistened in the morning sun, supple and new. She stepped close, holding it up to his throat.

“This isn’t about humiliation,” she said softly, though her eyes were unwavering. “It’s about truth. You belong to me. To us. And this collar is the proof.”

His pulse thundered in his ears. “What if someone sees it?”

“They won’t,” Jenna murmured, brushing his jaw with her fingertips. “It’s for the house. For us. For when you need reminding.” Her smile sharpened. “And trust me, you need reminding.”

Claire tilted her head, studying him. “Michael. Do you trust me?”

The question burned. His pride wanted to scream no. But the memory of her hand stroking his hair after punishment, the way her praise filled the hollows in his chest, the way the rules steadied him when he felt like breaking—those memories drowned his pride.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered.

Her smile was soft, devastating. “Then lift your chin.”

His body obeyed, trembling. The leather circled his throat, cool at first, then snug. The buckle clicked. The sound was final, like a lock turning.

The weight was nothing, but he felt it everywhere—every nerve, every breath. His skin prickled with heat and shame and something darker, heavier.

“Beautiful,” Claire whispered, her fingers brushing the D-ring. “Perfect.”

Jenna stepped close, sliding a finger under the leather, tugging just enough to make him swallow. “Now you look exactly how you should. Collared. Owned.”

Michael’s knees buckled, but the collar held him steady.

“Say it,” Claire commanded.

He shivered. “I’m owned.”

“By who?” Jenna pressed.

“By Ma’am,” he whispered, “and Mistress.”

The two women shared a look—silent, satisfied, electric. Claire kissed his forehead, gentle, claiming. Jenna smirked and tugged the ring once more before releasing him.

“Good boy,” they said together.

And Michael, standing collared in the middle of his kitchen, realized the ribbon had only been a prelude. This was permanent. This was binding.

And God help him, part of him never wanted to take it off.


Chapter Seven – Punished & Shared

Michael couldn’t stop touching the collar. Every time his hand drifted toward it, he told himself it was only to adjust, only to check if the leather had rubbed his skin raw. But the truth pulsed harder than the leather itself: he liked the feel of it. The steady weight. The reminder that it was there.

That night, after dinner, Claire and Jenna sat together on the sofa, wineglasses in hand. Michael knelt at their feet, posture perfect, eyes lowered. The glow from the lamp cast them in gold and shadow, the kind of scene that might have looked cozy from the outside. But inside, it hummed with ownership.

“Fetch me another,” Claire said, tilting her empty glass.

“Yes, Ma’am.” He rose, padded to the kitchen, returned with the bottle. He poured carefully, steady hands, not a drop spilled.

“Good boy,” Claire said softly.

He basked in it for one fleeting second—until Jenna spoke.

“I want him tonight.”

Michael froze. His head jerked up before he remembered himself. Claire’s eyes were already on him, calm but unreadable.

Jenna swirled her wine lazily, her smirk sharp. “You’ve had him all weekend. Your husband. Your rules. But he insulted me. That gives me rights. I want him alone. In your bed.”

The words hit like a strike to the chest. Michael’s voice cracked before he could stop it. “Claire—Ma’am—”

“Quiet,” she said, gentle but firm.

Jenna leaned closer, her voice a taunt. “You’ll kneel for me. You’ll serve me. And you’ll learn what happens when you cross me. No hiding behind her eyes. No wife’s softness. Just me.”

Claire set her glass down with a faint clink. She didn’t look at Michael. She looked at Jenna, and the smallest smile touched her lips. “Yes. I think he needs that.”

His heart lurched. “Claire—”

Her eyes snapped to him. “Ma’am.”

“Ma’am,” he gasped. “Please, I—”

“You’ll do as you’re told.”

Jenna laughed low, rising from the sofa. She held out her hand. “Come, little husband.”

Michael’s pride shrieked against it. His body obeyed. He took her hand, the leather of his collar tugging against his throat as he stood.

The bedroom felt different with Jenna in it. She didn’t pause at the threshold, didn’t glance around like a guest. She strode in, tugging him by the collar, tossing her sweater onto the chair like it belonged there.

“Clothes off,” she said.

His throat worked. “Mistress, please—”

The slap came fast, stinging his cheek. His knees buckled.

“Clothes. Off.”

Hands shaking, he stripped. Shirt, jeans, underwear—all piled in a pathetic heap at her feet. His skin burned with humiliation. He wanted to cover himself, but Jenna’s glare pinned his arms to his sides.

“Better,” she purred. “Now crawl.”

The carpet scraped his knees as he shuffled toward her. She sat on the bed, legs crossed, watching him like prey.

“Kiss my feet.”

His pride clawed at his throat, but he bent anyway, pressing his lips to the arch of her bare foot. The taste of her skin—warm, faintly salty—flooded his mouth.

“Again.”

He kissed, once, twice, again.

“Good boy,” she whispered, threading her fingers into his hair and tugging his head back. Her eyes glittered. “See? You’re already mine.”

She shoved him onto the bed. He landed on his back, the collar tugging snug around his throat. Jenna straddled his chest, pinning him down, her jeans rough against his skin.

“You thought you could call me a bitch and walk away?” Her voice was venom wrapped in silk. “No. You belong here. Under me. Helpless.”

Her hips ground against his chest, pressing him into the mattress. His cock stirred, hard and humiliating, aching at the friction.

“You’re hard for this,” she hissed. “Pathetic. Do you like being owned by your wife’s best friend? Do you like knowing she gave you to me?”

Michael’s breath came ragged. “No—Mistress—I—”

Another slap, sharp across his cheek. His cock twitched at the sting.

“Liar,” she spat. “Your cock tells the truth even when your mouth won’t.”

She leaned down, her lips grazing his ear. “Say it. Say you belong to me.”

His pride roared in protest. His body betrayed him. “I—I belong to you, Mistress.”

Her moan was low and satisfied. She ground harder against him, her weight crushing, smothering. “Yes. That’s it. My little husband. My toy.”

She pulled away suddenly, rising to her feet. She stripped in quick, efficient movements—blouse, jeans, bra—until she stood in her panties, lean and sharp and dangerous.

From her bag, hidden by the chair, she pulled a gleam of silicone. A strapon. Black, thick, glistening faintly. She fastened it around her hips with slow, deliberate movements, buckles snapping, straps tightening.

Michael’s blood froze. “No. Mistress—please—”

She climbed onto the bed, looming above him. Her hand caught the D-ring of his collar, yanking him up onto his knees. The silicone pressed against his lips.

“Open.”

His eyes widened, panic sparking. “Mistress, I can’t—”

She yanked the collar harder. “Open. Or I’ll make you regret it.”

Tears pricked his eyes, but his mouth opened. The silicone slid past his lips, thick, foreign. She pushed shallowly at first, letting him taste it, feel the weight.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Suck. Show me you can be useful.”

Humiliation burned down his spine. His jaw ached, his throat gagged, but the sound of her moan—deep, throaty, triumphant—made his cock pulse, harder than it had any right to be.

“Good boy,” she whispered, rocking her hips. “Your wife’s downstairs, knowing exactly what I’m doing to you. And she wants it.”

The thought broke him. He sucked, gagging, drool spilling down his chin, body trembling with the unbearable mix of fear, shame, and arousal.

Finally, she yanked free, strings of saliva trailing. She shoved him back onto the bed, straddling his hips, the silicone pressing against his stomach.

“You’re mine,” she growled, grinding down. “Say it again.”

“I’m yours, Mistress,” he gasped.

Her laugh was pure victory. She leaned down, lips grazing his ear. “And tomorrow, when your wife kisses you good morning, you’ll remember the taste of my cock in your mouth. And you’ll thank her for letting me have you.”

The collar tugged tight around his throat as Jenna rode him, grinding her hips against his trembling body, breaking the last barrier of pride between them.

And Michael, bound by leather and humiliation, knew the pact was sealed.


Chapter Eight – Submission in the Marriage Bed

Michael slept badly that night. When Jenna finally left him—his body aching, his pride in tatters, the taste of silicone still heavy in his mouth—he collapsed onto the bed and stared at the ceiling. He couldn’t bring himself to move. Couldn’t face Claire. Couldn’t even face himself.

When he woke, it was daylight, the bedroom door open, voices floating up from downstairs. Claire’s laugh—low, genuine—and Jenna’s sharp reply. They were drinking coffee together, comfortable, unbothered, as if sharing him had been nothing more than a Saturday night indulgence.

He lay there, staring at the ceiling, collar snug around his throat. He wanted to tear it off. He wanted to bury his face in Claire’s lap and beg her to make everything normal again. But when her voice called up—“Michael, come down”—his body rose automatically, like a string had been tugged.

The living room looked ordinary. Two mugs, a plate of toast, the faint scent of jasmine from Claire’s candle. Jenna lounged in the armchair, hair loose around her shoulders, wearing one of Claire’s silk robes like she owned it. Claire sat on the sofa, neat, perfect, her legs crossed, calm as ever.

“Present,” Claire said.

Michael obeyed. Knees on the rug, hands behind his back, eyes forward. The ache in his muscles from last night made the position harder, but also grounding.

Claire’s eyes softened, though her voice stayed firm. “Did you serve Mistress well?”

Heat flooded his face. He couldn’t look at Jenna. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Say it louder,” Jenna drawled, sipping her coffee.

“Yes, Ma’am. I served Mistress well.”

Claire nodded, satisfied. She leaned forward, cupping his cheek. “Good boy. Then today, you serve us both.”

The words landed like a stone in his gut. His eyes widened. “Ma’am—”

Her thumb pressed against his lips. “Shh. No protests. Just obedience.”

Jenna rose, tying the robe loosely around her waist. “Move him.”

Claire patted the sofa cushion. “On your back.”

Michael hesitated, then obeyed. The sofa was soft beneath him, but the weight of their eyes made it feel like a stage. He lay there, staring up at them, the collar biting at his throat.

Claire stood above him, unbuttoning her blouse slowly, deliberately. The silk slid down her shoulders, revealing the lace of her bra. Michael’s breath caught—he’d seen her undress a thousand times, but never like this. Never while collared. Never while another woman watched.

“Eyes on me,” she murmured.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She straddled his chest, lowering herself until her lace pressed against his mouth. “Kiss.”

Heat exploded through him. His lips brushed the damp fabric, tentative.

“Open,” she commanded.

His tongue pressed through lace, tasting her, humiliation and arousal colliding in a dizzying rush. Claire’s hand tangled in his hair, guiding his movements.

Behind her, Jenna laughed low. “Look at him. Devouring you like a starving dog.”

Claire moaned softly, pressing harder against his face. “Good boy,” she whispered, hips rocking.

Michael’s cock throbbed, straining against his jeans. He wanted to touch himself, but his hands were pinned beneath Claire’s thighs. The helplessness drove him insane.

Jenna moved closer, sliding the robe off her shoulders. She wore nothing underneath. She climbed onto the sofa, straddling his hips, her bare skin pressing hot against his bulge.

He groaned against Claire’s body.

“Shh,” Jenna hissed, grinding down. “You don’t get to make noise unless we say so.”

Claire’s moan deepened, her thighs tightening around his head. “Yes. He only gets to serve.”

Michael writhed, trapped between them—Claire riding his mouth, Jenna grinding against his cock through denim. The heat, the weight, the overwhelming control left him dizzy, trembling.

Jenna leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “You belong to us. Say it.”

His voice was muffled against Claire’s lace, desperate. “I belong to you. Both of you.”

Claire’s moan was sharp, satisfied. “Again.”

“I belong to you, Ma’am. And you, Mistress.”

Jenna’s laugh was wicked, triumphant. “That’s right.” She ground harder, the heat unbearable. “Our husband. Our pet. Our toy.”

Claire came first, gasping, grinding against his mouth until she sagged against the sofa, shuddering. Her hand stroked his hair tenderly, praising. “Good boy. Perfect boy.”

Jenna wasn’t done. She yanked his jeans open, pulling him free, hard and dripping. She stroked once, twice, then positioned herself and sank down with a guttural moan.

Michael gasped, head jerking back, but Claire’s hand held him steady.

“Look at me,” she whispered. “Don’t look at her. Look at me while she uses you.”

His eyes locked on Claire’s, wide, desperate, pleading. Jenna rode him hard, merciless, her nails digging into his chest.

“You’re mine,” she hissed with every thrust. “Ours. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” he gasped. “Yours. Both of you.”

Claire kissed his forehead, her lips soft against the sweat on his skin. “Good boy. You’re learning.”

Jenna climaxed with a cry, shuddering, collapsing against him. For a moment, the weight of both women pressed him into the sofa, suffocating, overwhelming, perfect.

When it ended, Claire stroked his cheek. Jenna slid off him, satisfied, smug.

Claire’s eyes held his, calm and unyielding. “From this day forward, you serve not just me, but Mistress too. Always.”

Michael nodded, trembling, spent. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“And if either of us calls you,” Jenna added, tugging the D-ring of his collar, “you come. Immediately. Without question.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

They shared a look above him, silent, final, united.

Michael lay collared between them, his body aching, his pride broken, his heart pounding—and realized his marriage bed no longer belonged to him. It belonged to them.

And he did too.


Chapter Nine – The Pact Sealed

Michael lay between them long after the heat of the moment faded, the collar still snug around his throat, sweat drying on his skin. The sheets smelled like them—Claire’s perfume, Jenna’s sharper musk—and every inhale only drove home the truth: his marriage bed was theirs now. Not his.

Claire sat propped against the headboard, robe loose around her shoulders, hair spilling over her collarbone. She looked calm, radiant, every inch the woman he’d vowed to love. But her eyes weren’t soft in the way they used to be. They were assessing, commanding. Possessive.

Jenna sprawled on her stomach at Claire’s side, chin propped on her hands, grinning like a cat that had not just gotten the cream but taken ownership of the entire dairy farm.

Michael tried to sit up. Claire’s hand pressed his chest flat against the mattress.

“Stay.”

The word cut sharper than chains. His body froze, obeying before his pride even had time to protest.

Jenna chuckled. “Look at him. Already conditioned. A good little husband-dog.”

Michael’s face burned. “I’m not—”

“Shh.” Claire’s voice was quiet, absolute. She shifted, slipping down until her face hovered close to his. “You are. And the sooner you stop denying it, the easier this will be for all of us.”

His throat tightened. “Claire, please—”

“Ma’am.”

His voice cracked. “Ma’am. Please. What’s happening to us?”

Her fingers brushed his cheek, almost tender. “The truth. That’s what’s happening. I’ve always loved you, Michael. But love isn’t enough when it comes with disrespect, with insults, with thoughtless words that cut me down.” Her gaze hardened. “So now, we’re rewriting what marriage means.”

Jenna shifted up onto her knees, straddling his waist, grinding her bare heat against his still-sensitive cock. He gasped, body betraying him instantly.

“You see?” she purred. “Your body already knows. You’re happiest when you’re under us. Controlled. Owned.”

Michael tried to deny it, but his hips bucked helplessly, shame flooding every vein.

Claire leaned in, whispering against his ear. “This isn’t just a game anymore. You’re ours. Mine, and Mistress’s. A pact. From this day on, everything you are belongs to us.”

His heart hammered. “Everything?”

“Everything,” Jenna said, nipping his jaw. “Your body, your cock, your obedience. Even your pride. Especially your pride.”

Claire’s hand slid to the collar, tugging the D-ring gently, just enough to make him swallow. “Do you accept that, Michael?”

Tears pricked his eyes. Every part of him wanted to scream no. But the heat in his body, the ache in his chest, the intoxicating weight of their control all conspired to strangle the word before it could escape.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jenna prompted, grinding harder.

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

The two women shared a look, electric and silent, then spoke in unison.

“Good boy.”

Michael shuddered, the praise hitting him deeper than anything else had.

Claire kissed his lips softly, sealing the vow. “Our good boy. Forever.”

Jenna leaned down, licking his neck, her fingers stroking his cock with merciless precision. “And now we break you in properly.”

He moaned, helpless, collared, trapped, owned.

And as their hands, lips, and voices consumed him, Michael realized his marriage wasn’t just altered. It was gone, rebuilt into something new, something darker, something unbreakable:

A pact between wife and best friend.

And he was the property that bound them together.


Chapter Ten – Public Obedience

Michael thought the collar would stay hidden at home. That had been his one fragile hope. Behind locked doors, in the privacy of their walls, he could endure—he could kneel, he could serve, he could even be used. But in public? Out there, where people might see, where a single slip could expose everything?

Claire and Jenna didn’t share that hope.

It started with lunch. Claire announced it casually, as though they were simply stepping out for errands. “We’ll go to that bistro near the square. A table outside—it’s sunny.”

Michael’s chest tightened. “Ma’am, I—”

“Present,” she cut in.

He obeyed instantly, posture locking in the middle of the kitchen. Jenna smirked from her perch at the counter, arms crossed.

“What is it, little husband?” she teased. “Afraid someone might notice your pretty collar?”

His eyes dropped. “Yes, Mistress.”

Claire walked up to him, brushing his cheek, then tugging lightly at the leather snug around his throat. “Then wear a scarf. But it stays on. You don’t take it off. Not unless I say.”

Michael nodded, swallowing hard. “Yes, Ma’am.”

The bistro was crowded, the sun throwing bright patterns across the cobblestones. They chose a table on the terrace, directly in view of the street. Claire looked effortlessly elegant, sunglasses perched on her nose. Jenna stretched back in her chair, commanding space, owning it.

Michael sat opposite them, his scarf knotted high, hiding the collar but not its weight. His palms were damp, his pulse racing.

The waiter arrived. Claire ordered wine, Jenna ordered sparkling water. When the waiter turned to Michael, he opened his mouth—but Jenna spoke first.

“He’ll have the same as me.”

The words stole his breath. He nodded weakly when the waiter glanced at him, unable to correct her. The man smiled politely and left.

Jenna smirked. “Good boy. Silent, just as you should be.”

Michael’s cheeks flamed. “Mistress, please… people will hear—”

“Then you’d better keep your voice low,” she purred.

Claire reached across the table, her hand resting lightly over his. To anyone else, it might look affectionate. But her nails dug ever so slightly into his skin, a reminder. “Relax. Breathe. Do as we say, and no one will ever know.”

When the food arrived, the humiliation deepened. Claire cut into her salad, chewing thoughtfully, then set down her fork.

“Michael. Feed me.”

His eyes widened. “Ma’am—”

She tilted her head, serene. “Repeat it back.”

The words scraped his throat. “Feed you, Ma’am. Yes, Ma’am.”

He reached for her fork, his hands trembling. He lifted a bite carefully, bringing it across the table. Claire leaned forward, lips parting, eyes never leaving his. She closed around the fork, chewing slowly, smiling like a queen receiving tribute.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

Jenna laughed, the sound sharp, deliciously cruel. “My turn.”

He obeyed, his face burning hotter than the sun overhead. No one at the neighboring tables seemed to notice—or if they did, they didn’t care. To them, it was intimacy. To him, it was exposure.

Every bite, every whispered praise, every smirk carved deeper into him. By the time the plates were cleared, his cock was straining painfully in his jeans, humiliation twisted into unbearable arousal.

On the walk home, Jenna slipped her arm through his, her nails grazing the leather hidden beneath his scarf. “You know what I want next?”

Michael swallowed hard. “What, Mistress?”

“A leash,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “And one day, we’ll take you for a walk. Out here. In the open.”

His knees almost buckled. “Mistress—no—”

Claire’s voice was calm, cutting through his panic. “Not yet. But soon.”

He looked between them, throat dry, collar tight, arousal burning, shame overwhelming. He couldn’t stop trembling.

And they walked on, smiling, their voices light and casual, as though they hadn’t just rewritten the rules of his entire world.


Chapter Eleven – Deepening the Pact

Michael thought he’d be spared after the public ordeal. He’d done everything they asked—fed them in public, kept his voice low, wore the scarf to hide the collar. He expected a reprieve. Maybe even tenderness.

Instead, that night brought something worse than exposure. It brought permanence.

The living room was dim, lit only by the lamp in the corner. Claire sat in her armchair, hair tied up neatly, a book balanced on her lap. Jenna leaned against the sofa arm, glass of wine in hand, bare legs crossed casually.

Michael knelt on the rug between them, posture perfect, the collar gleaming in the soft light. His body still hummed with tension from the café.

Claire closed her book with a soft thud. “Michael.”

“Yes, Ma’am?”

“Do you remember what Mistress said earlier? About wanting you on a leash?”

His throat tightened. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Claire tilted her head. “We’re not there yet. But tonight, we start preparing you for it. We need to take the last of your pride away.”

Jenna smirked, sipping her wine. “Which means tonight, you learn chastity.”

Michael’s eyes widened. “No. Ma’am, please—”

Claire’s gaze didn’t waver. “Yes. You’ve proven you can kneel. You can serve. You can obey in public. But you still think your cock belongs to you. It doesn’t.”

Jenna leaned forward, setting down her glass. “It belongs to us.”

Michael’s pulse thundered. “Please, Ma’am, Mistress—I can’t—”

Claire rose smoothly, crossing to him. She crouched, cupping his face. “You can. And you will. Because this isn’t punishment. This is devotion. Every time you ache, every time you strain against it, you’ll remember who owns your release.”

Her words sank like hooks into his chest.

“Strip,” she commanded softly.

He trembled. “Ma’am—”

Her hand tightened on his collar. “Now.”

Michael obeyed, shame burning hot as he peeled off his clothes. Naked, collared, kneeling—completely exposed.

Jenna retrieved something from her bag: a small cage of steel and plastic, gleaming cruelly in the lamplight. She held it up between two fingers, smiling. “Perfect for a little husband who doesn’t know his place.”

Michael shook his head, panic rising. “Mistress, please, I—”

“Spread your legs,” Jenna cut in.

Claire’s hand pressed his shoulder. “Do as she says.”

His knees shifted wide on the rug, cock hard and trembling. Jenna knelt before him, her fingers wrapping around his shaft. He gasped at the contact, shame and arousal crashing.

“Pathetic,” she murmured, stroking once, twice, just enough to make him throb. “You get hard just from obedience.”

Then, cold steel slid against him. He whimpered, body jerking, but Claire’s grip on his collar kept him still.

“Breathe,” she ordered.

The cage clicked into place, snug, inescapable. Jenna fastened the lock with a decisive snap.

Michael’s heart lurched. The key glinted between Jenna’s fingers before she slid it into her bra, safe and unreachable.

“There,” she purred. “Now it’s real. Your cock isn’t yours anymore.”

Claire kissed his forehead, tender and merciless. “Good boy. From now on, if you want to come, you’ll beg. And maybe—if Mistress and I feel you’ve earned it—we’ll let you.”

Michael’s chest heaved, humiliation searing through him. The weight of the cage was unbearable, every twitch a reminder of his helplessness.

And then Jenna pushed further. She rose, shedding her dress, revealing the strapon already buckled around her hips. Black silicone, thick, gleaming.

His eyes went wide. “Mistress—no—”

Jenna smirked, stroking the shaft with deliberate slowness. “Yes. You called me a bitch. You spat your pride at me. Tonight, I claim the part of you that thinks it’s still a man.”

Claire’s lips brushed his ear. “Do this for me, Michael. Show me you’re mine. Submit.”

Tears pricked his eyes. His body trembled. And when Jenna pulled him forward onto the sofa, bending him over the armrest, he didn’t resist.

The first push of silicone broke him open, hot, stretching, impossible. He gasped, a raw sound, his caged cock straining helplessly.

“Good boy,” Jenna growled, thrusting deeper. “Take it. Take what you deserve.”

Claire stood in front of him, stroking his hair, guiding his face to her thighs. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Breathe. Serve us both. Let go of what you were.”

Michael moaned into her skin, the cage biting, his body on fire. Used, owned, filled. Every thrust, every command, every stroke of Claire’s hand drove him further into surrender.

And when Jenna finished with a triumphant laugh, collapsing against his back, and Claire kissed his lips softly, whispering “perfect boy,” Michael knew something inside him had broken for good.

Not shattered. Transformed.

He was theirs. Entirely.


Chapter Twelve – Breaking Resistance

Michael didn’t sleep.

Every time he shifted, the cage bit into him—steel unforgiving, skin chafed, cock throbbing uselessly. He lay awake in the dark, staring at the ceiling, collar snug around his throat, every nerve alive with frustration. His cock pulsed against the lock, begging for release, but there was no relief. Just pressure. Ache. Need.

By morning, his body was screaming.

When he stumbled into the kitchen, Claire and Jenna were already there. Claire in a simple black dress, Jenna in shorts and a tank top, hair messy from sleep but eyes sharp.

Claire smiled when she saw him, soft but knowing. “Good morning, Michael.”

“Good morning, Ma’am,” he whispered, voice hoarse.

“And?” Jenna prompted, sipping her coffee.

His face flushed. “Good morning, Mistress.”

“Better.” Her smirk widened as she tilted her mug. “How did you sleep?”

He hesitated, heat crawling up his neck. “Not… well, Mistress.”

“Why not?” she pressed, eyes gleaming.

His throat worked. “Because of… the cage.”

Jenna’s laugh was cruel and musical. “Perfect.”

Claire reached over and stroked his cheek. “That’s the point, love. You’re supposed to feel it. To remember with every breath who you belong to.”

Breakfast blurred. He made coffee, scrambled eggs, set the table. The cage throbbed with every movement, humiliation carving deeper grooves. When he poured Jenna’s juice, her hand slipped under the table, brushing deliberately across his trapped cock.

He jumped, nearly spilling the glass.

Her smirk was predatory. “Sensitive, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

“Good.” She leaned back, sipping slowly, as if she’d only swatted a dog to test its bark.

The day dragged. Claire set him to chores—dusting, folding laundry, vacuuming the stairs. None of it hard, but every motion rubbed, pressed, reminded him. And every time he paused to catch his breath, Jenna’s voice came sharp from the next room:

“Keep moving.”
“Faster.”
“Present your hands when you’re done.”

By afternoon, he was trembling. When Claire finally called him into the bedroom, his knees nearly buckled with relief.

She sat on the edge of the bed, a small remote in her hand. Jenna lounged in the chair by the window, watching, her grin sharp.

Michael froze. “What is that?”

Claire’s smile was calm, devastating. “A gift. For us. A vibrating plug.” She held it up—sleek, black, merciless.

His breath caught. “Ma’am, please—”

“You’ll wear it,” she said simply. “Every evening this week. You’ll serve us plugged, collared, and caged. And if you behave, maybe—maybe—we’ll let you come by Friday.”

Jenna’s laugh was low and cruel. “Or maybe not.”

Claire rose, holding the plug. “Present.”

Michael obeyed, knees hitting the rug, hands behind his back. His body shook with shame.

“Bend forward,” she murmured.

He did. The lube was cold, the stretch sharp. He gasped, face pressed into the sheets as Claire worked the toy inside him, the plug settling deep with a humiliating click.

When she stepped back, the remote chirped. A low hum filled his body, vibrating through his core. He moaned, humiliated and desperate.

“Good boy,” Claire whispered, kissing his cheek. “Now get up. Dinner isn’t going to make itself.”

Jenna clapped her hands once, satisfied. “Let’s see if he can keep his cock from dripping all over the kitchen floor.”

By the time he served them dinner, his cock was leaking constantly, straining helplessly against the cage. Every vibration made his knees tremble. Every smile, every laugh, every sip of wine from their glasses was agony.

When Jenna deliberately dropped her fork and said, “Pick it up, little husband,” Michael bent, plug buzzing deep inside him, the cage digging, his cheeks flaming.

And when he handed it back, she stroked his cheek almost tenderly. “Good boy. Suffer for us.”

Claire raised her glass. “To breaking resistance.”

Jenna clinked hers. “And to making him crave the suffering.”

Michael knelt at their feet, plugged, caged, collared, his cock throbbing endlessly. And as their laughter filled the room, he realized the truth—

His resistance wasn’t breaking because they forced him.

It was breaking because part of him wanted this.

And they knew it.


Chapter Thirteen – Total Control

Michael thought the cage and plug were the peak of humiliation. He thought the endless ache, the leaking desperation, the unbearable need to be touched was as far as they could push him.

He was wrong.

The next night, Claire summoned him into the bedroom with a single word: Present.

He obeyed instantly, falling to his knees at the foot of the bed. The cage dug cruelly against his skin, the plug buzzing faintly inside him with each step. His body was already trembling with need.

Claire sat on the edge of the bed, hair loose, silk robe draped over her shoulders. Jenna lounged against the pillows in a black camisole, glass of wine in hand, her legs stretched out like a queen at rest.

Claire’s eyes softened when they fell on him, but her tone stayed calm and merciless. “Tonight, you’ll learn denial.”

Michael’s chest seized. “Ma’am, please—I can’t—”

“Shh.” She raised a finger. “You’ll take what we give you. Nothing more. And you’ll thank us for the ache.”

Jenna smirked, setting down her glass. “He’s already dripping like a slut. Look at him.”

Michael’s face burned. He lowered his gaze, the cage gleaming with precum.

“Hands behind your back,” Claire instructed.

He obeyed.

Jenna slid off the bed, circling him like a predator. She crouched low, her eyes glittering. “Tell us how bad it is.”

His voice shook. “It’s… unbearable, Mistress.”

“Where do you feel it?” she pressed, stroking a finger down his chest.

“My… cock. My stomach. Everywhere.”

Jenna’s laugh was sharp and cruel. “Perfect.”

Claire stood, walking behind him. He felt the brush of her fingers over the plug remote, then the sudden surge of vibration deep inside. He cried out, his body buckling forward.

“Quiet,” Claire snapped.

He bit his lip, muffling the moan.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

They tormented him for what felt like hours. Claire played the vibrations in cruel rhythms—low hums that teased, sudden bursts that made him gasp, then silence that left him aching. Jenna stroked his thighs, his chest, his cock through the cage, always just enough to drive him mad, never enough to release him.

“Do you want to come?” Jenna purred, her nails grazing his balls.

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

Claire’s voice cut sharp from behind. “Wrong answer.”

He froze. “Ma’am?”

“You don’t want to come,” she corrected. “Not unless I say. Repeat it.”

His chest heaved. “I don’t want to come unless you say, Ma’am.”

Jenna grinned. “And unless I say, too.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he choked.

Claire’s lips brushed his ear. “Good boy. That’s the truth now.”

They made him kneel on the bed between them, his cock caged and leaking, the plug vibrating, his body trembling uncontrollably. Claire stroked his hair, her voice tender.

“Look at you. So desperate. So weak. And yet so perfect. You’re exactly where you belong.”

Jenna pinched his nipples, hard, making him yelp. “Say it.”

He gasped. “I belong to you. Both of you.”

“Again,” Claire murmured, kissing his temple.

“I belong to you, Ma’am. And to you, Mistress. Always.”

The plug surged again, violent, merciless. His whole body convulsed, his cock straining against the cage, on the edge of climax.

“Please!” he cried out, tears spilling. “Please let me—”

“No,” Claire said firmly.

Jenna laughed, pulling his chin up to face her. “Beg harder, little husband.”

“I’m begging!” he sobbed. “Please, Ma’am, Mistress, let me come!”

The vibrations cut off instantly. Silence. Ache. Denial.

His body trembled, broken, desperate. He collapsed forward, forehead pressed to the sheets, whimpering.

Claire stroked his back gently. “Good boy. That’s what denial feels like. The ache, the helplessness, the surrender. That’s your new home.”

Jenna leaned down, licking the tears from his cheek. “You’ll never come without us again. Never. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he sobbed.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered.

“Good,” they said together.

And as he knelt there, plugged, caged, denied, his body a storm of need, Michael realized the truth:

It wasn’t the release he craved anymore.

It was their control.


Chapter Fourteen – The Breaking Point

Michael lost track of time. Days blurred into obedience, chores, posture drills, kneeling sessions. The cage never left him. The plug returned every evening. By the fourth night, he was a raw nerve—aching, leaking, trembling at the sound of their voices.

It was Friday when Claire finally summoned him into the bedroom with a tone that brooked no delay. “Michael. Present.”

He dropped to his knees instantly. Collar snug, cage biting, body on fire.

Claire sat on the bed in a dark silk slip, her legs crossed elegantly, hair pinned back like a queen waiting for her subject. Jenna lounged against the headboard, strapon already buckled around her hips, stroking the shaft lazily with one hand.

Michael’s stomach flipped. His cock strained painfully against the cage, dripping helplessly.

Claire’s eyes softened, though her words cut sharp. “Tonight, you’ll be tested. Tonight, we push you past your limit.”

Jenna’s smirk was wicked. “And we’ll see if you break.”

They began with posture. Kneeling, arms behind his back, chin up. The plug buzzed low, steady. His body shivered.

“Hold still,” Claire murmured, circling him. Her fingers brushed his cheek, tender, then slapped lightly, enough to sting. “Focus.”

Jenna crouched in front of him, her eyes locked on his. “You’re going to beg for release tonight. We’ll let you think you’re close. And then…” She leaned in, whispering against his lips. “We’ll take it from you.”

Michael’s chest tightened. “Mistress, please—”

“Don’t ‘please’ me yet,” Jenna snapped. She stood, yanking him up by the collar, dragging him toward the bed.

They bent him over the mattress, cage pressing into the sheets, plug humming deep inside him. Claire stroked his back soothingly while Jenna spread lube along the silicone shaft of her toy.

“Relax,” Claire whispered. “Breathe for me.”

He inhaled shakily, exhaled. Then Jenna thrust into him.

Michael cried out, muffled by the sheets. The stretch was brutal, the vibration relentless, his cock caged and dripping, his whole body trembling.

“Good boy,” Jenna growled, thrusting harder. “Take it. Take what you deserve.”

Claire stroked his hair, her voice soft. “That’s it. Let go. You’re ours.”

Minutes stretched like hours. They worked him in rhythm—Jenna pounding from behind, Claire adjusting the vibrations, teasing him higher and higher, closer and closer. His cock throbbed painfully, desperate for release.

He moaned, voice cracking. “Please! Please, Ma’am! Please, Mistress! I need to come!”

Claire leaned close to his ear. “Do you?”

“Yes! Please, I’m begging!”

The plug surged to its highest setting. Jenna slammed deeper, harder, her nails digging into his hips. Michael screamed into the sheets, his body convulsing.

And then—nothing.

The orgasm ripped through him, but it was empty, ruined. His cock twitched, spilling only a weak dribble through the cage. Pleasure collapsed into ache, satisfaction into devastation. He sobbed, trembling, broken.

Jenna yanked free, slapping his ass with a sharp crack. “Pathetic. You came like a ruined toy.”

Claire stroked his cheek, her voice low and tender. “Good boy. That’s exactly what we wanted. To show you that even your release isn’t yours. Not anymore. Not ever again.”

Michael collapsed onto the bed, shaking, tears wetting the sheets. His body felt hollow, wrung out, desperate for something he no longer controlled.

Claire kissed his temple, whispering. “You’re perfect now. Broken. Ours.”

Jenna tugged the collar sharply, forcing his head back. “Say it.”

His voice cracked, raw, but the words came. “I’m broken. I’m yours. Ma’am. Mistress. Always.”

They smiled above him, united, triumphant.

And Michael, ruined and trembling, realized the truth: the breaking point wasn’t the end.

It was the beginning.


Chapter Fifteen – Public Display

Michael had been quieter all week. Quieter because he had no fight left, because the cage and plug had drained every ounce of defiance. Even his ruined climax still haunted him—every twitch reminding him that his cock was no longer his.

Claire noticed. Jenna noticed. And instead of easing the pressure, they tightened it.

Saturday afternoon, Claire announced it like a simple outing. “We’re going to the wine bar tonight.”

Michael froze. “Ma’am, please—”

“Present.”

He obeyed, knees on the rug, hands behind his back, collar gleaming.

Claire’s eyes were calm, unyielding. “You’ll wear the cage. The plug. The collar under your shirt. And you’ll serve us in public.”

Jenna leaned forward, smirk wicked. “We’ll make it fun. Subtle. A little game. You’ll pour the wine when we say, keep your hands folded when we say, stand when we say. Anyone watching will just think you’re attentive. But you’ll know. And so will we.”

Michael’s throat worked. “Yes, Ma’am. Yes, Mistress.”

The wine bar was dim, candlelit, music soft in the background. Couples whispered across tables, servers drifted with bottles. Claire and Jenna chose a booth near the center—visible, exposed.

Michael sat opposite them, collar hidden under his shirt, cage pressing, plug buzzing faintly with every shift of his hips. His palms were already slick.

Claire ordered a bottle of red, her tone smooth, practiced. When the wine arrived, she didn’t touch the glasses. She looked at Michael instead.

“Pour.”

His face flushed. “Here, Ma’am?”

Her eyebrow lifted.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

He reached for the bottle, careful hands steadying it. He poured for Claire first, then Jenna, then himself last. To anyone else, it looked polite. But his heart thundered, humiliation thrumming under his skin.

“Good boy,” Claire murmured, sipping slowly.

Jenna leaned forward, her voice a low whisper. “Hands on the table. Fingers interlaced.”

He obeyed, the pose stiff, obvious. A couple at the next table glanced over. Michael’s cheeks burned.

Claire smiled faintly, as though sharing a private joke. “Perfect.”

The night stretched in a haze of small commands.

“Fold the napkin properly.”
“Hold Mistress’s glass while she adjusts her lipstick.”
“Stand and pull out my chair.”
“Kiss my hand when you sit again.”

Each act looked like chivalry to outsiders. But to him, each was a leash tug, a reminder that he was collared, caged, plugged, owned.

By the third glass, his cock was throbbing painfully in its cage. The plug buzzed in sudden, random pulses from Claire’s hidden remote. Every time it surged, he bit his lip, praying no one noticed.

Jenna leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re dripping. I can see the wet spot on your pants.”

His eyes widened in panic. “Mistress, please—”

“Shh,” she purred, pulling back. “Let them all wonder why you look so desperate.”

When the check arrived, Claire slid it across the table to him. “Pay.”

Michael fumbled for his wallet, hands trembling, humiliation searing as the waiter smiled politely. He knew nothing. He couldn’t. And yet Michael felt as though the whole bar was watching, knowing.

As they rose to leave, Jenna slipped her arm through his, her nails grazing the bulge of his cage. Claire leaned close, her whisper brushing his ear.

“You did well, Michael. Very well.”

Heat flooded him at the praise, humiliation and arousal twisting tighter than ever.

Back home, they didn’t let him undress. They dragged him into the living room, sat on the sofa, and made him kneel on the rug.

Claire stroked his hair. “You obeyed beautifully.”

Jenna tugged the D-ring on his collar, forcing his gaze up. “But don’t forget. You’re not a gentleman. You’re our property. And tonight, everyone in that bar saw it—even if they didn’t know what they were looking at.”

Michael’s cock throbbed uselessly in its cage. His chest heaved. His voice cracked as he whispered the only words he could.

“Yes, Ma’am. Yes, Mistress. I’m yours.”

They smiled above him, glasses raised in a silent toast.

And Michael realized public display wasn’t about exposure.

It was about proof. Proof that their leash extended everywhere, invisible but unbreakable.

And he was the one wearing it.


Chapter Sixteen – Owned Forever

Michael thought he understood submission now. He thought the collar, the cage, the plug, the ruined orgasm, even the public rituals were the boundaries of his new life. He was wrong.

Sunday evening, Claire and Jenna called him into the bedroom. The lights were low, candles flickering on the dresser. A bottle of wine sat open on the nightstand, half-empty glasses in their hands.

Claire sat on the bed in a silk slip, calm as always, serene in her control. Jenna lounged beside her in lace, her grin sharp, playful, dangerous.

Michael entered and dropped immediately into Present—knees spread, hands behind his back, eyes lowered. The collar gleamed around his throat, the cage bulged against his jeans, and his whole body trembled with anticipation.

“Good boy,” Claire murmured. “You’ve come a long way.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered.

Jenna tilted her head. “But do you understand where you stand now, little husband? Truly?”

He swallowed. “I belong to you. Both of you. Ma’am, Mistress. Always.”

“Words,” Jenna said, setting down her glass. She rose slowly, circling him like a wolf. “But we need more than words. Don’t we, Claire?”

Claire’s eyes softened, but her smile was final. “Yes. We need permanence.”

Michael’s chest seized. “Permanence, Ma’am?”

Claire set her glass aside and reached into the drawer. She drew out a small velvet box. Inside: a gleaming padlock. Not cheap brass, but steel, small and beautiful, engraved with two letters: C & J.

Michael’s breath caught.

Jenna leaned down, tugging his chin up. “Your cock is already ours. But now, your collar will be locked the same way. You’ll never take it off without us. Day or night, home or public. You’ll carry our mark forever.”

Tears pricked his eyes. “Please, Mistress—Ma’am—people will see—”

Claire stroked his hair, gentle, soothing. “We’ll give you scarves, excuses, whatever you need. But you’ll know. Every second, you’ll know you belong. That you’re owned. Forever.”

The plug surged inside him from the remote in her hand. He gasped, trembling, his cock straining helplessly against the cage.

“Do you accept?” she asked softly, lips brushing his ear.

His pride screamed. His body broke. His voice came raw, cracked. “Yes, Ma’am. Yes, Mistress. I accept.”

Jenna’s laugh was triumphant. She took the padlock, slid it through the D-ring at his collar, and snapped it shut with a decisive click. The sound echoed like a gunshot in his chest.

Claire kissed his forehead, her lips warm and tender. “Perfect boy. Perfect husband.”

Jenna shoved him onto the bed, straddling his chest, grinding down. “Say it again.”

His voice cracked. “I’m yours. Owned forever. Ma’am. Mistress. Always.”

Claire knelt beside him, stroking his cheek as Jenna’s strapon pressed against his lips. “Good boy. Serve her. Show her you understand.”

Michael opened his mouth, humiliation and arousal flooding together. The silicone slid between his lips, Jenna thrusting shallowly, controlling his breath, his moans. Claire whispered praise against his ear.

“You’re beautiful like this. Helpless. Collared. Locked. Perfect.”

His cock leaked uselessly in its cage, aching, desperate, humiliated beyond reason. And yet his heart beat steady with surrender.

When Jenna finally pulled free, strings of saliva dripping, she yanked his collar to meet her gaze. “Say it one last time. Make it real.”

Tears streamed down his cheeks. “I’m owned forever. Ma’am. Mistress. I belong to you.”

They smiled together, sealing him with their gaze, their hands, their bodies.

The lock gleamed in the candlelight, unbreakable.

And Michael knew, without doubt, that his marriage had ended—reborn into something darker, heavier, eternal.

He wasn’t a husband anymore.

He was property.


Epilogue – Bound in Forever

Spring came. The world moved on: neighbors planted flowers, children biked past the house, colleagues at work joked about vacations.

Michael moved too—but only within the leash Claire and Jenna had given him.

The collar never came off. The small steel padlock engraved C & J glimmered against his throat every morning when he looked in the mirror. He learned how to hide it under shirts and scarves, how to smile politely when coworkers asked about his “new fashion,” how to ignore the heat in his cheeks when he felt it tug at his neck during meetings.

The cage stayed locked, too. Weeks blurred into cycles of denial, teasing, ruined releases, begging. Every ache reminded him that his cock was theirs, never his. He stopped dreaming of touching himself. He dreamed of their hands, their voices, their praise.

The plug returned most nights. Sometimes small, buzzing low while he cooked dinner. Sometimes large, stretched wide while he served wine on his knees. Always under their control. Always a reminder.

One Saturday, they took him out again. Not the café this time, but the farmer’s market, bustling with people. Claire wore a sundress, Jenna her sunglasses and smirk. Michael carried their bags, collared, caged, plugged—the leash still only metaphorical.

Or so he thought.

Near the flower stalls, Claire reached into her purse and drew out a thin, elegant leather lead. She clipped it to his collar with a soft click.

Michael froze, blood rushing to his ears. “Ma’am—”

Her voice was quiet, absolute. “Walk.”

Jenna’s laugh was low, delighted. “Oh, this is perfect.”

They led him through the market, the leash short, subtle, but real. People turned. Some smiled, some stared, some whispered. Michael burned with humiliation, his cock straining uselessly in its cage, but his feet moved. He obeyed.

At the bakery stall, Jenna tugged the leash gently, forcing him to kneel and pick up the bag she’d “dropped.” He did, hands trembling, knees dusty. When he rose, she kissed his cheek with mocking sweetness. “Good boy.”

The vendor smiled, assuming it was a joke between lovers. Michael knew better.

That night, back home, Claire unlocked the leash but not the collar. She pulled him into her lap, stroking his hair like a pet. Jenna sprawled beside them, sipping wine, her bare foot rubbing against his thigh.

“You did so well today,” Claire whispered. “So obedient. So ours.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, tears pricking his eyes.

Jenna tugged the lock on his collar. “Tell us again.”

His voice cracked, but the words came easily now. “I’m owned forever. Ma’am. Mistress. I belong to you.”

They kissed him together—Claire’s lips soft, Jenna’s sharp.

And in that moment, Michael knew the leash would come out again. In public. In private. Wherever they wanted.

Because his marriage was no longer a partnership.

It was ownership.

And he was bound in forever.
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