
        
            
                
            
        

    
How My Wife Became My Mistress

It was a long journey of self-discovery for us over the years. Ever so slowly each of us got in touch with our true natures and we evolved into wife and husband/mistress and slave. Following is the tale of that evolution and how it culminated in years of marital bliss, she in her proper place, exalted above me, I in my own place subservient to her dominant will. Oddly it began with acts of womanly submission to my pleasure.

ONE: The Classic Fellatio

We had been married about a year and mostly had basic intercourse but my raven-haired olive skinned young wife had always shown fondness for sucking my cock, though she had yet to make me come while doing it. Then she developed a minor gynecological issue that ruled out intercourse for a couple of weeks. But she told me not to worry, she would give me blowjobs instead.

That very night she proved as good as her word. We got naked on our bed, making out and fondling each other and then she went down to suck me. I lay on my back enjoying for a while but then an impulse hit me and I slid from underneath her and stood up beside the bed with my thick erection jutting. Without the least hesitation, she hopped from the bed and went to her knees before me and I could tell from the gleam in her eye that the act was to be performed in classic fashion to the finish and she was perhaps more eager for it than I was.

She took me in her mouth and sucked, sliding lips and tongue along me, showering oral worship on my cock, clearly bent on driving me mad before she finished me. I knew I could come any time I wanted to and that when I did she would swallow so I took time to savor the precious moments, sometimes letting her suck of her own accord, sometimes grasping her hair and guiding her. Over and over I would push her away so my cock slipped from her mouth, then offer it to her again and I loved the way she so willingly took it back in her mouth each time.

At last, I could bear no more. My lust was inflamed to a painful pitch and my balls ached for relief. I took her head between my hands and began to fuck her mouth with abandon. She yielded, making her mouth into a silken vagina for me. I felt a hot sharp pleasure in my throbbing shaft and could feel the gush as I flooded her mouth with my teeming cream. She swallowed with a soft moan of hunger and told me she loved me with passion in her voice. Overcome, I knelt down and kissed her deeply, tasting my own rich sweet cum and told her I loved her too.

Our first sex act had been a fellatio. We met in college and she had singled me out for seduction. She was a sultry young thing and I fell without a fight. We went home from a bar to her place one night. She was afraid of getting pregnant and wouldn't have intercourse but she wanted to do something to pleasure and satisfy me so she sucked me until I came in her mouth. She swallowed it without the least reluctance, even seemed to relish it. My fate was sealed and I was hers forever after.

But, as it turned out I would be the one giving most of the “blowjobs” to her with my loving tongue over the course of our life together

TWO: Dirty Movies

We were first married in the days long before the internet, the DVD or even the VCR so access to porn was much more limited. But a movie theater downtown began showing adult films a couple of nights a week and one evening we indulged ourselves. We came home horny and it was clear we had found the key to lowering my wife's inhibitions. She had always liked sex but often could not let loose and get down and dirty. But watching the movie brought out the brazen harlot that lurked within her.

We went to the bedroom and stripped naked. Then she all but threw me onto my back on the bed and mounted me for a 69. I recall the lovely sight of her lowering her luscious raven haired cunt over my face as her lips closed on my shaft. We sucked and licked until we both came and not a drop of my cum was spilled as she swallowed it down. We lay for a while recovering and then she sucked me hard again and we fell into a long hard missionary fucking that propelled her to a multiple orgasm until I came again and collapsed upon her, as exhausted as if I had run a mile at a dead sprint.

Porno films became the staple of our sex life. We would watch until I saw her starting to fondle herself between the thighs and then I would go down to perform the cunnilingus to orgasm she insisted upon every time before she would permit me to enter her and take my own pleasure.

THREE: The Sixty-Nine

That first night at the movies whetted her appetite for the mutual act of oral pleasuring. We performed it often but it evolved over time. At first, she would take the top and I always loved my view of her hairy sex as she brought it down on me. But later she came to find the bottom position more comfortable. She would go quite wild when I began to lick her while I fucked her mouth but I became selfish and would often come in her mouth before I had satisfied her. Then I would be useless for the rest of the evening and she had to go to bed horny.

One night she laid down the law. From then on, the 69 was to be done solely for her pleasure and satisfaction. I was forbidden to come no matter how wildly she sucked me. She showed no mercy and it was clear she would accept no excuses.

But once I lost control and came but she sensed my impending ejaculation, pulled her mouth away and grabbed my cock, diverting it to the side so I shot my big load on the sheets beside her and was denied the pleasure of coming in her mouth. She pushed my face into her cunt and made me continue the cunnilingus until she came. Then she ordered me to change the bed sheets I had soiled, all the while chewing me out for making such a mess. I got stern lecture about how important it was for me to preserve my erection for her to enjoy as the evening's finale and how I had to earn the privilege of coming. As she continued to berate me her anger seemed to rise rather than fall.

She ordered me to bend over the bed and stick out my ass. I amazed myself at how quickly I obeyed. Her dominant tendencies were beginning to emerge and it was wildly exciting. Then she went to the closet and returned with one of my wide, heavy leather belts. I got my first spanking that night, a vigorous flagellation that broke the skin and made me cry like a weenie. It seemed we were both playing the roles we were meant to in our marriage. She had brought my own submissive tendencies to the surface.

When I broke down in tears it seemed to excite her again and she hopped onto the bed and I found myself with her oozing pussy being pushed into my face. I served her with an adoring passion not before attained in our marriage.

The 69 came to have a greater intensity. She would lie on her back and I would mount her, putting my face between her legs and surrendering my cock and balls to her wicked and voracious mouth. My organs became her favorite playthings. She would suck my shaft like a practiced whore and suck my balls into her mouth one at a time and run her tongue over them and chew them tenderly as if fantasizing about them being a snack. For my own part, I ate her in passionate desperation, knowing how angry and disappointed she would be if I came prematurely.

But always I would almost lose control and find myself fucking her mouth with helpless abandon wanting only to come but somehow holding back in obedience to her. That was just the way she liked it, knowing she was tormenting me, driving me mad, and loving my obedience. And despite all, I never failed her. She loved to come with my cock full in her mouth and her lips clenched tight on its base. Her wild cry of animal pleasure would be muffled by my meat in her mouth but her orgasms from this act were some of her best. She would ejaculate a salty wetness into my mouth and I would swallow it. Then she would allow me to mount her and fuck her, driving her mad with delight with my jackhammer thrusts, until I satisfied myself. I would then receive a deep kiss and warm hug and she thanked me for making her feel so good.

I only learned later on in life that the intensity of pleasure she got from the 69 was likely the result of having my cock part way down her throat while I performed the cunnilingus. Just like Linda Lovelace, and many other women as I gather, a cock down the throat enhances orgasmic pleasure due to a neural connection between the throat and the clitoris.

FOUR: The Rimming

We had a papasan chair, one of those big, cushioned bowls set in a metal frame. One evening she was in her nighty, settled into it comfortably, reading a book. She shifted position so that her skirt hiked up and exposed her pussy. I was on the couch watching and could not resist. I crawled across the room and went to my knees to give her cunnilingus. The book dropped from her hands and she settled back to enjoy until I brought her to an exquisite orgasm.

Then an urge took hold of me and I helped her to her feet and lifted the nightgown over her head, tossing it aside, leaving her naked. Then I had her go to hands and knees on the rug and went down behind her, pressing my face between her ass cheeks and licking her anus. She loved it and I continued for some minutes until she took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. She hopped onto the bed on hands and knees, offering her ass again and I went to work, licking her with passion as she shuddered in delight. Her arousal peaked and she rolled her hips, rubbing her cunt in my face to let me know I should eat her. I craned my neck back to get at her clit and she came again and all the harder. Then I mounted her from behind and took her, ejaculating heavily deep within her.

On subsequent nights when we lay abed and I felt the urge I would wake her by lifting her nightgown and slipping a finger between her cheeks to caress her anus as my offer to lick it for her. She never declined and she always finished with a deep and consuming orgasm. Then I would mount her, enter her and satisfy myself.

anilingus came to be one of her favorite dirty, guilty pleasures and like all such it was the most intense and irresistible. It was usually performed in bed with her lying on her back with her legs spread and her knees raised and me on my belly with my face buried in her cunt while I licked her nether hole. She would make me continue until her arousal reached a pitch that would make for the most intense and satisfying orgasm. She would roll her hips to signal her readiness and I would turn my attention to her clit and lick her hard until she came. From frequent such exercise my tongue became a tireless instrument of pleasure and I could give her maximum delight, uninterrupted, for as long as it pleased her.

I was expected to lick her anus upon demand, regardless of the state of her hygiene. When she was soiled, I would give her a tender and thorough cleaning before beginning the vigorous wriggling and slithering tongue work that would bring her sweet pleasure, excite her and prepare her to come. One evening when we were ready to settle into bed and watch a dirty movie by way of our VCR I walked by the open bathroom door and saw her on the toilet. She wiped once and none too thoroughly, kicked her panties off onto the bathroom floor, gave me a wicked and lewd smile and went to the bedroom to lie down. I knew within an hour or so I would be expected to lick her anus for her pleasure. Maybe she wanted to test me, to see whether I would decline. When the time came, I did not fail her but bent to my selfless and loving duty with a passion. The taste of her was sweet and her orgasm exceptional.

FIVE: The VCR

It was her idea. Looking back, it seemed like she was always the one with the naughty ideas. VCRs were just out on the market. At the time, we couldn't afford to buy one but they could be rented at stores that also rented videos, including adult films. One Friday night she dispatched me to one such establishment to get a VCR, a movie for our young kids and...one for us.

After the Care Bears movie, we put the kids to bed and sat in the living room to drink wine and watch the naughty-flick. Our couch and love seat were set at right angles arm to arm. I was in the love seat against the arm and she was on the couch against the arm too. The wild, naked revels on the screen held us spellbound. She was in her nightgown and she lifted it up to fondle herself. A guy in the movie went down to eat a woman's pussy and it sent me over the edge. I said I couldn't stand it and went down to my knees to lick her. I could tell she was loving it and I continued for several minutes until I heard sounds of mad delight from the movie and turned my head to look. She grabbed my hair and pulled my face back down between her legs, commanding me to continue. She had been well on her way to an orgasm and I had interrupted her and she wasn't going to stand for it. Her blatant expression of shameless lust drove me to serve her with a passion and soon she came hard. When she finished I all but threw her down to the floor, mounted her and came heavily and in blessed relief within a dozen thrusts.

SIX: The Classic Cunnilingus

The first night with the VCR only whetted our appetite and next Friday night we did it again. This time we were on each end of the couch as we watched. She was wearing a short sun dress with nothing on underneath. I just wore a pair of shorts. Barely fifteen minutes into the movie I heard her go "PSSSST!" I looked over to her and she was leaning in the corner of the couch with a gleam in her eye. She gestured downward with her head to direct my gaze lower and I saw she had her dress lifted and legs spread, exhibiting herself bold as woman can. There was no doubt of what she wanted and from that moment I wanted nothing more than to give it to her. I was on my knees with my face in her cunt in a heartbeat. Her woman scent dizzied me. She petted my head tenderly, shuddered in anticipation of her pleasure and settled back to enjoy my attentions. Within the minute, she was rolling her hips as the delight bore her away and in a minute more she let out a deep earthy sigh, clenched my head between her thighs and went to jelly in her satisfaction.

My only regret is that I didn't give her time to drift awhile in her afterglow and let her savor. But I was inflamed myself and tugged her off the couch so I could lay her down and fuck her. She was limp and barely conscious from the intensity of her climax and just lay spread out on the floor while I took my selfish pleasure.

But later I redeemed myself. We lay on the carpet naked and watching the rest of the movie. It excited me again and I went down once more to serve her even after having earlier filled her with my cum. That mattered not at all to me in my state and I think it turned her on that I would do that. I went down low to lick her anus for a while and soon she rolled her hips to signal her readiness. When I looked up I beheld in the soft light from the TV screen her pussy in its most rampant state of arousal, all tissues fully engorged, her vagina a yawning cavern in a hot pink wall. I fell to ardent tongue worship, showering adoration upon her, making her come again with the same power as before. Once again, she lay limp and languid and this time I let her savor until she stirred and invited me to mount her.

Then came another new wrinkle in our sex life. I had unloaded heavily inside her and we were lying on the carpeted floor of the living room, quite a distance from the bathroom. I would always hop out of bed after coming to fetch a wad of toilet paper for her to use as a cum swab. But the cum was running down from her cunt and threatening to sully the carpet and she could feel it. I started to rise and run to the bathroom but she grabbed my hand to hold me back, saying there was no time and I should just lick it up. Earlier I had ejaculated inside her and had gone down later to perform the cunnilingus again.

It just seemed to make sense to obey her and I went down to scoop up my cream with my cupped tongue and swallow it. And she loved it! She told me what a dear sweet husband I was for doing that and that she would expect me to do it every time. I cleaned her slowly, carefully and, above all adoringly. She became aroused again and I performed a third cunnilingus that memorable evening.

(7) "Those Orgasms Were Really Deep!"

We had been married twenty years and had a daughter and a son. One Saturday night we were settled into our bedroom ready to watch a dirty flick and drink wine. Our younger son was safely upstairs in bed and our sixteen-year-old daughter had gone out with her date for an hour or so to a restaurant nearby but was expected to return later to be picked up by some friends to go to a movie.

We didn't want to get down and dirty within our daughter's brief absence but we started the movie anyway, just to watch and get warmed up. We lay there in nightgown and nightshirt under the covers. Suddenly, after about twenty minutes my wife tossed back the covers, hiked up my nightshirt and started sucking me, saying between sucks that she was so horny she couldn't stand it. She sucked for a while longer, taking me to the brink of coming, then forced herself to stop and laid back down.

But I could tell from her tremulous breathing and fidgeting she was horny to the point of its being painful and I knew I it was my loving duty to give her relief. I hiked up her nighty and went down to lick her pussy. She resisted at first, saying she wanted to wait until later and that I mustn't come and bring the evenings pleasures to a premature end. I reassured her that I would wait until later and she should just relax. She yielded and I treated her to a sweet cunnilingus and an orgasm that brought her release from her torment. Then I lay back down beside her and placed her hand on my stiff cock and told her I would have it ready for her when she wanted it.

Our daughter came and went. Eating her pussy had inflamed my own desire and the scent of her that lingered in my nostrils made my balls ache for my own relief. But she had been satisfied for the time being and fended off my advances, saying she wasn't ready yet. She even made me rewind the movie back to the parts she had missed while I was serving her earlier. The movie was about two hours long and we watched all of it before she finally hiked up her gown, took my head between her hands and pushed me down between her legs to service her again. I pleasured her with a passion born of my own desperate desire and she convulsed, thighs clenching tight on my head, giving out three high pitched cries of ecstasy before going limp with a deep sigh of satisfaction. Then she let me mount her and welcomed me into her vagina to let me have my own relief. After I came she held me close to her breast and spoke words that were music to my ears: "Wow! Those orgasms were really deep!"

(8) The Quickie

Her parents came to visit one weekend when our kids were still pre-school. Due to one thing or another we hadn't had time to fuck for a couple of weeks. Saturday afternoon the grandparents took the kids to a matinee and we had our chance. The car was barely out of sight before we were naked in the bedroom. She flopped crosswise onto the bed and I piled on top of her, first kissing her mouth then going down to lick and suck her nipples, then kissing my way down over her belly while going to my knees to eat her pussy. Her sheer joy at the pleasures to follow was palpable and she put her feet on top of my head to push me down all the way, letting me know she wanted me to start by licking her anus to warm her up.

I went to my work with hungry passion, tenderly cleaning her first, the way she liked it, then probing and wriggling to please and arouse her. She soon reached her perfect pitch and rocked her hips to signal me. Half a minute of my tongue on her clit triggered a brutish climax and she came again when I climbed aboard and fucked her. We lay entwined in naked embrace, moaning softly in relief, and fell asleep, waking up barely in time to avoid embarrassment.

(9) Enhancements

As our sex life progressed it came to be more and more about her pleasure. She expected, demanded to achieve orgasm first and only then would I be allowed to have my own release. I willingly submitted, having found a taste for being dominated by her, and made it my mission to find ways to maximize her pleasure and enhance her orgasms.

This led me to doing research on line to improve my oral skills and performance in general. I surprised her one night with a trick I had discovered. I commenced the cunnilingus with, first probing her salty vagina deep with my tongue and fluttering it about, making her moan and gyrate. Soon she took my ears and guided me to her clit. I first plied my tongue with the utmost softness, letting her arousal build slowly, responding with more pressure when she urged me on. I settled into a soft but relentless side to side motion of the tongue, coaxing her along. Her elevated breathing and the tension of her body told me of her mounting desire but I held back until she rammed her cunt to my lips in wordless demand for release. I worked my tongue on her hard then and she came with a shudder and a deep breathy moan.

Then I tried the trick and it worked! I kept my tongue pressed lightly to her clit and made it tremble softly upon it. This set off a chain of half a dozen more orgasms. She grabbed my hair and held me as she came over and over, crying out each time, only pushing me away when her satisfaction was complete.

There was another trick I came up with on my own. One time when I rimmed her and she signaled me it was time to come I slipped my finger up her ass while I licked her clit. The orgasm that followed rocked her world and when I fucked her she came multiple times as well.

From then on when I rimmed her to readiness she would often push my hand down to let me know I should slip my finger in where my tongue had been to enhance her pleasure. I combined this with the trembling tongue trick and mama was a happy woman thereafter.

One New Year’s eve we went out to a party with several other couples. The wine flowed freely and everyone started making out. By the time we got home we were mad with lust. Our clothes soon lay in a pile on the bedroom floor and she grabbed me and fell backward onto the bed with her legs spread. She pushed my head down below her waist. Then I felt her feet on top of my head, pushing me down lower, the familiar signal that she wanted me to start by rimming her.

Her anus had such a rich and funky taste that night and I knew what from. I loved the way she took for granted that I would go down to lick her dirty asshole without hesitation and I poured out my passion upon her orifice. She kept me at it longer than usual, moaning in her enjoyment, until it seemed she could bear no more and her body demanded release. A roll of her hips urged me up to her clit while she pushed one of my hands downward as the signal I should insert my finger where my tongue had been. It was clear she was so inflamed it would take an enhanced orgasm to satisfy her.

And it was a seismic event. She gave out a primal and ferocious sound of maddest delight and urged me upward to fuck her. I was in the right groove, sober enough to get firmly erect but drunk enough that I was numbed a bit and was able to fuck her long and hard, driving her mad with pleasure.

(10) "That Book Made Me Horny".

One evening late we were sitting in the living room after the kids were put to bed. I was on the love seat watching TV and she was on the couch reading a book called "Thy Neighbor's Wife" a non-fiction bestseller about sex in America.

After an hour or so she got up from the couch, walked down the hall to our bedroom and came back carrying a quilt, which she proceeded to spread out on the floor.

"That book made me horny", she said. It wasn't a request but a statement of expectation. She was horny and I was going to satisfy her and that was that. I was wearing my nightshirt, which I promptly shed while she tossed her own nightgown and slipped from her panties. We laid down on the quilt with me on top of her, kissing deeply at first. Then, as expected I went down to suck her nipples until they were taut and wrinkled, then made my way lower to give her cunnilingus.

At that time, my oral skills were unrefined and but made up for my ignorance with passion and enthusiasm. I had yet to locate her clitoris with any certainty so it often took long for her to come. (I had read the book myself and it encouraged women to take charge in seeking their pleasure.) I began to lick her in my aimless way but she was in no mood to be patient and took her cue from the book. She took hold of my head and guided my mouth to the apex of her cunt, held me there and drove herself against my lips in silent command to lick her right there. I obeyed; her orgasm soon followed and it was exquisite for her. I cherish the memory of her firm but tender tutelage. Then she invited me to mount and fuck her.

Now for a confession on my part. Even with our active sex life I often masturbated in between time and had just happened to do so earlier that day. This proved to be not a bad thing because I was randy and erect as wood and able to give her a good long hard fucking before finally I came. Had I not beaten off earlier I would have come much sooner. When my hand strayed over her breasts I found her nipples hard and wrinkled when we started, to be soft and smooth, proof positive I had given her satisfaction. She wrapped arms and legs around me, sighed in contentment, and gave me a deep and grateful kiss.

But then I got caught and my secret was revealed. I would do my preparatory masturbation in secret, sometimes doing it in the bathroom behind locked doors. But sometimes the laundry had to suffice because the only opportunity came when she was using the bathroom.

One day at the right time of day for me to jerk off she happened to be taking a shower so I decided to take care of my business into the laundry tub downstairs. I thought I had time to get it done. I had just started to spurt when I heard her coming down the steps, saying there were no clean towels upstairs.

There I was with my dick in my hand, shooting off into the laundry tub. Rage filled her eyes and she told me to clean up my mess and come upstairs to the living room and explain myself. But she was waiting naked with belt in hand when I got there. I meekly pulled down my pants and knelt, bending over the seat of an armchair. The spanking was fierce and when she made me cry she pulled me back from the chair a bit and seated herself there. Then I had to explain myself and only the truth would do.

I told her I had been masturbating in the late afternoon on nights I knew we planned on sex so I could last so much longer when I fucked her. Anger seemed to vanish from her. She said she had noticed and much appreciated my improved performance. She had just a qualm or two. She didn’t like me to come without her permission. And she didn’t want me coming unless she could come too.

The spanking and my revelations made her horny. I was ordered to perform cunnilingus to even things out. After she had her orgasm she told me how it was to be going forward. At the appointed times she would seat herself in a chair with her legs spread and I would masturbate and ejaculate onto her cunt. Then I would lick up my leavings and give her oral pleasure.

And I set about to foster and encourage her dominant behavior. Every time she asserted her dominance I would bring her to orgasm to reward and encourage that side of her. Her dominant will grew stronger every day and I submitted to her joyfully.

And then there was the “make-up sex” that grew out of her use of the belt on my behind. If we would have some kind of fight or disagreement I would always give in and apologize. But she would still be cold and unforgiving unless, to show my sincerity, I would beg for a spanking. I would then get a stern flogging that would arouse her and then it would be down to my knees to serve her. I would make her feel my desperate contrition and my passionate adoration. Her orgasms were always exceptional. And she came to have a tendency to start fights so she could enjoy putting me in my place. And every time she did it I loved her more.

(11) Waking Up to a Dream.

There is nothing quite like being asleep and dreaming that you are having you cock sucked with a passion only to wake up suddenly and realize it is not a dream and your sweet, loving wife is doing it for real. This happened perhaps a dozen times. The first couple times I selfishly hopped on top of her and fucked her, then went back to sleep. But later I saw the light and let her suck me longer because I knew she loved to suck my cock when the mood was on her. I would go down on her and reward her gift to me with a loving cunnilingus to orgasm before I mounted her and took my own pleasure. Then I would go down again for cleanup duty.

(12) "Do You Want to Try Something Kinky?"

There were sometimes brief turnabouts in out dom/sub marriage. Once in a while she would be in the mood to submit to me and serve my pleasure. 

One Friday night during our customary dirty movie we were naked and fooling around. She started sucking my cock in a way that I could tell she was crazy horny and might also be in one of those submissive moods.

A wild idea came to me and I asked: "Do you want to try something kinky?"

She said "Yes!" with an eagerness suggesting she was ready for anything.

I went to the closet and got one of my neck ties and told her to roll over on her belly. She did so without the least hesitation and I used the tie to bind her hands behind her back. Then I roughly dragged her from the bed and forced her to kneel and suck my cock. We played our roles to perfection, I her cruel, evil and lustful captor, she my captive, helpless, at my mercy, with no choice other than to serve my twisted desires.

I was rough with her, taking a harsh grip on her hair and forcing her head back and forth, then slowing down and making her suck slowly while I moaned in my delight. She worshipped my cock for me, giving up all dignity for the sake of my enjoyment. At length, I wanted only to come and I took her head between my hands and fucked her mouth until I felt the welling ejaculation and then the hot pleasure as I gushed her mouth full of my rich and teeming cream. She swallowed with loving submission and said she loved me so much.

I was overcome with tender gratitude, knelt to kiss her, tasting the cum in her mouth. I untied her and helped onto the bed. She lay back on it crosswise and I went to my knees, pressing my mouth to her pussy, offering her oral pleasure to reciprocate mine. But, to my surprise she declined saying "I'm OK. Those blowjobs do it for me!" It seemed the dear sweet woman could come spontaneously when I came in her mouth and be satisfied and love me all the more for it.

I was thrilled by the discovery of this new pleasure and on several subsequent evenings I bound her hands and made her kneel and satisfy me. But she grew tired of this act and one night as she knelt before me bound she declined to suck my cock, saying she didn't like doing that any more. Frustrated and just wanting to come, I stepped behind her and forced her over to an armchair we had next to the bed. When she knelt before it I put my hand behind her head and pushed her face down into the seat cushion. Then I knelt, mounted her and took her from behind, rutting like a beast until I came heavily deep inside her. It was a brief and selfish act on my part but her whimpers of delight betrayed how much she loved acting out the rape fantasy.

But then her dominant will reasserted itself. She stood and turned around, grabbed me by the hair, dragged me over to the bed and made me bend over the foot of it. The belt was ready at hand and she took it up and gave me a spanking until I cried. Then she laid back on the bed and spread her legs, pulling my face toward her cunt. My big load of cum was smeared all over her bush and running down over her pussy and asshole. She said she’d had enough of that foolishness and I should clean her up and then get her off. I licked and sucked her clean and then rimmed her with adoring passion until she rolled her hips to let me know it was time for orgasm. I went to her clit and slipped a finger gently into her anus to enhance her climax. My reward was a heavy gush of her salty cum into my mouth. I gulped it down and I could feel our mutual delight in her turn back to dominance.

(13) The Sucking Tease.

She did love to suck my cock and came to love it more and more when she discovered what a helpless state she could reduce me to once my cock was in her mouth. She could torture me with pleasure, make me moan and writhe and beg. I would lose all control and selfishly try to come but she rarely allowed me to because I would then be useless for her own pleasure. Even my efforts at cunnilingus would suffer from lack of passion and my cock would be limp, possibly not to rise again that evening.

She became adept at coaxing me to the brink, letting me feel the first twinge of orgasm before pulling away with a giggle, leaving me gasping. Then she would start all over, taking me to the edge again and again. But on the rarest of occasions, she would take me all the way. In her delightfully wicked mind, my dear wife knew she could sow the seeds of false hope in me by letting me come just once in a great while, making me even more at her mercy all the other times.

And her reward was in my passionate attentions when it came time for me to serve her pleasure.

(14) Upon Her Command

My woman was not bashful about expressing her desires.

It was routine for me to first pleasure her orally and then she would want me to mount her and fuck her in the missionary position. Soft tender lovemaking was not her style. She preferred me to fuck with all my might and one word sufficed for instruction when I climbed on top of her: "Hard!"

I would then comply by rutting like a randy beast and she would grab ahold of the headboard and hang on for the ride. Often, if I started to come too soon I would pause to let it subside, then continue, pausing and restarting repeatedly in an effort to delay my ejaculation and prolong her pleasure. But I would always end up clinging at the very brink, every muscle tense, just a couple of thrusts away from coming and fearing to move lest matters come to a premature end. Then she would show me mercy, wrap her legs around me and hold me close, then whisper one word in my ear: "Come!"

I would finish and collapse in blessed relief. She said she liked to feel my helpless desire for her and the way I relaxed upon her in my satisfaction.

In her job as a social worker, she visited the homes of many people. On one such visit to a woman's house she saw a sculpture of a nude woman settled back in a chair with her legs apart and a man on his knees before her just leaning in to begin oral pleasuring.

When she came home from work that day she told me about the sculpture and said she was so horny she could barely keep the car on the road while driving home. I was dispatched to the video and liquor stores to get wine and a movie after being told that she was in urgent need of cunnilingus and I would be expected to perform the act as soon as possible after the kids had been put to bed. And she could know for sure when the time came that she could ease back on the bed and part her legs and her loving man would go down to do his duty and use his adoring tongue to satisfy her.

(15) Making Up for Lost Time

There were lulls in our sex life over the years. After one such hiatus of perhaps a month or more for reasons I can't recall we rented a movie and got some wine and settled in to watch the lurid proceedings on screen until she was aroused and ready to go.

As expected I went down on her as she lay on her back with legs spread, first giving her pussy some lapping strokes and then going down to the bottom to caress her anus with my tongue. She always kept me at it for a long time because she loved my tongue up her ass but this time she kept me at it much longer than usual. The formula for rimming was simple: maximum effort gave her maximal pleasure and with frequent and prolonged rimming my tongue had become a tireless instrument. But lack of tongue exercise over the hiatus had caused loss of conditioning in my tongue muscles so fatigue set in and my efforts waned.

Thinking she had to be ready to come after such a long rimming I went up unbidden to lick her clit. But she spurned my efforts by not responding, making it clear I was expected to go down to the bottom again and continue. I obeyed, redoubling my efforts and fighting fatigue. But she remained as she was with knees raised, just enjoying as I reamed her hole, giving no signal of readiness for orgasm.

My tongue tired again and I thought for sure by now she had to be ready so I went up to offer service to her clit but again I was spurned. Then the realization came to me: The poor dear woman hadn't had a good ass licking for well over a month and it was my duty to make up for lost time. Summoning a supreme effort, I dove down, used my fingers to open her hole so I could get my tongue in deeper and steeled myself against tongue fatigue. I gave her the rimming of her life, continuing without respite until she finally rolled her hips to invite me up to finish her. I slipped my finger up her ass to enhance her climax and the orgasm was all but seismic. Then she held her legs apart in welcome and offering and I mounted her to take my reward within the wet slippery warmth of her vagina. I had to lap up quite a load when I went down for cleanup.

(16) Our Friendly Pharmacist

As my age crept into my forties erectile dysfunction set in slowly. Sad to say I let it go perhaps a year too long without dealing with it, hoping my failures were only temporary. I could always bring her to orgasm with my tongue and never failed to do so but in the end, after she came she would spread her legs and offer her warm recess to my cock but even with an eager pussy waiting to welcome me I could not rise.

Finally, I had to admit it to myself and secretly visited my doctor. I came home with a free sample of some pills and the next night we lay down to fuck I surprised her with a vigorous erection. Where night after night for so long I had struggled to enter her I now plunged in deep, bringing a gasp of delight from her as I went to rutting hard, just the way she liked it.

Indeed, thanks to science, I fucked like hadn't since I was a young randy buck. I took to masturbating in secret in the afternoons before our Saturday night romps. Then I would be horny when the time came and able to get pleasingly hard but unable to come without Herculean effort. Sometimes I couldn't even come at all but just fucked her until I had to roll to the side exhausted. This treated her to some fucking that drove her out of her mind with delight. She had long, rolling multiple orgasms. Her favorite position was when I hoisted her legs to rest her ankles on my shoulders. She would cry out in joyful anticipation of the orgasms to follow when I lifted her. It was a strenuous position for me but It aligned my cock perfectly with her G spot and my driving thrusts would trigger burst after burst of orgasmic pleasure. Things would reach a crescendo and I would come, it seemed, just before my heart burst, and collapse upon her in exhaustion. I would roll to the side to lie gasping for breath while she lay contented, sighing in sweet afterglow, a woman properly serviced by her loving man. And then her loving man would go down to willingly degrade himself by licking his mess from her sated pussy, making her enjoyment complete.

(17) The Initiator

Thinking back, she was almost always the one who initiated sex. Most Friday and Saturday night were reserved for fucking but sometimes other things got in the way of that and any night of the week had to do. For example, she would remind me on Thursday that we were going out of town on a given weekend so I had better go and get some wine and a movie so we wouldn't miss out on our fuck for the week.

But often she would just order up sex at any time or any day. I would be dispatched to the video and liquor stores any time she happened to feel horny. And she could know for sure that later in the evening she could ease back comfy on the bed, spread her legs and I would go down to lick her asshole, eat her pussy, make her come and then give her the good hard fucking she craved as a finale. All she had to do was say the word.

(18) The Ultimate Evening.

One blessed night we settled in as was customary on Friday and Saturday nights with wine and a naughty flick to warm us up. I emptied my first glass of wine and had to get up and walk around the end of the bed to refill it from the bottle on the nightstand on her side of the bed.

She lay on her side, facing away from me, head propped up on her hand, engrossed in the nasty deeds on the screen. Her short sun dress was hiked up above her waist, exposing and presenting her ass. I was already horned up and couldn't resist. I went down and pressed my face between her cheeks and caressed her anus with my slithering tongue. She usually rebuffed my advances early in the evening because she wanted to become maximally aroused by watching the movie.

But this time, though she flinched and stiffened at first, she could not resist my offer of one of her favorite pleasures. She lifted her right leg high, grabbing her ankle to hold herself apart, so I could slip my head up between her thighs from behind. Then she enfolded me in a heavenly headlock as I went to work on her anus with a tongue made tireless from many years of rimming her hard and long.

I was in heaven there, my face smothered in the pussy I adored as I licked her hole. She took control, forcing herself over and over against my lips to urge me to greater effort, always demanding more from my slithering tongue. And that organ rose to the occasion as never before. I could tell my worshipful subservience and the novel position gave her rare delight.

I lost myself in it all and let her have her way until at last her body must have screamed for release. She made the familiar rolling motion of her hips and I went upward to find her pulsing little pink orb. Orgasm struck her with one great surge. She convulsed and let out a deep breathy grunt of animal pleasure and satisfaction before going limp and rolling onto her back.

I went up to mount her and have my way as was customary but then my darling wife, the queen who reigned over my universe, outdid herself in grand style. Instead of welcoming me into her warm wet vagina she fended me off and said she was not going to let me come yet. All that preceding week she had been looking forward to performing a 69 and she would not be denied.

She ordered me to start the two-hour movie all over so she could see what she had missed. I would be expected to watch the whole thing with her so she could get horny again and then I would have to satisfy her in the way she had been longing for all week.

I was already beside myself with desire from the taste of her pussy and ass and the joy it had given me to service her. But I obediently restarted the movie and laid myself down beside her naked with a throbbing erection with precum oozing from it. We lay facing each other, heads propped up on elbows and I caught her glancing often at the stiff cock that awaited her when she was ready for it. My balls began to ache like those of a teenager in the back seat with a reluctant virgin.

I fidgeted and fondled myself and often caught her grinning in lustful amusement at my plight. Half way through the movie I made a move, leaning over to kiss her while stroking her pussy, pleading with her but she rebuffed me and insisted on watching the whole two hours.

I laid down on my back, averting my eyes from the lurid scenes on the TV screen to temper my desperate longing but she noticed and she ordered me to watch. With half an hour of movie left she started feeling frisky and went down to take my cock in her mouth. I knew it was just going to be the usual sucking tease but once she had me in the grip of her lips and tongue I surrendered to false hope as always and fell to fucking her mouth. I felt the first twinge of impending ejaculation and a further hardening of my cock but she felt that too and pulled away a split second before I went over the brink, leaving me gasping, near sobbing.

She chuckled wickedly and told me to keep watching the movie until the final cum shot. The movie ended and she pulled me over to her, now in the throes of her own lust and wanting to be satisfied. First, she kissed me deeply in a manner bespeaking passion and possession and had me lick and suck her nipples until they were hard and wrinkled. Then it was time to offer up my aching and throbbing organs to her voracious mouth. I reversed myself on top of her and lowered them to within her reach. Before she engulfed me, she repeated her admonition against my coming

I buried my face in her pussy, nose up in her vagina and began to serve her. Her sucking rose to new heights of cruel artistry. I felt my junk being all but devoured piece by piece, each of my balls getting the full benefit of her attentions, sucked into her mouth, licked and chewed softly; my cock feeling her lips and tongue where she knew to torment me with pleasure.

How I kept myself from coming I will never know. But I knew that even in my desperate state and despite her artful ministrations no excuses would be accepted should I erupt. There would only be anger, disappointment for her and humiliation and a spanking for me.

She took hold of my hips and urged me to mouth fuck her as she approached her climax. I rutted within her silken oral vagina while licking hard on her clit. I felt myself going over the edge and clamped down with my internal musculature to stem the tide. But just in time she clasped me in the grip of her arms and thighs and convulsed in a surge of ecstasy, gushing salty wet into my mouth. Her orgasmic cry of pure satisfaction was muffled by my cock full down her throat.

I pulled free of her mouth and turned to mount her. She opened her legs and welcomed me inside. My rutting was brief and brutish and I felt my balls contracting with every hot spurt of my cum as I emptied myself inside her, all ache and longing relieved in a great gushing.

It seems that from the first moment my tongue touched her anus she made a decision. Even though the 69 was her preferred pleasure for that evening she felt confident in her womanly capability to achieve multiple orgasms. There was no reason for her to deny herself her other favorite pleasure. She would enjoy a good ass licking and a satisfying orgasm, then assert her dominance over me and put me in my place. She was the boss in the bedroom. It was clear I was her slave and my body was her plaything and I adored her more than ever. The worshipful joy I felt when she lapsed into the throes of her ecstasy was just as good as coming for me and no night of pleasure could be complete unless I satisfied her first.

In the morning when we woke up I got down on my knees beside the bed and told her how I had loved the special evening before and how I loved the way she had made me feel so much like I belonged to her completely as her slave and sex plaything, a means to her pleasure. I had loved being obedient to her commands and serving her pleasure with no expectation of reciprocation.

She kissed me and said it had been a kind of epiphany for her as well and that our relationship was to go to another level. Much more would be demanded of me before I would be granted the reward of coming. I was to be subservient to her in every way. She would no longer lift a finger around the house. I would cook, clean and do the laundry while she lounged about, with me always naked and her clothed or naked at her option. I was happy to accept my new place in life.

To make sure I fully understood the implications she tossed back the covers of the bed and laid on her back with legs parted. I didn’t need to be told what her expectation was and was down upon her with my face between her thighs and caressing her with loving tongue in a twinkling. Then and there I was to be introduced to the greater depth of submission she would expect. She grabbed my hair and pushed me back and our eyes met as she recited what amounted to a brief poem.

“I need to pee and you will drink from me!”

She chuckled at her foray into the poetic and gave me a wordless command by way of an impatient glare. I hastened to enfold her apex within my lips and she let the warm, pungent golden flow fill my mouth. I braced myself to endure the degradation but my first taste instead sparked a thirst that would always remain with me. The nectar poured from the body I adored. I could only wonder what more might lie ahead and found myself with an eager anticipation of whatever it might be. Imbibing her nectar any time of day or night became routine from then on and I thirsted for every drop. And she would always hold it for me at the end of her workday so my pent up thirst could be quenched by the abundance of the golden flood.

19) The Cage.

Life under the new order of thing began that very day. In addition to my job I had the household duties. If she happened to be home while I went about my chores would sometimes please her to enjoy a cunnilingus. Just a snap of her fingers would summon me from where ever I might be in the house and I would hurry to the living room to find her waiting in her recliner with legs spread, drumming her fingers impatiently. Once I had satisfied her she would push me away dismissively with her foot and I would return to my chores.

But there was another aspect of this new order. She began to deny me orgasm even if I had served her with adoring passion and brought her to two or more exquisite orgasm on Saturday movie nights. She said she sometimes just wasn’t in the mood anymore after my oral pleasuring and perhaps she would let me come next week.

Needless to say it was a torment of aching balls for me over the course of those following weeks. She had, of course, admonished me to refrain from masturbation. But being male, I was easy prey to my urges and one day when I was cleaning the bathroom I weakened and sought quick release by jerking off into the toilet. And, just my luck, she opened the door and caught me. After I had licked up my cum from the toilet and floor per her command the spanking was severe as I bent over the bed with my offending organs getting the brunt of it as she swung the cruel belt up between my legs from behind.

I ate her pussy in a state of abject contrition and apologized profusely, begging her forgiveness. But she told me words were not enough and only actions would earn her forgiveness. She left it to me to figure out what those actions might be.

It was my feelings of guilt at having failed her that hurt the most and I racked my brain for days for a way to prove my sincerity. Then it came to me in a flash. I went online and placed an order to be delivered overnight. When the item arrived I gift wrapped it and that evening after I had cleaned up the supper dishes and she was comfortably installed in her recliner I fetched it and went to her on bended knees, holding out the package. I told her I had found what I hoped would be the solution to the problem and that I hoped she would like it.

She stripped away the wrapping and opened the blank cardboard discreet shipping box and removed the gift. She looked puzzled at first, but then her eyes gleamed as she held up the shiny, gold plated cock cage with its small padlock. I made haste to point out a special punitive feature of the device, four threaded, sharp pointed studs at the glans end that could be tightened with an included screw driver to poke into my glans, one on top, one on each side and one on the bottom that would pierce the ultra-sensitive spot just below my tip. And then there was the key on its gold chain.

She was quick slip my organ into the cage and close the lock. I confessed to my continuing feelings of guilt at having selfishly given in to my urges and I begged her to tighten the studs a bit for the sake of ongoing punishment. I didn’t have to ask twice and she showed no mercy. After a few turns of each screw the points bit hard enough that I quivered and grimaced. The excitement of the moment had made me fully erect, enhancing the pain from the sharp points as my swelling organ strained within the cage. She told me I must endure without whining or more turns of the screws awaited me.

She was wearing just a red silk robe tied off and the waist. She untied it, exposing her nudity beneath and slipped the key’s chain over her head. The key hung down into the cleft between her full firm breasts. She spread her legs, raised her knees and rested her ankles on the arms of the chair. No words passed, just a snap of her fingers and a pointing to her cunt.

My face was buried there in a heartbeat. Years of deep intimacies with her beloved pussy had made me keenly aware of the cues of her readiness for orgasm. Some pro forma licking of her parts quickly gave me to know her state of arousal was already urgent and I closed my lips upon her apex, taking her turgid pink orb between them while I sucked and licked. The thrill of the moment brought cataclysm, as she shuddered and convulsed and a ferocious cry of brute ecstasy was torn from her depths. Her salty gush flooded my mouth and I gulped it down.

She melted over the chair and, as always in the interim between orgasms I went down to the bottom to put my tongue to her orifice. I licked with tender passion, hoping to express my penitence for betraying her trust while I whimpered softly from the searing sting of the points.

Her arousal rekindled gradually, communicated to me by a rolling of her hips, pressing her anus against my lips and I plied my practiced and tireless tongue with growing vigor, probing into her sphincter, wriggling and slithering. She rammed with her hips to urge greater effort and soon tugged me upward by the ears while shoving my hand downward, her signal to slip my finger in where my tongue had just left. As always this enhancement caused a soul shredding climax as I finger fucked her gently with tongue upon her clit. 

One more repetition of the same finally completed her satisfaction. She slumped limp and languid in the chair for nearly half an hour before declaring it to be bedtime. She made me crawl behind her to the bedroom but granted me the mercy of withdrawing the painful points so I could sleep.

It had been Friday night and when we awoke Saturday morning it was the beginning of a weekend of exquisite pleasure for her and excruciating torment for me. With both of us stark naked she led me to the living room and made me kneel at her feet as she retightened the screws and produced a pair of nipple clamps connected by a chain with a weight attached to its center. She said she had ordered these some time ago but had been bashful about using them up until then. But my offense had been grievous enough to warrant prolonged and severe punishment. She clipped a clamp onto each nipple, making me flinch and yelp. The clamps could be tightened by turning thumb screws and she gave each several turns, then tightened the screws in the cage further.

She settled into her chair and assumed the position, offering her pussy. First I got a deep drink of her strong morning nectar and then it was a prolonged oral pleasuring. Three orgasms sufficed for her to be relaxed and content for the time being and I was dispatched to the kitchen to prepare her breakfast.

When I fetched the omelet, bacon and toast to her on a tray she extended the footrest of the recliner and ordered me to lick her feet while she enjoyed her meal. I lost myself in the sweet indignity of it, licking between her toes and sucking on the big ones while massaging her soles with my hands. She sighed in her enjoyment.

Saturday was chore day and my first task was to scrub the kitchen floor on my hands and knees with the heavy weight dangling painfully from my tender nipples. Both bathrooms required the same.

Then it was time to vacuum and dust while she lounged and watched erotic movies while often watching me with a cruel gleam in her eyes. Periodically her arousal would peak and she would summon me to serve her orally before resuming my chores. So went Saturday, and Sunday was more of the same as she found new chores for me in neglected parts of the house. At bedtime she removed the cruel clamps and loosened the screws.

Monday morning after her ritual pleasurings we both got ready to head to work. By then a severe ache had blossomed in my balls, making it hard for me to concentrate all day. When I got home at day’s end she was already there, settled into her recliner with her skirt hiked up and panties lying on the floor. Words were not needed. I groveled to her and served her with passion until she lay softly content.

She told me she was loving this new arrangement and all she could think about at work was me being out there locked up with my balls aching. Her total control over my sexuality excited her wildly and she had kept fondling the key that hung down between her breasts, reveling in her power over me.

The weekday work days passed and my ache worsened steadily. And with each passing day the passion of my oral attentions escalated along with that of my ache.

She had told me I would be granted release every Saturday night if I endured without complaining. But as the days of that first week passed she found my passionate pleasuring growing each day. Longed for Saturday night came as I anticipated sweet relief from my blueballs. But she dashed my hopes, telling me she had found the quality of my head growing with each day of denial and she was sure that denial was the cause of it. She could not deny herself the exceptional pleasure that resulted and informed me I would have to endure for another week before she would CONSIDER letting me come, but I should not necessarily get my hopes up. She had not even ruled out never letting me come again.

My ache that the quality of my cunnilingus escalated through the days of the following week. I endured without complaint and I was torn with anxiety as Saturday arrived. I knelt half doubled over from the ache before her as she sat in her chair regarding me with a playful look of lust in her eyes. Hope was born when she released me from the cage. My organ sprang up to nearly vertical.

She told me I had been a good boy and my exquisite pleasuring and patient enduring had earned me the reward that good boys get. I would be allowed to come not just once, but until I had expelled every drop of my pent up ejaculate, but there was a catch. First we would perform a 69 and I would be allowed to cum in her mouth provided I brought her to orgasm first. She said that all week she had been getting hungry for the big creamy load I must surely have stored up. But if I came first there would be a severe spanking and a month in chastity.

She laid on her back and I took the top as she preferred, lowering my organs within the reach of her lascivious mouth. First she sucked each of my aching balls in and licked them as I buried my face in her cunt with nose up her musky vagina. I put my tongue to her clit while she began to suck me like a practiced whore, showing no mercy, doing all she could to make me come first.

She took hold of my pelvis in both hands and pushed up and down, urging me to mouth fuck her to maximize the stimulation of my cock plunging down her throat. How I managed to refrain I will never know. I felt the welling up in my balls and the first twinge in my cock as it hardened further with the approach of my orgasm. I clamped down tight and sucked her clit with abandon. Just in time she gave out her muffled cry of ecstatic satisfaction and I let go, feeling my balls contract with each heavenly and releasing spurt. I heard her moan softly and swallow deeply.

I rolled off of her and she opened her arms wide to embrace me and kiss me deeply, invasively. I smelled my sweet cum on her breath and found she had saved a lot for me in her mouth. She rolled me over onto my back and let it flood my mouth with its rich sweetness. Then she said how delicious it had been and now I was to be allowed to enjoy her other two pleasure orifices until I was drained of cum.

She sucked me hard again and laid on her back, parting her legs to invite me into her vagina. My first ejaculation had dampened me to the point where I lasted long for her, rutting with abandon, driving her mad with pleasure until I erupted deep inside. I was, of course, expected to go down to lick up my mess.

Lastly, she sucked me back to erection and assumed the position on hands and knees like a bitch in heat. She instructed me to scoop her poon from her pussy and use it to lubricate her hole and my cock to ease my entry into that tight orifice. She flincher and gave out a yelp of mingled pain and pleasure as my organ stretched her tight hole. In and out I went as she clenched and released along my length, coaxing the last load from me far sooner than expected. My cock slipped out of her cleanly, leaving my load contained within her. She made me lie on my back and open my mouth as she squatted over it. With a pressing down she expelled my brownish cream into my waiting, willing mouth and I swallowed it down.

She informed me that the standard term of denial would now be two weeks with this being my reward, unless of course pleased her to extend my denial for any reason or none at all. I blubbered my words of gratitude.

20) Epiphany

We regularly watched porn videos on the big screen TV to get warmed up for whatever sexual enjoyment for her and degradation for me my wife happened to be in the mood for. More and more she began to focus on mistresses putting the strapon cock to their slaves.

One Sunday afternoon, in the midst of such a video she made me assume a position on elbows and knees on the bed with my head across my forearms. Soon I felt an insertion into my anus, just a small one at first, then another larger and another larger still and I realized she had three fingers into me and soon there were four. She began to fuck me with them and I began to like it. I rocked back and forth in rhythm to her fucking, moaning softly. She chuckled lewdly: “You like it don’t you?” I could only whimper my reply: “Oh yes! Please don’t stop!”

She took hold of my hair and tugged me up to hands and knees. The video on the screen had been replaced by a website the sold sex toys. The mouse cursor went to a picture of strapons and soon an array of faux cocks of various shapes and sizes appeared. She selected a style of mock organ that had a vaginal insertion for her pleasure and that would pulse and vibrate. The next screen showed an array of sizes with the smallest on the left, growing progressively larger.

She told me it was time for her to be the one who wore the real cock in the house. She had been thinking of fucking me with such for a while and now it was to be time. She said I was free to choose which size cock she would use to deflower me, subject to her veto, of course. I pointed to the smallest size on the far left. It was perhaps an inch in diameter and eight inches long. She just laughed and promptly vetoed my selection, choosing instead a cock three sizes larger in the array, a good two inches in diameter and twelve long. I begged her to choose one that was at least a bit smaller. But she refused and asked one simple question.

“Do you love me honey? Really?”

“Yes!”

“Then why won’t you accept this?”

“It’s so big! It will hurt!”

“Of course it will hurt dear! I want it to hurt the first time I stick it in you! The thought of it is so exciting! But don’t worry sweetie. I’ve done some research on this. Once I get you fully stretched out you will start to enjoy it and I will make you come. I will come too, of course. It’s time to prove your love darling. I want this! I want my cock to reign supreme! Now trust me my love! I have reason to know you will come to adore my cock and long for it!”

I gave in: “Okay! I do want to prove how much I love you! I’ll do anything you want me to!”

She made me place the order by overnight shipment. It had been Sunday and the package arrived Monday afternoon. And that weekend had been the one of my release and reward. We had both called in sick to work in honor of the occasion.

The delivery driver rang the doorbell and she ordered me to fetch the package. She ripped the package open with her bare hands in her excitement. The cock was enclosed in a finely crafted walnut box with a red felt liner. A tube of KY was included and also a charging cord that could be plugged into the false balls, which contained long lasting lithium batteries to power the vibrations.

Both of us were already naked as was customary when we were alone together. Her eyes were gleaming as she picked up the big mock organ. I was on my knees before her as usual and she held it in front of my face and ordered me to install it upon her.

She stood with legs parted wide and I slipped the vaginal bulb into her. The straps were of clear silicone, nearly invisible. She stepped away from me so I could have a good look at her with the big dick jutting. I felt my anus puckering in a mingling of fear and a newfound long to be penetrated by my beloved goddess.

Just for fun she made me go to hands and knees and mounted my back for a ride to the bedroom where there was a big wall hung mirror. She stood before it with me kneeling beside her and she gushed in her delight at what she saw.

“Oh honey! It looks like I was born with it! Indeed I had to agree. The big dick protruded from her raven haired pussy with shocking realism and she exuded a dominant power that made me long for my inevitable unmanning, though fear of the pain lingered.

But I soon got both disappointment and relief. I had been drained of cum just on Saturday night. She said she wanted the experience to be intense for me so I would have to serve my two weeks of denial. But in the meantime I would have to master a certain duty. If I was to become a proper cock whore I would have to learn to perform the deepthroat fellatio.

There was a button at the base of the cock that would trigger the vibrations. She pressed it and the big faux cock pulsed and hummed. Then and there before the mirror she ordered me to suck. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Soon I felt the big, flared glans go past my lips.

At first she was content to let me run my tongue around it for a few minutes. The she put a hand behind my head to force the shaft deep into my mouth and she commanded me to run my lips and tongue along the length my mouth could hold. My head went back and forth as she sighed in growing excitement from my submission and the pulsing vibrations of the cock upon her lady parts.

But soon enough it was time for the ultimate test. She took my head between her hands and pressed the glans against my gullet. I gagged at first and tried to pull away but she was relentless, forcing it upon me ever harder while exhorting me to prove my love by taking it down the throat.

I failed at first and she slapped my face hard, but then pleaded with me, appealing to my love the longing to make her happy and give her pleasure that had been the foundation of our marriage. My selfless instincts took hold and I did all I could to open my throat to her. There was a sudden giving and a soft pop as the rim of the glans passed through and slid well down my throat.

She gasped in her delight and rammed her hips forward to drive it deeper. Inch by inch she drove it farther down my throat. At the last I found my nose pressed into her fragrant raven bush, feeling its tickle on my face. My surrender was complete and I resolved to serve her like a practiced whore.

She pulled out so just the glans was between my lips and then pressed forward again. It took several tries but I finally learned to open my throat to her and take the full length down smoothly.

She had been patient at first, despite her growing arousal from the vibrations. But once I had mastered the duty she began to gullet fuck me with abandon, hips rolling and gyrating as my head went back and forth, the cock going in and out in accelerating rhythm.

Orgasm struck hard, buckling her knees as she rammed down my throat one last time. I felt her melting into afterglow as her legs went rubbery and I wrapped my arms around her hips to hold her upright. Her back was arched and her arms hung limp behind her. When she finally firmed she hugged my head tight against her with the cock still down my throat and told me how much she loved me.

There would be daily practice during the two weeks leading up to the Saturday night of my deflowering. Cock sucking replaced pussy licking as her means of achieving orgasm during this time. I was amazed at my own ability to take the big thing down smooth as silk and satisfy her without fail several times each day. And my balls ached in my longing for the climactic moment to come.

The yearned for Saturday night finally came. She denied herself orgasm all that day, wanting to be randy as possible for the occasion. My throbbing ache was nearly unbearable.

Unknown to me she had acquired a sticky yoga mat that would give her leverage and traction and also ensure the Persian rug on the living room floor where she meant to deflower me would not be sullied by my cum. She had rolled it up and hidden it under the couch. I was ordered to fetch it out and lay it over the rug. I had become practiced at installing the cock upon her but that night my hands trembled as I did so in my mingling of fear and excitement. Then she made me suck for a minute or two, getting the big dick wet and ready to penetrate me.

Wasting no time she commanded me to assume the position on elbows and knees with my face on my forearms and ass raised in offering. She knelt behind me and toyed with and teased me a bit, sticking a finer in my tight, quivering orifice and remarking on how small and tight my hole was compared to the size of her cock. And she hinted that perhaps just my spit would serve as lubrication and asked if I loved her enough to endure that pain for the sake of her pleasure. When I acquiesced she gave me a playful slap on the ass and told me my submission had earned me mercy.

I felt a cool, gooey trickle down my crack and then a probing of her finger as she lubed my orifice in preparation for her entry. Then I felt a pressing against my hole that felt like the end of a log. She encouraged me to relax to ease her passage and minimize the pain but my fear took hold and I clenched. I felt her long, sharp fingernails digging deep and painfully as she sunk them in for purchase.

Her merciless driving thrust overcame my clench and tore a girlish scream from me as the big, flared glans passed my sphincter and my orifice closed tight upon the shaft. Another thrust brought another scream, and then thrust followed thrust, each accompanied by a hard ass slap as she worked the cock in deeper inch by inch.

Tears flowed as I felt the big mock organ so far within me. Soon I felt her thighs touch mine and the tickle of her bush on my behind. She drew back so just the glans was in me and drove forward hard again. A third of the length plunged in as I sniveled and whimpered in my pain. She added gyrations of her hips to stretch me and continued slapping, calling on me to squeal like a piggy as she drove the cock ever deeper. It wasn’t hard for me to comply in my tender state and it seemed to fit the moment so well. Even in the midst of my torment I wanted withal to please her and make this as special delight for her out of love.

So squeal I did in high pitched, craven and pathetic tone. The big dick now went in and out of me with growing ease and the cadence of her rutting rose to frenzy. I heard her panting breaths harmonizing with my squeals and suddenly felt a blossoming of pleasure within my rectum. Soon I was rocking back and forth in answer to her rhythm. I felt a hot, itching twinge within me and a welling up in my balls.

Then came the first eruptive spurt as my balls contracted in heavenly relief and I was consumed by pleasure beyond my imaginings. My dreadful ache subsided with each successive spurt and I heard her cry out in a ferocious and triumphant ecstasy.

With my last spurt I collapsed forward onto my belly, overcome with a wilting and withering sense of shame and humiliation, knowing every vestige of what I thought to be my “manhood” had been purged from me and I would hasten to assume the position any time upon just a snapping of my mistress’s fingers. But soon I resigned myself willingly to my new state of being.

She had also toppled over me from the power of her climax, the cock still in me deep, pulsing and humming. She lay that way for a while, prodding me with occasional thrusts as if to affirm her dominance.

Then she pulled out and stood. I rose to my knees and turned to face her. The cock jutted before me, bloodied and soiled. I looked up at her and she gave me an impatient glare that made words needless. I was, of course, expected to suck her clean. The profundity of the occasion had reduced me to a state of ultimate and adoring  submission. Without hesitation I took the sullied organ into my mouth and let it slide down my throat. I ran my lips and tongue over it until it was scrupulously cleansed. Then there was the matter of my cum puddle. She just pointed to the floor where it lay and I stooped to lap it up.

But the evening was yet young and cum remained within me and it seemed the deflowering had only dampened her lust for the moment. And, as it happened she had been planning the evening in her mind ever since the cock was delivered. We would experiment with some other positions and matters would proceed until every drop of cum was wrung from me.

First she had me lie on my back so she could rut upon me in the missionary position. Hard fucking made me shoot my load up over my belly, chest and face long before I thought possible and in abundant quantity. She came again as well with rare intensity. She giggled as she scooped the splatters of my load up one by one with her fingers and fed them to me.

Next it was my turn to take the top, anally impaling myself, facing her as she lay passive on her back with hands behind her head leering at her cock whore as he rose and fell along the humming shaft. We came in unison and she gave out a bawdy laugh as I spurted all over her belly and breasts, a creamy puddle forming in her naval. It went without saying that I had to lick it all up before sucking the cock clean for the last time. I was utterly emptied and spent.

For the next two weeks I was fucked dry daily. She said it was to embed my love for her cock deep within my psyche. And after those weeks passed I knew in the depths of my being that I had been transformed into an abject, emasculated, cock addicted sodomite. And I found a new level of happiness in my marriage on that account. My submissiveness reached depths as yet unfathomed.

Her cock was to become my reward after the customary two weeks in chastity. I strove to add increasing passion to my oral pleasuring of her as the ache in my balls mounted. I sometimes was overcome with the pain of my ache and begged for relief despite her strict prohibition of such and was made to endure another week of denial. Upon every Saturday night when my reward was due she found me pleasingly pathetic as I assumed the position and begged for her cock. Sometimes she would tease me and say she wasn’t in the mood just to hear me beg and plead in even more helpless desperation. Then I would sob and blubber my gratitude as I felt the big dick plunge into my depths. She reveled in how absolutely I was her bitch and would go on and on about how happy it made her.

My adoration for her reached a painful pitch. I racked my brain to think of ways to express the profundity of my worship. Then, one day when she came home after work and I had my deep draft of her pungent beverage as she squatted over my open mouth an inspiration came to me. After I had sucked and licked the leavings from her pussy and pubes I reached out with my tongue to caress her anus and spoke the words that confirmed the ultimacy of my submission.

“Please mistress! From here too!”
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