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HER BLACK MASTER’S DUNGEON




CHAPTER 1

The dungeon belonged to my wife’s Master, Kyrone. 

My jaw tightened as I stepped inside, following my wife’s footsteps into the space that was her Master’s sacred haven. This was no ordinary BDSM dungeon. It was massive, the walls and ceilings decked up with rich wood paneling and the floor lined with plush wine-red carpeting. It smelled of polish and cloves and new leather furnishings. Shelves stuffed with toys and tools hung suspended from the walls. And in the midst of all, an array of bondage equipment and platforms lay scattered like attractions at a private amusement park. 

Oh, it was intimidating, alright. I was very intimidated. 

“What do you think, honey?” my wife, Dakota, asked. 

“I think it’s fine. Really. I do.”

We walked through the room together, taking our time to absorb all the gear and decor before us. Some looked very enticing. Others looked as ominous as Freddy Krueger’s glove. Dakota picked up a leather riding whip and ran her fingers over the grip. I watched her reflection under the chandelier hung over a 10-foot mirror. She pulled up her dress, flashed me a seductive grin, and stroked her underwear with its long red-and-black ends. My eyes widened. What—did she want to be hit right there? Her crotch?

I was learning more and more about Dakota—the woman I’d been happily married to for the last five years—ever since she’d been paired up with Kyrone. They’d met at a bar just three weeks earlier and it was already like they were newlyweds. I’d always been interested in cuckolding but Dakota had never warmed up to the men I’d encouraged her to meet. She was very picky—until she crossed paths with Kyrone. Kyrone was wealthy—living in a sprawling mansion with a horde of servants at your beck and call kind of wealthy—but that wasn’t even his strongest point. He was also tall, handsome, and willing to guide us. 

In other words: the perfect bull. 

It turned out that Kyrone also had a dungeon and he was now happy to help us take the next step in our cuck-play. So far he’d taken my wife out on three dates (one a week) and fucked her while I stayed at home and fantasized about all the dirty ways he was satisfying her. Now it was time for me to watch them together. Kyrone laid out the following plan: he would let me visit his home and have a look at the dungeon so we could both familiarize ourselves with the space. If we agreed, not only would I get to watch my wife have some hot BDSM sex in there, but I could possibly also get the chance to fool around with them (if I got lucky, of course). 

It definitely felt like a big step. Dakota and I were new to cuckolding and we were also very new to the world of BDSM. And as a guy who (more often than not) had to work on his self-confidence, it was difficult not to feel like a newbie among seasoned cuckold connoisseurs. I felt a serious need to up my game. 

Dakota gave me a wink and put the whip aside. Then her face grew more serious. 

“Brady?” she began. “There’s something I haven’t exactly told you yet.”

I flinched. “What?” I asked. 

“Kyrone has a few conditions,” she said. “And he feels they’re important.” 

“Conditions?” I crossed my arms and cocked a brow at her. 

Dakota nodded. “He’s okay with you watching us—really—but there’s a teensy catch. He wants you in here only if you can dress up…” At this point she took a short pause and averted her eyes. “...as a girl.”

I stared at her. That wasn’t what I’d expected. “Dress up as a girl?” I repeated. “What’s that all about?”

“I think the fantasy is to dominate both of us,” Dakota said slowly. She was watching me carefully, trying to gauge my reaction. “Kyrone likes the idea of degrading you while he’s having sex with me in the room. He thinks the best way to do that is to feminize you…literally strip you of your manhood, you know?” She leaned in and whispered in my ear, even though there was nobody in the dungeon but us. “Kyrone’s filthy to the core, honey. I don’t think you know half of what he’s capable of.”

A small pang of jealousy shot through me. Dakota was talking like she knew him so intimately, but they’d only ever really fucked three times. Three times. Apparently three times was plenty. 

“And…” Dakota paused again. Her brown eyes twinkled mischievously. “I thought you might like to dress up as well.”

I hunched my shoulders. “Why would you say that, babe? Do you think I’m…what do you call them…a sissy?” I found my nostrils flaring. Calm down, Brady. Jesus. “Wearing your panties isn’t exactly going to be my cup of tea, if that’s what you’re thinking. But I’m still okay doing it for you.”

“Fine,” Dakota said. “I’m happy you are.”

“You’re comfortable with this, aren’t you?” I asked. 

She giggled. “I have a feeling you underestimate me, honey,” she said.

“Just making sure,” I muttered. I didn’t want Kyrone to be putting ideas in her head that she ultimately wasn’t comfortable with.

Dakota started to move through the darkened room again. I was on her heels like a willing puppy—the only thing I was missing was a tail. Sometimes it was easy to forget that cuckolding had been my idea. Hell, it taken me months to convince her it would be exciting for her too. But now that she’d tested the waters, she was a little too happy to get out of her comfort zone. She’d always had this effortless confidence that I never really understood or came to me naturally. My friends liked to joke that if I was any more of a beta male I’d find myself swimming in a fish tank.

The bookshelf casing behind us creaked and swung open. The sound of padded footsteps came from the hidden entryway. It was Kyrone. 

He stepped in and looked at us. 

I swallowed hard. My wife’s Master had the sort of commanding presence that could make any man feel small and unimportant. He reminded me of a heavy hitting boxer. Huge and burly, he probably weighed at least 240 lbs, and his shoulders looked like they could burst open at any moment. He had a large, ghastly-looking scar running down his left arm, a vestige from his difficult past. Kyrone had been vague about exact the way he’d acquired it, but gangs and drugs had been involved when he was as young as thirteen. After a stint in prison he’d taught himself how to fix engines and started car trading, eventually founding his own used car dealership and working upwards from there, investing blood, sweat, tears, and a whole lot of money. The guy had changed his own fate with a single iron hand…and his life story was maybe one of his most charming points.

Not missing a second, Dakota sashayed over to him and wound her arms around his neck. She gave him a lingering kiss. Kyrone returned the favor. I watched them enviously. It was clear as day that my wife liked him…a lot.

“You remember Brady,” Dakota said, smiling deviously. “My husband.”

“Yeah,” Kyrone grunted.

“Brady has agreed to your conditions,” she said. “He’ll crossdress for you and join us in the dungeon next week.”

Kyrone laughed scathingly. “Nah, you can’t be serious,” he said. His arm was around Dakota’s waist as he looked me over. “You want me to fuck your wife that badly?”

“Look at him. He’s blushing,” Dakota teased. “It wasn’t that hard to convince him at all.”

Kyrone let go of her and placed his heavy arms on top of my little shoulders. I blushed harder. “I have to warn you, Brady,” he said. “I don’t want you to enter this place blindly. Anyone coming into Master Kyrone’s dungeon should expect things to be…on another level, let’s just put it that way. You will be defiled and debased and there will be pain, maybe a lot of it, depending on how you behave, of course. One thing’s for sure: things won’t be the same after you leave. So think carefully before you answer. You up for it?”

If it was any other time or place I would’ve politely bowed out. Shit, Kyrone scared me. He scared me a lot. But for some stupid reason…I was also intrigued. If I got to watch him fuck my wife in this intimidating but rightly gorgeous dungeon, who the fuck cared what I was wearing? Or what happened to me? I was the cuck after all. The cuck was going to get cucked. A picture flashed before my eyes…of Dakota wearing a slinky outfit made entirely of chains…getting pounded upside down while I stood in the shadows dressed like a trashy cuck chick. If this was what Kyrone wanted—and hell, if Dakota was really as comfy with this as she was letting on, I sure wasn’t going to be the one to stop them. 

I licked my dried-up lips and said, “I’m up for it, Master.”

He hadn’t asked me to call him Master, but the word had rolled off my tongue very naturally. My cheeks burned even hotter. Now Kyrone was looking at me with intrigue. Like he actually saw something in me. Like I actually had potential. For what, though?

He turned to Dakota.

“He better look cute though, my pet,” he warned. “I don’t want to see ‘faggoty femboy’. I don’t want to see ‘man’. I want to see curves. I want to see ass like yours.”

Dakota smiled, and for some reason her smile now made me tremble. She lay her head on his bicep and patted his scarred arm, meeting my eyes. “Don't worry, Master,” she said. “I’ll do a fantastic job. Trust me, you won’t know the difference.”


CHAPTER 2

The Big Day was coming up on Friday night. The week went by slower than I’d expected, but the good thing was I could spend most of my workday immersed in my own fantasies. I worked as a mail sorter at the post office, so I toiled away in a fairly dusty corner of our building, processing stacks upon stacks of letters and packages while I hummed along to the tunes blasting from my earbuds. I was feeling good. More than good, really—I was excited. It was going to be a wild night with my gorgeous wife, one that I was sure we were going to remember for years to come. 

The only bump in the road, of course, was what I was actually going to be wearing.

Dakota had kept her lips zipped about pretty much the whole thing, which was frustrating to say the least. Whenever I had the guts to breach the subject, it was always ‘I’ll take care of it, honey’ and ‘don’t you want it to be a surprise?’ being thrown at me. I tried to tell myself I didn’t really care. In any case, I’d find out soon enough. 

By Friday morning, she still hadn’t spilled a word about it. 

She got ready for work at six in the morning. She had a shower, wore her underthings, and slipped on her full-body Spanx before wearing a tight pencil skirt, turtleneck blouse, and white blazer. Despite being younger than me, Dakota was a manager at a sports media company and had achieved far more success than I probably ever could. As she brushed and styled her curly hair, she kept smirking at me. Like she knew something I didn’t and wanted to rub it in. She was hiding secrets.

As I headed to work, I was still telling myself I didn’t really care. But was that really the truth? Maybe I did care a little bit. I’d always felt just a little inferior to Dakota, and I suspected that it was a big reason behind why the thought of her fucking a rich black dude with a huge cock turned me on so much. But there was a limit, wasn’t there? Dakota had never done anything to make me feel insecure, but how was she going to feel once she’d seen me dressed like a slut? Would she find me unattractive? Could it screw things up between us?

And then there was the question of what Kyrone actually had in the works for us. Did he have a concrete plan, or was he just going to go by his gut once we were in his dungeon?  What was he going to do with Dakota? Was he really going to do something to me? I didn’t really know how these things worked, and unfortunately, the more I stayed glued to my fantasies with nothing from reality to find my footing on, the more anxious I got. 

It was past four in the evening when I got off work that day. By the time I reached our home walkway, my stomach was squirming. I instantly spotted the thing on our doorstep. 

There, sitting innocently on our ‘Welcome, Matt!’ welcome mat, was a big brown package. I paused mid-step as a breeze tickled along my arms, sprouting goosebumps. My pulse was suddenly thudding at a very unsettling pace. The box was branded with a swirly font: Elizabeth Holton Lingerie & Accessories, and right by the side of it was my name. To: Brady Nicholas Martin. My full fucking name.

As I grabbed the box with shaky hands, I heard an excited bark. I whipped around and saw my next door neighbor on her porch with her golden retriever on a leash. She was young and very attractive. She gave me a smile and mouthed ‘hi’ before her eyes fell on my package. Blushing hard, I bounded inside the house, cursing under my breath.

Fucking embarrassing.

I placed the box on the floor by our dining room table and sat down on the sofa to watch some TV before Dakota came home. That meant I had to wait an hour before I could find out what the hell was in there. But it only took a few minutes before curiosity got the better of me. 

“Fuck it,” I muttered and walked back into our dining room, where I grabbed the box and a knife and headed upstairs to our bedroom. 

I placed the box on our bed and slashed the seams open. My jaw dropped when I saw what was inside. More anxiety gnawed at my stomach. Why was I so anxious just seeing that? I shouldn’t be. Should I?

I unwrapped the transparent casings to pull out a matching set of bra and panties. The panties were pastel pink and had SLUT written across the front. Then I unraveled a pair of black thigh-high fishnet stockings and pink stilettos. And lastly, there was a wig, dyed as black as midnight. It stretched as long as thirty inches from the crown. 

“Just lingerie?” I muttered. “And a wig?” 


CHAPTER 3

Fuck this, Dakota, I thought. At least you could’ve got me a dress that would cover my fucking body!

I was suddenly glad she wasn’t home yet, and I hoped she wouldn’t be home for at least another two hours. 

I looked down and, to my surprise, my hand was holding the panties again. Maybe I was overreacting. There was no way my wife was expecting me to wear this. And could I even fit into this tiny little thing?

I smiled. Maybe it would be too tight. And that would be a good thing. We could abandon the whole crossdressing idea, consult Kyrone, and have him think of something else. I brought the panties up to my face and sniffed it. It smelled divine. Like a fresh rose on a summer field. There was nothing wrong with the panties at all, of course, except I didn’t want to wear it. Maybe I could gift it to Dakota. She’d definitely look beautiful in it. 

I quickly stripped everything I was wearing from the waist down and stepped into the pair of panties. I had to prove to myself that it was too tight so I could ease my anxiety. But…as I brought it up my hips a shudder ran down my spine. It wasn’t tight at all. Nor was it too lose. It fit me just right. 

Oh. Crap. 

I ran to the bathroom and surveyed myself in the mirror. The ‘SLUT’ panties hugged my hips like a charm, giving my bottom figure a ladylike appearance. The material was thick enough that you had to squint to see the shadows created from my cock. Looking at myself from the side was another story. Then it as plain as day that I was a ladyboy. Kyrone would not like that. I lifted my arms up and rested them over my head to see if that would make a difference. 

“Enjoying ourselves, are we?”

I almost lost my balance and fell over the toilet. 

Dakota was smirking at me through the bathroom door, hugging an unopened box to her chest. 

“No, babe, I was just—” My cheeks heated. 

She held up a hand. “Did I ask you to open that?”

I shook my head.

“Didn’t I tell you I’d take care of it?”

I nodded.

“Bend over, slave,” she said. 

Heart thudding, I bent over the bed. She slapped me hard. One slap on each ass cheek that left my skin smarting. “That’s for not listening to me,” she said. I’d never seen this side of Dakota before, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. All I knew was that there was an odd buzzing in my panties.

“Go take a shower,” Dakota ordered before I could say anything else. “Actually, hold on. I need to give you something.”

“What’s in that?” I pointed to the other box she’d been holding, which was now on the bed. 

“Never mind that,” she drawled. She passed me her razor. 

I stared at it. “What’s this for?”

“I want you to shave,” she said. Her brown eyes shone with a wicked glint. “Everywhere. And when I say everywhere, honey, I mean it. I want you looking nice and soft for Kyrone.”

“You really want me to shave my pubes?” I asked.

“Yes, honey. Is that a problem?”

“No,” I found myself saying. “I just don’t see the need, that’s all. What about my armpits?”

“It’s getting late, Brady,” she snapped. “If you’d rather stay behind today, then you better tell me now. Trust me, I don’t need you to have fun tonight.”

My insides twisted in shame. Of course she didn’t need me. She was perfectly happy to fuck Kyrone in his lair in total privacy.

“I’m going,” I said quietly. 

“Okay, well, then don’t be a drama queen,” she said. Her gaze dropped to my panties. “Besides, who are you to talk back? Have you looked in the mirror lately…slut?” She smiled smugly.

“Ouch,” I muttered. She was really putting me in my place. 

It took me fifteen minutes to shower and shave myself, which was thirteen more minutes than I usually took. As I dragged the razor across my skin, I gritted my teeth, trying to remind myself it was just body hair. Still, as soon as I’d finished shaving my balls, which I’d left for last, I was feeling so…vulnerable. Kyrone’s arrangement had apparently involved a whole lot of things I hadn’t even thought of. 

Dakota was in the bathroom when I emerged out of the shower. She handed me a bottle of lotion and asked me to moisturize myself from head to toe. When I was done, she lay a hand on my thigh and slid it down the length of my leg. “So soft,” she whispered. 

I repeated the motion after her. My eyes widened. My skin was as soft as buttermilk. I loved the sensation of freshly shaved legs on my wife, but it felt so weird on me. 

But Dakota apparently seemed to like it. She seemed to like it a lot. And my balls were starting to tingle lightly again. Maybe I didn’t like the fact that I’d just shaved like a girl…but I did like that my wife was into it. 

“I did it for you,” I whispered back. 

“I love that you did,” she said, and she was staring at me in a very weird way. 

Electricity sparked between us.

Oh. This is…hot. 

“I want you to be my sissy girl,” she said quietly. “A sissy cuck girl who serves me and my Master while we fuck like it’s the last day on Earth. I want it so bad, honey. Can you do that for me?”

“Do you want it? Or does Kyrone want it?” I asked. 

In response, she pulled me close and then, still gripping my wrist hard, picked up a small device that had been resting on the toilet seat. When she was satisfied that I wasn’t about to run away, she let go of me and quickly strapped the device onto my cock. The  shiny pink surface almost completely hid my penis, constraining it so there’d be no space for any kind of pleasurable movement. She inserted a key into its inbuilt padlock, patted my little disabled crotch and looked up at me. “Does this answer your question, honey?”

I just stared at her. My tongue felt like it was made from taffy. 

Damn. Damn! This is hot too. She wants to control my cock so much she went ahead and literally locked it up?

She marched to her vanity. I tagged along behind her, my caged penis bobbing, wondering what she was going to do next. 

She ripped off her blazer and flung it over the chair in front of what she called her ‘battle station’. She started taking out her makeup products one by one, arranging them in small groups. Her eyes were completely focused and her nails made satisfying clicks as she opened up tubes and pots and palettes. 

I stared at her open-mouthed. She just seemed so…switched on. If she hadn’t told me otherwise, I would’ve thought all this crossdressing business had been her idea. What if feminizing me really was her kink? I found myself shaking my head. There was no way. Simply no way.

Still, I decided I was going to make a conscious decision not to care from this point on what I was wearing. I just wanted more of the electricity I’d felt earlier…

Dakota first ordered me to put on the pink panties and bra. She helped me tie in the bra hooks and fix the straps so they’d fit my shoulders better. The one thing I hadn’t noticed earlier was that each of the bra cups had an in-built pocket that was filled with a gooey substance, out of which poked out a perfectly realistic brownish-pink nipple. She made me wear the fishnet stockings next, followed by the heels. Dakota had obviously done her due diligence because every item of clothing molded my figure perfectly…except no, it was more than that. They seemed to sculpt and carve my body into one that belonged to a naturally feminine creature—the panties curving my hips, the bra narrowing the width of my shoulders and making my arms and neck appear almost skinnier, the heels elongating my legs. I almost began to believe like Dakota had sprinkled the clothes with feminizing fairy dust or something. 

She focused on my face next. She applied some product from a small pot of cream all over my face, followed by a layer of what she called foundation. From then on it became a pattering of nude colors, concealers, correctors, and powders, brushed on and blended to perfection. As much as I didn’t want to care, I found myself fighting to breathe, noticing the way her gaze grew brighter and brighter the more my face lost its manly features. She painted my lips a bold red and expertly drew on cat-eyes using a liquid eyeliner. Then she secured the black wig on my head, pinning it in place and combing it out so it looked sleeker than a sports car. That was when everything changed. The person in the mirror wasn’t me, and it scared me to the core. 

Dakota wiped her hands with a baby wipe and smiled at me. “You know, honey, I’m not sure I told you…but you do look pretty hot, if I do say so myself. Kyrone is going to love you.”

I blanched. “Whatever,” I muttered. 

“It’s true,” she repeated. “Come here.”

Her arms wrapped around my waist and she forced me close, her face slanting forward to press her lips to mine, softly. Then she kissed me again and grinned in a way that actually made me feel shy. She reminded me of a fox who was teasing its victim before an attack. 

“You know I love you right?” she asked huskily. 

“I know, Mistress,” I said. 

I wondered why she was telling me this. 

She pulled aside my long hair gingerly and nipped my ear with the pads of her lips. “Good. Because I don’t want you doubting that after what happens tonight.”

I shivered. 

“Crap, you’ve distracted me, sissy,” she said. “We’re late. I need to shower and get dressed.”

Thirty minutes later, my wife was ready too. We were helping each other get into our long overcoats when Dakota’s phone rang. Kyrone’s chauffeur was here. 

“So? How do you feel?” she asked as we walked out of the house. (She walked. I hobbled.).

I swallowed, holding her hand for balance. “I'm not sure. Good, I guess?”

She smiled. “That's good enough for me.”


CHAPTER 4

Kyrone was nowhere to be seen when we entered his mansion.  

His staff greeted us and ushered us into a sitting room that resembled the lobby of a high-end hotel. I counted at least seven of them, and they all looked like they’d stepped out of the pages of a Victorian romance novel. 

“Pleasure to see you again, Mr. and Mrs. Martin,” one of the staff members said. He was in a suit but he was overweight and had a big belly. I’d met him before and he seemed like the butler. 

Two of the female housekeepers came and fussed over Dakota, then served us wine and nuts and little pastries served on a platter. I noticed one of them was very pretty, with blonde hair, blue eyes, and Scandinavian features. From the way she moved and walked and worked I could tell she knew this place more than she was letting on. There was no doubt Kyrone had explored the land between her legs as well. 

We downed our first glasses of wine. I glanced at Dakota, suddenly feeling more than a little self-conscious in this surreal place. What the hell was I doing here? But she just gave me a knowing smile. I was just glad Kyrone’s staff hadn’t insisted on taking our coats. I wondered if they even knew why we were here…

At last, the overweight butler came in and said he’d escort us to Master Kyrone. When we reached the bookcase in the basement study, he smiled heartily and left us there. We gave the casing a light push and it swung open. The smell of polish and cloves instantly sifted through my nostrils, and a wave of dread came over me. My nerves tingled. My heart was racing like a train, and I felt suddenly weak at the knees. I had no idea what was about to happen in here, only that we’d come out of it…how exactly had Master put it? Things won’t be the same after you leave…

“Hey, honey?” Dakota took me aside and reminded me of our safe word. I hadn’t forgotten, and I didn’t think I was ever going to need it, but I was glad we had that chat anyway. 

“Remember what I said earlier,” she said. 

I love you. 

I smiled, and we entered the dungeon together.

The dungeon was darker than I’d seen it that day. Master Kyrone was seated on a gold armchair erected on top of a circular platform. He was wearing nothing but a pair of black trousers and shiny lace-up shoes. When he saw us, he swiveled on the chair in our direction. His eyes landed on Dakota first. 

“You’re late,” he said. 

His tone scared me, but I could just about feel Dakota smirking next to me. “My husband distracted me, Master,” she said. “He’s the reason why we’re late.”

He turned to me. I was expecting some sort of reaction from him, a gasp or a huff of surprise or a ‘who the hell is this chick?’ but his face was as cool as a cucumber. “That so?” he asked. 

“Yes, Master,” I mumbled, looking down at the carpet. 

Master Kyrone stood up and walked up to us. I shuddered. “Not to a good start, are we?” He smiled. It was so charming it made my blood freeze over. He turned and took Dakota by the hair and pulled until she was forced to rest her entire weight back on his arm. “You too, pet. Take the coat off.”

Dakota let her coat fall to the floor, revealing the jet-black bra top and gold-belted panties she had on underneath. But Kyrone still wasn’t satisfied. He said he wanted her naked. I was sure Dakota hadn’t been expecting that, but she obediently took off her bra and underwear and stood buck naked—with the exception of her heels—in front of her lover. She removed the claw clip in her hair and let it floor to the floor with a ‘clink’. Her curly hair tumbled down the length of her back like a golden red river.

Master Kyrone swallowed. He was literally salivating at my wife’s body. She looked so innocent and graceful just standing there, all curves and full-titted with her pale pink nipples pebbling in the cold dungeon. Lust shot straight down to my cock, and I could suddenly feel the plastic prison it was inside in. Good god. I’d completely forgotten about my fucking chastity cage. 

Suddenly, Master Kyrone turned to me. “You waiting for something, Missy?”

I realized what he meant by that and turned a violent shade of red. “No, Master. Sorry, I…” I fumbled with the buttons of my coat, but I just felt pathetic. I couldn’t believe I was about to show him my body too—and in fucking lingerie! And as if things couldn’t get any worse, I was going to do it in front of my wife.

“My sissy husband’s a little shy tonight,” Dakota said. “Go on, honey. Don’t be shy. Master Kyrone wants to see your pretty bra and panties.”

Then both of them were looking at me. Waiting for me to comply. In the rush of the moment I forgot why I’d even agreed to this. I took a deep breath and fumbled with the buttons some more. When the coat fell off me, a rush of embarrassment enveloped me. I felt like a freak, standing there in such a sexy set of lingerie and a face full of makeup like a street prostitute who was trying to seduce her first client. I felt played.

Master Kyrone didn’t even bat an eyelid. I thought he’d laugh or insult me again, but he was just silent. The silence unnerved me. What was going on in that cunning brain of his? 

He folded his arms and ordered us to pull down the backs of our underwear and stand in front of the 10-foot mirror with our arms up against it. From the reflection I could see him move swiftly toward a cabinet and pick up a flogger. It was made up of chains and had a thick wooden handle.

He struck me first. Right on my ass. The flogger landed with a clunking thump that made me whimper. He struck again. His big arm looked almost like a boulder as he swung it. My face twitched in the mirror. My ass cheeks wobbled. My palms felt clammy. Judging by the sounds I was being struck harder than Dakota. I couldn’t help but think he was already enjoying using me…inflicting pain on me. Was he liking how red my small ass cheeks were getting? I suddenly wanted to crawl underneath a rock. It felt so weird to think about a man liking my ass, and I didn’t like it. The pain started to spiral more and more, though now the flogger hadn’t really hurt as much as I’d thought it would. 

Master Kyrone began to alternate his flogging, switching between me and Dakota. Dakota was moaning. She didn’t even look at me. I bet her panties were wet already.

When Master was satisfied we’d been flogged enough, he growled, “Good. Very good. Now that we’ve got that out of the way, we can resume our playtime.”

He picked up two collars and asked us to kneel before him. He belted them around our necks—Dakota’s first, then mine—and fastened our leashes one by one. He yanked on them to make us follow him. I almost tripped but managed to recover my balance.

Master Kyrone stopped in front of a piece of equipment that looked like it had come out of the medieval era. It was a wooden box layered with a thin red cushion and short pillars rising up from each corner. I could see there were holes cut out in the pillars at the front and back. Master let go of Dakota and tugged hard on my leash. I obeyed, though a bead of sweat was already trickling down my left temple. What was his plan? Was he going to constrain me in there so I couldn’t even more an inch? Even with the cushion on it didn’t seem cushy at all. It was small and cramped and barely looked like it was designed to fit a human.

“This is a bondage stock,” Master Kyrone told me. “It locks your limbs in so you’re completely under my control. This one is small, but so are you, so we won’t have a problem there.” 

I could feel the heat radiating off my face. His words cut through me like a lightning storm, and even though Dakota was in the room it felt like his entire attention was on me. 

“Have you ever been restrained before?”

“No, Master.”

“Ah. I’ll be your first then.”

I nodded grimly. His face was a straight black veil, but something told me he was excited to be my first. I lay on top of the box like a dog and lay my arms and feet through the open holes. I could feel Master Kyrone’s stare travel up and down my body, and once again I was embarrassed I had to do this while role-playing as a lingerie-clad woman. He bent down and adjusted my wrists and ankles before snapping them in place. He was very rough with me, treating me like a slave that was annoying him. I’d been right about the comfort level of the apparatus, though—my kneecaps were already hurting. I stayed as still as I could, my heart pounding. I could see my reflection on the mirror on the left, and directly in front of me, was a cushioned platform with attached shackles rising up at an angle.

“Perfect,” Master Kyrone muttered. “He looks like a white pansy.” He bent his head so his inky gaze could survey me, and gave me a small, almost vampiric smile. He cupped his crotch, his eyes fixed forcefully on me. It was bulging out impressively. “I’m already getting hard seeing how helpless you look.”

He gripped my chin and started slapping me. I was so intimidated I couldn’t speak.

“Looks like the pansy’s gone mute,” he said and chuckled. “Even better.” He turned to Dakota. “Come, pet.”

I lay there motionless as he pulled on my wife’s leash. I was already starting to sweat all around my forehead but there was nothing I could do to wipe it off. I couldn’t really say anything. Or do anything.

Except watch.


CHAPTER 5

Master Kyrone ordered Dakota to lay on the bed-like platform in front of me. He quickly restrained her wrists and feet with iron cuffs, then swiveled the bed slightly to the left. That action was purely for my benefit, because now my wife’s spread legs were so close I could smell her pussy. Her vagina had even expanded a little by just how much her thighs were stretching, and I could tell because she’d completely shaved it. She never used to shave it before—she only started after Kyrone ordered her to do it because he said he liked her pussy bare.

Master Kyrone slapped Dakota twice on her inner thigh. She widened her thighs even further. My balls squeezed tight and sweat beaded on the back of my neck with both nerves and excitement. She looked so fucking hot, naked and shackled like that. Was she thinking about me right now? Did she want me like this—all strapped in and helpless? Did it turn her on? I couldn’t wait for them to fuck! The wait was killing me…

Master’s fingers dipped in between her lower lips and finally penetrated her. Dakota’s pleasure was immediate because she cried out, her toes squirming. Apparently she’d been waiting for this for a long time too. And oh god, she was beyond wet for him…she was practically flooding the bed! 

Master spread Dakota’s juices around her clit and hole and began finger-fucking her brutally. My throat clammed up. I couldn’t help but worry about her. What if all this became too overwhelming for her? What if she couldn’t take the brutality? I was worrying even though deep down I knew the evidence so far was saying the exact opposite. 

All my worries faded away then because my wife suddenly started to beg like a slut, in a whiny voice that had crossed beyond any line of of self-control. She begged Master loudly. Begged him to fuck her hard. Begged him because she couldn’t live without Master’s beautiful black cock. I started to zone out, completely hypnotized by what was happening before my eyes. The night had barely started and she had already become an animal. 

In under a minute, Dakota had started to heave and writhe. I could tell that she was about to slip into a very powerful climax. She kept pleading for his cock, her shackled wrists jangling as she furiously tried to free herself. Seeing her like that…so wild and horny and desperate for another man…drove me crazy. For just an instant I forgot I was wearing a bra with fake tits and panties and high heels. I forgot I had a wig and makeup on. I even forgot where I was. 

It was only when I had urge to touch myself that I hurtled back down to earth. Fuck! I couldn’t jerk myself off. Even if I had my hands freed, my cock was still locked thanks to Dakota. Ugh. 

My eyes widened as I turned my attention back to the scene on the platform. My wife’s glorious juices were starting to squirt out…but then right at the cusp of cumming Master Kyrone withdrew his fingers. “Bad sluts don’t get to cum,” he growled and smacked his palm against her face, spreading her own fluids all over her forehead, eyes and chin. He coughed up a wad of spit and spat on her face. 

Then he left her like that. Still shackled and moaning with desperation. 

Master Kyrone unbuckled his trousers and then pulled at the silk navy blue boxers he was wearing underneath. My heart raced. I shouldn’t be seeing this. I shouldn’t be seeing another man’s private parts. Let alone the parts of the man who’s about to fuck my wife! It felt so wrong but the thought was making me go dizzy with desire. God, I just know he’s going to be huge…I just know it…

And he was. The size of his package made me audibly gasp. It was like a python. Huge and meaty. 

Deadly.

I swallowed when he took two slow steps toward me, his muscles rippling under his perfectly oiled skin. He drew closer and I breathed in his scent—a mix of cloves and something musky, probably a stupidly expensive perfume. I tried not to look at his dick. I didn’t exactly want to show him just how fucking awestruck I was. Or how embarrassed I felt that my small white penis might as well have belonged to another species. But it was impossible not to stare. I stared at his still flaccid shaft, how long and thick it was and how it hung straight down and swung slightly like an elephant’s trunk when he moved. How big and bulbous the head of his penis was. How loose and low his balls dangled underneath it. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what Dakota must have felt when this python was inside her. 

“So, little sissy girl,” he drawled, standing there completely naked right in front of my nose. Letting me drink him all in while he scratched his chest lazily. “This what you wanted, huh? You want Big Black to fuck your woman?”

My head was reeling, and words didn’t even come to me at first. But then I said, “I do, Master.”

“Tell it to me straight. I want you to tell me that. Word for word.”

“Master, I need you to fuck my wife,” I said, trying to breathe very slowly so my voice wouldn’t shake. “Look at her. She’s so horny for you. Please, make her happy for me. She needs your black cock.”

“Of course she does,” Master Kyrone said and smiled. His teeth glowed like pearls.  “Of course a little sissy like you with no dick needs someone like me. A sissy cuck who can’t even get hard…only a white faggot gets his rocks off when another man fucks his wife’s wedded cunt. Isn’t that true, sissy? Answer me. Isn’t every single word I said the truth?”

My bones shivered. God, why was he standing like that, so close to my mouth? Master Kyrone stepped to the side and squatted down. His legs were obscenely long and his cock—also obscenely long and almost touching the ground—hung like an overgrown plantain sprouting from a tree. Then—to my shock—his scarred arm moved swiftly underneath my body and grabbed my panties. His strong fingers wrapped around my cage and squeezed tight. “Ha. Maybe I should call you Tiny,” he said. 

“Ohhh…”

I was moaning. Fuck! I didn’t want to give him the wrong idea. 

His fingers fluttered down and then they were curled tightly around my balls. He pulled on them. Another sound like a moan left my lips. A little trail of sweat had begun to flow from underneath my wig cap.

“Tell me who you are,” he ordered. “Tell me why you need me.”

“I’m a…sissy,” I said timidly. “I’m a simp. With no cock and no stamina to fuck my wife like a real man can. My wife needs a big black man like you to make her happy, because I can’t.”  I locked my eyes with Dakota for just an instant and quickly looked away. Oh fuck. She was laughing. 

“Hmm…” Master Kyrone started to move his hand upwards until he was feeling up my lower belly. He was staring at my body with a kind of lust that was bordering on feral, and I wasn’t sure how that made me feel. “Maybe that’s why your girl lets me fuck her everyday while you’re sitting on your ass in a fucking post office. Oh yes…” He lowered his chin and raised his thick eyebrows so high he seemed to be looking at me through them. “She’s laying on my bed while you’re out there working so hard…licking my sweaty ass while you lick your fucking stamps.”

The shock seeped through me very suddenly. 

What the hell was he saying?

Dakota and him? Everyday? As far as I knew, they’d only fucked three times before. It had been an official arrangement. Had they been hooking up behind my back?

I forced myself to look at Dakota. “Is that true, honey?” I asked. 

“I’m not your honey,” she said from the platform. She had her poker face on, but I thought her eyes looked a little sad. 

“It’s true, honey,” Master Kyrone volunteered. “That perfect little slut of yours has been very good at draining my balls just as soon as they fill up.”

Cold sweat puddled under my armpits. There was no way he wasn’t playing a role. He was playing and he was just so damn good at it he was driving me up the wall. Besides, Dakota—my beautiful, devoted wife for over half a decade—wouldn’t betray me like that…would she?

Hot, tingling waves of lust shot up from my crotch.

I clamped my teeth hard down on my tongue to stop another moan.

Oh god, I couldn’t believe this was turning me on…

How pathetic could I be?

I was suddenly horrified I’d wet my panties. Cream all over my pretty slut underwear even though I wasn’t even hard. 

I was this close…

I felt those same strong fingers then, pulling my panties down and rubbing my ass. I felt so exposed and put on the spot and there was nothing I could do about it. I was locked up and feminized and completely at this man’s mercy. At my wife’s mercy. I might as well have been a blow-up doll for them to play dress-up and fool around with. 

What did they really have in store for me?

“Nice and red,” Master Kyrone said, squeezing my ass cheek painfully tight. “How ‘’bout I make it a little redder?” He spanked me then, the impact making me whimper. My ass throbbed as he pulled away, but I didn’t want him to leave just yet. I wanted him to hit me again. Was my wife still watching me? Watching how her own Master was lusting after her husband? Watching how close he was to my tender little asshole? Was she? I was too ashamed to even look in her direction. Desire burned inside me, leaving me hot and dizzy and thirsty. I didn’t want to feel this way, dammit! I was losing my damn mind.

Master Kyrone stepped to the front again. “You still want the Big Black to fuck your wife?”

I refused to look at him. “Yes, Master,” I said glumly. 

“Look at me when I talk to you, slut.”

I twisted my neck to see Master’s face. Our stares intersected—just for a short second—and I quickly looked away. I could feel my heart start to crumple. 

His hand dug into my chin and tilted my head up. I was forced to look at his eyes again. 

“It turns you on knowing your wife has been unfaithful to you?”

My cock stirred and swelled, only to whimper back down as it met the confines of its cage. The effect made both my heart and entire crotch throb twice as hard. Apparently the little guy didn’t give a fuck if this was playtime or reality. 

“I guess…well, yes, Master.”

“What was that, slut?”

“Yes, Master.”

How could you, Dakota? Did you really do it? 

Did you really throw away five perfect years of marriage?

I sighed.  

There was nothing more that I wanted now than to see them fuck. If I just saw them together, I knew I could figure it out. If they were playing with me or not. If only I could see them together…I’d know if my wife had been cheating on me. 

I thought you said you loved me…

Master Kyrone held his now flaccid cock by the base and slapped my face with it. “If you really want me to fuck your wife, you can suck my cock,” he said. “Would you like to suck my cock, little girl? Tell me the truth.”

I could taste the disgust in my mouth. “No, Master.”

“What was that?”

“No, sir.”

Master Kyrone laughed. “Well, sniff it then. I can make you sniff it, you know. You can’t go anywhere.” He thrust his package forward and smacked my nose with it. It was so big it actually hurt.

I tried to hold my breath. 

“Sniff my balls, slut. You know you want to.”

I scrunched up my nose.

He turned to Dakota. “Should he be punished, pet, for offending me like that?”

“No, Master,” my wife said. I thought she was coming to my rescue, but then I saw she was grinning like a Cheshire cat, like she had a trick up her sleeve and couldn’t wait to show it off. “I’m sure it’ll just take time. He just needs to be…well, trained.”

Trained? I’m not here to suck dick! I just need to watch you both fuck! Right fucking now, if you don’t mind!

Of course I was too ball-less to say any of that out loud. So I just kept my trap shut as Master stepped away to uncuff Dakota’s wrists. She scooched down to fondle his cock. “I’ll smell you, Master,” she whispered. “I love your smell. You smell much better than my girly hubby over there.”

My tongue went dry as I fixed my eyes on her. Show me, honey. Sniff him good. Then put him in your mouth and don't hold back. Show me if you’ve been fucking cheating on your man. 

There was a loud swoosh behind me that I recognized as the bookcase entrance to the dungeon opening up. Dakota didn’t seem distracted by the interruption. She just kissed the tip of his cock and smiled up at him.

“Right on time,” Master Kyrone said. 

What the hell? 

Nervously, I glanced over my shoulder to see who the intruder was. 


CHAPTER 6

It turned out to be the butler. 

I felt my tense muscles relax, but then I remembered the state I was in. It was beyond embarrassing to be seen like this, half naked and laid out like a stuffed turkey, in front of Master’s staff. I looked at the guy from the corner of my eye, wishing I could fold myself up and disappear. He was holding up a tray filled with a selection of drinks. He offered one of them to Master, which he drank in one gulp and set down. I thought his stare lingered a little too long on my wife while he offered her a drink as well. Dakota declined. Then he spun around and stared at me. 

I blushed.

It was impossible not to look sexually inviting when I was on my knees like this, with my lips red, my fake tits bulging out, and my ass propped up. I was like a feast for sore eyes, and it definitely showed in the butler’s perverted gaze. 

Go away. 

“Honey,” my wife started. She sounded so excited. “You’ve met Mr. Norris, haven’t you?”

I pretended to give him the once-over. “I’ve met him before, Mistress.”

“Yes, you have!” There was a chirp in Dakota’s voice that was making me quiver all over. “Well, Master and I discussed a few things before we brought you to the dungeon today. It’s okay if you don’t want to blow Master’s cock yet, I’d be intimidated if I had a blow a big one like that for my first time too. But you’re in luck tonight, baby. Mr. Norris has volunteered to help us with your training.”

“You can’t be serious, honey,” I choked. 

“Don’t call her honey, you stupid whore!” Master Kyrone said and he clapped me hard across my face. He yanked me by my wig, pulling it so hard I thought it would rip off. “You’re getting on my nerves, pussy. Address her the proper fucking way.”

“S-sorry!” I whimpered. “I meant, sorry, Master. And Mistress. I just can’t…I just…”

I let my voice trail off. By my side, Mr. Norris stood still glaring at me with those beady eyes. We both knew what could possibly happen in this hellhole. My wife wouldn't make me to suck this strange man’s dick, would she? That wasn’t even in the plan!

What had been in the plan, though? We hadn’t really talked about anything. Everything about tonight had been tangled up in a wed of secrets, and I’d been left to unravel them one by one. I’d been left in the dark while Kyrone and Dakota had been scheming behind my back, trying to turn me into a mockery of myself. This all had to be Kyrone’s fault. He was putting dirty things in my wife’s head. 

Dakota met my eyes. She was now staring at me with a lust-filled gaze that made me feel even more uneasy than before. Oh god. No. She wanted this. My stomach sizzled as the realization dawned on me. She wanted me to suck cock. Just like she wanted me to dress like a sissy and wear a chastity cage. She wanted me to seal my red lips around that python and…what? Suck him until…?

My cock was now begging for stimulation, my balls hunching tight as it rubbed against my panties. I felt so thirsty. I needed something to drink…anything…

“Honey?”

Dakota was kneeling down next to me. She stroked the side of my cheek. “Are you okay, honey?”

“Y-Yeah, Mistress…”

“Do you want to do this?” She looked genuinely worried. “You know I don’t want you doing anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“I…uh…”

Mr. Norris had unstrapped his belt and pulled down his pants. I stared at him. Underneath he was wearing white boxer briefs that he quickly got rid of. He edged a little closer until all I could see was his round belly and his wiry belly hair. I couldn’t see a cock. Not until he tucked his hands underneath his stomach and lifted it up to expose what lay hidden there. He was about a three-incher, and his balls hung a little to the left of him. 

Fuck. 

Dakota wound an arm around my shoulder, hugging me close. I nuzzled into her soft, soft skin and breathed in her scent. And I knew instantly what I had to do. I had to make her happy, especially if our sex life had been so bad she’d pounced on the opportunity to cheat on me. I just hadn’t done enough to think about her needs and it was time to fix that. It just so happened that making her happy involved making me degraded in a way a man should never be.

Could I even call myself a man?

I just wasn’t sure anymore…

And then Master Kyrone had his arm around me too. I was in between my Master and Mistress, and strangely, it felt kind of nice. Master planted a kiss on my cheek. “Trust me, baby girl,” he whispered, his hot breath skimming the shell of my ear. “You’ll be worshiping the parts I shit with before the night ends.” He laughed then. It was a demonic laugh.

Oh shit.

This could just be the end of me…


CHAPTER 7

Mr. Norris shuffled in front of me and spat on his fingers. He massaged the spit vigorously onto his three-inch pecker. My insides churned. There was a side table next to us, on top of which lay a black leather whip. He picked it up with his left hand and coiled his stubby fingers around its handle.

“Are you ready, Miss Martin?” he asked politely. 

I swallowed hard. Then I nodded. 

He hunkered forward. His belly rose and fell and then he sort of cushioned it against my forehead. I felt the weight of it and then the scent of his crotch hit me all at once. I let out a groan as he squeezed his fat little dick through my half-open mouth. I closed my eyes and kept them shut as I slowly bobbed my head back and forth. I knew Master Kyrone was watching. And, even worse…my own wife was watching me. Was she enjoying this? Enjoying watching me do this vile, vile act?

Shame and nausea bubbled at the back of my throat at the thought. What the hell was I doing? Had I gone insane? Our safe word suddenly popped inside my head. At any moment I could stop and say it and put an end to this madness. 

“Unghhh-oooWW!” 

The pain stung like a thousand little paper cuts on my back. And then the whip struck me again. And again. My back was on fire. Mr. Norris politely told me I was getting distracted and that I had to return to the task at hand. He jostled his dick deeper into my mouth and cupped my head with his right hand, pushing it forward so I could swallow him up even more. I heard Dakota laughing cheerily. Holy shit. She sounded so excited. 

Fuck the safe word, I thought. I’m going to do this for her. 

I sucked and I sucked. I tried to hold my breath as much as possible. I tried to imagine I sucking on Dakota’s clit, not this fat man’s cock. But it was still disgusting. My mouth had turned sour very quickly and my jaw hurt. I thought of Dakota and powered through, even though the shame almost made me stop at multiple points. Then Mr. Norris finally came. He came on my eyes. I blinked rapidly to get rid of the goopy mess. Cum—and tears—started to trickle down my cheeks. 

I fucking did it. 

I needed a bucket to vomit in.

When Mr. Norris moved aside, Dakota was sitting up on the bed, uncuffed, with her arms wrapped around Master Kyrone’s shoulders. She was massaging them gently. “Oh, wow,” she breathed. “Look at how pretty she looks with all that cum on her face! How many minutes, Mr. Norris?”

Mr. Norris looked down at his watch and replied that it had been twelve minutes. 

Master Kyrone slid down and yanked me by the hair. “Twelve fucking minutes? You think this is some kind of joke?” he rasped. “Don’t stare at me all innocent like that. I know what you’re capable of. I know there’s a little slut inside you. So go on, I dare you. Show me how slutty you can be.” His eyes flattened into those menacing slits.

Dakota appeared beside him. She crouched down and leveled her eyes with mine. “I need you to prove yourself, honey.” She lovingly wiped the cum away from my cheeks.  “Can you do it for me?”

Those awful, magical words. My balls and cock strained again. I stared at her large brown eyes and her big naked tits and felt myself shrivel and crumple. 

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” I said in the quietest voice I could manage. 

She smiled and patted me sympathetically on the head, then pulled my long black hair back. “She’ll be ready in just a minute, Mr. Norris.” 

She walked over to one of the cabinets and picked up a small black device that looked like a blob and an accompanying remote. Heading over to one of the other shelves, she perused a line of available lubricants and picked one, then slathered it all over the device’s flared base. Then she stepped over to the back of the platform I was restrained in and slid her hand through my panties, exposing my ass. 

“I love you, honey,” she whispered and then she pushed it in me. “There you go. This will make your training just a little easier.”

I squeaked and gasped, but there was no point. The device was already wedged very tightly inside my recesses. I couldn’t believe my own ass had allowed that thing to enter me.

I felt betrayed by my own body. 

Dakota stepped back to the front again and smiled down at me. She pressed a button on the remote. It started with a little tickle that blew into powerful vibrations that throbbed and rattled inside my ass. I gritted my teeth as the device continued to pulse inside me, causing wave after wave of pleasure. I let out a soft moan, then groaned uncontrollably as my cock hardened inside my cage. 

Fuck! Fuck! Why does this feel so good…

“Oh, she likes it alright,” Dakota said with a devious grin. She handed the remote to the butler. “Mr. Norris?”

Before I knew it, Mr. Norris’ flabby dick was inside my mouth and I was sucking him off. Little aftershocks of pleasure pulsed through me, leaving my head spinning.

“I hope we’ll have better results this time around, honey,” Dakota said as she headed back to where Master Kyrone was seated. Her voice was still soft and loving but I couldn’t help but think it was a veiled threat.


CHAPTER 8

I was in a dark, dark hole I couldn’t seem to climb out of. 

The smells and tastes were different here, but they were pulling me into a new world. All I could feel was the suction of my lips, the wetness of my tongue, and the hardness of the penis underneath my fingertips. The way I gave this man pleasure using just my little whore mouth was so erotic.

I’d walked into this dungeon knowing that something was going to happen to me. That I was going to be degraded and emasculated by my wife and her Master. But I couldn’t have imagined this—not in my wildest dreams. This was beyond dirty. This was depravity.

I had no idea what was happening to me, but I guess I didn't really care anymore. I just knew I needed more.

Mmm.

He tasted so fucking good. His velvety penis was so warm on my tongue. It was hard as a rock and throbbing wildly, pushing up against my tonsils. His stomach flab was almost smothering me so he could push it even further inside my mouth. Even though he was tubby and overweight, he was more of a man than I could ever be. 

Oh god. And my ass. It was so sensitive now. So tender.

For many agonizing minutes now, I’d been holed up and shackled to this platform. Bringing Master Kyrone’s fat butler to completion using my eager tongue over and over again while my ass was massaged and played with like a toy.

When I sucked well, I was rewarded. Sometimes I hated myself for enjoying it. Sometimes I loved it too much to care. My ass literally pounded with pleasure, until I had no choice but to cry out and let go of the cock in my mouth. But then my tight little ass got zapped with an electric shock. The shock made my whole ass curl up and clench and left me feeling light-headed. Needless to say, I learned the ins and outs of cocksucking very quickly.

Mr. Norris supervised me with a greedy gaze, almost salivating while he feasted on my feminized body. And beyond him, my wife and Master Kyrone fucked like rabbits on steroids. That was maybe the most torturous part of all. Dakota was giving me what I’d wanted all along…but I was so wrapped up in my task that I had no real way to watch what they were doing.

The second time Mr. Norris came, it had taken me ten whole minutes. That wasn’t much of an improvement over the first, and I received almost a minute-long shock that agonized my fucking soul. After my punishment, Mr. Norris fed me some water from a bowl, wiped his cum off my eyelids with a stinking rag, pulled my hair back with a clip, and stepped out of the dungeon for a few precious minutes. That was the only time I was able to watch them. Dakota was getting ravished by Master Kyrone’s cock. His powerful dark chocolate body was glistening with sweat and Dakota seemed on the brink of yet another orgasm. The sad thing was she was too busy to notice I was watching her. 

When Mr. Norris returned, he stunk of cigarettes.

It took me four tries to get him to finish quickly enough.

During his last break, Mr. Norris crouched down and grabbed my left breast. He moaned as he felt all around the filling and pinched my fake puffy nipple. Then he gracelessly bent over and began to moan and suck on my nipple, while feeling up my right tit with his other palm. His dick was starting to harden again.

Was my sissy body making him feel that excited?

There was a weird silence in the room. Then I noticed that Dakota was watching me. Shit. I tried to smile at her, but my mouth was half-open in a horny daze. Mr. Norris’s nipple-sucking actually made me feel so good. I felt so sexy. 

A minute later, with no warning, Mr. Norris stood up and thrust his cock back into my mouth. 

He spurted in under a minute. 

Dakota looked bright and radiant when Mr. Norris made the announcement. Her face was glowing so much she could practically light up a small city. Things were coming to fruition very soon…and I could feel it. She had more plans. All of this was a means to an end…and I was about to find out what the end was…

“What do you want to do right now, honey?” she asked me.

Master Kyrone stood up, baring his nakedness to me once more. It was too much to look at. His protruding length was sending electricity coursing through my veins. My mouth felt raw but I was hungry. My brain and body felt in sync for once. And I knew what I had to do. 

“Please let me suck Master Kyrone’s cock, Mistress,” I begged.

Dakota smiled. “Are you sure, dear sissy hubby?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “I need a big cock to suck. I need a black cock.”

She paused. “Only to suck? Think carefully, honey.”

I forced down the knot that had formed in my throat. “I want him to…” I stopped, took a breath, and started again. “I want him to fuck me, Mistress.”

Dakota folded her arms in front of her chest and hesitated. “Honey…I think Master would love to do you the favor. I think he’ll do it on one condition. Master wants me to stay in his mansion permanently. He said he can take care of me much better than you can. He’ll buy me anything I want and fuck me anytime I want. He loves me, honey. He loves you. He’s very happy to fuck you if you accept the offer.”

I stared at her. Had it really come to this?

Memories danced before my eyes. Of us together before we’d entered the dungeon. Laughing. Bonding. Kissing. Fucking. And then we delved into the world of cuckolding. It had all been my idea, and my wife had been so attentive and willing. Now I was about to lose her to our black bull. 

I was finding it a little difficult to breathe. Maybe I was hyperventilating…or maybe I was just excited. Dakota stood there silently, waiting for me to make my decision. 

“Thank you for the offer, Mistress Dakota and Master Kyrone,” I said. I took in a shaky breath before I continued. “I would be honored to accept it.”

Dakota beamed. Her next words sent a shiver down my spine.

“My sissy husband is ready to worship you, Master.”


CHAPTER 9

I was finally ready to submit to Master Kyrone. 

I was going to offer my virgin ass to Master, and my wife was going to watch me. 

It was going to be the ultimate act of devotion. 

I shifted my aching knees around the best I could as Master Kyrone surveyed me, laying on his side up on the platform, one elbow propped up and his hand lazily buried into the mop of his dark hair. He’d been silent for some time, and he still didn’t speak. He just stared at me, his eyes traveling down from my cum-stained, makeup-smudged face, to my exposed nipples, to my vulnerable pose, my cuffed ankles, and finally, my ass. I was suddenly looking at him the way my wife must have seen him all this time, and I was forced to admit to myself that he was hot. So hot, apparently, that I would let him fuck me. 

Master leapt down from the platform and cradled my chin in one hand. He stroked the side of my face, and he was surprisingly gentle. That was when I knew this had been a major part of his fantasy all along. Me. Maybe he’d been planning this from the very first day he’d met my wife. I still couldn’t understand what it was about me that was really making him tick. Was he into men? Was he bisexual? Was he attracted to sissies? I didn’t know, and I don’t think I’d ever know. 

I parted my lips a little as an invitation. 

Now that my body had relaxed again and my mind was slightly calmer, I thought I’d feel grossed out again as Master Kyrone thrust his cock into my mouth. But I didn’t. My tongue was wetter than it had ever been. I was horny for him. 

The python began to grow as it glided through my taste buds. The familiar smell and taste of Dakota’s pussy filled my nostrils as I began to pleasure him. Fuck. I was worshiping the same cock that had just fucked the daylights out of my wife. The same cock that was still slimy with her juices.

When I started to sway my head back and forth, Master uttered a sound that was barely audible. A moan—a very quiet one, like he was trying so hard to control himself. His length was unimaginable. It seemed to defy logic. His girth was inhuman. It made Mr. Norris’s penis look like a twig cut in half. There was no way I could take his whole length in my mouth, but Master had other ideas. He pushed my head forward so I was taking more and more of him, until I could feel his heated cockhead squishing against the back of my throat. I started to gag. His eyes glowed.

“Look at you,” he grunted as he pushed himself even further down my throat. “You’re sucking off your wife’s bull like the hot little sissy cuck you were meant to be.”

I couldn’t answer. 

I could only suck. 

He asked Dakota to kneel next to him so she could witness what a whore I was. 

“Honey, I think it’s about time I tell you why Master and I bonded so quickly,” she said as she watched me. “On our first date, Master confessed that one of his lifelong fantasies was to sissify a cuck. He wanted to fuck a brand new sissy slut’s tight ass while his wife watched and humiliated him. But it wasn’t just enough for him to do it for one night. The fantasy was for him to do this for the long-term.” 

I kept sucking, because by now I knew how important it was not to get distracted to the most important task at hand. 

“I was glad Master had the courage to tell that to me,” she continued. “Because, believe it or not, I’ve always wondered whether you were meant to live that sort of lifestyle. You were never outrageously bold or confident, and—let’s face it—your bedroom skills could’ve used some work. I never told you this, but I’ve kind of had this fantasy too. For the longest time. The thought of dominating you, humiliating you, and permanently transforming you into a girl turns me on so much, honey. It makes me so wet. And having someone like Master to give me what I need every single day is just the icing on the cake.”

Every single word my wife was saying was riling me up. My brain was a mess of emotions. I had so much to say to her, too, but all of that would have to wait. I had to serve her Master first. His big loose balls bounced off my face and his thick pubic hair scratched me each time he smacked straight into the back of my throat. He grunted and yanked my head back in a terrifyingly rough grip and pushed his cock further into my gullet. For a second I felt like my lungs had already collapsed. It was so big, but it felt so good. Then he broke free, vacated my mouth, and broke into a grin. It was the first time I’d ever seen a genuine smile from him, and apparently it was choking me with his cock had done it for him.

Master Kyrone stomped behind me, where my ass was waiting for him. His huge palms, hot with lust, spread my cheeks wide open, and then his slimy length landed right on my back entrance. I was frozen solid. My wrists and legs seemed to have gone numb, and my pulse raced. 

This was it. The grand finale. 

Dakota shifted her position, settling down right in front of me. It was like she wanted to see every microexpression I would make as my anal virginity was taken away from me. She bit her lip and nodded at me. She was soaking it all in, still glowing in anticipation. There was nothing she wanted more right that second than to see me submit fully to her Master. 

I smiled at her, remembering what she’d told me before we’d entered Master’s dungeon. 

I love you. 

It took a few minutes for Master Kyrone to penetrate through the tight ring of muscle that guarded my asshole. No one could blame me—he was inhumanly big. I felt the pressure of his arms bearing down on my spine as he pushed. The tip of his penis was leaking and he was breathing slowly, like he was trying to control himself again. Maybe he knew if he didn’t get a grip on his lust he would hurt me.   

“So, so tight…” he whispered. Every word was quivering with desire. “Jesus, you are tight as hell…”

When his tip finally pierced through, I almost sighed with relief. But there was a lot left to go, and I wasn’t sure whether my body could handle it. Could my asshole really stretch that much? I guess I was about to find out. 

Master Kyrone wrapped his arms around my waist and belly, squeezing me in so I was anchored in position. His cock bore into me, little by little, and I felt like a balloon that was being filled and stretched. It was a strange mix of both pain and pleasure. I liked how tightly Master was holding me, like he knew I was his property. I liked how he grunted as he forced himself in me. I liked how vulnerable I felt. 

Dakota slowly swiveled my chin so I was looking into her. I blinked. Surprisingly, tears burst through my eyelids and I sniffled. I didn’t know why I was crying. I wasn’t really sad. It hurt a little, but it still felt good. Christ. What was happening to me? 

“You look so hot,” Dakota said. “I love how scared you look right now, honey. But don’t be. You can power through this. Your body was meant for this. I’ve done anal before, haven’t I? As long as you’re horny, your body knows what it has to do. And you are horny, aren’t you?”

I nodded, too emotional to speak. She leaned forward and kissed my tears away. Then she reached up and held both my hands. My own were clammy and cold, my wrists aching, but hers were warm and full of life. I was instantly comforted.

It didn’t take too long after that for Master Kyrone’s cock to fully fill my back hole. With some consistent pushing and a slight shifting of how my ass was angled, and I was able to take most of it in. He started to thrust very slowly. The friction his phallus created was bordering on euphoric. Squeezing Dakota’s fingers tightly for support, I closed my eyes and surrendered to all the new sensations filling me.

So was this what it felt like to take it from behind? Was this what girls felt? It really did feel like I had a pussy and I was doing it doggy-style, the sensations probably a thousand times more powerful than the times I had sex as a man. It was a huge mindfuck. 

“Tell me the truth, sissy girl,” Master Kyrone asked. “Are you really accepting my offer?”

“Yes, Master,” I moaned.

“Do you really promise to be my loyal slave? To do everything I say? To serve me with your body whenever I want to?”

“Yes, Master!” 

“Do you allow me to own your wife? To use her, fuck her, degrade her? To let her live in my home?”

“Yes!”

“Then tell me who your wife belongs to!”

“She belongs to you, Master,” I sobbed. I didn’t even care about anything else but getting in as much of his penis as possible inside of me. I bumped back on him and starting circling my hips a little to help him fuck me. “She belongs only to you. I’m just a sissy cuck who promises to worship your black cock, Master.”

“Then take it!” Master shouted, slapping my ass so hard it stung. “Take my black cock! Let it break open your naughty virgin ass! Be a good slut and serve me!”

I groaned loudly and opened my eyes. Dakota was rubbing on one of her nipples. She stared right at me and the pure hunger on her face could’ve been enough to make me orgasm. Her nipples were so erect and looked as hard as stones. I wished I could suck on them, but I knew there was no way she was giving me the pleasure of touching her body. Her body belonged to another man and the fact I couldn’t have her was making me so fucking horny. One of her fingers had snuck downstairs and she was rubbing herself there too, and the floor was already glistening. My beautiful cuckoldress wife looked so happy. I’d made her happy. 

My butt cheeks squeezed tight when I felt Master’s penis travel even deeper inside my ass. He was stimulating my prostate now. Pleasure fluttered and rose in throbbing waves, and my chastity still held me in. My balls were so tight and swollen. His palms were no doubt leaving red prints across my hips—and his cock seemed to be getting hotter by the second. He was fucking me so aggressively my bones were rattling.

“Cum for Master,” Dakota whispered. She was stroking my face, her big eyes expectant. “Cum for me…”

I was usually a quiet guy while I orgasmed but not this time. I whimpered as I came, bucking my hips as my milk poured off me like a river. Holy shit. I’d done it. I’d cum like a real girl. 

Almost immediately after, I felt the heat boil inside my asshole. Master was actually cumming inside me. He kept pumping as he spurted load after load and I started to shiver. It was the first time I’d actually experienced something this dirty and it was so euphoric I almost felt like cumming all over again. 

Master rested against my body for a couple of minutes after he spent himself. I felt his penis shrinking and getting colder. Cum was flowing down my crack and thighs. When he finally pulled out of my sissy cunt my wife was waiting to serve him. She knelt down and took his cock in her mouth and drained every last bit of cum off him. Then they kissed, and Dakota planted several kisses along the stretch of his scar on his left arm. Master moaned and pulled her close and kissed her forehead. It was so fucking hot to see that they’d bonded over what they’d just done to me. 

They cleaned up together before uncuffing me. I stood up and stretched and patted my soft, sore ass to comfort it. 

Dakota hugged me. “You did great, honey. I love you.”

“I love you,” I whispered. I took her hand in mine and kissed it. Then I swallowed hard. I turned to face the tall and intimidating man sitting on his gold armchair. He was watching us with razor-sharp eyes, his gaze raking over both our bodies. He’d fucked us both, wife and sissy, so I guess he owned us both now. I could only imagine what he had planned for us in the future… 

Dakota and I walked toward him, the sound of our stilettos clinking and echoing through the dungeon. She sat on the arm of his chair and draped her legs over his lap. I knelt before them and looked at her lovingly. God, I loved her so much. We’d had five blissful years of marriage, but I was going to hand her off to the most important man in our lives now. 

Our Master.


THE END
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I thought she was an animal at first. A predator.

But no. She was a huntress in the wilderness with no ties to civilization. And she wanted to be my Mistress.
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