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“So how’s your little subby hubby taking to his new role around the house???” Veronica asked Kate with a grin as the two sat alone eating their lunches in the break room at the hospital where they worked.

Kate snickered, pausing for a moment as her eyes darted around the room before she allowed herself to speak freely.

“You know, he’s actually accepting it all a lot better than I ever would’ve expected!” she said with a laugh as she took another bite of the pasta that he’d prepared for her the night before. “A lot better…”

“Good!” her younger co-worker chimed with a bubbly grin as her mind flashed back to a couple of months prior when she had lent her services to first introduce Kate’s husband to the world of chastity while she and her lover were out enjoying a night on the town. “If you ask me, every woman should have two men in her life – one to do all of the work and to wait on her hand and foot, and another much more ravishing fellow to have her fun with!”

“You may be right,” Kate giggled along with her as the thought of her much more endowed lover … the doctor … made her slightly blush as she considered their latest rendezvous just the other night.

“I’m glad to see that he’s been so willing to … adjust … to this new change to our lifestyle,” she added as she daintily picked at her vegetables. “It certainly has made things … easier … for me.”

Never one to shy away from even the most provocative of discussion topics, Veronica pressed on, “Well I should hope so! It’s been what – over two months now? He should be doing almost all of the chores around the house at this point, isn’t he???”

“Oh, he’s getting there!” Kate smiled. “He’s got most of the big stuff down by now – dishes, laundry, vacuuming … he spends a lot of time reorganizing my closet for me these days, probably because he fantasizes about the different outfits that Marcus has been buying for me.”

“Does he cook?” Veronica asked curiously as she peered over into the plastic dish that Kate was eating from.

“Actually, he does,” she replied, “and he’s been getting surprisingly good at it as of late, too! We try to make an evening of it a couple of times a week on the nights that I’m home … he cooks something up and pours a bottle of wine, and then afterwards I’ll put him to work either rubbing my feet or giving me a massage while I…”

Veronica grinned.

“So why haven’t you had me over for dinner yet?! I kind of think that you owe it to me after all of the groundwork that I laid for you that night!” she jeered playfully.

“And besides, Andrew seemed like he was awfully fun to tease the last time I was there. I hope that you’ve been having him work on his ass kissing since then…”

Kate couldn’t help but laugh as she nodded giddily, knowing that it had been just two nights ago when she had him last kneeling behind her paying tribute to her in one of the more humiliating ways that she’d discovered recently. She lost herself in the moment as she pictured her husband’s tongue eagerly suckling at her asshole, nude save for his chastity belt as his hands remained fixed on her leather boots at her ankles, when suddenly the break room door swung open and two of their other colleagues walked in, talking loudly and clearly already in a deep conversation of their own.

The budding dominant didn’t have to think about her co-worker’s plea long while she rinsed her container in the sink nearby before stowing it back in her locker and preparing to return to the floor for the second half of her shift. On her way out the door, she leaned in to Veronica still sitting at the table and demurely inquired, “So our place Saturday night then???”

Veronica smiled as she replied, “I think I can move a few things around on my calendar to make that work!”

* * * * * * * * * *

Andrew had just walked in the front door with two bags of groceries fresh from the market for the three’s dinner when he found his wife frustratingly pacing her way through the house with a clipboard in hand, muttering to herself as she occasionally stopped to scribble something down before moving on to her next point of interest.

“Is everything alright, honey?” Andrew asked quietly as he set the bags down on the island in their kitchen before going over to see what his wife was upset about.

Kate paused and took a deep breath, then held up the clipboard in his direction as he approached and said, “No – it’s not. We’ve got company coming over in a few hours and the house looks terrible! The floors are dirty; the entire place looks like it hasn’t been dusted in ages…”

Her husband stuttered as he glanced over to see the thick layer of dust on one of the shelves nearby, “I’m sorry … I’ve just been so busy with everything else lately.”

Kate just stared back at him for a moment and chuckled before replying, “You know who’s coming over tonight … a woman shouldn’t be embarrassed when another comes over to her home because her husband isn’t keeping it sufficiently clean for them!”

Andrew took the clipboard from her hands and started to go through her list as he too looked around the room, then sighed as he comforted her, “I’m really sorry, Miss Jones. I need to get the groceries put away and start prepping for dinner, but I’ll see what I can do to take care of at least some of these before Miss Greene arrives…”

Kate calmed and a small smile grew over her lips.

“You do that,” she retorted. “I’m going to be upstairs – please do not disturb me until my guest arrives…” she told him as she turned on her heel and marched out of the family room with her husband still left holding the clipboard full of cleaning critiques that she had been collecting for him.

“Yes, ma’am…”

Andrew’s eyes dropped to the floor, but couldn’t but help follow his wife’s feet as she walked down the hall and eventually turned to go up the stairs towards their bedroom. He took a deep breath and gazed over the expansive list that he knew would take days to complete, then returned to the kitchen to finish putting things away once he heard their bedroom door close above him.

After taking the time to prepare what he could for the meal he was planning for them all that evening, Andrew then took a second look back over his wife’s list and singled out the items that he figured were the most significant and that he could complete in the shortest amounts of time over the next hour and a half that he had to work with before Veronica was set to arrive. Though he felt a little overwhelmed with all of the additional work that was being required of him lately, he didn’t dare question it as he hastily dusted and cleaned up various piles of clutter until quickly the time had already passed and he heard the ringing of the doorbell up front…

Feather duster still in hand, Andrew opened the front door to find the perky blonde waiting outside, decked out in a tight, blue dress that showed more leg than it concealed and a matching pair of patent leather pumps that immediately drew his attention. Smiling smugly at him as she took note of what was in his hand, Veronica snickered, “Long time, no see…” as she smirked walking past him into the house as if she owned the place.

“I’ll … go let Kate know that you’re here…” he stammered as he watched the sexy twenty-something walk through the room that he had briefly dusted not thirty minutes prior, feeling his cock swell against the sides of its cage before rushing up the stairs to alert his wife of the girl’s arrival.

Also taking pleasant note of the duster that her husband carried, Kate randomly glanced around the front room to take note of Andrew’s results before walking into the family room where Veronica had made herself comfortable, her designer purse and the large shopping bag that she had brought with her sitting on the ottoman in front of her.

As the two women chatted while Andrew returned to the kitchen to begin cooking dinner, he could hear the occasional giggling but no actual detail as to the discussions that were taking place. Nonetheless he did his best to prepare a meal that he thought his wife would be proud of – this time a braised chicken with mushrooms and almonds, featuring fresh vegetables and one of his wife’s all-time favorite red wines. While everything simmered he also set the table for three in the dining room and occasionally slipped back into the front room to continue with his list each time he had a few minutes to spare in the kitchen…

Back in the family room, Veronica was complimenting her new friend on the transformation that her husband had been through since she’d last been there herself, joking as she pointed out the place on the floor where he had unceremoniously paid tribute to her fine ass and then reveling in some of Kate’s own stories as she shared some of her own favorites since that fateful night that changed her relationship forever.

At one point in the conversation, Kate stopped abruptly and walked over to pick up a surprisingly large dust bunny that was peeking out from beneath the credenza, muttering in frustration as she grabbed the ball of dust and hair with a tissue and deposited it into a waste basket just around the corner.

“It’s just so hard to find good help these days…” she half joked as she sat back down across from Veronica, prompting a bit of laughter from her guest.

“Ooooh – that actually reminds me … I brought you something!” she lit up as she looked over at the shopping bag. “Would your hubby be at a point where I can borrow him for a few minutes???”

Kate curiously pondered said gift as she got up and announced, “Let’s find out!” before leading Veronica into the kitchen where they found Andrew taking a pot off of one of the burners while the timer on the oven slowly counted down from 28 minutes.

“How’s it coming in here?!” Kate called out playfully as the two entered, with Veronica adding, “It sure does smell good…” in a tone that sounded vaguely suspicious as he looked up to see the two attractive women leering over him.

“Good,” he replied as he felt himself awkwardly start to swell in his cage again simply on account of their presence. “We’re just waiting for the chicken to finish at this point, which should be in another … 37 minutes…” he reported, glancing up at the timer as he covered the pot in his hand and then turned his attention back to the ladies.

“Excellent!” Veronica exclaimed with an exciting grin as she looked back at her hostess. “So you’ve got a bit of time to kill … Kate here is going to hold down the fort while I show you something in the other room that I brought for her…”

Andrew’s heart began to race as his mind immediately went to the last thing that Veronica had brought over that he had been wearing locked mercilessly around his penis ever since…

Kate just shrugged innocently, though not without a grin herself as her husband looked back to her for any reassurance as to what was about to happen, instead simply saying, “It’ll be just as much of a surprise for me as it is for you!”

Andrew gulped as he turned to glance into the oven to check on the main course one last time before following Veronica back into the other room to retrieve the large shopping bag that evidently contained the mystery present that she had brought for his wife. Veronica quickly handed the bag off to him to carry, citing, “Let’s go upstairs – I don’t want Kate to sneak a peek until we’re ready…” as she then led him down the hall where he was temporarily pulled aside by his wife who, with Veronica looking on only a few feet away, nonchalantly placed her hand firmly on the steel beneath his belt and whispered into his ear, “Now whatever is in that bag, I’ll expect you to do exactly as she says and show her the same level of obedience that you’ve been showing me these last couple of months … are we clear?”

Andrew stared into his wife’s deep, demanding eyes as her grasp continued, eventually whimpering in return, “…yes, Miss Jones…” after which she released him with a satisfyingly sinister grin, saying to herself, “Good boy!” as he retreated up the stairs behind the blonde, carrying her bag in tow just as he’d been directed.

As they stepped around the corner into the master bedroom, Veronica wasted little time shutting the door behind them and then emptying the contents of the shopping bag out onto the bed in front of them. Andrew stood confused at first as he watched her produce what appeared to be a French maid’s uniform, but made out of a shiny, vinyl material, followed thereafter by a pair of black pantyhose and then a bright pink shoe box which she opened to reveal a pair of shiny black high heels to match, and finally a long, brown wig with a frilly, maid’s cap already pinned into the top of it.

Andrew studied the outfit on the bed for a moment until he finally got up the nerve to ask, “So … is this another thing that he wants her to dress up in???”

Veronica just snickered back as she fidgeted with the frilly lace that surrounded the edge of the vinyl dress, then laughed, “No – not that I know of, anyways … this is actually for you!”

“You see, Kate told me about all of this new housework that you’ve been taking on lately … although I see that there are certain areas that sure could use some improvement! Anyways, I figured that as long as you’re living the part, you might as well be dressing the part, too.”

Andrew was speechless as his eyes remained locked on the vinyl dress spread out on the bed. The thought of wearing women’s clothes had never even crossed his mind before and he couldn’t even imagine doing it in front of another person – be it his wife or anybody else…

“You want me to wear that???” he asked weakly as he felt himself sinking with every moment the shiny vinyl stared back at him from his marital bed.

“Yes!” Veronica replied with a domineering smile. “Right now.”

He stood in shock while the girl dug through the shopping bag a few moments longer, finally snapping back to reality at the sound of Veronica’s fingers as they clicked together before she prompted, “Come on! Dinner’s going to be ready soon, isn’t it? I’m pretty sure you need to be down there to take the chicken out of the oven when that timer goes off, don’t you?!”

“What did your wife tell you before you came up here?”

“Alright,” Andrew admitted defeat. “What do you want me to do?”

“No – stop,” the blonde said emphatically as she glared back at him, standing eye to eye with him in her 5” heels. “What did your wife tell you??? I want to hear the words come out of your mouth.”

Andrew blushed as his eyes dropped to the floor, quite intimidated as he felt the girl’s temper flare. His mind flush with all that was taking place around him, he had to close his eyes for a moment to think back to only five minutes earlier to hear his wife’s words whisper once again through his head…

“I’m to do exactly as you say,” he stammered, his eyes still locked on the floor, “and I’m to show you the same level of obedience that I’ve been showing her…”

Veronica smirked as she looked down her nose at the submissive man, then ordered, “Take off your clothes, then get down on your knees.”

Andrew could practically hear his heart beating out of his chest as he quickly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it on the bed, then did the same with his pants and boxers, leaving only the shiny, steel chastity device that Veronica had locked on him nearly three months earlier. He was barely on his knees for two seconds before he heard her jeer, “Is that where those go?!” pointing back at his clothes, prompting him to get back up and move them to the hamper in the closet before returning to his knees before her once more.

“Put your head on the floor, hands behind your back!” the girl sharply ordered.

The man did as he was told, and seconds later he was starring at those same blue, patent leather pumps only an inch from his face. Raising one foot up to rest on the back of his head, the blonde towered over him as she applied pressure with one foot, causing his brow to rest on the toe of the other.

“This is what you are to women like us – to me, to your wife,” Veronica told him bluntly as the sharp heel of her shoe dug into the back of Andrew’s head. “You’re here for our entertainment, and to serve us, and that’s that.”

“Tell me, slave – are you aroused right now???”

His haze made him glaze right over what she had called him – it was all he could do to squeak out, “…yes, Miss Greene…”

“You know, there’s all sorts of stuff that I can teach your wife about this new lifestyle that she’s growing accustomed to…”

“…and if you think prancing around in the privacy of your own house in a little maid’s outfit is as bad as it gets, you have no idea!”

“Do I need to go downstairs and get the key to those spikes that are in your belt, Andrew?” she taunted as she continued to tower dauntingly over him. “I think it’s fair to say that Kate would expect me to engage them all of the way after what she told you earlier, don’t you think?”

“Have you had them engaged all of the way, yet, Andrew???”

“No, I haven’t, Miss Greene…” he murmured from beneath her feet.

Veronica laughed, remarking, “Well I’ll bet that they’d really hurt, making mincemeat out of your tiny, little dick … but then again, it’s not like it’s good for anything else anyways, now is it, Andrew???”

“No, Miss Greene – it’s not…” he winced as his position balled up on his knees began to get the best of him.

After rocking her heel back and forth and admiring the view a moment longer, Veronica finally posed to the man beneath her, “So, Andrew – are you going to be a good, little hubby and put on your uniform like you’re told so that you can go finish making us dinner?”

Without hesitation, the man replied back simply, “Yes, Miss Greene…”

“You know,” Veronica laughed as she took her heel off of the man’s head and stepped back away from where he was kneeling, “I think we’re probably done with the formalities between us. You should really be calling me Mistress, and the next time you’re in front of your wife like this, I want you to call her that, too.”

“Yes … Mistress,” Andrew said quietly as he sat up from his position, though still clasping his wrists behind his back.

Before he was told to get up, the blonde then paced back and forth in front of her subject a few times finally stopping and this time more playfully asking, “Do you like my shoes, Andrew?”

“Kate tells me that you’ve been really into keeping her shoes neat and organized for her, so what do you think of mine? Would you like to kiss them as a symbol of how we’ve grown here just now?”

Andrew looked up at the woman standing over him in her short, blue dress and the heels that he had just finished being given an up close introduction to, and a moment later the words fell from his mouth as if they had been the most natural part of his vocabulary all of his life…

“Yes, Mistress…”

Veronica chuckled to herself.

“Then stick out your tongue, slave…”

As the man knelt there at the foot of his marital bed, naked except for the steel belt locked around his genitals, he took another deep breath and then obediently extended his tongue while the blonde slipped off her shoes, then took one of the shiny, blue pumps in her hand and brought to rest just the very toe of its underside on the end of Andrew’s awaiting, wet tongue. The girl held her shoe there triumphantly for a few seconds while he glanced from her and then back again to the shoe in front of him, confused but not daring to question her until she finally laughed again and tipped the heel forward, forcing his nose into the pocket of the shoe defiantly before pulling back and slipping them both back on her feet.

“Did you like that smell?!” she jeered as she laughed down at him once more. “You’re not worthy to kiss my shoes … at least not yet, anyways…”

“Now get up and put your dress on!” Veronica continued, her voice a playful tone in her head, though at that point it was being interpreted as anything but by her plaything.

Clueless on where to begin, Andrew looked down at the pile of female clothes spread out on the bed and first picked up the uniform itself, though Veronica was quick to correct him by suggesting that the pantyhose go on first. Sliding the smooth, restricting nylon carefully up one leg, then the other, he couldn’t help but notice the cool sensations that rose up his body, stopping just above his thighs where he lifted the waistband over his chastity belt like a perfect fit.

He then stood obediently as Veronica took the vinyl maid’s outfit and unzipped the back before holding it out in front of him, allowing him to briefly use her arm for support as he lifted his second leg into the sleeve, unsure of what to think as he then felt the girl slide the dress up his torso until it came time to slip his arms into each of the short sleeves at his shoulders. When dress was fitted in place, she then slowly guided the small zipper up the man’s back until it came to rest between his shoulder blades.

Before he had a chance to even look down at himself and whatever it was that the girl was creating, Veronica had disappeared back to the shopping bag for a brief moment to produce what looked like a pair of silicon breast implants, as he soon noticed that the bust of the uniform was presently a bit empty for someone of his stature without proper breasts of his own. The breast forms quickly changed all of that, however, and once Veronica had slipped each of the two jiggly sacks into the cups of the dress, it seemed to fill out quite nicely and was very evidently to the Mistress’s satisfaction…

“Have you ever walked in high heels before?” she asked him with a straight face, though Andrew just looked back at her with a blank look, far from the type who would ever dare to do such a thing even just for something like Halloween once a year.

She directed him to sit down on the edge of the bed, and while Andrew began to taking curious note of the smooth vinyl that was hugging his midsection, Veronica had grabbed the black heels from the shoe box next to him and one shoe at a time fitted the high heels to the man’s pantyhose-laden feet, securing each with the cute, buckling ankle strap that had attracted her to them before moving on to the other.

“Ok, now just stand up nice and slow…” Veronica directed him after buckling the second shoe into place. Andrew was so far outside of anything he’d ever known, it was all that he could do to simply put both of his feet on the floor, taking note of the awkward, new position that the shoes held his feet in, and then carefully did his best to stand up on the 5” spikes, reaching out to his interrogator once again for stability as he tried to find his balance on the shoes that he’d always found beyond sexy when worn by anyone of the opposite sex…

“Good,” she replied curtly as she took his hand from her shoulder and then let it drop. “Now walk to the closet and back – small steps…”

Andrew did just that, moving only a few inches at a time as he teetered on the ridiculously high heels while Veronica first watched for a few minutes and then retreated back to her shopping bag to root around in it some more while he practiced walking in small circles around the room and then just standing in one place on the perilous heels. He didn’t even know how to acknowledge it at the time, but the more he walked, he began to notice the pleasant swaying of the heavy, vinyl skirt as it fell mid-thigh with each step, and although he felt more exposed and vulnerable than ever before, his curiosity couldn’t help but take him over to his wife’s full length mirror to consider his new uniform in its entirety.

He looked ridiculous, he knew … yet taking his own body out of the equation, the vinyl maid’s uniform by itself did look incredibly sexy, coupled with the stilettos on his feet and even the sheer, dark pantyhose that bridged the two. There was something about the frilly, white apron that had been attached around the waist of the dress, and the corresponding lace that was found at every edge from the neckline to the sleeves and even around the bottom edge … the entire outfit was undeniably feminine and he would’ve killed to see his wife or anyone else in it.

…anyone else but him…

“Ok, so let’s get you finished up,” the blonde’s voice snapped him back into the present once more. “I’m hungry!”

In her hands as she approached from the side was something that it didn’t recognize – it appeared to be a piece of rubber that was flesh-toned, in the shape of the lower half of a person’s face. He guessed that the person was intended to be a woman on account of the shiny shade of pink that the lips had been painted…

“What’s that?” he asked before he even realized that the question was out of character.

Veronica quickly shot back, “This is to prevent you from asking too many questions like that! Remember, a maid’s role is to listen and to serve, not to speak…”

When she flipped over the rubber in her hands, it was only then that he pieced together that it was some sort of bondage gag – on account of the straps that hung from either side as well as the rubber insert on the inside that seemed to be located just opposite those pink, shiny lips. Andrew wasn’t given the opportunity to ask any more questions at that point as the blonde made light work of offering the mask up to his face and then inserting the rubber bulb into his mouth.

Andrew had never worn any type of gag before, but as Veronica began to cinch the straps behind his head that served to meld his face and the mask as one, he felt the bulb too being pulled tighter between his lips until he was pretty sure that any words he attempted to speak would just come out as a muffled mess to those around him. The look on his face was a bizarre one, as the rubber mask covered his entire mouth up to below his nose, then wrapping all the way around his jaw line to the back of his head. The centerpiece of the mask, of course, were those shiny, pink lips that now took the place of his own, beaming a permanent smile with dimples to spare that seemed to go along with the rest of the outfit despite leaving Andrew feeling more awkward than ever.

“Don’t worry – we’re almost done…” the blonde reassured him with a wink as she finished manipulating the buckles behind his head and then jumped right into fitting the long, brown wig on top, leaving her victim speechless in more ways than one as he watched helplessly the transformation taking place in the mirror in front of him. Veronica expertly used a number of pins to hold the hair down to his head, testing it with her own hands in several directions before she was satisfied, then ducking into the attached bathroom to grab one of Kate’s brushes to better arrange the outcome…

“Almost there!” she told the dumbstruck man once she set down the brush and traded it a moment later for a pair of large, hoop earrings that were in the bottom of the bag which she proceeded to clip onto the dangling lobes of each of Andrew’s ears without missing a beat before disappearing once again – this time to her hostess’s vanity – in search of a few final touches that she felt her masterpiece was missing.

“Now just hold still and this will all be over soon,” Veronica offered her mute subject as she produced a handful of tubes from Kate’s makeup with the intent of making the maid’s eyes match the fake smile that was now plastered across her face. Andrew simply stood there in defeat as the cute blonde expertly attacked the remaining portion of his face with a myriad of brushes and pens until looking back at himself in the mirror, it was still clear as day that he was a man in women’s clothes … but his eyes did seem to sparkle a bit more than they had in the past…

“DONE!” she finally announced triumphantly as she put the hair brush and makeup back where she had found them before returning to Andrew’s side, quite amused at the result in the mirror as her subject still looked back in shock and as submissive as ever. Putting an arm around him and then casually running her other hand over the smooth, black vinyl of the dress, and even gently tapping at his crotch in its steel sheath that was barely concealed under the skimpy skirt, Veronica eventually landed her other hand on the maid’s waist as she leaned in and quietly purred, “So tell me, Andrew – are you aroused now???”

The look on the man’s face was one of confusion and fear as he stared back at himself alongside the beautiful woman, the bizarre comparison that he was himself on his own pair of shiny, black heels. He tried to speak, but the gag wedged in his mouth made little work of the words that he strived to produce, and instead he was reduced merely to body language as he quietly and ever-so-subtly nodded his head in a truly debilitated response.

A sadistic smile grown on the girl’s face as a result, Veronica quietly whispered, “I wish that I had the key to those chastity spikes on me right now so that I could turn them up just because…” as she reached around and groped the man in his uniform as he continued to just stand there paralyzed.

After a few moments of leering over her latest kinky creation, Veronica finally looked Andrew in his strikingly made up eyes as she put his masked chin in her hands and seductively told him, “Now let’s get you back in that kitchen where you belong…”

* * * * * * * * * *

“Are you ready?!” Veronica called down the stairs as she led the way with her newest creation only a few steps behind.

“Can’t wait!” Kate called back as she randomly stirred one of the pots on the stove to keep herself busy while she passed the time. Walking back to where the entrance to the kitchen met the hallway, she waited with curious anticipation to see what the feisty blonde had cooked up for her this time as she heard the two slowly walking back down the stairs, with Veronica’s bubbly face the first to pop out into the hallway, then followed a moment later by a sight that Kate definitely would’ve never expected…

“Oh my god!!!” Kate laughed uncontrollably, clasping her hands over her mouth as her husband appeared in his new uniform, wobbling down the stairs on the tedious 5” stilettos as the shiny, vinyl skirt flowed around his thighs, his head covered by the long, brown hair of the wig that Veronica had pinned to his head not ten minutes earlier.

“Well what do we have here?!” his wife exclaimed in great amusement as she stepped around to take a good look at her husband in drag, his head sheepishly dropping as he stood helpless and humiliated in front of her. She first lifted up the edge of the dress, grinning widely as she confirmed that his chastity belt still stood firmly in place, then let the vinyl drop as she slipped her hand down his pantyhose-clad thigh and moved her eyes slowly up his body seductively until eventually reaching his face to find a number of new surprises…

Kate audibly smirked as she looked into her husband’s eyes and saw the quick application of dark greys and bright pink that made up the maid’s eye shadow, then reached a hand up to pull back his brown hair to reveal the clip-on hoop earrings that he wore … though clearly what fascinated her the most was the rubber appendage that covered the lower part of her husband’s face including his mouth.

Running her thumb gently over the supple, pink lips that had been sculpted into the mask as she cradled her man’s chin, Kate’s laughter continued as she glanced over at Veronica and asked her with a giggle, “He’s gagged under here, isn’t he?!”

Veronica smiled as she raised her eyebrows suggestively, asking, “You like what you see?!”

Without missing a beat, Kate shot back a moment later, “I like what I’m not hearing!” rolling her eyes at her husband as she continued to chuckle at his predicament as she finished her circle around him, thoroughly amusing herself all the more as she took notice of the blushed look on what she could see of her husbands face as the two women delighted in his torment.

“At first he wanted to know if the outfit was something that your doctor friend wanted to see you dressed up in!” the blonde snickered as she admired the woman preying on her own husband.

“Hmmmmmm…” Kate thought out loud as she studied the uniform further with a mischievous look in her eye. “I can see Marcus being down for a little role playing!”

“And I love the shoes!” she added. “Those are good fucking heels right there…”

“Think she’ll be able to stay balanced on them tonight while she’s serving our meal?” Veronica then posed as she began to walk down the hall towards the kitchen.

“Well I hope she’s a fast learner because she doesn’t really have much of a choice!” Kate chimed in response as she too began walking, leaving her new maid a few steps behind as Andrew focused on short steps - beat red as far as he could tell - as he followed the two women back into the kitchen, listening intently as they chuckled at his expense the whole way.

“Don’t just stand there – you’ve got a meal to finish!” Kate jeered playfully as she watched her husband pause as his heels met the tile for the first time.

She then turned back to her guest and asked, “So, did you do her nails, too??? That would make this evening a new challenge for her…”

Veronica grinned at her friend’s quick adoption of the female pronoun to identify her husband, replying, “No, we didn’t really have time … a nice French tip would’ve gone really well … and I wouldn’t have minded having her shave her legs, too.”

“Really, just about all of her nasty body hair!” Kate added in with a laugh.

“But I was happy with what little I did with her makeup in such short order,” Veronica said. “I think I was able to do a pretty good job matching her makeup to the mask with what I had to work with…”

“And I love that mask already!!!” Kate gushed as she looked back over to see her husband turning his direction back to the oven where it was required. “No complaining, no protests…”

“…just what the dominant woman ordered!” Veronica finished the thought with a devilish grin.

“Of course, what I wanted to do but wasn’t able to for you…” she then added with a sly grin, “was engage some of those chastity spikes to keep our new maid here on pointe throughout the evening…”

Kate beamed a huge grin as she walked over to where her purse was sitting and happily reported, “Well, we can go ahead and do that right now!” as she produced the keys both to his chastity belt and to the spikes from the bottom of her black leather handbag.

Andrew’s heart raced as he heard her walk up behind him, knowing already what was next in store as he set down the wooden spoon in his hand and turned to face her, his eyes on the ground though he towered considerably over her in the tall heels…

“Legs spread, hands behind your back,” she told him with a persistent grin as she knelt down before him, then added, “…and hold your dress!” as she waited for him to lift it away to reveal the heavy, steel belt that he’d endured for the past three months in her new service. Making quick work to fit the tiny wrench into the slot at the base of the tube, Andrew winced as he heard her count out loud, “One … two…” while the tiny, pin-like pricks were driven into his mysteriously swollen member until Kate finally stood up and told him, “There are two of us, so two clicks work … for now…”

Kate then locked eyes with her husband underneath the mask as he let his dress float back around his legs, and lowered her voice as she stared back at him, “Do they hurt???”

All he could do was slowly nod as he felt himself trapped in the dominant woman’s gaze.

“Good,” she purred as she seductively stared back at him. “Well you’d better serve us well here tonight in your new role or you might spend the rest of the weekend in your new, little sissy uniform, strung up in my closet with your wrists handcuffed behind your back as you learn just how painful shoes like that can be when a girl is forced to stand on them all night long…”

He watched her hazel eyes seem to flare with intensity as she snickered in his face before finally turning to throw the keys back into her purse, muttering, “Now get back to work, slut!” as she took Veronica back into the family room where the two continued reeling in their amusement of all that was transpiring, to the tune of clanging silverware and the click of Andrew’s high heels as he clomped clumsily between the kitchen and dining room, trying his best to finish up the final touches in preparation for their meal.

Their chatter continued like never before over the next twenty minutes as Veronica enlightened Kate to even more ways to transform her husband, with at one point the two coming to the unanimous decision that Andrew’s maid name without a doubt had to be “Andrea” until the subject of their amusement finally appeared in the doorway, unable to say a word and instead having to point back in the direction of the dining room to indicate that dinner was almost ready.

With her husband still in earshot, it was then that the blonde leaned in close and whispered one last surprise into Kate’s ear that left her wide-eyed, bearing an ear-to-ear grin on her face as she suddenly and quite enthusiastically excused herself to go get changed before dinner…

While he waited for his wife to return, Andrew began to carry each of the impeccable dishes that he had created out to the table set for three, with the homemade biscuits and fresh vegetables first, followed by a full wine glass for each place setting, and finally the main course to sit in the center of the table, proudly as in his opinion one of his best dishes to date … though he hadn’t been able to taste test his creation on this particular evening.

Andrew was just about ready to sit down and wait for his wife’s arrival when he very unexpectedly heard a knock at the door. Within a second, a petrified look took over his face when he realized the ramifications of his current attire. Panicking, he first looked over to Veronica who was seated nearby, yet she simply scoffed back at him, “What are you looking at me for – don’t you think it’s the maid’s responsibility to answer the door?!”

He protested into the gag, but only a muffled whine was heard throughout the kitchen as the blonde glanced back over at him and first smirked, then changed to all out laughter as she told him, “If you think those spikes hurt now, just think how they’re going to feel if you make her come down to get that herself before she’s ready…”

Fear dominated over him as he considered her comment while he slowly walked through the house towards the front door. When he finally reached the door, Andrew paused just long enough for the knock to rap against the wood separating them for the third time, triggering his wife to call out, “Are you going to get that or what?!”

Biting his lip underneath the mask as he sighed, Andrew then reached out and turned the knob, slowly opening the door to reveal a face that he’d seen once before…

“I am at the right place, aren’t I?” the tall, black man asked with a small smile under his lips before adding, “I didn’t know that Kate had gotten herself a maid…”

Andrew stood in shock as he stared back at Dr. Marcus Powers, the man who had been fucking his wife and who had ultimately encouraged her to take their lifestyle down the crazy road that he’d been enduring for the past three months. He didn’t know what to say, though the gag strapped around his lips would’ve prevented any commentary that he had to say to the man, anyways, and before he was able to offer up any reaction other than pure shock, Andrew heard his wife’s won excitement from behind him as she rushed to greet their unexpected guest.

“She just told me that you were coming!” he heard Kate gush from across the room, stepping back with the doorknob still in hand as he watched her fall into the doctor’s arms like they’d been separated for years. Marcus kept no secrets making his affections for the married woman known, pulling his arms around her waist and lifting Kate into him as the two shared a passionate kiss only a foot from Andrew’s face as he smelled the sweet scent of his wife’s perfume wafting off of her body while she pulled herself closer with both arms wrapped around the man’s neck.

As the two embraced nearly on top of him with Andrew left awkwardly holding the door open, he couldn’t help but focus in on his wife’s change of dress for the embarrassing night’s turn of events. Whereas before when Veronica had arrived, Kate had been dressed fairly low key in a simple sundress, she had recently changed into something much more provocative – his eyes first took in the sexy, black leather skirt that fell several inches above her knees and had been paired with an equally pair of leather knee-high riding boots, all topped with a shiny, red satin halter top that showed off both her arms and her chest rather alluringly … both of which currently had the doctor’s attention as he watched nervously as their nearly pornographic kiss continued while he dug his hands in and openly groped her through the tight, leather skirt…

When their lips finally separated, the two lingered a moment longer while Kate giddily flirted with her latest guest, purring, “It’s so good to see you…” as she stole a few more pecks before sinking back down onto her heels. She then took him by the hand and led him into the house, saying not a word to her husband save for shouting over her shoulder, “Andrea, do close the door before we get a draft in here…” on their way into the dining room.

As Andrew himself reached the kitchen, he stared at the cabinets blankly for a few minutes, unsure of what to make of his wife’s latest unexpected exhibit of flaunting her adulterous lifestyle while his heart seemed like it would beat clear out of his chest, until finally he took a deep breath and decided to make the best of it, retrieving a fourth set of table sittings from the cabinet and preparing to join them out in the dining room when instead Kate appeared at the doorway, wagging her finger once she realized his intention with the extra plate in his hands…

“What do you think you’re doing???” she asked him with the same sharp tone in her voice from earlier, though her cheeks were still red from laughing so hard at his expense earlier. “The help doesn’t eat at the dining room table … you’ll eat whatever leftovers are available after the rest of us are done.”

Kate gloated on her husband’s appearance a moment longer as he nervously put the plate down on the counter, then slowly started to snicker as she looked him over once more before catching his eyes once again and laughing, “You look so … ridiculous … this is perfect!”

Still giggling as she turned to rejoin her guests, Kate stopped just before the doorway and confessed, “That’s right – I almost forgot!” and walked back over to her purse, retrieving the same wrench to adjust the spikes inside of his chastity belt as before.

“…three … oh, what the hell … four!” she cackled as she turned the spikes up higher than they had ever been before.

“Just because…” she whispered into her sissified husband’s ear before snickering once again to herself, then tossing the wrench into her purse nearby, this time zipping it shut and preparing to take it with her back into the dining room when instead she paused with a smirk on her face, got up in his face once more and told him sharply, “If you want to worship my ass, you’ve got 30 seconds…”

Kate then turned away from her maid of a husband and waited, shaking her leather-skirted ass playfully as she laughed out loud until he finally gave in and got down on his knees behind her. Staring directly at the sleek, black leather that was stretched beautifully over his wife’s bottom, Andrew was overwhelmed with a mix of emotions as he reached down and took Kate’s booted ankles in each of his hands just like before, though this time instead of being presented with his wife’s humiliating, yet bizarrely enchanting asshole to degrade himself on with his very tongue, between him and her ass was both the tight leather of the skirt and the rubber mask that had been strapped around his mouth all evening.

Although he did his best to press his face against the fine leather just the same, Kate couldn’t help but laugh as she savored his predicament, taunting him, “Oh well – it looks like even my ass is off limits to you tonight!”

Then while he remained focused on the leather, she discretely reached over to her purse and retrieved her phone, which she was able to use to snap a perfect selfie from above of her dressed to the nines and her husband kneeling behind her as pitiful as ever…

Kate then leaned her ass back into his face as she teased him further, “Remember where his hands were?! All for him and none for my little sissy-locked husband, and I’ll bet there’s a lot yet to come before this night is over…”

Looking over her shoulder and taking in every element of the moment at hand, Kate found herself on cloud nine as she felt the surge of sexuality in lowering her husband further than she ever had before. It was a new high like no other, and as she snapped a couple more shots of the former man dressed in his high heels and vinyl dress, kneeling at her feet, she then strode back in the dining room with her purse in hand as if she was on top of the world, even stopping off at her lover’s spot at the table to find a seat on his lap and steal another sensual kiss while it was all Veronica could do to look on in wild amusement, she herself also laughing at the predicament that the two had placed the cross-dressed maid kneeling on the floor back in the kitchen into with a great sense of accomplishment.

Andrew knelt on the floor until his knees hurt more than the spikes driving into his chastised penis as the scent of his wife’s leather skirt fucked with his mind supreme, truly baffled as to what all was taking place and even more significantly, why he continued to throb and swell with a distinct arousal beneath his belt even after all that his wife and her friends were putting him through…

He finally got himself together enough to stand up and put back away the dishware that he’d gotten out for himself, then fell back into his role by doing his best to clean up what he had prepared that afternoon in the kitchen until he finally heard his wife calling him by name to come in.

…or at least by the new feminine name that he had somehow become…

“Oh, Andrea … you can come and clear the table now, dear…” Kate sang with a newfound cheer in her voice, smiling smugly as her new maid appeared in the doorway a moment later, silent but to serve as Andrew walked around the table gathering plates and silverware without making eye contact with any one of them. After making several trips back and forth with piles of empty dishes in hand, all that was left was their glasses and the bottle of wine, which Andrew picked up from its stand and offered outward to his wife with a simple gesture.

“Excellent!” she smiled as she pushed her nearly empty wine glass in his direction to be topped off, grinning proudly as he then proceeded to do the same for the others – first Veronica, then even the doctor to her other side – before disappearing back into the kitchen to dispose of the empty bottle.

As he returned and then sheepishly realized that there was nothing else for him to do as he wobbled in his heels, it was then that Marcus spoke up, “Those are quite the pair of stilettos your maid is wearing in service tonight, my dear!”

He froze, his eyes darting over to his wife as she cheerfully replied, “Yes, but she’s got to learn sometime! Besides, Andrea here seems to have quite the thing for high heels – as you might remember … so I say it’s about time she learn to suffer in them like the rest of us…”

“Oh, but you suffer in them so beautifully, my sweet,” the doctor flirted back with her, his eyes only casually glancing back to Andrew, though still not looking him in the eye. “I could see you wearing a pair of slut heels like those yourself!”

“Only if you buy them for me!” she giggled back as she reached over and placed a hand on the man’s thigh.

As Marcus painfully stood there in his vinyl uniform, his eyes unsure of where to look as they begged to wander over in his wife’s direction despite knowing quite distinctly what they would find there, Marcus took things a step further and drove the humiliation home with his next line…

“Well if your new maid is so fond of footwear, maybe she wouldn’t have a problem polishing mine while I’m fucking you once we’re done with dinner here in a bit…”

Kate took the lead hook, line, and sinker as she replied merrily, “Well I’m done now if you are!”

Veronica couldn’t help but burst out laughing as she took the opportunity to get up from the table, though she didn’t make it out of the room towards the bathroom before Kate retained her attention by snapping her fingers and pointing down to the floor between her and her lover, gesturing for Andrew to remove the man’s shoes from his feet himself before the two would slip away to savor each other’s carnal impulses while he was left in the most humiliating of situations.

Down on the floor, Andrew could barely see straight as he inched closer to the pair’s shoes, noticing how flirtatiously close to one another they had been throughout dinner as he first stared at his wife’s leather boots and imagined being ungagged and thus able to service them properly. But instead he was forced to look over at the doctor’s shoes – a very expensive-looking pair of brown loafers, which he reached out to untie with a lump in his throat, whimpering to himself as the odor of the man’s feet overwhelmed any more desirable scents that he’d picked up from his wife’s delectable ensemble.

“Now you be careful with those – they cost more than you make in a week!” Marcus jeered playfully as the maid resurfaced, taking an extra moment to figure out how to stand back up on his heels from the floor, then taking the doctor’s shoes in his hands and standing patiently next to the dining room table while he waited for his wife’s interjection…

Instead Veronica spoke up as the two were beginning to rise from the table, saying, “Well I’m going to get going and give the two of you a little privacy!” thereafter adding with a wink to Kate, “But I may stick around for just a short while to help your new maid get started on the rest of the chores that you laid out for her earlier…”

“Of course!” Kate replied with a grin as she took a step over and put an arm around Marcus as if the two were a couple. “I’m sure she can use all of the help that she can get – she doesn’t want to start off owing my dear Marcus right off the bat by somehow ruining his shoes…”

“I believe you’ll find a jar of shoe polish under the sink.”

With that Andrew stood watching the two as they walked in each other’s arms into the family room, his last look at his wife as beautiful as he’d ever seen her as she turned to glide closed the sliding French doors that formally separated the two rooms.

The look on her face was devastatingly domineering as she enjoyed every fiber of his submission, about to culminate in the sweetest way imaginable at the time as she raised her eyebrows seductively at him before disappearing behind the door, leaving Andrew left standing there head to toe in drag and holding her lover’s shoes while the young blonde who had helped to orchestrate it all looked on with a mischievous grin of her own.

* * * * * * * * * *

“Baby, I’ve never felt like this before…” Kate told her lover as the two slipped onto the white leather couch whose back fell to the wall that was shared with the dining room. “…tonight was perfect – I don’t think I ever want to go back to the way it was before!”

Marcus smiled as he pulled the woman on top of him and slid the soft, leather skirt up her thighs.

“So you had no idea what Veronica had planned to do tonight?!” the doctor asked suspiciously as he caressed her breasts through the shimmery top.

“Nope – did you?!”

He grinned as he admitted, “I knew she was up to something, but I had no idea she’d ever take it that far!”

“…but you seem to be enjoying it quite a bit!” he added as he cradled the woman’s ass while she arched her back away from him in delight.

“He’s so … powerless!” she boasted as she began to roll her hips softly against the bulge growing underneath his slacks. “I feel like I could do anything that I want to him!!!”

Kate grinned with pleasure as she felt herself free of any inhibitions, about to break the vows of her marriage in her own home while her husband cleaned dishes in the next room, and yet somehow all of it built up together to just feel wonderfully naughty instead of in any way wrong…

“The only problem is,” she continued as she enjoyed the man’s touch while she sat stewing deliciously in his lap, “that I don’t really know what to do with him.”

“I mean, I know that I like him kissing my feet, or my shoes.”

“And that chastity belt has been the best thing that you ever bought me!”

Marcus smiled proudly.

“But like, tonight,” she continued, slowly starting to pant a bit as Marcus played with her nipples through her red satin top while she spoke. “I would’ve never thought of that, but I was on cloud nine seeing him all dressed up as a little sissy bitch like that!”

“You liked seeing him humiliated, did you?” he asked her with a sly grin as he reached up underneath her skirt and caught the band of her panties, which he proceeded to remove and toss to the side with little resistance from his host as she simply nodded eagerly in response to his question.

“And you like seeing him beneath you?” he continued as he unbuckled his belt and smoothly slid his pants and boxers down to his ankles before returning the married woman quickly to his lap.

“Absolutely!” Kate groaned as she felt his bare cock rubbing up against her pussy.

“Well then there are all sorts of things that are at your disposal now, my dear,” he explained to her warmly as he savored her touch against his cock a few humps longer before finally taking her by the waist and guiding her down onto his shaft right there in the middle of her family room.

“There’s torture and discipline…” he continued.

“Bondage…”

“Tease and denial … which I might add you seem to already be turning into quite the expert in!”

“There are so many things, my pet,” he groaned as Kate leaned forward and kissed him deeply while she continued to slowly and sensuously grind against him with all of her pent up excitement now focused solely on him.

“I want to hear them all…” Kate moaned into his lips between kisses.

“Teach me how to make him my slave…”

“…my slut…”

Marcus untied the halter behind her neck and began to more openly grope her exposed breasts as he then asked her, “So if I teach you how to make him your slave, does that still mean that you’re going to be mine?!”

Kate tipped her head back in ecstasy as she started to pick up rhythm bouncing on the thick cock between her legs.

“I’ll be anything you want me to be, Sir!” she moaned as he began sucking on one of her nipples while twisting the other between his fingers. Before she was able to cum, he soon stood up with her still in his arms and then flipped her over so that she was now kneeling on the end of the couch with her ass up in the air at just the perfect height.

“Make me your slave girl…” Kate moaned as he resumed pounding her with an astounding vigor from his new vantage point.

“Silly bitch – you already are!” he laughed back as he slapped her ass hard enough for it to echo throughout the entire house…

* * * * * * * * * *

“Somebody’s having fun in there…” Veronica snickered as she watched Andrew carefully polishing the first of the man’s shoes in the kitchen as they both heard his slap of Kate’s ass plain as day two rooms away.

“But it’s good that she found somebody who can do that to her, you know,” the blonde added wholeheartedly. “Every woman deserves to have that in her life.”

The girl paced blindly around the kitchen while Andrew worked, sipping her glass and generally poking her nose around until some twenty minutes had passed and he was finally setting down the other shoe in completion. She walked over to inspect his work and couldn’t deny that the expensive shoes did look considerably shinier than they did when he had first taken them off of their owner’s feet. Just as Andrew seemed ready for a break, clearly tired after wearing the tall shoes for the past several hours, she then picked up the clipboard that he had been working from for Kate earlier and beckoned him with a single finger to follow her into the great room out front…

* * * * * * * * * *

“That was wonderful … you’re wonderful…” Kate gushed as she lay collapsed in a heap on one of the couches, wearing only her leather skirt high around her hips and her favorite riding boots, which seemed amusingly appropriate to her given what she’d just done for an after-dinner extracurricular.

Marcus laughed.

“Says the woman who fucks like a goddess! You make my job easy, and I swear, if it keeps getting better like this the kinkier you get, I’m gonna have to get Veronica to teach you everything that she knows on top of everything that I know!”

Kate giggled gleefully along with him as she replied, “Yeah, I definitely think that I’m going to have to start hanging out with her some more…”

“She’s a feisty one, that’s for sure!” he laughed 

A few minutes later once they had both caught their breath, he inquired, “It’s getting kind of late – so do you think my shoes are ready???”

Kate grinned widely as she replied, “What do I get to do to him if they’re not?!”

“The same thing that you get to do to him if they are … that’s the beauty of being a domme, my dear!” he offered back.

“Hmmmmm … Mistress Katharine,” she purred excitedly. “Kind of has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”

“Just as long as you’re still eager to be Slave Girl Kate in my arms!” Marcus ribbed back at her as he slid over and scooped the woman into his arms and into his lips.

“But of course, Master!” she cooed as the two kissed sublimely, first tenderly and then a bit deeper as Marcus’s hand wandered between Kate’s legs and was quite pleased with what he had found.

Sliding her underneath him and then climbing on top of her in one fell swoop as his growing cock found her quite well spent mound once more, he gently pushed himself inside of her and leaned in close, whispering into her ear, “You know, if you want to get started on that next level with him tonight…”

* * * * * * * * * *

An entranced and exhausted Andrew didn’t even hear Kate walking her friend back to the front door, though he couldn’t help but watch out of the corner of his eye as the two shared one last long and passionate embrace until she finally closed the door behind him while he continued dusting every surface around their great room that had been sorely neglected for far too long. His wife walked on by him once more without saying a word, though she returned a few minutes later to more closely inspect his progress before finally speaking up.

“It’s looking better in here, but you’ve definitely still got a lot of work to do,” she critiqued as she admired the shelves that he’d just recently dusted, then ran her finger over a window sill that he clearly hadn’t.

He continued dusting in his zone as she commented once again on his kinky attire, joking, “Black vinyl does look good on you!” and then adding later from another angle, “But I’ll bet those heels are just about killing you by now…”

Then taking the duster out of his hand and setting it on one of the shelves, Kate gently but forcefully grabbed the maid by her long, brown wigged hair and guided her down to her knees, putting her eye to eye with the black leather skirt that she had since returned to its usual position before seeing Marcus out, then took her husband’s masked chin between her thumb and fingers as she spoke.

“You’re probably just about ready to come out of this thing, aren’t you? I guess I never really thought about it, but it’s got to be pretty tough to eat dinner with a gagged mouth…”

Andrew made not a sound, but simply dropped his head, his eyes landing on those same riding boots that even then he confusingly could only think of dropping down to worship on his wife’s feet.

“Stay right there,” Kate told him as she suddenly walked away, though going only as far as to retrieve her purse from the dining room before returning and producing the same silver handcuffs that she had used on him before. First helping him to stand up again, then handing him the cuffs and telling him to put them on … which he did behind his back without question, she then produced the familiar chastity spike wrench from her bag and knelt to disengage them from their most painful state.

Andrew heard three clicks out of four, which didn’t remove the spikes entirely but was still a considerable relief compared to the last several hours, although already in his mind alongside the gratitude that he felt loomed the next question of what price he would have to pay for her mercy.

“It’s been a pretty wild night!” Kate snickered as she moved behind him and closed the handcuffs another notch tighter before using the opposite end of the key to double-lock them both into place.

“And I’m feeling generous,” she continued, “so I think I’m going to let you take off that mask … I’m not sure about the rest of it yet because … it suits you…”

She laughed openly as she dressed him down even though they were the only two left in the house, thereafter explaining, “There are going to be two rules when that gag comes out of your mouth … do you understand me?”

“Rule #1 – Don’t say a word … no talking, no groaning, no moaning unless you’re really eager to have those rubber lips buckled back around your face for the rest of the weekend!”

“Rule #2 – And this should really apply going forward, not just to tonight, but you will always obey whatever Mistress Katharine tells you to … without question.”

“You live to worship me,” Kate added with a sinister tone to her voice, “and once I take that gag out of your mouth, you’re going to drop to your knees and kiss my boots to accept that pact … just like I know you’ve been dreaming of doing all night long…”

Andrew soaked in every last word that fell from his wife’s sharp tongue, desperate to do just that and whatever else she had in store for him as he stood before her bound and humiliated, but never more drawn to her. He already felt but an ant in her presence after knowing how blatantly she had enjoyed fucking her lover under their own roof that evening, yet instead of animosity towards this woman who sought to rule his life, he found himself overwhelmed in subservience and was felt desperate yet for another way to show her.

Seeing the fire in her eyes as she turned, Kate gestured for him to follow as she walked back through the house to the hallway, then began to climb up the stairs leading to their master bedroom. She pointed for him to kneel on the floor at the edge of the bed, then after unbuckling the mask and tossing it carelessly off to the side, she climbed up on the bed in front of him, hiked her skirt up, and then also removed her very wet panties and tossed them away as well…

It was then as Kate spread her legs and showed her husband the used and abused pussy that her lover had left behind after that passionate evening, she explained to him with a gleam in her eye, “On second thought, you can worship my boots afterwards … but first, Marcus left one more thing that I want you to clean up.”
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