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    House Husband: Parts 1-7
 
    1. Working From Home 
 
      
  
   
It's not like I didn't know this was coming. I don't have the kind of job that can be done from home. I have to be on site physically, and we all know that these days, that's off the table. We tried to keep things going for a while, using masks, keeping our distance. But as our clients started to close, and those who remained open got increasingly nervous, I could see the writing on the wall. 

Of course, knowing it’s coming doesn’t make the blow any easier to take when it does come. The minute the owner of the company called me out of the blue one afternoon, I knew what he was going to say. Until the situation changed, my company no longer needed me. 

It felt strange. I've always worked. I've been lucky in my career so far. 

The occasional recession hasn't really troubled me too much, with the result that I've almost never been out of work for longer than a couple of days. 

This was very different. I was confident that I'd be asked to come back when the current situation was over, but when will that be? You can't hold a virus to a schedule. And you can't count on a company not to go bankrupt in the meantime. 

I'm not going to say I wasn't worried. After all, all of a sudden, I found myself at home with nothing to do except worry. I wasn't used to having this kind of time on my hands. But in my darkest moments, I reminded myself that we were better off than a lot of other people. Carrie was still able to work, repurposing our guest bedroom into a home office so that she could keep on top of things. And we didn't have kids. Otherwise, our quarantine would've been a lot harder to take. We would have been much more stretched. But the truth was, we could live without my paycheck for a while. Carrie made enough to support us at least on a basic level. And with everything around us closed, it's not as though there was anything to do with our free time anyway. 

Still, it's a strange feeling. Every morning, Carrie would get up and get dressed and head to the guest bedroom, and I would be left alone to try to figure out what to do with the day. I felt guilty at not contributing. But there's only so many times you can clean the house. There are only so many times you can bring your wife coffee at her desk before she can't drink anymore. It's not that I thought Carrie resented my sudden unemployment; 

she knew it wasn't my fault. But I resented it. I tried not to bother her while she worked, no matter how bored I got. 

Easier said than done. 

One day, while Carrie was working away in her new office, I was sitting on the sofa, scrolling mindlessly through my phone. An activity it seems like half the world is doing these days. There's never been more memes, more prank videos, more beautiful young girls showing off their bodies as they post workout routines or silly dances or whatever excuse they use. I'm a little old for half of these apps, I know. Ordinarily, I have better things to do. But not anymore. And some of these girls… Well, I'm a healthy guy with a healthy sexual appetite. There's only so much I can take. 

An idea was forming in my mind. Setting aside my phone, I stood. 

There was a noticeable bulge in the front of my pants caused by the beginnings of an erection as I walked across the house. The door to Carrie's office was open. I stepped inside. That she was, sitting in front of the desk we had dragged out of storage in the garage, her laptop open in front of her. 

A headset with a microphone pushed her dark hair back from her face, and as I stepped further into the room, I could see the way the light from the laptop lit up her features as she stared at the screen. The moment I had lost my job, I had gone to seed completely as far as my appearance went. Carrie put up more of a fight. Partly because she still had to interact with her coworkers via videoconferencing sometimes. She still had to look presentable. But the slightly formal dress code of her office had been abandoned while she was at home. Carrie had learned that even during a videoconference, she could only be seen from the waist up. Yoga pants had become a fully acceptable item of clothing to wear to work. 

It didn't matter to me. In my heightened state, I couldn't help noticing the way the black fabric of her yoga pants clung to her body, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. They were so tight they looked as though they had been painted on, and I knew from past experience what they did for the shape of her ass. If the shirt she wore on her upper body didn't match the casualness of her lower half, I barely noticed. At that moment, I had eyes only for my wife's well-maintained body. And even though Carrie didn't lift her eyes from the screen, I saw a slow smile spreading across her face as she noticed my presence. 

“Are you on a call?” 

“Not right now,” Carrie answered. “What’s up?” 

"Nothing," I said carefully. "I just wanted to check in." Carefully, I stepped up behind her. She sighed as I placed my hands on her shoulders, slowly kneading the muscles of her neck. The smell of her shampoo rose around me, and I felt my cock pressing against the back of her chair as I massaged her shoulders. 

"That's nice," Carrie said in a low voice, closing her eyes for a moment and letting her head hang as I massaged her. But I hadn't come there just to give her a neck rub. Feeling the softness of her skin under my hands, feeling the warmth of her body, was only adding fuel to the fire that was burning inside me. And slowly, inevitably, my hands drifted lower. As I bent over her from behind, Carrie raised her head, her eyes opening once again as my hands slid down over her chest. 

“What are you doing?” 

"Nothing," I mumbled against her neck as I nuzzled my face into her. 

Trailing kisses down her neck, I reached for her breasts, taking them in my hands through the shirt she wore. 

"I'm working," Carrie said. But it wasn't a no. I know what a no from my wife sounds like. When she needs to, she has no trouble telling me to get lost. This wasn't that. It's hard to quantify, but when you've been with someone as long as I've been with my wife, you get to know the intention behind their words. 

“You get breaks, don’t you?” 

"Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you? I take a break from work to fuck you, then you get to go about your day all satisfied and I get to go back to work. What's in it for me?" Behind the dark curtain of her hair, I saw her smile. She was teasing me. And that meant I had already won. The windows of spreadsheets and typed reports in front of her melted away. 

Officially, Carrie was at work. But with my arms wrapped around her, she was my wife first and employee a distant second. 

“I’ll make it worth your while,” I mumbled. 

"You better." Carrie pushed herself away from the desk, and I released my hold on her as she swiveled around to face me in her chair. She was smiling now, her pink lips grinning beneath green eyes that sparkled. She looked me up and down, her gaze lingering on the front of my pants where the obvious shape of my desire showed. I didn't try to hide it. Carrie knew what she was getting into. And her smile only grew wider as she leaned

forward, the office chair creaking underneath her, as she gently ran the back of her hand over my throbbing cock. 

"You are excited, aren't you?" she giggled. "Okay. I can take a break. 

But we probably shouldn't make a habit of this." I barely heard her warning. 

All that mattered was the moment as I stepped forward again. Carrie stood, and I took her in my arms again, pulling her body against mine as my hands began to explore. Her yoga pants gripped her ass as tightly as my hands did, the flesh underneath feeling firm and toned as I squeezed it. I couldn't resist giving it a quick slap, feeling the tiny bounce of her ass as Carrie yelped in surprise. It seemed to encourage her. At once, she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of my sweatpants and pushed them down. I leaned forward to kiss her, my tongue sliding easily between her parted lips. Her hand was busy between us, stroking my cock through the fabric of my boxer shorts. I was fully erect now, my manhood pressing against her as it struggled under the elasticated fabric of my underwear. Desire gave my movements urgency, and I unbuttoned only a couple of buttons of her shirt before pulling it unceremoniously over her head. Her bra was nondescript, utilitarian, but I didn't care. Sighing with pleasure, I lowered my face to her chest and began to kiss her boobs, pressing my lips against the warm flesh that swelled over the cups of her bra. 

“Okay,” Carrie sighed in a voice suddenly breathless with desire. 

“Let’s do this.” 

When we converted the guest bedroom into a home office, we hadn't bothered to remove the queen-size bed. We simply pushed it against one wall so that there would be room for a desk and a chair for Carrie to work at. Her hands on my chest now, she pushed me backward, toward that bed, and I was more than happy to go there. I sat down on the mattress, and Carrie sat on top of me, her thighs gripping my hips as she pushed herself into my lap. Through the fabric of my boxer shorts and her yoga pants, my cock pressed against her, urgently seeking the warmth of her body that I knew lay just beneath the thin fabric. And Carrie kissed me, her arms draped over my shoulders, her lips writhing against mine, her desire suddenly every bit as urgent and immediate as mine was. She rocked her hips back-and-forth, back-and-forth, grinding her pelvis against mine, grinding her pussy against my cock, both of us moaning with need. Finally, she lifted her face away from mine. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me playfully down onto the bed. I stared up her, a satisfied smile on

my face, as she lifted one leg and peeled off her yoga pants. The stretching fabric seemed to cling to her as though reluctant to let go, and I could hardly blame it. But the yoga pants and her underwear came off in one movement, and she tossed them to the floor as she turned her attention to me. She pulled my shorts down in one convulsive motion, and my cock swayed suddenly in the open air, finally released from the tight prison of my underwear. 

Carrie wasted no time. I knew she loved to be on top, and I loved it too. Straddling my hips again, my wife took hold of my manhood, stroking it a few times as though to prepare it. I couldn't possibly get any harder and more ready than I already was. Then, she positioned herself carefully and lowered herself down on top of me, moaning as she guided my cock between the wet lips of her pussy. I slid inside inch by inch, groaning with pleasure as I felt her tightness around my shaft. Carrie closed her eyes as she sank down even further, my cock filling her ever more deeply until finally that gorgeous ass was parked on my thighs and I was fully buried inside her. Then, she leaned forward. Arching her back, she placed her hands on my chest, had dark hair falling down around her face and around mine. We kissed again, and she began to rock back and forth, her pussy already clenching and spasming around my throbbing cock as she rode me. 

I held her hips in my hands, the bed bouncing with the rhythm she set. 

Carrie loved to be in control. And I loved it too. I loved her selfishness in those moments, the look of her lust on her face as she took exactly what she wanted. She set the pace, slowly building just the way she liked, and soon, I could feel her warm juices running freely down my shaft and over my balls to soak the bed below us. My wife was in ecstasy, and so was I, gazing up at her beautiful face as she smiled down at me, her teeth showing white as she bit her pink lip, her eyes closing and opening and closing again as sensations of pleasure tore through her. As her excitement grew, she bounced on top of me faster and harder, and I felt my own pleasure blooming with every movement she made. 

"Don't cum," Carrie panted, her breath hot against my skin as she spoke. "Not yet." 

"Okay," I gasped. I had no idea how I could possibly follow her request, but I was determined to try. As much as I wanted to feel that ecstatic release, I also didn't want the moment to end. So I did my best to hold back, trying to ignore the indescribable feeling of my wife's sex

tightening around mine, trying not to lose control to the sounds of her moans and wails as pleasure took her over. Carrie was going to cum; that much was obvious. And I remembered that I had told her I would make it worth our while. I clenched my teeth, doing everything in my power to resist the most natural and primal urge in the world. And somehow, I managed to choke back my own orgasm long enough for my wife to have one of her own. 

Carrie threw back her head as pleasure overwhelmed her. She screamed at the ceiling, her whole body abruptly stiffening and freezing on top of me. A kind of shudder rippled through her, as beautiful as anything I've ever seen, while her pussy contracted in rapid waves, seeming to milk my cock from base to tip over and over again. The tips of my fingers sank slightly into the skin of her hips as I tried to hold back. And finally, with a sharp squeal, Carrie's orgasm peaked and slowly faded. She let out a long sigh, the tension in her body relaxing as she seemed to melt down on top of me. 

And I lay beneath her, still just this side of Paradise. After a moment, Carrie raised her head from my chest. Stray strands of her black hair clung to her shining face as she looked at me. She leaned further forward, and her kisses were wilder, hungrier, messier than they had been before. Her brain was awash with the bonding chemicals that follow a good orgasm, and I could feel it like a physical presence as she lay on top of me. Meanwhile, her warm juices were still flowing steadily over my body, and I hovered on the very edge of pleasure. 

Finally, Carrie lifted her lips from mine. She smiled at me, her eyes shining with delight. 

“Well, that was fun,” she breathed. “Back to work now, I guess.” 

"Yeah, right," I snarled. Grabbing her hips in my hands again, I flung her off me with a sudden compulsive movement. Together, we rolled over on the bed so that she was pinned underneath me. Carrie laughed out loud as I held her, reaching up to grab her wrists and pin them above her head. 

She didn't even try to resist, overcome by my strength, as I held her down on the mattress. And her laughter soon turned to a long moan of pleasure as I began to pound my cock in and out of her dripping pussy. 

I wasn't interested in making love to her. Not at that moment. Carrie knew exactly what she was doing. She had awoken the beast inside me, and I knew it wasn't an accident. This was precisely what she wanted, as much

as  it was also what I wanted. She moaned and screamed as I fucked her, driving her into the mattress with every urgent thrust. Her pussy spasmed around me again, and she arched her back, pressing herself further against me, trying to take me ever deeper. I groaned as my cock surged inside her, no longer trying to hold anything back. Carrie howled, and her pussy clenched like a fist around my cock. I emptied myself inside her, the two of us achieving orgasm at almost the exact same moment, the pleasure of one feeding another in that rare magic of sex. 

Suddenly exhausted, I released my hold on Carrie's wrists and flopped onto the mattress beside her. My cock slid easily out of her wet womanhood, and she sighed happily as we parted. While I lay on the bed trying to recover my breath, Carrie held her wrists in front of her, turning them this way and that in the light. 

"I hope you haven't left any bruises," she said. "I have a meeting later. 

I don't want my coworkers to think I spent all day banging my husband." I chuckled beside her, momentarily speechless as I basked in the glow of contentment that filled me. After that, whatever else I did with the day hardly seem to matter. But for Carrie, it wasn't a day off. After a while, she sat up. I watched her breasts rise and fall in her bra as she took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. Then she turned to me, looking down at me as I lay on the bed beside her. A sly smile showed on her face as she looked me up and down, dressed only in a T-shirt, my wet cock now lying limp on my bare thigh. 

"Stay there," she said. "Take your T-shirt off." She knew I wouldn't question her. Even though I hadn't recovered from my orgasm, my desire for Carrie never really faded. She had some sequel in mind, and I wasn't about to argue. I had enough respect for my wife's bedroom skills that a new she can get me ready again soon if that was what she wanted. 

And as I set up on the bed, pulling my T-shirt off of my head and casting it to the floor, Carrie stood. Still naked but for her bra, she walked out of the office and into our bedroom next door. I heard her pull back the door of the closet. After a moment, she returned, her hands behind her back and that same sly smile even wider now. 

"Lie down," she instructed. "This way." Removing one of her hands from behind her back, she gestured toward the bed, indicating I should lie on it properly, rather than in the sideways posture we had been in. I shifted my position, resting my head on the pillow as Carrie stepped forward. I felt

the mattress sink under her knee as she climbed onto the bed. I could see her swollen pussy glistening with moisture as she swung one leg over me and straddled me again, sitting on my chest this time. Leaning forward, she grabbed my wrists just as I had grabbed hers earlier and pushed them toward the metal headboard of the bed. 

"What are you doing?" But Carrie didn't answer. And soon, it was very obvious what my wife had in mind. Her hidden hand held a tie that she had retrieved from the closet, one of the many ties I no longer needed while I was furloughed from work. Pushing my hands through the metal bars of the headboard, she quickly wrapped the tie around my wrists and bound them together. My cock twitched against my thigh as Carrie tied me down. We didn't usually go in for these kinds of kinky games. But in the state I was in, it seemed like the best idea my wife had ever had. If she wanted to get me hard and ride my cock again, I wasn't about to argue. If tying me up helped her get there, I was all for it. 

But once I was immobilized, Carrie didn’t do what I was hoping. 

Instead, she stayed right where she was, sitting astride my chest and smiling down at me with a look of satisfied accomplishment on her face. She placed her hands on her hips, eminently pleased with herself, as I stared up at her, wondering what she was playing at. 

"There," Carrie grinned. "You can just stay right there until I decide to use you again. This is going to be fun. You'll be like my own little sex toy that I can use on my breaks." 

“Are you serious?” But Carrie didn’t seem in the least bit put off by my incredulity. Her smile only grew deeper as she looked at me. 

"Of course I'm serious," she said. "You know how stressful my job can be? Especially now I'm the sole breadwinner. Let's face it, it's not like you have anything better to do today. So you may as well make yourself useful. 

Whenever I start getting stressed, I can just take it out on you. And that cock of yours." 

"Okay," I grinned. Sure, these were uncharted waters for the two of us to explore. But nothing she was describing sounded terrible. Far from it. 

Even as she spoke, I could feel my cock rising from between my legs, already hardening again at the mere thought of what she was describing. 

"But you have to keep quiet in the meantime," Carrie warned. As she spoke, she leaned forward and pressed a finger against my lips. "I don't want anyone to know that you're here. This will be our little secret. The

camera on my laptop can't see the bed, so even when I'm in my meeting, as long as you don't make a noise, nobody will know you're there. Unless you want them to know." Carrie giggled. I felt my cheeks burning as she spoke. 

Of course I didn't want anyone to know. This might be a fun game to play, but it wasn't something I wanted made public. Of course, Carrie knew that. 

"I don't want to hear any begging from you either," she went on. A new edge seemed to enter her voice as she spoke, a new sharpness to her words that thrilled me as I listened to it. "I don't care if you're horny. I know you're horny. You always are. What we do and when we do it is up to me now. Understand?" 

"Yes," I croaked. After all, what else coiuld I say? Up at the headboard, I moved my arms, struggling against the tie that was wrapped around them. But Carrie wasn't playing. I don't know where she learned her knots from, but I could tell that the tie wasn't coming loose anytime soon. A faint note of panic vibrated in my heart as I realized that, while this might be nothing more than some sex game between two married people, I was actually quite helpless in this situation. Of course I trusted Carrie. She would never do anything to hurt me. But the truth was, I now depended on her completely for my release. 

"Good," Carrie beamed. "Just remember that. I don't want to have to gag you, but I will if you don't do as you're told." She giggled as she spoke, and I smiled faintly too. Even if I didn't feel like smiling. Even if I wondered if she meant what she said. And while I lay on the bed filled with doubt and uncertainty, Carrie swung her leg back over me and climbed off. 

She stood, and I watched in silence as she wriggled her way back into her clinging yoga pants, pulling her shirt back on over her head and fixing her hair in the mirror that hung on one wall. Perhaps, if I didn't know any better, I wouldn't have guessed what my sexy wife had been up to. Perhaps the cheap camera of her laptop wouldn't pick up the faint pink glow of her cheeks or the glitter of delight in her beautiful eyes. Maybe no one would guess what she had been up to on her break. But I knew. And so did she. 

And the secret we shared was yet another bond between us as I watched my wife return to her desk. 

Carrie's chair rotated. She turned her back on me. I could hear her humming contentedly under her breath as she swept back her hair and put her headset back on. Her mouse clicked she navigated her way from window to window, tab to tab, checking one number against another and

collecting reports into a mass email she would send later. Just another day at work for my hard-working wife. And as I lay naked on the bed on the other side of the room, I hope that she was right about the black eye of the webcam not being able to see me. I couldn't wait for Carrie to take her next break. 
         



  
  
    2. Lady Carrie 
 
      
  

"Yeah, I know. It's so annoying." 

Carrie was wearing her headset to talk on the phone. But whether by accident or design, she wasn't listening to the other end of the phone call through the headphones. Instead, her coworker's voice came through the speakers of the laptop so that I could hear every word. 

"Andrew keeps bothering me too," Carrie said. "I mean, I know he's bored. But I'm still working even if he's not." 

"Dave is moping around the house like a puppy," said the voice on the other end of the line. "If this keeps up, I told him I'm going to have to shut him up in the basement." Both women laughed at that. I knew the voice on the other end of the line. Emma was one of Carrie's best friends at the office, a woman I had met many times over. The thought that she didn't know that I was listening, didn't know that I was tied naked to the bed a few feet away from where Carrie sat talking to her, filled me with a strange feeling I was totally unfamiliar with. It had something to do with shame and embarrassment as I lay there helpless, waiting for my wife to pay me some attention, forbidden from speaking. But it had a lot more to do with arousal. 

And lying there, I had nowhere to hide. My cock rose up rigidly from between my legs, throbbing uselessly in the empty air as a visible sign of my helplessness. Every now and then, while she worked, Carrie would glance over at me and smirk as she reminded herself of what she had done. 

"You should," Carrie smiled, with another sly look in my direction as she spoke. "You can just let him out whenever you need him." 

"No, he has too much to do," Emma said. "To keep him busy, I had to give him a list of chores. Otherwise, he kept coming in to bother me for sex." Carrie's laughter at that was louder than the conversation warranted, I felt. I also had no doubt that it was directed at least partly at me. Even though no one could see, even though the two women were just talking on the phone without the webcam being activated, I felt my cheeks burn as I blushed. 

"Andrew's the exact same way," Carrie went on. Her coworker couldn't know that my wife's green eyes were locked directly on me as she spoke. Or that I was naked on the bed, trembling with unrelieved desire for her. "He came in just this morning with a hard-on, trying to distract me." 

“He did?” Emma cackled. “What did you do?” Now, finally, it was Carrie’s turn to blush. I watch the pink color rise in her cheeks, even as the smile never left her face. 

“Well, I mean… We are allowed to take breaks.” Emma howled with laughter as Carrie spoke. 

"Nice! That's awesome! I mean, if I was married to Andrew, I don't think I'd be getting much work done at all. He's cute, husband of yours." 

“He has his moments,” Carrie shrugged, smiling at me. 

"it certainly beats sitting in the break room at the office, anyway," 

Emma went on. "But you don't want him getting the idea he can just have it whenever he wants." 

"No," Carrie replied. "I think he knows that." My cock surged she winked at me, her white teeth glittering in her smile. 

"So are you ready for the meeting?" 

"More or less. I've been on that stupid Thorssen report all morning, but I think it finally makes sense." I stopped paying attention as Carrie shifted to talking about work. Although I would never admit it to her, to this day, I'm really not 100% sure what it is she actually does for a living. That's not to disparage it in any way. Carrie works hard. I know how competent she is when it comes to organization. But every time I learned about what our company does, I would find my eyes glazing over. And soon, it was too late to ask. The truth is, it doesn't interest me at all. I've never been the kind of guy who can spend too long in office. I need to be out in the world, on the road, under the open sky. And yet there I was, tied to the bed in our guest bedroom, literally tied down. A pandemic that turned the whole world on its head had certainly had an unexpected effect on me. 

I stayed silent while Carrie and Emma talked about work. Just the thought of Emma knowing I was there made all kinds of strange sensations bubble up inside me. If Carrie wasn't going to tell her, neither was I. And I sincerely hoped Carrie wouldn't tell her. How would I be able to look the woman in the eye again she found out what my wife had done to me? 

"Oh, thank you, honey." I raised my head at that, my attention jerked back from whatever strange thoughts had been running through my mind as Emma's voice changed. Clearly, she was talking to somebody else in the room with her. Carrie's green eyes moved to one side as she listened, the tip of her tongue showing between her pink lips as she smiled. 

"That was Dave," Emma explained after a moment. "He just made me one of those fancy coffees he's learned how to make." 

“That’s nice,” Carrie said. “At least he’s making himself useful.” 

"He is. He's making me dinner later too." 

“Lovely. I wish Andrew could do that for me. He can’t cook to save his life.” 

"Well tell him to learn," Emma said. "There's no time like the present. 

And there's no reason, if we're the only ones in the house working, that our husbands shouldn't take over some of those other household tasks." 

"True," Carrie said thoughtfully. I couldn't even guess at the thoughts that might be churning in her pretty head as she cast another sideways glance at me. She was right; I couldn't cook to save my life. Back before I was married, I lived on a diet of take-out and ready meals. It always seemed like far too much effort for too little reward. But it's not as though I hadn't done other things for Carrie since being laid off. I brought her plenty of coffee too. 

"Well, I should go," Emma said. "You might be ready for this meeting, but I have a lot more to do. I'll talk to you later." 

"Okay, bye," Carrie said. In the silence that followed, I waited. Carrie ignored me for a while, continuing to tap away at the keyboard of her laptop while she worked. My breathing was slow and steady as I lay back on the bed, looking up at the ceiling. Probably, I should have been bored. 

Probably, I should have demanded to be released by now. I like to think I'm open-minded, and when Carrie had first started this naughty little sex game, I had been fully on board. But it seemed to be a lot more waiting and a lot less sex than I had hoped. 

But somehow, I wasn't bored. It's hard to explain. Especially for a guy like me who's normally in a constant battle to stay busy, to stave off the boredom that seems to lie just around every corner. But somehow, this game Carrie had invented kept me engaged even while we were doing nothing. The mere fact that I was waiting helplessly for her was endlessly exciting. It was the only way I could imagine lying in bed for hours at a time and not going out of my mind with tedium. Somehow, it worked. The situation I was in cast a spell over me that made it possible to be bored. 

Instead, I was in an unending state of nervous anticipation. 

And while I waited in silence, Carrie's mouse clicked and her keyboard rattled. She still had work to do, even if this workday was anything but

normal. And I had nothing better to do than to watch her work. Even though I knew it was only going to drive me crazy. Even though every time she moved in her chair, I would feel the stab of lust that I always felt whenever I looked at her. Carrie was a beautiful woman. And even dressed down in a plain white shirt and black yoga pants, she turned me on more than anybody else I have ever met. She didn't need to tie me to the bed and make me helpless in her presence to keep me in a state of constant arousal. 

Then again, it didn't hurt. 



Finally, Carrie sat back in her chair. Letting out a long sigh, she rubbed her eyes. I watched, spellbound by her every movement, hanging on every action she performed. My lips twitched before I could stop them. I wanted to say something, but Carrie had been quite clear. She didn't want to hear from me until she said otherwise. While it wouldn't be fair to say that I feared my wife, I was incredibly aware of my current helplessness. The sexual release I so desperately craved was hers to give or withhold as she saw fit. The best course of action, I knew, was to do exactly what Carrie said. 

Her chair squeaked slightly as she swiveled to face me. As her eyes met mine, a smile spread across her face once again. Unabashedly, she looked me up and down, her eyes taking in my body and paying special attention to my surging cock that stood straight up in the air above me. 

"Time to take a break, I think," Carrie said. And I didn't even try to keep the giddy smile of delight off my face. 

My wife stood. Her toned thighs showed through the clinging fabric of her yoga pants as she walked a few steps across the room to where I lay. 

She climbed onto the bed beside me, curling her legs up as she rested her head on the pillow next to mine. Her eyes moved over my face, studying my features as I stared at her with undeniable desire. The fingertips of one hand danced slightly over my chest. 

"You want me so badly, don't you?" 

"Yes," I growled. Carrie chuckled, a faint soft sound that was accompanied by a gentle puff of air against my cheek. 



“Good,” she said in a low voice. “I could get used to this. Having you horny and naked and ready for me to use. But Emma makes a good point. 

Maybe there are some other things I could have you do to help around the house.” 

"Oh yeah?" I said, pride bristling inside me. "And just how are you going to do that?" 

"Oh, I have my ways," Carrie grinned. And as she spoke, her hand danced further down my body, her nimble fingers tickling the skin everywhere they went on their long journey over my stomach toward my aching cock. I could try to act as aloof and defiant as I wanted. But as my wife lightly ran her fingernails over the shaft of my member, I couldn't keep myself from groaning in frustrated pleasure. And Carrie giggled again. We both knew she had already won. 

"I bet I can get you to do just about anything right now," she teased. I moaned again as her hand encircled my cock, slowly stroking, keeping the pressure light. I couldn't keep my hips from rising involuntarily off the mattress, my manhood seeming to have a mind of its own as it sought greater and more pleasurable sensations from her hand. But Carrie knew exactly what she was doing. She studied my face as she teased me, making me groan without ever giving me quite enough. 

"I think you should be nice to me," she said. "If you promise to do what I want, maybe I'll let you cum. That's what you want, isn't it?" 

“Yes,” I admitted. There was no point denying it with my cock throbbing urgently in her hand. 

"Okay. So from now on, you'll do what I tell you, right?" 

I paused. I love my wife, but writing her blank check like this seemed dangerous. Then again, she was right. What I wanted more than anything was something only she could give me. Sure, I could tell her what she wanted to hear and then renege on the deal once I got what I wanted. But that's not how marriage works. And even though I was nervous about what the future held, the truth that I couldn't avoid facing as I lay there tied to the bed at her mercy was that I wanted this to happen again. 

"Okay," I groaned. And Carrie laughed out loud as she felt my cock throb in her hand. 

"Oh my God, this is going to be awesome," she laughed. "You'll be my house husband. You'll clean, and maybe I'll make you learn to cook. When you're not doing that, you'll be here, a little toy for me to play with whenever I feel like it. Don't act like that doesn't sound hot to you." 

"It does," I gasped. It did. This level of kinkiness was something I had never really thought about before. But when Carrie pitched it to me the way that she did, with her hand wrapped around my cock and stroking me to the point of madness, it really did sound like the sexiest idea imaginable. 

“Yeah it does.” I cried out as Carrie abruptly released her hold on my manhood. Sitting up on the bed suddenly, she shifted her position. Looming over me, she straddled me again, facing my feet this time, her feet on either side of my head. Her ass filled my vision, the already toned flesh exquisitely sculpted by the tight yoga pants that enhanced her every curve. Smiling back at me over her shoulder, Carrie crouched on all fours, swinging her ass from side to side right in front of my face. 

"I know you love looking at my ass in yoga pants," she grinned triumphantly. "So kiss it. Kiss my ass so that I know you realize your place in life." 

What could I do? I wanted to resist. Really, I did. But I couldn't. Carrie was absolutely right about what her ass did to me. It was a perfect round bubble, just the right mix of firm and soft, just the right shape to drive a man wild with primal desire. I couldn't resist. I was hardly in a position to defy her. 

Carrie spurted with laughter as I raised my head from the pillow and pressed my lips to her ass. While my skin prickled with shame, I kissed her, and she reveled in the feeling of power as she crouched above me. She reached between my legs, and I gasped as I felt her close her hand around my balls. She squeezed gently, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough for the threat to be abundantly clear. 

“I’ve got you by the balls now, haven’t I, honey?” 

“Yes,” I admitted. And grunted as I felt her squeeze just a little harder. 

"Not good enough," Carrie said. "From now on, you call me…Lady Carrie." 

"Okay, okay," I gasped as her hand held my scrotum tightly. Fear vibrated in the pit of my stomach along with the dull ache from my testicles. And yet, my cock didn't soften even a little. It still rose up underneath her, swelling and throbbing above her hand. 

“Say it then. Say it and kiss my ass while you do it.” 

"Lady Carrie," I said, pressed my lips to my wife's ass again as she howled with laughter. "Lady Carrie," I repeated as she squeezed again. The humiliation was incredible, and the tie that held my wrists bound to the

headboard had never been tighter as I struggled against it. But Carrie was firmly in charge. And so long as my sexual release depended on her, she always would be. 

"My God, this is so fucking hot," Carrie said. She released her hold on my balls and lifted herself off me, turning to face me as she kneeled on the mattress at my side. Her green eyes were glowing in a way I had never seen before as she looked down at me, glowing with utter triumph, glowing with a look of conquest that I had never even imagined seeing on my wife's pretty face. And it turned me on in a way I couldn't believe to see this new side of her. 

"This was too easy," she said with a mocking laugh. "I've turned you into my bitch in a couple of hours while working. We should've done this years ago. I think I'm going to enjoy being the lady of the house and having you as my house husband. Maybe if you're good, I'll even give you an allowance." I bristled with shame as she spoke. Intentionally or not, Carrie was tapping right into the feelings of inadequacy and failure I had been feeling ever since I was laid off. But accessing them this way was different to the way I had been feeling them up to that point. Somehow, without even being aware of it, she was merging those negative emotions with the raw power of the desire I felt for her. I had no idea what this would mean for us. 

But I couldn't deny that it was possibly the most exciting morning I had ever spent. 

"Okay, I need a release," Carrie said abruptly. Already her hands were reaching for the buttons of her shirt, rapidly unfastening them as they moved down her torso. She shrugged the open shirt off completely, hurling it to the floor, her breasts bouncing in her practical bra with every movement she made. She reached behind her back and unhooked it, dropping that to the floor too. I watched with mounting excitement as she struggled again with her tight yoga pants, pulling them down over her perfect ass and gorgeous thighs until she could finally remove them completely. At last, my wife was naked in bed with me. And still I could do nothing about it. 

She paused for a moment, letting me study her beautiful body, letting me look at her in abject desire. Then finally, slowly, her movements deliberately languid and teasing, she climbed on top of me again. 



Carrie settled down on my lap. My cock was pinned beneath her, pushed back against my stomach. I could feel her wetness as she rubbed her pussy up and down the underside of my shaft, lubricated by her already streaming juices. She sighed in pleasure as she leaned forward, her hands on my chest as she peered into my eyes and her pussy never stopping its maddening motion. 

“Say it again.” I didn’t need Carrie to explain what she meant. 

"Lady Carrie," I said, and a quiet little chirp of excitement rose from her open mouth. 

“Again.” 

“Lady Carrie.” 

“Who’s the boss?” 

"You are, Lady Carrie." 

"That's right," my wife moaned. Her eyes were closed now, her teeth making a series of tiny indentations in her lower lip as she bit it. Her voice was thick with desire when she spoke, and breathy with lust. I could feel her hot juices running over my trapped cock as though she was already on the verge of orgasm just from my submission. And to be honest, I wasn't far behind. 

"How do you like being my house husband so far?" 

“I love it, Lady Carrie.” 

"Fuck. I bet you do. Okay. Time to make your lady happy. Remember, don't you dare cum before I do." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Oh my God." Carrie shook her head, her dark hair swaying as she reached down underneath herself. Lifting her body slightly, she took my cock in her hand and pointed it up toward her. I was already wet from her dripping juices, and as she lowered herself down onto me, my manhood slid easily inside. I groaned at the glorious tightness and her obvious arousal as she began to bounce up and down on top of me. This time, Carrie wasted no time. This time, there was no slow lingering buildup. All of this craziness had worked my wife up to a state of unstoppable arousal, and she wanted to cum fast and hard. Once again, I struggled against myself, fighting to resist the urge for an orgasm of my own while Carrie shrieked and bounced on top of me. I was even more sure now than I had been earlier that disobeying her would be a bad idea. Whatever strange and wild mood she had gotten herself into, all I could do was hope to survive it. 

Luckily, I didn't need to hold out long. After all the teasing and all the talking, Carrie seemed even more excited than I was. In no time at all, her pussy spasmed around me, her back arching as she threw back her head and howled her selfish pleasure at the ceiling. I felt the hot rush of her fluids washing over me again, soaking the mattress beneath me as she had her third orgasm of the day so far, my whole body trembled with the effort of resisting the urge to lose myself in her pleasure. 

Slowly, Carrie opened her eyes. As she looked down at me from under half-closed eyelids, she smiled a lustful smile. Her nipples were hard and erect as she continued to rock slowly on top of me, savoring the fading glow of pleasure. Her knees gripped my flanks, and her hands gripped her own shaking thighs as she looked down at me like a conquering goddess. 

"Good," she said, her voice breathless with pleasure as she spoke. 

"That's a good house husband. I make the money now, so my needs come first. I cum first. Isn't that right?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” She shrieked in pleasure as I spoke. It never seemed anything other than utterly thrilling to her to hear me address her like that. Still buried inside her as I was, I felt the deep spasm of her pussy around me as I addressed her. As humiliating as it was to talk to my wife that way, I quickly realized it wasn’t without certain benefits. 

"Okay," Carrie panted. "Now you can cum." And wearily, exhausted with pleasure as she was, Carrie leaned forward to place her hands on my chest and began to ride my cock again. I moaned out loud, and she groaned too, the rhythmic thrusting of my manhood inside her merging with the still-present glow of her orgasm to fill her body with pleasure once again. 

But I no longer had any need to hold out. And I was no longer capable of resisting. In no time at all, I felt my cock surging inside her, and from the way she moaned, I knew that Carrie felt it too. My orgasm tore through me, the headboard I was tied to rattling as I moaned and thrashed, and with a sudden throb, I pumped my cum deep inside my wife's dripping pussy while she rocked up and down on top of me. 

When the spasm passed through me, she sank down on top of me. My cock slipped easily out of her wet pussy. Carrie's head rose and fell on my chest as I sucked in air, trying to recover from a pleasure that made me dizzy with its power. I knew she felt the same way. 

But finally, my wife lifted herself off me. Without a word, she stood and made her way on shaking legs out of the office. I heard the bathroom

door close, and the running of water as she cleaned herself up. I waited. 

There was nothing else I could do. Perhaps this was the end of our game, and if so, I could hardly complain. It had been the greatest thrill of my life. 

And yet. When I thought about what the future might hold, I couldn't even decide what I wanted. If Carrie returned and untied me right at that moment and returned to her work without any more games, how would I feel about that? 

In the end, it didn't matter. Because when Carrie returned, her hair brushed and her makeup adjusted to make her more presentable, she made no move to untie me. Instead, she scooped up her clothes from the floor. I watched wordlessly as my newly dominant wife got dressed for the third time that day, squeezing her beautiful body into her yoga pants and pulling her shirt on over her head. 

"Okay," Carrie said in a voice that was closer to her usual way of speaking. "I need to get back to work. The next time I decide to take a break, that cock better be ready for me. Understand?" Carrie pointed at me as she spoke, her finger aimed at my member as it lay coiled on my thigh once again. 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

“Oh my God.” Shaking her head, Carrie turned back to her desk. The chair creaked underneath her, holding her gorgeous ass as she pulled her headset on once again. My wife could barely believe what she had done to me. And neither could I. I was delighted to see it wasn’t over yet. 
       



  
  
    3. Worshipped at Work 
 
      
  

The strangest day of my life went on. Carrie sat at her desk, continuing to work away as though there was nothing out of the ordinary about the situation. But that was all part of the act. Her maddening composure. Her outrageous entitlement. Besides her physical beauty, that was part of what made her so desperately appealing to me. 

And even as she worked, clicking and typing and occasionally talking on the phone, the sexual tension in the air continued to increase. Given the situation, it didn't take long for my cock to once again rise into the air, hard and hungry. From the level of desire was feeling, it was almost hard to believe I had already had two orgasms that day. I wanted a third as though my life depended on it, as though it had been long months of loneliness without one instead of a few hours. 

But Carrie ignored me. She had work to do. And with every passing minute, I was reminded of my helplessness as I lay there tied to the bed. It was just like my wife said. I was there for her to use whenever and however she saw fit. When she wasn't using me for her pleasure, I was supposed to simply lie there and wait, like any other object she found useful. It was sexy as hell. Sexy in a way I never would've believed simply waiting could ever be. I enjoy regular foreplay, but this was on a whole different level. This was a complete reversal of everything I had previously believed about sex. 

A large part of what was so thrilling about the situation was the fact we weren't having sex at all. Lying there in silence in the room where Carrie worked, I struggled to explain it even to myself. 

And Carrie could pretend all she wanted to be engrossed in her work, as though she had forgotten I was even there. But I knew it wasn't true. I knew my wife well enough to know that the things we had done would be buzzing in her mind. All she had to do was glance over to her right to see me naked and tied down, my manhood once again ready for her to use. 

How could she not feel drunk with a newfound sense of power? How could she think of anything else? It wasn't the first time I have had the opportunity to marvel at women's ability to focus on two things at once. But it was definitely the most dramatic. 

And finally, Carrie turned in her seat to face me again. My heart rose in my chest, overflowing with hope that my wife was in the mood to play again. The clock on the wall told me that her workday would be over soon, but not yet. Still a couple of hours to go. If my wife wanted to take another break in that time, that was more than fine by me. I was happy to be used by her. 

But even in my lust-addled state, I noticed that something was different this time. Carrie rose from her seat, and predictably, I studied the way her tight yoga pants clung to her legs and her hips and her ass, revealing as much as they concealed. Beneath her shirt, her breasts strained against the fabric, drawing it tight around her chest as she moved. This time, I noticed, she didn't remove her headset and set it aside on the desk the way she had before. This time, she picked up her laptop and unplugged it, carrying it over to me. 

Still I said nothing. I just lay there, waiting to see what my devious wife had in mind for our next adventure. I was starting to become familiar with the way that fear and nervousness merged with lust and desire, each emotion fueling the other. I had never been nervous around Carrie before. 

But I had never seen this side of her. In fact, neither had she. It was something new, something that had been brought out of her body in the unusual circumstances of our enforced quarantine. All around us, the world was changing. And even within the four walls of our home, I knew, after today nothing was ever going to be the same again. Neither of us were ever going to forget how easily Carrie had taken control of me. And I found myself hoping to my own surprise that this wouldn't be the last time. 



The mattress sank underneath the combined weight as Carrie climbed onto the queen-size bed. Balancing on her knees, she turned and set the laptop down. I felt its warm weight on my stomach as she balanced it there, its screen hiding from my view my urgently throbbing cock. Smiling down at me without saying a word, Carrie reached once again for the waistband of her pants. And once again, the tight elasticated fabric clung to her body as she pulled it down, peeling off her yoga pants and her underwear yet again. She flung her clothing onto the floor beside the bed. I stared at her, still wearing her shirt but now naked from the waist down, her pussy already glistening with obvious desire as she gloated above me. Her headset kept her dark hair swept back from her face. From the waist up, she looked

perfectly respectable for a day of working from home. Below that, she was completely naked. And a sense of disbelief rose inside me as I began to guess what Carrie was up to. 

"I'm about to have my meeting," she said in a quiet voice that nevertheless dripped with desire. "So you have to be really quiet. I don't want anyone to know what we are doing. But I also have a really naughty idea." With that, she turned, facing my feet again. I watched as she lifted one leg and climbed on top of me, her bare ass hovering above my face yet again. Her pussy shone above me, and as I inhaled, I caught the sweet scent of her arousal, my cock swelling and surging immediately. Carrie teased me for a moment, slowly swinging her hips from side to side, taunting me with her pussy that hovered just out of reach. Her head was turned as she watched me over her shoulder, smiling wickedly at my obvious desire. 

"I want you to eat me out while I'm in this meeting," Carrie said. I gasped in surprise, and she laughed out loud, delighted with her own naughtiness. Carrie had never displayed anything like this kind of deviancy in the past. And it surprised me, even as it thrilled and delighted me. It was as though she had become a different person. As though this Lady Carrie persona was more than just a title. As though it had unlocked some dusty door in her psyche neither of us had known was there. It seemed almost impossible to believe that the woman I had married, the one who took her job seriously, was now proposing something so wild. I was in no position to argue, even if I had wanted to. I didn't want to. As she crouched above me, every cell in my body longed for her, and I would take whatever part of her I could get. The idea of pleasuring her with my mouth was almost as tempting as the thought of feeling her ride my cock again. I was only too willing to go along with this strange game. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. Carrie bit her lip as I spoke. I felt again the flesh of pleasure that comes from knowing I had turned my wife on. It seemed to turn her on whenever she heard me call her that, and so I was willing to say it again and again if that was what she wanted. 

"Good boy," Carrie smirked. "Let me just get set up here. Can't have anyone seeing what we're up to, can we?" 

"No, Lady Carrie." Carrie chuckled under her breath as she turned her attention to the laptop. She tilted the screen back. With her on top of me, I couldn't really see her laptop, and I had to trust that her lower half was completely out of view. It would make for a strange camera angle on her

upcoming video conference, but as far as I was concerned, that was Carrie's problem. If she was fine with it, it was more than okay by me. 

With the laptop adjusted, Carrie sat back. Slowly, she lowered her pussy down toward my waiting mouth. Immediately, I ran my tongue over the silken folds, tasting her arousal in a way that drew sparks of pleasure all along my spine. Carrie sighed happily as she settled herself down on top of me, sitting on my face, my nose buried in her perfect ass as she used me like an office chair. And while I licked and kissed her beautiful pussy, Carrie leaned forward momentarily and tapped a few keys on her laptop. 

When she began to speak, I knew the meeting had started. 

“Hi, Declan,” Carrie said. 

"Hey, Carrie," came a male voice through the laptop speakers. I winced beneath Carrie as I continued licking. I had met her boss a few times at whatever work functions I had had to attend. I had never in a million years imagined I would be hearing his voice at a moment like this. 

It was hardly welcome, the intrusion of another man's voice into the bedroom where I was licking my wife's pussy. But I couldn't deny that it added a strange thrill to what we were doing. To have this secret, to be doing something so outrageous while my wife was supposed to be working. 

It was hot. I had no idea where Carrie was getting these crazy ideas from, but I couldn't argue with their efficacy. Behind the laptop screen on which I imagined Declan's face would be displayed, my cock surged and raged in the empty air. 

"You're the first one here," Declan went on. "I guess we'll just wait for the others. How are things going with you?" 

"Oh, not too bad," Carrie said. She adjusted her position slightly as she spoke, moving on top of me. I responded by sliding my tongue between her wet lips, drinking down the juices that flowed from her body as though they were the sweetest nectar. My wife's ability to stay calm while I gave her oral sex amazed me. There was no way I would've been able to act as if nothing was going on if she were to go down on me during a meeting. And even that thought only added to my wild desire. Spurred on by lust unlike anything I had ever known, I felt a strange need to push the envelope. So far, everything that had happened that day had come as a result of Carrie's ideas, Carrie's efforts, Carrie's choices. This was perhaps the first time I had even the slightest bit of control. As much as I feared discovery, there was a competitive, defiant part of me that wanted to make this hard for her. I slid

my tongue in and out of her dripping pussy, trying to pleasure her, trying to make it impossible for her to pretend nothing was going on. For reasons I didn't bother to think about, I wanted to make my wife cum in her meeting. 

“How’s working from home?” 

"Pretty good, actually." Maybe there was just a hint of breathlessness in Carrie's words. Maybe just the tiniest tinge of pleasure. Or maybe I was imagining it. Hearing what I wanted to hear. But I kept licking and kissing her dripping sex, and was rewarded by the feeling of her thighs starting to shake on either side of my head. Carrie could pretend to her boss all she wanted that this was just a normal meeting. But her body couldn't lie. Not to me. 

“There’s some good things about it, to be honest,” Carrie said. “No commute. I can wear what I want. If my husband wasn’t bothering me all the time, it would be even better.” I heard the tinny sound of Declan’s laughter through the laptop speakers. 

"He's not working right now, is he?" 

"No. He's home all day. He gets bored easily. But I'm finding ways to keep him busy." Carrie chuckled as she spoke, and as I ran my tongue once again over her fragrant pussy, I was sure that her laughter was just a little wilder than the joke demanded. She was hiding it well, but I was getting to her. And above my mouth, her pussy was streaming, her hot juices flowing freely as I licked and kissed. Her self-control was impressive. But I was confident I could bring my wife to orgasm before this meeting drew to a close. 

"Poor guy. I would think having you at home all day would be quite a distraction." My heart heaved in my chest. For a moment, surprise made me freeze, my tongue stopping its eager work against Carrie's sex. She shifted her position on the bed again, and the heel of one foot collided with the side of my head. Not hard. But the message was clear. I started licking her again while the same fear and doubt grew stronger in my chest. What did Declan mean by that? I was well aware that in the position I was in, I could hardly talk about what was appropriate for the workplace and what wasn't. Still, jealousy sparked green flames around the edges of my heart as I listened. 

“Yeah, well. He’ll just have to deal with it. I’m not exactly looking my best.” 

"Could've fooled me." Cassie giggled, and the flames roaring around my heart grew stronger. Her boss was definitely flirting with her. And as far

as I could tell, my wife was lapping it up. Was this the kind of relationship they had when I wasn't around? I could feel anger swelling inside me like some discordant music. Yet I didn't stop looking. If anything, I tried even harder to make my wife cum. Declan could flirt with her all he wanted, but I was the man who was married to her. I was the man eating her pussy at that very moment while he thought she was just in a boring meeting. 

"Hi." That was a voice I recognized. It seemed Emma had joined the meeting. Soon, other voices chimed in, most of them female, as Carrie's coworkers joined the videoconference from their own homes. 

Soon, the talk was all business. No more flirting from Declan. No more girlish giggles from Carrie. In fact, I noticed that my wife didn't have a lot to say over the course of the meeting. Which was probably for the best. 

Ignoring the growing ache in my jaw, I kept pleasuring her, licking and kissing and swallowing her juices while she trembled above me. Soon, her pussy spasmed against my lips. Her thighs tightened around my head. I knew that she was close. And while some woman I didn't know rattled on about reports I had no interest in, I felt Carrie tip over the brink of ecstasy. 

She leaned suddenly forward, and I sucked in a lungful of air that smelled like her. I buried my tongue inside her and felt the tight spasm of her pussy around it, gripping it like a fist. She howled, a sudden shriek of ecstasy that was torn from her almost against her will, and I felt a sense of triumph that was tempered with a faint fear of what the consequences might be for such an obvious outburst. But I brushed that aside. All that mattered was the task she had given me, and the one I had given myself. I had achieved it. Using nothing but my mouth, I had made my wife cum in the middle of a work meeting in front of her colleagues. Perhaps it was a strange thing to feel victorious about, but after the day I had had, I was willing to take what victories I could get. 



And as her orgasm tore through her, Carrie abandoned herself to pleasure. She moaned and yelled. She sighed and screamed. She collapsed on top of me, her pussy spasming while a torrent of her juices coated my face. She seemed to hold nothing back. And all the while, in the background, the voices of the meeting went babbling on as though nothing was happening. As though they hadn't noticed my wife in the throes of sexual pleasure. 

Finally, Carrie sat up. She shifted forward so that she was sitting on my chest. I could feel fluids still pouring over my skin as she sat on top of me. Her beautiful ass filled my vision as I stared up her. Her breathing began to regulate. Gradually, she recovered. And it was only as she adjusted her hair and tugged her shirt and leaned forward to press a button on her laptop that I realized how clever my wife had been. 

“Oh, there you are, Carrie,” Declan’s voice said through the speakers. 

“I think we lost you for a moment there.” 

"Yeah, my Internet went down for a bit," Carrie smoothly lied. "I think my husband was playing a game or something, and it was a bit too much to handle. But he's stopped now." 

"No worries," Declan laughed indulgently.  "I think we're pretty close to done here. Anna, if you can send everyone a follow-up email with the points we discussed, we can circle back on this next week." I mentally tuned out my wife's boss as he brought the meeting to a close. I had no interest in anything he had to say. I could hardly wait for this all to be over. 

And soon, the meeting disbanded. Carrie logged out and lifted her laptop at last from off my stomach, setting it down on the bed beside me. Then she turned. Lifting her leg over my body, she pivoted so that she was facing me and sat down on top of me again. Smiling, she leaned forward. Her dark hair hung down around her face as she kissed me, seemingly careless of her juices that still shone on my lips. I kissed her back, the tie that tied my wrists together straining as I struggled uselessly against it. I didn't know where my wife had discovered this new wild side of herself. But I couldn't help but love it. 

"Fuck, that was hot," Carrie grinned she lifted her lips to mine. "I can't believe you made me cum in a meeting, you naughty boy. I had to hit mute and shut off the camera for a minute so no one would see me." 

“You’re welcome,” I grinned up at Carrie. She laughed softly, placing her hands on my chest as she sat back upright. 

"I wish I could have you in all my meetings," she said. "They're normally so boring. But this one wasn't. This was almost fun. I'd look forward to meetings if I could get my pussy licked every time." 

"Works for me," I said, before adding, "Lady Carrie." Carrie's green eyes glittered as I spoke, her fingernails digging slightly into the skin of my chest. It was like a button I could press any time I want to turn her on. The slight humiliation it caused me was nothing compared to the pleasure it

gave her. And I had already learned that getting Carrie turned on was the best method to get what I wanted. 

"For real? You want to be my little cunt licker in my meetings from now on?" Carrie never normally talked like that. And it was doing interesting things to me. Behind her, still ignored, still unsatisfied, my cock throbbed desperately, aching for release. 

"Sure, Lady Carrie," I said with a smile. Of course I wanted more than that. But it wasn't exactly the most unappealing suggestion I had ever heard. 

Especially at that moment, as I lay helpless on the bed beneath her, desiring my wife as much as I ever had. The taste of her pleasure in my mouth was driving me to distraction, and all I wanted was more. All I wanted was to hear her cum again, to see her lose itself to the beautiful storm of ecstasy. 

"Be careful what you wish for," Carrie said. "A girl could really get used to being treated like this. My God, that was so naughty, though. No one will ever know that while I was sitting in a meeting, you were licking my pussy like a good slave. I wonder what they would say if they knew?" 

This time, I didn't answer. Carrie's gleaming eyes had a strange look about them as she studied me from under half-closed lids. Slowly, she reached for the buttons of her shirt and unfastened them one by one. I watched her remove the garment and toss it to the floor, followed by her practical bra. Once again, she was naked in bed with me, and there was nothing I could do about it. Once again, I was confronted with the erotic power of my own helplessness as I waited to see what my wife wanted to do next. 

Carrie leaned backward. Still looking at me, her blind hand moved over my thighs and wrapped itself around my cock. I groaned as she slowly began to stroke, a satisfied smile showing on her face as she toyed with me. 

"You think Declan eats pussy?" The question jarred me out of an ever-thickening fog of lust. I stared up at Carrie for a moment without comprehending, the pleasure from the movements of her hand against my manhood making it difficult to concentrate. Why would she ask about him? 

The moment the meeting ended, I had all but forgotten Declan or any of Carrie's other coworkers even existed. Clearly, she hadn't. And even in the highly confused state I was in, it made me wonder. The flames of jealousy that had died down while I focused on pleasing Carrie roared to life again, given new oxygen by her question. 

"Probably," I said uncertainly. Carrie smiled, but her hand tightened suddenly around my cock. I winced as I remembered. "Lady Carrie," I quickly added, and saw her smile widen. 

"Probably," she echoed. "But you never know. Some guys are repressed about that stuff. Not that it matters. I have you for that." Again her hand moved up and down my shaft, and I panted and gasped as my pleasure grew. I didn't have the mental capacity at that moment to wonder what exactly she meant by that. She was working out something in her head, but I was finding it more and more difficult to focus on anything but the sensations in my cock. 

"Do you think Declan's cock is bigger than yours?" I gasped, and Carrie laughed as she continued to stroke me. The old fear roared inside me stronger than ever, almost but not quite strong enough to sweep away the desire I felt. But Carrie's hand was practiced at its task, and my body responded the way she knew it would. It felt as though she was weaving some kind of spell over me, deliberately combining my desire for her and my fear of the things she was saying into a potent cocktail. We had never played games anything like these before, but somehow, Carrie seemed to be an expert already. How much did she know what she was doing to me? And how much was simply chance? I still haven't figured that one out. 

"I – I don't know, Lady Carrie," I spluttered. Carrie's eyes had a faraway look as she gazed at the wall above my head, still stroking absentmindedly. 

“I wonder,” she said. “I mean, you’re not small. But I’ve heard a few things around the office. He’s cute, I will say that.” 

"Are you serious?" I stared up at Carrie. The smile never left her face as she shrugged her delicate shoulders, her bare breasts bouncing with the movement. 

"What? I'm just saying. Just because I'm married, doesn't mean I don't notice a guy's looks. Besides, I catch you looking at other women all the time." That was a charge I couldn't deny. I might quibble with her use of all the time, but she wasn't wrong in principle. After all, today's event started with me online, looking at other women. Carrie didn't know that, course. 

But there had been plenty of other times of the course of our marriage when I had been busted having a roving eye. 

Not that that made it any easier to take. 

But Carrie knew exactly how to get my mind off her boss. Releasing her grip on my cock, she moved back down the bed to straddle my lap. 

Smiling at me, she reached between her legs to take hold of my manhood. 

Once again, she lowered herself onto it. Her pussy was still dripping wet from the oral sex I had given her, and my shaft slid easily inside. I groaned in pleasure at the feeling of that tight hot wetness surrounding my skin. And Carrie smiled happily as she began to rock back and forth, riding my cock in her home office again. My breathing quickened, and so did hers. My cock throbbed desperately inside her, already on the brink of orgasm. After everything I had endured up to that point, I knew it wouldn't take long. And for once, Carrie didn't seem to care. This time, she gave me no instruction not to cum. Maybe she knew there was no way I could follow it. 

And so, I came inside my wife for the third time that day. Carrie sighed and moaned in pleasure as she felt the hot explosion deep inside her pussy. Her green eyes glittered and shone as she stared down at me, still smiling, still evidently completely satisfied with the totality of her power over me. If this was what it was like to work from home, her eyes seemed to say, why would she ever go back to the office? 



  
  
    4. Their New Arrangement 
 
      
  



"Are you sure you're up for this?" 

“Yeah. Sure.” 

"I might not be as nice to you as I was the other day. I'm feeling selfish lately. I feel like it should be all about me for once." 

“Okay. Fine.” 

"Oh, babe. You have no idea of the trouble you're getting yourself into. 

But that's okay. You like it when I'm mean to you, don't you?" 

“Yeah. Yeah, I do.” 

“Then say it. Call me what you have to call me.” 

Carrie's voice was strained as she spoke. But I was even more breathless than she was. And maybe it wasn't completely fair of her, to ask for this when she knew what my answer would be. I lay on top of her in our bed, my cock buried deep in her trembling pussy, every thrust bringing forth a moan of pleasure from both of us. And Carrie lay beneath me, her eyes shining as she gazed up at me, one hand on the back of my head as she ran her fingers through my hair. Her mouth was open, and the soft sounds of pleasure that rose from it only fueled my desire for her as I fucked her. 

Hovering on the edge of pleasure as I was, she knew I would agree to just about anything. 

But would it have mattered anyway? Ever since that day, just as I had predicted, everything had changed between us. I've always been attracted to my wife, of course. Sometimes, just looking at her is enough to get me going. It's enough to make me wonder how I ever got so lucky to be with a woman as beautiful as Carrie is. But ever since she took control of me that day, I couldn't get the images out of my mind. This new side to herself that Carrie had revealed was unbelievably attractive to me, and every time she smiled at me, I remembered what she had done. 

It'd only been a couple of days. When Carrie had finally untied me at the end of her workday, I had thrown her onto the bed in her home office and fucked her until she screamed. In the days that followed, I couldn't keep my hands off her. I couldn't help it. Everything she had said about me was coming true. I was becoming a major nuisance to her work. I couldn't help

it. After I had seen this dominant side of her, Carrie was the sexiest woman in the world to me. How could I spend all day in the same house with a goddess like that and not try to have sex with her? 

Of course, Carrie had noticed this change in me. And she knew exactly why. It only seemed to feed her sense of self-confidence, her knowledge of her own sexual power. But the next day, we hadn't played in the same way. 

She had given in to my constant attention exactly twice, allowing me to fuck her during her breaks from work. But this time, there was no bondage. 

There was no unbearable teasing. Once the deed was done, she returned to work and told me to get lost for a while, to let her get some things done. 

But I noticed a sly smile she wore almost constantly these days. I knew now just how busy her brain was behind those beautiful green eyes of hers. 

I suspected she had a plan, and I hoped I was right. Her last devious adventure had worked out so well for both of us. And finally, one evening, as we lay in bed writhing in mutual passion, she sprang her trap. A trap I was only too happy to blunder into. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I moaned, burying my face in her dark hair as I kissed her naked shoulder. Carrie cried out at my words, her pussy tightening involuntarily around my shaft as pleasure spiked within her. It never failed. Her body rocked and thrashed beneath me as I pounded her into the mattress, and mutual cries of satisfaction filled the bedroom, ringing back from the walls in a familiar duet as we abandoned ourselves to orgasm. 



"What do you think I should wear?" 

I had just returned from the bathroom, my mouth still tasting of toothpaste, my hair still damp from the shower. Carrie stood at the foot of the bed, still wearing the T-shirt and panties she had worn to bed last night. 

Her dark hair hung in messy clumps around her face, her eyes still puffy from sleep. And yet to me, she was still exquisitely beautiful. It didn't matter what she wore as far as I was concerned. Carrie would look sexy in a garbage bag. But as I reentered our bedroom, I saw she had picked out a few items of clothing and spread them across the mattress. 

“What does it matter?” I asked. “No one’s going to see you anyway.” 

"You are," Carrie smiled at me. "I know what you like. You know how much fun I have teasing you. So I decided that just because I'm working

from home doesn't mean I should let things go. Pick out something sexy for me to wear. I want you desperately horny for me." 

Carrie stepped forward as she spoke. Stepping past me, she ran her hand quickly over the front of my boxer shorts. I was already half-hard just from the sight of her, and the touch of her hand was almost enough to make me groan with desire. But she left it at that. Stepping quickly past me, Carrie headed for the bathroom I had just vacated, leaving me alone in the bedroom. After a moment, I heard the noise of the shower being turned on. 

In all honesty, I know absolutely nothing about women's clothes. All I know is what I like. And I don't think my tastes deviate too far from the norm in that regard. I love it when my wife dresses sexy, and in my opinion, she didn't do it nearly enough. With the 2 of us home together all day, I realized at once that this was a rare chance to dress her up the way I liked. I didn't waste too much time wondering about why she had given me this power. I was determined to enjoy it. 

While Carrie showered, I looked over the clothes she had chosen. 

Instantly, I dismissed a pair of pants, no matter how tightly I knew they would fit. Instead, I turned to her closet. The hangers squeaked on the rail as I pushed them aside, looking for something specific. Finally, close to the back, I found it. A black skirt I hadn't seen her wear in years, made of some stretchy material that clung to her in all the right places. Tossing it onto the bed, I picked out a red satin dress shirt. Finally, turning my attention to the floor of the closet, I rummaged through her shoes. The boots I chose rose to midcalf, with a high heel that made her walk in a way I found completely irresistible. As I set the clothing I had chosen on the bed, I could see her already wearing it with startling clarity in my mind. My cock rose, testing the elastic of the front of my boxer shorts as I waited for Carrie to return. 

The water was still humming in the shower, and for a moment, I contemplated jerking off. As hard to resist as this impulse was, I fought against it. If I was patient, I told myself, I could soon have the real thing. 

Finally, I heard the water stop running. There was another long wait afterward, punctuated by the sound of a dryer and some other unidentifiable noises. I sat on the bed, slightly breathless with anticipation, my heart seeming to beat high up in my chest as I waited. After all, it wasn't as though I had anything better to do that day. This new playful attitude of Carrie's was the perfect thing to alleviate the boredom of being out of work during a virus-inspired lockdown. 

Finally, the bathroom door opened. I waited impatiently as Carrie made her way back to the bedroom. She was wrapped in a towel now, her clothing from the night before discarded the hamper in the bathroom. She smiled at me as she stepped into the room. 

She looked stunning. With the virus closing everything down, it had been a while since we had gone anywhere for fun. I hadn't taken her out to dinner in a long time. It's not as though I'd forgotten how good she could look. But somehow, it never failed to have a dramatic effect on me. Her green eyes were always beautiful, but they looked far more beautiful now that she had applied some mascara and eyeshadow to make the color shine brighter against the artificial darkness. Her black hair hung around her face, sculpted into gentle waves that seemed careless but were anything but. Her lips were bright red as she smiled at me, a shade I had never known her to wear to work before. Her cheeks glowed thanks to the skilled application of the brush. In short, my wife looked ready for a night on the town, not a day at the office. My cock surged once again at the sight of her. 

"This is what you want me to wear?" Carrie said as her eyes flickered over the clothes on the bed. 

"If you have to wear anything at all," I grinned. Carrie snorted. 

"Of course I do. I might still have to videoconference with someone. I don't know if this stuff will even fit me anymore." 

"Of course it will," I said. Carrie might disagree, but as far as I could tell, she hadn't gained a pound in years. I rose from the bed where I sat and stepped toward her, my hands already reaching for her, ready to pluck away the towel that covered her. But Carrie pushed my hands away. 

"Not yet," she said, smiling indulgently as she spoke. "Remember, you have to do what I say. Besides, I have to get to work. If you're good, we can have some fun later." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I said with a smile. And her gorgeous eyes flickered over my face as she smiled back. Carrie knew what I was up to, of course. But that didn’t mean it didn’t work. It excited her; I could tell. But she had always had more self-control than me. Shaking her head a little, she turned back to the bed. 

"What about underwear?" she asked. 

“No underwear.” Carrie smiled as she raised her eyes to me again. 

"Okay," she giggled. "But I can't wear that shirt with nothing underneath. I'll wear a bra. No panties. How does that sound?" 

"Sounds awesome, Lady Carrie." There was a faint catch of her breath in her throat as I spoke. Carrie cast her towel carelessly aside, and my cock surged at the sight of her naked body as she made her way toward her underwear drawer. Her fingers flickered rapidly through the lacy fabric inside and came up with a black bra that I had always liked. She smiled at me as she put on, fitting the padded cups to her full breasts and lifting them as she fastened the garment in place. It was a push-up bra totally inappropriate for the office. That was the whole point. I'd never before imagined watching my wife get dressed would be so exciting given how much I usually loved undressing her. But after all, this was a voyage of discovery. 

Carrie returned to the bed. I watched her lift up the skirt and spread it out between her hands before stepping into it. She grunted under her breath as she struggled with the tight fabric, pulling it up toward her hips. 

“I told you it would be too tight,” she said. 

"It's not too tight," I said. We were both right. It still fit her, and it clung to her ass and thighs in a way that sent shockwaves of desire racing through me. 

"I can't believe I used to wear this," Carrie said once the skirt was on, looking down at herself as she turned on the spot. "Was it always this short?" 

"Yeah, it was," I grinned. When she stood, the tight skirt gripped her legs around mid-thigh. If she sat, I knew the black fabric would ride even higher. It might have been years since Carrie had worn that skirt, but I had never forgotten how good she looked. And Carrie smiled again as she reached for the red shirt I had selected and pulled it on. Once again, the fabric fit her closely, the buttons straining over her boobs as she struggled to close them. But I noticed she kept the top couple of buttons undone. The merest hint of the black lace fabric of her bra showed in the open V of the neckline. Carrie could protest all she wanted, but she knew what she was doing. And finally, she pulled the boots on one by one, zipping them up before turning to look at herself in the full-length mirror on the closet door. 

She turned this way and that, craning her neck to look over her shoulder at herself from behind. And I stared at her even more avidly, drinking in every detail of her appearance. She looked like the office vixen, a slutty secretary from a porn movie rather than a woman going to a regular job. But for both of us, that was the point. 

“I have to admit, I do look pretty good,” Carrie said at last. 

"You look amazing, Lady Carrie," I said. A beautiful smile broke across my wife's face as she turned to me. Unable to help myself, I stepped forward again, my cock raging inside my boxer shorts, my hands reaching for her yet again. As I drew close to her, Carrie took my wrists in her hands and forced my arms downwards. At the same time, she lifted her face, pressing her lips to mine. The tall heels of her boots made her almost my height, and my cock pressed against her beautiful body as we kissed. 

"Lady Carrie didn't say you could touch her, did she?" Carrie said when our kiss finally ended. "Remember your place. You need to do everything Lady Carrie says." 

“I know,” I said, shaking my head. “But it’s not easy when you look like this.” 

"Luckily, I think I can help you with that," Carrie chuckled, her eyes sparkling like twin green jewels in her face. "And since you got to choose what I wear today, I get to choose what you wear. So let's get started." 

Releasing her hold on one of my wrists, Carrie still held onto the other as she led me toward the closet. I followed, watching her skirt tighten around her gorgeous ass with every step. I could already tell that the day was going to be another merciless tease with her looking the way she did. I already knew I would spend the day driven to distraction thinking about her, looking at her, admiring her beauty and wanting her desperately. But I couldn't forsee what else Carrie had planned. 

Reaching into the closet, Carrie grabbed a couple of my ties. The wicked smile on her face was almost enough to make me tremble as she turned to face me again. 

"Turn around," she said, her voice adopting a commanding tone. "Put your hands behind your back." Nervously, I did what she said. After all, she had made the rules of this game quite clear. My cock only throbbed all the more as I felt my wife wrap a tie around my wrists, binding them together in the small of my back. Once my hands were tied, she placed her hands on my shoulders and turned me around to face her again. 

"There," she smiled smugly. "Since you can't seem to control yourself, I'll make sure you can't touch me without permission. That should keep you out of trouble." Carrie still held another tie, and as she spoke, she lifted it over my head. Carefully, she tied it in place around my neck, fussing with the knot to get it just right. I felt ridiculous standing in front of her with

bound hands wearing only a tie and my boxer shorts that did nothing to conceal the powerful erection that raged between my legs. But Carrie seemed to like it. Her hand was warm on my chest as she smoothed the tie over me. 

"Not bad," she said. "You should look at least a little bit professional. 

Now, let's go. Time to get to work." Saying that, Carrie took hold of my tie. 

She turned, and I had no choice but to follow her as she led me out of the bedroom and toward the guest bedroom that now served as her home office. 

I shuffled along behind her, still unable to tear my eyes away from her gorgeous figure, still watching the way she strutted in her boots and tight skirt, drive me wild with desperate desire as she led me through my own house as though on a leash. 

As we reached the desk, Carrie stopped. With a tug on the tie she held, she pointed with her other hand to the space underneath the desk. 

"Get down on your knees," she ordered. "I want you under my desk all day. Ready to serve me whenever I want. That's your job today." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I couldn't keep the goofy smile off my face. As humiliating as this new game was, it was endlessly exciting. At least this time, I would be closer to her than I had been when I was tied to the bed. 

Carrie smiled down at me as I sank to my knees on the floor in front of her. She was still holding my tie, but her other hand patted my head affectionately, running her fingers through my hair. The darkness under her short skirt called to me as I shuffled along on my knees, trying to position myself under her desk. Once I was finally underneath it, Carrie pulled her swivel chair closer. She sat down and rolled forward, still holding my tie in her hand. I could smell her perfume and the leather of her boots, and her unseen pussy called to me with wild desire just inches away from my face, barely hidden by her sluttish skirt. Unable to help myself, I leaned forward and kissed her knee. Above me, Carrie giggled. Underneath the desk, I couldn't see a thing of her above the waist. But I could imagine the look of delight on her pretty face as she enjoyed yet another triumph over me. 

"It's like I'm the boss, and you're some little intern I'm using," Carrie giggled. She raised one foot, and I groaned as the rounded toe of her boot slid over the bulge of my erection, teasing my cock through the fabric of my underwear. "And look how horny you are," Carrie went on, giggling again. 

"You just love doing what Lady Carrie tells you, don't you?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. And I heard her sigh happily above me as I kissed her other knee, just on the inside this time. 

"Did I tell you to stop?" Carrie's voice had a harsh edge to it again as she spoke. 

"No, Lady Carrie," I said, and kissed her leg again, a fraction higher on her thigh this time. Carrie's chair creaked as she leaned back in it, and her hands reached under the desk as she plucked at her skirt. The straining fabric sprang back toward her hips, and just like that, her bare pussy was on display. I could still smell the soap on her skin from the shower, but now my nostrils caught the faint tang of her arousal, and it was like pouring gasoline on the flames of my own desire. 

"Slowly," Carrie instructed, the soft skin of her thigh dimpling slightly under one finger as she pointed at it, "slowly kiss your way up my leg. Take your time. This isn't a race. And once you get here," and I almost gasped as I watched her gently slide one finger between her wet lips, "you know what to do." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie's hand disappeared back above the desk again, and I wasted no time. The skin of her toned thighs was warm and soft under my lips as I kissed her legs again and again, alternating from one to the other, forever moving forward mere millimeters at a time. Carrie parted her legs further as my head rose higher, and the smell of her arousal became stronger as my face drew nearer and nearer to her crotch. All he wanted was to press my mouth against her dripping sex, but I resisted. Carrie knew what she wanted, and she wasn't in the least bit afraid to demand it. All I had to do was give it to her. If she wanted slow, I told myself, I would take it slow. 

While my cock raged uselessly, my mouth crawled up the inside of her legs until finally, blissfully, I tasted her pussy against my tongue. 

"That's it, kiss it," Carrie said above me. And that's what I did. My lips moved against hers, my tongue tentative at first as I gently probed her wet folds. But as Carrie sighed in pleasure, I grew bolder. Finally, I licked her, running my tongue up her pussy while she gasped and shuddered above me. 

It didn't sound like my wife was getting much work done, but that was fine by me. The taste of her filled my mouth, and I was almost wild with lust as I kissed her dripping sex. Her hand reached underneath the desk again. I felt the pressure of it on the back of my head, holding me close against her as she rocked her hips forward, her body moving in a rhythm that I adopted as I rubbed my face against her slit. 

"That's it," Carrie panted above me. "This is how we start the day from now on. A nice orgasm for me and nothing for you. That's your job now. To make your wife cum with your mouth whenever I feel like it." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I mumbled, my lips and tongue still busy with pleasuring her and my words indistinct. But Carrie understood. What else could I possibly say? 

Carrie moaned louder as her pleasure grew. Underneath my tongue, I could feel her pussy beginning to spasm. I shifted on my knees, ignoring the discomfort of my position in the cramped space underneath the desk. It didn't matter. Just like Carrie said, all that mattered was her pleasure. That was my only goal. And she shrieked with pleasure as I rubbed the tip of my nose against her clit, teasing the sensitive bud of flesh before raising my head to run my tongue over it. Carrie's whole body trembled as I flicked her clit with my tongue, toying with it until she moaned and thrashed. And I took it into my mouth, sucking gently as I continued to tease it with my tongue. 

"Oh my God!" I didn't need to be able to see my wife to know that she was an absolute mess. I knew what she liked when it came to oral sex, and I was doing my absolute best to please her. But also, the sheer deviancy of the situation was playing its part in turning her on. Just as it was for me. 

Whatever we did together would be even more exciting under these circumstances, I knew. With her ordering me around, selfishly taking pleasure from me and giving none in return, every moan and gasp seemed even more erotic than it ordinarily would. And as I returned to her trembling lips, I could see that Carrie was even more turned on that I was. I could feel it as my tongue passed again over her pussy, slurping up the delicious juices that glistened on her skin. 

Carrie wailed and moaned, and her fingers dug into my scalp as she ground her pussy against my face. I knew what that meant. And I welcomed the hot gush of her orgasm as it coated my face. I slurped it down desperately, as though there was nothing more important in the world, swallowing every drop of her orgasm that I could while more of it dripped to the floor beneath us. My cock raged in my underwear as I served her, and I felt dizzy in the airless space beneath the desk. Almost as though I was on the edge of an orgasm myself, without even being touched. But my cock throbbed in vain. Carrie was permitted a powerful orgasm, but clearly, I wasn't. 

With a long moan, Carrie's body finally relaxed. She slumped in her office chair as I kneeled between her thighs, watching her pussy twitch and the clear juices running out between her trembling lips. Tenderly, I kissed the inside of her thighs, continuing to lick up the juices that streamed from deep within her body. 

"Oh man, that was awesome," I heard her say above me. "Something tells me this is gonna be a good day." As she spoke, Carrie reached under the desk again. Placing a hand on my forehead, she pushed me roughly away. I watched as she pulled her skirt back down, wiggling in her chair until it covered her up again. She even crossed her legs, depriving me of the view of her sex that I could still taste on my tongue as she sat in front of me. Trembling with desire and frustration, I stared at her beautiful legs and wondered if I dared ask for more. 

“I didn’t say you could stop kissing me,” Carrie said, invisible above me as she sat at her desk. “Keep going until I say otherwise.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I pressed my lips to her skin again, following the long line of muscle along her thigh toward her tiny skirt. And up above me, I heard the clacking of her keyboard as Carrie began to work. Whatever strange game we were now involved in, once again, my sexy wife was firmly in control of it. 




  
  
    5. Husband Training 
 
      
  

"Nine." 

As the bar descended toward my chest, I breathed in deeply, letting my ribs expand toward the lowering steel. The muscles in my arms and shoulders were burning. I could feel my arms trembling with the effort of holding the weighted bar in position. Our basement gym equipment didn't always get the use it should have. But lately, it was seeing plenty of action. 

"Come on baby, one more." Carrie raised her voice to make her words heard above my ragged breathing. She was standing beside the weight bench, her green eyes shining as she looked down at me. And I looked up at her from where I lay. After all that had changed in the last little while, I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised at finding myself in another entirely new situation. But I was. Carrie and I never worked out together. As a general rule, she had never liked me to see her sweat. And ordinarily, I felt the same way. Exercise, when I took it at all, was something I preferred to do in solitude. But that, apparently, was no longer in the cards. 

And Carrie certainly wasn't there to work out herself. She was wearing a dress, white on top with a black skirt, that wrapped her body the way a sheath wraps a blade. Her high heels clicked on the concrete floor of the basement whenever she took a step. Once upon a time, my wife had always dressed comfortably at home, preferring yoga pants or pajamas to relax in. 

But over the last few days, I had noticed the change. All of a sudden, Carrie was swanning around the house like a fashion model. As though she had rediscovered all her nicest clothes that had been languishing unused in the back of her closet. I knew what was going on, of course. I knew it was just an outward sign of the growing sexual confidence my wife was feeling. And with everything that was going on between us, how could Carrie not feel like a goddess? I did everything she said. I let her tie me up and use me for her pleasure. I started every day with my head between her legs, eating her out without any thought of her reciprocating. I had to earn every orgasm she gave me, whereas she considered herself entitled to as much pleasure as she wanted. 

And I didn't argue. Maybe I was starting to believe it myself. Or maybe it was just that Carrie was so undeniably sexy when she took control, when she bossed me around. I couldn't resist her. And neither of us could deny what it had done to our sex life. Things have never been like this between us, not since we were first dating. We could barely keep our hands off one another. If I hadn't spent so much time tied up in one way or another, I would've been all over Carrie more or less 24 hours a day. She had more self-control than I did. But that didn't mean she wasn't every bit as turned on by this new situation as I was. 



While a tired voice in my mind urged me to give up, I pushed the bar off my chest again. The air left my lungs in a long gasp as I raised the weights above me. 

"That's it, baby," Carrie said encouragingly above me. "You did it!" As she clapped her hands together, I slowly lowered the bar down onto the hooks above my head. My chest was aching as I let my arms drop to my sides. I was never one of those guys who enjoys working out. They say that you're supposed to get some kind of high from it, some sort of endorphin rush. I never did. It always felt to me like an uncomfortable ordeal, and that was why I didn't do as much as I should. If I had had my choice, I would rather have been out playing sports for exercise. But with the distancing measures designed to halt the spread of the virus in place, that wasn't an option. And so the home gym we had bought years ago and rarely used was being put back into action. 

“Well done, honey,” Carrie smiled down at me. I watched her brush her dark hair back from her face, pinning it behind one ear. God, she was sexy. The shorts I was wearing did little to hide the growing bulge of my erection as I gazed up at my wife. These days, that was all it took. Just the sight of her. That, and the memory of the things we had done together in the last little while. The reminder of the wild power she held over me. It all made her infinitely desirable. And she knew it. 

I began to sit up on the bench, my breathing slowly going back to normal. Carrie's eyes flashed as she stepped forward. She placed her hand on my chest and shoved me back down onto the bench. Her dark hair hung down around her face as she smiled down at me, her beautiful eyes glowing like green jewels. 

"You know, it's really starting to show," she said. I knew that voice, the low sexy purr she used when she was in the mood. I knew what she was doing to me. That didn't mean it didn't work. And as her hands trailed over my chest, massaging the sore muscles, moving possessively over my body, I could feel my cock growing ever harder in my shorts. "I mean, I always loved your body," Carrie went on, her hands never stopping that maddening dance over my stomach and chest. "I don't mind you a bit… softer. But this is good too. Summer's coming up. If we are ever allowed out of this house again, I wouldn't complain at having a little arm candy to show off." 

“Show off to who?” Carrie shrugged at my question. 

“Whoever,” she said. “I bet you remember what Emma said, don’t you? She thinks you’re cute. All the girls at the office do.” 

"They do?" I don't think I'm under any illusions about the way I look. 

I'm not ugly. If I were, I don't think I would ever have ended up with a woman as beautiful as Carrie is. Certainly, when I was younger, I did okay with women. More than okay, in fact. But that, I quickly learned, has at least as much to do with attitude and personality as it does with the way a guy looks. In that way, I know, women aren't as superficial as men. But they're superficial about different things. Which is why it's far more common to see an average looking guy with a gorgeous woman on his arm than the other way around. 

"They do," Carrie smirked. "But there's always room for improvement. 

And since you're my house husband now, you need to look your best for me." Carrie was in her element as her hands slid down toward the waistband of my shorts. I breathed in slowly as her hand moved between my legs, teasing my cock through the fabric that covered it. Instinctively, I raised my hands, but a look from her was all it took to make me lower them again. Ever since that first crazy day, Carrie took the lead every time we did anything sexual together. And I wasn't complaining. Knowing that she wanted this as badly as I did was the most erotic experience of my life. 

"Now, I suppose you want a reward for doing your exercises?" 

"I wouldn't say no, Lady Carrie," I said to her with a grin. Carrie smiled back at me. Turning slightly, she took my shorts in her hands and pulled them down, along with my underwear. While my cock sprang out aggressively, she pulled my clothes off completely, wrestling the shorts and underwear past my bare feet. I lay naked on the weight bench as Carrie turned to face me again, my shorts in her hands. I didn't immediately realize

what she was up to when she suddenly crouched at the side of the bench. 

But I should have. 

Quickly, Carrie separated the shorts and the underwear inside them. 

Given the shorts a savage twist, she bunched them up in her hands and slid them up one of my dangling arms. Leaning forward, she reached under the weight bench to do the same with the other arm. I tried to sit up, but it was already too late. Carrie pushed the shorts up above my elbows and tied them in a knot to make them tighter, the fabric gripping my tired biceps and holding me down on the weight bench. Below the elbow, my arms were free, but that didn't give me a lot to work with. I couldn't reach the shorts to take them off. I couldn't reach the bench I lay on. As Carrie stood up and stepped back, I couldn't reach her, either. 

“Where did you learn this stuff?” I asked. Carrie chuckled. 

"Nowhere," she said. "It just comes to me, I guess. You know, when I was a teenager, I used to think about stuff like this. You know what my family was like. I thought it made me a pervert. So I totally repressed it. To be honest, I kinda forgot all about it. Until recently. And now it's all coming back to me." 

I watched as my wife stooped toward the floor. Her tight dress strained around her beautiful body as she scooped up the underwear I had been wearing. Then she stepped toward the weight bench again. She took her time, like a cat toying with a mouse, secure in her total control of the situation. Her body swayed maddeningly on the high heels she wore, feeding my insatiable lust as I lay helplessly beneath her. Wondering what she was going to do next. Knowing that whatever she decided, I would have no say in it. And knowing, too, that was exactly the way I liked it. 

Finally reaching the side of the bench, Carrie loomed over me. My bound arms had just enough freedom that I could reach out and run at hand over her leg beneath the dress, and she allowed it. The softness and smoothness of her skin only tormented me further, but I couldn't help myself. I would touch any part of her I could, driven mad with desire for her as she teased me mercilessly. 

And that's when Carrie draped my underwear over my face. 

"What are you doing? Gross!" The underwear was clean that morning, but working out under Carrie's supervision built up a sweat. Above me, Carrie grinned, holding the underwear against my face as I shook my head from side to side, trying to dislodge it. 

"No no, husband," she said, her voice dripping with sadistic amusement. "If you want a reward, those stay there. Face it. Wouldn't you love to stuff my panties into my mouth while you fucked me? I know you would. That's never going to happen, of course. But if you like, you can imagine it while I give you a little treat." 

Turning, Carrie sat down on my stomach. I grunted. She didn’t weigh a lot, but my stomach muscles were already tired from the crunches she had had me doing that morning. Still, I didn’t dare complain. Just feeling her on top of me was enough to get my desire raging desperately again. And Carrie reached out to take hold of my cock, slowly stroking it while I moaned and groaned into the damp fabric of my underwear. 

"Look at you," she said, once again raising her voice to be heard over the sounds I was making for a completely different reason this time. "Fuck, it feels good to be in charge. I love having you like this. Just my little toy to play with whenever I feel like." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I panted. With her hand on my cock, I was even more helpless than usual. She was impossible to resist. And as my desire surged with every motion of her hand, any tiny trace of self-control I might have had evaporated. 

"Well, you've been good, working out for me," Carrie grinned. "Good boys get rewards. So go ahead and cum for me, baby." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I had learned not to argue with my wife when she was in these moods. Not to complain. Of course I would have far rather that she hike up her dress and climb on top of me and put that tight wet pussy around my cock. But an orgasm is an orgasm. And even her hand felt like heaven. My breathing got more and more shallow, my heart rate rising as my pleasure grew, and as my cock surged in Carrie's hand, she knew as well as I did that I was close. She kept on stroking, smiling down at me, the weight of her beautiful body a constant presence on my sore stomach, and soon, I groaned through the damp fabric of my underwear as my orgasm overwhelmed me. My cock surged in her hand, and my cum spurted into the air, running over her fingers and splattering on my thighs as I moaned and gasped. Above me, Carrie giggled, endlessly amused with how easy it was to make my body respond the way she wanted it to. 

Finally releasing her hold on my manhood, Carrie reached out with her other hand and snatched the underwear off my face. Grateful, I breathed in deeply as she used my boxer shorts to wipe up my cum. Then she stood, 

dropping the underwear carelessly on the floor. Crouching, she slid the shorts down my arms to free me, and I sat up, gazing up at her uncertainly. 

Just because I was untied didn't mean the game was over. And just because I had had an orgasm didn't mean I was no longer under her control. Carrie stood above me with her arms folded, watching me for a moment, as though she was thinking of what to do next. But it never took her long to make up her mind. 

“Get up,” she said finally. “You need to shower.” 

I couldn't argue with that. Swinging my leg over the weight bench, I stood. And smiling that devious smile, Carrie reached out and once again took hold of my limp cock. I grunted as she stepped forward, using my member to lead me like a leash as I hurried along behind her. I was close enough to her to smell her perfume, close enough to touch, and my hand brushed against the bulge of her ass straining the fabric of her dress as she began to climb the stairs up to the rest of the house. Carrie didn't seem to notice. But she couldn't have missed the way my cock twitched in her hand, somehow already trying to harden again at what was going on. With me naked and her fully clothed, the power imbalance between us couldn't have been more obvious. And all I wanted was to do what she said as my wife led me triumphantly through our house. 

She didn't let go of my cock until we reach the bathroom. Then, she stood by the sink, folding her arms again as she leaned against the counter. 

With a dull throb of desire, I realized that she didn't intend on giving me any privacy. Stepping past her, I slid back the door of the shower and turned the water on. While I waited for it to warm up, I turned to look at her again. 

She looked absolutely ravishing in her tight dress. My cock jutted out from my body, starting to harden again, and Carrie smiled as she looked at it. 

"My, you are a horny boy today, and you?" she teased. "But you're not to touch yourself in there. You can wash it, but no jerking off. You don't get to do that anymore." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. The truth was, there hadn't been much need to in the last little while. For all her merciless teasing, for all her demand that I earn my orgasms, Carrie had been pretty generous with her body. The games we played turned her on too much to resist, and my constant pussy licking only went so far. Every day, usually at the end of the day, I was rewarded by sex. With both of us constantly in the house together, there wasn't much privacy for self-pleasure anyway. 

The warm water ran over my body as I stepped into the shower and slid the door shut. The clear glass did nothing to hide me from my wife's gaze. Droplets of water ran down the inside of the cubicle, but I could still see her, standing beside the sink, watching me carefully. It was a strange feeling as I reached for the soap and lathered myself up. We had showered together before, but it usually lead to sex. This was different. This was much like being in jail. My every movement scrutinized and examined. But if it was prison, it was a prison I had no desire to break out of. Not while I had the world's sexiest warden in charge of me. 

And I could feel her remarkable green eyes watching my every move as I showered. Once I reached my genitals, I saw Carrie straighten up. She stepped closer to the glass of the shower, peering through the steam to watch. Nervously, I lathered up my cock and balls. 

"I bet that feels good, doesn't it?" she said, raising her voice to be heard through the glass and over the roar of the shower. 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Look at me." I turned to face her through the glass, my soap-covered cock in my hand as Carrie stood with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, her tight dress straining around her legs. 

“Rub it again,” she said. “Keep rubbing it until I tell you to stop.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. She was right. The warm soap lubricated the motion of my hand, and it felt good. Not as good as her hand had felt wrapped around me in the basement, but good nonetheless. And the humiliation of touching myself like this in front of her only added to the deviant pleasure I was feeling. Soon, my cock was rock hard again, pointing right at my wife through the glass as she watched me jerk it. 

"Don't cum," she warned. But she knew, of course, that that was all I wanted at that moment. She knew there was any so much I could do to resist the most natural impulse in the world. She knew she was making it hard for me. That was the point. 

“It’s hard, Lady Carrie,” I moaned. 

"I can see that," Carrie giggled. "Don't stop. Keep stroking, but don't cum. That's all I ask. Disobey me, and it'll be a long, long time before I let you touch me again." 

"Please, Lady Carrie." My cock was surging in my hand. I tried to slow down, tried to breathe, tried to use less pressure to keep myself just on

this side of orgasm. But I didn't dare stop. As badly as I wanted Carrie, the threat she had given terrified me. 

“Please what?” Carrie smirked. “Are you begging to stop touching yourself?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I moaned. “Please let me stop. I can’t hold out much longer. “

“I’m just too sexy for you, aren’t I?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I gasped. “You’re so sexy. So beautiful. Please, please! I’m going to - I’m going to -” 

"Stop!" Carrie's eyes blazed as she yelled the word through the glass. 

Stepping forward, she pulled open the sliding door of the shower and reached inside. With a savage twist of the controls, she turned the hot water to cold, and I cried out at the sudden shock of the temperature change. 

Carrie stepped back as the cold water cascaded over me, my cock twitching and throbbing, but the plan worked. The urgent desire to cum slowly faded, my cock slightly softening as it cooled. And Carrie watched it all, her green eyes gleaming with obvious delight. 

“Okay, you can turn it off now,” she said. At once, I shut off the cold water and stood before her shivering in the open door of the shower cubicle. 

She pulled the towel off the rail beside her and held out to me. I stepped out of the shower, grateful to dry myself off. 

"I got some water on me," Carrie said once I'd finished drying myself off. I watched her extend one foot toward me, and saw beads of cold water shining on her exposed calf. She didn't need to say anymore. Right there in the bathroom, I dropped to the floor and ran my towel over her leg while she stood above me, smiling in satisfaction. Once again, the feel of her toned leg in my hands only made me desire her more. Overcome with passion, I leaned forward and kissed her bare skin. Up above me, Carrie laughed. 

"Good idea, boy toy," she grinned down at me, her eyes ablaze with green fire. "I should've made you lick it up. Go ahead. I think there's still some on my shoe." 

“Really?” I said, looking up at her in surprise. 

"Really," Carrie nodded. "Unless you don't want me to let you cum ever again." 

Her laughter rang out in the bathroom as I lowered my face to the floor. The shoes she wore were black strappy sandals with a high heel, and I

could see a few droplets of water shining on the black leather that wrapped her ankle and ran over the top of her foot. I pressed my mouth to her shoe, and heard her let out a long sigh of satisfaction above me as I carefully licked up stray droplets of water. Shame burned inside me, making my cheeks hot with embarrassment. But somehow, the thought of saying no never occurred to me. This crazy game we were enmeshed in was worth far more than a little bit of humiliation to me. 

"That's right," Carrie said, and I caught the blaze of her eyes under half-closed lids as she watched me from above. "You should be kissing my feet regularly. Worshiping me. Thanking me for allowing you to be my presence." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie. Thank you, Lady Carrie." I could tell that my wife was completely caught up in her dominant persona now. I knew her cruelty turned her on just as much as it did me. I also knew that my best hope for getting what I wanted for my wife was to endure the shame and keep her excited. So while she watched, I kissed her foot as though it was some sacred relic, my whole body trembling more with the heat of desire than the memory of the cold shower as I kneeled at her feet. 

"Oh my God, this is so hot," Carrie said. And as she spoke the words, her own self-control seemed to finally crumble. I watched as her hands made fists at her sides, gathering up the tight skirt of her dress and pulling it upward. The dress bunched up around her hips, and Carrie pulled down her panties, letting them drop to the floor in front of me. She stepped forward carefully, her panties still around her ankles as she placed one hand on my head and pulled me toward her. 

"Get in there and make me cum, slave," Carrie snarled. 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

The feel of her thighs in my hands was incredible. I tilted my head back, extending my tongue to run it over the silken folds of her pussy while Carrie moaned with desire. Her hand held my face against her body, and my hands reached around to knead the firm flesh of her ass while I tasted her. 

As though the cold shower had never happened, my cock was hard yet again, throbbing and raging between my legs. But that didn't matter. Carrie had trained me well. All that mattered was her pleasure. And I had become an expert in that. 

I felt her body beginning to tremble as I ran my tongue rhythmically up and down her lips. My nose pressed against her clit, and her high heels

scraped on the floor as she trembled. Her fingernails dug into my scalp, but I barely seemed to feel it, totally overcome with insatiable desire. As though I could somehow find the key to my own pleasure inside her body, I probed her pussy with my tongue, reveling in the taste of her juices as they flowed out over my chin and into my mouth. And when Carrie gasped and thrashed and moaned above me, I knew she was close. I rocked my head back and forth, back and forth, maintaining a steady rhythm as I fucked her with my tongue. And finally, with a loud cry that bounced back from the wet walls of the bathroom, my wife came in my mouth. 

"Oh my God," she moaned, leaning over me with her hands now on my shoulders for balance. "Oh my God, that was so good. Oh my God, I love this new life." 

"Me too, Lady Carrie," I said as humbly as I could manage. I kneeled on the floor, gazing up her, my cock throbbing and surging in a salute to her beauty. I knew it was a smart idea to tell my wife she wanted to hear. It was just my good luck that it also happened to be the truth. 




  
  
    6. Learning His Lesson 
 
      
  

These days, it never seems to matter. With both of us at home with nothing better to do, Carrie and I were having more sex than we had had at possibly any other time in our lives. At least if you consider oral sex, anyway. And yet we never seemed to get enough. Either of us. Maybe because a lot of what we did was one-sided. Me pleasuring her, mostly. And then, every so often, her finally giving in and pleasuring me in one way or another. But no matter what we did, it never seemed to do anything to dampen the desperate sexual desire that seemed to hover in the air around us constantly. The whole house was alive with it. 

While Carrie recovered from her latest orgasm in the bathroom, I sat back on my heels. My face was shining with her juices, and the thrilling taste of her sex hovered in my mouth. It was never enough. She had already given me an orgasm that day, and I didn't think that I should expect another. 

All I knew was that it was better not to ask. 

It was a Saturday, and Carrie didn't need to work. The first Saturday, in fact, since she had discovered this new joy she got in dominating me. Since I had discovered the sweetness of submission to my beautiful wife. We had already done a lot, given that she had been working the entire time. But now, finally, the whole day was ours to do what we wanted. It had thrilled me to wake up beside her, not knowing what she might have in that devious mind of hers. And so far, I had not been disappointed. Carrie seemed determined to use her sexual power over me to make me into the husband she wanted me to be. And if this is what it felt like to be shaped by her, I was all for it. 

Above me, Carrie recovered. She stepped back, leaning once again against the sink. I watched with a faint hint of regret as she pulled her dress down. The tight black skirt clung to her hips and thighs, accentuating her feminine form. Her black panties, I noticed, were still around her ankles. 

Leaning back against the sink, she stepped out of them, lifting one high-heeled foot and then the other as she shook them free of the clinging cloth. 

"Okay," Carrie said, her voice slowly returning to normal as she recovered her breath. I watched her sweep her dark hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ears. She wore it loose, just the way I liked it. That

was no accident. Lately, it seemed, nothing my devious wife did was accidental. "You've worked out," she smiled at me. "You've showered. 

You've eaten my pussy. Let's see how else you can be useful to me. You know what? I think it's time you learned how to cook." 

"To cook?" I blinked in surprise. Carrie was right when she said I had no idea what I was doing in the kitchen. But it had never seemed to matter to her before. Besides, cooking was about the last thing I had on my mind at that moment. My cock was raging with desire for my dominant wife, and all I wanted to do was fuck her. Not mess around with pots and pans. 

But Carrie's green eyes sparkled as she smiled at me. Bending at the waist, she leaned forward, her hands on her thighs as she bent over me. 

"Yes, honey," she said slowly, the smile never leaving her face. "You're my house husband now. You need to be able to cook dinner for your wife. 

It's easy. Stand up." 

As usual, I had no choice. Carrie dangled sex in front of me like some glittering prize, and I didn't have it in me to resist. I didn't want to cook, but since when had what I wanted mattered? In this exciting new world we had entered almost unwittingly, it didn't matter at all. All that mattered was what Carrie wanted. 

So I rose to my feet. Once again, I couldn't help noticing the visual display of our different statuses in the relationship. Carrie was fully and elegantly dressed in a black and white dress and high heels that I had just been kissing. I was completely naked. That just made it easy for Carrie to reach out again, just as she had in the basement earlier, and take hold of my cock. Turning, she used it once again to lead me through the house. I had no choice but to follow. She giggled as she did it, delighted with her own deviousness, her own complete power over me. 

"I think it's very convenient how men come with built-in leashes, don't you?" she said without turning around, her high heels echoing on the wooden floors with every step. 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I said. And winced with pleasure rather than pain as she gave my manhood a quick squeeze with her hand. 

"Maybe I should get you a real leash," Carrie giggled. "Lead you around the house like my little puppy. But for now, this will have to do." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." The things she said halfway terrified me. But not nearly as much as they turned me on. I wondered if she actually meant what she said. And I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that if she wanted to do

that to me, she could. If I was ever going to resist Carrie, I felt as though I would have already. The things she was doing to me were totally humiliating. Every time she talked about making me her house husband, I winced inside. But I went right along with her anyway. Because the reward she offered was just too great to resist. 

Finally, we reached the kitchen. Carrie released her grip on my cock, and I stood there, naked and erect, as she moved around the room. We had never had sex in the kitchen before. Until recently, neither of us had been particularly adventurous. But that seemed like another lifetime now. Now, everything we did was charged with deviant sexuality. Every time I looked at my wife, I knew I was looking at a woman who could make me do just about anything. And Carrie knew it too. It seemed to give her endless energy as she went to a closet near the kitchen door and opened it. I realized she was humming contentedly to herself. When she turned back to face me again, I saw that she had an apron in her hands. Holding it out, she walked slowly toward me and draped it over my head. 

"You don't want anything splashing back while you're cooking," Carrie said. "Turn around." Mutely, I did as she said. I turned around, facing away from her, my hard cock tenting the front of the apron as she tied the strings behind my back. I felt absolutely ridiculous as I stood there in the kitchen, emasculated and dominated. All to satisfy my wife's wild whims. 

"Oh, honey," Carrie grinned. Her hands on my shoulders guided me to turn back around to face her again. Her sparkling green eyes moved up and down my body, her smile growing wider at the sight of me and my obvious desire. Coupled, no doubt, with the blushing shame of what this woman was doing to me. "You look so cute," Carrie chuckled. "I like this. I like this a lot. This is how I want my house husband to looked." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I mumbled. But Carrie could see my reluctance. 

And somehow, she knew exactly how to handle it. Her hand shot out almost before I realized what was happening and took hold of my cock through the loose fabric of the apron. Her green eyes stared challengingly into mine as she squeezed my shaft through the apron. 

“What did you say?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I grunted, raising my voice so that it rang out in the kitchen. 

“That’s what I thought,” Carrie smirked. “Don’t start copping an attitude now. You know if you ever want to fuck me again, you need to do

as you’re told.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Of course I knew that. But it never stopped amazing me to hear her say it. This was my wife. A man shouldn't need to earn the right to have sex with his wife. And yet, there I was. Naked but for an apron and about to start a very kinky cooking lesson. The more I gave into Carrie, the more dominant she seemed to become. And the more dominant she became, the more desperately I wanted her. Submitting to her, it seemed, could only make me even more submissive. There was no way to know where this journey was going to take us, but I couldn't deny how exciting it was. 

"All right." Finally, Carrie released her grip on my cock. "We'll start with something easy. Pasta. Get the pasta out of the cupboard and start chopping vegetables. There's a couple of peppers in the fridge, and some mushrooms. Oh, and open a can of crushed tomatoes. Go on, get to it." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Beaten, I did as I was told. Carrie watched me, her high heels clicking on the kitchen floor occasionally as she followed me around the room. I barely knew where to find anything in my own kitchen, and Carrie didn't help. She just let me look, opening one cupboard after another until I found the pasta and removed it. Walking out of the fridge, I felt a blast of cool air on my bare skin as I opened it, bending to get the vegetables out the drawer. I felt Carrie's sparkling green eyes follow me as I made my way back toward the stove and located a cutting board. 

“Like this. Cut off the top. Then slice them lengthwise. That’s it. See? 

Not that hard, is it?” 

"No, Lady Carrie." But I could hardly concentrate on what I was doing. As I stood over the cutting board, knife in hand, Carrie had stepped in close behind me. I could feel the warmth of her body against my back, the fabric of her dress against my skin. Her hand was on my wrist, guiding my movements. Her head tickled my shoulder. Beneath the apron, my cock surged, endlessly excited by the proximity of its mistress. 

"Now the mushrooms," Carrie went on. "I like them in quarters. Like this." I went on chopping to her directions. Finally, the vegetables were cut up the way she wanted. Carrie instructed me to fill a pot of water and set it on the stove to boil, and I did what she said. 

"Now, what should we do while we wait for the water to boil?" Carrie was smiling again as she spoke to me. I turned to face her, my arms and

chest still aching from that morning's workout. The pot of water hissed gently on top of the stove. 

“I — I don’t know, Lady Carrie.” 

"I do." Carrie suddenly stepped forward. Her movements now were brisk and deliberate, in contrast to the languor she had displayed up to that point. Stepping past me, she pulled a wooden spoon from a drawer. Holding it in one hand, she shut the drawer and stepped toward me again. I gulped as she raised her free hand and used it to grip the back of my neck. 

“Bend over,” she said. 

“What?” 

"You heard me, slave. Do it. Now." Carrie's hand on the back of my neck steered me toward the island in the center of the kitchen. Still gripping my neck, Carrie kept pushing, bending me over the kitchen island. I couldn't believe what she was doing to me. But nor could I find it in myself to defy her. It seemed that the humiliations would keep coming, and I would keep enduring them. All for the promise of getting to fuck my wife. 

"It's very important that you learn to do this right," Carrie said behind me. "I work hard to put food on the table. The least my house husband can do is cook it properly for me. And if you don't — well, here's a little taste of what will happen." 

Bent over the kitchen island, my ass exposed by the apron that fell down in front of me, I knew what was coming. While complete shame burned my cheeks, I braced myself. Carrie swung the wooden spoon, and it cracked against the flesh of my ass. To be honest, it didn't really hurt that badly. My wife isn't a particularly physically strong woman, and the spoon was too light to do any real damage. It was more the pure shame of the experience, the total humiliation of being spanked by my wife. And Carrie bought the spoon cracking down on my ass again and again, laughing while she did it. 

"Look at you," she said, her voice bubbling with delight. "Getting spanked by your wife. That'll teach you to be a good house husband, won't it?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” I knew what she wanted to hear. But as the spoon continued to crack against my ass over and over again, Carrie seemed dissatisfied with what was happening. The next blow fell lower, and this time I cried out in genuine pain. Carrie had used the spoon to hit my dangling balls. 

“Oh, did that hurt?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I groaned between gritted teeth. I winced as I felt the wooden spoon against my sack again, but this time there was no blow. 

This time, Carrie simply cupped my aching balls in the bowl of the spoon, lifting them slightly as she giggled behind me. 

“God, these are such funny things,” she said. “Such a weakness. I suppose it’s for the best. It reminds you of your place, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"I don't think this spoon is getting the message across. Here. Hold it for me." Carrie leaned over my body where I lay on the kitchen island. I felt her hand in my hair, lifting my head. The spoon hovered in front of my face. Guessing what she wanted, I opened my mouth, and Carrie fit the wooden spoon between my teeth. Then she released her grip on my head and stepped back behind me again. I closed my eyes, and a loud slap filled the kitchen as Carrie brought her bare hand down on my ass. My cock raged, pressing hard against the island I was bent over as my wife spanked me again. And again. And again. Carrie was relentless. And soon, my ass began to ache with her rapid stinging blows. 

"There," Carrie finally said. The spanking stopped. I felt as though my ass was glowing as I stayed bent over the island. I could hear the breathlessness of effort in my wife's voice as she spoke. "That's just a taste of what happens when you displease me. Have you learned your lesson?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." My words were slightly muffled by the wooden spoon between my teeth. But I knew that my wife got the message

. 

"Good. Give me that." Reaching forward again, Carrie snatched the wooden spoon from between my teeth. I felt a tap against my ass again, more playfully than before. "The water is nearly boiled now," Carrie said. 

"Pour me a glass of wine, and then you can cook the pasta." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." My ass was nearly as sore as my arms and chest as I straightened up. Barely able to look my wife in the eye after what she had done to me, I stepped once again toward the fridge. There was an unopened bottle of her favorite white wine in the door. I twisted the cap off and poured her glass. Carrie's eyes were smiling as she watched me bring the glass to her, her arms folded, the wooden spoon still in one hand. With the other, she took the wineglass from me. 

"Put the pasta in the water. Then heat a pan with some olive oil. Cook the peppers in there first. I'll tell you when to add the mushrooms and tomatoes. And get some basil from the pantry." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Under my wife's watchful eye, I did as I was told. 

I had never in my life had the slightest interest in cooking before. But it wasn't really the cooking that interested me now. It was the same thing that always interested me, the same thing that had been haunting me ever since Carrie first took charge. It was the idea of submitting to her, of abandoning my own will and doing as I was told. Even while shame and humiliation prickled inside my heart, I couldn't hide the raging erection that stood out underneath my apron as I cooked for my wife. 

Carrie sipped her wine as she supervised my every move. She knew I would do as I was told. I scooped some water out of the part of pasta and added it to the sauce to thicken it, then drained the rest away. I added the sauce to the pasta and let the whole mixture cook just a few minutes longer. 

Just as Carrie instructed me to. When everything was ready, I pulled two plates out of the cupboard and began to spoon pasta onto them. Caught up as I was in desire, I hadn't noticed until a moment how hungry I was. 

"Good," Carrie said. "Let's eat." She carried her plate through to the dining room. Still wearing my ridiculous apron, I followed her. We ate in virtual silence. A silence punctuated only when Carrie instructed me to go and pour her another glass of wine. Of course, I did. And I didn't miss the faint smug smile that showed on her pretty face as I brought it to her. 

When the meal was finally done, I carried the used plates out to the kitchen. With every move I made, I could feel Carrie's eyes on me, watching me. As though she was sizing me up. As though some small part of her was just waiting for me to tell her I had had enough. That this crazy game was over. But I didn't. Once I had carried the plates out to the kitchen, I went back to the dining room and stood awkwardly in front of my wife, waiting to see what she wanted to do next. 

“You can take that apron off now, honey,” she said. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Awkwardly, my arms stiff from that morning's workouts, I reached behind myself and fumbled with the knot she had tied. 

Carrie made no move to help. She simply watched and waited until I had unfastened the apron strings and was able to lift it over my head. Unsure of myself, I set it down on the table. And Carrie leaned back in her chair, 

elegantly crossing her legs while her eyes moved up and down my naked body. 

"How big is your cock?" Carrie abruptly asked. 

“I — I don’t know, Lady Carrie.” 

“You don’t? I thought all men measured themselves.” 

“No, Lady Carrie. I never have.” 

"Well, I think we should. I want to know what my house husband is packing. Go and get me a tape measure." For a moment, I stood staring at my wife in open-mouthed surprise. But for once, Carrie was no longer smiling. She raised her arched eyebrows slowly as she stared at me with a look that all but dared me to disobey. I felt again the nervous fear of what she might do. There was still a dull ache in my balls from where she had struck me with the spoon. Without a word, my cock swaying ludicrously in front of me, I hurried out of the dining room toward a drawer in the kitchen that I knew had what I needed. 

Behind me, I heard Carrie rise from her chair. Her high heels echoed through the house as she walked toward the bedroom. Soon, she returned. 

Her hands were behind her back as she stood in front of me in the kitchen doorway, the devious smile back on her face. My heart hammered in my chest as I wondered what she was hiding from me. 

"Go on, then," she said in a soft voice. "Measure it. Show me how big your cock is." 

Bristling with shame, I pulled out the tape measure and held one end of it against my body. Slowly, I pulled out the tape until it was in line with the tip of my cock. 

"About… six and a half inches, Lady Carrie" I mumbled. 

"Really? Let me see." Carrie stepped forward. I stared at her, still holding the tape measure in position next to my cock. In a flash, she brought one hand out from behind her back. By the time I saw that she was holding her phone in her hand, the camera had already clicked. Red shame flooded my cheeks. "What are you doing?" I croaked. 

"Taking a picture," Carrie shrugged, as if it was the most normal thing in the world. "It's like a souvenir. Besides, a wife should have proof of her husband's endowment. No matter how small it might be." Speechless, I stared at my wife. In all the years of our marriage, she had never before complained about my size. And honestly, I didn't think she had anything to complain about. It wasn't something I had been insecure about before. I

know there are guys out there bigger than me, but I didn't lose a lot of sleep over that fact. Given how tight Carrie's pussy always felt whenever I fucked her, I felt as though we were a pretty good match. 

"I do like having you naked all the time," Carrie went on. Reaching to one side, she placed her phone on the kitchen island. I watched, my heart beating faster with the knowledge of the humiliating picture it contained. 

"But you men look so funny naked. Your little cock sticking out. It's not really very aesthetic, is it?" 

"No, Lady Carrie." 

"No. It's not. Now, as far as I can see, there are a couple of ways we can stop it from sticking out. One is for me to let you cum again. And the other? Well, this is the other way." 

Finally, Carrie removed her other hand from behind her back. My heart pounded in my chest as I saw that she was holding some bunched-up fabric in her hand. Slowly, she unfurled it, holding it between both hands so that I could see what she had brought. A pair of black lace panties, the type I think they call boyshorts. Carrie giggled at the look on my face as I stared at her in disbelief. 

"I could just make you wear these," she grinned. "After all, you only have six and a half inches. I heard somewhere that eight inches is what it really takes to satisfy a woman. You have a lot less than that, don't you? If you don't have a real man's cock, then maybe it's only right that you wear panties instead." 

"Please, Lady Carrie." Carrie's eyes flashed. 

"Please what? Please give you the honor of wearing my panties? 

Please tuck my little cock away so that it won't bother you anymore? Is that what you meant to say?" My mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. It was quite clear what Carrie wanted. And all week long, my wife had been getting exactly what she wanted. I had submitted to her completely in every way. And yet somehow, she always found some new boundary to cross, some new way to push me. Being used as a sex toy by your wife is humiliating enough. Being made to cook naked for her is even more so. But being made to wear her panties and told that your cock is too small was further than I would ever have imagined we could go. 

"You know what happens when you please me," Carrie said, the smile returning to her beautiful face. "You know you love this. I know you just want me to tie you down to the bed and fuck you. Maybe I will. But only if

you do as you're told. It's just a pair of panties. I want to see what you look like in them. Go on. For me." 

Carrie's words seem to weave a spell over me. I felt dizzy as she stepped forward and pushed her panties into my hand. The lace fabric was soft against my skin as I held them. The moment felt solemn, as though everything depended on my next move. And the decision in front of me is clear. Give into her, and endure yet another level of shame and humiliation. 

Or else defy her, and bring our kinky games to a premature end. Both ideas had their appeal. But I knew that only one could win. I shouldn't have been surprised myself as I gave in. 

Carrie shrieked with laughter. Bouncing on the spot, she clapped her hands together with joy as I lifted one leg after another and stepped into her panties. The fabric gripped my legs tightly as I pulled them up, struggling to stuff my rock-hard cock inside. Finally, I was able to get them on, and the unsightly bulge of my compressed genitals showed in the front of the fabric as I stood uncomfortably in front of my wife, enduring her delighted and humiliating laughter. 

"Oh my God, that looks so funny," Carrie laughed. "I love this. I fucking love this. That's how my house husband dresses for me." Quick as a cobra, she snatched up her phone from the kitchen island again. Before I could move to cover myself, before I could even open my mouth to protest, she snapped another picture. And my shoulders slumped in defeat as Carrie howled in delight. My humiliation was complete. And trapped inside her lacy panties, my desperate cock throbbed and raged. 




  
  
    7. Training The Houseboy 
 
      
  


"Laundry." 

Carrie spoke the word forcefully, imperiously. She was getting more and more comfortable with talking that way, it seemed. Ordering me around. But I didn't argue. Along with everything else about my wife, it never failed to send a shockwave of desire racing through me. A lot of my friends complain about their wives nagging them, bossing them around. 

Carrie was never like that. Our house worked on consensus. We talked things over. We did things for one another. We asked; we never told. 

Maybe that was part of what made this all so wildly exciting. So different from the everyday. Carrie, the Carrie I knew, was nothing like this new dominatrix version. You would never think, if you only knew her at work or socially like our friends did, that she was capable of adopting a persona like this. In fact, even I never suspected what lay beneath the surface, and I knew her better than anyone. But it was a wonderful surprise to discover. 

Even with all the shame and disgrace and humiliation that came with it. 

Without another word, Carrie turned on her high heels and stalked back toward the bedroom. I followed, the absurd women's underwear I was wearing growing tighter by the second as my cock throbbed. I watched the fabric of her dress tighten around her body with every step she took, as though straining to contain the beautiful feminine form inside. Every step my wife took seemed to echo in some dark chamber of my heart, feeding the arousal that filled me. Everything about her was sexy. The way she walked. The way she talked. The way she took total control of me as though it was her right. To be honest, I was in awe of what Carrie had become. I still am. 

As I entered the bedroom behind her, Carrie stood at the foot of the bed with her arms folded. While I looked at her without understanding, she raised her eyebrows and nodded toward the floor. 

"Go on," she demanded. "Pick it up." She didn't need to say anymore. I knew exactly what she meant. Carrie had always been mildly annoyed by

the way I tended to drop my clothes on the bedroom floor once I was done with them, instead of putting them in a hamper. She never made a big deal out of it. And when I remembered, I tried to do better. But old habits die hard. I didn't doubt that she was getting a certain amount of pleasure from finally making me address the issue in such a sexually charged way. And as I stooped to pick up my abandoned clothes, Carrie's harsh voice stopped me in my tracks. 

“Not like that,” she said. “Bend over properly. Keep your legs straight and stick that ass out. I want to see your cute little butt in those panties every time you bend over.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." It was about the only power I had left. The power to turn my wife on by submitting to her. So I did what I was told while shame burned my cheeks again. No matter what Carrie put me through, it seemed impossible to adjust to it. Being ordered around by my wife was still as embarrassing as it had been all week. I suspected that was part of its appeal. The boy shorts I was wearing grew tighter than ever as I bent from the waist to pick the clothes up from the floor. 

"Good," Carrie said as my arms filled with my own discarded clothes. 

"Come with me." Unfolding her arms, she walked briskly out of the bedroom again, and I hurried after her. The swaying shape of her beautiful body let me to the bathroom and the clothes hamper where she put her own clothes. I dropped what I carried into the basket and picked it up. Without another word, Carrie nodded. Turning again, she led me through the house, and I followed the sound of her clicking high heels. I knew where we were going. Her footsteps grew louder on the stairs down into the basement, my own bare feet almost soundless as I followed. Carrie stood beside the washing machine, and I set the basket down. I never cook, but I'm not a completely hopeless husband who doesn't even know how the washing machine works. I do my share of the laundry. But as I began to load soiled clothes into the machine, Carrie stopped me again. 

"Not like that," she said. "My clothes need more care than that. 

Separate out my panties. You'll wash those separately." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." It was hard to understand and impossible to explain the thrill it gave me to do as I was told. But I did it. Carefully, I put one item at a time inside the steel drum of the washing machine, setting Carrie's underwear on top of the machine as I uncovered it. Finally, the

hamper was empty. All the clothes except Carrie's underwear were in the washing machine. A sizable pile of panties sat on top. 

“From now on, you’re going to hand wash my panties for me. 

Understand?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." There wasn't much room for interpretation in her words. I choked down another hit of shame as I acquiesced to her deviant desires. The washing machine beeped as I pressed the start button, the hoses hissing as it filled up with water. Then I turned toward the large utility sink that sat beside the laundry machines. There was a plastic tub inside, and while Carrie watched, her green eyes sparkling with that same twisted delight that had become so familiar to me over the last few days, I filled the tub with warm water and powdered detergent until soap suds rose over the rim. Clearly, Carrie intended to watch me carry out her instructions. And I tried to ignore the urgent throbbing of my cock trapped inside another pair of her panties while I gathered up her soiled underwear and dropped it all into the soapy water. 

"Wash them well, husband," Carrie giggled. "Seeing you prancing around doing as you're told means I'll be making a mess in my panties more often. Cleaning the cum out of my underwear should be a privilege for you." 

"It is, Lady Carrie." 

“It is?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie's eyes were wide with delight as she stared at me, her carefully sculpted eyebrows rising in surprise on her smooth brow. As usual, I could feel the red heat of shame rising in my cheeks, but I did my best to ignore it. In the hot soapy water, my hands were trembling. I had been married to this woman for years, and contact with her used panties shouldn't have been nearly this exciting. But it was. That was the magic of the dark games that we were playing together. Anything that had touched her seemed to become imbued at least a little with the magic of her beauty. 

Especially anything that touched her pussy. 

"Oh my God, this is too easy," Carrie laughed as she watched me. "I should've made you my house husband years ago. Just think: all this time you could've been cooking my food, washing my clothes, taking care of the house for me. All I have to do in return is dress up sexy and play with your little cock once in a while. Seems like a pretty good deal to me. I'm not sure I ever want you to go back to work after this." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Being idle and jobless at home had quickly seemed like torture to me. I'm not a guy who can sit around and do nothing all day. But this was something else. This was a wild delight. And for all the shame it caused me to admit it, these had been some of the most exciting days of our marriage. Carrie had successfully turned what could have been a time of hardship into an endless thrill. Even though I was eager to get back to work, to start feeling useful and productive again, already I could feel a counterweight to that healthy desire. Shameful as it might be, there was no point denying Carrie's words had a certain appeal. I had never enjoyed the thousand tasks it takes to keep the household running smoothly. 

But now, Carrie had found a way to link them inextricably with sexual excitement. Now, all of a sudden, housework was a kind of foreplay. At least, that's what I hoped it would turn out to be. 

"Keep washing," Carrie ordered with a smile. "I'll be back in a minute." I didn't bother to ask for any explanation as she once again turned and headed toward the basement stairs. I knew I wouldn't get one. Instead, I kept massaging her panties under the water while I watched her climb up to the main level of the house. I could hear her footsteps recede, high heels beating out an identifying beat wherever she went. It sounded like she'd returned to the bedroom. But only for a moment. Soon, I heard her making her way back to me. She appeared once again on the stairs, feet first, descending sideways as she carefully climbed back down into the basement. 

My nervousness and my excitement grew as I saw that she was holding another one of my ties in her fist. I knew what that usually meant. 

But Carrie explained nothing as she walked slowly toward me, smiling all the while. She dropped the coiled tie on top of the silent dryer. Then, her hands plucked at the tight fabric of her black and white dress. Slowly, teasingly, she drew her dress up legs, higher and higher, my excitement growing with every inch of bare thigh she revealed to me. Soon, her skirt was bunched up around her hips. But where I had hoped to see her bare pussy shining invitingly at me, I saw instead a pink patch of fabric. Carrie had put on more underwear. 

I watched without understanding as my wife turned her back on the washing machine. Placing her hands on top of its shaking surface, she hoisted herself up into a sitting position. Grinning at me, she slowly spread her legs, her high heels dangling on either side of the washer's dark door. 

"Get over here and make me cum, house husband," Carrie ordered. 

"But don't take my panties off." 

I wasted no time. A small hand towel hanging at one side of the utility sink let me dry my hands quickly before stepping toward Carrie. She watched me approach, her eyes shining with delight as I stood in front of her. The closer we got, the more urgently my cock throbbed inside the panties I was wearing. But I resisted the urge to try and touch it. I knew my wife wouldn't approve. Instead, I reached between her legs and ran my hand over the soft fabric of the panties she wore, and Carrie moaned, her eyes flashing as she draped her arms over my shoulders. Encouraged, I stepped closer. My cock pressed against the washing machine; I could feel the vibration of the spin cycle. I tried not to groan, but my state of arousal was more than obvious. And Carrie smiled as I raised my face to her, bending her long neck so that she could kiss me. My lips moved against hers, our tongues meeting inside our mouths as I continued to rhythmically rub her pussy through her panties. I could feel the soft moans that rose steadily from her throat, and I chased them down her neck, kissing my way along her skin while she held onto me, her body shuddering and shaking even more than the washing machine she sat on. I kept rubbing at the front of her panties, feeling the fabric soaking up the moisture that poured from my wife's pussy. I could feel the shape of her lips through the underwear, and I slid my fingers up and down between them, stroking her the way I knew she liked. One of her high heels rattled against the metal of the machine as her legs trembled. I hadn't tried to give her an orgasm through her underwear ever before, but it wasn't rocket science. And the motion of the washing machine was clearly helping. I felt Carrie's nails dig into the skin of my shoulders, and the basement rang with a loud scream of pleasure as her orgasm finally came. A hot spurt of her juices soaked into the panties. I could feel her moisture against my fingertips as I continue to caress her. 

Finally, Carrie relaxed. Unwrapping her arms from around my shoulders, she sat back. I let my hands fall to my sides, taking a half-step back myself so that my aching cock was no longer in contact with the vibrating washing machine. I watched with a rising sense of excitement as Carrie reached down and took hold of the waistband of her panties. Smiling at me the whole time, she pulled the fabric down, lifting her feet one by one so that she could take her underwear off completely. And there it was, her

pussy shining in front of me, wet with juices of her pleasure that I could feel cooling on my fingers. 

But Lady Carrie didn't care what I wanted. She didn't care about my manhood raging in the tight prison of the panties she had made me wear. 

Instead, she sat up on the washer, sliding forward as she raised her hands toward my head. Stretching her worn panties between her hands, she pulled them down over my head, laughing uncontrollably as she fit the wet fabric over my face. I could smell her sex as it rose from the still-warm cloth, every breath I took scented with my wife's selfish pleasure. And even while shame burned and boiled inside me, I made no attempt to resist. 

"Wear those until you've finished all the others," Carrie ordered. "I want you smelling my cum while you wash my panties." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I panted. My heart was pounding in my chest, my desire inflamed by the smell of her, the feel of her wetness against my face. 

Carrie wasn't ready to let me go back to my task just yet. Reaching forward again, she grabbed my arm. Holding my wrist, she held me in place. Her eyes glittered with that familiar predatory look as she raised one foot and ran the toe of her shoe over the bulge of my swollen cock in her panties. I groaned, and Carrie chuckled under her breath. 

"Is that turning you on, husband?" she teased. 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Of course it is. See? You love being my houseboy.  Don't you love cooking and cleaning for your sexy wife? You love smelling my panties, knowing you made me cum?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." 

“Good. Because I love it too. A girl could really get used to being worshiped like this. I think things are really going to change a lot around here.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." My breathing came in short gasps. I felt dizzy. 

Carrie was still holding my arm, still rubbing her shoe against my cock with increasing force. Her beautiful green eyes stared into mine, a knowing expression on her pretty face. My wife knew exactly what she was doing. 

And she knew what I wanted. I wanted to tear off the panties I was wearing and free my trapped cock only to plunge it deep into her wet exposed pussy. 

I wanted to fuck her right there on the washing machine, our bodies vibrating together with indescribable pleasure as our mutual screams of delight filled the air of the basement. But that wasn't what Carrie wanted. 

Clearly, my dominant wife had other plans. And as she continued stroking me with her foot, I knew I couldn't hold out any longer. My cock surged and throbbed under the fabric, and I moaned as I came, my seaman forming a hot puddle inside the tight women's underwear while Carrie spluttered with delight. 

"Looks like I'm not the only one making a mess in my panties today," 

she smiled, finally releasing her hold on my arm. "Now you'll have to wash the boy cum out of those, too. Take them off." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." My legs felt unsteady as I took a step back, but I did as I was told. My cock hung limply between my legs as I pulled the panties down and stepped out of them. The dark puddle of my cum shone inside the fabric as I picked them up off the floor. 

Carrie slid down from on top of the washing machine. Her high heels cracked on the basement's cement floor as she stood in front of me. I kept my hands at my sides, the soil panties dangling from my fingers, as my wife reached out and took hold of my balls. Her beautiful eyes moved over my face, studying my expression in that way she sometimes had. Who knew what was going on inside that unexpectedly devious head? Wherever Carrie got these ideas of hers from, it seemed like an inexhaustible source. I could never hope to keep up with her. I could never even guess what she might be thinking of doing to me next. And I could never, never say no to her. 

Without a word, Carrie reached over and grabbed the tie from on top of the dryer. I groaned as she quickly tied one end around my cock and balls. She held the other end, laughing triumphantly as she tugged gently on it, making my manhood bounce. Turning, she stepped toward the utility sink and tied the other end of the tie to one of its legs. She pulled it tight, pulling me toward the sink, binding me by my manhood to it. When she finally straightened up, I was held firmly in place. 

"You'll stay there till you're done," Carrie said. "Finish the ones that are in there right now. You can wash the ones with your boy cum in them separately. The ones on your head go last. But don't take them off until I tell you." 

“Yes, Carrie.” 

"Get to work." With that, Carrie stepped behind me and made her way across the basement again. Once again, she ascended the stairs. As soon as she was gone, I turned my attention to the panties in the plastic tub in front of me. Setting aside the ones I had been wearing, I finished washing the first

load. Already, I noticed my cock was starting to throb against the tie tied around it. I could've untied it myself, of course. The knots were tight, but not so tight I couldn't unpick them. That was hardly the point. Carrie had tied me in that position because that was where she wanted me to be. Her commands, her desires, were more forceful than any bondage she could possibly put me in. 

And soon, Carrie returned. Once again, I heard her coming long before I saw her. She reappeared on the stairs, her dress pulled back down to cover herself again, looking as elegant and radiant as ever as she reentered the basement. This time, I saw she had her cell phone in her hand. And I winced as though from a blow as she raised it and pointed its blank black eye at me. 

"What are you doing, house husband?" she said, not even trying to conceal the laughter in her voice. Fear fluttered in the pit of my stomach. 

That phone of hers was filling up with evidence of what she had done to me, what my beautiful wife had transformed me into. And there was nothing I could do about it. The power it gave her terrified me. But Carrie already had all the power over me that she needed. I wanted her so badly, and I was willing to do anything for her. She knew it. And that was the fault in me that she kept exposing, the door she kept banging on. As though she couldn't quite believe how far I was willing to go. As though she wanted to push me to the point where I would finally stand up to her. And somehow, we still hadn't reached that point. 

"Cleaning your panties, Lady Carrie," I mumbled to another gust of laughter. 

"Good," Carrie said in a clear and ringing voice. "That's good. What a good boy. But you seem to have some on your head, too." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

“You know how ridiculous you look right now, houseboy?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie. 

" 

"But you put up with it, don't you? Why?" 

“Because…because you want me to, Lady Carrie.” 

"And because you want to fuck me. Isn't that true? You want to fuck your mean wife, and you know I won't let you unless you're a good house husband for me. You know I won't let that pathetic penis of yours anywhere near my body unless you do exactly as you're told. Isn't that right?' 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." My voice cracked as I spoke. I knew that Carrie was filming. But I had no idea why. The best I could hope for was that she wanted to preserve the moment to review later and turn herself on. I hoped that was the only reason. 

“Are you done with that first load yet?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Good. Put them on top of the dryer." I did as she said, wringing out each of her panties into the tub before setting the damp fabric down on top of the dryer beside me. "Okay, now for that other pair," Carrie said, grinning at me over the top of her phone. "The ones you were wearing. The ones you made a mess in. Show me. Show me where you had your pathetic orgasm inside my panties." My hands trembled as I picked up the boy shorts and held them out in front of the camera. The stain of my orgasm was still clearly visible against the fabric, and Carrie made sure she captured it with her phone. 

"Look at all that cum," Carrie said. 'Now, imagine if it wasn't yours. 

Imagine if your wife came home with her panties full of a load like that, and you didn't know whose it was. Imagine if I made you wash another guy's come out of my underwear." 

"Oh my God," I gasped. The words tumbled from my lips before I could stop them. The cruel vision Carrie conjured felt like almost too much to be endured. My heart felt sick at the thought. My stomach convulsed. My head was spinning, as though I couldn't physically stand such torment. And yet, to my deep and abiding shame, my cock throbbed against the tie that bound it. 

And Carrie knew. Her gorgeous eyes studied me as closely as ever. I felt as though they were peering into hidden depths of my soul that even I had not known existed. Carrie seemed to know my darkest desires better than I knew them myself. I didn't even know exactly how I was feeling about what she had just said. But somehow, Carrie did. 

Still holding the phone, Carrie stepped forward. She circled slowly around behind me. I felt her body against my back as she pressed herself against me. Turning the phone around, she held it out in front of us, the camera capturing both our faces as she leaned her chin on my shoulder from behind. In the small screen, I could see her eyes shining. And her free hand traveled over my body, heading inexorably downwards, over my stomach, 

between my legs, finally stroking my bound cock that predictably surged at her touch. 

"Would you do it?" Carrie's voice was loud in my ear, loud enough to be heard over the pounding roar of my own hot blood. Loud enough to be picked up by the phone's microphone. My own face was a mask of agony and despair as Carrie waited for my answer. My body trembled uncontrollably as she continued rubbing my cock, quickly bringing it back to full hardness as I stood at the sink. 

"Go on, husband," Carrie said, a wicked smile spreading slowly across her face on the phone screen. "Say it. Tell me you'd clean another man's cum out of your wife's panties. You know you would for the chance to fuck me. Say it, and I'll let you. Say it, and I'll let you do whatever you want to me." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said, and my wife's beautiful face radiated utter disbelief, utter delight, as I capitulated to her sexual power once again. "I would do it." Unable to look at myself in the phone screen again, I dropped my eyes. And Carrie's mocking laughter filled my ears as she kept on filming. 

"Oh my God!" she howled. "I'm glad I got that on tape. Maybe one of these days, I'll hold you to it. What a pathetic little bitch you are." Her free hand released its hold on my cock. I winced as Carrie used it to slap my bare ass. Finally, she turned off the phone, letting it and the hand that held it drop. Every ragged breath I drew filled my lungs with the smell of her, and my cock was once again fully hard and raging with desire, my recent orgasm a distant memory that faded quicker than the stain it had left in the panties I held in my hands. 

"Well, a deal's a deal," Carrie said. I felt her teeth nipping at my earlobe, her breath warm against my skin. "You can come back to these later." She pulled the panties out of my hands and let them drop into the sink in front of me. Then she pulled the other ones off my head and dropped those, too, into the soapy water. Her hand picked at the knots that held the tie tight against the leg of the sink. Finally, she freed one end of it and held it in her hand. Leaving it tied around my manhood, she stepped away, tugging on the tie like a leash. 

“Let’s go to bed, houseboy,” Carrie smiled at me. “I think you’ve earned this one.” 




  
  
                
            
       House Husband: Parts 8-14
 
    8. Thinking About Him 
 
      
     
   "Yeah, it wasn't too bad. Andrew cooked a nice meal for me. He did the laundry too." 

There was a pause, and Carrie laughed. I couldn't hear what was being said on the other end of the line. She spoke into a headset, the headphones delivering another person's voice to her is as they held back her dark hair from her face. But I knew who she was talking to. My naughty wife had made no secret of that fact. On the other end of the line was her boss Declan. Carrie wanted me to know that. 

“Yeah, I know. He spoils me. But it’s not like he gets nothing out of it.” Another bright burst of laughter. Laughter that seemed just a little too bubbly, a little too enthusiastic. There was no way to avoid the fact of what was happening right in front of me. Carrie was flirting with her boss. And she wanted me to know it. 

“Yeah. Sometimes. And teaching him to cook. I figure if he’s not working and I am, he should be doing all of the household chores.” 

Carrie snapped her fingers as she spoke. Under her desk, I inched forward on my knees obediently. She was wearing a loose skirt that she could easily pull out of the way, and that's what she did as I crawled closer to her. The leather of her tall boots creaked slightly as she spread her legs. 

She wore no panties, and her black over the knee boots seemed to guide me inward toward the pale flesh of her thighs. Carrie didn't need to say what she wanted. Not anymore. She kept me under her desk while she worked for one reason and one reason only. To serve her orally whenever she demanded it. My cock throbbed hopelessly as I buried my face between her thighs and ran my tongue over the silken folds of her pussy. Not for the first time, I marveled at her self-control. She barely made a sound. The only thing I noticed was that her breathing became a little heavier as I began to

lick and kiss her sex. My stomach convulsed while I wondered if, on the other end of the phone line, Declan had noticed. 

"How about you?" Carrie asked. "How was your weekend?" The chair creaked as she leaned back, tilting slightly. I leaned forward, keeping my mouth pressed against her body. My hands were tied behind my back; my wife had thought of everything. She maintained I wouldn't be able to keep from touching myself if she let me free, and internally, I had to admit that she was probably right. The sexual tension in the air was unbelievable. 

Rage and jealousy and humiliation and desire all swirled together inside me. I was getting turned on by things I would never have thought would appeal to me, things I would never have guessed I would even be able to tolerate. And as I tasted the juices that began to flow from Carrie's pussy, there was no way for me not to know that she was just as turned on by it all as I was. 

"Oh really? How was it?" Carrie's voice was dripping with pleasure now as she spoke. Maybe you'd need to be her husband of many years to notice that. Maybe not. But she kept on talking and listening even as I pressed my tongue against her, working it between the tight entrance of her pussy as her juices flowed over my face. 

"Well, that's a shame. But I guess as long as you had your fun, that's the main thing. I bet she did. You seem like the type of guy that would make sure a woman has a good time to." Under Carrie's desk, I winced. I knew that she was making an effort to let me know at least a little of what they were talking about. And I couldn't keep myself from piecing it together. At least my naughty wife hadn't gone into any more detail about what our weekend had involved. But she seemed far too interested for my taste in what Declan had been up to. And it sounded like Carrie's permanently single boss had been dating again. 

"Lucky girl," Carrie said. And now there was no doubt. Her voice was a low purr of pleasure. I felt sure that Declan couldn't fail to notice the way my wife was talking to him. Even if he would never guess why. Even if he would never know that while they made small talk, I was on my knees at my wife's feet, eating her pussy while she tormented me. At least, I desperately hoped he would never know. 

"Yeah, well. It's not all it's cracked up to be. I mean, don't get me wrong. Marriage is nice. And Andrew's great. But I remember what it was

like to be a single girl. It was a lot of fun, that's for sure." Between Carrie's legs, I squirmed. I didn't even realize I had stopped licking until her hand on the top of my head pushed me back down between her thighs, reminding me of my task. The things she had said had haunted me all weekend. But they were just words, I told myself. Dirty things said in the heat of the moment to get a reaction. It worked. And yet, Carrie was playing on my deepest fears. Toying with me as she teased me, feeding my doubts with unbelievable skill. And I went on humbly licking. Because Carrie knew as well as I did that the meaner she was to me, the more I wanted her. 

"Yeah, exactly," Carrie said with another one of those rippling flirtatious laughs she seemed to reserve for Declan. "I mean, you wouldn't want to eat the same meal every day, would you? Even if it was your favorite meal." She laughed again at something Declan said. From the way Carrie was behaving, you'd think her boss was a comedian. And I didn't like one little bit the way the conversation was going. But I was powerless to stop it. Powerless to do anything except keep licking my wife while she flirted with another man right in front of me. 

"Well, we have our ways," Carrie said. "That's the best thing about having a husband. Especially one like Andrew. Over time, you can train them a little bit." She laughed again. But there was a new tension in her laughter, and a new catch in her voice as she spoke. I was getting to her. I could feel her pussy quivering against my tongue, and I knew that she was getting close. I tried not to wonder what percentage of her pleasure came from my mouth, and what part came from Declan's. I tried to focus solely on the taste of her, the smell of her, incredible feel of her silken skin against my lips and tongue. Even though Carrie was determined to remind me of everything else that was going on. 

"Yeah. Totally. Who knows? Maybe one of these days. Anyway, I should go. Gotta get back to it." I wondered if Declan had noticed, as I had, that Carrie was keeping her sentences short now. Trying to say as little as possible. Trying not to give herself away. It was a tiny triumph, but it was the only one I was likely to get in this uneven contest. I would take it. 

Carrie let out a loud sigh. I heard her put down her headset on top of the desk above me. Her hands reached underneath, and she gripped my head, holding me in place as her hips began to buck. Her juices were warm

and wet on my face as she rubbed her pussy against me, and I did my best to keep on licking and pleasing her as her juices flowed all over my skin. 

Carrie lifted her feet from the floor. Her leather boots creaked loudly as she flung both her legs over my shoulders, wrapping them around my head and trapping me in place. The smell of the leather mingled with the smell of her excitement as I drank down her juices, lapping eagerly from her dripping pussy while she howled in pleasure above me. Her whole body stiffened. I kept my tongue moving as my wife came, pumping out a fresh flood of pleasure into my eager mouth as her orgasm came and went. 

"Oh fuck," Carrie groaned. Her leather boots slid over my skin as her feet dropped back to the floor on either side of me. I could see her hands tightly gripping the fabric of her skirt around her hips as she basked in the overwhelming pleasure I had given her. And I kneeled in silence and waited. I knew by now that Carrie would let me know what she wanted from me next. 

Sure enough, my wife didn't keep me waiting long. The heels of her boots dug into the carpet she pushed her chair back from the desk and stood. Her loose skirt fell back down around her legs, swishing with every step she took. 

"Get out from under there," she ordered. And as I crept forward on my knees, blinking in the greater light of what used to be our guest bedroom and had now become Carrie's office, I gazed up at my wife standing beside the bed. Her green eyes were wild as she watched me rise to my feet, the satisfied smirk never straying from her face. She knew the power she had over me as well as I did. It seemed to give her energy. For Carrie, especially lately, a single orgasm was never enough. The oral sex I was continually made to give her while she worked was often just a prelude to something even more exciting. And my heart raced as I recognize the look on her face. 

“Stay,” she ordered. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I watched her turn, her skirt trailing behind her as she strode quickly out of the office and toward her bedroom. Soon, she returned, and my eyes dropped to the unknown object she held in her hand. 

"Gotta love that next day shipping," Carrie smirked. She hadn't told me what was in the box when it arrived the day before. She had only insinuated that I would find out in due time. Apparently, the time was now. Carrie

stepped closer toward me, reaching out for the waistband of the panties I wore. Another of her new and humiliating innovations. My wife had started dressing up, despite the fact that during the quarantine, she was working from home. She demanded the same of me. While Carrie was free to put together whatever sexy outfits she thought would tease and torment me, I had a uniform to wear on the days she worked. A pair of her underwear and a tie around my neck. That was all. Unless you counted the other tie that kept my hands bound in the small of my back. 

"Well hello, Mr. six and a half inches," Carrie smirked as she pulled down the front of my underwear. My cock sprang out instantly as though it was spring-loaded, hard and yearning for her gorgeous body as she grinned at it. "Guess what, house husband? I'm actually going to let you fuck me today. But this little toy here is going to help me actually get something out of it for once." I didn't know what Carrie was talking about. But it didn't take long to figure out. I groaned in pleasure as her free hand stroked my cock, pumping it a few times. Then she pointed the toy toward my manhood. I saw at once that it was a hollow rubber sheath, and I groaned again as Carrie slid it down onto my cock. Reaching underneath my manhood, she took hold of my balls and fed them through a hole at the bottom of the toy. I winced and moaned and shifted my weight from foot to foot, but I couldn't stop her doing what she wanted to do. When she was finished, the toy completely covered my manhood, a black rubber sheath that was significantly larger than my own natural endowment. 

"There," Carrie smiled up at me. Her hand stroked the rubber shaft as her green eyes peered into mine. "That's much better, isn't it? It's almost like a real man's cock now. The kind of cock a woman deserves." I cringed again. I'd never been insecure about my size until Carrie made an issue of it. 

In all the years of our marriage, she had never complained. But lately, that, like everything else, had changed. I couldn't pretend that I didn't feel completely emasculated as I stood in front of my wife with the toy fitted over my member. Still smiling up at me, Carrie produced a small bottle of lube she had tucked into the waistband of her skirt and began to rub the shining substance over the toy, making it glisten. I watched with a dull sense of mounting horror as I realized that I could barely feel anything through the thick rubber. 

"Declan was telling me about some girl he dated over the weekend," 

Carrie said in a singsong voice as she applied the lube. "He's a real ladies man. He rarely sees the same woman twice. Sometimes, they call the office looking for him. He's quite the stud. He's probably got a cock like this. 

Bigger, maybe. The kind of cock that makes a woman cum right away. The kind of cock a girl never forgets. Sorry to say it, husband, but married cock just isn't the same. Especially not your little pecker. But this is going to make up for that. Come on. Come and fuck your wife, while you still can." 

My fractured state of mind wasn't equal to the task of interpreting her words. And Carrie didn't give me much time to ponder anyway. Setting the bottle of lube down on her desk, she took hold of my tie and turned, leading me over to the bed that we had pushed against one wall of the room to convert it into an office. An office that these days saw more action than our bedroom did. Standing in front of me, maintaining eye contact the whole time, Carrie undressed quickly. Her skirt fluttered to the floor, and she stepped out of it. She lifted her top overhead and cast that aside, her bra soon following. I drank in the sight of her beautiful naked body like a man who has been wandering in the desert who finally finds clear water. And Carrie, dressed now only in her high-heeled leather boots, sat down on the bed. Reaching up to take hold of my tie once again, she pulled me toward her, moving backwards on the mattress as she did. Spreading her legs, she lay down, her dark hair pooling around her head on the pillow. I climbed across the bed on my knees, awkwardly hunched over her as she still held the tie tied around my neck. 

"Fuck me, husband," Carrie grinned up at me, her bare breasts rising and falling on her chest with every breath she took. The nipples looked like two hard points, an obvious testament to her arousal that I didn't need. 

Between her legs, I could see her pussy shining with moisture, the same juices I could still taste on my tongue. "Fuck me while I think about Declan." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie shrieked with sadistic laughter at my capitulation. But I couldn't help it. Even with this device fitted on top of my cock, I wanted her too badly. I still got to regularly fuck my wife, but with all the teasing games she played with me in between, it seemed like it was never enough. It never could be enough. And as I positioned myself between her spread legs, using my body to guide the shining dildo toward her pussy, I did my best to push aside the feelings of total disgrace I was

feeling. I could process those later, I told myself. For now, all that mattered was making Carrie cum. 

Of course, the outrageous toy was significantly bigger than my unenhanced size. And of course, Carrie had no intention of letting me forget that. As I pressed the fat head of the sheath against the wet lips of her pussy, she moaned loudly. Her eyes rolled in her head, and she gripped the sheets underneath her as I pressed forward, slowly sliding the toy inside. It wasn't easy to push past the resistance of her body, her pussy feeling incredibly tight around the toy as she moaned and howled in pleasure. But I kept going. And once it was buried inside her, my worst fears were revealed. I could feel the pressure of her body through the thick rubber. But only just. 

It was nothing like the incredible sensation of skin to skin contact with my wife. 

“Oh my God, it’s so big,” Carrie gasped. “Go slow.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Slowly, I began to move my hips back and forth. It wasn't easy with my hands tied behind my back, but as Carrie wrapped her legs around my waist, I was able to get my knees underneath me. Already, my wife was thrashing and screaming, seemingly immediately in the throes of ecstasy. And I could see her juices mixing with the lube that dripped from the toy I wore as I pushed and pulled it in and out of her beautiful body. Carrie was an absolute ecstasy, and I could barely feel a thing. Only the torment of watching my wife at the pinnacle of pleasure while I myself felt next to nothing. 

"That's it," Carrie gasped, her eyes closed now as she thrashed in her lonely ecstasy. "Oh my God, that's it. Fuck me, Declan. Fuck me! Oh my God, you're so much better than my husband!" I snarled silently as rage ignited in my heart. And Carrie cried out as I lunged forward, plunging the toy deeper into her shaking body. If this was what she wanted, this was what I would give her. If she wanted to think about being with another man, I was ready to fuck her like the slut she seemed to be. Carrie yelped and moaned as I began to pound the toy into her, the whole bed rocking with our movements as I fucked her. It was already obvious to me that I was never going to get enough sensation from this to cum myself. Instead, our sex became an act of rage, a kind of lashing out at the woman I loved. A way to bury my frustration inside her gorgeous body. And whether Carrie had planned that or not, it was clearly working for her. The screams

bounced back from the walls of our spare bedroom as an orgasm swept through her, making her legs tremble on either side of me, the high heels of her boots catching in the bedsheets she thrashed and moaned. 

But I didn't stop. I kept right on fucking Carrie, right through her orgasm, pounding her into the mattress while she moaned and wailed. She barely seemed to be able to catch her breath between her screams of pleasure, and yet somewhere in the cacophony of sound, I caught his name over and over again. Declan. Declan. Like a chant she was repeating, like a spell she was weaving over the two of us. I hated him in that moment, because I couldn't bring myself to hate her. And the rage I was feeling translated directly into the thrusts I drove in and out of my wife's pussy with the giant toy encasing my own smaller member. 

I wasn't counting the orgasms. And wrapped up in pleasure as my wife was, I doubt she was even capable of doing it herself. The only thing I knew was that there were lots of them. Because no matter how hard I fucked her, my own desire never subsided. Unseen inside the rubber sheath, my cock throbbed urgently, still nowhere near orgasm. I watched Carrie, over and over again, her body alternately tense and limp as waves of pleasure rose over her, each one seeming to follow quicker on the heels of the last. 

My stomach muscles ached. Sweat was pouring down my face. A similar sheen of sweat glowed on Carrie's beautiful features, covering her red cheeks as she moaned and yelled. The bed beneath us was absolutely soaked in the juices of her multiple orgasms. Her body was trembling like a leaf in a gale. Finally, one last monstrous spasm passed through her. Carrie's throat was raw from screaming, and yet she screamed again, the pleasure pouring out of her in a tidal wave of her juices as she cried and howled. 

Abruptly, she pushed me away. Unwrapping her legs from around my waist, she pressed the heel of one boot into my shoulder and pushed. I tumbled backward on the bed, the dark toy sliding out of her ruined pussy and trailing more of her juices across the bed as I fell. For a while, I lay there in silence, trying to regain my breath while Carrie tried to regain hers. 

Glancing at the clock on the wall, I couldn't believe how long it had gone on for. My tired muscles confirmed what the clock said. I had been fucking my wife for well over an hour. 

Beside me, Carrie stirred. Her glazed eyes shone as she rolled over onto her hands and knees. I could see the clumsiness and fatigue in her

muscles as she crawled toward me. The same mischief as before glowed in those remarkable eyes of hers. Reaching out, she took hold of the toy that rose from my body. Sweeping her dark hair back behind one ear, she leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on the very tip of the fake cock. Inside it, my own member raged, so close to her wet mouth and yet a million miles away. 

"Oh my God, Declan," Carrie said breathlessly, smiling down at the toy instead of me. "That was amazing. I don't even care if my husband finds out about us. Keep fucking me like that, and I'll never need him again." 

"Oh my God," I gasped as I lay there on the sweat-soaked bed. Carrie's words were like a knife in my heart. And yet, predictably, it only made me want her more. Sweaty and breathless, her cheeks flushed with pleasure, Carrie had never looked more beautiful as she turned her gaze at last on me. 

"What?" she grinned. "A girl can dream, can't she? I think you'd better get used to Declan the dildo. Because were going to be doing this again." 

As she spoke, Carrie fussed with the rubber. I grunted as she removed my balls from it, then slid the toy off my cock. My erection raged in the empty air. The tie still held my hands behind my back, and now my arms were trapped beneath my body. There was nothing I could do to get what I wanted as Carrie smilingly ran a hand up and down my twitching cock. 

"Look how small it looks now," she grinned. "I mean, it's not like you looked huge before. But after that, after Declan, it looks tiny. I wonder if I'll even feel anything." Ignoring my gasps of rage and shame, Carrie rose up on her knees. Throwing one leg over my body, she straddled my hips. 

Holding my cock in her hand, she guided it toward her dripping pussy as she impaled herself on it, smiling down at me as I moaned in long-awaited pleasure. Her hands now on her thighs, Carrie rocked back and forth, watching me underneath her. 

"How does that feel, husband?" she gloated. "Can you feel my pussy all stretched out by a real man's cock?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I groaned. She was right. As delightful as the feel of my wife's pussy wrapped around my cock was, it felt different than it had before. Not as tight as I remembered it. Not that that did anything to dampen my pleasure as she continued to ride on top of me. 

"God, that felt so good," Carrie said, shaking her head slowly. " I guess from now on if I actually want to cum, that's how you'll have to fuck me. 

But for now, you can cum. Go ahead, honey. You earned it." 

My cock surged inside her as she spoke. Groaning in gratitude, I didn't try to hold back. Carrie chuckled under her breath as she felt me throb inside her. My frustrated cock launched my cum deep into her body. 

And when she was sure I was finished, Carrie began to move. My cock slid easily out from between the wet walls of her womanhood. I watched without understanding as Carrie pressed one hand between her legs. Then, on her knees, she began crawling up my body. I tried to sit up, but Carrie placed her free hand on top of my forehead and pushed me down easily onto the bed. She kept coming, until finally, she was able to straddle my head. She removed her hand from between her legs, and I could see the wet mess I had left inside her. 

"You know what you're going to do now, house husband?" Carrie gloated above me. "You're going to eat the cum out of my destroyed pussy. 

If you ever want to cum inside me again, make sure you get every drop. 

Don't stop until I tell you." Without waiting for a response, Carrie settled down on top of my mouth. The unmistakable smell of our sex filled my nostrils as I struggled to breathe. Carrie peered down at me, her hands on her hips, willing to wait as long as it took. 

Dying of near unbearable embarrassment, I slowly began to lick my wife's pussy. And Carrie's green eyes shone the way they always did when she knew she had won. 

   



  
  
    9. Playing The Game 
 
      
  

"I am, yeah. Yeah. I can… I can do that." 

As soon she was finished speaking, Carrie switched off her headset. 

The screen in front of her was a collage of different faces, her whole team at a meeting via videoconferencing to discuss whatever the latest project was. 

Including Declan. I could see him there in a tile at the top of the screen, nodding in response to my wife's words. A wave of hatred rolled through me at the sight of him. In my better, more sensible moments, I reminded myself that there was no reason to hate a man I hardly know. After all, what was happening between my wife and I didn't have much to do with him. 

Okay, so Carrie was attracted to him. And she loved taunting me with that fact. But he didn't know that. All he knew was that he worked with a beautiful woman who liked to flirt with him. If I felt like being honest, I probably would have had to admit that I might not have acted very differently than he did. Especially if I was single like he was. 

But it seemed almost as though I had to hate someone. I couldn’t hate Carrie. So Declan was all that was left. 

And the meeting went on. The meeting went on, and the dull chatter about metrics and KPIs all but vanished under my wife's moans and screams of pleasure. Carrie was careful to turn off the microphone when she wasn't being asked a direct question. Her camera was switched off too; I had watched her do it. For all her newfound kinkiness, my wife didn't want her coworkers to know what we were doing while she was supposed to be having a meeting. But that didn't mean it wasn't a strange experience to have the eyes of the people she worked with watching us through the screen. As though they were there in the room with us. They didn't know what was going on. But we did. It was hard to believe that we were getting away with her. 

Carrie crouched on her desk on all fours. She had told her coworkers that the WebCam of her laptop wasn't working for exactly this reason. So that she could pull up her skirt and pull down her panties and have me fuck her while she pretended to be present in this virtual meeting. 

And of course, I did as I was told. I still hadn't mastered the art of saying no to my wife, and there was no reason to believe that I ever would. 

Not after everything she put me through. Once again, my cock was encased

in a rubber sheath that she had named Declan after her boss. From behind, I watched it pumping in and out of her dripping hole, making her scream as it pressed the wet walls apart with every thrust. Through the thick rubber, I could barely feel her body responding. But her shrieks and howls of pleasure left me in no doubt. The flimsy desk rocked beneath us, not designed to take this kind of action, as I pounded my wife from behind, holding her hips in my hands. Once again, I felt that strange anger boiling inside me, the kind of rage that I channeled and directed into fucking her harder. And it was all Carrie could do to keep her balance on the desk, gripping its edge and trying to hold on while another orgasm rose inside her. 

She was risking everything. All it would take was for her to forget to turn her headset off. Or for someone in the meeting to ask a question that couldn't be batted aside in a few syllables. They would know. I was sure that they would know. As pleasure thundered through her, there was no way anyone could fail to notice the ragged edges in her voice. There was no way anyone could hear her and not know it was the sound of a woman getting fucked. But the meeting went on, Carrie's oblivious coworkers probably staring at a black panel where my wife should have been. And meanwhile, I was fucking her with her new favorite toy. 

"Oh my God!" Carrie shrieked loudly, her ecstatic voice bouncing back from the walls of the guest bedroom we had to converted into her home office once the lockdown began. "Oh my God, I'm gonna —" but there was no need for her to finish. The cry that rose from her throat, her words mutating into a wordless roar of ecstasy, taught me everything I needed to know. As though I couldn't read it already in the sudden tension of her body, the wild trembling and shaking that gripped her in the absolute peak of pleasure. My wife was having an orgasm. Another one. And there I was, standing behind her, the agent of her pleasure and yet denied pleasure of my own. A tool for her to use. A toy for her to play with. That's what Carrie had made me into. And it felt fantastic. Even with all the rage and despair and frustration that came with it. Who could ever have guessed, when I was laid off from work, that our lives would take such a dark and delicious turn? I would never have believed it. And yet there we were. And somehow, I doubted that things would end here. Carrie was too devious and too clever for that. And she was having way too much fun. After a lifetime of doing the right thing, of being the good girl, Carrie was having the time of her life being bad. 

As the powerful spasm passed through my wife's body, I stepped back. 

I could feel the sweat that had formed on my skin. Carefully, I slid the shining toy out of her body, hearing her moan breathlessly as the thick rubber shaft was removed. Her sex was a dripping mess, wet and pulsing and ravaged by the toy. Inside the cruel prison of the black rubber, my real cock pulsed with desire. But Carrie didn't want that. She had made it more than clear that my manhood was no longer enough for her. 

Slowly, she recovered herself. Her movements were awkward as she climbed down stiffly from the top of the desk. Awkwardly, her high-heeled ankle boots found the floor. I watched as Carrie flopped down into her chair, her red skirt still hoisted up around her hips, her dripping pussy still brazenly on display. She leaned her head back on her chair, an open-mouthed smile on her face as she gazed up at me. Her normally crystalline green eyes were clouded with sexual pleasure. Her cheeks were glowing with the heat of orgasm. There was no way not to see her for what she wants. A woman who had just been

fucked. 

"I have to go to the bathroom," she said, as though I had asked for any explanation. Stiffly, she rose to her feet and made her way to the door of the bedroom. I heard her footsteps echo on the floor. I heard the sound of water running in the pipes. I stood where I was, naked and ashamed, listening without hearing to the voices of Carrie's coworkers continuing with their meeting. To my relief, no one asked for any input from her while she was away. And when Carrie returned, she looked a little more respectable. She had fixed her hair as best as she could and probably splashed cold water on her cheeks to bring their redness down. She had made some minor adjustments to her makeup, the makeup that was heavier now she worked from home than it had ever been while she worked at the office. She had pulled her skirt back down to cover herself. If I didn't know better, I might've thought she looked vaguely professional. Even if her outfit was a little on the provocative side. Lately, that was the style Carrie had adopted. 

And knowing she did it to drive me crazy with desire for her did nothing to lessen its impact. 

I watched as she made her way back to her chair and sat down again. 

Reaching for her headset where it lay on the desk, she picked it up and put it on. She was smiling again as she turned to me. 

"Go get me a glass of water," she ordered. "And be quiet. I'm turning the microphone back on now." Silently, I nodded. Few things terrified me more than the thought of our games being discovered. It would be worse for Carrie, I supposed, since it was her coworkers and not mine. Then again, the games we played were far more humiliating for me than they were for her. What did Carrie have to be ashamed about? She was the one in control. 

The black rubber sheath hung from my body as I made my way to the kitchen. I still hadn't got used to its weight. It hung from my cock and balls as though it were a part of me, but a part that couldn't feel anything. It was a stroke of cruel genius on Carrie's part to buy this toy and make me wear it. 

That way I could pleasure her without receiving pleasure of my own, beyond the masochistic joy of watching my wife cum. And every time she made me wear it, it felt like a fresh reminder of my inadequacies. 

Inadequacies I hadn't even been aware of until recently. 

Water splashed and sang as I poured a glass from the dispenser in the door of the fridge. Nervously, I carried the glass back toward the office. 

Nervousness seemed to be a feature of my life now. In the house I had lived in for years, the house I had paid for, I was finding more and more that I was never comfortable. Because I never knew what was coming next. I never knew what Carrie would come up with. It made my days absolutely thrilling when they could've been a monstrous bore. But it meant that I was practically always feeling some level of nervousness at all times. 

With me off work and Carrie working from home, we had twenty-four hours a day to indulge these perverted fantasies. But that doesn't mean that's all we did. The house still had to run, after all. And no one has that kind of stamina. Not even Carrie. Her sex drive seemed to have blossomed now that we had discovered this dark side to her, but even she couldn't be constantly in a state of bliss. You still need to live your life. 

However, that was the genius of what she had done. We didn't need to be having sex to be doing something sexual. Carrie's domination of me, her humiliating desire to turn me into her house husband, meant that everything we did was charged with sexuality. I did the laundry and cooked our meals and did the dishes, and every tedious task was a reminder of my new status. 

A reminder of my wife's newfound sexual power. I never would've imagined that doing household chores could be a kind of foreplay. But I was finding it more thrilling than I would ever have believed. 

And I knew my wife felt the same way. Carrie's eyes were shining as she turned in her chair to watch me step into the office. I could only hope her camera was still switched off as I carried the glass of water over to her, and her glittering eyes did that familiar dance over my body, taking in the ridiculous spectacle of me naked with the still-wet toy hanging from between my legs. I handed her the glass of water, and Carrie took it without a word, sipping carefully from its rim so as not to disturb her lipstick. 

"Yeah, that sounds good. I think that could work. I'll make sure to loop in Emma so that her team is up to speed." Carrie looked right at me as she spoke, and for a brief moment, I thought she was talking to me. It was only when she brought up Emma that I realized she was back to participating in the meeting. As though nothing had happened. As though she hadn't, just moments before, been gasping and moaning in utter ecstasy. Carrie's abilities to act as though everything was normal never ceased to amaze me. 

After all, this was a woman who could carry on a perfectly coherent conversation with her boss while I ate her pussy under her desk. 

The meeting seemed to be over. One by one, the panels on Carrie's screen closed as people logged out. Soon, the videoconference disappeared completely, replaced instead by whatever document Carrie had been working on before the meeting began. I couldn't have paid much attention to her work even if I had wanted to. Everything that was going on between us occupied just about every corner of my brain. 

“It’s getting late,” Carrie said, and this time I knew she was talking to me. “Take Declan off and go get dinner started.” Ever since this game started, Carrie hadn’t exactly been shy about ordering me around. With every passing day, she seemed to get more comfortable with it. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said as meekly as I could. Reaching for the toy that hung between my legs, I grunted as I carefully removed it. I hated the way it gripped me, hated the way I had to push my balls through a hole in the rubber to keep it attached. But Carrie liked it. And that was all that mattered. 

Once the toy was removed, I dropped it on the bed that was pushed up against the wall. My own manhood hung limply between my legs for now, but I knew it wouldn't be long before it was raging at full mast again. These days it never took long. Carrie looked too good to ignore, and her cruel

dominance was too exciting. I could feel her mocking eyes watching me as I headed toward the kitchen. 



Tonight's dinner was some sort of quinoa bowl. Carrie had found the recipe online and printed it out for me. It was strange: I had never cooked in my life before, but now that my wife was demanding it, I was finding it wasn't at all the hassle I had always thought it would be. Sure, I made a few mistakes along the way. But it's not hard to follow a recipe. Of course, this too was not without the whiff of sex. Standing in the kitchen naked, reading over the recipe before I began to cook my wife's dinner, I could hardly ignore the obvious sexual tension of the situation. I can't honestly say that I had learned to enjoy cooking. What I had learned to enjoy was having Carrie make me do things for her. 

Fishing the apron out of its closet, I put it on and got to work. I knew how Carrie liked me to wear it with nothing on underneath. Besides, there were practical considerations at work. Cooking naked, I had learned, is fraught with peril. Wearing an apron might be slightly humiliating, but it was the lesser of two evils. It was nothing compared to some of the things Carrie had put me through. 

And soon, as I chopped and simmered, as I sautéed and stirred, the front of the apron began to rise in a fabric tent that only made my erection more obvious. I couldn't stop thinking about Carrie. We lived together, spending every moment in the goldfish bowl our house had started to feel like since the quarantine began. But even on those rare occasions when I wasn't physically with her, when I was performing some chore or another or she was busy with work, my wife remained all I could think about. The things we had done echoed in my thoughts, no matter how I tried to suppress them. Ever since the lockdown had started, the days had started to feel like weeks. But that was even more true now. 

It was hard to believe it had only been around a week since Carrie took control of our lives. In such a short time, everything had changed. And I knew there would be no going back to the way things were. The lockdown might end. I might be recalled to work. But at home, things were different, and neither of us would ever be able to pretend that they weren't. Neither of us would ever be able to pretend that this wasn't what we wanted. 



Gradually, the meal came together. I had to admit, it looked good. 

Carrie was determined not to let quarantine go to our waistlines, and she was as committed as ever to healthy eating. Her own discipline for exercise varied, but she was unyielding about making me work out. She seemed determined to come out of this quarantine with both of us looking better than we had going in. And the way she was dressing was enough by itself to ensure that. Carrie had never looked better. One pleasant side effect of these kinky games, I supposed. My wife's sexual confidence was at an all-time high. The provocative and ultra-feminine work clothes she recently adopted only added to my torment, but I couldn't wish for her to dress any other way. 

When dinner was ready, I carried both of our bowls through to the dining room. Carrie still hadn't emerged from her office. It wasn't like her. 

Normally, by the time her workday was over, she was so excited by all the things we had been doing that she could hardly wait to stop working and start playing. I paused for a moment, uncertain of what to do. Then, I set out for her office. 

"Dinner's ready, Lady Carrie,' I said as I stepped through the open doorway. My heart froze as Carrie turned in her chair, her eyes wide and round, a smile of delight on her beautiful face. She was wearing her headset. And on the screen in front of her, I could see Emma's face. 

With a cry, I jumped back. The open doorway of the office hid Carrie's laptop screen from me. I could feel my cheeks burning with shame as I waited. I didn't know if my wife had turned the WebCam on, or if the microphone over her headset was sensitive enough to pick up my voice. But I dreaded finding out. And as I waited there in the hallway, almost trembling with shame and humiliation, my wife's voice called to me from inside the room. 

"Come here, husband," she called. "Come on. Let us get a look at you." my heart was pounding in my chest. My constant low-level nervousness had swelled monstrously into outright fear. And yet somehow, it never even crossed my mind to disobey Carrie. After all, I knew what the consequences would be. My legs felt like jelly as I stepped forward again, walking slowly like a condemned man into the bright light of Carrie's home office. And as my wife's eyes followed me, as Emma's eyes tracked me

from the screen of Carrie's laptop, and I knew that I had been exposed. Just as surely as I knew there was nothing I could do about it. 

"What the fuck is going on?" Carrie turned her attention to the screen where her friend's face showed in the videoconferencing app. 

"Well, you know how boring things have been," Carrie explained. I marveled at how matter-of-fact her voice sounded. If she was in any way nervous about sharing our most shameful secret with her friend from work, she gave no sign of it. "Andrew has nothing to do except sit around all day. 

I decided if I'm the one making all the money, he should be serving me better." 

"You guys are nuts," Emma said, shaking her head. But she was smiling. I didn't know whether that was a good thing or a bad thing as I squirmed on the spot. 

"You said it yourself," Carrie went on. "You told me how Dave cooks for you, and I started wondering why I couldn't have the same thing. So I've been teaching him to cook. Along with teaching him a few other things." 

"I like the apron," Emma said. I cringed as her eyes moved on the screen, clearly looking at me. And there was nothing I could do to hide the erection thatt rose under the thin fabric of the apron for both women to see. 

“Isn’t it hilarious?” Carrie smiled. “He serves me dinner like this every night. Don’t you, houseboy?” 

My wife's green eyes glittered dangerously as she looked at me. I looked from her to the screen where Emma sat smiling and back again. Of course I knew what Carrie wanted. Not only had she decided to reveal our kinky secret to her friend, but she had clearly decided to put on a show. My stomach twisted itself up in knots as I stood in front of them both. My brain rapidly weighed the consequences. Was trying to maintain some semblance of pride worth the risk of pissing Carrie off? I wanted her so bad, and she knew it. After watching her cum during her meeting, I had been hoping desperately, just as I did every day, that she would let me have sex with her later. If I failed to obey her now, I knew there was no chance of that. 

Besides whatever other punishments my devious wife might come up with, that was the one that scared me the most. 

"Yes… Lady Carrie," I said. And the look of sheer joy on my wife's face was almost enough to cancel out the deep gulf of shame that seemed to

yawn open inside me. Almost. 

On the screen, Emma convulsed with laughter. And Carrie joined in, chuckling happily as she continued to smile at me. 

"Jesus," Emma said, shaking her head again. "I had no idea you guys are so kinky. Are you his mistress?" 

"I suppose so," Carrie said thoughtfully. "But I prefer being addressed as Lady. Sounds classier. And mistress… I don't know. All those whips and chains. It doesn't really do much for me. I prefer a husband who already knows his place." 



“And how do you make him do what you want?” 

“Easy. I don’t give him a choice. If he ever wants to fuck me again, he needs to do as he’s told. Isn’t that right?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I braced myself as another cascade of feminine laughter washed over me. Bad enough that things were never going to be the same between my wife and me after this strange period of quarantine. 

But now I knew that I would never be able to look at Emma the same way again. Or her at me. A few weeks ago, I hadn't even known I liked this kind of thing myself. And now already more people knew about it that I was comfortable with. 

"Wow," said Emma. "That's awesome! Somehow, I can't see Dave ever going along with that. Even if it would be kind of fun." 

"I wouldn't be so sure." Carrie's chair squeaked quietly as she rotated idly back and forth. Her red skirt strained around her thighs where she sat, and I couldn't keep myself from looking at her. I couldn't keep myself from wanting her, no matter how cruel she was to me. Because of how cruel she was to me. She looked so confident, so supremely in control, so satisfied with herself. It was impossible to do anything but desire her. And just as she had explained to Emma, that was the dark magic that kept me serving her. 

The secret to the strange predicament I found myself in. 

"I never thought we would do anything like this either," Carrie explained. "But then — I guess I just tried it, and it worked. I have to say, it's really fucking hot. We're having the best sex of our lives right now. 

Aren't we, houseboy?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

“See? It’s awesome. He just agrees with everything I say.” 

"He's like the perfect husband," Emma giggled. Carrie smirked, her green eyes flickering once again up and down my barely covered body before she spoke. 

"I wouldn't say that, exactly," she said. "But it's a pretty sweet deal. 

Still, it's only fair. If we still have to work all day, the least our husbands could do is keep us happy. I'm sure you could find a way to convince Dave of that, just like I convinced Andrew here." 

"I don't know," Emma said uncertainly. "Somehow, I can't see him wearing an apron for me. No matter how cute it looks." The women giggled again. I felt the familiar sensation of a blush rising to my cheeks. I knew I could have just walked away and gotten myself out of that room that rang with mocking laughter. But I felt as if I was rooted to the spot. And Carrie's next words fell on me like lightning. 

"Well, you don't know until you try," she said. "I could help you out if you like. Show you how it's done." 

“With Dave? Are you serious?” 

Carrie stared directly at me. The smile never left her face. It was the same smile that always drove me wild, the smile of a new idea taking shape inside her beautiful head. A smile of acknowledgment of the total power she had over me, a smile that recognized I would do just about anything for my gorgeous wife. 

"Why not?" Carrie said. "It sounds like fun to me." 




  
  
    10. Carrie Steps Out 
 
      
  

"What about this?" 

Carrie sat beside me on the sofa, her eyes on the screen of the laptop that was balanced on my knees. Yet another strange situation to add to the list. But in a way, part of what was so strange about that day was how normal it seemed. At least superficially. It felt almost like old times. At least it did whenever I was able to forget that I was wearing a pair of my wife's panties and nothing else. 

Carrie was snuggled up against me on the sofa, her legs curled underneath her. She was wearing a black tank top with a scooped neckline that exposed her cleavage whenever I looked at her. Beside that, all she wore was a pair of black panties. It was unusually casual for her, unlike the way she had been dressing lately. But it was no less desirable a look than any of her others. And as I sat beside her on the sofa, my cock throbbed inside the tight panties that barely contained it. What we were doing was utterly bizarre; I knew that. Utterly twisted. Utterly wrong. But as always, Carrie had found a way to get around me. She had found a way to get me on board. I knew that I was being played, but knowing it didn't make her any easier to resist. In the battle of wills between Carrie and me, I could never overcome my disadvantage. I just wanted her too badly. 

"Yeah, I like that," Carrie smiled as she looked at what I had shown her. "You like it?" 

"Yeah," I nodded, and Carrie chuckled at my obvious enthusiasm. If she noticed I hadn't addressed her by her self-appointed title, she didn't say anything. Her gleaming eyes reflected the blue glow of the screen as she stared at the photo I had brought up. 

“I’ve never worn a corset before,” she said. “Always wanted to.” 

"You'd look absolutely amazing in that," I said. I felt Carrie's warm breath against my cheek as she snorted and smiled. 

"You think so?" 

“I know so.” 

"I guess that's the bonus for you in all this. Maybe if you're good, you'll get to see me in all this sexy lingerie too. Once I'm finished with Dave, of course." 

There it was. I knew it was coming. Carrie was never able to let me forget, even for a minute, the strange games we were playing. As though it were possible for me to forget. I was caught up in lingerie shopping, absorbed by imagining how my wife would look in the provocative clothes the models were wearing, and I had been able to distract myself a bit from what we were doing. But only a little. And Carrie was determined to make sure I didn't forget. 

"You think he's attracted to me?" Carrie spoke in a low voice, her face close to mine. Reaching out, she laid one arm across my shoulders. The other rubbed my chest. She was looking down when I turned my face to her. 

Her gorgeous green eyes were hidden underneath her painted eyelids. But all the same, my cock throbbed in the feminine underwear she had made me wear. Dressed up or dressed down, Carrie was an absolute beauty. That was what let her get away with treating me like this. 

"Dave? Of course he is. He's married to Emma, and you're way sexier than her." 

"You don't think Emma's pretty?"Carrie finally lifted her eyes to mind as she spoke. No matter how long we had been married, they never seemed to lose their effect on me. The deep emerald green of her iris was ravishingly beautiful. Without those eyes, Carrie still would have been gorgeous. But with them, she was utterly irresistible. Then again, her body didn't exactly hurt. 

"No, she's pretty," I said. "She's very pretty. But not like you." Carrie smiled in spite of herself, a faint girlish chink in the armor of the dominatrix. Cheesy compliment or not, it still landed. And even if I was flattering her, that didn't make it untrue. Carrie's friend Emma was pretty, and more than pretty. I had noticed that the first day I met her. But my wife is stunning. She just is. I know I'm supposed to say that, supposed to think it. But I know it's true. I have the reactions of other men to prove I'm right. 

"Well, hopefully he has the same taste as you," Carrie went on. The mischievous gleam returned to her eyes as she spoke. "You know how it goes. The more he wants us both, the easier it's going to be to get him to do what we want. Add it to the cart." I clicked the trackpad of the computer to

add the black and gold corset we had been admiring to my online shopping cart. With me out of work for an indefinite period, it was hardly the time to be spending money on frivolous purchases like sexy lingerie. But it was what Carrie wanted, and I wasn't about to say no. Thinking about her plan for Dave and Emma terrified me. But she was right that the thought of seeing her all dressed up in lingerie was crowding everything else out of my brain. Just as it always did. And the feel of Carrie's hand on my chest, tickling my skin, was only fueling that never-dying fire inside me. 

"What are you going to do to him?" I asked. Carrie smiled as her hand moved over my chest. 

"That's really up to Emma," she said. "I don't know how far she wants to take this. But if she's anything like me, once she sees how badly her husband wants her…" Carrie's teeth shone as she bit her lower lip, her beautiful eyes studying my face. Her hand crept lower, running over my stomach on its inevitable journey down toward my raging cock. It was all too easy for her. All she had to do was touch me, smile at me, look at me in a certain way. My objections to what she had planned seem to crumble like dirt. 

"But, I mean…" I couldn't bring myself to say the words. Carrie shifted on the sofa beside me. Carefully, she picked the laptop up and set it down on the cushion next to me. Climbing up onto her knees, she leaned forward and kissed me tenderly. 

"Are you worried I'm going to fuck him?" The crudeness of my wife's words were completely at odds with the soft voice she used to say them. 

Her face was right in front of mine, her stunning eyes almost merging into one cycloptic stare as her mouth moved mere inches from mine. There was a tightness in my chest that made it difficult to breathe, that made it impossible to speak. Dumbly, I nodded. In Carrie's sly smile, I thought I detected a faint hint of pity. 

"No," she said. And as Carrie shifted her weight again, I felt her hand sink lower. I moaned as she wrapped her fingers around the bulge of my cock through the panties I was wearing and began to stroke. "I'm not going to fuck Dave. I just want him to want me to. You know better than anyone that's what keeps boys obedient." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." The words just slipped out of me. As though it were the most natural thing in the world. I couldn't help it. My desire for her

had become all tangled up in submission to her, and there was no way to extricate one from the other even if I had wanted to. And I didn't want to. 

Neither Carrie nor I truly understood it, but we both knew that in its own strange way, exactly what I feared was exactly what I wanted. 

"But would it be that big of a deal if I did?" Carrie was moving now, one foot on the floor as she climbed down from the sofa. Climbing over me, her beautiful body above me. Her hand never stop moving on my cock, teasing my manhood through the lacy fabric that barely covered it, and I was trembling with desire as I watched her. Slowly, smiling all the while, Carrie sank to her knees in front of me. Both her hands were wrapped around my cock now. I groaned as I spread my legs, eager for more. "I mean, doesn't a woman like me deserve more?" Carrie said, her softly spoken words weaving an intense spell over me as I groaned and gasped. I knew what she was doing. I always did. Even in the depths of my desire, I was never that blind. But knowing how the trick worked didn't make me immune to it. My devious wife was talking me into something, convincing me of something. And the feel of her hands on my cock was making it all too easy for her. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I moaned. "You deserve everything. You deserve whatever you want." 

“That’s right,” Carrie grinned. “I do. And lately, I feel like anything I do want, I should just reach out and take. Don’t you?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

“Good. I’m glad you feel that way. Because I think I’m going to take what I want right now.” As she spoke, Carrie pulled down the underwear I wore. My cock swayed in the empty air in front of her face as she exposed it. I groaned again, louder this time, as I finally felt her bare skin against my own. Expertly, she teased and toyed with my cock, making it surge and throb in her hands. I could feel her soft breath on the sensitive head, and I shuddered at the teasing sensation while my beautiful wife smiled up at me. 

"You know, sometimes I just feel like being such a whore. Don't get me wrong. You know I have fun bossing you around. But sometimes I think about what it's like when a guy just takes you. When he loses control and just…takes you. Fuck. It's so fucking hot.' 

"I… I can do that," I gasped, struggling to get out the words through my mounting pleasure. Carrie's brow furrowed as she smiled up at me. 

“Oh, honey, no,” she said. “I didn’t mean you. We both know you’re not that kind of guy. Besides, it would ruin what we have here. No. With you, I’m in charge. Always. From now on, you’re mine. Right?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie,” I moaned. She didn’t need to take hold of my balls with one hand while she caressed my cock with the other to drive her point home. But she did anyway. 

“That’s right,” Carrie grinned. “That’s exactly right. But it does leave a girl like me in a bit of a dilemma. Because if my husband isn’t man enough to treat me like the slut I am, maybe I need to find a man who is.” 

I cried out. It wasn't just what Carrie was saying, although that was most definitely part of it. It was what she was doing. Her hands never stopped moving on my shaft, and as she finished speaking, she opened her mouth and lowered her head down onto me. I felt, for the first time in what seemed like forever, my wife's soft, warm lips wrapped around my cock. 

Slowly, she began to suck. In the hot cavern of her mouth, her tongue moved over the head of my manhood, and ecstasy vibrated inside me. I gripped the cushions of the sofa, my body convulsed with pleasure. My brain felt as though it was splintering with the warring sensations of fear and desire. What Carrie was saying terrified me. But what she was doing delighted me. It was a war between my body or my brain that my clever wife had to know I was never going to win. 

"Watch," Carrie said softly as she lifted her mouth from my throbbing shaft. I could feel her breath on my manhood as it twitched in her hands. 

"Watch me suck your cock and imagine it's some other guys cock in my mouth. That's what I want you to do, house husband. I want you to imagine me on my knees, sucking Declan's cock. Because that's what I'm going to be imagining." 

I cried out loud at the mental image Carrie had conjured. And with a smug little smile, she returned to giving me head, her lips wrapped around my cock once more while I moaned and groaned. I did what she wanted. I watched my wife, unable to look away. Transfixed by her green eyes that held my gaze, I watched her suck me, her cheeks hollowing and her lips tensing as she pleasured me. 

Carrie took her time. She was in no hurry. This wasn't the standard married blow job, an obligatory task to be gotten out of the way as soon as possible. Carrie sucked my cock as though she enjoyed it. As though she needed it. As though my pleasure was her pleasure. A series of soft moans rose from her throat, all but drowned out by my own shouts of ecstasy. 

Slowly, languidly, my wife made love to my cock with her mouth and throat, rocking her head back-and-forth while she kept her lips tight around the shaft. It was, without a doubt, the best blow job I had ever had in my life. And Carrie used all of her knowledge of my body and its responses to keep me on the edge for long as possible. To keep me hovering on the very brink of ecstasy without going over. Desire boiled inside me like the bright caldera of a volcano, forever on the verge of eruption. 

Until finally, I couldn’t hold out any longer. My cock surged in Carrie’s mouth, and I knew she felt what was coming. I knew she felt that I was coming, but she didn’t move her mouth away. Instead, she kept on sucking, kept on stroking, kept her bright green eyes on mine while she sucked every drop of hot cum out of my boiling balls. And as I gasped and trembled in utter disbelief, Carrie swallowed it all. 

“There,” my wife grinned up at me, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand when she was certain that I was totally spent. “That’s what you get for being a good boy and helping me pick out sexy outfits. See? It’s not all bad being married to a slut like me.” 



The air was practically humming. I felt almost breathless. I felt dizzy. 

For an older man in a different situation, the tightness in my chest might have been a warning sign of something dangerous. But in the situation I was in, it was hardly surprising. Once again, Carrie had pushed things to the absolute limit. Once again, we were setting out into uncharted waters, not knowing if this was the voyage that would finally see us wrecked. All we knew, either of us, was that we couldn't turn back. Not now. Not after coming all this way. 

Carrie stood at the foot of the bed. She was completely naked. Her soft clean skin shone in the overhead light, fragrant with soap and perfume. Her dark hair was still slightly damp, stray strands clinging to her shoulders as she watched me. She had taken her time showering, and taken even longer to apply makeup after. But I couldn't argue with the results. Standing there

in our bedroom, my wife looked absolutely radiant. And her words of days earlier came back to haunt me. About how sometimes, a woman just wants to be taken by a man. As much as Carrie has the advantage on me sexually and probably intellectually too, she's no match for me physically. I knew, as I stood there gazing at her, that I could easily grab her and hurl her onto the bed. I wondered if she would resist. Or if she would just go along with it. 

But it was an idle and pointless thought. Even as I imagined it, I knew I wouldn't do it. As terrified as I was of what the night ahead of me held, I couldn't bring myself to end it like that. Somehow, I needed to see what lay around the next corner. 

"Okay," Carrie said softly, her hands on her hips. Her bare breasts rose and fell as she breathed slowly. Her eyes shone as she nodded toward a large box on top of the bed. "Dress me up, house boy." 

I flinched from her words as though from a blow. But she knew as well as I did that I would do what she said. I stepped toward the bed, and as always, my cock throbbed and raged in a pair of her panties. Somehow, even after that became my daily uniform, I had never gotten used to it. It never failed to add to the humiliation of being used by Carrie the way she used me. It still worked. 

Under my wife's watchful green eyes, I tore the box open. The clothes inside were mostly black. Carefully, I lifted out the first item. The corset I had suggested she wear, black satin with gold details that shone in the light as I lifted it out. Carrie's eyes widened as I held it in my hands. 

"It's so pretty," she said. "I knew you had good taste. After all, you married me. Come on. Put it on me." 

I stepped toward my wife. Putting clothes on her wasn't nearly as familiar to me as taking them off. And I had never tangled with anything quite like this before. But slowly, we managed together to unfasten the corset and wrap it around Carrie's torso. Standing behind her, I refastened it, and she giggled as I wrestled her boobs into position in the built-in cups. 

My cock throbbed against her ass, and I knew that she could feel it, but she didn't respond. Slowly, I began to tighten the laces that rose like a ladder up her back. 

"Oh, wow," Carrie said. "That's — that's really tight." 

“You want me to stop?” 

"No," she said. "Just take it slowly. They say you have to adjust to it slowly. Besides, look what it's doing to my boobs." Carrie giggled as she spoke. I saw the soft jiggle of her beautiful flesh as I peered over her shoulder. The tightening corset was forcing her breasts together and raising them high on her chest, giving her an unbelievable cleavage that made my cock surge all the more in the panties I wore. The smell of her perfume was turning my head, and my hands trembled as I slowly pulled on the laces. 

My wife was unbelievably beautiful, but I wondered if she had ever looked more beautiful than she did that night. I had never wanted her more. Of course, I knew that on that particular night, I couldn't have her. 

The corset was tight when Carrie finally told me to stop. I tied the laces in a bow in the small of her back. Stepping back in front of her, I let my eyes wander over her body. She stood again with her hands on her hips, emphasizing her tiny waist between the complementary swells of her breasts and her hips, her body a gorgeous hourglass that plucked at every string of desire inside me. 

“You look beautiful, Lady Carrie.” 

“I hope so,” Carrie shrugged, making her breasts bounce a little inside the corset. “Dave’s not going to know what hit him. How badly do you think he’s going to want to fuck your wife?” 

"Badly, Lady Carrie." There was no doubt about that. I didn't know Dave very well. But as I had explained to Carrie before that night, male sexual desire is not complicated. We have our individual preferences, but they don't vary the way that women's can. A woman with a face and figure like Carrie's could make any man want her. She didn't need fancy outfits for that. But with them, she was virtually irresistible. 

"Is that what you want right now? To fuck me?" I had heard that change in Carrie's voice before. Her words were still quiet, but I couldn't miss the edge of menace they contained. A kind of aggression that rose up inside her at times like this, when she was reminded of the unstoppable sexual power she held. It excited me. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. A slight sneer appeared on Carrie's red lips as she looked me up and down. 

“Then you should probably be begging. On your knees.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie laughed out loud as I instantly sank to the floor in front of her. Every last vestige of what remained of my pride was gone. She was too sexy. And she knew it. As I begged my wife for sex on my knees on the floor of our bedroom, she stepped forward. 

"No, honey," she said firmly, placing one hand on the back of my head. 

"You know your pathetic cock isn't worthy of this pussy. But we still have a little time before I have to be at Emma's place, so you can make me cum if you're quick." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie. Thank you, Lady Carrie!" And while Carrie laughed at my total submission to her, my humiliation was only made more complete by the knowledge that I meant it. I was genuinely grateful as I leaned forward to lick her pussy, savoring its taste on my tongue as I worshiped her. And Carrie sighed happily above me, her hands resting on my head as I orally served her in preparation for what we both knew was going to be a wild night ahead. 

"That's it," Carrie groaned above me, her dark hair shining against her pale skin as she tossed her head, her eyes closed now. "Hurry up. I don't have all night. Don't want to keep my new boy toy waiting." And even as my abandoned cock throbbed and surged in her panties, I plunged my tongue between the wet walls of her pussy. Carrie moaned, and a hot jet of her juices filled my mouth as she came. As her climax rose and fell, she pushed my head away. 

"That's better," she said breathlessly. Stepping past me where I kneeled, she sat down on the edge of the bed. I watched her reach into the box I had opened and retrieve the rest of her outfit. One by one, she flung items of clothing at me where I kneeled on the floor. 

"Finish dressing me up," she ordered as she leaned back, supporting herself with her arms thrust out behind her. And I did as I was told. Slowly, reluctantly, I pulled a pair of black lace panties up her legs and fit them around her hips, depriving myself of the sight of the pussy I could still taste on my tongue. A pair of sheer black stockings followed, the fabric sliding smoothly over Carrie's gorgeous legs before I clipped them onto the suspenders that hung from the bottom of the corset. Finally, a pair of shiny black patent leather shoes with a wicked 6-inch heel completed the look. I slid them onto her feet one by one, and Carrie watched wordlessly, her green eyes glittering. 

When she was finally dressed, she stood. I watched her take a few steps across the bedroom in her new heels, her body swaying provocatively in her endlessly sexy outfit. She made her way to the closet, and my heart raced as I watched her pull out one of my ties. 

"Hold out your hands," she said in a quiet voice. I knew what was coming, but I did as I was told. Still kneeling, I held out my hands, and Carrie used the tie to bind my wrists together. She ordered me to the bed. 

As I climbed onto the mattress, she climbed up with me, pulling my arms above my head and tying the other end of the tie to the headboard. Once I was immobilized, she kneeled at my side, gloating above me with her hands on her hips again, a vision of unattainable beauty that I knew I would never be able to forget. 

"I have a feeling, as turned on as you are by all this, you won't be able to resist touching yourself while I'm gone," Carrie grinned down at me. 

"And you know I can't allow that. I don't like you to cum like that. I don't like you to cum unless you're in my presence. So this will keep you right where I want until I return." 

"How long will you be, Lady Carrie?" Carrie shrugged again. It was all I could do not to groan at the way her breasts rose and fell in the black satin corset. 

"I'm not sure," she said. "As long as it takes to put Dave in his place, I guess. But don't worry. You won't be lonely." I watched without understanding as Carrie moved down the bed. Climbing down onto the floor, she left the bedroom. I listened to the sound of her footsteps echoing through the house as she went to another room, and then returned. I saw that she had my laptop in her hands. And she set it up on my stomach, the screen open and facing me. Her phone was in her hand, and she waved it at me. 

"I'm going to video call you from Emma's house," Carrie said with a malicious smile. "That way, you'll be able to see everything that's going on. 

But you won't be able to do anything about it. You'll just have to lie there and watch while your naughty wife teaches another woman how to make her husband into a slave. It's going to drive you crazy, isn't it?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Good." Carrie moved toward the closet. I watched her retrieve a long coat from a hanger and wrap it around herself, hiding her beautiful body from me. "Okay. Time to go. Don't wait up, houseboy." Smiling, Carrie blew me a kiss. I listened to the sound of her high heels receding down the hallway. The front door opened and closed. She was gone. 




  
  
    11. A Wife’s New Adventure 
 
      
  

I lay there for a long time. The clock on my computer was right there in front of me, but I tried not to look at it. After all, there was nothing I could do. After Carrie had been gone for a while, once I was sure she wasn't coming back, I pulled on the ties that bound me to the headboard. But if anything, my struggles only made them grow tighter. Carrie's knot tying had come along in leaps and bounds recently. She had had plenty of practice. 

So all I could do was lie there. I couldn't reach the computer in front of me to distract myself. I couldn't think of anything except what was going on over at Emma's place. I couldn't shake the image of how incredibly sexy Carrie had looked in the outfit I had helped her put on. I couldn't stop wanting her. And there was absolutely nothing I could do about her. Carrie was right, really. If I had had the opportunity, I knew I couldn't have resisted the urge to touch myself and think about her. 

And in a way, the raging desire I felt for her helped to distract me from other, more negative thoughts. What was she going to do over there? Carrie had hinted at infidelity before, and it never failed to send a red-hot spike of jealousy through my trembling heart. But up to now, it had all been talk. 

She had told me she wasn't going to fuck Dave. But then what was she going to do? Especially looking the way she looked. And feeling the way I had no doubt she felt. When Carrie felt sexy, the normal lines and boundaries of conduct seem to get erased. And how could she not feel sexy that night? With her looking the way she did and me tied up helplessly at home, unable to do anything except wait for her return? I knew enough about my wife's dark desires to know that she would be as turned on as I was. The only difference was, she could do something about it. 

Emma didn't live far away. Mentally, I counted off the miles. Carrie had to be there by now. She must've been there for a while. I could only imagine what reaction Dave might have had to her arrival. I knew what my reaction would have been. Utter shock, followed by rising arousal. And even just that, the thought of my wife in her new lingerie parading around in front of another man with the express desire of teasing and arousing him, caused my cock to throb in the panties she had left me wearing. There was

no way to avoid the awful truth. The wilder my wife acted, the sexier she was to me. And this latest development, her seeming willingness to play with other people, was the sexiest thing yet. I knew how beautiful Carrie was. I knew that other men desired her. But it was a different thing to be confronted with it like this. It was very different to know that she was out there, toying with that desire. Doing to another man what she had so easily done to me. It only made her sexier, more dominant, more in control. Lying there tied to our bed, I was going out of my mind with frustration and desire. 

But there was nothing I could do. There never was. From the first moment Carrie had taken control of me right there in her home office, I had been unable to stop or even slow the ride that we run. All I could do was follow her lead. And wait. 

Finally, the screen of the computer perched on my stomach changed. A video call was coming in. I couldn't click to answer it. But after a few rings, the computer answered automatically. And there was Carrie, filling my screen, smiling at the camera as though she was right there in the room with me. And even though it hadn't been that long since I had last seen her, even though I had thought of nothing but her since she walked out of the door, she was somehow even more beautiful than I remembered. Sitting up with a white wall behind her, her black hair and the black corset she wore contrasting sharply with the bright surroundings, she looked like a goddess. 

The round mounds of her breasts swelled over the cups of the satin corset with every breath she took, sending a jolt like electricity racing through my body and making my cock throb with desire for her. 

"Hi, honey," she said. I could hear the delight in her voice. The total confidence that was a large part of what gave her the power she wielded. I knew at once, without needing to hear or see anymore, that her little game had been a success. Once again, Carrie had won. Lately, it seemed, my wife always got exactly what she wanted. 

"Hi, Lady Carrie" I said uncertainly. Carrie's smile widened as I remembered her title. 

"How are you doing over there? Comfortable?" 

"I wish you were here, Lady Carrie." 

"Oh, that's sweet," Carrie said, her brow furrowing for a moment in an expression of pity. But only for a moment. "I bet you do. But I might be a while. I'm having too much fun over here come back to you anytime soon." 

As she spoke, Carrie moved, and the camera moved with her. The phone she held in one hand showed her shifting her weight, her movements made awkward by the tightness of the corset I had tied around her. It was a price she was willing to pay for beauty, a price that seemed well worth paying, at least from where I was watching. As Carrie moved, I realized that she had been sitting on a sofa. She stood, and the camera swung around as she took a few steps across the living room. When it finally settled, I couldn't keep myself from gasping. Carrie held the phone out at arm's length, trying to show me as much of the scene as she possibly could. My wife stood in the center of her friend's living room, dressed up in the lingerie I had put on her, looking like sex personified as she posed for the camera. The high angle of the phone showed even more of her mouthwatering cleavage that swelled dangerously in the top of her corset, as though ready to spill out at any moment. I could barely bring myself to look anywhere else. And beside her on the floor kneeled a man. Dave. As I watched, my wife, never taking her eyes off the camera, reached out with her free hand and ran her fingers through his close-cropped hair. Suddenly seizing it, she pulled his head up, forcing him to look at the camera. 

"Say hi to my husband, Dave," Carrie said, her eyes still on me through the video link. I could barely look away from her, but through a series of quick glances, I could see the shame and nervousness and desire on Dave's face as he peered sheepishly up at the phone she held. I wondered if that was how I looked when Carrie made me do things I didn't necessarily want to do. Certainly, the expression on Dave's face reflected how it felt. I knew exactly what he was going through. It was impossible to analyze the feelings I felt to know he was there. I should've been sympathetic. In a way, I was. I knew I wouldn't have fared any better against Carrie and her machinations. There was a stab of jealousy there too, to know he was with my wife, to know that she was touching him, even only to pull his hair. I wanted to be where he was, kneeling at Carrie's feet, humiliated and overcome, hands bound behind my back. I was jealous of him. Jealous of anyone who got to serve my beautiful wife. 

"Hi," Dave mumbled through dry lips. His eyes were cast down now, unable to look at me. I felt the same way. It was embarrassing enough to have my wife witness my total humiliation and submission. Being seen by a virtual stranger, especially another man, was a whole other level of disgrace. And Carrie knew that. She was positively glowing as she grinned at me through the camera. 

"Say hi to my new boy toy, honey," Carrie ordered. She could smile all she wanted. But I knew how quickly that smile could change to a menacing frown. 

“Hi,” I said, my voice cracking slightly under the weight of fear and lust. 

"This is too funny," Carrie said, and laughter burst from her throat like the song of some strange and beautiful bird. "You boys are just too easy to control. If I had known that all it took to turn you into submissive little bitches was some fancy underwear, I would've done this years ago. Oh well. 

Better late than never. I wanted to introduce you so you could both see you're not the only one. This is normal. Well, it is from now on, anyway. A man should do what his wife tells him. That's what marriage is. Us girls having fun, and you guys doing your best to serve us. Right, Emma?" 

"That's right." The camera shifted, and I was grateful as Dave disappeared from the frame. Emma appeared on the other side of Carrie, and the camera captured the two of them as Emma wrapped one arm around my wife's artificially narrowed waist. It was all I could do not to gasp. 

Carrie's friend Emma was an attractive woman. Tall and slender, with long blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders, framing a pair of piercing blue eyes above a set of well-defined cheekbones. I always knew she was a beauty. But up until that point, I had only seen her at the occasional work function or backyard barbecue. I had never seen how she looked when she went all out. And as I stared at her on the laptop screen standing beside my wife, there was no doubt that she had gone all out now. 

Emma was in her underwear. A purple lace push-up bra barely concealed her breasts as it pushed them high on her chest, making them appear mouthwateringly plump and full. A vertical line of muscle ran down her toned stomach toward the skimpy lace panties that matched the bra. I couldn't see Amber's feet, but judging by her height next to Carrie, I guess that she too was wearing very high heels. She looked almost as divine as

Carrie did. My cock raged and throbbed in the panties I wore as I stared at the two of them, barely able to believe that this was what my life had become. Barely able to believe that it was Dave who got to be in the presence of these two goddesses, and not me. Barely sure if that was even what I wanted. After all, I knew how Carrie's mind worked. She wasn't going to make things any easier for Emma's husband than she did for me. 

"I told you this was going to be easy," Carrie smiled. She turned her face to Emma for a moment, and Emma grinned back at her. But Carrie's attention quickly switched back to me, even if she continued to speak to her friend. "I'm starting to think every guy should be like these two. It's important to teach them their place." 

"True," Emma said, her blonde hair bouncing slightly as she nodded. 

"Usually when I thought about this kinky stuff, it was always the other way around. But this is fun too. And look at your husband! He wants us so bad." 

“He does,” Carrie nodded. “That’s what makes this all work. He knows that if he wants to have me, he has to do exactly as he’s told. Don’t you, houseboy?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I knew what was coming. But I couldn't prevent it. 

I also knew what Carrie wanted to hear. The laptop speakers echoed with twin gales of feminine laughter as both Carrie and Emma howled with pleasure my disgrace. 

"You've got him so whipped!" Emma spluttered. 

"I know," Carrie laughed. "But how can you not? It's just too funny. 

Besides, we're the ones earning the money now. Our little house husbands need to do as they're told. Now, just watch, honey. You're going to be our little audience what we teach Dave here a lesson. And when we're done with him, he's going to be as much of a submissive little bitch as you are." 

Emma laughed again, a sound that pierced my vibrating heart as I lay in bed miles away. But I didn't say anything. It didn't seem like I needed to. Carrie had her plan, and she had probably figured it out a long time ago. It seemed to be working for her. It always did. My wife made all of this look effortless, as though she had years of experience of sexually dominating men. As though it wasn't something as new to her as it was to me, as strange and wild and exciting as only the new can be. 

Carrie moved across the room. I caught glimpses of her surroundings as she carried the phone across Emma's house to set it up on some kind of surface facing the living room. Emma stood beside her kneeling husband, watching Carrie carefully. I could see that Dave had been stripped down to his underwear, his hands bound behind his back. I tried not to notice the obvious erection that raised the front of his boxer shorts. Not like I could blame him for that. I was every bit as tumescent as he was. It was undeniably a strange and anxious feeling to know that my wife was in a room with a man I barely knew who was so visibly aroused. Even if he was restrained. 

Carrie positioned the phone the way she wanted, and I was treated to another view of her dazzling cleavage as she bent over the camera. But it didn't last long. When she was satisfied, she turned. I watched her walk back across the living room, her body swaying with every step the way it did when she knew she was in complete control. Which happened a lot these days. Her sinuous grace captivated me, the dull shine of the satin corset wrapped around her torso drawing my eyes towards her. Even with everything else that was going on in that room, I could barely focus on anything but her. 

Carrie sat down on the couch, folding her beautiful body onto the cushions. Everyone's attention was on her. I could see that my wife was soaking it up. Carrie had spent her whole life being kind, being gentle, being nice. Now, she was finally discovering the joy of being bad. Being selfish. Being cruel. And she was learning to love the attention of others. 

Not just me, clearly. But Emma and Dave too. How was I ever going to look either of them in the eye after this? 

"So what we do with him now?" That was Emma, addressing Carrie. 

Carrie shrugged. Even from across the room, I could see the way her breasts rose and fell in the tight confines of the corset. 

"Whatever you want," Carrie said. "That's the beauty of it. I mean, he's tied up, so you can't make him do chores for you. That comes later. You probably need to train him first. Teach him his place. Make it clear to him that his new role is to serve you however you want. Maybe you need to punish him. Maybe you need to tease him. But I would suggest that you don't let him cum. Not yet, anyway. From now on, husbands need to earn that privilege. Female orgasms are a right, but the boys have to earn theirs." 

Emma giggled nervously as Carrie spoke. Even I was having trouble reconciling this commanding and competent dominatrix with my sweet wife. I knew better than anyone this dark side to Carrie's sexuality. But watching her give out lessons in domination was like watching another person inhabit my wife's gorgeous body. She was as new to this game as I was, but she spoke about it as though she had been doing this for years. 

Then again, I was proof of the effectiveness of her methods. Lying there tied to my own bed with the laptop in front of me, unable to even touch myself, wearing feminine panties over my throbbing cock. I couldn't exactly argue with the efficacy of Carrie's methods. 

“What did your husband call you? Lady Carrie?” 

"That's right." Carrie grinned as she swept her dark hair back from her face. She sat on Emma's sofa with her legs crossed, the sheer black fabric of her stockings gripping her toned legs as one high-heeled foot bobbed in the air. Dave was looking up at his own wife from his position on the floor, but I noticed that his eyes strayed over and over again toward my wife. There was that stab of jealousy again, even though I knew I could hardly blame him. Even though I was getting an eyeful of Emma too, between my mute adoration of Carrie. "I think it helps them remember their role to show us the proper respect. You have to remember, you boys are beneath us." It was the first time Carrie had addressed Dave in the time I had been watching. 

Uncrossing her legs, she slid slightly lower on the couch and pressed her high heel against his bare chest. Dave grunted, but I saw the way his eyes traveled over Carrie's body as she jabbed him with her heel. 

"Now, are you going to show me the proper respect?" Carrie demanded. "Or do me and your beautiful wife here need to teach you a lesson?" I winced in sympathy as Carrie ran her high heel over Dave's chest, leaving an angry red mark behind. He groaned, but I noticed he didn't recoil from the pain. Carrie's foot sank lower, her heel dragging over his stomach, and I knew exactly what was going through his head. With every inch her foot crept closer to his manhood, his excitement would be growing. 

And my fear grew right along with it. Then Carrie stopped, her heel pressed against his lower stomach, just above the waistband of his underwear. She was looking down at him from her position on the sofa with a superior smile on her face, a smile I knew only too well. A smile that seemed to say it was unthinkable that any man could resist her. I tended to agree. 

"No," Dave said in a thick voice, "Lady Carrie." And while Emma howled with laughter, a wild sound that seemed to fill the living room the three of them occupied, Carrie sighed happily. Her satin corset shone as she shifted in her seat, and I knew the awful truth. I knew what it did to Carrie when I called her that. I knew that hearing Dave say it was doing the same thing. My wife was getting turned on. Over at her friend's house with Emma's husband at their mercy. I still remembered Carrie's promise, but it did little to mitigate the fear that spread through me. I fear that I tried not to look at too closely in case I saw something else buried inside it. A kind of wild lust that responded to the reminder of just how sexy my wife was. It wasn't just me who couldn't resist Carrie. There was a relief in that realization, along with the jealousy. 

"Good boy," Carrie purred. She didn't even look in the direction of the camera, absorbed as she was in humiliating another man. But I didn't doubt the way she talked was partly for me. I didn't imagine for a second that she'd forgotten that I was watching. I knew her well enough to know that that was all part of the thrill. "But you'll need to do a lot better than that if you want us to let you cum. You should see the things my husband does for me to earn his release. You're going to be exactly the same. From now on, it's up to your wife when and how you get to orgasm. And if she's anything like me, she's not going to make it easy for you." And now Carrie did turn toward the camera. I could see her green eyes sparkling as she smiled at me. 

And slowly, the toe of her black shoe slid over the crumpled boxer shorts of Emma's husband. I gasped in shock as I watched my wife use her foot to toy with another man's cock through the cloth. And Emma did nothing to stop it. Instead, she gasped with laughter as she watched her friend tease her groaning husband. 

Smiling, Carrie raised her face to her friend. 

"How big is his cock?" she asked. There wasn't the faintest trace of shyness or hesitation in my wife's voice as she spoke. It was as though she was asking about the weather. But I saw the way Dave's head snapped up, gazing open-mouthed at my wife while she continued to idly toy with his manhood. 

"I don't know," Emma giggled. 

"You should," Carrie said. "How else are we supposed to decide whether a man is worthy to serve us? Do you have a tape measure?" 

"I have a ruler," Emma said. Turning, she began to rummage in a drawer just out of frame. I watched Carrie sit up on the sofa, looming over Dave now. He gazed up at her with an unreadable expression on his face, his rock hard cock pressing against her stockinged leg while she smiled down at him. Finding what she was after, Emma walked across the room and handed a ruler to Carrie. Carrie took it, smiling again at me before reaching with her free hand for the front of Dave's boxer shorts. I moaned in humiliation and frustration as she abruptly pulled them down, and his cock sprang out, erect and pointing like a weapon at my wife. She had told me she wouldn't fuck him. But even the thought of her touching another man while I lay powerless to stop her terrified me. Terrified me, and delighted me in a way I couldn't explain. She was so sexy, so in control, that I could hardly stand it. And the smile never left my wife's pretty face as she leaned forward, no doubt taunting Dave with an even better view of the cleavage the corset gave her as she pressed the ruler to his cock. 

“Oh my God,” Carrie said under her breath. 

"What?" asked Emma. 

"This is — this is barely six inches. Even smaller than Andrew! How do you even get off with this thing?" 

There was an outraged look on Emma's face as Carrie spoke. But I noticed she didn't leap to her husband's defense. The open-mouthed shock that showed on her pretty features wasn't able to conceal her smile. 

"It's enough," Emma weakly protested. 

"No it's not," Carrie said firmly, shaking her head. "I'm tired of these pathetic tiny men thinking they deserve to be with women like us. This –

just – won't – do, mister." Carrie punctuated every mocking word with a slap of the ruler against Dave's cock. He grunted and groaned as she struck him, making his manhood bounce with every blow. His watching wife howled in wild delight. 

"Women like us need a good eight inches at least," Carrie went on. "I think you need to apologize to your wife for having such a pathetic cock. 

Go on. Do it." 

Dave hesitated. I almost felt sorry for him. I knew it was a bad idea even before Carrie raised the ruler again. He yelled as it cracked against the head of his cock, louder this time, and Carrie's green eyes burned as she

stared down at him in rising anger. Dave's gaze moved from Carrie to Emma and back again, as though he were looking for a way out. But there was no escape. I knew that better than anyone. Once Carrie got an idea in her head, she would see it through to the end. And he was in no more position to resist her than I was. 

"I'm — I'm sorry, Emma," Dave finally said, while shame burned his cheeks visibly. Just watching, I almost felt ashamed on his behalf. No man likes to have their endowment mocked, especially by a beautiful woman like my wife. 

"No," Carrie said, and the ruler struck again, making Dave cry out. 

"That's not how you address her from now on. She's Mistress Emma to you now. Try again." 

"I'm sorry, Mistress Emma," Dave whimpered. And Emma let out a long sigh that I recognized. I was sure that she could hardly believe what had happened, could hardly believe that Carrie had followed through on this wild promise. But from the look on her face, I knew she wasn't regretting her decision. Being called Mistress Emma seemed have the same effect on her as being called Lady Carrie did on my wife. An outward show of the sexual power these two women had, the dominance that was awakening inside them. 

“Say you’re sorry for having a worthless tiny cock,” Carrie demanded. 

The ruler cracked against Dave’s manhood again before he gave in. And Emma couldn’t stop laughing as her husband’s defiance crumbled. 

"I'm sorry for having a worthless tiny cock, Mistress Emma," Dave mumbled. And Carrie, the ruler still in her hand, turned her burning eyes toward me. The wicked smile on her face made me tremble as I lay helpless in my bed at home. Carrie was intoxicated once again with her own power, and this time, it wasn't me that she was dominating. I had never really had any control of the situation. But now, I realized, Carrie was losing control too. It terrified and thrilled me to see what would happen next. 




  
  
    12. A Husband Betrayed 
 
      
  

"Be quiet." 

Carrie pressed a finger to her painted red lips she spoke, her green eyes smiling with silent laughter as she stared at me through the laptop screen. 

As though I had been anything other than quiet up to that point. As though there was anything I could say. There was no point begging my wife for mercy, even though that was the only thing I wanted to do. I wanted her to come home and be with me. I wanted her to untie me. Or failing that, I wanted her to fuck me. But I knew that wasn't going to happen. Not unless I played the only card I had, the one that would end these games forever. I wasn't willing to do that. 

Because the awful truth that I was realizing, the truth that I wondered if Carrie had already guessed, was that seeing her over there at her friend's house, teaching Emma to dominate her own husband, was one of the sexiest experiences of my life. Carrie had never looked better. It wasn't just the tight black corset I had helped her put on, or the stockings and high heels that showed off her toned legs. It was the look in her eyes. It was the obvious joy in her smile. It was the deep sadistic pleasure she took in exercising her power over a man she barely knew. And in doing so, tormenting me with my own inadequacies and helplessness. 

Carrie kept the camera trained on herself as she moved down the hallway of Emma's house. Pausing, she pressed her finger to her lips again. 

Her beautiful eyes darted to one side as she listened. A slow smile spread across her face, her perfect white teeth gleaming as she grinned. I listened too. I could hear faint sounds in the background coming through the speakers of the laptop open on my stomach. I listened closer, my cock surging as I realized what I was hearing. The faint but unmistakable sounds of female sexual pleasure. The sounds of Emma's pleasure. 

Still smiling, Carrie turned. She carried her phone back down the hallway to the living room of the house and sat down on the sofa again. It was all I could do not to groan as I watched her breasts jiggle in the tight black corset, her gorgeous flesh straining against the glossy satin fabric that matched her dark hair so perfectly. Carrie tossed her head, flipping her hair back from her face as she held the camera out in front of her. 

“Did you hear that?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"That was Emma. Getting her pussy eaten by her husband. You know how I love to see a husband doing his duty." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"She wouldn't do in front of me, though. She's still kind of shy. I get that. I know this has all happened so fast. You have to admit, it's fun, isn't it?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Emma's so fucking sexy, isn't she?" 

“Not nearly as sexy as you, Lady Carrie.” 

"Cheesy." Carrie shook her head, her dark hair swaying on either side of her face. But she was smiling broadly. She could make fun all she liked, but I knew the compliment had landed. It wasn't mere flattery. As far as I was concerned, it was the honest truth. Emma did indeed look absolutely gorgeous in her purple bra and panties. But she didn't hold a candle to my wife. Carrie's voluptuous body in the tight corset that wrapped it and emphasized its hourglass shape was enhanced by the delicate beauty of her features and the dazzling green of her eyes. My wife had always been stunning. But never more so than she was that night at her friend's house. 

"Still. I bet you'd like to fuck her, wouldn't you?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." It seemed unwise to lie. Besides, my wife would see straight through me. Emma was quite stunning, and just about any man would want her. Carrie knew that as well as I did. 

"Fat chance," Carrie giggled, her breasts swelling once again inside the corset as she breathed. "More likely you'd end up groveling at her feet the way you do at mine, begging her to let you cum. You'd be lucky if she even let you jerk off in her presence. Wouldn't you?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I could feel my skin prickling with shame as my wife humiliated me. But her words were more than mere mockery, and that was what really made them sting. Once upon a time, I would never have believed that any woman could do such a thing to me. But after everything Carrie had put me through in the last little while, I knew for a fact that all bets were off. These dark games haunted and thrilled me in a way I couldn't

explain, and Carrie knew that better than anyone. She knew the power she held, the power her beauty and my desire for her gave her. The same power she was teaching Emma how to wield over her own husband. 

"I'm having so much fun here," Carrie beamed. "And it makes it even better knowing that you're watching and can't do anything about it. I could do anything I want here. And you can't stop me." 

"No, Lady Carrie." Again, that was nothing more than the truth. Tied to a bed frame at home by my own neckties, my raging cock trapped inside a pair of her panties, there was nothing I could do to stop my wife carrying out whatever devious plan occurred to her next. And in the mood she was in, there wasn't much I would put past her. In the spirit of total honesty, I had to admit to myself that that was all part of the wild thrill I was feeling. 

“God, it’s fun being the boss,” Carrie chuckled. “Did you see how Emma got into it too? I think Dave’s in a lot of trouble. I think he’s going to end up right where you are pretty soon. Serving his pretty wife as a submissive house husband just like you do.” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” Her words stung my pride. It was a miracle I had any left. But somehow, it always seemed to grow back after these assaults. 

Just enough to give Carrie something to attack again. 

"I hope she doesn't give in and fuck him," Carrie said. "I told her not to. You know how it makes you more obedient the hornier you get. Dave's the same way. He'll do just about anything for an orgasm right now. That's exactly why she shouldn't give him one. That's what I told her. Besides, boys with tiny cocks like you need to know how to use your mouth to please your wives. It's really the only way we're going to get off." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie laughed at my capitulation. Over the years of our marriage, she had never complained about my size. I had never been insecure about it. I don't compare to the freaks of nature you sometimes see in porn videos, but that stuff isn't reality. The truth was, Carrie's pussy felt nice and snug around my manhood whenever I got to enter her. That was enough for me. I had thought it had been enough for her. But lately, she seemed determined to give me a complex about my size. At least Dave was slightly smaller. 

"I was kind of hoping Dave would be bigger," Carrie said. "But it turns out he's even smaller than you. Oh well. It's probably why he's so easy to

dominate. Deep down, little boys like you know you're not worthy of us. 

Guys with bigger cocks tend to be - well, cockier. But I like that you know your place. And you're getting better and better at pleasing me all the time. 

You think you eat pussy better than Dave does?" 

“I hope so, Lady Carrie.” Carrie laughed again. 

“You better hope so,” she chuckled. “These days, that’s one of the main reasons I keep you around. That, and because you cook and clean and do as you’re told. That’s the only way pathetic guys like you and Dave can please us.” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

A brief silence fell between us. A silence in which I could see my wife listening again. Her smile grew broader. The microphone of the camera couldn't pick up the sound that she was hearing, but it was obvious to me that she could still hear it. 

"They are still going at it," she grinned. "But I don't hear Dave at all. 

Only Emma. That's good. Hopefully he's still got his face buried between her legs where it belongs. It sounds like he's already given her one orgasm. 

But if she's anything like me, that's never going to be enough." 

“No, Lady Carrie.” 

“Just think. All these years, you never knew your wife was so naughty, did you?” 

“No, Lady Carrie.” 

“No. Me neither. But this is the sexiest thing we’ve ever done, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

“Are you worried I’m going to fuck Dave?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Don't be. I'm a woman of my word. But that doesn't mean I can't play with him a little bit, does it?" 

“No, Lady Carrie.” 

"I mean, I wouldn't let him fuck me with that pathetic cock anyway. 

But it's not that big a deal if I touch it, is it?" 

“No, Lady Carrie.” 

“Good. I’m glad you agree. Besides, you might learn to enjoy it. If Emma lets me play with Dave, maybe I’ll let her play with you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I had no doubt that my wife could hear the strain in my voice. The things she was suggesting were absolutely wild. Once again, I knew I was being played, that didn't seem to make any difference. 

Carrie was dangling the prospect of Emma in front of me to get what she wanted. And it was working. 

But as always, there was more than one aspect at work inside me. I was terrified of the thought of Carrie being unfaithful to me. After all, beneath all the kinky games, this was and remains the woman that I love. 

But seeing her dominate Dave so easily had me in an absolute fever of desire for her. Carrie was right. It was the hottest thing we had ever done. I knew I would never be able to forget it. I also knew that the images I had already seen that night would haunt me forever. But I wanted more. 

"You're such a good husband," Carrie grinned at me, blowing a kiss toward the screen of the phone she held. "I love that you're so willing to go along with this. I love how badly you want me. Are you hard right now?" 

“Of course, Lady Carrie.” 

Of course." Carrie smiled. On screen in front of me, I watched her move on the sofa, sliding down slightly. Her eyes were half-closed now as she looked down at the screen. Turning the phone, she let the camera pan slowly down over her body, taking in the swell of her breasts, her indrawn stomach, the black triangle of her panties above the tops of her stockings. 

My breath grew short as her free hand drifted over the front of her underwear, caressing the faint shape of her lips through the satin fabric. 

"You know, it's hard sometimes, dominating you boys," Carrie said. 

Her face was no longer visible on the screen, but her words echoed inside my skull. She kept the camera trained between her legs as she slowly rubbed herself, teasing herself through her underwear. "I get so excited. 

Especially when you surrender to me. When you call me Lady Carrie." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” I heard my wife’s breath leave her in a ragged gasp as I spoke. 

"This is so naughty," she said, breathing heavily as her excitement grew. "Your wife dressed up all slutty and touching herself on her friend's

couch, listening to Emma cum. Who knew I was such a slut?" 

"Not me, Lady Carrie." 

"Would you still have married me if you knew your wife would end up being a total slut?" 

“Of course, Lady Carrie.” 

“You love it when I’m a slut like this, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"Oh my God." Carrie's breath was growing shorter by the minute, her voice dripping with arousal. The fingers pressed harder against the fabric of her panties, rubbing rhythmically. I watched as she slipped them inside, under the underwear, curling the digits up inside herself. My cock throbbed uselessly on the other side of the laptop screen as I watched. My own personal porn movie, starring my gorgeous dominant wife. And there was nothing I could do to alleviate the monstrous pressure I felt in the pit of my stomach, the aching need for release that had been there for hours now. 

"Oh my God, I feel like I could cum right now just teasing you like this," Carrie moaned. "But I don't know if that's what I want. There's got to be a better way, hasn't there? A way for your slutty wife to really have some fun." 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"What could that be? There's only the three of us here. And I'm not coming home. Not yet. I bet you'd like to watch Emma make me cum, wouldn't you?" 

"Oh my God, yes, Lady Carrie!" Carrie laughed out loud at the obvious desperation in my voice. 

"Of course you would, you pervert," Carrie groaned. "But neither of us swing that way. Your nasty little bisexual fantasies have to stay just that. 

Still, it's a real shame. I mean, the more fun I have here, the more likely I am to be nice to you when I get home." 

"Maybe Dave could help you, Lady Carrie." I knew where she was going with all this. I might be horny and submissive to my wife, but I'm not stupid. I knew that this was where Carrie was leading me, like a bull with a ring through his nose being led to slaughter. The only thing that caused me to delay was an unwillingness to give in. Watching Carrie's fingers move

underneath the black satin of her panties, listening to her voice grow breathless with desire, was too much for me to resist. And her vague and nebulous promises had the intended effect. As Carrie was always at pains to make clear, the best way for me to get what I wanted was to make sure she was happy. Clearly, this was what she wanted. And in my lust-addled state, I told myself it wouldn't be so bad. I wanted to see my wife cum almost as badly as I wanted to cum myself. Even though I knew it would only add to my torment. 

"Maybe he could," Carrie said. It was hard even to catch her words now, her voice exploding with pleasure on every syllable. Her legs were trembling, and I could see the sexual tension in every line of her beautiful body that showed on the laptop screen in front of me. "Maybe. Oh fuck! 

You want – you want to watch — another man — make me cum?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie! Please, Lady Carrie!" 

"Oh fuck! Fuck! Oh my fucking —!" Carrie's last words were lost in a high scream of pleasure. Right there on her friend's couch, she fingered herself to orgasm while I watched, spurred on by my pathetic begging. Her cries of passion rose from the feeble speakers of the laptop perched on my body, filling the otherwise silent bedroom where I lay. As I listened and watched, my cock strained against the panties that barely contained it, a growing moisture spreading there too. Unbelievably, I was on the very edge of orgasm myself. The slightest touch would have been enough. Everything I had witnessed had me almost at the brink of pleasure, and all I needed was the faintest physical contact. Desperately, I wondered if I could twist my body and press my cock into the mattress beneath me. But that would mean losing sight of the laptop where Carrie moaned and thrashed. I couldn't bear that. 

"Oh my God," Carrie said at last, her voice thick with pleasure. "I guess I did cum." Her fingers slid out from beneath the black panties she wore, and she held them up to the camera, letting me see her juices glistening on the digits. Then she raised the camera, slowly, teasingly, letting my eyes linger on the gorgeous curves of her body before I saw her face again. Her cheeks were flushed with ecstasy, her green eyes glittering as she stared at me. "But that's never enough for a slut like me. God, you're such a good boy. I'm so lucky to have a husband like you." 

"I'm the lucky one, Lady Carrie." Carrie blinked slowly, a giddy smile on her face above the dramatic swell of her breasts in the black corset. 

“I love you,” she said. 

“I love you too, Lady Carrie.” 

"As you should. Now, time to see if my new boy toy is as good with his mouth as you are." The change in tone was jarring. But that, I knew, was intentional. Awkwardly, her limbs made clumsy by pleasure, Carrie rose from the sofa. Once again, glimpses of Emma's house swayed around her as Carrie made her way down the hall. The camera pointed up at her eager face she knocked on the bedroom door. 

“You guys done in there?” 

“Yes,” came Emma’s voice through the wood. 

“Can I come in?” 

"I — I guess." Carrie hardly waited for Emma's reply. Already the door was opening. I went with her as though contained in the phone that she held as she stepped into the bedroom. 

Emma lay sprawled on the bed. As Carrie stepped into the room, Emma quickly snatched up a blanket and pulled it over the lower half of her body. She was still wearing the purple bra from earlier, but her actions told me she had gotten rid of her panties. And beside her, her husband was lying on the bed too. He still had his hands tied behind his back, bound by what looked like a leather belt. He was naked. I looked away as he struggled to sit up, unable to cover himself the way his wife had. 

"Down!" Carrie snapped. Such was the command in her voice that my body twitched as though trying to obey her, even though my bondage held me in place. But Carrie wasn't talking to me. I could no longer see my wife as she turned the camera on her friends. Instead, I saw Dave squirming on the bed, struggling to obey Carrie's command. Carrie stepped forward, gripping a fistful of Dave's hair as she guided him down onto the bedroom floor. Once again, he kneeled before her, gazing up at my wife in fear and expectation. I was getting the same view Carrie was as she looked down at him, and it wasn't what I wanted. I bit my lip to keep from groaning in frustration as I watched her raise one foot and tease the underside of his cock with the toe of her shoe. 

"You didn't let him cum?" Carrie asked. 

"No," Emma sighed. "You said not to." 

"Good." I didn't need to see my wife's pretty face to hear the smirk in her voice. "Isn't it nice to have sex be all about you for a change? Did you notice how much more eager to please he is when he knows his own orgasm depends on making you cum?" 

“Yes,” Emma giggled. 

"Was it the best pussy licking your husband has ever given you?" 

“I – yeah, I think so.” 

"I'm not surprised. That's the way you have to treat them. No more of this three licks and then sticking their dick in bullshit. A couple of orgasms is the least women like us should expect before we even think about touching their useless cocks. Do you mind if I try him out?" 

"What?" Emma said. Carrie turned the camera on her friend, and I felt my cock surge as I looked at her sitting up in bed, a blanket covering her from the waist down, her breasts swelling in her push-up bra with every breath she took. 

"Your husband. I want to see how good he is with his mouth. Listening to the two of you, I have to say, it sounded pretty good. I think it's pretty obvious he wants me. I mean, look at this pathetic cock twitching away on my foot. He's got me wondering how he compares with my own little bitch boy back at home." 

"Are you serious?" I could see Emma's blue eyes, wide with surprise as she stared at Carrie. Once again, I could see the faint smile forming in the corners of her mouth. She was shocked, certainly. But far from horrified. The whole situation seemed to thrill her as much as it did Carrie. 

“Why not?” My wife shrugged. “I mean, I got all dressed up like this to come over here. I think the least I could get out of it is to get off.” The swaggering confidence my wife displayed was simply breathtaking. I could never have imagined I would witness something like this. It was even less likely I would ever have imagined how appealing it would be to me. Yes, it was shameful. It was disgraceful. It was terrifying. That was what made it so darkly alluring. 

“I mean — I guess…” Emma finally said. And that was all Carrie needed. The camera swung around the room as she trained it once again on Dave, kneeling at my wife’s feet. 

"Get to work," Carrie snapped in a voice she had only ever used on me before. "Take my panties off with your mouth. And worship my pussy until I cum. Make it quick." Dave looked absolutely astonished. Yet he didn't hesitate any more than I would have. Inching forward on his knees, he pressed his mouth against my wife's body, and I felt my heart surge in tandem with my cock at the scene I was witnessing. 

And Carrie had no intention of sparing me anything. Raising the phone up above her, she turned the camera around so that I could see both her and the man kneeling in front of her. She smiled triumphantly, her green eyes blazing in that way I could never resist as Dave moved his mouth over her body. Her free hand was on her hip as she stood with her feet spread, an absolute goddess with a humble servant doing her bidding. She didn't say a word as Dave finally managed to get hold of her satin panties between his teeth and draw them down to her thighs. 

And there it was. My wife's wet pussy shining mere inches away from the face of a man I had met only a few times. Carrie placed her hand on the back of Dave's head and guided him forward, her eyes on me the whole time, the smile never leaving her face. And while Emma gasped in shock from the bed where she watched, Dave ran his tongue over my wife's most intimate area, the same tongue that only moments before had been pleasuring his own wife. Carrie tossed her head again, flipping her hair as she smiled at me, never breaking eye contact with the camera that transmitted the painful image to the laptop in front of me. 

"That's it," Carrie said, her voice already dripping with pleasure as she spoke. "Kiss it. You're never going to get to fuck it with that worthless cock of yours, but if you're good boy, I'll let you kiss me like this from time to time. And who knows? Maybe you'll do as good a job as my husband does. 

Maybe you'll be even better. Maybe you'll be my favorite pussy licker, and I'll have to find some other use for Andrew." Between her legs, Dave moaned. But I knew that really, Carrie wasn't talking to him. She was talking to me and only to me. Fueling my fears and my desire at one and the same time as I trembled on our bed, watching wordlessly as my wife betrayed me. 

Carrie's eyelids fluttered, and her constrained breasts rose and fell in the corset as she took a deep breath and let out a sigh of pleasure. It was really happening. She was going to make me watch her cum with another

man's face buried between her legs. And my cock raged uncontrollably, stretching out the fabric of her panties that she had made me wear before she left the house to put her wildest plan yet into motion. 

"Better make me cum," Carrie warned, still smiling at me as she spoke to Dave. "Whichever one of you pathetic boys pleases me the least is going to be very sorry." 




  
  
    13. A Night To Remember 
 
      
  

Down in the basement, the laundry machines were spinning. I could never go down there anymore without feeling a faint frisson of sexual excitement. Then again, that was true everywhere. There wasn't a single room in our house that hadn't by now been the scene of some outrageous new depravity. No matter what I did, I couldn't forget what had happened. 

And that, I knew, was part of Carrie's plan. 

But that wasn't the idea now. Right now, I had some chores to do. And for once, they weren't just for the sake of making me do something. There was an actual goal in mind. A goal that terrified me. A goal that clutched my heart in its steely grip, tightly squeezing every time I took a breath. I suppose I should by that point have been used to the feeling of fear mingling with desire. But I wasn't. Perhaps I never would be. It was all part of the intoxicating spell that Carrie wove around me, designed to keep me where I was, serving her, submitting to her. Because neither of us wanted anything else. 

Leaving the groaning machines to their work, I climbed the stairs out of the basement. The air felt cool on my skin. Carrie wasn't about to turn the heat up for my benefit. After all, she was fully clothed. I was the only one that was naked, or nearly naked. All I wore was the kitchen apron that she loved to see me in and another pair of her panties. That day, she had chosen a purple G string that disappeared between the cheeks of my ass and pulled against my throbbing erection. She had chosen it to be as uncomfortable and humiliating as possible, and by those parameters, she had chosen well. 

It wasn't the kind of underwear it was possible for me to forget I was wearing. And that was the point. 

I emerged from the top of the basement stairs into the kitchen. The apron I wore was visibly bulging as my cock pressed against it. No doubt whatsoever about my state of arousal. No doubt whatsoever how I felt about everything that was happening. That was what Carrie liked. To know, at all times, that I wanted her. That I wanted this. That was part of why she ordered me to dress like this. 

But also, I knew, because it thrilled her to be reminded of the power she held. 

Carrie was sitting in the living room as I entered. Her eyes flickered up and down my body as I stepped closer, and a sly smile spread across her face. It never stopped amusing her to see the lengths I would go to in my submission to her. It never stopped thrilling her. I hoped it never would. 

“Good timing, houseboy,” she giggled. Her green eyes sparkled as she held out an empty wineglass. That was all part of it too. While I worked, my wife relaxed on the couch, sipping wine and reading something on her tablet. Just another reminder of the power imbalance between us. Just another reminder that my role was to serve. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." The words came easily to my lips by now. So much so, in fact, that it was difficult not to call her by her title when we weren't playing this way. But with both of us still more or less confined to the house by virus-inspired lockdown, we were playing most of the time. 

Carrie's sexual appetite had never been like this. She'd never been this insatiable, this aggressive. But I loved her. I love that her brain never stopped buzzing with new ideas, even if they were endlessly humiliating for me. I loved that I knew at any given moment of any given day, chances were good my wife was thinking about sex. Even if it wasn't necessarily the kind of sex I would've chosen. 

The wineglass was warm from her hand as I took it. I didn't need to watch over my shoulder to know that she was looking at me as I headed back to the kitchen. Looking at me and my ass exposed by her G string panties that didn't come close to fitting me properly. If there even was such a thing as a proper fit for underwear like this. I tried to ignore the dull ache of desire in my body as I ran her glass under a stream of cold water, rinsing it out and cooling it off before setting it down and turning to the fridge to retrieve the bottle. Her favorite white wine, and Carrie had been drinking more of it recently. She had the time. Now that she worked from home and I was laid off, I had taken on all of the household chores. For a guy who couldn't cook a few weeks earlier, I was learning a lot about preparing food. 

I made her lunch and dinner and brought it to her office, always hoping that it might lead to some kinky game. And often, it did. I did the laundry, and washed my wife's underwear by hand, just as she demanded. Just because it teased me that little bit more. I did everything around the house, and Carrie never thanked me. It would've been out of character for the demanding dominatrix she had become to show any appreciation for my efforts. But

she did, in her own way. Every now and then, I got my reward. And the less frequently they were given, the more ecstatic they made me. 

Holding her freshly poured wine in my hand, I returned to the living room and handed Carrie the glass. As always, she smiled as she took it, her beautiful eyes staring deep into mine. I watched her take a slow sip, her gaze never moving from me as she savored the taste of the alcohol on her tongue. The jet black curtains of her hair framed her gorgeous face perfectly, her eyes shining like two emerald weapons as she watched me carefully. I waited for her. I was always waiting for her. 

"You can do the vacuuming now," Carrie finally said as she lowered the glass. "Start in here. I want to watch you." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I tried not to show any reaction to her words. But embarrassingly, they delighted me. Even the thought of being watched by her thrilled me. Because I knew there was always the possibility of something more. There was always the possibility that my total submission to her would get my wife excited enough that she would want to do something with me. Even if it was completely selfish. Even if it was completely one-sided. These days, it often was. These days, my mouth had become Carrie's personal sex toy, something she used multiple times throughout the day to keep herself satisfied. But I welcomed it. I had always loved going down on her, but lately, that act reached a new level of erotic power. It was symbolic of the difference between us, the pleasure she demanded for herself while rarely awarding it to me. As Carrie herself like to put it, her orgasms were a right. Mine were privilege. And though I didn't really believe that, it was true as far as our actions went. I wasn't counting, but if I were going to estimate, I would say that my wife was having as many as ten orgasms to every one of mine. But I didn't resent it. Not when I was allowed to be part of it, anyway. 

My bare feet were silent on the floor as I returned to the kitchen and retrieved the vacuum cleaner from its closet. Carrie's eyes sparkled as she watched me return to the living room. I bent over to plug it in, remembering her instructions from the past. She didn't like me to crouch. She like me to bend from the waist, my leg straight and apart, my ass thrust out for viewing pleasure anytime I needed to bend. I heard a faint chuckle of pleasure rise from her throat as I did it again, plugging the vacuum in while my cheeks burned with shame. I could never be sure how much pleasure

she took from the sight of my nearly naked body, and how much came from the joy of seeing me submit to her so completely. Not that it mattered. The most important thing was that I was pleasing my wife by doing what she said. 

I straightened up, and the vacuum roared to life in my hand. Slowly, I made my way around the living room, pushing the loud machine in front of me. Carrie set aside her tablet and watched. Every once in a while, she would lift the wine glass to her lips and take another sip. Clearly, she was enjoying the show. The ridiculous sight of me in my apron with my cock pressing against it, a constant reminder of my masochistic arousal while I humbly served the woman I loved. I didn't think I could ever do what Carrie did. I could never bring myself to treat her the way she treated me. But in some layer of my occupied brain, I could see why she might get a thrill out of being in charge. 

I took my time. Carrie was by no means a violent person, and her physical punishments were infrequent. Far more common was the threat of her not giving me what I wanted. Her beauty and her sex appeal were all the leverage she needed. Pleasing my wife by doing my allotted tasks properly was my best shot I had at getting to fuck her. And even to think something so pathetic only added more weight to the load of shame and humiliation that sat invisibly on my shoulders as I made my way around the room under Carrie's watchful eye. Better not to miss a spot. 

I must've gone over the entire living room floor twice. And Carrie never stopped watching me. From time to time, I would sneak glances at her as she sat on the sofa, her wineglass slowly emptying. She wore a white shirt and a pair of black pants, her long legs crossed in front of her. It was a regular outfit, with nothing overtly sexual or dominant about her. But it hardly mattered to me. I could never look at Carrie without feeling again the pull of desire for her. Dressed up or dressed down, it made no difference. And that afternoon, her already considerable sex appeal was infinitely heightened by the expression on her face. It wasn't wishful thinking on my part. The faint glow in her cheeks, the occasional glint of her teeth biting her bottom lip, her half-closed eyes following me around the room. Watching me vacuum for her was turning Carrie on. 

"Stop." As I passed close by the sofa where she sat, Carrie placed one hand on my arm. She raised her voice to be heard over the motor of the

vacuum. I switched it off, the room seeming suddenly extra quiet as the roar of the machine died away. Carrie smiled up at me, and I felt a smile spreading across my own face as I looked down at her. She always liked to keep me guessing. But hope bloomed in my heart as I studied the expression on her face. She wanted me. Watching me serve her had turned Carrie on the way it always did. That was the secret to why I was so ready to do her bidding. It worked. 

"You're such a good house husband," Carrie said, her voice a low purr of desire that I recognized from earlier adventures. "You just do what your wifey tells you, don't you?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." The words were charged. I knew it turned my wife on to be addressed that way. That was part of why I was so willing to do it. 

My own humiliation meant very little compared to Carrie's arousal. 

"Good. You need to be a really good boy for me tonight, okay? I want to show Emma just how well-trained you are. I want her to see all the fun things you can do with a husband who knows his place. Don't embarrass me in front of my friend." Carrie's eyes sparkled with menace on her final words. Without warning, she leaned forward, uncoiling herself in a sudden strike like a snake as she grabbed the obvious bulge of my hard cock through the apron, and squeezed it. I grunted, my hand clenching around the handle of the vacuum cleaner I still held as I resisted the urge to slap her hand away. Carrie smiled up at me again, but this time, her smile was one of sadistic triumph. 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I moaned. Through the fabric of both apron and panties, I could feel the light bite of Carrie's fingernails against my shaft. It didn't hurt; not quite. But it was a potent reminder of what she could do if she wanted to. 

"You need to service both of us to the best of your abilities," Carrie went on. "Any order from Emma is like an order from me as far as you're concerned. Unless I tell you to do something else, you need to do exactly as she tells you. It's time you learned that you're inferior to all women. Not just me. You should submit to my friends as well." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I forced the words out through a throat that felt suddenly tight. My breathing was short as my desire grew. Carrie's words and her hand around my cock were driving my lust, making my head spin with frustrated desire for her. 

We had talked her plan over, of course. Or more accurately, Carrie had told me what she had planned, and I had agreed. After my wife spent an evening at Emma's place, playing with her husband, I had been waiting for something like this. In fact, I welcomed it. Of course it would be endlessly embarrassing for Carrie's friend to see the new dynamic in the relationship between us. But Emma already knew everything. She had watched her husband eat my wife's pussy just as I had. She had watched Carrie betray me with another man. Watching me serve my wife would hardly be news to her, even if it would be a new experience for both of us. 

When we had first started down this road, our kinks being discovered was the thing I had dreaded most. In certain ways, it still was. But if my submissive nature had to be exposed to someone, I was glad it was Carrie's sexy friend Emma. My wife was already more woman that I could handle. 

But the thought of serving both of them in the way Dave had filled me with delight. It was almost enough to eclipse the confused feelings of jealousy that rose within me whenever I remembered what happened that night. 

Almost. 

“I bet you can’t wait, can you? I bet you’re hoping Emma’s going to fuck you, aren’t you?” 

"I hope you are, Lady Carrie." 

“You’re so sweet. But don’t act like you would turn her down.” 

"Of course not, Lady Carrie." It felt weird to be talking to my wife that way. What didn't feel weird lately? In terms of what we had done, this was relatively minor. Admitting that I was attracted to Emma was about the least scandalous thing we had done all day. But it still felt odd. Even after Carrie had made me watch while Dave licked her out and made her cum on camera. 

"Good. A lot of women would be jealous to hear their husband say that. But I have nothing to be jealous about, do I? After all, you know you don't get to cum unless I tell you. Whether it's with me or with her." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I still wasn't sure how seriously to take all of this. 

It still seemed hard to believe that Carrie would ever let me have sex with another woman, no matter what the circumstances were. Then again, after the dramatic way everything had changed in such a short time, I wasn't about to rule it out. Especially when the thought excited me so much. If

Carrie got to play with other people, it was only fair that I did too. Not that fair had anything to do with it. Fairness wasn't a word that was in Lady Carrie's vocabulary. But every now and then, my dominatrix wife displayed astonishing generosity. It was part of what kept me serving her so keenly. 

“You’re too easy,” Carrie smiled. “Put that vacuum down and get on your knees. It’s time to make your wife happy.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I didn't try to hide the eagerness in my voice. And as Carrie smiled at it, she was already reaching for the front of her pants. 

The vacuum cleaner clattered to the floor beside me as I dropped to my knees. Unceremoniously, Carrie pulled down her pants and the underwear she wore beneath them to her knees. Just like that, her pussy was exposed to me, the puffy pink lips shining wetly under the neat patch of her pubic hair. 

The panties I wore strained and struggled to contain my raging erection as I stared at her, my face level with her wet sex once again. 

"How badly do you want to cum right now?" Carrie asked in a low voice. 

"Badly, Lady Carrie," I groaned. My sexual frustration grew as Carrie touched my cock with one foot, running her sock-covered toes along the underside of my shaft through the apron and the underwear that I wore. 

"I can tell," Carrie said, smiling down at me with that mischievous grin that always let me know there was trouble coming. "You need to make me cum right now. But I know how much it excites you to please your wife. If you make a mess in my panties, I won't blame you. But if you don't, if you can hold out and keep yourself from spurting until I cum, you'll get an extra special reward tonight." 

“An extra special reward, Lady Carrie?” 

"That's right," Carrie grinned. "I'm not going to tell you exactly what it will be. I'm not even sure myself. But chances are good it will involve my mouth on your cock. And who knows? Maybe Emma's too, if she's into it." 

"Oh my God." Carrie laughed out loud as I trembled at her feet. The mental image she had conjured in my mind was made powerful by my desperate desire. I could see it as clearly as though it were happening in front of me right there and then. Both women, Carrie's black hair merging with Emma's blonde locks as they both bent over my body. Their tongues dancing and intertwining as they licked and teased my throbbing shaft. 

Their eyes, blue and green, staring up at me, shining with desire and delight while ecstasy swelled inside me. As Carrie's foot continued to rub against my manhood, I felt ready to pass out from pure desire. My cock throbbed urgently against her toes. 

"Yeah, I thought you'd like that," Carrie chuckled. "How long has it been since I gave you a blow job?" 

“I — I don’t know, Lady Carrie,” I mumbled. “Months.” 

"Well, it's no wonder, is it?" Carrie said, her foot still performing its maddening actions between my legs. "That useless cock of yours isn't worthy of my pussy, and it's certainly not worthy of my mouth. But if you serve me and Emma well tonight, maybe you'll get that treat. Maybe we'll pretend you're a real man for a moment, so you can feel what it's like." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I said in a voice that cracked as I spoke. Her teasing along those lines seem to grow more and more frequent by the day. 

The fact that my cock was at least bigger than that of Emma's husband didn't seem to have much effect on my wife. She still loved to belittle it any chance she got. But I let her do it, the way I let her do anything else she wanted. The rewards she dangled in front of me were just too tempting to resist. 

“Okay, better get started,” Carrie smiled. “Make me come, houseboy.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Without the slightest hesitation, I leaned forward. 

Carrie spread her legs further apart to allow me access, and I welcomed the taste of her sex as I ran my tongue over her dripping folds. She sighed in pleasure, placing one hand on my head. Up above me, she closed her eyes, letting her head fall back on the sofa cushions. But her foot never stopped moving against my cock. And already, I could feel desire rising and boiling inside me. 

I had to resist. I had to fight my most primal urge. What Carrie had offered me was beyond belief, and I wanted it more than words could express. But my body had its own ideas. Just the thought of what I was working toward, coupled with the reality of what I was doing, was enough to have me hovering on the brink of orgasm. Add to that Carrie's foot and the sounds of ecstasy she was making, her moans and cries growing steadily louder and more rapid as I continued to lick, and my task seemed impossible. I tried to forget what I was doing while still marshaling all of

my technical skill. I tried to think of something else, something boring, casting my mind back over dull days at work before all of this had begun. 

But Carrie's foot kept moving. Carrie's voice kept rising. Carrie's body kept responding to my lips and tongue, her clitoris swelling in front of me, her juices flowing more freely over my face. Every moment, every gasp, only served to further ignite my desire for her. And while I gripped her thighs, burying my face between them, Carrie's foot never stopped. 

My wife was close. The years of our marriage had taught me the responses of her body, and recent weeks had made me even more of an expert. Carrie didn't hold anything back anymore. She didn't care how loud she was being. She didn't care about being selfish. In fact, she delighted in it. And everything we did together, every ritual of submission I performed for her, made the sexual tension between us even more powerful. She was about to come. I knew that. But so was I. No amount of thinking and trying could hold it back any longer. My cock throbbed, my balls tightened, and I groaned against Carrie's pussy in a long cry of pleasure mingled with bitter disappointment as I pumped my cum into her stretched-out panties. 

Carrie's eyes opened. Moans of pleasure still erupted from her open mouth as she stared down at me from under half-closed eyes. Her lips lifted in a wanton smile, and I knew that she knew. She had felt my orgasm against her foot, and she knew that I had lost this latest game. But she pressed her fingertips against my scalp, holding me against her to remind me that my work wasn't finished yet. And taking the hint, I went on licking. 

Carrie's pussy spasmed against my mouth, her lips twitching and trembling as a hot fresh flood of her juices poured over me. The apron I wore was stained with her pleasure, the air of our living room dripping with sex as Carrie howled and moaned her way toward release. And finally, it came. I gulped down her delicious fluids as she moaned and gasped above me, rising on the creaking sofa as her pleasure swept through her like a wave racing to shore. 

Finally, with a loud gasp, Carrie's body softened. She lay back against the sofa, breathing heavily. She opened her eyes to smile down at me where I still kneeled on the floor at her feet, my semen slowly cooling in the panties that I wore, a dark stain starting to show on the front of the apron that covered them. 

"Oh, houseboy," Carrie sighed in a singsong voice, shaking her head as laughter bubbled up from deep in her throat. "You just couldn't keep it in, could you? Licking your mean wife just turns you on so much, doesn't it? 

So you know what that means. Not only do you have to clean up the mess you made in my panties, but they'll be no blow job for you tonight either. 

Who knows? If you keep failing these challenges, I might never put your cock in my mouth again. After all, why would I? You're here to please me, not the other way around." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Kneeling on the floor in front of the sofa, I felt defeat washing over me. Yes, I had had an orgasm. I had thought that was all I wanted. But Carrie knew better. The high prize she had dangled in front of me made anything else seem worthless. And the shame of failure wrapped itself around me as I trembled and kneeled. 

"Still, sometimes a slut like me misses having a cock in her mouth. 

Then again, there's no reason it has to be yours. You're not the only man whose dick I could suck." Carrie stared at me challengingly as she spoke. I said nothing in reply. I was genuinely speechless. I stared up at her open mouth, my heart burning in my chest as I tried not to think of the wild visions her words conjured. Carrie was testing me. I knew that. It was something she did from time to time, seeing how far she could force me to go. But I couldn't argue with her. What she was saying, shameful and horrifying as it was, was working its way into the deep dark part of my brain that reveled in these wild scenarios. 

“But we can talk about that later,” Carrie finally said, snapping me out of my trance of humiliation and despair. “It’s getting late, and you still have lots of work to do. Plus, now you have another pair of panties to clean. Go and change, and then you can clean the bathroom. We only have a few hours until the real fun begins.” 




  
  
    14. Emma’s Idea 
 
      
  

The house was immaculate. It's amazing what you can do when you have a demanding dominatrix inspecting your work. Amazing how good you get at housework when your sexual pleasure depends on it. Despite the orgasm I had unwillingly had at Carrie's feet, my desire soon returned. Just the act of serving my wife, of being ordered around by her, of being forced to do all the household chores while she watched and laughed and encouraged me with the occasional barehanded spank, was enough to soon have me trembling with desire once again. And that was without even thinking about the night that lay ahead of us. Carrie's decision to bring other people into our sex life had shocked me beyond belief. But I was learning that every one of her actions had both up and down sides for me. I had already experienced the downside, having to watch via video link as Carrie allowed another man to pleasure her. Now, I hoped, I would be experiencing the upside for myself. Carrie's friend Emma was coming around, and I was going to be made to serve both beautiful women just the way lucky Dave had last week. As much as it terrified me to think about what two women could do to me, I couldn't wait to find out. 

But the house had to be cleaned first. Carrie was adamant about that. 

She wanted everything to be perfect for when her friend got there. And as the day drew to its end, it was. Every fitting and fixture sparkled. 

Everything smelled new and clean. The bedclothes had been washed and dried and replaced on the bed, in preparation to get soiled again that night. 

Carrie's drawers were full once again of her underwear, hand washed by me in a teasing ritual of submission and denial. Everything was ready. 

The moment my cleaning was done, it was time to make dinner. Emma wouldn't be eating with us. I prepared a rice dish from a recipe I had recently discovered, and Carrie seemed to enjoy it. Although it was hard to tell. Part of her dominant persona was never letting me feel as though I'd truly pleased her. The way she saw it, there was always room for improvement. And as I poured out more wine for her to drink with dinner, I noticed that my wife was starting to get a little giddy with alcohol. And maybe not just alcohol, either. Maybe part of her funny mood was the knowledge of what was about to happen. Carrie was a natural dominatrix

and the prime mover behind all of these wild games. She had introduced me to it, just as she had introduced Emma and her husband. But Carrie was no more experienced with this stuff than I was. It was easy to forget that, given how easily and naturally she took control. But these waters were as uncharted for her as they were for me. And just as exciting. 

Once dinner was over, it was time for the elaborate ritual of getting dressed. For me, of course, it was easy. The apron I had been wearing for much of the day was no longer needed, and so I was reduced to wearing nothing but a pair of my wife's panties. Black, this time, with a cut that barely covered my ass as it strained the fabric. To say nothing of my bulging cock that battled against the elastic. For Carrie, things were more complex. 

My heart picked up the pace as Carrie ordered me around the bedroom, telling me what to get and put on her. She was naked as she stood beside the bed, her glittering green eyes watching every move I made. The sight of her bare flesh called to me, making me tremble with desire as I hurried to do her bidding. And the wild beating of my heart only grew faster as I saw what Carrie had in mind. The same black stockings she had worn to Emma's house a week earlier. The same black garters that would hold them up at mid-thigh. The same black and gold corset that I had laced her into a week earlier, that had given her an unbelievably appealing hourglass figure. 

It was a piece of lingerie that haunted my dreams, and no matter how much it cost, no matter how long I spent out of work due to the virus, I couldn't bring myself to regret such a purchase. 

Carrie sat down on the bed as I slid the stockings up her legs. Her pussy hovered in front of me, and my mouth watered as though I was some well-trained dog while my nostrils caught the scent of her arousal that hung in the heavy air. But my instructions were to dress her, not lick her. Battling against myself and against the rising desire I could feel, I pulled the stockings into place along her lovely legs. 

Next, Carrie stood. Standing too, I moved around behind her. Her body was warm and soft under my hands as I wrapped the corset around her and fastened the steel catches in the front. I pulled gently but firmly on the laces that ran up and down the graceful curve of her back. Carrie sighed, her breath growing shorter as the corset tightened and her body transformed into a vision of unignorable sex appeal. And while my cock throbbed inside

her panties, pressing against her ass as I stood close behind her, she instructed me to draw the laces ever tighter until her breasts swelled magnificently in the cups of the corset. 

When she was finally happy, Carrie turned. She looked like an absolute goddess as she sat down on the end of the bed again, crossing her legs elegantly while she smiled up at me. My cock raged. I wondered, for about the thousandth time since we had started playing these games, why I allowed this. Why I didn't simply fling myself at her, bury myself in her, pin this gorgeous woman down on the mattress of the bed we had bought together and fuck her brains out until she screamed for mercy. On the one hand, it was all I really wanted. The idea filled my brain, pushing aside all other thoughts. But on the other hand, I was forced yet again, for the thousandth time, to acknowledge why I was doing this. Because I wanted to. Because the only thing sexier to me than my wife all dressed up in her lingerie was my wife bossing me around. In her black corset and stockings, Carrie looked every inch the dominatrix that she was, and my irresistible desire for her was transformed in some way I still don't fully understand into a need to submit to her. She knew it as well as I did. 

"I bought some new boots," Carrie said. Her voice was soft as she watched me work. My hands trembled against her thighs as I attached the garters to the top of her stockings and the bottom of her corset, my busy knuckles brushing gently against her silken skin. "They are in a box on the floor of the closet. I don't even want to tell you how much they cost. Then again, since I make the money now, I suppose it doesn't matter. I can spend my money on whatever I want, can't I?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

“That’s right. Besides, I think you’ll like them. Go fetch them for me, houseboy.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." 

I rose to my feet. Carrie's beautiful eyes watched me cross the bedroom toward the closet. It only took a second to find the box she was talking about. I knew the brand name emblazoned across the lid. Carrying the box over to her, I kneeled on the floor at Carrie's feet as I lifted the lid and removed her new boots from their box. The shiny black leather felt unbelievably soft and supple under my clumsy hands. The tall boots had a pointed toe and a slender heel made of some shining metal that reflected the

light in the bedroom. The soles were a vibrant and eye-catching red. 

Carefully, I unzipped the boots. With Carrie's approval, I slid one onto her raised foot, pulling the zipper shut again so that the black leather tightened around her lower leg. 

"Now the other one," Carrie instructed. She uncrossed and re-crossed her legs as she spoke, teasing me with a tantalizing glimpse of her pussy before taking it away again. And I repeated the procedure, sliding the other boot onto her other foot and doing it up. Carrie smiled down at her new footwear, and I listened to the leather creaking as she turned her foot this way and that, admiring the fit. 

“What you think?” 

“Very sexy, lady Carrie.” 

"You would say that," Carrie giggled. But I could tell she was pleased. 

Probably because she knew that I was telling the truth. The boots did lock incredibly sexy on her, especially combined with the rest of her outfit. 

Black boots, black garters, black corset, and her jet black hair framing her beautiful smiling face. She looked powerful and sexy in a way I couldn't ignore, a way that tuggeded at every frayed string of my psyche as I stared up her. The woman I loved. The woman I had married. The woman who had become, in a few short weeks, my mistress. My goddess. My sexual superior. 

"Well, I think I'm ready," Carrie smiled at me. "No panties tonight. 

They would only get in the way. Besides, you wear the panties in this house now, don't you?" 

“Yes, Lady Carrie.” 

"I wonder if we've got time to fool around a little before Emma gets here." I said nothing. I knew my input wasn't required. Anything we did or didn't do would be decided by my wife, not me. And nothing I could say was likely to change her mind either way. But my heart raced in my chest at her words. I knew what I wanted. And so did Carrie. 

Abruptly, she uncrossed her legs. The heel of one boot thumped on the bedroom floor. Her pussy shone in front of me again, beautifully framed by the bottom of her black corset and the top of her black stockings. My cock throbbed relentlessly, trapped in her clinging panties. The smell of new leather rising from her boots mixed with the faint but intoxicating scent of

her sex as she exposed herself in front of me. Taunting me with her body while I drooled helplessly at her feet. 

“You can lick me until she gets here,” Carrie finally said with her trademark mischievous smile. “Get me in the mood for tonight.” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." I lunged toward her with obvious enthusiasm, and Carrie laughed the way she always did to see me so desperately desirous of her. I didn't care. Her thighs felt like butter against my hands, and her pussy tasted like heaven against my tongue, and I inhaled her scent deeply as I licked her, delighted to worship at the temple of the goddess my wife had become. Carrie moaned quietly as I slid my tongue between her slick folds, chasing the heat of her body and the taste of her juices as I made love to her. She ran her fingers through my hair, petting me affectionately as I served her. When she raised one leg and draped her boots along my back, I growled with desperate arousal. I could feel the sharp heel of her boot scratching my skin, but I didn't care. All that mattered was tasting her, kissing her, worshiping her. And as Carrie's thighs started to tremble under my hands, my heart soared at the thought that I was going to make her cum again. 

But I was wrong. The doorbell rang, shattering the dark dream the two of us were intertwined in. I raised my face from between my wife's thighs to see Carrie smiling down at me, green eyes sparkling with malice and pleasure. 

"That must be Emma," she grinned down at me, her cheeks flushed as she spoke. Not for the first time, I marveled at her self-control. How could she be as close to orgasm as I knew she was and talk as though everything was normal? It was a trick I knew I would never master myself. 

"Don't keep her waiting," Carrie instructed as I gazed up at her in astonishment. "And don't forget your manners. What do you call her?" 

I knew what Carrie wanted. And I didn't have to struggle to remember what I had seen on the video call from the week before. The night when Carrie had gone to Emma's house dressed like she was now and taught her friend to dominate her husband. The night my wife had betrayed me with another man. Every detail of that night was burned onto my brain. I don't think I will ever forget a single moment of it. 

“Mistress Emma,” I mumbled, while my cheeks burned with total shame. Carrie laughed loudly, clapping her hands together with delight while her breasts jiggled and bounced in the tight confines of the black corset. 

"That's right, houseboy," she giggled delightedly. "Oh my God, this is going to be so much fun. Go. Go get the door and let my friend in so we can abuse you." 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie's eyes glinted dangerously as she watched me from under half-closed lids. I felt her gaze on me as I headed to the bedroom door, my heart heavy with fear and trepidation. It didn't matter. It didn't matter how I felt about what was going to happen. It didn't matter what I wanted. All that mattered was what Carrie wanted. And she wanted me totally humiliated. 

My hands shook uncontrollably as I pulled open the front door of our house. There was Emma. She wore a black wool coat that was probably too warm for the weather we were having. Her blonde hair fell loose around her shoulders, framing her pretty face. Her pale blue eyes went wide and round when she saw me, moving up and down my body in obvious surprise. I cringed inside as I saw her take in the black panties I wore over the obvious bulge of my erection that showed in the front of them. A disbelieving smile spread across her pink lips. The last time I had seen Emma in the flesh had been at some work party at Carrie's office, and we had made the kind of small talk you make with a colleague of your spouse whom you don't know particularly well. Now, she was getting a front-row seat to the most deviant aspects of our sex life. It was enough to make my head spin all by itself, even without everything else I was going through. 

“Oh my God,” Emma said at last, her eyes moving up and down my body again. “Carrie wasn’t lying. She really does have you whipped.” 

"Please come in, Mistress Emma," I forced myself to say. Emma's white teeth showed in a broad grin as she stepped through the open door. I could still remember how Carrie had made Emma's husband address his wife in such a humiliating fashion. And now I was doing the same. I could almost see Emma's head turning, the submission of two men fueling her ego the way it fueled Carrie's. I caught a whiff of perfume as she stepped past me, and I gratefully shut the front door on the gathering night outside. I

turned to see Emma standing uncertainly in the hallway of our house, her hands fidgeting nervously with her coat. 

"Lady Carrie is in the bedroom," I said by way of explanation. "May I take your coat?" That was a stroke of inspiration on my part, I thought. 

Carrie wanted me to submit, to be the perfect servant to her and her friend. 

There was no point fighting it. I might as well play my role in the hope of getting some reward. Emma smiled, but she shook her head slowly. 

“Not yet,” she said. “Through here?” 

I nodded. Emma stepped forward. She was wearing a pair of strappy high heels, I noticed. Her legs were bare. The coat was long enough to hide anything she might be wearing underneath, or anything she might not be wearing. My heart pounded in my chest. This was another man's wife, but she had come here to play with Carrie and me. Just as Carrie had done with her the week before. How had these two regular women become so wild? 

But then, I reminded myself it wasn't wise to question it too much. This was the reality now. That was all that mattered. 

Emma stepped through the open door of our bedroom, and I followed her. Carrie rose from the bed as we stepped inside. Moving forward, she hugged Emma, and Emma hugged her back uncertainly. As their embrace ended, the two women looked each other up and down. For the second time that night, I saw a look of surprise on Emma's face as she realized my wife wasn't wearing any underwear. I remembered how the previous weekend, Emma had been too shy to let Carrie see her naked. Clearly, my wife had no such reservations. 

“Oh my God, you look amazing,” Emma said. 

"Thank you," Carrie beamed. "So do you. Did my husband offer to take your coat?" 

"I'll keep it on for now," Emma said. Carrie shrugged, her breasts rising and falling in the corset as her slender shoulders moved. My cock ached as I watched them both. Two very different versions of female beauty stood in front of me, and for now, both were utterly unattainable. The only way I was going to get to touch either of them was to do exactly what I was told. And I knew Carrie well enough to know that I had a humiliating ordeal ahead of me before I could expect any kind of reward. 

"I think my house husband is going to lose his mind in a minute," 

Carrie grinned. As both women turned their attention on me, my cock surged again. In their high heels, they were both almost as tall as me. But under their twin gazes, I felt far smaller. Far more vulnerable. These women could do whatever they wanted to me. And they both knew it. "I think we should get him secured before he loses control completely." As she spoke, Carrie stepped towards the bedroom closet. Quickly, she snatched up a couple of my neckties. I knew what that meant. And as my wife stepped toward me, placing one hand gently on my chest, I knew what was coming. 

She pushed me back, gently but firmly, until I sat down on the bed. Then she climbed on top of me, still pushing, moving stiffly in the corset that gripped her tightly as she positioned me where she wanted. Tying one tie around my wrist, she pushed my arm up toward the headboard. While she crouched over me, tying my wrist to the furniture, Emma watched. 

“Here,” she said in a voice that crackled with excitement. “Give me the other one.” 

Smiling, Emma tossed the other tie toward Emma. Emma caught it, and I felt the mattress sink as Carrie's friend climbed onto the bed with us. 

The toned flesh of her thigh showed in the opening of her long coat as she reached for my other arm. As she gripped my wrist, I could feel her nervousness, her hesitation. So different from Carrie's total confidence. But I didn't resist her any more than I did my wife. And Emma copied Carrie, using the tie to bind my other arm to the headboard. Soon, I was immobilized, trussed up in bondage while two gorgeous women loomed over me. 

"That's better," Carrie smiled. "If we need him to do anything for us later, we can untie him. But for now, we can have plenty of fun right here." 

I watched her breasts bouncing as she moved along the mattress. Emma laughed as she watched Carrie wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking me through the tight panties I wore. I groaned, not even trying to hold back the sounds of pleasure as Carrie played with me in front of her friend. 

“He’s been working very hard today. Haven’t you, houseboy?” 

"Yes, Lady Carrie," I groaned. 

"He had to get the place looking spotless for you to visit," Carrie went on. "But thinking about you coming over got him a little bit too excited. He came in his panties earlier, unfortunately. It's a shame. I told him I might

suck his dick if he didn't. But he couldn't resist. He just got too excited and spurted all over my underwear. Didn't you?" 

"Yes, Lady Carrie." My skin was crawling with humiliation. There was nothing I could do to stop it. Emma watched and listened and laughed, obviously impressed by the total control my wife had over me. The strange glitter in her blue eyes looked totally different from Carrie's, and yet there was a commonality there that I could see. Emma was excited by the possibilities Carrie had shown her. If she wasn't, why would she have come over at all? 

“How is Dave doing with the new situation?” Carrie never stopped rubbing me as she spoke. But her eyes were on her friend now, as though I was an afterthought. Almost as though she had forgotten about me completely. I tried not to gasp and moan as pleasure continue to swell inside me with each pump of my cock, but it was a futile struggle. The more nonchalantly Carrie pleasured me, the more embarrassing it was, and the more erotic it became. While she spoke, Emma’s eyes moved from my wife to me and back again. 

"He's okay," Emma said. "I have to say, he's gotten used to this really quickly. I think he had been thinking about this for a long time. Or something like it. Because now, he won't leave me alone. He's practically begging me to do more stuff to him." 

"You see?" Carrie cackled triumphantly. "Some men are just wired that way. They know their place is beneath us. Serving us. Especially these boys with their useless little dicks." I cried out as Carrie squeezed my shaft for emphasis as she spoke, and Emma's blue eyes dropped to me again before returning to my wife. 

“Well, that’s just the thing,” Emma said. “That thing you did where you… You measured his cock? I think that really got inside his head. I mean, I never really realized how small he was. But now he’s practically obsessed with it.” 

"Really?" Carrie's voice was a low and seductive purr as she spoke. I knew that sound. She was intrigued. The thought that she had had such an effect on Emma's husband wouldn't be lost on my naughty wife, I knew. For that matter, it wasn't lost on me, either. 

"Yeah," Emma said. She was still a little nervous, I could see. Still a little shy as she reached into the pocket of her coat. But slowly, shyly, he pulled something out and held it above me. Carrie's eyes dropped to see what her friend was holding as she continued to stroke my cock. I struggle to understand what I was seeing. There was some kind of metal device in Emma's hand, almost like a coiled spring, but thicker. It shone in the bedroom light with the same gleam as the heels of my wife's expensive boots. 

"What's that?" Carrie's hand was still now on my cock, allowing me a moment to catch my breath. But she still held my manhood in her hand as she peered at the object Emma was showing her. And I peered at it too, not daring to say a word. Emma's eyes darted from Carrie to me and back again, and the tip of her pink tongue showed as she nervously licked her lips. 

"It's a chastity device," she said quietly. "Dave bought it. You — you put his cock inside, and then you lock this lock, and that's it. He can't touch himself. He can't have sex. You can't even get an erection unless he's unlocked." 

“Are you serious?” Carrie sounded as shocked as I was. I had never heard of such a thing, and as far as I knew, neither had my wife. But my heart raced nervously as I also detected a trace of amusement in Carrie’s words. A trace of curiosity. Perhaps more than a trace. 

"Yeah," Emma said again. "I know. It's pretty wild. But when he told me about it, I thought about what you said. I thought of the things we did the other night. I thought, why not? It sounded kind of hot." 

"I could see that," Carrie said thoughtfully. Her eyes flashed as she turned briefly to me, flashing me a wide smile as her hand began to move once again on my cock. "Complete control over your husband's worthless cock. That's pretty good." 

“Yeah,” Emma said again. “Since I put it on Dave, it’s like he’s a completely different person. He does whatever I say. Just like your husband.” 

Carrie's smooth brow furrowed in confusion. My stomach convulsed as I felt a cold panic spreading over me. Carrie was always one step ahead. 

It was that, combined with her unarguable beauty, that gave her the power

she had over me. But for once, I got the impression that I was ahead of her. 

I could see where this was going, and I had no idea how to feel about it. The last thing my wife needed was more power over me. But she already had too much for me to stop her doing anything she wanted. 

“Wait,” Carrie said. “Dave is wearing it now? So that means —” 

"Yeah," Emma said. And now a broad grin broke across her pretty face, her white teeth shining and her eyes sparkling as she smiled at Carrie. 

"I brought this one for your husband." 




  
  
                
            
       House Husband: Parts 15 - 21
 
    15. Wicked Wives 
 
      
 
    Once there was a time when fear had no place in our bedroom. But that time is long gone. Now, fear is part of what we do. The backdrop to every wild game my wife and I play together. There's always an element of nervousness, a hint of the uncertain. I never know what Carrie is going to do next.  
 
    I certainly never saw this new development coming. Because after all, it hadn't even come from Carrie. It had come from Emma, a woman who my wife had introduced to these kinds of games. 
 
    The two women sat on the bed on either side of me, their eyes shining as Emma held out the chastity device. My eyes followed her hand as she reached out and took the metal contraption from Emma's hand. Emma let her, smiling all the while. I could tell that Emma was nervous too. Her smile didn't completely hide the uncertainty that flickered in her eyes. But this was far more extreme than anything Carrie had suggested. The novice, it seemed, was already outdoing her mentor. It was easy to forget, with her easy confidence and seemingly boundless creativity, that Carrie was as new to these games as I was. Easy to forget that we were both still finding our way, still navigating the rules of a game we had never expected to play. And certainly never expected to find such joy in. We were both very much still capable of surprise. 
 
    "This is crazy," Carrie said. But it wasn't the kind of crazy, I noticed in her voice, that you reject out of hand. It was the kind of crazy that intrigued her. The kind of crazy that excited her. The kind of crazy you can barely believe you're considering as an option. But as Carrie's smiling eyes stared down at the chastity device in her hand, I knew that she was considering it. And that made the butterflies in my stomach soar in gray clouds that felt as though they would choke me. 
 
    "It's weird, I know," Emma said. "But Dave showed me these websites. Apparently, guys get really into this. I mean, I don't really get it. Then again, I don't get why they let us treat them like this in the first place." She laughed, and Carrie laughed with her while I watched in silence from the mattress. Emma had a point. I barely understood why I let Carrie treat me this way either. Just because it felt good, basically. Letting her do what she wanted to me felt fantastic. She was never more sexy than when she was in control. As the chastity device shone in her hand, I could see that it would be handing her even more control than she already had. 
 
    "But I have to say, it feels pretty good to have the key to his cock," Emma smiled. Slowly, she unfastened her coat and pulled it open. Her hand went to her neck, lifting a small chain that hung around it to show off the key that dangled from the necklace. Carrie gasped as she saw it. It took an effort for me not to gasp too, albeit for different reasons. Under her coat, Emma wore nothing but a lacy red bra and panty set that showed off acres of smooth skin and her toned body as she slowly let her coat slide down her shoulders. My hard cock throbbed inside the women's underwear I wore just from looking at her. And Carrie looked her friend over with obvious approval. The two of them were unbelievably sexy together, and the desire I felt for them only served to heighten my sense of helplessness and submission. I wanted them both, and I wanted them now. But nothing was more certain than that I couldn't have them. Not yet, anyway. 
 
    "The best part is, he's at home, knowing I'm over here," Emma went on. "Knowing he can't do anything about it. Thinking about it is driving him crazy. But he can't even touch himself. That's the best bit. I don't even need to tie him up. He just has to wait until I get home and hope that I'm in the mood to let him out. And he'll do anything to make sure that happens." 
 
    "I bet," Carrie murmured. Her eyes were on the steel cage in her hand once again. Slowly, she turned her gaze on me. I felt a shiver pass through me as I met her emerald stare. 
 
    "What do you think, house husband?" Carrie asked. "What if I locked up your cock like Emma suggests?" 
 
    “I — I don’t know, Lady Carrie,” I said truthfully. The idea scared me as much as it excited me. Carrie already had virtually total control over me, but this was a whole different level to that. 
 
    "This lockdown isn't going to last forever," Emma said. "Sooner or later, these boys are going to go back to work where we can't supervise them 24/7. This way, they'll never forget that we are in charge." Carrie didn't reply. And neither did I. The tension in the air was unmistakable. My wife was making up her mind. And I asked myself, did I have it in me to disagree with her decision? If she decided to follow her friend's lead and lock me into the device, would I resist? Deep down, as much as she liked to play the evil dominatrix, Carrie had no intention of doing anything that would really hurt me. As much as she liked playing these wild games, I was her husband, not her slave. If I told her I wasn't ready for something like that, I had no reason to doubt that Carrie would respect that decision. But maybe, just maybe, it would be the end of these delightful adventures. I wondered if Carrie knew just how much I didn't want this to end. 
 
    "I'm not sure either," Carrie said. "I mean, my husband's cock isn't all that it could be. But it's what he's got. And sometimes, I like to play with it." 
 
    "That's why there's a key," Emma smiled. "You can play with as much as you want. But when you're done with it, you get to lock it away so that nobody else gets to touch it. Not even him." The women giggled together again. And as Carrie turned her smiling face toward me, I could see that she had finally come to a decision. I knew already that I wasn't going to fight. If I was going to resist, I would've done so already. 
 
    "Here's what we'll do," Carrie said. "We're going to play with you tonight. But only if you agree to put the cage on afterwards. Once it goes on, it's not coming off for three days. Once the three days are up, we'll discuss going further. But in those three days, I'm going to drive you crazy. I'm going to tease you so much. And you aren't going to be able to do anything about it. Your little cock will just be twitching away in here." As she spoke, Carrie slid one finger into the coils of the cage and moved it back and forth, and Emma laughed as she watched. "Do you think you can handle that, houseboy? For me?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." The truth was, I wasn't sure at all that this was something I could handle. For all I knew, this wild new idea would prove to be too much. But I had learned over the last few weeks that you never know what your limits are until you set out to find them. I would never have imagined, before all this began, that I would so deeply enjoy submitting to my wife. But here we were. And even just this, lying tied to the bed with two beautiful women in their underwear gloating above me, was more exciting than anything I had done before Carrie started to dominate me. So far, her ideas had worked out. May as well roll the dice again. 
 
    “Oh my God. I’m going to own you.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    Carrie leaned forward. I heard the boning of her tight corset creak as she bent her body over mine. She kissed me, her lips moving against my mouth, her tongue pressing forward and forcing my lips apart. Her free hand held my throat, lightly but menacingly, and her kiss was wild, possessive, unrestrained. My cock surged in the panties I wore as I made out with my wife, lying helplessly on the bed beneath her. Carrie was right. With the help of the chastity device, she would own me completely. But really, we both knew that she already did. 
 
    Finally, Carrie lifted her lips from mine. Her tempting cleavage swelled and shifted in the top of her corset as I peered down at it, teasing me further with the unavailability of her beautiful body. She straightened up, and I watched as she leaned across the bed to set the chastity device down on her bedside table. Then she turned back to me. Her eyes were glittering, and her hands gripped her thighs where the tops of her stockings clung to her skin. I could see the excitement radiating in every delicious line of her body. Carrie was looking at me in that special way she had, as though I were a piece of meat. A toy for her to use. There was nothing I wanted more. 
 
    “God, just the idea of it has got me so wet,” Carrie said. “You’re going to have to do something about that.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." But Carrie wasn't waiting for my response. Already, her knee was on my chest. I felt the smooth fabric of his stockings as she moved over me, turning to face my feet as she backed up to my head. I knew what was coming, and my cock tested the elasticated fabric of the panties I wore once again as I watched Carrie's gorgeous round ass approaching my face. Between her legs, her pussy glistened, her arousal plain as she straddled me. She didn't seem to care that her friend was kneeling beside me on the other side of the bed. And if she didn't, neither did I. Carrie settled her wet pussy down on my mouth, and I licked it eagerly, inhaling the erotic fragrance of her pleasure with every breath as I kissed her dripping sex. 
 
    "I don't think I've ever had my pussy licked as much in my whole life as I have in the last few weeks," Carrie said, addressing Emma as though they were just having a regular conversation. "He's down there multiple times a day, every day. Isn't it awesome being a dominatrix?" 
 
    "Yeah, it is," Emma agreed. With my head trapped between my wife's body, I couldn't see either of them. But the way they looked was burned onto my brain. Carrie in her sexy black underwear and Emma in her red set. The two of them looked like the absolute goddesses they were behaving like. As I lay beneath my wife, licking attentively, I found it hard to believe there was a man alive who wouldn't be more than happy to be in the same position. 
 
    "Your husband's not bad with his mouth," Carrie went on. She must've known that a jolt of jealousy would sweep through me as she spoke. A sly reminder of something I was never going to forget. She had made Emma's husband Dave serve her just like this, and I had watched another man go down on my wife while unable to do anything about it. The memory only got more powerfully erotic as time went by, not less. The idea of Carrie being so selfish, so entitled, so dominant, tormented and thrilled me unlike anything else. And clearly, it had the same effect on her. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth. I pressed my tongue even harder between her silken folds, chasing the heat and moisture of her pleasure as she began to rock up and down on top of me. 
 
    “Getting better every day,” I heard Emma laugh. “Now that he knows his own orgasms depend on it, he’s practically begging to give me head. Honestly, it’s hard to get any work done.” 
 
    "Right?" Carrie agreed. And I recognized the barely controlled shriek in her voice as she spoke. I was getting to her. The steady flow of her juices into my mouth taught me that much. "This houseboy loves eating my pussy now. It's his favorite meal. Right, slut?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I tried to say. But my voice was muffled by her flesh pressed against mine, my tongue busy with other tasks. It didn't matter. Carrie's pussy convulsed at the vibration of my voice, and she moaned wantonly above me in obvious pleasure. 
 
    “We should’ve done this years ago,” Carrie moaned. “Who knew our husbands were such pathetic bitches?” 
 
    "At least your husband's cock is bigger than mine's." I jumped on the bed as far as Carrie's weight on top of me would allow as someone touched my cock. Feminine fingers traced the shape of my bulging manhood through the fabric that covered them. Was it Carrie or Emma? I had no way of knowing. And the thought that Emma, a woman I didn't know all that well, might be toying with my cock while I lay there licking my wife's pussy for all I was worth, was almost enough to make me lose control of myself right there and then. I had never had a threesome before. Like most people, I'd fantasized about it from time to time. But I had never imagined anything like this. I had never imagined myself being so helpless, so submissive, unable to do anything except what these wicked women told me. It was far more thrilling than anything I had ever imagined. 
 
    "Barely," Carrie laughed. "Why did we marry guys with such small dicks? That was kind of foolish of us." 
 
    “Yeah, but they have other good qualities.” 
 
    "True. Andrew really loves me. And he does exactly as he's told, which is a good quality in a  husband. Maybe more important than being well endowed. After all, there are ways around that." 
 
    "What do you mean?" Whoever was playing with my cock had not stopped. I felt as though the panties I wore were about to burst with the force of the desire they contained. And Carrie's breath, already short thanks to the tightness of the corset, was growing shorter by the second. Her orgasm was coming, and if she had any qualms about enjoying sexual release in front of her friend, she wasn't showing it. Emma, I noticed, was also acting as though this was a regular occurrence, something we did all the time instead of the very first time anyone had watched me with my wife. All part of their dominant personas, I suppose. But it had to be getting to them. In fact, I knew it was. At least in Carrie's case. And shy Emma, the woman who hadn't wanted Carrie to see her with her own husband, was in no hurry to stop watching us. 
 
    And as I lay beneath her, licking for all I was worth, I, too, wondered what Carrie had meant. But it wasn't in my wife's nature to leave me guessing for long. I knew I would shortly find out. And true to form, Carrie shifted her weight slightly before answering her friend. 
 
    "In that drawer," she panted, her pleasure obvious now as her body responded to my tongue. "A toy. The black one. And some lube." Carrie's quick words mutated into a long moan as her pussy spasmed again. I felt Emma's weight lift off the mattress beside me as she followed my wife's instructions. A dresser drawer rumbled. A murmur of appreciation rose from Emma, barely audible over Carrie's increasingly loud cries of passion. 
 
    The mattress moved again as Emma climbed back onto it. This time, she was at the foot of the bed, between my spread legs. Whoever had been touching my cock, fondling me through the panties, had stopped before Emma went to the dresser, leaving me still guessing as to who it might've been. But all of those thoughts were washed out of my mind by the sudden flood of Carrie's juices as she came all over my face. She moaned and screamed, her new leather boots creaking on either side of my head as she convulsed above me, pouring the hot moisture of her bliss all over my face. 
 
    Once the spasm had finally passed through her, Carrie lifted one leg and swung herself off me. I blinked in the sudden light, feeling her hot cum on my skin. My cheeks were prickling with a ridiculous flush of shame as I saw Emma peering at me, my face shining with my wife's pleasure. Just as I had thought, she was holding my wife's favorite toy and my least favorite, the black penis sheath that Carrie liked to make me wear sometimes to fuck her. I shouldn't have been surprised. But all the same, I felt my heart sink at the thought that I might not get to feel either of these women's bodies clenching around my manhood the way I wanted. Carrie knew the toy was cruel. That was the whole point. But I wondered if she really realized just how cruel it was. 
 
    "Fuck, that's better," Carrie sighed. She sat on the side of the bed now, facing Emma, one leg tucked beneath her while her other foot rested on the floor. I watched her breathing deeply, her breasts threatening to spill out of the corset with every inhalation. She was so incredibly beautiful that it was almost more than I could stand. Her wish was my command, but not for the first time, I had the feeling that if she hadn't tied me down, I wouldn't have been able to resist the urge to grab her and pin her down on the bed and fuck her the way a man should. And of course, Carrie knew that. She counted on it. 
 
    “You can put it on him if you want,” Carrie said breathlessly as she brushed a stray strand of her dark hair back from her flushed face. 
 
    "Really?" Emma's blue eyes moved from my wife to me and back again. 
 
    "Sure," Carrie shrugged. "He won't complain. And even if he does, who's listening?" Both women laughed at that. Emma held the toy in one hand, and my own breathing quickened as I saw her other hand reaching tentatively toward my crotch. Carrie rolled over toward me again, gripping my cheeks in one hand, her own luscious lips forming a mocking pout as her face hovered above me. 
 
    "Oh, poor boy," she said. "We're going to use you and abuse you, and there's nothing you can do about it, is there? You're just going to have to lie there and take it like a good bitch. God, you're so pathetic. You're so lucky I even let you lick my pussy." 
 
    "Thank you, Lady Carrie." That got another bright burst of laughter from the women. I had seen this in Carrie before, but never quite as strongly. She was becoming swept up in her own dominance, her own sense of virtually limitless power. I could still taste her orgasm on my tongue, but I knew that her pussy would already be leaking more of her fluids in sheer excitement. The more I submitted to her, the meaner she got. And that only made her sexier to me. 
 
    Meanwhile, Emma had pulled down my panties. I groaned uncontrollably as I felt her hand on my cock, smearing cool lube over the skin. She moved her hand with maddening slowness, her touch light. The woman barely knew me, but evidently, she could tell I was ready to erupt. And just like Carrie, it was clear she didn’t want that to happen. 
 
    Releasing her grip on my face, Carrie sat up again. We both watched, my wife and me, as Emma slid the rubber penis sheath over my cock. I moaned again at the feel of it, but I knew it was the last truly pleasurable sensation I would be getting for a while. 
 
    "Pull his balls through the hole to keep in place," Carrie instructed. And Emma did as she said. I granted as another man's wife handled my most sensitive organs, guiding them through the hole at the bottom of the toy so that they hung out exposed beneath the fake cock that rose from my lap. 
 
    “See? That’s much better. Much bigger.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Emma said. “I should get one of these for Dave.” 
 
    "You definitely should," Carrie nodded. "Andrew hates it. But that's all part of the fun. You know what he really hates? Tell her, husband. Tell her what I named my dildo." 
 
    I raise my head from the bed. Two sets of gorgeous female eyes peered at me, malicious amusement glittering in the bright blue and green orbs. They both looked too beautiful for words, too beautiful to stand. I had envied Dave the week before when he had had to serve both his wife and mine. But now I was getting the same treatment, it felt like the most exquisite torture. And Carrie, of course, wasn't one to miss an opportunity to disgrace and humiliate me in front of her friend. My wife was showing off, eager to display the total control she had over me. Eager to make me say and do things she knew I didn't want to. And as I answered her, Carrie smiled, moving slowly down the bed toward the foot where Emma sat. 
 
    “Declan, Lady Carrie,” I gasped. And I cringed as though from a blow as Emma and Carrie both howled with laughter. 
 
    "Oh my God, really?" Emma spluttered. The two women worked together. They both worked for Declan. Emma didn't need to be told the significance of the name. 
 
    "Absolutely," Carrie grinned. "I mean, you have to admit, he's hot. You must've heard the rumors. Apparently, he's pretty big." 
 
    "Where did you hear that?" Emma feigned outrage as she spoke. But I knew the expression on her face. I had seen it plenty of times on Carrie. She could act as shocked as she liked; I had no doubt that she was. But more than that, she was completely delighted. 
 
    "Just around," Carrie said noncommittally. "He's dated a few girls in the office. You know what he's like. Apparently, he's a real stud." Now, Carrie was sitting down by my feet next to Emma. Her eyes sparkled as she reached out and took the rubber dildo in her hand. Slowly, she stroked it, smiling at me the whole time. Knowing I could barely feel the motion of her hand through the thick silicone. Then, she leaned forward. I groaned in frustration and humiliated desire as her breasts threatened to spill out of the front of the corset that she wore. Slowly, teasingly, she lowered her open mouth down onto the toy, pinning her long hair back behind her ears so that I could watch her sucking the dildo I wore. Beside her, Emma clapped her hands with glee as she watched. When Carrie finally removed her mouth from the toy, the silicon was shining with her saliva. 
 
    "I never suck my husband's cock anymore," Carrie said with a wicked grin. "I mean, why get married if you're going to do that? But Declan? I love sucking Declan. And sometimes, I make my husband fuck me with this toy while I fantasize about our boss. Don't I, houseboy?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Humiliation and despair raged inside me, warring with the outrageous desire I still felt. But there was no point resisting. Everything my wife was saying was the truth. And the only hope I had of getting the release I so desperately needed was to play along. To do as she wanted, to allow myself to be humiliated in front of her friend. That was the whole point of the game. 
 
    “You’re crazy,” said Emma, her blonde hair trailing over her shoulders as she shook her head. 
 
    "I'm crazy?" Carrie snorted. "You're the one that keeps your husband's cock under lock and key. Face it, Emma. We're both a little crazy. But after being married to these useless men for so long, I think we deserve a little fun of our own. I think we deserve a guy like Declan." 
 
    As she spoke, Carrie took the bottle of lube from Emma's hand. I watched her squirt some into her hand and rub it carefully over the toy. I knew what that meant. I watched, every detail of the disgraceful scene engraving itself on my brain as my wife climbed on top of me. With Emma watching, Carrie reached down and took the toy in her hand. She guided it between her dripping lips, her eyes rolling with pleasure as the thick head pushed her trembling lips apart. 
 
    "Oh my God, that feels so good," Carrie moaned. "Fuck, I love having Declan inside me. That's exactly what women like us need. A real man. Not our useless bitch boy husbands." Both women laughed again, their pleasure the soundtrack to my total defeat. And the bed bounced as Carrie began to move, rocking up and down on the toy that impaled her, the toy that encased my own cock and made it far larger, far less sensitive. Once again, Emma smilingly watched while my wife dominated me completely. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    16. Houseboy Humiliation 
 
      
 
    "Look at that." 
 
    I looked. In honesty, I didn't have much choice. Carrie stood just behind me, holding my head between her hands and directing my gaze straight in front of me. But even if she hadn't been there, would I be able to look away? I doubted it. 
 
    "Doesn't Mistress Emma have a beautiful pussy?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I moaned. 
 
    Emma's hindquarters filled my vision. She was on all fours on our bed, her knees apart, the high heels she still wore pointing back behind me. And I was on my knees on the floor, at face level with her ass and her dripping sex. Close enough to smell it, to be able to detect the different but equally thrilling scent of another woman's arousal. Another man's wife, her legs spread in front of me, teasing me with her body. And my own wife helping her, directing the action like the tyrant she so loved to be. Between my legs, my cock raged and throbbed. But my arousal was an irrelevance, completely meaningless to the two women who were determined to use me for their own selfish goals. The black penis sheath my wife had named after her boss still rose from between my legs, covering my manhood completely. The silicon still shone with Carrie's juices. While Emma watched, my wife had ridden the toy to orgasm, denying me the physical bliss she claimed for herself. Now, it seemed I had more torture in store. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss it?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” Carrie laughed as she held my head in her hands. 
 
    "Better ask her nicely then," she said in a voice that dripped with malice. "Beg her for it." 
 
    "Please, Mistress Emma," I said at once, and both women laughed again at my pathetic capitulation. "Please let me kiss your pussy, Mistress. Please let me make you cum." 
 
    “Oh my God,” Amber mumbled from the bed in front of me. 
 
    'Doesn't it feel good to have two guys begging to eat your pussy?" Carrie asked triumphantly. 
 
    “It really does,” Emma sighed. 
 
    "You know what? Why isn't Dave watching this?" Carrie's hands released her grip on my head. From the bed in front of me, Emma gasped in surprise. But I noticed she didn't move. And Carrie hurried across the bedroom, returning to her bedside table where the steel chastity cage waited menacingly. But she didn't touch it. Instead, she picked up her phone. I saw at once that Dave was about to experience exactly what I had experienced the week before. Being forced to watch his wife betray him as she dominated another man. Inside the penis sheath, my cock throbbed desperately. I don't know where Carrie kept pulling these wild ideas from. But she seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of ways to torture and humiliate both me and Dave. 
 
    "Hi Dave," Carrie grinned as a video call went through. "Emma told me your little secret. She tells me she keeps your pathetic cock all locked up when she's not using it. Is that true?" There was a pause before Dave answered. As quickly as everything had happened between Carrie and me, it had moved even more quickly between Emma and Dave. Partly that was Carey's doing, her kinky desire to bring her friend into the dark orbit of our wild games. But chastity had been Emma's idea alone. If Carrie had awoken something in her friend, Emma was clearly running with it. And Dave must be struggling to keep up. He had had even less time to adjust to this new dominant side of his wife than I had. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” Carrie grinned broadly as Emma’s husband remembered his manners. For a moment, she lifted her eyes from the phone screen to smile at me across the room. The look of joy and triumph on her face made my heart vibrate like a struck bell, even as it made my cock throbbed uselessly inside the penis sheath I wore. 
 
    “Show me,” Carrie ordered. Again, she threw an evil smile in my direction. Of course she had seen Dave naked before. But that did nothing to lessen the humiliation of listening to my wife demand to see another man’s cock. 
 
    "Do it, Dave," Emma's voice said as it rose from the bed in front of me. "You know you have to do what Carrie says now." Clearly, that was enough for Dave, just as it would have been for me. From the phone Carrie held, I heard some faint rustling noises. And then her beautiful eyes went wide around shock she stared at the screen. 
 
    “Oh my God!” my wife howled with laughter. “Look at that! Does it hurt?” 
 
    "Sometimes, Lady Carrie," Dave's humiliated voice said from the phone speakers. 
 
    "It hurts him when he tries to get hard," Emma said. The look of pure, malicious delight on Carrie's face was enough to strike terror into any submissive man's heart. 
 
    “Well, get ready for some pain, then,” Carrie said. “I want you to see what I’m doing with your wife.” 
 
    The tall heels of Carrie's new boots thumped on the bedroom floor as she crossed toward the dresser. She propped up her phone, balancing it against a jewelry box. She had done the same thing to me last week, setting up her phone so that I could see everything. Every agonizing moment of my betrayal. Clearly, it wasn't just me that my wife loved torturing and tormenting with pure sexual frustration. Emma's husband was in her sights too. 
 
    Once the phone was set up, Carrie stepped toward me again. I watched her approach, her body swaying like a serpent as she strutted in her expensive new boots. The tight black corset she wore shone faintly in the light, her breasts bouncing and jiggling with every slinky step she took. Carrie knew all eyes were on her, even Emma's. And she reveled in it. My wife had always been a beauty. But it was only in the last few weeks, as she discovered her dominant side, that she seemed to understand just how sexy she was. 
 
    I waited. There was nothing else I could do. Once Carrie had had her fun with me, she and Emma had untied me. But not for long. The ties that had kept my wrists lashed to the bed frame were quickly repurposed to bind my hands behind my back. With the two of them working together, I was unable to resist them. Even if I had tried. But I didn't try, just as Carrie knew that I wouldn't. I wasn't about to risk whatever reward she saw fit to give me for a night of enduring her darkest desires. 
 
    Finally, Carrie stood over me again. Her back was turned to the phone where Dave watched, and I knew he would be staring at my wife's ass beneath the laces of the corset. But I was the one there in the room with her. Her pussy shone and glistened in front of me, the smell of sex hanging in the bedroom air and tormenting me with every breath I took. Carrie ran her fingers through my hair, seizing a fistful. 
 
    "What do you think, Emma?" Carrie said. As she held me by the hair, she propped her hand on her hip, her feet far apart in a power stance as she smiled down at me. "My husband had to watch your husband eat me out. Want to return the favor?" 
 
    “Okay,” Emma giggled. I knew, better than anyone else on earth, the stab of rage and jealousy and lust that Dave must be feeling as he watched. But I didn’t have much mental bandwidth to think about him. I was too absorbed in my own situation. 
 
    “Then do it, houseboy,” Carrie sneered at me. “Get your face between her legs and make my friend cum. And you better not embarrass me. You’d better do a better job of it than her husband does.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." The outrageous depravity of the situation was hardly lost on me as I shuffled forward on my knees. But I was in no position to resist. Besides, I wanted this. I wanted more than this, of course. The evening I had spent with these two beautiful mistresses was driving me wild with frustrated desire. But if this was all I could have, I would take it. I leaned forward, and for the first time in all the years since I had met Carrie, I ran my tongue over the wet pussy of another woman. Emma shivered and shook, a strained gasp rising from her throat as she passively let me lick her. 
 
    "Look at that, Dave," Carrie said. Certain of her control over me, Carrie released her grip on my hair. She knew I would carry on doing as I was told. I felt her footsteps as vibrations through the floorboards as she strutted back across the room, circling the bed, passing close in front of the phone where Dave watched before climbing onto the other side of the mattress. Between tender licks and kisses of Emma's pussy, I tried to catch glimpses of what my wife was doing. She sat on the bed in front of Emma who was positioned sideways on the mattress. Carrie leaned back against the headboard I had formerly been tied to, her beautiful breasts rising with every breath she took. Her expensive new boots glistened as she moved her legs. The steel heels caught in the bedsheet as she bent toward me and placed one foot on the bed. Dave, I knew, would be able to see my wife's pussy completely exposed in front of him. And slowly, teasingly, Carrie trailed two fingers along her moist lips. 
 
    "Let's see who comes first," Carrie said, "me or your wife. And if it's me, my husband's going to be in big trouble. Come on, houseboy. Make my friend cum now, or face the consequences." 
 
    Carrie didn't need to tell me twice. I didn't even want to think about what she meant by consequences. Just the thought of being denied further, not being allowed to have sex with her or Emma or anyone else, was all the motivation I needed. But I knew that there was much more that my wicked wife could do to me. 
 
    Emma moaned theatrically as I slid my tongue into her pussy. Her taste was so different from my wife's, though no less intoxicating. And her body was different too, her responses distinct from Carrie's. What worked on my wife wouldn't necessarily work here, or at least not as well. But I knew I was doing something right as Emma gasped in shock in front of me, her sexual pleasure overcoming her former shyness and hesitation. Carrie had a way of doing that to people. Her own uninhibited wildness seemed to normalize the most outrageous things. Or else she just made us all so horny that we couldn't resist. 
 
    Before long, Emma was moaning and gasping on the bed in front of me. But she wasn't the only one. I couldn't see exactly what Carrie was doing, but I didn't need to. Just the thought of my wife dressed up in her sexy lingerie fingering herself in front of Dave was enough to make my cock ache with desire for her. And Carrie had the advantage of familiarity. My wife knew exactly how to make herself cum. The contest was uneven, but then again, it always was between us. All I could do was try my best to pleasure another man's wife with my mouth while my wife masturbated at the wild scene she had created. 
 
    Carrie's moans of pleasure soared into the air, merging and harmonizing with Emma's. It was an unbelievable spectacle, the two beautiful women in the throes of pleasure while one man served and another man watched. It only served to drive home the outrageous power imbalance between us, the weapon of female beauty that brought both me and Dave here. 
 
    And while I licked and kissed Emma's streaming pussy, I heard Carrie howl on the other side of the bed. I didn't doubt that she was emphasizing the sounds of pleasure to tease both me and Dave, but that didn't make them less real. Once again, my wife had won. She howled in orgasm and in triumph while Emma gasped and moaned, just a little bit behind. 
 
    By the time Emma came, Carrie's orgasm had already swept through her. Her cries tapered off, softening into a series of contented moans. Emma shrieked as she gripped the bedsheet, her legs trembling and her pussy spasming around my reaching tongue. Her juices tasted different again as she came, lent new flavor by her ecstatic pleasure. I drank them down as best as I could, feeling more of them stream over my chin to drip onto the bed below. When she had finally had enough, Emma flopped down on the mattress, lying on her side. Looking past her, I saw Carrie smiling wickedly at me. 
 
    "Oh, houseboy," she said, shaking her head while fear clutched at my heart like a dog scratching the door. "You let me down again. All this time I've been telling her what a good pussylicker you are. But clearly, you need more training." 
 
    Carrie swung her legs off the bed. Her new boots glistened in the light as she circled slowly around the room, passing in front of the watching phone again. She loved to take her time, savoring my nervousness and obvious desire as I looked up her from my knees, my face shining with another woman's juices. Carrie stepped behind me, rummaging in the bedroom closet. Then she returned with two leather belts dangling from her hands. For once, she was no longer smiling. She made a loop out one belt and lifted it over my head, tightening it around my neck like a leash. The other she folded in two and let it dangle from her hand. Taking hold of the long end of the belt around my neck, she pulled on her. 
 
    "Stand up," she ordered. The dripping penis sheath I still wore swayed from my manhood as I rose to my feet. 
 
    "Bend over." Carrie's instructions were terse and firm and not to be ignored. I bent at the waist, leaning over the bed where Emma's spent body still lay. She raised her head to watch what was going on, and Carrie handed her the end of the belt around my neck. "Hold on to this for me," Carrie said. Emma smiled as she took hold of the belt. Carrie pushed my face down onto the mattress. Then she stepped back. Feeling horribly exposed, horribly venerable, I braced myself as the other belt swung through the air. 
 
    As the leather cracked against my skin, I jumped. A bright burst of pain erupted on my skin. I groaned into the mattress, stung by the blow and by the humiliation that came with it, the very idea of being whipped by my wife in front of her friends. Then Carrie struck again, and another bright bar of pain burned my ass. 
 
    "This is what happens when you don't please my friends," Carrie said over my moans. "We both know you can't do much with that cock, but that's all the more reason why you need to do better with your mouth. Do you understand?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." The belt cracked against my skin again, even harder this time, the blow reigniting the pain of the two that already landed. "I'm sorry, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "It's not me you should be apologizing to," Carrie snarled. "Not just me, anyway." 
 
    "I'm sorry, Mistress Emma," I groaned at once. And beside me, Emma laughed, savoring my total humiliation as the belt struck again. 
 
    "Up. Get up." Carrie's hand gripped my shoulder, and I straightened up. The belts that Emma still held grew taut between us. Emma's blue eyes shone with disbelief as she looked at me, standing at the side of the bed, my hands tied behind my back and my cock imprisoned in a black penis sheath. I knew that look well from my adventures with Carrie. Emma couldn't believe what was happening. But she was delighted by it. 
 
    "I know how he could make it up to her." Finally, the smile had returned to Carrie's voice. She was talking to the phone now, talking to Dave alone in his house, his cock locked away by the key that hung around Emma's neck. "I think your wife needs to experience what it's like to get fucked by a real man. And I'm not talking about my house husband. I'm talking about Declan." As she spoke, Carrie pointed to the black toy that rose from my body. I hung my head in shame. I doubted Dave had failed to notice it before, but now Carrie was drawing his attention to it. My heart throbbed in my chest as I wondered how to feel about this new development. Of course I wanted to fuck Emma. The only thing I could possibly want more at that moment was to fuck Carrie. But not like this. The cruel toy ensured I would get no pleasure from it, beyond the pleasure of watching a beautiful woman cum. I had never considered having sex with a woman while her husband watched. But as always, it wasn't up to me. 
 
    "What do you think, Emma?" Carrie asked. "Want to give it a try?" The pause before Emma answered was long enough, I felt sure, for Dave's heart to break. I had no way of knowing how he felt about all this. Though if Emma was telling the truth about him introducing the chastity devices, he was more submissive even than I was. But it was hard even to know how I felt about it all myself. Watching Dave go down on Carrie had been unbelievably thrilling but also incredibly humiliating. I knew that what Carrie was proposing now would be even worse for Dave. 
 
    But Emma's eyes were shining as she smiled up at me. I already knew what her answer would be as she shifted on the bed, rolling over onto her back while she still held one end of the belt around my neck. She spread her legs in front of me, and Carrie cackled with wild delight as Emma moved. 
 
    "Hell yeah," Emma said. Smiling up at me, she pulled on the belt as she spoke, and I stepped forward. Emma reached down, taking hold of the penis sheath and guiding it between her dripping lips. I thrust my hips forward, penetrating Dave's wife while he watched helplessly through the phone, and Carrie all but jumped on the spot with utter delight. 
 
    "Oh my God, this is so hot," she moaned. "This is what happens when two hot sluts like us marry two useless men like you two. Watch, Dave. Watch how hard your wife comes when she gets fucked by someone who isn't you." If Dave gave any response, I couldn't hear it over the blood pounding in my ears under the rising cries of Emma's pleasure. Carrie stepped around behind me again, and the belt she still held cracked once again across my ass. 
 
    "Fuck her, houseboy," Carrie snapped, whipping me again as she spoke. "Fuck her like she's never been fucked before. Show her what a real cock can do." 
 
    Emma howled as I buried the toy inside her. My position was awkward, and soon, the muscles of my stomach began to burn. But I ignored any discomfort I was feeling. I knew what Carrie wanted. In some strange way, the situation I was in tapped into my own desire. I knew that no matter how hard I fucked Dave's wife, I would never feel enough to get myself off. But my body didn't seem to be aware of that fact. I pounded her into the mattress, and the lack of sensitivity the toy created meant I could keep on going. The blows of Carrie's belt stopped falling, but I kept doing what she wanted, fucking her friend as hard as I could while Emma moaned and howled on our bed. Soon, I felt the sheath pulling slightly on me as Emma's pussy tightened around it. She threw back her head, and the belt around my neck nearly choked me as she pulled on it. Right there in front of me, with Carrie's favorite toy buried inside her, Emma came with a cry that split the bedroom air. My wife's glittering green eyes watched it all, proud of the monster she had created. 
 
    Carrie stepped forward. Her hand on my chest was firm but strangely gentle as she pushed me back. Emma groaned in an echo of her orgasm as the toy slid out of her streaming pussy, her juices dripping to the floor of our bedroom. Emma rolled over on her side, squeezing her legs together, her body wracked with powerful convulsions in the afterglow of orgasm. Carrie smiled at me. Slipping two fingers beneath the belt around my neck, she simultaneously loosened it slightly and pulled me toward her. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, the taste of Emma's pussy filling both our mouths as our tongues slid over one another. Inside the dripping penis sheath, my cock raged uncontrollably. With my wife's lingerie-clad body pressed against mine, I was on fire with lust. There was nothing, absolutely nothing, that I could do about that. 
 
    Finally, Carrie stepped away from me. Releasing her hold on the belt around my neck, she walked across the room to the dresser. With everything that had happened, I had forgotten that Dave was still watching. But as Carrie bent over toward the phone screen, I knew that the humiliated husband was getting a teasing view of my wife's deep cleavage. 
 
    “So now you know what we’ve been up to,” Carrie said into the screen. “Have you ever seen your wife cum harder than that?” 
 
    "No, Lady Carrie," came Dave's humble reply from the speakers of the phone. 
 
    "Of course you haven't," my wife giggled. "But you should probably get used to it. Because I have all kinds of ideas for more games for us to play. And all of them involve us girls finally getting the orgasms we deserve. Now, go back to your chores or whatever you were doing." Imperiously, Carrie switched off the phone. Just like that, Dave was dismissed. And Carrie's gorgeous eyes shone with malice as she turned to face me again. Her hands on her hips emphasized the hourglass shape the corset gave her as she looked me up and down, her deviant brain no doubt buzzing with more ideas. 
 
    “Come here,” Carrie ordered. At once, I stepped forward, the belt dangling from around my neck and the penis sheath swaying with every step I took as I approached her. Once I stood in front of Carrie, she reached down and took the toy in her hand. Carefully, she removed it from my cock, setting it down on the dresser close to her phone. I groaned and whimpered as she ran a teasing hand up and down my cock. 
 
    "You're not going to fit in the chastity cage like this, are you?" she said in a low voice, her eyes peering deep into mine. "As small as this cock is, the cage is even smaller. So we'll need to get you soft before we put on. I know a way we can do that." My body shook and trembled as Carrie stroked my cock again. It only added to my humiliation to recognize the fact that even the thought of a handjob from my wife now seemed like some unattainable pleasure. And I was right. To my bitter disappointment, Carrie giggled and released her hold on my cock, letting my erection sway in the empty air. She was right. After having worn the penis sheath for a while, my manhood did look small by comparison. And while I stood there, desperate for her, Carrie sat down on the edge of the bed. Her tall boots shone in the light as she smiled up at me, her breasts swelling in the corset with every breath she took. Emma was watching too, recovered at last from her own ecstasy. 
 
    "On your knees," Carrie instructed in a soft voice, pointing to the floor in front of her. I did as I was told, dropping to the floor and gazing up in total lust and adoration. Lifting one foot, Carrie ran the top of her boot along the underside of my shaft, and I groaned again. 
 
    "The thing about expensive boots like these is you need to look after them," Carrie said. As overwhelmed with lust as I was, I could barely pay attention to what she was saying. "That's one more chore my house husband is going to have to attend to. You'll have to polish my boots for me, won't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "And if you're lucky, if you're a very good boy, this is how you'll polish them. With your cum. Go on, houseboy. Cum for me. Cum for your Mistress." As she spoke, Carrie raised both her feet, balancing them on her heels on the floor. The insteps of her boots trapped my cock, the slick leather running up and down the shaft. I moaned and groaned as my body trembled, and Emma crawled toward the foot of the bed to get a better view. Both women giggled as they watched me panting and gasping, my long-denied pleasure rising quickly inside me. I knew I couldn't last long. And so did Carrie. The feel of the leather of her boots against my shaft was incredible, and in no time at all, my balls rose against my body as I spurted my cum all over Carrie's feet. My orgasm went on and on, and I emptied myself completely, trembling and shaking with the force of my ecstasy while both women watched. 
 
    "That's a good boy," Carrie said finally. Thick strands of white cum shone on her black boots as she lifted them away from my dripping member. "Now we can get that useless cock of yours locked away. And after that, you can lick my boots clean." 
 
    

  

 
   
    17. A Husband’s Release 
 
      
 
    I studied Carrie's face. Lying close beside her, I could see every subtle movement of her facial muscles, her every gasp and moan of pleasure. Her body was warm against mine, her arms wrapped around my torso, holding me tight. Her legs were spread, and my arm was beween them, pumping away like a piston as I drove the dildo she had named Declan in and out of her streaming pussy. And between her gasps and moans, her words ragged and torn like a flag of battle, I heard his hateful name over and over again. Declan. Declan. My wife was tormenting me with the thought of her boss, and the matter how many times she did it, it never stopped burning my heart to hear it. 
 
    That was the point. I knew that. But just knowing what causes our feelings doesn't negate the feelings themselves. I wondered if Carrie had realized that my rage and despair only fueled me as I fucked her with the dildo. As though I could somehow bury it inside her. As though that wasn't exactly what she wanted. My wife screamed and howled as the toy plunged into her over and over again, and I ignored the ache of fatigue in my muscles as I drove her to yet another wild orgasm. 
 
    Carrie shook and shuddered. The bedsheet beneath her was stained with her ecstasy, the dildo shining with her dripping juices. It wasn't her first orgasm of the night that I was so relentlessly pursuing. But I could already tell from the ecstatic buildup that it was likely to be the most powerful. 
 
    And all the while, my own cock ached for release. The steel chastity device had been locked on for three days. I never imagined for a moment that it would be a pleasurable experience. But I hadn't been prepared for how it really felt. I never realized how often I got an erection until it became impossible. Until the mere act of my cock swelling with desire brought the pain of confinement washing over me. And of course, Carrie knew just how to use that fact. My wife had never been sexier than she was in the last few days. If she dressed at all, it was only in the most provocative outfits. She had me serve her day and night, both domestically and sexually, and barely an hour went by that she wasn't having an orgasm at my expense. Whether from my fingers, my mouth, or one of her toys, Carrie made sure that I kept her in a state of almost constant sexual bliss to reinforce my own helplessness. 
 
    I never thought three days could last so long. But even though I hadn't yet mentioned it to my wife, I was painfully aware that this was the third day of my captivity. The evening of the third day, in fact. We had a deal. It was the day I was supposed to be released. And if I wasn’t? If Carrie decided to go back on her word? The thought chilled me. Once upon a time, I would never have considered such a thing. But Carrie had shown herself capable of endlessly surprising me over the last few weeks. After everything she had done, it was hard to put anything past her. And so I worried. The depth of her cruelty seemed to know no limits. All I knew was that my best hope for release was to do exactly what my wife wanted. 
 
    "Oh my God!" Carrie moaned out loud. Her beautiful body convulsed in a way that, no matter how familiar it was to me, never seemed to lose any of its erotic power. Her legs thrashed, her thighs suddenly tight around my arm. Even through the thick insensate rubber of the toy I held, I could feel the powerful contractions of her pussy as her orgasm overwhelmed her. Carrie howled her bliss at the ceiling, her expression pinched with a pleasure that mimiced pain. As her orgasm swept through her, leaving her gasping and panting on the bed beside me, I slowly withdrew the toy. Who would have ever thought I could be so jealous of a piece of rubber? But of course, it wasn't really the toy I was jealous of. It was the man it represented. A man that wasn't me. 
 
    "Oh my God," Carrie said again, her voice quieter this time. Her eyes opened to reveal that beautiful green glow, a weary smile spreading across her face as she looked up at me. Her skin was flushed with the rosy glow of pleasure, her body sprawled limply on the mattress beside me. The air in our bedroom buzzed with the echo of sexual pleasure, but it was all for her. None for me. And for Carrie, that was part of what made it so exciting. 
 
    "That was good," she smiled at me. "I have to admit, I was little worried when I locked up your cock as to how I would get my own pleasure. But I don't need to worry about that, thanks to Declan. You know, I'm starting to wonder if there's any need to unlock you at all." 
 
    "Please, Lady Carrie," I choked, my voice cracking as I spoke. Carrie laughed at my obvious desperation, a bubbling sound that rose up from deep in her throat. She rolled over onto her side and pressed her lips against mine, and my cock throbbed in its tiny steel prison as my wife kissed me. It throbbed even more as she reached out a hand and took the cage between her fingers, gripping it tightly and possessively as we made out. 
 
    “Good,” Carrie said in a gentle whisper as she lifted her mouth from mine. Her face was so close to me that her features blurred, and I felt as though I was falling into the green whirlpool of her eyes as she stared at me. “That’s good. You’re scared of it. That means you’ll do what I say.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." It wasn't really a question. But I answered anyway. Hadn't I been doing what my wife said for weeks now? Hadn't this whole wild journey started because when she took control of me, I found it exciting in a way I still struggle to explain? Carrie didn't need the chastity device to keep me submissive to her. But after only three days, I could see that it would help enormously. She was right. I was afraid of it. Afraid of the fact that it gave her total control of my sexual pleasure. Afraid of the fact that I couldn't even masturbate with the cage locked on. Afraid that, when Carrie held the key, my already powerful desire for her rose to a dizzying new height. She was never more sexy than when she was in charge. And with the chastity device locked on to my manhood, there was no question of Carrie's total control. 
 
    "You know what day it is, don't you?" Carrie chuckled as she spoke, her warm fingers teasing me through the bars of the cage as I groaned beside her. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My heart was pounding in my chest, filled up with hope and fear and desire, the way it always was these days around my wife. I felt as though Carrie could see right through me, could see the way my nerves crackled and sparkled, straining toward her the way a weed strains toward the sun. My wife's taste for dominance had been no more surprising than her natural ability for it. When she slid so easily into this sexually aggressive role, it was hard to believe we had never played this way before at any point in our marriage. But I knew as well as she did that there was no going back from here. No way to close this door that we had opened. We would both always know the power she held over me. And, worse, so would her friend Emma. So would Emma's husband Dave. Even if we stopped playing these games right there and then, the echoes of what we had done would continue to ripple through our lives. 
 
    Not for the first time, I was confronted with the fact that nothing, absolutely nothing, scared me more than the idea that these games might stop. 
 
    But clearly, Carrie had no more intention of going back to normal than I did. Releasing her grip on my caged cock, she flopped back onto the stained bed again with a loud sigh. I could see that she was tired, made weary by multiple orgasms. And even though that had been my goal, it scared me now. What if she was too tired to play with me? What if my release got postponed? These were the thoughts that haunted me as I lay beside my wife, watching her carefully as I tried to read her inscrutable thoughts. 
 
    “There’s ice cream in the freezer,” Carrie finally said, her green eyes glittering as she looked at me again. “Go get me a bowl.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I all but jumped to obey her. I saw the sly smile I knew so well spreading across her beautiful face as she watched me go. With every step, I felt the disproportionate weight of the chastity cage on my cock, bouncing slightly with every step I talk. There was no way out of it. Not for me. A bolt cutter might be enough to remove the lock, but not without making it obvious what I had done. And if I failed to obey her in this, I had a feeling Carrie's punishment would be terrible. Far more terrible even than being forced to pleasure her while locked into a cage and denied any pleasure of my own. Carrie had near infinite ammunition to use against me. No matter how horny I got as I served her over the last three days without hope of any pleasure of my own, I knew I would regret testing her like that. 
 
    Besides, I had noticed something strange over the past few days. Something I struggled to form into words, even in the privacy of my own mind. Wearing Carrie's cage was an exercise in humiliation, of course. It deprived me of the most basic of my rights, handing over ownership of my body to her completely. Wearing it around the house as I did my wife's bidding was a constant reminder of her presence. Not that I needed it. The lockdown was still in effect, and we were still spending 24 hours a day together in the house. It's not like I was going to forget that my sexy wife was in the next room. But with the cage locked onto my manhood, it felt as though she was always with me. As though the shining steel was an extension of her hand, holding me in my most intimate place. I knew that these were strange thoughts to be having. But then again, what about this situation wasn't strange? Until that week, I never even knew there was such a thing as a chastity device for men. Now I was hopelessly locked into one, totally dependent on my wife for any kind of release. It's astonishing how quickly things can change. 
 
    I felt the cold air of the freezer pouring over my bare chest and sinking down to my feet as I opened it. Carrie had bought the good ice cream, I noticed. That was another thing that had subtly changed. Our income had more than halved since I was laid off from work, but Carrie acted as though it didn't matter. If anything, she was spending more, treating herself to designer boots and luxury ice cream and anything else her heart desired. Knowing that I wasn't going to say no to her. Then again, I reflected, it probably all balanced out in the end. Advised not to leave the house except for necessities, our entertainment budget was no longer needed. The restaurants were still closed, and so were the bars. There was really nowhere else to go. And in that respect, too, the new discovery of our kinky sides was welcome. It enabled us to have endless fun in the house together without needing to go outside. Idly, I found myself wondering how many other couples had discovered a new side to their sexuality in this ever-lengthening period of quarantine. Emma and Dave, for sure. I knew for a fact that their sex life had changed as irrevocably as mine and Carrie's had. 
 
    I ran a spoon under a hot faucet before attacking the solid block of ice cream in the container. The ice cream curled like a wave under my spoon as I shoveled it into a bowl. Just one. I hadn't even considered helping myself to any. That wasn't how things worked in our house anymore. It was my place to serve, and Carrie's place to enjoy the fruits of that service. Besides, I had never really had her sweet tooth. 
 
    The bowl cooled my hand as I carried it back toward the bedroom. The smell of sex seemed even stronger in the air after my brief absence. Carrie sat up, her pillow supporting her as she leaned back against the headboard of the bed. She was completely naked, and my cock ached again at the sight of her bare breasts above the blanket, her pink nipples still protruding. I climbed onto the mattress, feeling her watchful green eyes on me the whole while as I handed her the bowl. She took it with a wordless smile, the spoon clinking quietly against the ceramic as she ate. She savored the ice cream as though it were some unknown delicacy she had never had before, closing her eyes in pleasure as it melted on her tongue. I watched in a kind of daze, a weary trance of desire that seemed to come over me more and more these days. 
 
    "I suppose you'll be wanting me to let you out," Carrie said. She kept her eyes on the bowl of ice cream as she spoke, spooning another portion into her mouth. She didn't need to explain what she meant any further. My hopefully imminent release was all I could think about. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "And what will you do then?" Finally, Carrie raised her eyes to me. Her green stare fixed me where I kneeled on the bed beside her. I didn't know what she was getting at. And Carrie was never more dangerous than when she kept me guessing. 
 
    “I — I don’t know, Lady Carrie,” I said carefully. “Whatever you want me to do.” A faint smile tugged at the corners of Carrie’s mouth. 
 
    "Whatever I want?" She said, her dark hair shining in the light as she tossed it back from her face. "But you already do that. Whether you're in the cage or not. So that doesn't really give me much incentive to let you out." 
 
    "Please, Lady Carrie," I begged. Abandoning any vestigial traces of pride, I crawled toward her on the bed, pleading with my body as much as I was with my voice. The skin of her thigh was warm as I kissed it, tenderly worshiping the faint sliver that showed under the blanket. "Please let me out, please!" 
 
    "Oh my God," Carrie chuckled, and my heart clenched at the same word she had used as she came moments earlier. "Emma was right. You really do turn into a total bitch once your cock's locked away." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I barely even dared to look up at her. There was no way I could make her fulfill her end of the deal, and she knew it. There was nothing I could offer to persuade her to keep her promise. After all, whatever Carrie wanted from me, she simply took. 
 
    I didn't need to raise my head from her leg to feel her eyes watching me. I kept on kissing her, keeping my head down, feeling helplessly adrift in a sea of lust and nervousness. Finally, I heard the spoon clink against the bowl again as Carrie set it down on her bedside table. 
 
    "Lie down," she ordered. "On your back." She didn't even need to turn around to watch me do it. She had total confidence that I would obey her orders. And she was right. While I lay back on the bed, Carrie climbed out of it. I watched her naked body circling around the bed toward the closet. The ache in my caged cock was as strong as ever as I watched her beautiful body move. How many men can honestly say that they want their wife more now than they did even back when they were dating? I could. Carrie could only become sexier to me over the years. And lately, her sex appeal had become irresistible. The fact that I couldn't have her whenever I wanted served to remind me of just how badly I wanted her. And every teasing day that went by in her service only made the spell grow stronger. 
 
    I wasn't surprised to see Carrie rummage in the closet and turn to me with some ties in her hands. I was getting used to having my wife tie me down. But that didn't mean I didn't find it infinitely sexy as Carrie climbed onto the bed beside me, curving her naked body over mine as she reached for my hands. I didn't resist as the ties wrapped around my wrists and around the headboard, holding me in place. But overwhelmed by desire, I did raise my head from the pillow and kiss her breasts as they dangled above me. Carrie allowed it. In fact, I heard her chuckle faintly at my display of total adoration of her body. 
 
    Once I was securely tied, Carri sat back on her knees. Her hands were on her thighs as she stared down at me, basking in the power she held. And I looked up at her with the same desperation I always felt in her presence, the same deep and overwhelming desire that these games never failed to spark in me. 
 
    Without a word, Carrie climbed back off the bed. My eyes followed her across the room as she went to the dresser and flipped open a jewelry box. My heart beat faster and faster in my chest as she retrieved something small and turned back to bed. As she crouched above me again, I saw that she held a small key in her hand. The chastity device bit one last time as my cock tried to swell in the steel confines while Carrie fitted the key to the lock. With a faint click, the lock sprang open. And Carrie smiled as she gently pulled the steel tube up off my cock. 
 
    I felt as though I was going to faint. The physical relief was enough to turn my head, making me dizzy as I lay on the bed. My cock swelled once, surging into the air above me as the cruel pressure was finally released. Carrie set the chastity device aside and turned to me again, sweeping her dark head back behind her ears. Reaching out, she took my cock in her hand, and my eyes rolled back in my head at the first touch I had felt in days. 
 
    "You're going to come really quick, aren't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." There was no point denying it. My cock was as hard as granite in my wife's hand as she gently stroked it, and I could already feel my orgasm boiling inside me. The long days of teasing had fueled me to this point. My body was ready and primed to explode. 
 
    "Well, I guess I'm used to that," Carrie giggled. "That's what I get for marrying a husband with a small dick who can't control himself. It's a good thing I've found other ways to use you around the house. Otherwise, I'm not sure you would be worth keeping." 
 
    I groaned out loud as Carrie laughed. These rituals of humiliation were becoming more and more common between us. But that didn't mean they got any easier to take. It was all part of Carrie's dominant persona, I told myself, the disapproving dominatrix who would never be satisfied. Still, I wondered. I had never had any concerns about the size of my manhood before Carrie started talking this way. But I did now. Especially when she so gleefully compared it to her favorite toy, the penis sheath that still lay on the bed covered in her juices. The toy she had so insultingly named after her boss. Was this new obsession with Declan just part of the game, designed solely to tease me? Or was there more to it than that? Carrie was never going to let on. And I didn't dare to ask. 
 
    "Admit it." Carrie kneeled at my side, and her sparkling green eyes stared up into mine as she stroked my cock. "You enjoyed being my little prisoner. You enjoyed having your cock locked up. I know it's hard on you. But you love giving me that power, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My voice seemed to come from somewhere high in my throat, my breathing getting shorter by the minute. Carrie was playing me expertly, keeping me hovering just on this side of orgasm. But we both knew she couldn't maintain it for long. The drive inside me to cum was just too strong. 
 
    "I enjoyed it too," Carrie smiled at me. "You've been such a good little servant. I feel like having your cock locked away is only going to make you serve me better. Since you've proved you can keep me happy without it, I feel like I should probably keep it locked away from now on. Don't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “Really?” The look of joy that spread across my wife’s face was both beautiful and terrifying. “You’d let me do that?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." By now, I was writhing and thrashing on the bed as much as the bondage would allow. I knew what I was setting myself up for. I knew that I was signing up for endless frustration, humiliation, despair. But I didn't care. Carrie was right. My period in the chastity device had been one of exquisite torture, but giving up any control of my body to my wife was the ultimate sexual thrill. It was a way, I could see, that these games could go on forever. I never wanted to be free of my wife; it was the truth. I never wanted her to let me go. With the cage locked on to my manhood, she never would. 
 
    “You know how mean I can be,” Carrie went on. “If you agree to this, I’m going to lock you up again, and this time I won’t tell you when you’re getting out. You’ll need to earn it. I think you know I’m not going to make it easy on you.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "You're thinking with your little head right now," Carrie giggled. "I'm going to let you cum now, since you served me so well. Then afterward, we'll see if you still feel the same way." 
 
    My voice rose in a wordless moan as Carrie swept back her hair again and bent down over me. Her eyes smiled up at me as she took my cock in her mouth, wrapping her warm lips around the shaft and teasing the sensitive head with her tongue. My whole body trembled as I thrashed and moaned. There was no more holding back, even if I wanted to. My orgasm rose up my swelling shaft, exploding in the warmth of Carrie's mouth, and she sucked the cum right out of my balls while I trembled and moaned beneath her. 
 
    It seemed to go on and on. I hadn't even dared to hope for such a gift from my wife. Finally, the feeling of bliss subsided. And as Carrie raised her head from my lap, I knew from the glimmer in her eyes that she wasn't finished yet. Without saying anything, she crawled up the bed toward me, bending her body over mine again as she kissed me. As I kissed her back, I felt my orgasm flowing into my mouth. I cringed beneath her, but there was nowhere for me to go. And I didn't dare resist. While my wife kissed me, I swallowed my own load, and felt her moan in pleasure and triumph as she made me do it. 
 
    "There," Carrie said in a breathless voice as she raised her lips at last from mine. "There's that orgasm you wanted so badly. I hope it was worth it." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “I bet it feels good to be out of the cage last.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "Just a shame you're tied down and can't do anything about it. Maybe that will always be the rule from now on. Any time your cage comes off, you'll be tied up first so you can't get away. I think that would be best." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “Wow. You just never say no to me, do you?” 
 
    "No, Lady Carrie." Carrie chuckled, and in spite of everything, I couldn't keep an embarrassed smile from spreading across my own face. It was true. I never would have imagined even a couple of months before doing the things that we were now doing. But even at their hardest and most humiliating, they were infinitely exciting. And that was why, lying there in the afterglow of a long-awaited orgasm, my cock finally limp and exhausted against my thigh, I could already feel the first faint stirrings of newborn desire at the thought of what my wife was going to do to me. 
 
    “Still want me to put the cage back on?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Even though you know I'm going to do terrible things to you? I'm going to tease you and humiliate you and just generally fuck with you, and there won't be a thing you can do about it." 
 
    "I know, Lady Carrie." 
 
    “You’re such a little pervert, you know that?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "I guess that's why we go together so well." Again, Carrie bent her head over me, and again, her lips found mine. This time, our kiss was more tender, more gentle. I kissed her back, my heart swelling in my chest, my brain buzzing with disbelief that this wonderful, wild, wicked woman was my wife. 
 
    

  

 
   
    18. Carrie’s New Plan 
 
      
 
    Carrie had bought herself a leather skirt. I could smell the distinctive smell of the leather where I kneeled under her desk. The new skirt, that she had me dress her in just that morning, was bunched up around her hips as I kneeled between her thighs. Over the smell of the leather, I could taste the delicious juices of her pussy on my tongue as I licked her. 
 
    There was nothing new about that. Kneeling under Carrie's desk and worshiping her pussy while she worked had become a daily routine, even before the chastity cage went on. Of all my new submissive duties, it was one of my favorites. I had always loved going down on my wife. And now, even though Carrie so skillfully used it as another way to tease me while treating herself to selfish pleasure, I still loved it. I still longed for it. My heart still soared anytime she pointed to the floor at her feet and ordered me to kneel, just as my cock throbbed behind the merciless bars of the cage. 
 
    It was throbbing now. But I did my best to ignore it. After all, there was nothing I could do about it. Even though she didn't need to, Carrie decided to tie my hands behind my back before ordering me under her desk that day. Even if my cock been free, I couldn't have touched it. And behind the bars that enclosed it, I could feel nothing. I couldn't even rub it against the glossy leather boots my wife wore, the same ones I had been made to lick my own cum from in front of Carrie's friend Emma. 
 
    Everything was becoming like that now. Everything reminded me of something else. Every room of the house, everything my wife wore, everything she said, was a reminder of my changed status. I used to be her husband, the breadwinner, the man she loved. I hoped I was still that, at least. But ever since I had been laid off, everything had changed. Now, as well as being Carrie's husband, I was her sex slave. The device locked around my cock was just the latest reminder of that. 
 
    Above me, Carrie moaned faintly. It never failed to impress me how easily she was able to hide the signs of her pleasure when she wanted to. Anything short of a full-blown orgasm, it seemed, could be concealed. Which helped her a lot when I went down on her during her videoconferences. Working from home, my wife discovered, was an invitation to almost endless orgasms. Almost constant sexual excitement. While her coworkers chatted on about reports and figures and strategies, she would relax with my face buried between her thighs, licking the fragrant juices that flowed so eagerly from her body. 
 
    But for now, Carrie wasn't in a meeting. She could let herself go a little bit. And even though I could still hear her typing and clicking her mouse on the desk above me, her moans of quiet pleasure were getting steadily more frequent. I was getting to her. And I was glad. Pleasing my wife was more than just my duty these days. It was the best chance I had getting some pleasure of my own. My cock ached in the steel device that enclosed it, a steel device to which Carrie alone had the key. I had no idea when she planned to let me out. And that kept me eager to serve her, eager to please her, hoping that good behavior might influence the decision. That was the whole idea, I knew. And it worked perfectly. 
 
    Up above me, Carrie shifted her weight in her office chair. I moved with her, sliding my knees over the carpet in the spare bedroom that had become her home office ever since the virus had forced her to work from home and given me nothing but time on my hands. On the news, things seemed to be improving, the cases dropping and the politicians tentatively talking of opening things back up. But I had heard nothing new from my employer. And on the rare occasions when I had time to think about it, I wondered what might happen. If I had to go back to work, I wouldn't have the time any longer to be my wife's full-time sex toy. I was going to miss it. A man must have a purpose, and my job had always given me that. Without it, for a while, I was lost. But Carrie had soon found a way around that. Now, my whole purpose was to serve my kinky wife better. It was a goal that made us both incredibly happy. 
 
    "Hi, Carrie." Just for a moment, I froze as a voice rose from the speakers of my wife's laptop above me. 
 
    "Hi, Declan," Carrie said. Inwardly, I cringed. I could hear the smile in her voice. And I could hear the sexual excitement too. Could her boss? He didn't know what I knew, of course. He didn't know that I was kneeling at my wife's feet, naked except for the chastity device locked onto my cock, the juices of her pleasure dripping over my cheeks and chin as I ate her out while she worked. But all Carrie had to do was mention Declan to get my heart racing with a potent cocktail of shame and fear. I hated it when she talked to him. Even more, I hated the way she talked to him. 
 
    "Were we supposed to have a meeting today? I don't have anything in my schedule." 
 
    “No,” Carrie sighed. “I just wanted to chat, if you have a minute?” 
 
    "Of course," Declan said above me. Again, Carrie shifted in her chair. I winced silently as the pointed toe of her expensive leather boot tapped against my caged cock. 
 
    “How’s quarantine treating you? You must be missing some of those girls you fool around with.” Declan’s laugh rose from the laptop speakers. 
 
    "I'm doing okay," he said. "They say they're going to start lifting restrictions soon anyway. Maybe we'll be able to get back to normal soon." 
 
    "I'm not sure I want that," Carrie said. "I'm starting to enjoy this lockdown. You have to admit, it has its advantages." 
 
    "Like what?" 
 
    “Well, working from home, I can wear whatever I want,” Carrie said. 
 
    "That's true. You look nice today, though." 
 
    "Thanks," Carrie said, and I growled silently at the girlish pleasure in her voice. "You haven't seen the whole outfit yet. Here. Tell me what you think." 
 
    As she spoke, Carrie pushed herself suddenly away from me. Below the eye of the webcam watching her, she pulled down her new leather skirt and rose to her feet. I watched her step backward, standing far enough away from her computer that Declan could see her outfit from head to toe. Beneath him, I watched too. 
 
    Carrie really did look amazing. Her shirt was a deep and vivid red, clinging tightly to her torso and the beautiful shape of her breasts under the silken fabric. The top buttons were undone far enough to hint at the cleavage the push-up bra she wore gave her. And I knew, even if Declan didn't, the significance of the small key that dangled from the necklace she wore around her neck. My cock throbbed just to think of it, just to look at it. 
 
    Beneath the leather skirt, Carrie was barelegged. Her designer boots rose up to her knees, the black leather shining every time she moved. I had been made to polish them with my tongue that very morning, licking and kissing my wife's feet while she did her makeup for work. She looked stunning, and I had thought the intention was to tease me with her body. In which case, it was working. But now, I realized, it wasn't just my attention that Carrie craved. 
 
    "Wow," Declan said from the speakers of Carrie's computer. "You look amazing." 
 
    "Thank you," Carrie smiled. As she settled back down in her seat again, she rolled it toward me, and a quick tap on the top of my head from her hand reminded me of my duties. Carrie slid her skirt back up as I leaned forward, running my tongue over the trembling lips of her pussy once again while she spoke to her boss. 
 
    "When you said you can wear what you want, I thought you meant sweatpants or pajamas," Declan said. "That's what everyone else is doing." 
 
    “Well, I’m not like everyone else,” Carrie said. “Working from home is giving me a chance to try out new outfits I wouldn’t wear at the office.” 
 
    "Why not? I think you should dress like that at the office." 
 
    “Of course you do,” Carrie chuckled. “But it’s not really appropriate, is it? A little too sexy, I think.” 
 
    “Not for me,” Declan said. “I think you should go for it if you want to.” 
 
    "Maybe, if we ever get to go to the office again," Carrie said, "maybe I'll try out a bit of a sexy secretary look." Declan laughed, and Carrie laughed with him, and beneath the desk, I carried on licking while my heart convulsed. I loved the way Carrie had started dressing since she discovered this new dominant side of herself. As though taking control of me gave her a confidence she had lacked before. It made her sexier than ever. But the thought of her being ogled by her boss tortured me. Of course, I knew that was the idea. 
 
    “Your husband must like it, having you dressed up like that around the house,” Declan said. “I’m surprised you’re getting any work done at all.” 
 
    "Oh, Andrew knows the rules," Carrie smiled. "I might have had to put him in his place once or twice. But he gets it now." 
 
    "I guess you're the boss at home, too?" 
 
    “You have no idea.” Carrie laughed as she spoke, and I cringed underneath the desk. 
 
    “I bet.” 
 
    "Actually, the reason I called you was to see if you wanted to come to my place for dinner one night," Carrie went on. Fear clutched at my heart, a rising sense of panic sweeping over me as I kneeled under her desk. We hadn't discussed this, not at all. And I knew my dominant wife's wiles well enough by now to suspect there was more to her dinner invitation that it might first appear. But kneeling under her desk, the tight space swarming with the smell of her sex, I said nothing. "Like you say, they are lifting restrictions," Carrie went on. "It would just be a casual thing, just Andrew and me. Just something to do to break the monotony." 
 
    "Uh, yeah, I'd love to," Declan said, while my heart sank even further in my chest. "When were you thinking?" 
 
    "Tomorrow night, if you're free?"  
 
    "Of course. What else am I doing?" 
 
      
 
    "Great! You can come around  about 7?" 
 
    “Sure. What should I bring?”  
 
    “Just yourself.” 
 
    "Okay, I'll see you then." 
 
    “Bye.” 
 
    As the call ended, I heard Carrie let out a long sigh. The office chair creaked as she leaned back. Her breasts rose and fell, straining the buttons of her shirt as she breathed. I stared up at her in disbelief, the taste of her pussy still hanging in my mouth. 
 
    "Carrie," I said, before remembering myself, "Lady Carrie. What are you doing?" Carrie turned her beautiful green eyes on me, staring at me almost as though she had forgotten I was there. Her hand plucked at the chain that hung around her neck, letting the key to my chastity device dangle in front of my eyes. A chilling half-smile hovered on her lips. 
 
    "Whatever I want," she said. Her leather boot creaked as she placed one foot on my shoulder, the sharp heel digging into my skin. "That's what this is about, isn't it? Your wife gets to do whatever she wants, and you have to do whatever she says. You know the rules. If you ever want to fuck me again, you need to do what I tell you." 
 
    "I know, Lady Carrie," I said as humbly as I was able. "But — Declan?" Carrie snorted with laughter as she stared me down. 
 
    "What?" she said challengingly. "What's wrong with having my boss over for dinner? I don't remember you complaining this much when Emma came over to play." 
 
    "I know, Lady Carrie, but —" 
 
    "Are you worried I'm going to fuck him?" The words coming from my wife's mouth were shocking. But she was right. That was exactly where my mind had gone. After all, this was the man she had named her favorite toy after. This was the man whose name she cried out more often than not when I made her cum. I knew Carrie wanted him. And to my undying disgrace, I didn't have much faith that I could stop such an outrageous betrayal from occurring. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    Carrie's boots creaked again as she lifted her foot from my shoulder. Her knees together now, hiding her dripping pussy from my view, she leaned forward in her chair. Her beautiful eyes stared deep into mine, the key that I could barely look away from dangling in the deep neckline of her red shirt. 
 
    "And what if I do?" Carrie said slowly. "Doesn't your wife deserve to sleep with a real man, with a real cock? Don't act like the thought doesn't turn you on. Imagine it. I know I have. Imagine watching me get fucked by my boss, and not being able to do anything about it. Oh my God, that's so fucking hot." Carrie's teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, her eyes half-closed in a simulacrum of ecstasy. Her hands gripped her knees, her fingertips sinking slightly into the toned flesh as she pressed her legs together. This was no act. I know my wife. I couldn't pinpoint exactly when this idea had been born in her mind, but I suspected it was some time ago. Everything had been leading toward this. The dildo. The saying of his name. All of it. Carrie was undoubtedly attracted to her boss. And I had no doubt that he was attracted to her. 
 
    And the worst part of all? Carrie was right. Even while she gloated above me, my cock raged and strained inside the chastity device that cruelly contained it. The tiny prison for my manhood had never felt tighter than it did as I gazed up in speechless wonder at my dominant wife. She was so cruel, so beautiful, so sexy. The things she was saying were so outrageous that they made my head spin. But she was right. Not for the first time, I felt as though somehow, she knew my desires better than me. The thought of her being with another man terrified me. But it excited me more than I would ever have believed possible. 
 
    "I — I don't know, Lady Carrie," I mumbled. Despite all the powerful blows I had received to my pride over the last few weeks, I still couldn't bring myself to say it. I still couldn't bring myself to admit the awful truth. What Carrie was proposing was the ultimate humiliation. And she knew that humiliation turned me on, just as well as I did. But we had already opened a lot of doors that we would never be able to close. This would be the most significant one yet. 
 
    “Well, think about it,” Carrie said. “If you do this for me, you’ll get rewarded. For instance… What if I told you that if you let me fuck Declan, I’ll let you do whatever you want to me afterward? Fuck me. Put your dick in my mouth. Whatever you want.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” 
 
    "That's right," Carrie beamed at me. "That's what I thought. I mean, just think about it. I bet you little cock's trying to get hard right now in that cage, isn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Of course it is. Maybe I should let it out. I want to see just how horny the thought of me getting fucked is making you." Sweeping back her hair, Carrie unhooked the necklace from around her neck. I hardly dared to breathe as she reached forward, sliding the key into the lock that held the chastity device together. The lock clicked, and she removed the device, smiling as she saw my manhood swelling in front of her. There was no way to deny how I felt about her or what she was proposing. And Carrie knew that. Crossing her legs in her chair, she ran the top of her boot along the underside of my shaft. I groaned at the sensation as she teased me. 
 
    "I knew it," Carrie smirked. "You know you love watching me cum. Just imagine watching Declan's big cock pounding your wife's slutty pussy. I hope he's bigger than you. I hope he knows how to really fuck a woman." 
 
    "Please, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "Please what? Please don't fuck him? Or please do? I mean, it's not really up to me anyway. He has to be into it too. I'll have to seduce him. They'll be fun. Especially with you watching. I doubt he'll let you watch us fuck. But you never know. Something to hope for, isn't it?" 
 
    "Lady Carrie," I gasped. Carrie was right again. I didn't even know what I was begging for. All I knew was that the sexual pressure was almost unbearable. My cock raged and throbbed against the black leather of her boot, and Carrie toyed with it idly, almost absentmindedly running her foot up and down my boiling shaft. The look on her face was unforgettable. It was a look of conquest and triumph and lust and malice, all combining in her beautiful features to drive me wild.  
 
    With a word, I could put a stop to the whole thing. Carrie and I still agreed on that. That if she ever pushed me too far, it was on me to put a stop to it. And yet I couldn't bring myself to say the words. All I could manage to say was my wife's name and the title she had given herself, over and over again. 
 
      
 
    "You'll cook dinner, of course," Carrie went on. "You know I don't do that anymore. Besides, it'll give me more time to get ready. Maybe you can help with that too. Help me choose a nice sexy outfit. It seems like Declan likes the same kind of things you do. I guess all guys are pretty similar that way. But you have to make sure I look my best. If he doesn't fuck me, I'm not going to fuck you." 
 
    "Oh my God, Lady Carrie!" 
 
    "That's right," Carrie grinned. "Imagine that. Imagine me making you help me to cheat on you. And even if Declan doesn't let you watch, you'll still be able to hear it. I'll make sure of that. You've heard me screaming his name before, plenty of times. But not like this. This is going to be so much worse for you, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I hissed between gritted teeth. The pressure was rising by the minute. My blood was boiling, my heart burning in my chest. Even after everything Carrie had done to me up to that point, this new level seemed unbelievable. And what was most unbelievable of all was how deeply erotic her idea was to me. The more shame and disgrace it made me feel, the more it excited me. Carrie relied on that. And it was working. 
 
    “I’ll have to tell Emma about it too,” Carrie went on. One of her fingers tapped against her bottom lip thoughtfully as she spoke. “She’ll hear all about your wife having an affair. God, that sounds so exciting, doesn’t it? An affair. She’ll like it. She’ll probably be jealous of me. She likes Declan is much as I do. Really, I should get in there before she does, shouldn’t I?” 
 
    I didn't respond. I kneeled on the floor at Carrie's feet, gasping and moaning, her words echoing in my skull or my cock raged and throbbed against her foot. But Carrie didn't demand an answer from me. She smiled down at me, completely in control and loving it, basking in this new level of my submission to her. 
 
    "I know you can't think straight until you've had your little squirt," Carrie giggled. "So I'll tell you what I'm going to do for you. I'm going to let you cum, and you're going to clean up your mess. Then, I'm going to ask you again, one more time. It will be your last chance to object. If you don't…" and here Carrie leaned forward again, slowly uncrossing her legs, letting me study the gleaming shape of her pussy between her thighs as she leaned forward again, "I'm going to fuck my boss." 
 
    "Oh fuck!" I cried out as Carrie reached forward. She took my cock in her hand and began pumping at once. As worked up as I was, it didn't take long. Almost immediately, my temporarily freed manhood surged in her hand. Carrie laughed as she felt it happen. I moaned in pleasure and despair as I blasted her black boots with my cum, spurting my fluids all over her feet and shins while she watched. 
 
    Once again, Carrie sat back. Once again, she crossed her legs. Not for the first time, the moisture of my cum shone on her designer boots, slowly cooling on the leather that tightly gripped her calves. I cringed in silence as I stared up at her. I knew from experience that this was one of the hardest tasks she gave me. Immediately after orgasm, my arousal was as low as it ever got in Carrie's presence, and my desire to do the kinky things she wanted was less than at any other time. That was the whole point. Carrie got a kick out of making me do those things I didn't want to do. And she watched, gloating above me as I ran my tongue over the leather of her boot. I closed my eyes, finding my cum and reluctantly licking it up from the shiny material. It took a long time, but Carrie was in no hurry. She sat in silence above me until I had licked up every drop from one boot and the leather shone with my saliva. Then she recrossed her legs to let me clean the other foot. 
 
    "That's it," Carrie said encouragingly as I finished up. "Keep my boots nice and clean for me. I'm glad Declan likes them. Imagine if he knew how you polish them for me? Maybe he'll find out someday." Carrie laughed out loud at the look of horror that must've passed over my face. The thought of somebody else discovering my darkest secrets terrified me. Then again, Carrie had a point. If she was actually going to do this, if she was going to seduce her boss, I wanted to see it. I didn't care how much it hurt. If Carrie was going to fuck Declan, I wanted to watch. 
 
    "Now you're probably little more clearheaded," Carrie said. "What do you think? I mean, I still love you. You're still my husband. And I love these things we do together. But jealousy is a relationship killer. I can tell you want to watch me fuck another man. I want to do it too. But do you really think you can handle that? Don't answer right away." 
 
    I stayed silent. I gazed up at Carrie from the floor. The taste of my own cum merging with the taste of her pussy still hovered in my mouth. These things never seemed wilder or crazier than they did at these moments, right after I had had an orgasm, and the more rational parts of my brain were able to battle with the primal desire Carrie so expertly used against me. My kinky wife was right that if I was ever going to object, it was now. The cage was off, and while my hands were still tied, my desire for orgasm was temporarily banished. I could think as clearly as I was ever likely to do in the position I was in. 
 
    I gazed up at my wife as she sat above me, her leather boots shining, her leather skirt hiked up around her hips. Her cheeks were glowing with a faint rose color, an unnecessary sign of her excitement as she studied my face. She looked incredible. Declan was right about that. And she deserved whatever she wanted. Carrie was right about that. My job, both as a husband and as her submissive sex slave, was to keep Lady Carrie happy. And seeing me sexually humiliated was a surefire way to do that. A surefire way to keep both her and me happy and horny in this new phase of our lives. 
 
    And still, my heart hammered in my chest. Still, some distant voice in my brain screamed that I shouldn't be doing this, that I was making the wrong decision. But as I looked up at Carrie, smiling down at me, I knew there was only one thing I could say. And the look of utter delight on her beautiful face as I spoke the words was something I will never forget. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. 
 
    

  

 
   
    19. Preparing To Cheat 
 
      
 
    The house was immaculate. It's not like I had anything better to do. After all, that had been one of the reasons this whole kinky adventure took off in the first place. I had time on my hands. And Carrie's wild games, as well as filling my days and nights with excitement and frustration, gave me something to do. New cases of the virus were dropping, and things were tentatively opening up. Restrictions on where you could go and who you could see what being steadily loosened. But I still didn't have my job back. And so I had nothing better to do than to be Carrie's submissive house husband. 
 
    And of course, Carrie took full advantage. By now, I knew she would. My wife barely lifted a finger around the house anymore. After all, as she loved to remind me any opportunity she got, she was the breadwinner now. She was the one who made all the money and supported me. The least I could do was look after her house for her. 
 
    Not that I would've said no anyway. The chastity device locked around my manhood made that impossible. The cruel toy made Carrie ridiculously powerful, her every wish my most emphatic command. Sometimes, the power she held over me felt even more serious than life-and-death. She had the power to decide if and when I got to experience orgasm. I would do anything, absolutely anything, to earn that release. 
 
    Especially because she seemed so determined to make things as hard on me as possible. Carrie strutted around the house in provocative outfits as though every day were a fashion show. As though she were trying to seduce me, her husband, all over again. But unfortunately, I knew that wasn't the case. What Carrie wanted from me wasn't sex — at least, not in the conventional sense. What she wanted was my total obedience. My complete enthrallment to her and her beauty. And thanks to the cage, she got it. 
 
    While Carrie worked in her office, I worked around the house. Her instructions had been emphatic. Everything had to be perfect. She wanted the place gleaming from top to bottom. She wanted all the bedding washed. She wanted the dishes sparkling and her favorite wine chilling in the fridge. And she got it all. While I moved around the house, diligently cleaning, trying and failing to concentrate on my thousand tasks and keep my mind off the constant ache as my manhood tried to get hard inside the cage, I had plenty of time to think about what was happening. Plenty of time to savor the humiliating fact that I was getting the house ready so that my wife could betray me. 
 
    Carrie spent the day working. Once or twice, I was summoned to her office. I was made to serve her sexually on her lunch break, licking her pussy while she moaned and cried out the name of her boss. Once she had had her selfish orgasm, I was thoughtlessly dismissed to return to my domestic tasks. As I moved through the house, cleaning and tidying, I sometimes heard my wife's laughter ringing out from the room where she worked. I wondered who she was talking to. Maybe Emma. Maybe Declan. And every time I heard it, my heart beat harder in my chest and my cock ached even more inside the unyielding chastity that contained it. The entire day was the most exquisite torture. But even as I railed against myself internally, one part of my brain hardly able to believe that I was submitting to this awful treatment, my lust pushed away all thought of resistance. The thought of what was going to happen that night tormented me, driving hot nails of jealousy into my heart. But it thrilled me in a way I knew I would never be able to explain. Carrie's selfishness, her cruelty, her seeming total disregard for my feelings, made my wife unbearably sexy to me. And the more badly I wanted her, the more humbly I obeyed her. 
 
    By the time Carrie was done with work, the house was ready. Everything was sparkling clean. The laundry had been washed and dried and put away. Our bed was freshly made, the sheets smelling faintly of soap as I smoothed them over the mattress while my heart ached in the knowledge of what the night ahead of me might reveal. All that kept me going was the thought of Carrie's promise. If I allowed her to do this, to perform the ultimate act of betrayal, she would let me fuck her. And at that thought, there was nothing I could do to stop a new and more painful ache between my legs as my cock tried to harden even more. 
 
    But with every minute that passed, my nervousness grew. Finished with work, Carrie went to take a shower. But even there, she didn't miss a chance to torture me. As she strode from her office toward the bathroom, she summoned me with a single word, and I followed as meekly as the servant she had made me into. Carrie's beautiful eyes were blazing as she stood in the bathroom and turned to me. 
 
    “Undress me,” she ordered imperiously. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My wife smiled as I stepped forward, trying to control the trembling in my hands as I reached for her. She had worn a gray dress to work that day, a dress that bared her arms and hugged her body. A dress more appropriate for an evening out than a day at the office, especially when paired with her high-heeled shoes. But that was the way it was now. Ever since the pandemic had started, Carrie had begun dressing sexier. I knew it was meant to torment me. Even if that wasn't the only reason for it. And it worked. I had helped her get dressed that morning, my cock raging and throbbing as I reluctantly pulled up the zipper that drew her dress tight around her. Now I would be doing the opposite. But it wouldn't bring me any closer to the relief I craved. 
 
    Carrie's dress fell to the floor as I unzipped it and pulled it down. She stepped out of it, and I kneeled at her feet to take off her shoes one by one. My cock ached mercilessly as, still kneeling, I reached upward and carefully drew down her panties. My wife's pussy hovered in front of me, the same pussy I had spent her lunch break worshiping. My mouth watered at the sight, yet another physical reaction I couldn't control. Just like the merciless ache of my caged cock. But Carrie wasn't that kind. I knew better than to beg for what I needed so badly. I knew it would be a long time before I was allowed that. 
 
    Setting aside the panties that still held the warmth and fragrance of her body, I rose to my feet. Carrie smiled up at me, not saying a word as I wrapped my arms around her and reached for the clasp of her bra. I unhooked it and slid it down her arms. Her breasts swelled out from her chest, her nipples hard and protruding. There was no doubt that my wife was turned on. Just as I was. The only difference was, Carrie was in control of her desires in a way that I wasn't. 
 
    "You want to play with them, don't you?" Carrie teased, her voice soft as her gorgeous green eyes flickered over my face. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." What was the point of denying it? I could barely even tear my eyes away from my wife's boobs. Even though I knew the sight of them could only add to the pain and frustration of my chastity. It didn't matter. I was helpless. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll allow it,” Carrie smiled. “Just for a minute. And just because I know it will drive you crazy.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My hands were already on their way to her breasts. My heart surged in my chest, gripped by wild joy that was itself humiliating. Her skin was achingly soft under my hands as I caressed her breasts, lowering my head to kiss my way down from her neck to the soft mounds of her flesh. Carrie chuckled under her breath as I kissed one of her nipples and flicked my tongue over it before taking it into my mouth and gently sucking. I felt the already hard flesh harden further between my lips, and my thumb circled her other nipple. Carrie ran her fingers through my hair, making a soft sighing sound in her throat. I tried not to wince at the pain of my cock struggling uselessly to get hard in the inescapable cage that contained it. 
 
    "So pathetic," Carrie laughed. But as she spoke, I heard the telltale note of arousal in her voice. "Just think. If you were a real man with a real cock, I wouldn't have to lock you up like this. You could be fucking me right now. Bending me over the sink and just giving it to me. But that's not going to happen, is it? You're just not man enough to satisfy me." 
 
    "No, Lady Carrie." My wife's laughter rang out in the bathroom as I lifted my mouth from her nipple just for a moment to give her the answer I knew she wanted. Then I returned to my delightful tormenting task. While I continued sucking and kissing her breasts, my hand crept down her body, my cock raging at the feel of her skin against mine. But as my fingers strayed over Carrie's stomach, she slapped my hand away. 
 
    "That's not for you," she sneered. "Not yet. You only get to kiss my pussy when I say so. Only real men get to fuck it." I groaned as she spoke, and Carrie laughed wildly. Her excitement was growing by the minute. And I knew from experience that that meant her cruelty would be too. It still wasn't too late, some strange voice in the back of my head insisted. She still hadn't betrayed me, not completely. She had had Emma's husband go down on her, but that was all. Somehow, that was different. What she proposed to do tonight was an order of magnitude more humiliating, more utterly crushing to my ego. But, as I had to admit to myself in the swarming darkness of my brain, it was far more exciting too. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Carrie said, roughly pushing my head away. “Stay there. You can watch me get clean for him.” 
 
    My quiet groans of frustration were lost under the sound of cascading water as Carrie turned on the shower. I watched her step under the silver stream, her dark hair starting to shine as she pushed it away from her face. The glistening water slid over her skin and curled around her body, almost embracing her as she washed. The sly smile on her pretty face drove me crazy as I watched her reach for a bottle of body wash and begin to sponge suds over herself. Carrie took her time, putting on a show that I knew was designed to tease me. And it worked. My cock ached mercilessly inside the chastity device as I watched the soapy water slide over her body, leaving her glistening. 
 
    Carrie's hands moved downward. Her protruding nipples poked through the scented bubbles on her skin. The sponge moved downward, over her toned stomach, over her thighs. Under the falling water, her eyes glittered as she smiled at me, setting aside the sponge as she curled two fingers up inside herself. I saw her eyelids flutter with pleasure, and she leaned back against the wall of the shower, spreading her legs for balance as she began to finger herself. 
 
    "Fuck, I can't wait for Declan to get here," she groaned. "It's been so long since I had a real date. With a real man. Not like you. I wonder if his cock's as big as I've heard it is. I wonder if I'll get to see it. You think he's going to want to fuck your slutty wife?" 
 
    "Of course he will, Lady Carrie." Carrie laughed loudly, and the sound bounced back from the wet walls of the shower. I could hear the wild excitement in her laughter, another little twist of the knife that felt as though it was embedded in my heart. 
 
    "You're so sweet," Carrie grinned. But even though my sole goal in life these days was to please Carrie, my words were no empty flattery. There was no doubt in my mind that Carrie's boss would want to have sex with her. I didn't believe there was a man on earth that wouldn't. Personally, I had never desired anyone the way I desired Carrie since she had begun to take control of my life. It was hard to imagine any man being able to resist her any better than I was. 
 
    "Especially now that I control your cock," Carrie went on. Her voice was humming with pleasure now, her hand busy between her thighs. "You'll let me do whatever I want to, won't you? Even if that means getting fucked by my boss." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I groaned. My teeth clenched as I spoke, and my cock surged inside its steel prison. It was the truth, of course. And that's exactly what made Carrie's words so bitter to hear. I consented to this. Overcome by my wife's beauty and power and sexual dominance, I was willing to let her do the unthinkable. Sometimes, Carrie seemed to have an even harder time believing what we had come to than I did. She never stopped enjoying it. That much was certain. 
 
    "Oh my God, you're so pathetic," Carrie moaned. "We should have done this years ago. It's the same with Emma and Dave. Husbands should always be locked up, so that we wives can enjoy real sex." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.”Carrie sobbed with pleasure as I spoke, and her skin shone as her body shuddered under the stream of water. This was a game I knew well. I knew exactly what was required of me. My total submission. My pathetic acquiescence. Nothing got my wife hotter than knowing the power she had over me. 
 
    "Oh my God," Carrie moaned again. Her hand was moving faster than ever between her legs, and from where I stood outside the shower, I could see her thighs trembling. Her eyes were closed now, and her other hand groped her own breasts, pinching the nipples I had so recently been kissing as she surrendered to sexual bliss. I watched carefully, drinking in every telltale sign of Carrie's ecstasy while my cock ached. It was torture. It was meant to be. And finally, the bathroom rang with Carrie's screams and groans of wild bliss as an orgasm tore through her. I watched, feeling the bitterness of total defeat, as my wife moaned and sobbed with pleasure right in front of me, slowly returning to her senses while I watched in agony. 
 
    Carrie opened her eyes. A wicked smile spread across her beautiful face. Her dark hair clung to her neck and shoulders, her whole body dripping under the still running shower. With a sigh, she slid her fingers out from her dripping pussy, her lips spasming and clenching as though reluctant to let go. Her breasts rose and fell on her chest as she breathed deeply, smiling at me without saying a word. And I said nothing to her. It wasn't my place to speak unless spoken to. All I could do was watch this woman, this goddess, flaunting her beauty in front of me to remind me of what I was not permitted to have. 
 
    "Get in here," Carrie suddenly snapped, her face darkening in an instant. Her mercurial moods were all part of her dominant persona, I knew. She loved to keep me guessing. "Crawl," she added as I started forward. "On your hands and knees." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Without a moment's hesitation, I dropped to all fours on the bathroom floor. Carrie watched, a smile of triumph returning to her face as I did her bidding. Pushing aside the door of the cubicle, I crawled into the shower and felt the warm water running over my back. Carrie reached forward, and I felt her take hold of my rapidly dampening hair as she pulled my face toward her. My cock surged remorselessly as she steered my face between her legs. 
 
    "Lick," she commanded. And there was nothing I was happier to do than run my tongue over her pussy, tasting the faint residue of the orgasm she had just given herself while the water of the shower poured down on us both. Carrie leaned back against the wall again, both hands on the back of my head, holding me in place as though I wanted to be anywhere else. Reaching around her, I grabbed the twin firm globes of her ass, kneading the flesh in my hands while I slid my tongue inside her. Carrie moaned, and her grip tightened on my head. Fueled by her first orgasm, her body was still alive with pleasure. And I knew what I was doing. Ever since the pandemic started, I had had more opportunities to go down to my wife than ever before in our marriage. It was something I did not just every day, but multiple times per day. Whether under her desk or in our bed or on the living room sofa or in the basement where I did the laundry, Carrie was getting more and more comfortable demanding oral sex from me whenever the mood struck her. And with each day that passed without me having an orgasm of my own, I became ever more eager to do it. Her pussy tasted like heaven in my mouth as I kissed and licked, feeling her lips spasming against my own and knowing another orgasm was coming. Carrie screamed under the falling water, and as her body convulsed, I drank down her flowing nectar that mingled with the warm water of the shower as she came on my face. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Carrie groaned. Again, she roughly pushed my head away. “I need to sit down after that.” I sat back on my knees as Carrie slowly slid down the shower wall. The water was still pouring down on us both, and my wife was panting and naked and wet in front of me. I trembled with desire that I knew would not be fulfilled as I looked in her. 
 
    “Shave my legs,” she ordered without opening her eyes. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. Still tasting her pussy on my tongue, I reached up for her razor and the shave cream she used without getting off my knees. I had never shaved a woman before. But that didn't seem to matter. Carrie just lay there, her eyes still closed, her mind seemingly miles away while I smeared the shaving cream over her legs. Her bulky razor felt like a toy compared to the one I used. I ran it slowly over her skin, terrified of cutting her. But I didn't. A strip of shaving cream disappeared, leaving her skin smooth and hairless. I thought I detected a faint smile on her face as I continued with my task. 
 
    It took longer than I would've thought. Beginning at her ankle, I shaved Carrie all the way up to one knee, then moved on to the other leg. Once that was done, I moved higher, the razor sliding over the rounded muscle of her thigh. She sat in front of me with her legs parted, her pussy brazenly on display. With every inch I drew closer to it, my cock ached more inside the chastity device. As though I had never seen her naked before. As though I couldn't still taste her sex on my tongue. My wife's pussy shone in front of me like some distant promised land, like some unattainable goal that I would spend my life in quest of. I tried to control the trembling of my hands as I shaved her higher and higher, finishing on her inner thighs with her pussy just next to my hand. Carrie's eyes were open now. She was watching me with that sly smile that I knew so well on her face. 
 
    “Don’t forget my pubic hair,” she said. “Leave the landing strip. Just get everything that’s around it.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie."Carrie chuckled as I applied more shaving cream to her skin, more careful than ever as I drew the razor between her legs. There was no way to do what she wanted without touching her, without feeling the maddening silkiness of her swollen lips against fingers and thumb. But somehow, I resisted the urge to plunge my fingers inside. And Carrie simply watched, enjoying the whole submissive spectacle as I got her ready for a date with another man. 
 
    "Good," she finally said as I finished. "You did a good job. Maybe I'll have you do that for me from now on. A husband should help his wife look good for her lovers." My lips opened automatically to say the familiar refrain, but fear clutched my throat and wouldn't allow me to speak. Carrie just smiled at me, as though she understood the powerful emotions raging inside me. She probably did, at least as much as she was able to without ever being in a position like mine. After all, it was those emotions that she was manipulating with incredible skill. 
 
    “You’re dismissed,” Carrie said at last. “Go wait for me in the bedroom.’ 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I croaked. As I stood up under the still-flowing water, Carrie held out her hand. Taking it, I lifted her to her feet. As I turned to step out of the shower, my wife delivered a quick stinging slap to my ass. Her laughter practically chased me out of the bathroom as I quickly dried off and headed to the bedroom to wait for her. 
 
    I was waiting a long time. And yet all the while, my cock never stopped hurting as it tried to harden inside the cage that would never allow it. The things we had done and the things we were about to do were just too outrageous. All I could do was wait. 
 
    And when Carrie finally emerged from the bathroom, the sight of her took my breath away. She was still naked, not even bothering to wrap a towel around herself. But her body was as dry as her hair, and her face was painted with makeup. Her gorgeous eyes glittered under thick dark lashes and some metallic eyeshadow that brought out the green glow. Her skin was flawlessly smooth, aching to be touched. Her lips were lurid red, thick and full, the kind of lips that simply cry out to be kissed. Or more. Carrie smiled at my reaction as she strode with total confidence into the bedroom. Stepping past me, she went to her closet. I felt my heart rising up into my throat as she pulled out some clothing and laid it on the bed. I recognized it at once. Even as my cock ached in chastity, my heart burned with bitter jealousy. 
 
    "You're wearing that?" Carrie smiled as she turned to me. I had forgotten my place, and I felt the fearful fluttering in my stomach as I wondered what my wife's reaction would be. But Carrie ignored the transgression. 
 
    "Of course I am," she grinned. "You know how sexy I look in it. You don't think I bought it just for you, did you? What a waste that would be. I don't need to get dressed up for you. You find me sexy enough as it is. No, this is for Declan. And you're going to help me put it on." 
 
    “Lady Carrie…” 
 
    “What?” The smile fell like thunder from Carrie’s face as she turned to me, her hands on her hips. “Are you reconsidering our deal? Because you know I can leave that cage on much longer if that’s what you want. There are plenty of other ways I can get satisfied.” 
 
    "No, Lady Carrie," I gasped, while my cheeks burned in shame. She had won. Carrie had won long before this game even began. We both knew it. 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Now, be a good husband and put your wife’s lingerie on so she can seduce another man. We don’t have all night.” 
 
    Utterly defeated, I moved toward the bed. I could feel Carrie's eyes watching me, sparkling with malice and desire as I lifted the black and gold corset from the bed. Just touching it was enough to make my cock throb. Stepping behind Carrie, I wrapped the garment around her torso and began to tighten the laces. She sighed as she felt the steel boning pressing against her, reshaping her already incredible figure into something truly irresistible. My cock ached again as I sneaked quick peeks over her slender shoulder, watching the way her breasts rose and pressed together on her chest, her cleavage absolutely mouthwatering and her waist unbelievably slim above her broad hips. 
 
    "Good," Carrie said, slightly breathless from the corset's tightness as I tied off the laces. "Now, the rest. Panties, stockings, boots. All of it. I want to look like an absolute goddess for him." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My voice cracked as I spoke. I had known this was coming for a long time, but somehow, the closer the feared event got, the more real it became. I didn't have much hope that my wife wasn't going to sleep with my boss. But as I laced her into the corset, I knew it was an inevitability. Carrie didn't get dressed up like that for no reason. And that wasn't a man alive who would be able to resist her looking the way she did. 
 
    But I didn't resist. I didn't complain. Somehow, the spell of lust and frustration Carrie had woven over me continue to hold. She sat on the bed, and I did what she wanted, sliding dark stockings up her legs and attaching them to garters that dangled from the corset. Her skimpy black panties went over them, hiding the pussy I wanted so badly from my eyes at last. The leather of her designer boots gripped her lower legs as I slid them on and pulled the zipper shut, my cock throbbing all the while. 
 
    “I should’ve had you polish them,” Carrie smiled as she turned her foot this way and that in her boot. “But that would involve letting you out. Letting you have an orgasm. You haven’t learned that yet.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Breathlessly, my head spinning, I watched her stand. She made her way to her jewelry box and rummaged inside. My heart raced when she picked up a key and dangled it in front of me. My chest swelled with hope as I stared at the key to my chastity. 
 
    But Carrie just laughed and slipped the small key into the top of one boot. 
 
    “Come on,” she giggled. “Declan will be here soon. And you need to get dinner started.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    20. His Wife And Her Boss 
 
         
 

    "How's it going in here?" 
 
    Carrie didn't surprise me, of course. The tall heels of her boots announced her everywhere she went, clicking loudly on the floor with every step she took. It was a sound that haunted me. At just the sound of my wife's footsteps, my cock would surge in its cage, pressing painfully against the steel that contained it. I was so enraptured by Carrie's beauty, even listening to her walk was painful. 
 
    When she entered the kitchen, I was bending over the open oven. I had never been much of a cook, but that had changed recently along with everything else. Emboldened by early successes and encouraged by my dominant wife, I had been trying out new recipes. When Carrie had told me that she wanted me to cook for her and her boss, I had cringed with embarrassment. But I was determined to do a good job. My future pleasure depended on it. 
 
    "Good, Lady Carrie," I said. Swinging shut the oven door, I stood, feeling the heat on my face as I turned toward her. A different heat swelled up inside me at the sight of her. As always, my wife looked absolutely beautiful. And on this special night, she had gone all out. 
 
    As I got her ready for her date earlier, for an awful moment, I had thought that she would only be wearing lingerie. An unequivocal message to Declan when he arrived. But to my very small relief, Carrie had eventually chosen a dress. A new dress, one that fit her tightly. The black and red pattern matched her black boots with their expensive red soles, and the fabric flaunted her every curve. Cut low in the front, it revealed the outrageous cleavage the corset she wore underneath gave her. The dress was short enough that when she sat, she reached exposing the top of her black stockings. The dress was cut to look almost painted on, but with her hourglass figure enhanced by the corset, Carrie chose to tighten it around her waist with a black patent leather belt. In short, she looked unbearably sexy in her tight new dress, and more than a little slutty. Especially when combined with her knee-high black leather boots and the heavy makeup on her face. Of course, that was the point. 
 
    And Carrie's look had got the necessary reaction, from me and from Declan. Before he arrived, she had watched me start the preparations for dinner. When the long-dreaded knock on the door came, Carrie ordered me to answer it. At least she had let me put something on, a shirt and a pair of pants. That was another fear of mine, that Carrie would have me answer the door the way I had been serving her all day, naked except for the chastity device locked onto my manhood. But clearly, that was further than she was willing to go. For now. Even if I knew the awful truth. If Carrie had demanded it, I would have done it. 
 
    Declan had brought a bottle of wine. Taking it from him, I shook his hand reluctantly. We had met before, but only a couple of times. I didn't know him well at all. The truth was, with everything that was going on, I could barely meet his eyes. This was the man my wife fantasized about. The man she had named her favorite dildo after. And now he was here, in my house. And I knew exactly why, even if he didn't yet. 
 
    Carrie embraced Dylan the moment she saw him, and I cringed inwardly at the sight of his hands on her body. He told her she looked fantastic, and my wife giggled girlishly at the compliment. Guiding her boss to the living room, she sat on the sofa beside him, their bodies practically touching while I served them both a glass of the wine he'd brought. The air in our house crackled with nervous desire. I didn't know if Declan could feel it. But I certainly could. And I knew that Carrie did too. Her gorgeous eyes shone and glittered every time she looked at me, and I recognized the gleeful mischief inside them. But mostly, her eyes were on Declan. 
 
    “It will be ready soon,” I said. 
 
    "Good," Carrie said. She placed her empty wineglass down on the kitchen island and tapped one finger against it, the glass chiming on contact with her wedding ring. Taking the hint, I crossed the kitchen toward the fridge, feeling her eyes follow my every step. While I poured her a new glass of wine, Carrie placed her hands on the kitchen island and leaned forward. I couldn't keep myself from peering down the front of her dress, my cock throbbing in chastity at the site of her mouthwatering cleavage. Carrie knew exactly what she was doing. 
 
    "He's so handsome, isn't he?" 
 
    "I — I don't know, Lady Carrie." The wine sang in her glass as I poured it out. That was the end of that bottle, but Carrie was prepared. There was plenty more where that came from. And she smiled as she lifted her glass, sipping carefully as her red lips left a faint imprint. 
 
    "Of course you do," she said. "He's gorgeous. I just hope he's good in bed. You think he wants to fuck me?" 
 
    “I know he does, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “Really? Why?” 
 
    "Because you're beautiful, Lady Carrie. Because you look like an absolute goddess tonight. Because any man would want you. Because I've seen the way he looks at you." 
 
    "God, this is so naughty, isn't it?" Carrie loved being in control. And lately, her dominant persona had only been growing stronger and more confident. But as she spoke, I caught a glimpse of my wife behind the façade of cruelty that I loved so much. Knowing the power she held, Carrie exuded confidence. But that didn't mean she didn't have any doubts at all. After all, this was by far the wildest thing either of us had ever done. Even a few weeks before, we never would have contemplated it. But there we both were, halfway down a path that we had never known existed. The air in the kitchen all but crackled with excitement as I gazed at her, my cock aching with denied arousal inside its tight prison. 
 
    "It is, Lady Carrie," I said, catching the sly smile that shone on her red lips as I spoke. It never failed to turn her on to have me address her that way. And it worked on me, too. Like a magic spell, an incantation that only grew more powerful the more I said it. I longed to touch her, to reach out and take my wife in my arms. To kiss those bright red lips. To lift up that slutty dress and pin her down on the kitchen island and do what any man would want to do to a woman that looked like her. But I couldn't. The constant ache between my legs was a reminder of my complete impotence. 
 
    “This must be so humiliating for you.” 
 
    “It is, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “Good. You know I love to put you in your place.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie set down her wine glass on the island. The breath caught in my throat as she reached for me. I was wearing an apron, and she slipped her hand under it, reaching for the fly of my pants. Breathless, I placed my hands on her hips, feeling the soft material of her dress and the firm body underneath it. The tightness of her dress showed the lines of the corset underneath, and I wondered if Declan had noticed. I wondered if he could possibly guess how my wife looked in the lingerie she was wearing. The thought that he might be about to find out made my head spin with jealous desire. 
 
    Carrie's deft fingers pulled down my fly and slipped inside. She giggled as she pushed aside the panties she had ordered me to wear under my pants to remind me of my lowly status, my inferiority as a man. I suppressed a groan as she took hold of my cock and gave the cruel device a little shake. 
 
    “Does it turn you on? Knowing your wife is such a slut?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I panted. Her dark hair moved under my breath as we stood close together. My hands crept toward the hem of her dress, but with a smile, Carrie took hold of my wrist and moved my hand back up to her hip. Denied again. 
 
    "This is really tough on me, you know," Carrie went on. "I mean, just the thought of this. The thought of doing it. And having Declan here in my house. I kind of want to fuck him right now. I need to cum." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I gasped. “Can I — can I help you?” Carrie studied my face, her glittering eyes moving over my features. 
 
    "How would you help me?" she asked in a quiet voice. 
 
    “However you want,” I babbled. “With my mouth. With my hand. Whatever.” 
 
    "You'd do that, wouldn't you?" Carrie grinned. "If I told you to, you'd go down on me right here and now, then serve me and my boss dinner with my pussy on your breath." 
 
    “Gladly, Lady Carrie.” Carrie laughed, throwing back her head and exposing her slender neck as the sound of her joy filled the kitchen. 
 
    "That's sweet," Carrie said. "But I don't think so. We're both just going to have to be patient. I mean, it's tricky. You know how I love teasing you. And the longer I wait, the hotter it gets." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Well, you better get back to work then. The sooner you serve us dinner, the sooner we can get to dessert." With that, Carrie drew her hand out of my pants. Stepping back, she turned abruptly, and her high heels hammered out a beat on the kitchen floor as she strutted back toward the living room. I watched her go in agony, watching her body sway in the tight dress and exquisite underwear that I knew was underneath it. Every nerve in my body demanded that I go after her, that I have my way with her. But that wasn't possible. Instead, I reached under the apron and zipped up my fly once again. 
 
    I stayed in the kitchen until dinner was ready. It didn't take long. And besides, I could hardly bear to look at the two of them out there. Even though not being able to see them was in its way just as difficult. Every now and then, I heard their laughter drifting across the house to my ears. Carrie's laughter was wild and exuberant, and I didn't believe in it for a second. No one's that funny. She was flirting with her boss in our living room. And I hadn't lied about the looks I had seen him giving her. I knew what her intentions were. It dawned on me with a sinking sense of horror that the only thing that could stop my wife cheating on me that night was if Declan didn't go along with it. I doubted there was much chance of that. 
 
    A timer beeped. Things were nearly ready. I had hoped making gravy on the stove would offer some distraction from what was going on, but it didn't. My hands seem to move automatically about the task while my mind continued to circle what could be going on in the living room. Declan and Carrie, my wife and her boss, this man that she had such a powerful attraction to. It was impossible to think of anything else. 
 
    Once the gravy was ready, I produced the roast from the oven. Setting it down on the island, I carved a few slices and put them onto plates. Potatoes and steamed asparagus followed. The dinner looked great and smelled fantastic, and a strange and tiny sense of pride sparked inside me at what I had achieved. Picking up a plate in each hand, I swallowed nervously before making their way to the living room. 
 
    "Dinner is ready," I said as I stepped through the door. My voice cracked on the final syllable. Carrie moved quickly, the sofa bouncing under her body. Her hand flew to her mouth as she looked at me. My cheeks burned. I hoped Declan couldn't see as he looked at me without saying a word. What had they been doing? Whatever it was, it had stopped the moment I stepped into the room. 
 
    Pretending I had seen nothing, I walked through the living room toward the dining room table and sat down a plate at each end. The couch creaked as Declan and Carrie rose to their feet. They walked toward me, and Carrie smiled as she draped her arm around her boss's. Declan looked uncomfortable as he glanced quickly at me, as though waiting for me to say something. But I didn't. Instead, I pulled Carrie's chair out for her. Detaching herself from the other man, she took a seat, and I watched in agony as her dress rose up her thighs, exposing her stocking tops. 
 
    “This looks delicious, honey. Thank you,” she smiled up at me. 
 
    "Yeah, thanks," Declan echoed. I noticed there was strange smile on his face as he looked at me. My cheeks flushed again as I remembered I was still wearing the apron. 
 
    "Go bring us some more wine," Carrie said. Eager to escape Declan's eyes, I nodded and hurried toward the kitchen. Retrieving a bottle of wine from the fridge, I brought it back to the table along with two glasses and poured one for Carrie and one for Declan. 
 
    "To… new experiences," Carrie said as she raised her glass, smiling at her boss." 
 
    "To new experiences," Declan echoed. The two of them stared at one another as they drank, while I stood beside the table as though I was invisible. Finally, Carrie set down her glass and began to cut into the roast beef I had served her. Taking a mouthful, she chewed slowly and with evident pleasure. My eyes were drawn to her like magnets, unable to tear myself away from the vision of sexiness my wife had become. But finally, Carrie swallowed and turned to me, her smooth brow furrowing slightly as though she had forgotten I was there. 
 
    "Are you waiting for a tip? Go on. Back to the kitchen. I'll call you if we need something." 
 
    “Yes…,” I said, and stopped. Fear gripped my throat. Slowly, Carrie raised her sculpted eyebrows, her eyes traveling up and down my body with a surprised expression, as though she hadn’t expected even this much defiance. 
 
    "Yes what?" she said slowly. "You know that's not the proper way to address your wife. Go on. Don't be shy just because Declan's here." 
 
    "Yes… Lady Carrie." As the words tumbled from my traitorous lips, Declan guffawed. His blue eyes darted from me to Carrie, and his face showed total disbelief mixed with obvious amusement. 
 
    "I'm sorry. Did he just call you Lady Carrie?" 
 
    "Of course," Carrie beamed before taking another careful sip of her wine. "Now that I'm making all the money, I call the shots. And I insist on my husband showing me the proper respect." Standing beside the table where the two of them sat, I nevertheless felt about three inches tall. Declan was still laughing, and Carrie was smiling. It was only me that stood there in a fog of humiliation, my head whirling and my cock throbbing unseen in the chastity device. 
 
    "I didn't realize you are so… demanding," Declan said. "I never see this side of you at work." 
 
    "Well, some men need it," Carrie smiled. "Some don't." 
 
    "True," Declan shrugged. "Maybe I should've been considering you for a management position if you can control people this well."Carrie laughed. 
 
    "It's not hard," she said. "After all, I have something he wants." Her words hung in the air between us. Declan stared at my wife as though seeing her for the first time, a surprised smile still hovering on his face. Finally, he was seeing the same new side of Carrie that I had seen. He seemed fascinated by it. 
 
    "You're dismissed,' Carrie said abruptly, turning her burning green eyes on me. I could feel Declan watching me as I nodded, cringing with embarrassment. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I mumbled. As I turned and headed back toward the kitchen, I heard their laughter following me again, compounding my shame and simultaneously increasing the pain of the chastity device as my cock masochistically tried again and again to harden. 
 
    Carrie had forbidden me from eating with them. But she hadn't said I couldn't eat at all. Standing at the kitchen island, I made myself a plate of the food I had cooked and ate it mechanically. For all the work I had put into the meal, I barely tasted it. My mind was entirely occupied with what was going on in the dining room. A couple of times, I had to set down my fork and hurriedly swallow what I was eating as Carrie summoned me back to pour out more wine for her and her boss. It certainly seemed to be going down easily. I had to bring them a third bottle, and as I did, I saw the dangerous glitter in my wife's eyes and the redness in her cheeks. Carrie was drunk. As if she wasn't already unpredictable enough. 
 
    Finally, I was summoned from the kitchen to clean up. While I picked up the empty plates, Declan and Carrie returned to the living room, clutching their wine glasses in their hands. They sat down, even closer together than they had been before. Carrie was practically pressing her body against Declan's. As I passed by, a plate in each hand, I watched Declan drape his arm over the back of our sofa, and my wife snuggled up against his side. My heart hammering inside my ribs, I went back to hide in the kitchen and clean up the dishes. 
 
    There was no more laughter from the living room now. Instead, there was an ominous silence. The wildest, most forbidden thoughts raced through my mind. Carrie had been more than clear about what she had planned for the night. And now that alcohol had gotten the better of her, I wondered what she would do and when she would do it. When the dishes were finally clean, I waited in the kitchen. I didn't dare go back to the living room. Torn between my desire to know what was going on and the fear of what I knew was possible, I stood beside the sink, leaning on the countertop. The pain of my trapped cock had become the background hum of my existence, and yet it still made me wince and curse as I thought about Carrie and Declan. 
 
    "Honey? Come out here for a minute." Carrie's voice reached me from the living room. Trembling, I straightened up. I had known this moment would come. That didn't make it any easier to deal with. I walked into the living room like a condemned man, and my heart felt as though it dropped out of my body completely at what I saw in there. 
 
    Carrie was still sitting on the sofa next to Declan. His arm was around her waist, pulling her against him. Her legs were crossed, revealing her bare thigh above the top of her stocking as she draped one of her boots over his knee. And her hand was between Declan's legs. His belt was undone, his pants unfastened. I felt as though I was about to faint as I saw another man's cock in my wife's hand. 
 
    "Look at this," Carrie said. Declan grinned as she brandished his erect member like a weapon. "This is what I was talking about. This is what real man's cock looks like. God, no wonder you do so well with women." Carrie smiled as she turned her face to Declan. He grinned at her too. Their mouths were just inches apart. I stood trembling in my own living room, barely able to believe what I was seeing but completely unable to look away. 
 
    "Have you ever had one this big?" 
 
    "Never," Carrie said at once. "You're much bigger than my husband. Isn't he, Andrew?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." It was the truth. Declan's cock in Carrie's small hand looked like an absolute monster. And yet it cost me everything I had to acknowledge the truth, as though I lost some part of myself by admitting it. Carrie smiled at me across the living room, and the wicked flash in her eyes rekindled my desire for her. She looked so sexy, sitting there with another man's cock in her hand, still fully dressed in her slutty outfit and evidently thrilled with her position in life. 
 
    "My God," Carrie went on, turning her attention back to her boss. "This is really — I need to speak to my husband. Excuse us for a moment, Declan." 
 
    Declan grinned as Carrie stood, tugging at her dress before walking toward me. Grabbing my arm above the elbow, she steered me out of the living room, toward the bedrooms. I stumbled along beside her, lost in disbelief at what was happening. In the state I was in, I barely noticed as she led me into the spare bedroom that had become her office. She guided me toward the bed, and we sat down together on the mattress. 
 
    “Did you see that thing?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "God, I want his cock so bad. And he clearly wants me, too. So I think I'm going to fuck him now. Right?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." For all her dominance, I had again the strange feeling that my wife was looking to me for reassurance. As though she was offering me one last chance to back out of this crazy game. But I couldn't. The sight of her with him, as much as it enraged me, as much as it ignited a raw jealousy inside me, was the sexiest thing imaginable. I couldn't explain why. But I wanted Declan to fuck my wife. 
 
    "Okay. But I'm not going to let you watch. I think for our first time, it should be just him and me. So you can stay here. Take your shirt off." 
 
    I didn't even question Carrie. I didn't even think. My trembling fingers felt numb as I unbuttoned my shirt and took it off. Carrie unfastened my pants and pulled those off, too. Soon, I was sitting beside her on the bed in nothing but a pair of her panties and the chastity device underneath. The door to the spare room was still open. Dimly, I hoped Declan wouldn't come and see what was going on. 
 
    Carrie's tight dress rustled as she leaned over the bed, and the corset she wore underneath it groaned. Reaching under the pillow, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs. My clever wife had planned everything in advance. Turning back to me, she placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down onto the bed. I didn't even try to fight her. Shocked into passivity, I let her lift my arms toward the headboard and thread the handcuffs through the bars, locking my arms to the bed frame. Smiling, Carrie sat back on her knees once I was restrained, smoothing her hair back behind one ear as she grinned at me. 
 
    "You can just stay here all night," she said softly. Her hand drifted over my chest as she spoke, gently brushing my skin. "It's going to get me so wet knowing you're in here. Thinking about what I'm doing with him, and unable to do anything about it. Unable even to cum. You're just going to have to wait." Shifting on the mattress above me, Carrie tapped one hand against the top of her boot. "I have your key right here," she went on. "And I'm going to keep my boots on while Declan fucks me. That way, it'll be like you're there, but not. And don't worry, honey. I'll tell you all about what we got up to afterward." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My voice was weak and parched as I spoke. Smiling, Carrie bent over me and kissed me tenderly. I kissed her back. As strange as it might seem, my heart swelled with love for my kinky wife at that moment. Right on the cusp of betrayal, she had never been sexier to me. 
 
    "Now, be a good boy and don't make a sound," she said. "Your wife's about to take her first real cock, and you're going to hear it." With that, she climbed off the bed. I turned my head to watch her go, swaying seductively with every step as she headed back to the living room where Declan waited. Soon, I heard more footsteps. They were coming down the hall. I got only the briefest glimpse at my wife as she guided Declan past the open door of the bedroom where I lay and into our room. 
 
    Through the wall, I could hear their muffled voices. Soon, I heard other sounds, sounds that made me gasp. Sounds of passion. Sounds of pleasure. And soon, my wife was groaning in a pleasure that I knew was all too real. Before long, her cries of passion echoed through the house, the wall between one bedroom and the next no match for the volume as her boss fucked her. I had never heard her scream and wail like that. My heart filled up with ashes as I reflected on the fact that maybe I never would. 
 
    My cock ached desperately in my cage. My heart pounded in my chest. And next door, my wife's screams of ecstasy went on and on, deep into the night, as her boss and his big cock fucked her in the bed I had made for them. 
 
    

  

 
   
    21. The Making of a Cuckold 
 
      
 
    The torture went on and on. Declan's stamina was incredible. And with every powerful thrust he buried inside my wife's beautiful body, I felt my heart roar with rage and shame. The sound of the headboard of our bed hitting the wall provided a rapid beat underneath the high screams of Carrie's passion. And every time I thought it was over, it would soon begin again. Probably the two of them just changing positions, I thought to myself with another spasm of hatred. The chastity device had never felt tighter around my cock. I lay tied to the bed in what had become Carrie's office and felt as though my heart would burst with everything that was happening. 
 
    I had never imagined my wife cheating on me before. Why would I inflict such a horrible thought on myself? Now that it was happening, I found it didn't feel anything like I might've thought it would. Of course, this was different. This wasn't some sleazy office romance or sordid affair that she was hiding from me. This was right out in the open. And even though I was in the next room, tied up and helpless and commanded to stay quiet, I was still part of it. In some strange way, that gave me a modicum of hope. I might not be in the room with them. I might not be able to watch, and I still wasn't sure how much of that was blessing and how much was curse. But I was still part of this wild scene. Carrie knew that I was listening, with only an interior wall separating us and doing nothing to dampen her enthusiastic screams and yells. I didn't need to be in the room with them to be part of this astonishing act. 
 
    It wouldn't be accurate to say I didn't feel betrayed. I did. But it turned out, betrayal felt completely different to how I imagined it would. Something about what Carrie was doing, the outrageous selfishness and cruelty of her desires, made lust light up inside me. It's not as though I'd forgotten how desirable my wife was. How could I? When she spent her days dressing in sexy outfits to tease and torment me? How could I forget, when she had complete control of my sexual pleasure? Carrie's sex appeal was something I could never ignore, not from the moment she had decided to take control of me like this. But knowing that she was in my bed with another man reinforced the way I felt about her. It fueled my desire for her. And this desire, doomed to be unfulfilled until my wicked wife decided otherwise, was its own strange form of pleasure. Not the certain euphoric rush of orgasm, by any means. But a dark and shameful pleasure nonetheless. 
 
    My humiliation and disgrace reached its jagged peak as I heard a groan from the bedroom next to me. Carrie cried out in one last yell, a sound that harmonized with Declan's low moan. In the darkness of the spare bedroom, I squeezed my eyes shut, my lips trembling over clenched teeth. Declan had cum. Another man had cum inside my wife, and nothing any of us could do would ever change that fact. Even if we were to decide that this game was too wild, too painful, and that we should abandon it completely and go back to the way things used to be between Carrie and me, we would both forever know that this had happened. That I had lain there, helpless and listening, as she became the lover of another man. A man she worked for, too. A man that, once the pandemic was finally over and life returned to normal, she would see every day. No; pandemic or not, for my wife and I, life was never going to go back to the way it was before. 
 
    I heard someone get up and go to the bathroom. After a short while, they returned. I could hear the low murmur of soft voices in the next bedroom, but I couldn't make out what they were saying. It didn't last long. A light clicked, and the house was plunged into darkness. Soon, I could hear the slow even breathing of Carrie's boss in my bed. Apparently, Declan would be staying the night. I would be spending the night chained up and frustrated in the spare bedroom, neglected and ignored, my needs completely irrelevant to my sadistic wife. 
 
    I lay there for a long time. From where I lay, no clock was visible. And the darkness outside told me nothing. I knew that in my state of mental anguish, minutes would pass like hours. I tried to sleep. But we all know that sleep isn't something you try. It's something you either do or don't. And lying there in the powerful silence of our house, now the scene of the greatest humiliation of my life, sleep eluded me. 
 
    But eventually, the long night I had been through must've taken its toll even on me. It felt as though I couldn't sleep, as though I would never sleep again. My brain was buzzing with too many dangerous thoughts, my heart burning with an overflow of powerful emotions. But I must've dozed here and there, slipping in and out of consciousness like a dolphin riding the bow wave of some great ship. Strange thoughts occurred to me as I dipped in and out of dreams, and reality melted together with imagination into a powerful blend of wild images. So when I heard movement in the room with me, it took me a moment to know if it was real. In the darkness, I tried to come to my senses as I felt the bed I was lying on sink under another person's weight. 
 
    "Lady Carrie?" 
 
    "Shhh." I felt my wife press her palm against my mouth, silencing me. In the darkness, I could see next to nothing. Only the faintest outline of her head above me, her hair lying loose over her shoulders, backlit by the dim glow of the sky outside. "Don't say a word," Carrie went on. "Don't make a sound. I don't want Declan to wake up." She kept her hand over my mouth as she reached for me with the other. I drew a deep breath through my nostrils as I felt her hand on my thigh, pulling down the humiliating panties I wore. The cage that contained my straining cock rattled in her hand, and for a moment I wondered if I was still dreaming as I heard a faint but meaningful click. Taking her hand off my mouth, Carrie busied herself between my legs, sliding the chastity device off my manhood and setting it silently aside. I was glad to be lying down as my cock suddenly swelled. I felt lightheaded as all the blood rushed to the lower half of my body. Maybe it hadn't been that long since I was let out of the cage going by the calendar. But to me, it felt like a lifetime. A dreary lifetime of mild pain and epic frustration. A lifetime of humble service to my wife's every whim, all in the hope of earning the release that finally seemed to be mine. I hardly dared breathe as I felt my wife's fingers close around my shaft. I didn't dare make a sound. I barely moved a muscle. The last thing I wanted to do was risk the reward that finally seemed to be mine. And as my wife slowly stroked my cock, keeping the pressure light, her movements playful and teasing, I had to concede that I had earned this. 
 
    Carrie moved on the bed beside me. I heard her soft breathing as she climbed on top of me, her thighs gripping my hips. Placing one hand on my chest, she reached down and took hold of my cock again. I gasped as she lowered herself down onto it, guiding it inside the soft warmth of her pussy. I heard her chuckle under her breath, and a dangerous thrill swept over me at the sound. Slowly, Carrie started moving up and down, riding my cock while I tried to suppress my gasps and moans. 
 
    "That feels so small to me now," Carrie said in a whisper. In the darkness, I could feel my skin burning with embarrassment. Because what my wife was saying was no more than the awful truth. After my long period of denial, any contact with my finally freed cock felt amazing. And Carrie's body against mine felt as incredible as ever. But it did feel different. It was all I could do not to moan in despair as I had to acknowledge in silence the awful truth that my wife seemingly did feel more stretched out that she used to. 
 
    Carrie didn't say another word. She didn't need to. In total control, she moved on top of me, picking up speed as she fucked me. I kept quiet. I focused on my breathing, trying to control myself. Trying to make this long-awaited pleasure last and not add to my humiliation by coming too quickly. But I didn't have a lot of choice. What I had been through over the past few days had me primed and ready to explode the moment she touched me. And even if Carrie's pussy bore the telltale signs of its use by Declan, it still felt fantastic to me. I growled and groaned as pleasure boiled and bubbled in the pit of my stomach, radiating out from between my legs to sweep over my whole body. Carrie was almost silent above me, moving faster and faster, her breathing quick but her voice low. So different to the wild cries and yells she had made while she was with Declan. And while I cringed in embarrassment, I knew that that was the point. 
 
    Before long, I reached the point of no return. I couldn't hold back any longer. A ragged moan escaped my throat as I came, blasting my long-awaited release deep into my wife's body. Carrie laughed quietly as she moved on top of me, her thighs gripping my sides as she ground her body against mine. She laughed again as she deliberately clenched her pussy, and I groaned in response. As though she was milking my body of every drop of my fluids, intent on leaving me spent and exhausted. 
 
    Finally, I felt her climb off me. I lay still, no more able to move than I had been since my sexy wife chained me to the bed. The soft glow of orgasm was already draining away, and as it did, I felt my shame gather strength. It wasn't as though I had forgotten for a moment the situation I was in. But the fog of desire made me more accepting. It was a psychological trick Carrie relied on to get me to go along with her crazy plans. Now that I was clearheaded for the first time in days, there was nothing to protect me from the awful realization of what was happening. 
 
    But if Carrie had any qualms about what was going on, she gave no sign of it. Wordlessly, she moved beside me. I hissed between my teeth as I felt her take hold of my now soft cock. Carefully, she slid the chastity device back over it. I remembered her instructions and feared my wife’s wrath. But it took everything I had not to cry out, not to complain, not to beg for mercy. I knew Carrie had very little of that. And as the lock clicked, imprisoning my manhood in the chastity device once again, I felt already the first faint stirrings of arousal. Being locked up like this was torture. It was also incredibly sexy. 
 
    Once my cock was locked up again, Carrie climbed off the bed. I heard her quiet footsteps on the floor as she made her way to the door. Without another word, she stepped through it and disappeared, returning to our bed where her boss had presumably been sleeping the whole while. Leaving me alone once again with my troubled thoughts and fears and doubts that slowly slipped into unspeakable dreams. 
 
      
 
    I upended the laundry basket onto the top of the washer. The tangled lump of fabric dropped onto the machine. Setting aside the basket, I picked through it. I remembered my instructions. Carrie might have her complaints about the way in which I served her; in fact, she wasn't shy about sharing everything about me that disappointed her. She never had to say the same thing twice. Now that she completely controlled my sexual pleasure, I knew I had to make sure I followed any and all instructions to the letter. Doing laundry was just one more of the many tasks that have become my sole responsibility since I stopped working. And of course, I had to do it just the way Carrie wanted. 
 
    And as I stood there alone in our basement, picking through the laundry generated the night before, I felt again the familiar pain of my cock trying and failing to harden in the tight steel chastity that contained it. I would never have thought doing laundry could turn me on so much. Then again, it was hardly the most shocking revelation that had come to me since I began to submit to my wife. Ordinarily, there would be nothing sexy about chores. It was the fact that Carrie was making me do them, using her sexual dominance to ensure my compliance. That, and the fact that this chore was an unnecessary reminder of the wild night that had gone before. 
 
    As I untangled the bedsheet, I caught the distinctive smell that rose from it. My cock throbbed. These were the very sheets my wife had betrayed me on with her boss last night, sheets that still smelled of their sex. I caught a faint trace of her perfume rising from the fabric, mingled with some other and even more enticing smells. Cringing with shame but helpless against my own lust, I pressed my face against the sheet, imagining it was where her beautiful body had lain. Wild images of things I hadn't witnessed exploded in my brain. Carrie's beautiful face contorted with orgasm. Her body writhing and squirming in unbelievable pleasure, a pleasure unlike anything I would ever know. Our bed bouncing and creaking as Declan fucked my pretty mistress with his oversized cock, stretching out my wife's pussy while she screamed for more. 
 
    My hands trembled as I set the sheet back down. I felt as though a fever gripped me as I ran my hands over the fabric. My heart lurched in my chest as I saw faint stains on the material. That was where Carrie had come. And there. And there. Her cries of ecstatic bliss the night before jhad left me in no doubt about how much she enjoyed her time with Declan. But confronted all over again with the physical proof of her pleasure and my own inadequacy, I felt a shiver race through my entire body. Her mouth was suddenly dry as I traced her convulsions across the bed in the wet explosions of her passion. A vein throbbed in my temple as I stared down at the stained sheet in an intoxicating cocktail of despair and exhilaration. 
 
    I had work to do. I loaded the sheet into the washing machine, followed by the pillowcases that smelled of her shampoo and the dress she had worn the night before. It was absolutely tiny in my hands, and as I held it up to the basement light, the unbelievable tease of the night before replayed itself in my mind. How humbly I had served the two of them. How outrageously she had betrayed me. I would never be able to see our living room sofa again without remembering how she had sat beside her boss, holding his cock in her hand. 
 
    Trying unsuccessfully to blink it all away, I started the machine. One small scrap of fabric still waited to be washed. Mindful of my wife's instructions, I started to fill the sink with warm water and soap. But as I picked up the panties Carrie had worn the night before, I couldn't resist. Even though I knew it could only hurt me more. Even though I knew it would only add to the outrageous torment of being denied. I pressed the fabric to my face and inhaled deeply, and my heart thumped as particles of her scent filled my nostrils. The smell of her pussy seemed woven into the fabric of her underwear. I trembled as I thought about how turned on she must've been, how wet she would have been getting under her dress as the night went on. Every time I bowed to her will, every time I allowed her to disgrace me in front of another man, another drop of her delicious nectar had soaked into her underwear. And as she held Declan's cock in her hand and forced me to admit it was bigger than mine, as she tied me up in the spare bedroom to deny me the pleasure she was about to experience herself, I knew her pussy must've been streaming. I felt dizzy as I sucked in air that tasted of her, my cock raging against the merciless bars that contained it. If I had been free, I wouldn't have been able to resist temptation. I knew I would have jerked off right there in the basement, Carrie's panties pressed against my nose, a pathetic servant in love with his cruel mistress and unable to get any more of her than that. But even that cruel and pathetic pleasure was denied to me. 
 
    Finally, reluctantly, I dropped Carrie's panties into the warm water of the sink and began to wash them by hand. That was the rule. A rule set up to torment me further, to create situations just like this one. Carrie had never dominated anyone before the pandemic started. But somehow, she seemed to be an absolute natural at it. She seemed to understand my desires in a way I didn't understand them myself. She was always several moves ahead. And all I could do was stumble along in her wake, trying to keep up as she steered us both down a path from which I knew there would be no coming back. Some doors, once opened, can't be closed. 
 
    With my heart beating steadily in my chest, I washed Carrie's panties. When they were finally clean, I hung them on the side of the sink to dry. Leaving the washing machine humming behind me as it scoured away the physical traces of last night's humiliation, I climbed the basement stairs back up to the main level of the house and made my way to the kitchen. 
 
    Last night, everything had changed. And yet it didn't seem that way. Things were carrying on as normal — or what passed for normal for my wife and I. The new normal, the strange and kinky domestic routine that had been established in this period of quarantine. My new job was to wait on my wife hand and foot, to try and earn some kind of sexual reward through total obedience. As I stood in the kitchen making Carrie's lunch, I had plenty of time to think. 
 
    Declan had left early in the morning. After all, today was still a workday. I had woken up to the sound of him leaving, his muttered goodbye followed by Carrie's more enthusiastic farewell. Immediately afterward, my wife had come and released me from the bed I was chained to. She ordered me to shower, and wearily, I did as I was told. I felt almost numb after everything that had happened. And Carrie didn't seem in a mood to talk about it. When I came back from my shower, I saw that she was already dressed for work. She gave me my orders for the morning in a curt and dismissive tone, never even considering the possibility that I might disobey them. She was right about that. 
 
    But emotions were burning in my chest. Feelings that I struggled to find names for. I was almost nervous to talk to Carrie, or even to see her, now that she had become Declan's lover. Her infidelity made me want her more than ever. But in some strange way, she felt almost like a different person to me now. A demanding woman that lived in my house, a woman I had to serve. But a different woman to the person I had fallen in love with. As though Carrie's newfound dominatrix side was taking over the loving wife she had been. 
 
    Pouring Carrie's soup into a bowl, I let it cool for a few minutes for bringing it to her. After all, there was no point putting off the inevitable. She would want her lunch, and it was my job to see to it that she got it on time. Wife or mistress, Carrie was not a woman to be taken lightly. With every step I took toward the spare bedroom where I had spent the night, the bedroom that was now Carrie's office, my nervousness grew. 
 
    She was on the phone when I entered. I heard her laughing, and my heart contracted. I could only hope her camera wasn't on as I entered the room behind her and walked toward her desk, moving carefully with the hot bowl of soup in my hands. As I set it down, I felt my eyes drawn toward my wife by the same unarguable magic that always seemed to control them these days. By the standards of what she had recently started wearing to work, Carrie was dressed down. It was the first time in a long time I had seen her in pants. But her jeans were so tight they looked as though they had been painted on, clinging to her long legs before disappearing into the tops of her new favorite boots. The same boots she had worn last night while Declan fucked her, my key tucked carelessly into the top of one of them. The same boots she made me polish with my rejected cum, basking in her sexual superiority. The tank top she wore was breathtakingly tight, exposing the voluptuous swell of her boobs and its low neck as she breathed and moved. She had her hair tied back in a loose ponytail, and her green eyes sparkled with amusement as they reflected the screen in front of her. Carrie was never anything less than beautiful. If she were, maybe none of this would have happened. 
 
    "Yeah, I know," she said into the headset she wore. "Me too. It was so… Well, you know. You were there." She laughed again, a sound that seemed to bubble up from somewhere deep in her throat, and I felt my cheeks burning. She was talking to Declan. I knew it. They might be on work time, but it was no doubt in my mind that they were going over the events of the night before. Clarifying and reconfiguring their relationship. Even to think of any kind of relationship between them made my heart ache. But that was what it was. They were lovers now. I had seen for myself that the sexual chemistry between them was off the charts. I couldn't analyze to any real degree the emotions I felt at the knowledge that a night like last night was probably destined to happen again. 
 
    "Well, we can talk about that," Carrie went on. "I mean, it's so exciting, isn't it? So naughty. God, I love it. But I have to go. My lunch just arrived." There was a pause, and then Carrie laughed again. I winced as though from a blow in the knowledge that Declan had said something. Something about me. Of course, to Carrie, every word her boss said was absolutely hilarious. 
 
    "Well, yeah," Carrie smiled into the microphone. "Obviously. I'll talk to you later. Bye." As the call disconnected, Carrie carefully removed the headset and set it down on the desk in front of her. Her chair creaked slightly as she turned to face me at last. Her eyes glittered beautifully as she stared at me. A sly smile lit up her pretty face. 
 
    "Well, there you are," she said. The leather of her boots creaked as she slowly crossed her legs, one foot bobbing in the air. "Sit down. We need to talk." I sat down on the bed that had been my prison the night before. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I clasped my hands between my knees. As per Carrie's instructions, I was wearing nothing but the chastity device contained my aching cock. Just another reminder of the power imbalance between us. 
 
    “How was last night?” Carrie’s voice was suddenly tender as she asked the question. I had noticed before how quickly she was able to change between one persona and another. I could hear it in every word she spoke. 
 
    "It was… tough, Lady Carrie." Carrie shook her head slightly as she pressed her lips together. 
 
    “No,” she said softly. “Not now. Just Carrie, for now.” 
 
    “It was tough,” I said again. 
 
    "I bet it was," Carrie said. "I mean, it was so naughty. So kinky. Even while we were doing it, I could hardly believe it was happening. But you've had the morning to think about it, and so have I. I don't want this to come between us. You know I love playing like this, and last night was the hottest night of my life. But now I feel weird about it. Do you think this will fuck us up?" On her final words, I detected the faint catch in Carrie's voice. The smile had vanished from her face. In her gorgeous green eyes, I detected the first shining sign of tears. 
 
    "No," I said. "It's hard, but… I don't know. It is hard to explain. The thought of you with another man, with him, drives me crazy. But it's hot. You were so fucking sexy last night. I can't get it out of my head. I kind of hate him a little bit for what you guys did. But I don't hate you. I love you, Carrie." 
 
    "I love you too." Uncrossing her legs, Carrie sprang up from her chair. Two quick steps took her across the room to where I sat on the bed. Dropping down onto the mattress beside me, she wrapped her arms around me, and I returned her embrace. The soft warmth of her body tormented me, my cock surging predictably in its cage. But for once, desire wasn't the overriding experience I had at that moment. My heart throbbed with love for my crazy, kinky wife. She raised her lips to mine, and we kissed, forgetting for a moment our power games and becoming once again two people who loved each other. 
 
    "I only love you," Carrie said, slightly breathless as her lips parted. "Declan is just some hot guy who makes me cum. But you're my husband. Even if you are a cuckold now." 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A cuckold. I looked it up online. That’s what they call it. A guy who gets off on other men fucking his wife.” 
 
    "So…do you think you'll do it again?" As I asked the question that was haunting me, the smile slowly return to Carrie's face. I could almost see the change come over her, my loving wife receding and the cruel mistress coming once again to the fore. 
 
    “I don’t see why not,” Carrie grinned at me, one hand on my thigh as she spoke. “Being married to a cuckold is too much fun to give up now.” 
 
    

  

 
   
            
                
            
       House Husband: Parts 22 - 28 

    22. A Cuckold Competition 
 
      
 
    The sun beat down on the weathered boards of our back deck. Where the shadow of the large umbrella covered the deck, the line between dark and light was as sharp as a knife. Stepping out onto the deck from inside the house was dazzling. Every time I did it, I could feel the heat of the day like a wall I had to push through. 
 
    Small gatherings were now permitted. Not that it really mattered to us. Carrie's adventures with Declan had been well outside the bounds of the health guidelines issued by the government. I was pretty sure that social distancing didn't cover having sex with your boss. But every day of dropping cases made us all more complacent. And honestly, I had better things to think about the pandemic. I had a whole new relationship with my wife to consider. 
 
    And not just with my wife, either. One of the most striking things about Carrie's new dominant persona was how eager she was to bring other people into our sex life. Once, sex had been something private between the two of us, an intimacy that we alone shared. But shortly after the lockdown began, all of that changed. Now, an increasing circle of people knew about the power my wife had over me. They knew my deepest shame. And it never stopped tormenting me. Which was why Carrie loved doing it so much. 
 
    But how could I resist her? There she sat, arranged just so on the garden furniture in the shade. Her dark hair tumbled down her shoulders, lightly curled in loose waves as it framed her beautiful features. Her gorgeous green eyes glowed under the sun hat she wore. Her slender shoulders were bared by the thin straps of the floral print sundress she wore, the thin fabric hinting at the irresistible shape of her body as she sat crosslegged in her chair, a bright orange cocktail in one hand. A pair of sandals with a high wedge heel were on her feet, one of them swaying slowly from side to side as she watched me emerge from the house. So far, everything had been strangely normal. But I knew that could change any minute. 
 
    To Carrie's right, Emma sat in another chair. It was a strange quirk of what my wife had done to me that I seemed to have lost some of my interest in other women. Not that I had ever cheated on Carrie, or ever would. But men notice these things. Carrie's friend was almost as beautiful as my wife was, and sitting there on our deck in a red sundress that was just as pretty as the one my wife wore, any man would have been attracted to her. But these days, I had eyes only for my wife. 
 
    On the other side of Emma, her husband Dave was nursing a drink. He had been sullenly silent from the moment the two of them arrived, invited by Carrie to a barbecue at our place. Then again, I hadn't said much to him either. We barely knew each other; we certainly weren't friends. But now, thanks to the wildness of our wive's desires, we were bound together by a shared secret. I knew more about his kinky sex life that I wanted to, and the same went for him about me. Plus, neither of us were ever going to forget that we had been made to serve the other man's wife sexually. It's kind of hard to talk about the weather after a thing like that. 
 
    "No, it was awesome," Carrie said, turning her smiling face back to Emma. "I mean, I know it's super weird. But what else are we supposed to do? I mean, that might be the best thing to come out of all of this." 
 
    I could feel Emma’s blue eyes watching me as Carrie spoke. Nervously, I lowered myself down onto the chair beside my wife. It was only half in the shade, one arm uncomfortably hot from the bright sun. I leaned forward and took a sip of my own drink, hunching at the edge of the shade from the umbrella and saying nothing. 
 
    "I still can't believe it," Emma said, shaking her head so that her blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders. "It's so crazy." A guilty conscience has a way of making a man think that everything relates to him. I had no idea what Carrie and Emma were talking about. But I had a paranoid sense that it was about me. After all, Carrie loved nothing more than humiliating me in front of her friend. And the new secret we were keeping was guaranteed to do that. 
 
    "I know," Carrie said with a smile. "But it's pretty awesome. I can tell you, the rumors are true. Declan has a big, beautiful cock." 
 
    I gasped as Carrie spoke. And Emma shrieked with outraged laughter. This had been exactly what I feared. But worrying about the moment that was coming did nothing to dampen its effect. I was absolutely mortified as I sat there on the deck, tormented by the laughter of both my wife and her friend. Without looking over, I could feel Dave's sympathetic cringing at my plight. We may not have been close. But if there was one person in the world who could understand exactly what I was going through, it was him. After all, his wife controlled his orgasms too. 
 
    "How did that feel?" Emma leaned forward in her chair as she spoke to me, crossing her forearms over one raised knee. Her icy blue eyes glinted as she spoke. Between her lips, painted red to match her dress, her white teeth showed in a sadistic smile. It was the first time I had seen her since I had been made to go down on her by Carrie. To say I felt a new sense of awkwardness around her would be to grossly understate the facts. But I knew what my wife wanted. I forced myself to try and meet Emma's gaze. 
 
    “It was hard,” I admitted. “It was so humiliating.” 
 
    "It was so fucking hot," Carrie chimed in. "He made me cum so many times. Honestly, it was the best sex I've ever had. Not just because of Declan. But because I knew my husband was listening in the other room and couldn't do a thing about. Jesus, just talking about it is getting me going again." Emma laughed again while I cringed in my chair. Reliving the events of the night my wife betrayed me with her boss was hard enough by itself, even if it was something I found myself doing again and again. It was so much worse with this audience. It was so much worse to know that Emma knew the full depths of my shame, the embarrassing submission that Carrie had manipulated me into. In a way, it was thanks to Emma that my cock was under lock and key. And it was that which gave Carrie the power to dominate me the way she did. Judging by the look on her face, it was clear to me that Emma was delighted with this new turn of events. 
 
    “I have to go get something,” Carrie said. Bending forward, she set her drink down on the deck at her feet and stood. As she smoothed the summer dress over her thighs, I looked up at her in anguish. 
 
    "Can I get it for you, Lady Carrie?" Emma laughed at the show of my submission. But that wasn't why I said it. The last thing I wanted was to be left out here with Emma and her dominated husband. Carrie wasn't trying to protect me from mockery; in fact, quite the opposite. But still somehow, I felt safer with her around. Being left alone with Emma made me inexplicably nervous. 
 
    "No, honey," Carrie smiled down at me. "You stay there. I'll just be a minute." Her wedge heels drummed on the wooden deck as she stepped into the house and disappeared into the gloom inside. Emma's eyes were locked on to me, the same sly smile showing on her face. It was as though her husband had disappeared entirely. As though under the bright sun and the shade of the umbrella, there was only the two of us. 
 
    "So your wife finally cheated on you," Emma said. I still remembered how tentative this woman had been when Carrie guided her into the dark underworld of these sexy games. Emma hadn't taken to her dominant role with quite the same ease that Carrie did. But just as had happened with my wife, every passing day seem to make Emma feel more secure. More confident. For me, and for her husband, I knew, that only made her sexier. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma" I acknowledged, shifting uneasily in my seat. 
 
    “Wow. That must be so emasculating.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    "Good. You boys need to be taken down a peg or two." As she spoke, Emma glanced just for a moment toward her own husband. He sat in his seat with shoulders hunched, his eyes on the floor of the deck in front of him. I knew all too well the thoughts that would be racing through his mind. Now that Carrie had done this to me, had discovered that she could openly cheat on me and I would only want her more for it, could Emma be far behind? After all, Dave and I had already orally pleasured each other's wives. There was no limit to what else the two of them might make us do. 
 
    I felt a strange relief as Carrie emerged from inside the house. Strange, because I knew my wife was not going to save me from this embarrassing ordeal. If anything, she would make it worse. And as Carrie retook her seat, lifting one foot high as she crossed her legs again and arranged her dress, I saw what she had been up to. There was a thin silver chain around the ankle of her raised foot. As I watched Emma's eyes focus on it, my heart throbbed in my chest and my cock ached inside the chastity device. Hanging from that silver anklet was the key to my caged cock. 
 
    "Do you like it?" Carrie asked Emma. "I ordered it online, and it just came yesterday. That way I know he's always with me. Like a little reminder of how I have him so whipped." 
 
    "Oh my God, I love it," Emma said with a smile. "I should start wearing Dave's key too. I brought it with me, but it's just in my purse. I think this is so much better. So they can always see it." 
 
    “Exactly,” Carrie smiled. “Not that either of these boys are in danger of forgetting who owns them, I don’t think. But it never hurts to have a little visual reminder. Maybe it will help to keep them in line.” 
 
    "I bet it will," Emma murmured. "Though I think we have them pretty well under control already." Both women laughed at that, while Dave and I remained silent. It wasn't really much of a joke. It was simply a statement of fact. The evidence of my subjugation to Carrie was right there, dangling on a chain at her slender ankle. And I knew that Dave had no more control than I did. His wife might not push him to the same depths Carrie had pushed me. But there was no reason to believe that she wouldn't. 
 
    "So are you and Declan… together now?" Carrie smiled, tossing her dark hair back from her face as she glanced at me before answering. I hung on her every word, as though my life depended on what she might say next. Even though I knew what it would be. Our new arrangement was on my mind night and day. But hearing my wife acknowledge it made it more powerful somehow. 
 
    "I hope so," Carrie said while Emma spluttered with laughter. "I mean, I'm pretty sure he had a good time, and I know that I did. So hopefully we'll play together again soon." 
 
    "Lucky bitch," Emma grinned. "I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought about Declan. And if he's as good as you say he is…" 
 
    "He is," Carrie said with a grin. The women laughed again, the sound tugging at my already frayed heartstrings as I sat in silence beside my wife. I could practically feel the growing tension in the air between us. All this wild talk was turning Carrie on; I knew that much. I had the dull ache of captivity between my legs to demonstrate how excited I was getting. But from the wild glow in Emma's eyes, I had a feeling she, too, might be starting to get a little wet under that dress. And that was a thought guaranteed to make my chastity device feel even tighter around my manhood. 
 
    “Honey, can you make me another drink?” Ice clinked in Carrie’s glass as she shook it at me. We both knew it wasn’t really a request. Her eyes burned with some new idea as I stood and took the glass from her hand. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I said meekly. I could feel both her and Emma watching me as I turned and headed back into the house. 
 
    Carefully, I poured the ingredients of Carrie's cocktail into her glass. She was drinking more these days. Then again, she had more time for it. Now that I was solely responsible for the upkeep of the house, Carrie had a lot more hours to devote to leisure. And now that the pandemic had eased up enough that we could entertain again, Carrie seemed determined to enjoy every drop of the growing summer. Her glass was cool in my fingers as I carried it back out to the deck. 
 
    And as I stepped through the door, blinking with the change of light, I gasped. It was all I could do to keep a grip on the slippery glass in my hand. While I had been inside, Carrie clearly hadn't wasted a moment. Sitting in the chair I had left her in, she was now reclining, her feet up on her new footstool. Emma's husband Dave crouched on hands and knees on our back deck, letting my wife rest her feet on his back like he was a piece of furniture. 
 
    "Thanks, honey," Carrie smiled as she held out her hand. Jolted back to reality by her voice, I handed her the glass. Dave's face was turned toward the floor. No doubt he was anxious not to meet my eyes. That was fine by me. My focus was all on Carrie anyway. She never looked sexier to me than when she was in charge. She rarely looked more in charge than she did in that moment. 
 
    "Since everyone knows your dirty little secret now, I don't think there's much point in us being coy," Carrie said. I watched in silence as she took a slow sip of her drink, smiling at me over the rim of the glass I had just prepared for her. "Why don't you take those clothes off? Go on. Strip for me. I don't care who sees." Emma shrieked with laughter. My heart pounded in my chest. My mouth felt dry as I reached for the bottom of my T-shirt. After all, orders were orders. Especially when they came from my dominant wife. Carrie might smile and ask politely, but I knew that any disobedience would lead to punishment. Especially if I dared to embarrass her in front of her friends. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I mumbled. And while the women basked in their sense of total superiority, I pulled my T-shirt over my head and dropped it to the deck. My shoes and socks quickly followed, and then my pants. In no time at all, I was naked, standing awkwardly in front of them both with only the cage locked onto my cock to cover my nakedness. And that didn't hide much. I felt my cheeks burning as Emma's eyes dropped obviously to my chastity device, and she laughed again at the sight of it. 
 
    "Look at him struggling to get hard in there," Emma giggled. "Just like Dave. Weren't these things a great idea?"  
 
    "The best,' Carrie smiled at her friend. "Honey, why don't you thank Emma for giving me the idea to lock you away? If she hadn't, I might never have had the best sex of my life with my boss. You should definitely be thanking her for that." 
 
      
 
    "Thank you," I mumbled. Still smiling, Carrie shook her head. 
 
    "Not like that," she said. "Go over to her. Kneel at her feet. Show her you mean it." The wicker of Emma's chair creaked as she shifted her position. With my heart pounding in my ears, I stepped forward. The chastity device bounced as it hung from my body with every step I took. It always felt as though it weighed more than its size suggested. Emma watched my every movement as I walked across the deck toward her, carefully circling her own husband before sinking to my knees in front of her. The bright blue of Emma's eyes glowed from under half-closed eyelids as she coolly watched me. 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress Emma," I said through a throat that felt full of sand. 
 
    "For what?" Carrie prompted. 
 
    "For helping Lady Carrie lock my cock away," I said. "For helping my wife have the best sex of her life with another man." Both women howled with laughter. Emma threw back her head, her slender body shaking with amusement as I degraded myself in front of her. When she turned her eyes back to me, I could see the fire that blazed within them. The same fire that filled Carrie with light whenever she chose to torment me. 
 
      
 
    "You're welcome, cuckold," she sneered. "I'm just happy that your wife has found a real man to fuck her properly. We've been suffering long enough, married to two pathetic excuses for men like you. We deserve real cock." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I mumbled. Uncrossing her legs, Emma extended one foot and tapped the toe of her sandal against my caged manhood. 
 
    "Give me a foot rub," she ordered. With trembling hands, I reached for the strap of her shoe. I knew the rules. An order from Emma had the same weight as an order for my wife unless Carrie overruled it. I had to obey my wife's friend just as humbly and unquestioningly as I did Carrie. So carefully, I set Emma's shoe aside and began to rub her foot. Her skin felt soft and warm under my hands as I ran my thumbs up along the sole of her foot, massaging her deeply. She sat above me, quietly sipping her drink and watching me work. Enjoying the experience of ruling over me. Enjoying being treated like a queen. 
 
    "Don't just rub it," Carrie said from beside her friend. "Kiss it. Show Emma you know your place in this world." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Still holding Emma's hand, I bent my head forward and pressed my lips against her toes. Emma giggled above me, and Carrie sighed with pleasure. 
 
    "If only we knew when we first got married how to make our husbands our slaves," Carrie said. 
 
    "Better late than never," Emma replied. At her feet, I kept kissing and rubbing, my cock surging painfully in the confines of the chastity device. I couldn't see Carrie as I hunched over Emma's feet, but I could feel her presence the way you can feel the sun with your eyes closed. I was painfully aware of the key dangling from her ankle where she rested her feet on Emma's husband's back. The power our wives held was unlimited. And they knew it. Controlling our orgasms was the secret to owning us completely. And now it was out in the open. 
 
    "You. Take your clothes off." I glanced up from the corner of my eyes as Carrie spoke, just in time to see her gently kick Dave in the side. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," he said. I could almost feel the shudder of lust that passed through my wife at his words. She loved it when I called her that. I could only imagine how it felt to hear it from her friend's husband, too. And as she lifted her legs from his back, Dave began to undress just as I had. Soon, he was as naked as I was, kneeling on our wooden deck in nothing but a steel chastity device that was identical to my own. 
 
    "Look at these two in their matching cock cages," Carrie laughed. "I don't know which one is more adorable." 
 
    “Well, we don’t have to choose,” Emma smiled. “Both these boys exist to serve us. Do you mind if I —?” I didn’t get what Emma was driving at, and I didn’t dare to ask. As always, Carrie was just a little bit ahead of me. 
 
    "Oh my God, yes!" Carrie beamed. "Of course. Honey, why don't you make Emma cum with your mouth again? Nice and slow. You can start kissing your way up from where you are. Tease her a little. Nothing like some nice relaxing head on a sunny afternoon." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." There weren't many instructions my wife could give me that I was more eager to obey. The skin of Emma's legs felt incredibly smooth and soft as I began to kiss my way up her shin. As I moved over her knee toward her thigh, she plucked her skirt out of the way. Her pink panties were no obstacle as she pulled them aside with one hand. Her pussy shone in front of me, noticeably wet, and the sweet fragrance of her lust invaded my nostrils. As I ran my tongue over her lips, I heard Emma sigh in pleasure, and my cock raged pointlessly in its steel prison. 
 
    "I have an idea," Carrie said. I didn't need to be able to see her to hear the smile in her voice. "We'll play a little game. Whichever of these pathetic tiny-pricked boys makes the other guy's wife cum first wins." 
 
    "What does he win?"Emma asked. 
 
    “I haven’t decided yet,” Carrie said smugly. “Maybe nothing. Maybe it’s more that the loser gets punished. Either way, boys, you’ll want to win.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Emma groaned above me. I felt her fingernails digging into my scalp as she placed one hand on the top of my head. 
 
    "Better get started, Dave," I heard Carrie say while my heart beat wildly in my chest. "My husband has a bit of a head start on you. Get your head between my legs and eat this pussy for me, you little slut." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," Dave mumbled. My heart contracted as I listened to him shuffle forward on his knees, plunging his face between Carrie's legs. I heard her sigh as he stuck his head up under her dress. It had been bad enough watching Dave serve my wife like this on video. But to have it going on right next to me while I did the same for his wife was a different level of kinkiness. I told myself I hardly had any right to be jealous, but that didn't stop me from feeling it. All I could do was my best to pleasure Emma while Dave eagerly licked Carrie's pussy. And soon, the warm air was filled with cries and moans of female pleasure as our kinky wives enjoyed themselves at our expense. 
 
    "Oh fuck, that's good," Carrie moaned. "I don't remember him being this good last time. Have you been training your bitch boy?" 
 
    "Of course," Emma moaned above me. "It's not like he can make me cum with that worthless cock of his. So the least he can do is learn to use his mouth. He's been getting lots of practice." Emma was breathless as she spoke. With every lick, I could taste more of her hot fragrant juices flowing out of her body. The swollen lips of her pussy were beginning to tremble. I didn't know her body nearly as well as I knew Carrie's, but I knew that I was getting to her. Dave wasn't the only one who had been honing his skills. And I knew how devious my wife could be. I badly wanted to win. 
 
    "That's good," Carrie sighed. "Fuck, I love this life. Orgasms for us, and slavery for guys who don't measure up. This is how it should be." 
 
    "Damn right," Emma growled. She placed her other hand on my head, interlocking her fingers as she pulled me against her. With my face crushed against her pelvis, her thighs around my ears, I did my best to carry on licking and kissing her fragrant pussy while she howled in delight. Her hips bucked rhythmically from the seat as she rubbed her pussy aggressively against my face, anointing me with the juices of her desire. 
 
    But over Emma's sounds of pleasure, I could hear the same thing coming from my wife. And I knew exactly why. Dave was doing his best to please her, just as I was doing my best to please Emma. But it was talking about Declan, reliving the anguish night of my betrayal, that really got my wife going. And while Dave and I kneeled and licked, our wives moaned and groaned, heedless of the neighbors as they basked in absolute triumph. 
 
    

  

 
   
    23. Watching The Wives 
 
      
 
    I had a head start. Not that it mattered much. I tried to focus on what I was doing, concentrating on Emma's pleasure. But there was no way I could forget what was going on beside me. There was no way for me not to hear, in among Emma's sighs and moans of pleasure, my wife's ecstatic cries. No matter how often I heard them, it never seemed to lessen their impact. It was something I still hadn't gotten used to; the sound of my wife screaming in sexual pleasure given to her by another man. And as always, my cock raged and throbbed inside the chastity device I wore. There was no escape. There was no choice but for me to do as I was told. And Carrie's words haunted me. All this talk of rewards and punishment had my stomach fluttering. I knew what my wife was capable of. 
 
    The taste of Emma's pussy on my tongue inflamed my desire, making the chastity device bite as hard as ever. I was doing everything I could to win this contest. I pressed my mouth hard to her body, running my tongue rhythmically over her dripping lips. It was working. I could feel Emma's hand pressing against the back of my head. I could feel her legs starting to shake. 
 
    But it wasn’t enough. 
 
    Beside us, Carrie howled as though in pain. But I knew better. I knew it was the sudden rush of bliss that mimics pain in its bright intensity. A sound that never lost its erotic power, no matter how often I heard it. And I knew, as I listened, that I had lost again. As close as Emma was to orgasm, Carrie had beaten her to it. And that, too, in its own way, fueled my feelings of disgrace and inadequacy. Somehow, even Emma's submissive husband was better at pleasing my wife than I was at pleasing his. 
 
    While Carrie sobbed and moaned in pleasure, Emma didn't let me forget that I still had a job to do. She kept her hand on the back of my head, keeping me where I was. She kept rocking her hips back and forward in her chair, rubbing her dripping sex against my face. I kept on licking, drinking down her free-flowing juices until it was her turn to yell in pleasure. Her orgasm came too late for my purposes, but it was every bit as powerful and dramatic as my wife's had been. I felt the warmth of her juices pouring over my skin as she came on my face. 
 
    Emma relaxed her grip on the back of my head. I blinked in the sunlight as I sat back. Emma was slightly breathless as she smiled down at me, enjoying the visual of me kneeling at her feet with my face shining with her juices. From the corner of my eye, I could see that Carrie sat sprawled in her chair, her formally elegant look now rumpled by the chaos of pleasure. But she looked as beautiful as ever. And just as I did, Dave kneeled on our deck, silently waiting to see what would happen next. 
 
    "Oh my God," Carrie sighed as she recovered herself. She reached for the drink I had made her, the one she had set aside when all this madness began, and took a long gulp. The glass shone with condensation in her hand as she set it down again. Her green eyes were glowing with delight, shining with a look of desire that I knew so well. No matter how powerful an orgasm Dave had given her — and I knew that my wicked wife would've exaggerated the noises of her pleasure just to torment me further — one was never going to be enough to Carrie. It never was. Her sexual insatiability seemed to be part of her dominant persona, something that had developed in the weeks since she first began to take control of our sex life. In a way, I could understand it. Having me in her power made Carrie feel confident and sexy like nothing else did. And now, I suspected, being able to dominate her friend's husband had an even more powerful effect. She had every reason to feel like a queen, like a goddess. She was. Or at least, Dave and I were treating her like one. After all, what other choice did we have.? 
 
    “That was fucking hot,” Emma grinned. 
 
    "I know, right? I'm so glad we started doing this. I can't believe how good our sex life is now. Well, mine, anyway." As she spoke, Carrie flashed a grin in my direction, a sly smile that tugged at my heart even as it made my caged cock ache. My wife's gift for teasing me never seem to desert her. She never missed an opportunity to remind me of my helplessness. 
 
    "Looks like your husband lost," Emma grinned. She might be later to this game than Carrie was, but she was turning out to be just as good at it as my wife was. These days, I felt a more or less permanent sense of nervousness, given that I never knew what my wife might be cooking up next. But that nervousness only increased in Emma's presence. Hard enough to serve one cruel and sadistic mistress. Serving two was even more scary. Even more thrilling. 
 
    "I know," Carrie sighed. "It's a shame. But I have to compliment you on how you've trained Dave. That was some top-notch pussy licking." Both women laughed at that, their sounds of amusement radiating out over the garden. There was a wildness in their laughter that I knew from previous encounters. I had no doubt that things were about to get even wilder, even more outrageous. And the pain from my cock bloomed at the thought of what might be coming next. 
 
    "I think we should take this to the bedroom," Carrie said. "I've got an idea." She sat up. Reaching upward, Carrie took off her hat and set it carelessly aside. Her drink stayed where it was. She stood. I watched as she reached out and grabbed Dave by the ear. Without another word, she turned and began to lead him toward the door of the house. Emma spluttered with laughter, evidently delighted to see her husband treated in such a humiliating fashion. He scurried along at Carrie's heels, crawling on hands and knees as he tried to keep up with my wife. Emma looked at me, and I could see the cold calculation in her blue stare. I gulped nervously. Would she handle me in the same way? If she did, I knew I would not be able to stop her. I wouldn't dare. Carrie had made it more than clear that her friend was to be obeyed just as unquestioningly as she was herself. But to my mild relief, Emma stood and stepped past me, following my wife and her husband to the house. Rising from knees that ached from the bare boards of the wooden deck, I had no choice but to follow. My caged cock bounced with every step I took as I joined the rest of them in the house. 
 
    Carrie led the strange procession back to our bedroom. I could barely see her as she led the way, dragging poor Dave along with her. But I followed Emma into our bedroom, the room that seemed smaller than ever with four of us in it. Carrie finally released her grip on Dave's ear, and the humiliated man wisely stayed on all fours as she stepped around him. I watched as my wife made her way to our dresser, my heart beating fast in my chest. I knew where her special drawer was. The drawer that contained what seemed like an ever-expanding collection of sex toys. Almost every day, a new delivery arrived at our house, and I was never informed what these packages were. The sly smile of my wife's face as she received them was all I had to go by. So when Carrie produced toys I had never seen before, I didn't need to wonder where they came from. 
 
    First, she pulled out some handcuffs. Smiling that same maddening smile of hers, she handed them to Emma. 
 
    “Tie his hands behind his back,” she instructed, nodding in my direction. 
 
    "Okay," Emma giggled. Handcuffs in hand, she stepped toward me. My eyes on Carrie, I didn't try to resist as Emma circled around me and gently but firmly pulled my hands behind my back. I felt the cuffs tighten around my wrist. Being tied up was hardly an unfamiliar feeling for me at this point. It happened most days, one way or another. But it never failed to add to my constant excitement. It never failed to remind me of the unbridgeable power imbalance between my wife and me, between seemingly all women and me. Carrie seemed to get almost as much of a kick out of watching her friend dominate me as I did. 
 
    Once my hands were tied, Emma stepped out from behind me. We all watched, all three of us, as Carrie lifted her dress over her head and let it flutter to the floor. She had absolutely no shame, no hint of self-consciousness at undressing in front of her friend and her husband as well as me. The sight of her body made my manhood surge pointlessly inside its steel prison. It never failed. The less sex I got, the more desperately I desired my wife, and that was exactly what Carrie relied on. She wore no panties under her sundress, and stood in front of us all in nothing but a bra. A bra which she casually unhooked and removed so that she was completely naked. After all, she had nothing to fear from Dave or from me. As badly as we both wanted her, neither of us were in a position to do anything about it. 
 
    Carrie turned back to the toy drawer. I watched her produce another pair of handcuffs and give them to Emma. 
 
    "Now your husband," she softly said. And Emma didn't argue. Smiling happily, I watched the woman move across the floor to where Dave crouched. She ordered him to stand, and he did as his wife asked. I noticed his eyes were firmly locked on my wife's naked body as Emma shackled his hands behind him, too. 
 
    "It's a shame Declan isn't here," Carrie smirked. "I really want to get fucked right now, and by a real cock. Not by one of these worthless little worms our husbands have. But I've found a way around that." Carrie reached again into the draw. She was enjoying the show. More and more, I could see how my wife loved to show off. How she adored being the center of attention. With her looks and her kinky imagination, it wasn't difficult. And I gulped as I watched her produce a large dildo, the pale plastic shaft looking huge in her small hand as she gripped it. Her eyes flickered momentarily over me where I stood before she turned to Dave. I watched her strut her way across our bedroom, passing close to Emma and to me as she approached the other man. She was still wearing her wedge heels, and they accentuated the seductive sway of her body as she moved. Standing in front of Dave, I watched as she held the dildo against his body, pressing its base to his stomach just above his caged cock. In a flash, I saw what she was up to. The black straps that hung from the base of the dildo left me in no doubt. And Carrie wrapped those straps around Dave's body, as casually as though he were just another object for her to use. I could see Dave's cheeks burning with the red blood of shame as my wife tied a strap-on dildo to his body, the big fake cock projecting out above his real locked one. Beside me, Emma hooted with laughter as she watched her friend disgrace her husband. 
 
    “Get on the bed,” Carrie said to Dave. She was still smiling, but her tone left no one in any doubt how serious she was. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," Dave said, every bit as meekly as I would have in his position. With a rising sense of weird jealousy, I watched Emma's husband climb onto our bed, his movements made difficult by his cuffed hands. Carrie leaned over the bed, her breasts hanging from her chest as she placed her hands on Dave's shoulders and guided him down onto the mattress. He lay on his back, his cuffed hands trapped beneath them and the strap-on rising obscenely into the air. Carrie followed, crawling slowly onto the bed with him. Her movements were slow as she savored the moment, completely sure of her victory. She had no need to hurry. And as she kneeled on the mattress next to Dave, her hands on her hips, she turned to look at me, tossing her dark hair back from her face. Her eyes burned as they met mine. 
 
    “If you had done a better job pleasing Emma, it could’ve been you lying here,” Carrie said. “But you had to disappoint me again. So now, you just get to watch. And I don’t want to hear a word out of you. None of your pitiful begging and whimpering. You understand?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I felt the same breathlessness I always felt at the start of a scene like this. It was the strange exhilaration that waits at the top of the roller coaster, the long plunge into fear and ecstasy right in front of us. Carrie's eyes dropped for a moment to my caged cock before returning to my face. As though she needed a reminder of the power that she held. 
 
    “Do you believe him, Emma?” 
 
    "No, I don't think I do," Emma said. I was still looking at my wife, but I could feel Emma's gaze on me, traveling up and down my naked body as though in an assessment of my capabilities. Carrie smiled devilishly. 
 
    "Me neither," she said. "Why don't you stuff your panties in his mouth? That should keep him quiet. I'd do it myself if I were wearing any." Emma laughed loudly, the sound of delight ringing out in the bedroom. My heart beat wildly in my chest, the blood of arousal throbbing loudly in my ears. It was no more outrageous than any of the other crazy things Carrie liked to make me do. But it was yet another level of submission, not only to her, but to Emma too. For a moment, I wondered if the other woman would go through with it. But I should have known better. In many ways, Carrie and Emma brought the worst out in each other. They encouraged one another in their sexual dominance, as though they were competing to see who could go further. So I wasn't surprised when, after a pause, Emma reached up under her dress and began to wiggle her way out of her panties. Outraged. Humiliated. Aroused. But not surprised. 
 
    "Open up, honey," Carrie giggled from the bed as Emma stepped toward me, wadding her worn panties up into a ball in her hand. Shamefully, I didn't resist. I opened my mouth, unable to meet Emma's eyes as she stuffed her wet underwear inside. Again, the women howled with laughter, endlessly amused by my pathetic submission. As Emma pressed the damp fabric against my tongue, I could taste the faint flavor of her sex. I winced in pain as my cock tried once again to harden in its inescapable prison. 
 
    There was plenty more punishment to come. Nodding in satisfaction, Carrie turned her attention back to Dave. I watched her climb on top of him, throwing one long leg over his body so that she straddled his hips. She was facing away from me. I watched her slender back arch as she reached down and took hold of the dildo. Predictably, she didn't try to suppress her wild moan of pleasure as she guided the toy inside herself. Slowly, she sank down on top of David's body, the big dildo disappearing inside her as she moaned and trembled with pleasure. Carrie's punishment of me was certainly effective. But I found myself wondering how much of a reward this really was for Dave. To be so close to my wife, so close to having sex with her, but to still be denied, seemed like the most exquisite torture. Standing bound and gagged beside the door of my bedroom, I couldn't be sure which of us was getting a worse deal. And I knew that was the whole point. Even Carrie's rewards could be as cruel and terrible as everything else she inflicted on us. 
 
    And in no time, our bedroom rang once again with Carrie's selfish yells of pleasure. From where I stood, I could see her ass clenching, her thighs tightening as she bounced up and down on top of Dave. He looked up at her with an unreadable expression on his face, a mix of rapture and despair and desire. Of course he wanted my wife; everyone did. And I wanted his, too. I didn't know how long he had been locked away for, but my last release seemed like a dim and distant memory. Desire tormented me with its twisted and terrible teeth chewing away in my insides. And as always, my despair was the backdrop to my wife's pleasure. The secret sauce that made these acts so thrilling. 
 
    Carrie moaned and howled in pleasure. Once again, all the attention was on her. Beside me, Emma watched, her pretty face wide-eyed and open-mouthed as her friend rode on top of her husband. Wrapped up in my own powerful emotions, I couldn't even imagine what she was feeling. She didn't seem in any hurry to stop what was happening. Far from it. While the taste of her pussy hung in my mouth, Carrie thrashed and trembled on the bed, her whole body spasming in a display I knew all too well. Her legs trembled as she gripped Dave's sides, and she leaned back, grabbing her own ankles as she screamed in pleasure. 
 
    Carrie came, right there in front of us all. But unlike a man, a toy never goes soft. The thick dildo still buried inside her, her pussy spasming wildly around the shaft as pleasure continue to flow through her. With a loud gasp, Carrie leaned forward again. She placed her hands on Dave's chest, and I heard him groan as she raked her fingernails over the skin. Carrie laughed breathlessly, her sadism growing along with her pleasure. And slowly, teasingly, she began to move again. The strap-on glistened with her juices as she slid her pussy up and down it, our bed rocking to her motions as she continued to fuck Dave. 
 
    And then, Emma stepped forward. I saw her hands fumble as she tugged at her red dress, pulling it aside and hurling it to the floor. Her bra and shoes followed. Carrie let out a gasp of delight as her friend climbed onto the bed with her, moving toward Dave's head. Dave turned his eyes away from my wife to look at Emma as she climbed on top of him, turning so that she faced Carrie as she lowered her pussy down onto his face. The last thing I saw, before his face disappeared between her legs, was Dave eagerly extending his tongue to run it over his wife's dripping sex. 
 
    The bed bounced, and the women bounced on top of it. Both of their beautiful bodies were aglow with pleasure as they used Dave like a toy. Soon, their ecstatic cries began to harmonize, filling our bedroom with their music and tormenting me as I stood and watched in silence. Emma's panties sat in a wet ball on my tongue, and my cock ached as I tasted the same pussy that Dave was now tasting. These women were insatiable. They had found a way to get what they wanted while still denying us, their husbands. I felt dizzy as I watched, all the blood rushing to my helpless cock as it ached inside the cage. I realize that I was trembling as I watched my wife, over and over again, riding a fake cock attached to another man. And Emma came too, with Dave's head buried between her thighs, eagerly licking her pussy with the same enthusiasm he had licked Carrie's earlier. He was just as frustrated as me, if not more so. But at least he got to touch these two gorgeous women, even if they weren't going to give him what we all knew he really wanted. I didn't even get that much. Watching the whole scene was a complete mindfuck as I tried to decide which of us was getting the rawer deal. Not that it mattered. Our wives were enjoying themselves, and that was the only thing that counted. 
 
    "Switch," I heard Carrie gasp at one point. And Emma cried out with a laugh that soon turned into another high shriek of pleasure. She leaned forward, swinging her leg over her husband's head. Carrie reached down between her legs and slowly lifted herself off the dildo. Dave raised his head from the pillow to watch in disbelief as his wife crawled down one side of his body and mine crawled up the other side. Smiling giddily at each other, the women switched positions. Now it was Carrie that was throwing her leg over Dave's head and settling down on his face. Now it was Emma that was guiding the slippery dildo inside herself, moaning with pleasure as it impaled her. And soon, they were at it again, riding Dave's body as they screamed in sadistic delight. 
 
    The show went on and on. The only limit was the stamina of these two vixens, and they had plenty of that. The pleasure they were obviously feeling kept them going, pushing them past the limits of what I would have thought was possible. And Dave lay trapped between them, serving them as best he could while I watched, forgotten in the corner. 
 
    But finally, one last orgasm shook Carrie's body. With a low groan, she flopped down onto the bed, her whole body trembling visibly as the aftershocks of pleasure tore through her. I could hear Dave gasping for air, and my heart clenched in my chest at the thought that his mouth would be full of my wife's juices. 
 
    Emma carried on. She was on the tail of yet another orgasm, pursuing it through a fog of fatigue as she rode the fake cock. But finally, she turned her face to the ceiling, letting out a wild yell of ecstatic bliss. Her hands gripped her thighs. Her shoulders shook. She sobbed with pleasure as the powerful contractions swept over her and through her, her juices pouring out over the toy buried inside her as she came. With a weary sigh, she rolled off Dave and sprawled on the bed beside him, her bare breasts rising and falling as she panted for air. 
 
    The three of them lay like that for a while. The air in our bedroom reeked of sex that was not my own. Two beautiful women lay in my bed, overcome with pleasure, their gorgeous bodies glowing with satisfaction while Dave and I continued to tremble in frustrated desire. Eventually, Carrie seemed to collect herself. She sat up. Stray strands of her dark hair clung to her shining face. Her cheeks were flushed a telltale pink but only served to remind me of the multiple orgasms she had had while I watched. Her movements were clumsy as she slid toward the edge of the bed, her legs almost giving out as she stood. She walked toward me, a dreamy look of satisfaction on her face, her white teeth showing as she bit her bottom lip in a smile that was terrifying as it was beautiful. 
 
    "Let's take these out," she said. I opened my mouth as she reached inside, delicately plucking out Emma's panties and dropping them carelessly on the floor. Placing one hand on the back of my neck, she tilted her face up, her lips meeting mine as she kissed me. I kissed her back, transmitting all the wild energy of my lust into the movements of my tongue and lips. My caged cock pressed against her hip as Carrie embraced me, her kisses only serving to add fuel to the fire that raged inside me. Of course, that was the point. 
 
    "How badly do you want to cum right now?" 
 
    “So badly, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Of course you do," Carrie giggled. "But I don't think you've earned that yet. You're going to need to do something else for me first. Something you're really not going to like. But I will. And that's what matters. Come on. Come over here." Carrie's hand was on the back of my neck as she pulled me toward the bed. My heart beat wildly in my chest as we both climbed onto the mattress. I couldn't even imagine what she had in store for me. But Carrie didn't keep me guessing long. Her grip on the back of my neck only tightened as she forced my head suddenly downward. Emma cried out in shock as Carrie pushed my head down toward the strap-on dildo that rose from Dave's bound body. 
 
    "Clean it," Carrie ordered, still gripping the back of my neck. "That's what a good cuckold does. You should be honored to taste our juices. So do it. Lick all our cum off this cock, and then suck it clean." Emma's wild laughter tormented me as she watched. But Carrie wasn't joking. She held me in position, bent at the waist, my hands cuffed uselessly behind me. My head was between Dave's legs, and under the strap-on dildo, I could see his cock trapped in the same device that I wore. 
 
    “Please, Lady Carrie,” I begged. 
 
    “Please nothing,” Carrie snapped. “Don’t you dare embarrass me in front of my friends. If I tell you to suck cock, you’ll suck it. Unless you never want to have an orgasm ever again. Now stop being silly and do as you’re told. I want to see it shining clean when you’re done.” 
 
    I cringed in agony at her words. David raised his head from the pillow to stare at me in disbelief. I could feel everyone watching me. And every part of my being rebelled against what Carrie was proposing. It was too much, far too much humiliation for me to handle. I didn't have a bisexual bone in my body. But I feared what my wife might do if I resisted. Telling myself it was just a toy, I closed my eyes and tentatively extended my tongue. Carrie cackled in triumph as she watched me lick the strap-on dildo she and Emma had been riding. 
 
    "Oh my God," Emma gasped beside me. 
 
    “I know,” Carrie chuckled. “Is there anything we can’t make these little bitches do?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    24. A New Betrayal 
 
     
 
    I breathed out as I pushed the heavy bar into the air. I could feel the fatigue in my arms and chest as I slowly lowered it again. I stared up at the basement ceiling without really seeing it, focusing on my breathing and my exercises as I lifted the weight back up. 
 
    As I straightened my arms again, I heard Carrie's footsteps on the stairs. I didn't stop my exercises. But at the sound of her approach, the familiar pain of chastity spread out from between my legs. I couldn't even think of my wife without my cock trying to get hard. I couldn't even hear her footsteps without an unnecessary reminder of who owned my cock. I kept lifting weights as my wife approached. But I was painfully aware of her presence. 
 
    "Well, look at you," she said as she appeared beside me. I looked up at her from the weight bench I lay on. Her beautiful face appeared upside down above me, her dark hair hanging loose from her head and her green eyes glittering. Her shoes scraped slightly against the floor as she circled around the bench. I kept lifting. I had almost finished my set. And as I raised the bar for the last time, Carrie lifted her foot. The air rushed out of my lungs as she pressed a thin heel into my stomach. Setting down the bar on the hooks that held it, I gazed up at my wife, and she smiled down at me. 
 
    "It's really starting to show," she said. "Look. You have a six pack now. You never had that before." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I grunted as she playfully ran her heel down the deep groove in the center of my stomach. She wasn't wrong. I had always tried to stay in decent shape, but life gets in the way. Working full-time and often being on the road had me spending much of my day sitting and eating bad food. Since the pandemic had confined me to home, I had the time to work out, even after meeting all of my sexy wife's outrageous demands. Plus, I had the motivation. Carrie enforced my workout schedule the same way she enforced everything else. And she was right. It was showing. I couldn't help noticing in the mirror the way my stomach muscles showed through the skin, or the new thickness and heaviness in my arms and chest. I looked better than I had for years. 
 
    "Of course, it doesn't really matter what you look like, since I don't fuck you anymore," Carrie giggled. She could never let a compliment stand without saying something cruel to bring me back down to earth. "But you should still look nice for me. I think it's even hotter having a strong muscular man serving me. And it makes you look even sillier in your panties." She laughed again as her foot traveled downward, the toe of her shoe tapping against my chastity device while I grunted in pain. The steel device was only partially hidden under a pair of red lace panties that Carrie had told me to wear. That had become my regular uniform around the house. It amused my wife to no end to see me dressed in feminine underwear with my locked cock showing through the thin fabric. Just another reminder of how far I had fallen. 
 
    "This was the best idea I ever had, locking you up," Carrie gloated above me. Her foot was back on my stomach, pinning me down to the bench. The black dress she wore strained around her legs as she leaned forward, resting her forearm on her raised knee. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I humbly said. It didn't matter whether I agreed or not. It was what my wife wanted to hear. But to be honest, I couldn't say that I disagreed. Unbelievably, after everything that had happened, everything Carrie had put me through in the last few weeks, I still felt addicted to these wild games. They filled my days with desire and my nights with wild dreams that could hardly compete with memory anymore. Carrie never missed an opportunity to remind me that she was having the best sex of her life now that I was locked in chastity. I couldn't say the same. But I had to admit that this enforced quarantine was the most exciting experience of my life. 
 
    "You're such a good boy for me," Carrie went on. Under half-closed lids, her green eyes sparkled as she looked down at me. "My little houseboy. You do such a good job taking care of me. Making me cum. Helping me look sexy for real men. I'm starting to think, now that I control your cock, you're becoming the perfect husband." 
 
    “Thank you, Lady Carrie.” Carrie laughed at that, a rich dark sound that bubbled out of her elegant throat. 
 
    "You're welcome," she said, her eyes flashing as she raised her eyebrows. Her high heel rapped on the floor as she lifted her foot from my stomach and put it down. "I'm feeling generous today. You'd better come upstairs and fuck me before I change my mind." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie laughed again as I sprang up from the weight bench. She turned, and I followed her across the basement toward the stairs, my heart swelling with hope as we climbed to the main level of the house. Her round ass was right in front of me, straining the black fabric of her tight dress as she led me up the stairs and through the house. Carrie was never this kind, not for a long time. Certainly not since she had cuckolded me with Declan. But I wasn't going to question this unexpected gift. It was all I could do not to hurry her along in my eagerness to get to the bedroom. 
 
    But Carrie took her time. We got to the bedroom, and she moved toward her closet. She never seemed to keep the key to my chastity device in the same place twice. Sometimes, she wore it, enjoying taunting me with it as it hung from an anklet or from a chain around her neck. Other times, she liked to hide it away. But my heart hammered in my chest as she retrieved the small key from some hidden nook of her closet and turned toward me. Her eyes shone as she smiled at me, one hand pulling down the panties I wore while the other slid the key into the lock. My hands clenched at my sides as I tried to resist the urge to do anything that might jeopardize my release. After a pause that seemed to go on forever, Carrie turned the key, and the cage unlocked with a click. Carrie drew the steel tube away from my body, and I felt as though I might faint as my cock rapidly swelled in its newfound freedom. In mere seconds, I was erect, rock hard and desperate for her. Smiling, Carrie set the cage aside on the dresser and turned to me, her hands on her hips. 
 
    "Well, you're finally free, chastity boy," she taunted. "Now what are you going to do to me?" Carrie shrieked as I sprang forward. Her hips were in my hands, her body light in my arms as I picked her up. I didn't even feel the fatigue of lifting the weights as I flung her onto her bed and climbed on top of her. 
 
    "Stop, you'll rip it," Carrie said under her breath as I tugged at her dress. But I didn't care. An animalistic desire overwhelmed me, just as my wife knew it would. Just as she planned. I pulled her dress off her beautiful body and tore her underwear away. Spreading her legs, I climbed on top of her and thrust my cock deep inside. My eyes rolled in my head as I moaned in outrageous pleasure. The feel of her pussy around my manhood was like heaven to me. Almost immediately, I could feel the pressure building deep in my body. Already, an orgasm was swelling inside me. 
 
    "Come on, fuck me, cuckold," Carrie panted. Her hands gripped my shoulders, her legs wrapped around my hips as I thrust myself inside her over and over again. "Is that all you got? I can barely even feel it. My God, you're so pathetic. I forgot how useless you are in bed." I moaned in despair as her cruel words washed over me. Burying my face against her fragrant neck, I pumped my hips back and forth, trying to fuck her as hard as I possibly could. My breath came in ragged gasps as I tried to control myself. The last thing I wanted to do was to squander this gift. I didn't want her mocking words to be true, to humiliate myself by coming too soon. But it was inevitable, and Carrie knew that as well as I did. After all the teasing, the long spell of denial I had endured, there was very little I could do to hold off the orgasm raging inside me. 
 
    “It’s a good thing I have Declan,” Carrie went on, her voice loud in my ear. “I wonder what he’s doing right now. Maybe I should call him. Maybe he could come round and fuck me properly, since you’re clearly not up to the job.” 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned through gritted teeth. Carrie's cruelty astounded me. But it only made me want her more. And the gnawing feeling that what she said might be true ate away at me, giving a frantic energy to my movements as I pounded her while she lay unimpressed beneath me. 
 
    I couldn't hold back any longer. My cock surged between the wet balls of Carrie's pussy, and I moaned in desperate pleasure as an orgasm swept over me. My twitching cock pumped my cum deep inside her, spurt after spurt filling her as I released all the pent-up tension I had been enduring for weeks. Underneath me, Carrie laughed, and I cringed at her mocking laughter, my moment of triumph ruined by her scorn. 
 
    "That's it? That's all you've got?" she taunted. I didn't answer. I couldn't. Lying on top of her, feeling the delicious warmth of her body against mine, my cock slowly softening inside her, I didn't need to say anything. I buried my face against her neck, inhaling the smell of her shampoo and perfume with every breath. My loving wife had turned into the cruelest woman I had ever met, and it only made me love her more. It made me want more, more than anyone I had ever known. The strange spell of desire was as powerful as ever, even in the afterglow of my humiliating orgasm. 
 
    Carrie moved. Her hands gripped my shoulders again as she pushed against the mattress. I rolled over with her on top of me, breathless from orgasm. Carrie moved fast. Leaving me lying on the bed, she sprang toward the dresser and snatched up the cage. Turning back to me, she climbed on top of me, pivoting so that she was facing my feet. Straddling me, she shuffled backwards, grinning at me over her shoulder as she positioned herself above me. Her pussy shone above my face. Despite her mocking words, I could see her wetness mixed with mine. My semen glistened between her swollen lips, and the smell of sex overwhelmed me as Carrie straddled my face. 
 
    "You know what to do," Carrie said. "Part of a cuckold's job is to clean up his messes. If I'm nice enough to let you and that pathetic dick of yours anywhere near me, this is the least you can do. So get to it." And as my wife lowered her dripping pussy onto my mouth, I had no choice but to do as I was told. I ran my tongue over her pussy, grimacing at the taste of my own cum mingled with the more appealing flavor of her sex. And trapped beneath her, I felt Carrie take hold of my limp and conquered cock. I groaned as I felt her slide the cage back on to my now limp member and lock it in place. Just like that, my unexpected freedom had come to an end. Just like that, Carrie was firmly in control again. As though she had ever stopped being in control. 
 
    "That's better," I heard her say above me. "Tiny unsatisfying cocks like yours are better locked away. I should've known better than to let you out. I was horny, but there are way better ways for me to get off. Ways that don't involve letting this cock anywhere near my beautiful pussy." I felt the cage move as Carrie tapped her wedding ring idly against the steel. I went on licking, swallowing whatever poured out my wife's pussy while she gloated above me. Her words hurt, but they also served to inflame my desire. Already, now that the cage was locked back onto me, I could feel my cock beginning to swell. My short-lived freedom seemed only to enhance the feeling of being trapped now that I was locked up again. Maybe that was the point. 
 
    Carrie moved above me. Without lifting herself off my face, she sat up and leaned to one side. I went on licking as I heard her reach for something on the nightstand. Then she settled back down on top of me, utter darkness enveloping me as she perched on my face. 
 
    "Hi. It's me." For a moment, I was confused. Why would Carrie be saying hello to me? And then, with a sinking feeling, I realize the awful truth. She had picked up her phone for the bedside table. And while my heart hammered in my chest, while my tongue stayed busy between her silken folds, I guessed right away who she was calling. 
 
    "Not much," Carrie said. I knew that voice. That lilting, feminine, giggly voice that she used to flirt with her boss, so different from the arrogant commands she gave me. "Just sitting around the house. Thinking about you." My stomach clenched. For a moment, I froze. But Carrie dug her fingernails into my chest to remind me of my duty. I resumed licking all she went on chatting. 
 
    "Yeah," she said. "That too. I was thinking of your big fat cock, and how good it feels inside me." I winced in the darkness beneath her. I had never gotten a phone call like that from Carrie, not once in the course of our courtship or marriage. But then, I remind myself, this was a different woman I was dealing with. This was the new, sexy, dominant Carrie that had emerged since quarantine, the one who owned my cock and never missed a chance to humiliate me. A woman who had no qualms about seducing her boss right in front of me. A woman who knew that my greatest pleasure was pleasing her. 
 
    "That's right," Carrie said. "I'm a total slut. I'm your married slut, and I need your cock. Can you come around?" Beneath Carrie's body, I cringed again. I knew what was coming, but that didn't make it any easier to take. Although she had hinted at it many times since the unforgettable night when she first betrayed me, Carrie hadn't seen Declan since. At least, not in the flesh. I had been witness to some inappropriate conversations between the two of them while they worked together, but that was all. Part of me had started to hope that it was a one-time thing. Part of me had started to fear exactly that. But clearly, Carrie had other ideas. 
 
    "Him? No. You know my husband's useless. His pathetic dick can't satisfy me." Carrie laughed loudly as she spoke, giddy with betrayal. Her juices were flowing faster now, pouring into my mouth and washing away the last vestiges of my own cum,. Grateful as I was for that fact, it tugged at the inflamed strings of my heart to taste for myself how excited it made her to talk to Declan. Without even being in the room, it seemed he could get my wife wetter than I ever could. 
 
    "Of course," Carrie said. "If you want. Whatever you want. Okay. Okay. An hour? Okay. I'll be waiting. Bye, stud." Carrie sighed as she hung up the phone. I blinked in the sudden brightness as she lifted her leg, balancing on one knee and one foot as she looked down at me where lay beneath her. 
 
    “Did you hear that? Declan’s coming over.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie's green eyes were glowing with that wicked look they got when she was doing something really naughty. My cock throbbed in its cage. 
 
    "So you better hurry up," Carrie instructed as she settled back down on my face. "We have an hour until he gets here. Hurry up and make me cum. Then you can help me get ready for him." 
 
      
 
    I couldn't take my eyes off my wife. I never could. After all, that was the whole magic of the game we played together. But it was especially true when she looked like this. When she put on the black and gold corset I had bought for her, along with black stockings and garters and the designer high-heeled boots that went with them. It was my favorite outfit of hers. And it was the same lingerie she had worn on the fateful night when she had sex with Declan for the first time. Now she was wearing it again, as though it was some kind of uniform. Her 'getting fucked by Declan' outfit. 
 
    She looked incredible. And I had had plenty of opportunity to study her up close as I helped her put the provocative garments on. My cock ached inside the chastity device as I tightened the laces of her corset and pulled her stockings up her legs and zipped up her boots while she coolly watched me, basking in the knowledge of her own power and the ordeal she was about to inflict on me. But I couldn't say no. She looked so beautiful, with the corset narrowing her already narrow waist and pushing her breasts high on her chest and emphasizing the erotically feminine shape of her body. Carrie didn't even bother to wear panties this time, and her pussy drew my eyes over and over again, showing between the bottom of the corset and the top of her stockings like a picture in a frame. 
 
    When she went to her closet, I expected her to pull out a dress. But she didn't. Instead, she did something that I didn't understand, rummaging for a moment among her clothes. Distracted by the sight of her round ass swelling out above the tops of her stockings, I didn't pay too much attention. But then, Carrie turned toward me. Reaching out, she took my wrist in her hand and pulled me over toward the closet. Without understanding, I did what she wanted, turning and stepping back so that I was inside the closet. It was only when she raised my arms above my head and I heard a cold steel click that I realized what Carrie was up to. She had wrapped a pair of handcuffs around the rod of her closet and used it secure my wrists. I wouldn't be able to go anywhere. 
 
    "Are you ready for this, cuck boy?" Carrie grinned at me, her eyes blazing with sadistic delight. "Are you ready to watch your wife get fucked by a real man with a real cock?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I gasped. Even if I was far from sure if that was true. It had been torture enough hearing the two of them together. But I had no idea if the torture would be worse or better by being able to watch. Either way, I wouldn't be able to feel any pleasure of my own. With my hands bound and my cock locked away, I was doubly unable to do anything about the outrageous arousal I felt. 
 
    "Good," Carrie smiled. "Because it turns me on so much, knowing you can't do anything about it. But once we start, I'm not stopping. I don't want to hear any complaining out of you. I don't want you ruining the mood for me and Declan. So I'm going to gag you." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” Carrie wasn’t exactly asking. But she wasn’t exactly not asking, either. This dominant role she played so well required her to make unilateral decisions and force them on me. That was what made the game so hot. But as her gorgeous eyes studied my face, I could see what she was doing. She was giving me one last chance to object. And I didn’t take it. 
 
    "Okay then," Carrie said. Her breasts swelled in the top of the tight corset as she shrugged her slender shoulders. "Stay there." As though I could do anything else. Carrie turned, and I listened to her footsteps echoing through the house as she left the bedroom. When she returned, she had a roll of tape in her hand. Standing in front of me again, I watched in agony as her other hand drifted between her thighs, rubbing at her bare pussy while her eyelids fluttered. 
 
    "This is so bad," Carrie groaned as she touched herself. "I can't wait for him to get here. I can't wait for you to see him fuck me. Oh my God, we're so twisted." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." There was no arguing with that, even if I wanted to. And as Carrie lifted her hand from between her legs and raised it toward my lips, I could smell her arousal on her fingers. She slid them inside my mouth. I gratefully licked her juices off her skin, reveling in the teasing taste while she smiled at me. Withdrawing her hand, she pulled the tape and wrapped it around my head, pressing it over my mouth. 
 
    "Now, be quiet,'" she ordered. "He'll be here any minute." 
 
    Carrie sat on the bed while she waited for her lover to arrive. I stared at her, enraptured by her beauty, jealousy and desire warring inside my chest. Soon, there was a knock on the door. Smiling at me again, Carrie stood and walked out of the bedroom. Going to the door just like that, in her sexy lingerie with her pussy on display. Not that there was much point in being coy in front of Declan anymore. He had already fucked my wife, after all. 
 
    In agony, I listened to them greet one another in the hall. My heart hammered in my chest as I heard them kiss. And then Carrie reappeared, leading her boss by the hand as she guided him into our bedroom. 
 
    Declan's eyes went wide when he saw me. I saw him stop, and Carrie tugged at his arm, turning in her heels to face him again. Her hand was on his chest, and I gulped as I watched her, unable to meet his eyes. 
 
    "What the fuck?" Declan said. 
 
    "Don't worry," Carrie said, twining her body around her boss's as she spoke. "He can't do anything. I tied him up there. He can't even speak. I just want him to watch. I want him to see what a real man does to me." I stood trembling in silence in the closet as Declan's eyes traveled over my body. Predictably, they stopped when they reached my caged member. 
 
    "What the fuck is that?" he asked. Carrie let out a humiliating little giggle before answering. 
 
    "That's his chastity," she explained. "I keep his cock locked away because it doesn't satisfy me. That's what makes him such a good boy. He has to do whatever I say if he wants any pleasure at all. He's not even allowed to jerk off without my permission." 
 
    "What? He lets you do that to him?" 
 
    "Of course," Carrie smiled. "He's my houseboy. He lets me do whatever I like. Including having sex with you." Carrie's hand strayed down over Declan's chest and stomach, reaching for the front of his pants. His eyes were still on me, but he didn't resist as she started to rub between his legs. She sighed happily as she felt the shape of his swelling cock through his jeans. For a moment, she turned to smile at me over her shoulder before turning back to him again. 
 
    “You guys are even kinkier than I thought,” Declan said. 
 
    "Don't worry about him," Carrie said. "Pretend he's not even there. Just please let him watch us, okay? Please?" Carrie was pressing her body against Declan again, her hand busier than ever between his legs. I didn't know how any man could resist her when she looked the way she did, and she was acting like this. And sure enough, Declan tore his eyes away from me to smile down at her. 
 
    “You’ll need to make it worth my while,” he said. 
 
    "Yes, sir," Carrie responded. Her eyes were glowing as she grinned up at him. Without another word, she sank to her knees on her bedroom floor. The cuffs that held me rattled against the closet rod as I trembled where I stood. Seeing her like this, so meek, so submissive, so seductive, threw into stark relief the difference between the way she treated Declan and the way she treated me. 
 
    And there was nothing I could do but watch as my wife unfastened her boss's pants and reached inside. His cock looked thick and heavy in her hands as she brought it out. With one last evil little glance in my direction, Carrie opened her mouth and took her boss's cock between her lips. Declan sighed in pleasure as my wife began to suck. And while my heart filled up with desire and despair, I watched every moment of this new betrayal. 
 
    

  

 
   
    25. Banging Her Boss 
 
      
 
    It was cool in the basement. I could feel the cold air on my skin as I headed downstairs, the laundry basket under my arm. Naked except for my chastity cage, just the way Carrie preferred me, I was sensitive to changes in temperature. For a long time, our basement had been mostly neglected. Of course, the laundry was down there, along with our gym equipment. But I didn't use the gym as often as I should. Once upon a time, Carrie used to do the bulk of our laundry. Not anymore. Now, the laundry, along with just about every other household chore, was my sole responsibility. And we were generating more of it than ever before. The life of a cuckold was full of surprises, and one I had certainly not anticipated was the sheer amount of laundry it generated. 
 
    A cuckold. The word still stung. Until recently, I had never even heard of such a thing. I had never even imagined there were men out there who would get a sexual thrill from being betrayed by their wives. I had certainly never dreamed that I would be one of them. It went against everything I believed, both about relationships and about myself. It should, I knew, be the absolute last thing any husband would want to happen. But it wasn't. Somehow, in a way I couldn't explain, this strange game Carrie was playing thrilled me like nothing else ever had. Seeing her behave the way she did delighted me. It filled me with dark energy. Being dominated by my wife was an outrageous thrill. But watching her with another man, watching her have sex with her boss, had almost ruined me. It was too hot to handle. My wife was a porn star, a wanton slut, a creature to whom nothing mattered more than physical pleasure. Not our marriage. Not our vows to one another. Not my suffering as I watched the whole bizarre spectacle, my cock aching desperately in the tight confines of the chastity cage as it tried relentlessly to harden. It was a volatile mix that she was playing with. And it shouldn't have been nearly as appealing as it was. But there was no point denying the truth. My wife had fucked another man in front of me, and I had loved it. And there was no going back from that. 
 
    Of course, any dignity I had was long abandoned by that point. I was already Carrie's bitch, long before Declan spent the night with her. There was virtually nothing I wouldn't do if my wife commanded it. Carrie had proved that. She had made me into this, her submissive slave, a man who cooked her meals and cleaned her house and did her laundry and wasn't even allowed to have an erection without her permission. And now that she had Declan, why would Carrie ever bother to let me go? Her attraction to her boss was obvious. As obvious as his to her. And the sexual chemistry they shared was undeniable. As Carrie took great delight in pointing out, her boss's cock was far bigger than mine. Far bigger than any she had had before. And Carrie didn't allow me to doubt even for a single minute that bigger meant better. Though of course, Declan knew exactly how to use his weapon too. 
 
    Certain thoughts are not helpful. I had learned that lesson the hard way. Every time I thought of anything remotely sexual, I felt the by-now familiar pain of my cock straining against the unyielding steel chastity device I wore. But knowing what was coming didn't mean I was able to resist it. How could I not think about sex? It surrounded us both now. I could never be sure if it was intentional on Carrie's part, but whether she meant to or not, she had found a way to make everything related to sex. Every time she gave me an order, every time I did what she said, we were both reminded why she had this awesome power over me. And after the things I had seen, how was I supposed to forget about them? It was impossible. Besides, Carrie didn't make it easier, with her sexy outfits and her knowing smile. 
 
    As I loaded the laundry into the washer, I was tormented all over again by the memory of my wife's pleasure and my own inadequacy. I was reminded of the first night she had spent with Declan, when I had not been permitted to watch, but only to listen. I didn't know which was worse. To only hear her shrieks and screams of pleasure and have to imagine what was happening for myself. Or to see it right in front of me and know, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that another man was making my wife experience things I never could. Both were an outrageous torment. Both were unbelievably erotic. And both left me with the frustrating task of cleaning up afterwards. 
 
    Once again, the bedsheets reeked of sex. Once again, my hands trembled as I found myself unable to resist the urge to spread the sheets out and find the damp patch that spoke of my wife's multiple orgasms. I couldn't keep myself from inhaling the scent of her body, even though I knew it would only add to the torture of rejection. And while my heart pounded aggressively in my chest, I found Carrie's panties that she had put back on right after they finally finished. In the silence of the basement, I groaned to myself. I knew exactly why she had done it. Declan's cum filled her panties, leaking back out of her ravaged pussy to leave obvious white stains on the cloth it was now my task to wash. I could hear my teeth grinding in my head as I set the underwear aside. They were to be hand-washed, of course. Carrie's orders. She didn't want to miss even the smallest opportunity to humiliate me. And I allowed it. I always did. 
 
    While the washing machine filled with a steady hiss, I ran water into the sink beside it and added detergent. Carrie wasn't there, but she could appear at any moment. It was foolish to disobey her commands. And so, while I began to scrub her stained panties, my heart burning with shame and disgrace, the events of the night before played in my head like a movie I didn't want to see but couldn't turn my eyes away from. My betrayal, it seemed, was going to haunt me from that point onward. 
 
      
 
    Declan's breathing was growing short. I could hear him grunting in hateful pleasure. I tried to pay him no attention, to act as though he wasn't even there. Not an easy task when he had his dick in my wife's mouth. But my attention was all on her as she wrapped her soft lips around his shaft, moving her head up and down as she moaned around his cock. She was sucking him off as though his cock was the most delicious thing in the world, as though giving him pleasure was the only thing she had ever wanted. I knew it was deliberate, that that was what she wanted me to think. But that did nothing to lessen the sting of shame I felt as I watched. Was Carrie really that good of an actress? She had certainly gotten quite skilled at playing her role. But even though I knew her pleasure was a show, I still believed in it. I still couldn't help but notice that she had never, not once, sucked my cock like that. It was something she had done when she felt she should, a marital obligation that she halfheartedly pretended she wanted. I had never seen her eyes shine like they were shining at that moment as she blew Declan. I had never seen her enjoy sucking cock nearly as much as she was now. 
 
    She looked like the most beautiful slut, there on her knees in the bedroom, her breasts bouncing in her tight corset while she gazed up at her new lover. The gorgeous green eyes of the woman I loved stared up into Declan's, ignoring me completely as she devoted herself to pleasing him.  
 
    And it was working. I didn't need to look at him to know that. His hands gripped her head, his thick fingers showing through gaps in her black hair. One of her hands gripped his shaft, sliding up and down the base of his cock where her mouth couldn't reach. Declan was simply too big to take all at once. Not that Carrie wasn't trying. And her other hand cradled his balls, holding them gently and massaging them to enhances pleasure. My wife was sucking his cock like a pro. Just watching her was almost more than I could bear. It was the most erotic sight of my life, and I felt almost as though the force of my erection might burst the steel that held it. But there was no such luck. If I hadn't been caged, I wondered if I might have cum just from watching. With the cage firmly locked down, there was no chance. Lately, I was never that lucky. 
 
      
 
    Carrie couldn't fail to notice that Declan was getting swept away in pleasure. But she didn't seem to care. She went on sucking, moaning deep in her throat in tandem with him as his arousal swelled. She seemed almost as turned on as he was, and in no more hurry to stop than him. The two of them were in absolute ecstasy while I watched helplessly from the closet. 
 
    And as Declan let out a long moan, I winced as though a blow had struck me. Carrie's cheeks hollowed around his member as she sucked, and he came in her mouth, making her cough and gasp as he spurted his cum deep into her throat. Still in the throes of orgasm, he pulled out, his giant cock erupting and flinging his thick semen across Carrie's face. While she gasped in shock, Declan took hold of his cock and steered it downward, and Carrie laughed in outraged delight as he spurted more of his cum all over her breasts. His orgasm seemed to go on and on as he painted her skin with his fluids, and Carrie smiled devilishly as she gazed up at him, her hands gripping her breasts through the corset now and holding them to make a better target for this new humiliation. Finally, Declan sighed. The last traces of his cum dripped slowly from the head of his cock as it softened. Even flaccid, it was huge. He sat down on the edge of our bed, spent and worn out from climax. 
 
    But Carrie was just getting started. 
 
    I watched her rise to her feet. She moved easily in the designer boots she had bought for herself, pivoting and turning on her outrageously tall heels. Declan watched her from the bed, sated but still responsive to her irresistible beauty. Just as I was. She turned toward me, and my heart beat fast in my chest as those gorgeous green eyes found mine. No matter how good an actor she might have become, she would never have been able to fake the look of delight I saw shining in those eyes. It was real. Carrie was absolutely thrilled with what was going on. Her pleasure and sexual excitement seemed to light up every part of her, shining out of the pores of her skin. She was on fire with a lust that seemed almost monstrous. And I knew what happened when she got like this. Once she got turned on this much, all of Carrie's inhibitions melted away. That was what terrified me the most. 
 
    "Look at that." Carrie stood in front of me, her gorgeous body with its hourglass figure framed by the open closet door. She stood with her chest thrust forward, emphasizing the dramatic cleavage her corset gave her. I watched, moaning faintly against the tape that covered my mouth as she ran a single finger through the puddle of cum shining on her breasts. "That's how a real man cums," she said, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. "Look at it. It's like he's claimed me. Like he claimed your slutty wife with his cum." She giggled as she spoke, a breathy sound that tugged at my already frayed nerves. I watched in a mixture of horror and desire as she lifted her finger to her mouth. Her lips tightened as she sucked it, her eyes shining as she swallowed more of Declan's cum. Grinning evilly, she withdrew her finger from her mouth and scooped up more of his fluids. Then she reached toward my face.  
 
    I recoiled, but there was nowhere for me to go. With my arms chained to the rod of the closet, I could only go so far. And Carrie was relentless. She ran her finger over the tape that covered my mouth, smearing Declan's cum right under my nose so that I could smell it. She laughed again, drunk with her own power and wickedness as she tormented me. And the whole time, my cock ached inside the chastity device that contained it. Her body was so close to mine, the warmth and smell of her adding to my torment as she gloated in triumph. 
 
      
 
    "This is so fucking hot," she breathed. "I love having you watch this. It must be driving you crazy, being all locked up and watching me get fucked by a real man. I love it. I think we're going to be doing this again and again." She chuckled to herself as I groaned against my gag. I had no reason to doubt what she said. She truly did seem absolutely delighted with the way things are going. And as she turned and made her way back to our bed, I watched her go, tormented by the sway of her hips and the narrowness of her waist inside the corset as she sat down beside her boss. Her thigh was pressed against his. Her breasts bounced in the corset as she sat. With one last evil little glance at me, she ran her hand down her boss's back. 
 
    “Did that make it worth your while?” She grinned. Declan smiled back at her. 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. 
 
    “Not bad for a married girl, huh?” 
 
    "Not bad at all. I don't remember seeing that skill on your resume." Carrie laughed loudly, throwing back her head as her body shook with amusement. She was always like that with him. Everything Declan said was hilarious. 
 
    “Well, now you know,” Carrie smirked. 
 
    "Yeah. I'm starting to think there might be a new position for you once the office opens back up." 
 
    "Really? And what might that be?" Carrie's teeth shone between her lips as she smiled. She knew what was coming, just as I did. 
 
    “On your knees under my desk,” Declan grinned, to a gale of laughter from my wife. 
 
    "Sounds good to me," Carrie said. "A man like you needs something to take his stress away. I could be your personal assistant. Your office slut. And my husband wouldn't be able to do a single thing about it." With another quick glance in my direction, Carrie moved on the bed. Once again, she slid onto the floor to kneel at Declan's feet, her back turned to me. I watched over her shoulder as she reached between his legs, beginning to stroke his cock again. 
 
    "Ready for round two?" she asked, smiling up at him. 
 
    “I’ll need a couple of minutes,” Declan said. 
 
    "That's no fun," Carrie pouted. "Let me see if I can do something about that." Her hands reached for Declan's pants and pulled them down to his ankles. He pulled his legs free, and she tossed his clothes to the floor. His shirt followed. Now he was sitting naked on a bed with Carrie kneeling in front of him. The back of her head obscured my view, but I could see the way her arm was working. I knew she was stroking him. And as she lowered her head, black strands of her hair trailing over her bare shoulders, I knew she was using her mouth on him again. Declan groaned, tipping his head back. For the briefest moment, his eyes saw me before sliding away. He didn't want to look at me any more than I wanted to look at him. He wanted to forget that I was even there. Easier for him than it was for me. 
 
    And Carrie worked her magic. I heard Declan's breath growing shorter as she pleasured him, sucking and licking his cock back to full hardness. Finally, with a groan, he reached out for her. Gripping her by her upper arms, he pulled her away from his lap. She stood, and so did he. Carrie yelped, wild with surprise and delight, as he all but threw my wife down on the mattress. Then he climbed on top of her. 
 
    Carrie's boot heels tangled in the sheets as she scrabbled underneath him. The tight leather of her boots shone in the light as she parted her legs, allowing him between them. Her hands gripped his broad shoulders, holding him tight. She wrapped her legs around his hips, and her moan of exquisite pleasure split the air of the bedroom as he penetrated her. Inch by inch, I watched Declan slide his big cock into the cozy confines of my wife's pussy, and Carrie howled and roared as though she had never felt anything more incredible. 
 
    “Oh my God, it’s so big,” Carrie panted, as though she didn’t already know that. “Oh my God, it feels so good to be full. Fill me up, Declan. Fuck me. Fuck this married pussy, please!” Declan chuckled under his breath. He didn’t respond. Perhaps he wasn’t the type for dirty talk, but that hardly mattered. Carrie was saying enough for both of them. 
 
    "Oh fuck," she gasped. "Oh my God, Declan, fuck me!" One hand dropped from his shoulders to grip the sheets underneath her. I saw the diamond of her wedding ring sparkling as it caught the light. And Declan moved on top of her, driving her body into the bouncing mattress as he pounded her. Carrie gasped and howled, and I thought of that big cock ruining her beautiful pussy, and every fiber of my body cried out for relief that I knew was impossible. For me, anyway. 
 
    Carrie screamed. Her cry of pleasure echoed in the bedroom. Wrapped around his hips, I could see her thighs trembling. She was going to cum. She was going to cum, and I was going to watch it. And as I stood there bound and gagged in the closet, a powerful orgasm swept through my wife. Declan grunted as he felt her pussy tighten around his manhood, a sensation that I seemed to remember more clearly the longer I was deprived of it. Her leg slipped from around his waist, thrashing on the mattress on either side of him as pleasure tore through her. Declan slowed down but never stopped, his cock sliding in and of her trembling sex while she moaned and gasped underneath him. 
 
    Finally, Carrie moved.  Declan grunted as his cock slid out from between her legs. But she wasn’t done. Clumsily, Carrie rolled over onto her stomach. I watched with mounting despair as she crawled toward the edge of the bed, facing me. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure as she looked up at me, but that same deviousness that haunted my dreams sparkled in them as she grinned at me. Gripping the edge of the mattress, she raised her hips, her beautiful round ass rising into the air above her. 
 
    Declan laughed. He saw what she wanted. Snatching a pillow, he slid it under my wife's stomach. Then, he positioned himself behind her, taking her hips in his big hands. Carrie's eyes were locked on mine as Declan moved. And I saw them roll back in her head as he slid his cock into her from behind, his thick manhood going deeper than ever before, far deeper than I could ever hope to go. Carrie sobbed in pleasure, biting her lower lip that looked bruised and swollen, her brow furrowing in an expression that mimicked pain, but that I knew was the absolute apex of pleasure. And as her eyes opened again, fixing on to me, her boss began to fuck her from behind. 
 
    "Oh my God, that's amazing," Carrie panted. She raised herself slightly on her elbows, and I moaned against the gag as I stared down at the mouthwatering cleavage her corset gave her, anointed with another man's cum. "Oh fuck, that's so deep. Oh my God, Declan. This pussy is yours. I swear to God, this pussy is yours." 
 
    "That's right," Declan grunted behind her. Carrie shrieked with laughter as he slapped her ass while he continued to pump his cock in and out of her. In no time at all, I could see that she was once again trembling with desire. Already, she was overcome, yet another orgasm swelling inside her as her boss rode her. Unable to look away, I studied every part of her that I could see, the powerful physiological reaction tormenting me more than I would have believed possible. I watched her eyes close. I watched her cheeks burning red. I watched her hands gripping the edge of the mattress tightly, as though she was afraid she would be flung off at any moment. I watched her breasts swell as she panted and moaned, trapped inside the corset that made her so unbelievably sexy. I listened as Carrie screamed in passion once again, abandoning herself to an orgasm that seemed somehow even more powerful than the last. 
 
    "Come inside me, Declan," she gasped in the throes of her ecstasy. "I want to feel your cum inside me." I wasn't watching Declan, but I didn't need to in order to know that he was close. His moans and groans formed a low counterpoint to my wife's, and as he pounded her rhythmically from behind, I knew it wouldn't be long. Carrie knew it too. I heard her moan, and I heard him groan, and I felt as though my heart was shrinking in my chest as I watched him cum inside my wife. She cried out at the feeling of the soft explosion inside her, another man claiming her pussy right in front of me. From the depths of disgrace and despair, I watched as they both sighed in pleasure, Declan flopping down onto the mattress and Carrie's face obscured by her hair as she let her head fall. For a while, the only sound in the bedroom was their heavy breathing as they slowly recovered themselves. But I could barely hear it over the roar of my blood in my ears. 
 
    Eventually, Carrie rolled over onto her side. She pressed her thighs together. Sweeping her hair back from her shining face, she sat up with some difficulty. I watched as she rose to her feet and stumbled toward the dresser, pulling out a pair of black panties. Both mine and Declan's eyes were on her as she put them on, almost falling as she raised one foot, then the other, and leaned on the dresser for balance. I had no idea what she was doing or why. But I had learned not to question. I had learned that everything that Carrie did was to enhance her pleasure and increase my torment. And she was good at it. 
 
    With panties on, she climbed back onto the bed and lay beside  Declan. I saw her wrap arms around him, and he returned her embrace. I cringed as I watched them kiss, savoring the feeling of each other’s lips, making out in our bed as though they were the married couple and I were the intruder, not the other way around. 
 
    "Fuck," Carrie said in a low voice as their lips finally parted. "That was the best sex I ever had." 
 
      
 
    The sound of footsteps on the basement stairs jolted me out of my daydream. My cheeks burned, as though I hadn’t already endured the greatest embarrassment imaginable. Carrie appeared at the bottom of the basement stairs, smiling across the room at me as I stood with my hands plunged into the sink. 
 
    "You're taking a long time down here," she said as she walked toward me. "It's good to see you handwashing my panties, but they're pretty skimpy. They shouldn't take that long. Even if Declan did leave a huge load in them last night." 
 
    “I’m just trying to get them clean, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "I bet you are." I almost shivered as my wife trailed her hand over my bare shoulders. Just that, just a touch from her, was enough to turn my head. I had been given nothing, no release the previous night. By the time Carrie untied me and sent me to sleep in the other room, she was exhausted and had no interest in unlocking me. And even when Declan had left the following morning, she hadn't suggested she was going to give me any kind of reward for what I had enjoyed the previous night. Instead, she began ordering me around. I didn't protest. It didn't seem wise. 
 
    "Were you sniffing them?" she teased. 
 
    “No, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "You sure? I know how bad you want this pussy. Even if it does belong to another man now. Are you sure you weren't down in the basement, sniffing your wife's used panties like the little pervert you are?"  
 
    "No, Lady Carrie." 
 
      
 
    "Okay. I believe you. But you can leave that for now. Come over here." Carrie took my hand as she stepped away from the sink. I followed, my heart beating wildly in my chest as she led me over to the weight bench. She sat down on it, spreading her legs and lifting her skirt. Her pussy shone in front of me, and my cock ached at the sight. 
 
    "Time for lunch," Carrie giggled. "You may not get to fuck this pussy anymore. But you can still lick it for me." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My wife's cruel laughter echoed in the basement as I dropped at once to my knees. 
 
    

  

 
   
    26. A Cuckold Cleans Up 
 
      
 
    Carrie moaned with pleasure above me. Every groan only served to increase my torment. But that was the way things worked between us. I knew that by now. My pain was her pleasure, and her pleasure my pain. And more importantly, more damningly, I took a dark and fugitive pleasure in my own suffering. Kneeling on the floor at the feet of my wife, using my mouth to pleasure her while she sighed in selfish abandon above me, was a dark and wild thrill that tugged at all the strings of my submissive desires. It was just one more reflection of the new relationship between us. A reminder of just how far I had fallen. 
 
    "That's it," Carrie purred above me. "That's a good cuckold. Eat the pussy that Declan gets to fuck." She placed her hands on the back of my head as she spoke, holding me in place. I made no response. After all, I wasn't there to talk. I could feel the wetness of her sex against my lips, speaking of the state of arousal she was in when she came downstairs. Clearly, this had been her plan all along. And my pride, which had taken such a beating since we started down this road, was given just a little encouragement to know that I was turning her on. Even if only by my submission. Even if only by my craven obedience to her every whim. 
 
    The taste of her arousal was as exquisite as always. I ran my tongue over and between her lips, probing the hidden hollows of her pussy and its fugitive sweetness. Soon, her juices flowed over my chin, warming my skin where they anointed me. Soon, Carrie's cries of ecstasy filled the basement. Nothing like the wild screams and howls that Declan had drawn from her last night. But after all, an orgasm is an orgasm. And I was more than ready to give my wife one. The only thing I could have wanted more was some pleasure of my own. 
 
    "Oh my God," Carrie gasped. "Oh my God." And her body stiffened, her thighs trembling under my hands as I felt her cum. The hot flood of her juices filled my mouth, and I drank them down gratefully, even while my cock dropped inside its tiny steel prison. This was just the way it was between us. And even though Carrie had me go down on her more or less daily, often multiple times per day, it never lost its appeal. Watching her cum was my chief delight in life, no matter how often I saw it. And knowing that it was me who made it happen was a little bit of a boost to an ego that had taken such gigantic blows recently. Maybe I couldn't compare with Declan, as my wife was so eager to remind me at every opportunity. But that didn't mean I was completely useless to her. 
 
    "That's enough," Carrie said as she regained her breath. Roughly, she pushed my head away, pressing her thighs together to deny me the sight of her streaming pussy. Wordlessly, I waited. One way or another, I was always waiting on Carrie. Her imagination amazed me, this wild sexual creativity that I had never before guessed my wife concealed. It was all I could do to try and keep up. And really, all I had to do was exactly what Carrie said. That, ultimately, was what she wanted for me. 
 
    "I suppose you should get a treat for being such a good boy last night," Carrie said. The smug superior smile was back on her face as she grinned down at me. And how could she not feel superior? She undoubtedly was. Outside of my control, my heart dropped at her words. I had learned not to ask Carrie for rewards, or even to expect them. But they were the promise that kept me going, the occasional joy that made my submission to her worthwhile, even as it enhanced its bitterness. 
 
    "Get up," Carrie said as she rose to her feet, her skirt falling back down around her thighs as she stood. "Come with me." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." There was nothing I was more ready to do. Leaving the washing machine running and her soiled panties soaking in the sink, I followed her upstairs, climbing back into the warmth of the house that I could feel on my bare skin. Carrie no longer allowed her house husband to wear clothes when we were home together. And with the lockdown still in place, that was more or less all the time. Today, she hadn't even ordered me to wear a pair of her panties the way she often did, just to humiliate me. There was no need, I supposed. The events of the night before had already been far more humiliating than any forced cross-dressing could ever hope to be. 
 
    My heart seemed to rise higher in my chest with every step as I followed my wife through the house. She led me through the kitchen, down the hall, toward our bedroom. If I could even call it ours, after all the time I had recently been spending in the spare room that served her as an office. Lately, our bedroom had been the scene of such outrageous betrayals. It no longer felt like mine. And to some extent, the same was true of the whole house. We had bought it together, and until recently, I had earned most of the money. But now the power balance had shifted, and I felt almost like a guest in my own home. A servant in Carrie's house. Exactly what she wanted me to feel. 
 
    "Get on the bed," Carrie briskly ordered. "On your back. Put your hands on the headboard." I did exactly as she said. I didn't want to do anything to jeopardize what I hoped was about to happen. I didn't even dare speak. Instead, I watched as Carrie made her way over to the bedroom closet. I knew what she was thinking as she pushed the door aside; the same thing I was thinking. That same closet had been my prison while I watched Declan fuck my wife. But now, it was a closet again, just a place to store clothes. And my heart and cock surged together as I watch her retrieve a couple of ties from the closet. Despite my wife's growing collection of toys, my neckties remained one of her favorite ways to restrain me. 
 
    Carrie climbed onto the bed. She arched her body over mine, reaching for my raised hands. I didn't resist as she tied my wrists to the headboard. She was getting more and more practiced at this endeavor. The knots were quick, but they held strong. In no time at all, I was helpless. 
 
    Carrie climbed off the bed. I watched with every cell of my boiling blood as she rummaged in her jewelry box. I knew what she was looking for. It was all I could do not to gasp in relief as she turned to me, smiling, with the key to my chastity device in her hand. 
 
    "That was a big night last night," Carrie smiled. Slowly, she climbed onto the bed beside me, kneeling at my side. She always loved to take her time with these scenes. It only reinforced how in control she was. "The first time you've ever watched your wife get fucked by another man. But somehow, I don't think it's going to be the last. That was too much fun last night not to do it again, wasn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie chuckled as she took my caged cock in her hand. She knew I would say anything at that moment. Anything to get her to release me. But I had spent a fairly sleepless night thinking about what had happened between her and her boss. Fun wasn't necessarily the word I would use to describe my own experience. But it had been absolutely thrilling. And the memory of it seemed to cling like me like oil, a stain that I would never be able to scrub off. The idea that my wife was such an outrageous slut haunted my thoughts and kept me madly in love with her. I wanted her so badly that it was becoming the sole fact of my existence. If this was how it felt to be a cuckold, I had to acknowledge that it wasn't as bad as I once would have thought. It wasn't easy. But it was never boring. 
 
    "I'm glad you feel that way," Carrie grinned at me. Her dark hair hung around her face as she brought the key close to the chastity device. It slipped in easily, and the tiny click of the lock was loud in my ears as she twisted the key. The device came apart in her hands as she pulled it off me. I didn't even try to keep myself from groaning as I felt my cock rapidly expand. It felt like so long since I had been allowed even that much, allowed even to become fully erect. As the hot blood flowed to my member, I felt lightheaded, all but trembling with desire as Carrie gloated above me. 
 
    "Now, I'm going to fuck you," Carrie said slowly and clearly, peering into my eyes as she spoke. Her amusement was plain to see on her face as she pulled up her skirt and straddled my hips. Reaching down again, she took my cock in her hand, and I gasped at the feel of her skin against mine. "Don't say I never give you anything," she said. And with that, she sank down on top of me. 
 
    I cried out. The pussy I had been so long denied was finally around my cock, engulfing my manhood that strained and surged inside my wife's body. At last, I had what I so desperately craved. The soft sensation of her sex against mine made me gasp and moan with pleasure, and Carrie chuckled as she rode on top of me. Without breaking her rhythm, she reached over to the bedside table where her phone sat. Still bouncing up and down on top of me, she stared down at the screen of her phone. 
 
    "How does that feel, houseboy?" she asked without looking at me. "That feel good?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I moaned. 
 
    "Does it feel different? Am I looser than I used to be? Because Declan's big cock really stretched me out." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I didn't know what my wife wanted to hear. But as delightful as her pussy felt around my cock, it did feel different. I cringed beneath her as I wondered if what she said was true, if her well-endowed boss really had ruined her body. And if so, would she ever go back to normal? 
 
    "I thought so," Carrie nodded. "To be honest, I can barely feel you in there. I mean, I always knew you were small. But after last night, it's like you're barely even there at all. Hurry up and cum. Let's get this over with." Sweeping her hair back from her face, Carrie raised the phone to her ear. I grimaced as I looked up at her, wondering what she was up to now. But the sensations of physical pleasure swelling through me made it hard to focus on anything else. 
 
    "Hi," Carrie said, smiling at the phone as she spoke. "We did it." From the phone, I heard the sound of laughter. Female laughter. So she wasn't calling Declan, then. I wasn't sure if that was a relief or not. After all, Carrie had made clear her intentions to see her boss again. Given the sexual chemistry between them, I knew he wasn't going to say no. But it wasn't Declan my wife was talking to as she continued to ride up and down on top of me. 
 
    “Last night,” she went on. “Yeah. Yeah. Yeah, I made him watch. No, of course not. Why would I unlock his useless cock when I had Declan’s to play with?” More laughter that stung my trembling heart as I listened and watched my wife bouncing up and down on top of me. 
 
    "Yeah. No, it was amazing. He's so big. And he really knows how to please a woman. God, he's so fucking sexy. You know what? I think I would rather suck Declan's cock than have sex with my husband. That's how good it was." Carrie laughed again, and the sound merged with more laughter coming from the phone. "Of course. Yeah, obviously. You know what he said?" Carrie's eyes shone maliciously as she stared at me. "He said he was considering me for a new position at work. On my knees. Under his desk." As the phone she held crackled with wild laughter, Carrie giggled. 
 
    "I know, right?" she said. "Can you imagine? I mean, we couldn't have anyone find out. I'm only telling you because — well, you know. But I got so wet when he said that. Just thinking about it. Thinking about fucking our boss in the office, sucking his dick under the desk while my husband's at home cooking and cleaning and waiting for me to come home. Oh my God. It was so amazing." 
 
    A flush had come to Carrie's cheeks. But I didn't flatter myself that it was because of the feeling of my cock inside her. It was reliving the events of the night before, describing them to whoever was on the other end of the phone. It had to be Emma. Other than Declan, she and her husband were the only people who knew just how kinky Carrie and I had become. I desperately hoped that it would stay that way. But even as I hoped, I had to acknowledge the awful truth that it wasn't up to me. 
 
    "You definitely should," Carrie grinned. "You should see his face now. He's so humiliated. But he's going to have to learn to live with it. I fuck other guys now. Real men with real cocks. That's just the way it is." I could hear Emma saying something, but couldn't make out the words. It was all I can do to keep myself quiet as my pleasure soared, and Carrie continued to move her body on top of mine. A boiling orgasm was building inside me, and I wasn't trying to hold back. After all, my wife had told me to hurry up. And with my long period of frustration and denial, I knew I wouldn't last long.  
 
    "Totally," Carrie said in response to her friend. "We'll have to get together and come up with some new ideas of things to do to these boys. We can't have them getting complacent, can we?" Carrie laughed again. But I barely heard the words she was saying any longer. I was about to cum. And my wife seemed to know that. 
 
      
 
    "Anyway, I have to go," she said into the phone. "I'll talk to you later. Bye." Ending the call, she dropped her cell phone carelessly on the bed beside her. I no longer held anything back. I moaned and groaned, filling the bedroom with my cries of disgraceful arousal as Carrie's newly loosened pussy slid up and down on top of me. I closed my eyes as I felt the sudden surge of orgasm, the long-awaited pleasure blooming inside me, swelling out like golden light from the pit of my stomach to fill my whole body as I lay gasping beneath her. It went on and on, my cock twitching inside her as I pumped what felt like a substantial load of cum into. Carrie sat on top of me, her hands on her hips, watching my every move. As my orgasm finally subsided, I sighed. 
 
    "How was that?" Carrie grinned at me. 
 
    "Awesome. Thank you, Lady Carrie." Carrie laughed out loud at that. 
 
    "Wow," she grinned. "I made you watch me fuck my boss last night, and you're thanking me? God, I love owning your cock. Now, you know what you need to do. Don't be a baby about it." Carrie moved, and my cock slid easily free of her pussy. Her knees still on either side of my body, she crawled up toward the headboard. My stomach fluttered. I knew what was coming. And now that my desire was temporarily assuaged, all I could feel was the full force of the shame and humiliation of what was about to happen. But I couldn't resist it. We both knew that. Carrie straddled my face, her pussy shining wetly above me as she taunted me with it. Then, she spread her legs further, sitting on my face with her pussy covering my mouth. 
 
    "Get it all," she said above me. "Every drop. You know what to do. After all, that's a good cuckold's job. Cleaning up his slutty wife after sex. So you better get used to it." Carrie sat above me like a queen on her throne, and I tentatively extended my tongue. The taste of her was different now, contaminated by my own. As my tongue probed her silken folds, I felt our mingle juices sliding out of her body and into my mouth. Grimacing between her legs, I swallowed the mixture as quickly as I was able. And as I set about my unpleasant task, Carrie sighed happily above me. 
 
    "You know how lucky you are?" she said. "Not just to be married to a woman like me. You're lucky I didn't make you do this last night. I should've made you eat Declan's load out of my pussy. God, can you imagine? Wouldn't that be the ultimate humiliation  
 
    for you?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I tried to say. But my words came out as nothing more than a low moan, muffled by her dripping pussy. Carrie didn't seem to mind. Shifting her weight, she adjusted my position so that my tongue sank deeper inside her, scooping out the load I had left there. 
 
    "I hope last night didn't freak him out too much," Carrie went on. "But I don't think so. I know he had a good time. Hopefully he's getting used to you being around. After all, he knows you're no threat. I hope he lets you watch us again. But honestly, if he doesn't? I'm still going to fuck him. You just won't be able to see it. But don't worry, cuck boy. I'll tell you all about it afterward." 
 
    I groaned underneath her again, and Carrie laughed with sadistic delight. 
 
    "I know. I'm so mean to you. But you love me for it. Now, make sure you get my pussy nice and clean. Get all of your nasty cum out of it. I don't mind having some of Declan inside me, but I don't want any of your mess." My heart burned in my chest as she spoke. But there was nothing I could do besides continue what I was doing. Shamefully, my cock, lying limp against my thigh in the aftermath of the orgasm she had given me, began to twitch. This whole humiliating spectacle was turning me on. And if Carrie hadn't noticed that yet, I knew that before long, she would. 
 
    "That's right," she said above me. I felt the headboard move as she reached out and grabbed it, leaning over my trapped head. "Keep licking. Don't stop until I tell you. That's it. Keep serving me. That's what you're here for. To serve me and lick my pussy while I fuck other men." I knew what was going on. Carrie was getting excited again. By now, I had cleaned out all of my own semen from inside her, but I kept licking, just as she wanted. Her hips bucked back and forth as she rode my face, rubbing her pussy against my mouth. Her breathing grew short, her cries of pleasure more rapid, and I knew that I was giving her what she wanted. I was going to make her cum again. And my ignored cock started to swell all over again as Carrie's cries of pleasure echoed in our bedroom. 
 
    Soon, another orgasm gripped her. She sobbed with delight as the sudden gush of her juices coated my face. I drank them down far more eagerly that I had swallowed my own as she moaned in pleasure above me. Finally, she lifted a leg and rolled off my head to sit on the mattress beside me. I blinked in the light, breathing heavily myself as the taste of her Percy still hovered on my tongue. 
 
    "Okay," Carrie said, still slightly breathless as she sat up against the headboard. "That wasn't bad. Your cock might be useless, but at least your mouth still works. Still, I don't think that's going to be enough. Telling Emma about what I did with Declan has got me going again. And since he's not here, you're going to have to keep me happy. I know that's not easy for a man like you, houseboy. But we'll just have to make the best of it." 
 
    Without waiting for any reply from me, Carrie climbed off the bed. I watched her make her way toward the dresser that stood against the far wall. I knew what was in the drawer she reached for. Carrie had a designated storage for all her toys. And I could hardly be surprised when she pulled one out, a toy that I was agonizingly familiar with. It was the cock sheath, the dildo that she had christened Declan, that she made me wear to have sex with her. Ever since the real Declan had come into our lives, the toy hadn't been getting much use. But now, I watched as Carrie climbed back onto the bed, gripping the shaft of the dildo in her hand. As she kneeled between my legs, she reached for my manhood. In only a few strokes, she had me hard again, desperate for her, my cock throbbing as if by her command. Chuckling to herself, Carrie slid the toy down over my member, pushing my balls through the hole at the bottom. I watched helplessly as she trapped my genitals inside the toy. 
 
    "That's better," she smiled. "It's not nearly as good as the real thing. But it's about as good as we can do for now." Slowly, Carrie lifted her shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Her skirt followed, her hips wriggling as she squirmed her way out of it. In agony, I watched as she stripped off her bra and panties, fully naked in front of me and secure in the knowledge I could do nothing about it. Then she leaned forward. Sweeping her dark hair back from her face, she pinned it behind her is. Taking the dildo in one hand, she ran her tongue slowly along the shaft, from base to tip, her eyes on me the whole time. I groaned and panted as I watched, my cock so close to her mouth yet a million miles away. Through the thick silicone of the dildo, I could feel next to nothing. Carrie knew that. That was the whole point. And as she opened her mouth and engulfed the toy between her lips fully, bobbing her head up and down, I groaned in frustration and desire. Carrie giggled deep in her throat as she continued to suck the toy. She would do more for this insensitive lump of rubber than she would for me, her adoring husband. That was what made her so unbelievably attractive to me. 
 
    " God, I love sucking cock," Carrie gasped as she lifted her mouth at last from the toy. Her hand shone as she wrapped her fingers around it, stroking it as though it could feel it. As though the rigid toy could possibly get any harder. "Not yours though," she cruelly added. "I mean real cock, like real men have. Not pathetic little cuckolds like you." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I moaned. There was nothing to do but submit. Carrie knew it as well as I did. I was defenseless. She could do whatever she wanted. 
 
    And as she climbed on top of me, I groaned once again in frustration and lust. Carrie straddled my hips, reaching down between her parted legs to guide the toy inside her. She moaned theatrically, leaving me in no doubt about the pleasure she felt as the bulbous head of the dildo pushed her wet lips apart. She sank down on it slowly, and I felt her weight on top of me, my cock throbbing inside the rubber device, inside her again and yet not. 
 
    Smiling down at me with that wicked little smile, Carrie began to ride me again. And this time, there was no chat. There was no phone call. This time, Carrie focused solely on pleasure, the powerful sensations of her body driving away everything else. She moaned and screamed. She panted and gasped. Every curve of her beautiful body seemed to shine with wild joy as she bounced up and down on top of me, screaming another man's name. Declan wasn't in the room with us. As far as I knew, he had gone home. But it didn't matter. He might as well have been there. He was in my wife's thoughts, in her heart as she rode the dildo I wore. It was all the torture and humiliation I could take. 
 
    

  

 
   
    27. A Wife’s Night Out 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got an idea.” 
 
    I had learned to fear those words when they came out of Carrie's mouth. Her kinky creativity seemed to know no bounds. But whatever new idea she came up with, it was sure to involve humiliation and sexual frustration for me. That was the one constant in our ever-changing relationship. With everything that had happened, it was still hard to believe we had ended up here. But there I was, locked in chastity, a slave to my wife's whims while she carried on an affair with her boss right in front of me.  
 
    But she loved it. I had never seen her so happy as she was in the past few weeks. The knowledge of what she was doing seemed to light her up from the inside, filling her with confidence that poured out of her in a kind of glow. Carrie had always been attractive. But this newfound confidence made her even more so. It made me want her more badly than I would ever have believed possible. And that only gave her more power over me. 
 
    Not that she needed any more of that. It was obvious by now that I was never going to do anything to stop her. She could get away with whatever crazy idea next exploded in her beautiful head. I couldn't say no to her. I just couldn't. And she didn't even need the steel chastity device locked onto my cock to make me obey. But it helped. My wife literally owned my cock, and if I wanted any kind of sexual release, I had to do what she said. I had to play along with her twisted games.  
 
    But even that is a lie, or at best, a half truth. Sometimes it's easier for me to pretend that I was forced into all of this, that I never had any choice. That I was simply overmatched by Carrie's beauty and her devious mind. It's not true. I could've said no. I could've stopped it at any time. But with every passing day, as we sank deeper and deeper into this dark affair, my wife became more attractive to me. I wanted this. As shameful and disgraceful as it was, I needed it. 
 
      
 
    Even this. Even standing in the open doorway of my bedroom, watching my wife lying in bed next to Declan. Her gorgeous green eyes shining as she turned to him, her dark hair trailing over her bare shoulders like a shadow across the sun. Under the sheet, she was naked. Her large breasts moved as she did, her pink nipples protruding as she placed her hand on the broad chest of her lover. Declan smiled as he turned his head to her, waiting to see what she had in mind next. He knew Carrie well enough by now to know that he was probably going to enjoy whatever she had cooked up. Keeping Declan happy seem to be a large part of her plans these days. That, and keeping me frustrated. 
 
    But she also liked to keep me guessing. Carrie's eyes flickered toward me, just for a second. Without that, it would've felt almost as though I wasn't in the room with them. As though I wasn't standing in my own bedroom wearing nothing but the chastity device and a pair of my wife's panties she had ordered me to put on to disgrace me in front of her boss. Evidently, Carrie didn't want me to know what she was saying. She pressed her lips to Declan's ear, covering her hand with her mouth as she whispered something to him. And the skin at the corners of his eyes crinkled with laughter as he listened. My heart pounded in my chest. Carrie was so much more imaginative than me. I couldn't even guess what she had in mind. 
 
    "Are you serious?" he said. Carrie leaned away from his ear again, but she kept her hand on his chest. Her body was pressed against his, coiled around him like ivy around a tree. I remembered how that felt. I remembered how, back in the early days of our marriage, Carrie had seemed like she never wanted to let me go. Like she never wanted to break contact. But even though I now looked better than ever before, even though her insistence on my regular use of the gym equipment in our basement had sculpted my body into something that I knew was far more appealing to her, it didn't matter. She had Declan now. And as Carrie reminded me almost every day, I could never hope to compete with her sexy, well-endowed boss. 
 
    “Why not?” Carrie said. “I’ve never tried it before. But these days, I’m in the mood for new experiences. Besides, I was always with my useless husband. You know he wouldn’t be able to handle it. But I know you would. I know you’re man enough.” 
 
    “Yeah, it sounds great,’ Declan admitted. “But is it a good idea? I mean, we shouldn’t really even be doing this. I’m your boss, after all.” 
 
    "Damn right you are, sir," Carrie giggled. I winced whenever she called him that. But I winced even more at the sight of her hand creeping down over his chest, over his stomach, under the sheet I had recently washed. Declan kept his focus on my wife, ignoring me the way he usually did. I did my best to ignore him, too. But it wasn't easy as I saw the sheet rising in a prominent peak between his legs. It wasn't easy as I saw my wife's eyes light up as she reached for his erection underneath the bedclothes. She leaned toward him again, hungrily kissing him, already making little noises of pleasure deep in her throat as she manipulated his swelling cock. She couldn't leave it alone. Ever since they had started sleeping together, Carrie was absolutely enthralled by her boss's large weapon. She wanted to be touching it all the time, it seemed. Reinforcing her complete rejection of my own manhood. I'd never known my wife to be so hungry, so desperate for cock. Then again, as Carrie was always quick to point out, she had never been with a man like Declan before. 
 
    "Clearly you need convincing," Carrie said as she finally lifted her lips from his. "Let me see if I can find a way to do that." Carrie sat up as she spoke. Smiling at her boss, she pulled the sheet away from her body and his. The two of them lay naked together, still basking in the afterglow of the sex they had already had that morning. But for my wife, it was never enough. And Declan was able to match her stamina. He lay back on the pillows on my side of the bed while Carrie turned and bent her naked body over him. Her eyes flickered toward me again, a look of malicious delight sparkling in their emerald depths. She took her boss's cock in her hand, and he groaned as she lowered her mouth down onto it. He leaned back on the pillows, his meshed fingers behind his head, thoroughly enjoying the sensation Carrie was giving him. And for her part, Carrie wrapped her lips tightly around his shaft, bobbing her head up and down while she stroked the base of his member with her hand. 
 
    I watched, my mouth dry, my heart racing. It was nothing I hadn't seen before. But somehow, that never seemed to matter. Every time I watched my wife betray you with another man, I was learning, felt like the first. The great wave of pain and frustration and desire and masochistic pleasure never seemed to lessen, no matter how many times I watched. 
 
    Declan's cock shone with my wife's saliva as she lifted her mouth from its tip. She was still holding it, her fingers and thumb barely meeting around the thick shaft that throbbed in her hand. Carrie shifted on her knees, sweeping her long black hair back from her face so that it wouldn't get in the way. For a moment, she paused and turned to look at me. Her eyes shone with lust, not for me, but for the cock she held in her hand. 
 
    "Are you still here, houseboy?" she asked. "Clearly I haven't given you enough work to do. You know what? You can go polish my boots. The old-fashioned way, with a rag and a brush. And while you're at it, polish Declan's shoes. I want them both shining before you make us our breakfast." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I heard Declan cough with laughter at my meek acquiescence. And Carrie giggled aloud. They both got a kick out of my humiliation. And my heart burned. It was one thing to be made to serve my wife, to attend to her needs, to help her look her best for her lucky lover. But it was a thousand times worse to be made to serve him, too. To do anything for him was a terrible blow to my pride. Which was exactly why my wife wanted to make me do it. 
 
    Rejected, I stepped out of the bedroom. Behind me, I heard Carrie return to her task, the wet sound of her mouth closing once again over his cock. I picked up my wife's favorite boots from beside the front door, the ones she had bought for herself once she had started dominating me like this. The ones she had made me polish with my cum in the past. But I wouldn't be so lucky this time. And the mere fact that I considered such a humiliating ritual lucky only served to show how far I had fallen since the pandemic began. 
 
    Carries boots in one hand and Declan's dress shoes in the other, I made my way toward the living room. Setting the footwear down, I walked into the kitchen and retrieved a polish and brushes from a shelf. My wife's cries of passion and pleasure echoed through the house. Her blowjob had the intended effect, and now Declan was on top of her once again. Or else she was on top of him, riding his cock to ecstasy, her beautiful breasts bouncing and her dark hair flailing wildly as she abandoned herself to selfish pleasure. My cock ached in its steel prison, and I tried to push the idea way. But with the sounds of their sex ringing out in the house, it was impossible. Every moan and cry was driven into my brain like a hot nail, and I cringed like a beaten dog at the familiar but always tantalizing sound. 
 
    There was nothing I could do to relieve my agony. Nothing except to do exactly as I was told. So while my wife fucked her boss in our bedroom, I sat down on the sofa and began to polish her boots. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Carrie's boots shone like mirrors, the supple leather reflecting the dim light with every step she took. The high heels made her body sway seductively, the ample curves straining against the shining green satin of the dress she had picked out. Between the hem of the dress and the top of her boots, her toned thighs showed, the long lean muscle making my mouth water as I watched her walk.  
 
    The round shape of her ass swayed from side to side with every step, swinging hypnotically below a waist of unbelievable narrowness. The vibrant red soles of her boots were like a passport that said she belonged here, that she had the money and the taste to be in this grand hotel, with the eyes of both men and women following her across the lobby. And I stumbled along in her wake, in a cloud of her perfume and the warmth of her body, already drunk with desire, already completely overcome by the way my wife looked. As she strutted along in the boots I had polished to perfection, all I could do was hurry along behind her like the humble servant I was. 
 
    Earlier that night, Carrie had looked just as radiant, but in a completely different way. She was lying in the bathtub, steam rising from the water flecked with bubbles of foam that did little to conceal her naked body. Her rosy pink skin called to me as I looked down at the tub, every inch of her completely on display. She could do that. She knew there was nothing I could do about it. And while she lay there with her head propped against one end of the tub, eyes closed as she surrendered to the pleasant sensation of the warm water, I studied her body as though trying to memorize it. As though I hadn't already. As though I didn't know every inch of her better than I knew myself. These days, more often than not, the closest I got to my wife was looking at her. It was never enough. But I would take whatever I could get. 
 
    "I need a refill," Carrie said. Her eyes opened as she spoke. Their startling emerald green glowed as if polished as she smiled at me, raising the empty wine glass. Droplets of water shone on the outside of the glass, steam from the tub condensing as she held out toward me. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Taking the glass from her hand, I hurried to obey her. While my wife relaxed in the tub, I hurried to our kitchen and the fridge to pour her another glass of her favorite white wine. Carrie had been drinking more lately. That was hardly the most alarming change I had seen in her. It seemed to go with her new licentiousness, her new dominant persona. She did what she wanted. Besides, although the lockdown restrictions had eased, going anywhere was still broadly discouraged. It was spending more time in the house together that had got us into this wild game. Carrie's increased drinking all tied into that too. 
 
    She was smiling at me as I reappeared in the bathroom and offered her glass. She took it and transferred it to her other hand, taking a long sip. Then with her free hand, she reached out and took hold of my chastity device. Gently but firmly, she pulled on it, bringing me closer to her. 
 
    “I should’ve done this years ago,” Carrie sighed. “God, I love having your cock under my control. Especially now I have Declan. I don’t need to ever let you out. So you need to be such a good boy for me if you want to release, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." She ran her thumb over the stainless steel of the chastity device as she spoke, and it was all I could do not to groan at knowing her hand was so close to my long denied cock. But never quite close enough. 
 
    "I should have locked you up on our wedding night," Carrie went on, punctuating her words with another sip of wine. "Imagine that. Right after the wedding, I take control of your cock for the rest of your life. And you have to watch me consummate the marriage with another man." 
 
    “Oh my God,” I panted. 
 
    "Oh my God is right," Carrie grinned. "That's what I'd be screaming while some stud fucked me in my wedding dress. God, this is getting me going. Come on. Get to work." Setting aside the glass of wine, Carrie rose from the tub. The water hissed is though reluctant to let her go as she stood, her wet skin shining flawlessly in front of me. Releasing her grip on my cock, she placed both hands on my shoulders and pushed down. I knew what to do. I kneeled on the bathmat just outside the tub, and she placed one foot on the edge of the bath. Her pussy shone in front of me, steaming from the warm water, her neatly-trimmed pubic hair wet and flat against her skin. Carrie placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled me toward her, and I put my hands on the edge of the tub for balance as I ran my tongue eagerly along her pussy. I could feel the heat of the water against my lips and tongue as I kissed her. 
 
    "That's right," Carrie smirked above me. "Get your wife off. Get me ready for tonight. It's going to be a good one. I mean, your're probably going to hate it. But I'm not. I'm going to have a good time. And so is Declan. And that's what matters, isn't it?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I said. But even as I spoke, Carrie slapped my cheek. Not hard, but authoritatively. 
 
    "Keep licking," she said firmly. And as I returned to my task, she sighed again in pleasure. 
 
    "Yeah, we missed a few opportunities when we first married," Carrie went on. "If I'd realized what a little bitch you are sooner, you could've been serving me all along. But I guess late is better than never. You're making up for lost time now. You're going to be good boy for me tonight, aren't you?" 
 
    "Mmm-hmmm," I agreed, without moving my tongue from Carrie's trembling pussy. I had learned my lesson. And while she giggled happily, I could feel her body reacting. Her silken lips were starting to tremble against my tongue. I couldn't blame her. I didn't know where she came up with these ideas, but the scenario she had just created, the idea of our wedding night, was staying with me. Haunting me. Making my cock ache as usual inside the tiny prison to which my wife had the only key. 
 
    "Good," Carrie said breathlessly. "It's going to be a very special night. That's why we're going to a hotel. We could have done it here, but I wanted to make it feel special. So you're going to drive me there to meet my lover." 
 
    "Mmm-hmm," I said again. Carrie shrieked, her body hunching over me, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance as she trembled. Out of nowhere, an orgasm swept over her, her cries of ecstasy bouncing back from the damp tiled walls of the bathroom. I kept licking, tasting her pleasure on my tongue, only slowly easing off as she peaked and slowly relaxed. 
 
    “Good boy,” Carrie said, patting my head affectionately. “Now, dry me off. Then you’ll dress me up.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I said through lips that still tasted of her pleasure. Standing, I pulled a towel off the rack and ran it over her body. Carrie stepped out of the tub, letting me attend to her. My cock ached in its tiny prison, but I did my best to ignore it just like she did. Once she was dry, Carrie stood naked in front of the mirror and began to work on her hair and makeup. It was always a long process. But it never failed to make her look absolutely ravishing by the time she was done. This time, she swept her hair back from her face, tying it in a sleek ponytail that hung down her back. The green of her eyes shown even brighter after an application of mascara and eyeshadow, and her lipstick made her lips full and pouting. Wordlessly, I waited until she was ready. When she turned to me and smiled, Carrie looked almost like a different person. But it was a person I knew. The wanton slut my wife could become, an outrageous beauty no man can resist. 
 
    "Come on," she said, reaching out and taking hold of my caged cock again. Stepping past me, she used her grip on the chastity device to lead me toward the bedroom. Opening her underwear drawer, she threw a couple of items at me. A strapless push-up bra and a tiny pair of thong panties that would barely cover her beautiful pussy. Standing behind her, I manipulated her boobs into the bra that gave her a mouthwatering cleavage, then kneeled and held out the panties for her to step into. Her pussy called to me as I reluctantly covered it with the fabric. 
 
    “I bought a new dress,” Carrie smiled. Leaving me kneeling on the floor, she stepped past me toward her closet and emerged with a green satin minidress in her hands. She held it against her body, pushing one leg forward. “You like it?” 
 
    “Very much, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Good. Let's hope Declan does too. Come on, put it on me." I stood, and Carrie handed the dress to me. I opened it and, with some difficulty, pulled it down over her head. The smooth fabric clung to her body tightly, and it was a struggle to get the dress zipped up in the back. By the time I did, I felt breathless. Carrie looked absolutely gorgeous. The dress was cut low in the front to expose her boobs, and the tight skirt ended at her mid-thigh, showing off her beautiful legs. As always, my wife looked absolutely incredible for her date with another man. 
 
    "Boots," she ordered. Her dress rustled as she sat down on the end of the bed, sliding even higher up her thighs. Aching with desire, I went to fetch her favorite boots, the designer pair I had polished while she had sex with Declan. Kneeling at Carrie's feet, I slid the boots onto her legs, feeling the leather tighten around her calves as I pulled up the zipper. I was trembling with desire as I looked up at her sitting above me, a vision of pure sex appeal that it was hard to believe I was married to. 
 
    "I shouldn't really wear high-heeled boots with a dress like this," Carrie said. "It's a little bit slutty, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I said truthfully. Carrie's outfit was many things. But modest wasn't one of them. She laughed out loud. The tantalizing sight of her breasts hovered in front of me as she leaned forward. Her hand on the back of my head, she pulled me toward her and kissed me. Then she stood. I watched her make her way back to the closet, watching her sway in her tall boots with every step, feeling my cock throbbing and aching for her as I gazed up from my knees. All I wanted to do was fuck my wife. But I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that that wouldn't be happening. 
 
    Whatever it was that Carrie retrieved from the closet, it was small. She returned to sit on the end of the bed in front of me with one fist closed, hiding what she had picked up. I hardly dared to hope it was the key to my chastity device. As she began to speak, my heart roared. 
 
    "You did a good job polishing these boots, honey," Carrie said, turning one foot this way and that to admire the shine of the leather. "I hope you did just as good a job on Declan's shoes." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “That must’ve been so humiliating for you.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "It was so much fun for me. You know I love bossing you around. Making you do things for the guy who's fucking your wife is even sexier." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Now, I bet you want to give these boots some of your special polish, don't you? You want to spurt your cum all over them and send me on my date with your seed on my feet." As she spoke, Carrie opened her hand. And there it was, the shining silver key to my chastity device. A short silver chain was threaded through the top of the key. My stomach flipped, my cock throbbing desperately against the steel. I felt lightheaded at the thought I might get a release, no matter how humiliating. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie! Please, Lady Carrie!” I urgently begged. Carrie laughed, her black hair shining as she tipped back her head. 
 
    “You’re too funny, houseboy,” she laughed. “Just think. Once upon a time, you got to fuck me. Now you’ll beg me just jerk off at my feet. But I don’t think I’m going to allow it tonight. I want you extra horny for what’s going to happen.” 
 
    "Please, Lady Carrie," I whimpered. But I already knew it was useless. Once my wife made up her mind about what she was going to do, no amount of begging could change it. She simply shook her head, her black ponytail swaying between her shoulder blades. Then, she lifted one foot, the heel of her boot catching the edge of the mattress. Her tight dress slid up even higher, and I could see the dark fabric of her panties underneath. Carrie carefully wrapped the silver chain around her ankle, fastening it in place so that the key to my release dangled from her boot. The metal was incredibly visible against the shining black leather. I'd never seen a woman wear an anklet on top of a knee-high boot. There was no doubt in my mind that people would notice. Most of all, I would notice. And Carrie would know I was noticing.  
 
    As my wife lowered her foot back to the floor, tugging her dress back down on her thighs, I gulped nervously. She still hadn't told me exactly what she had planned for the night. But I had no doubt it was going to be difficult. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Hours later, as I followed Carrie through the lobby of the hotel, cringing and blushing and hoping nobody noticed my discomfort, my eyes followed the seductive sway of her body. But more than anything else, they were drawn to the dangling gleam of the key around her ankle as she led me toward some new and humbling adventure. 
 
    

  

 
   
    28. A Cuckold Threesome 
 
      
 
    The hotel room was in my name. But Carrie handled the interaction with the front desk. It was for the best. I was practically speechless. So nervous and so horny that forming intelligible worlds seemed impossible. All I could do was follow my beautiful wife, drinking in the sight of her, wondering about the strangers who looked in her direction. How many of them noticed the silver anklet that shone above her left foot? How many of them could see the plain key that hung from it, bouncing with every confident step she took? I hoped that none of them would guess its significance. Then again, if I had learned nothing else over the course of the pandemic, it was that the most ordinary-seeming people can hide the darkest secrets. Carrie and I were proof of that. 
 
    Carrie got the key from the front desk. Without a word to me, she strode across the lobby, the heels of her boots echoing sharply with every step on the wooden floor. I followed. Somehow, I didn't feel able to walk beside her. All I could do was follow along, as though I was at one end of an invisible leash. In a way, I thought to myself, I was. 
 
    We stepped into the elevator together. Carrie turned to face the doors, and I turned with her. 
 
    "Fourth floor," she ordered. I leaned past her to press the button, and didn't miss the sly smile that showed on her painted lips. She didn't even look at me, as though I were some nameless servant. As though she were too high and mighty to even press her own elevator button. And as the elevator started to move, rising slowly through the building, the smell of her perfume and the closeness of her body tormented me further. 
 
    Without looking at me, without saying a word, Carrie suddenly reached out. Her hand closed over the front of my pants. I tried not to groan as she caressed my caged cock through the fabric, chuckling under her breath. She hadn't given me any specific instructions of what to wear that night, but I had tried to at least dress respectably. Not that anyone was going to notice as long as I was next to Carrie. And as the elevator doors slid open on the 4th floor, my wife released her grip on my caged cock as quickly as she had grabbed it. She stepped out into the hallway, and I followed her as she led me into one of the rooms. 
 
    "Hi," Carrie called out as she stepped inside. A voice answered. I turned the corner into the room and got a shock that in hindsight, I might have anticipated.  
 
    It could've been Declan waiting behind that door, and I had half expected that as I followed Carrie into the room. But he wasn't there. Instead, it was Carrie's friend Emma that she was greeting. 
 
      
 
    Emma rose from the bed as Carrie and I entered the room. My cock throbbed painfully in my chastity at the sight of her. As far as I was concerned, no one compared to Carrie. But Emma came close in beauty. And knowing that she had learned to be as dominant over her husband as my wife was over me only made her more attractive. 
 
    Her blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her pretty face and her glowing blue eyes. Her dress was red, slightly longer than Carrie's, but no less tight, no less revealing as it clung to the curves of her body. The strappy black high heels on her feet had a heel every bit as tall as the one on Carrie's boots. She looked incredible. And while my cock surged at the sight of her, my heart fluttered. I allowed myself to hope. Maybe the night was going to be different from what I had dreaded. 
 
    Carrie and Emma embraced, their beautiful bodies pressed against each other for a moment through the thin fabric of the dresses. It was only as they parted that I noticed that Emma's husband Dave was in the room too. I hadn't seen him at first. He was kneeling on the floor in front of the TV, his hands behind his back. He was naked except for the chastity device he wore, the exact same device as mine. Seeing that my eyes had found him, he looked quickly away. It was never easy to be in each other's presence, knowing everything that we knew about each other. Knowing that we had both been with the other man's wife, but not in a way we might have wanted. Awkward doesn't even begin to describe it. 
 
    "I love those boots," Emma said as she ran her eye up and down Carrie's outfit. "Very sexy." 
 
    "Yeah, I worried I was going a bit overboard," Carrie said. "But if we can't be sluts tonight, when can we be? I love your dress too. That color is amazing on you." 
 
    "Wait," Emma said. I watched her eyes narrow, and a smile spread across her face as she peered at Carrie's left foot. "That's not — is that his key?" 
 
    "Yep," Carrie giggled happily. "I think it looks good down there." The key shone in the light as Carrie lifted her left heel from the floor and turned her foot slightly. "It helps to keep him focused. I don't think I'll be needing it tonight, but it's there if I do. And if not, oh well. I plan on keeping my boots on tonight." Both women giggled at that, and I cringed in shame as I stood awkwardly behind Carrie. I watched as she turned, strutting across the room to where Dave kneeled. He looked up at her nervously as she ran her fingers through his hair, petting him like a dog. 
 
    “Hi, Dave,” Carrie smirked down at the other woman’s husband.  
 
    "Hi, Lady Carrie," Dave replied. He knew the rules as well as I did. Our wives had all the power. 
 
    "Have you been a good boy for your sexy wife?" Carrie went on. 
 
    "I hope so, Lady Carrie." There was a wildness in Carrie's laughter followed Dave's comment. She loved being called Lady Carrie. She loved it when I did it, but she seemed to love it even more when Dave did it. He wasn't even married to her, and yet still he submitted. Just as I submitted to his wife. It wasn't as though we had much choice. 
 
    "I bet you have," Carrie went on. Using her hand on Dave's head for balance, she raised one foot and tapped the toe of her boot against his chastity device. "With your useless cock locked away, you have to  be, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "What you think of my outfit, Dave?" It still amazed me how easily my wife took control of another man. She acted as though she really did believe that she and her friend were innately superior, made so by their beauty and their sexual power. It was hard to understand why it was such a thrill seeing my wife have sex with another man. But it was almost as difficult to understand why it turned me on so much to watch her dominate someone else. It all seemed to feed in to the image of her as this irresistible creature, this powerful dominatrix who took what she wanted from everyone around her. 
 
    "You look amazing, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "I do, don't I? In fact, I think you should show your appreciation by worshiping me like the goddess I am. Go on. Kiss my feet." Carrie took half a step back as she spoke. Dave's eyes flickered for the briefest of moments toward his own wife. Then they returned to Carrie, as though drawn to her by the same magnetism that kept me transfixed. Staring up at her with a look of wonder on his face, he bent at the waist to lower his face to the floor without protest. I didn't need to wonder if I looked so pathetic when I submitted to Carrie, so adoring of the woman who was treating me badly. I knew that I did. And that evil little smile that showed on Carrie's face as her friend's husband began to her kiss leather boots sent a shiver of frustrated lust racing through my body. 
 
    "Did you bring his key?" Carrie asked, turning her head to look over her shoulder at Emma. Her tone was conversational, as though there was nothing more natural than having her friend's husband nearly naked and showering her feet with kisses while the women chatted. 
 
    "I did," Emma smiled. "Like you, I haven't decided if I'll actually use it. But it never hurts to have around." 
 
    "You should wear it," Carrie said. "Put it on a necklace. Or an anklet like this one. It's fun to keep reminding them that we own them. Especially in public. You never know; someone might ask about it. And then he'll be worrying what you might say. Won't you, Dave?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” Dave mumbled between kisses. Carrie smiled down at him. 
 
    "Your wife should wear an anklet just like this one, shouldn't she?" Carrie teased. "I don't care who knows that I keep my husband's cock locked away. Inferior men like you two need to be caged. Besides, it lets real men know what sluts we are. You'd like that, wouldn't you, Dave?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Andrew begged me to let him cum on these boots tonight. That's how he polishes them usually. But I didn't let him. Aren't you glad?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie. Thank you, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. They may have got a little dusty in the car. Lick them clean for me. Now.” 
 
    Dave didn't reply. He didn't need to. At once, he opened his mouth and ran his tongue over the shining leather of my wife's boots. He looked up at her as he did it, and I wondered if he could see up her short skirt. Carrie didn't seem to care. For a moment, she just watched him, still smiling that wicked little smile, enjoying the homage of a man besides me. 
 
    "Does he even know why he's here?" Carrie asked. She didn't take her eyes off Dave as she spoke to Emma. 
 
    “No,” Emma giggled. “Does yours?”  
 
    "No," Carrie said. "But they'll find out soon enough." 
 
    "True. We should probably get started. Take your clothes off. All of them." That last part was said to me as Emma turned her burning blue eyes to mine. Nervously, I reached for the buttons of my shirt. Emma watch me undress, her hands on her hips, her red dress straining around her thighs. I shed my clothes one by one, letting them fall to the floor until I stood in front of her completely naked but for the chastity device. Smiling, Emma turned. A suitcase was open on the bed. I watched with the growing sense of fear as she reached inside it and retrieved a pair of handcuffs. She stepped toward me, and Carrie watched over her shoulder, smiling broadly as her friend stepped behind me and began to lock my wrists together in the small of my back. Meanwhile, Dave went on licking Carrie's boots, running his tongue all the way from the floor to just below her knees and back again. Carrie accepted his worship like a goddess, ignoring him for a while while he debased himself before her. 
 
    Once my hands were locked behind my back, Emma took hold of my caged cock and led me across the room. I followed her, sinking to my knees at her command. Now I was on the other side of the entertainment unit that held the TV,  close to Dave and Carrie. Emma returned to the suitcase and came back with a length of chain. Carrie laughed as she watched her friend wrap the chain loosely around my neck and lock it in place with a padlock. Then she reached behind me, her hip pressing against my cheek and driving me wild with the closeness of her body as she ran the chain behind the entertainment console. Another lock clicked. With a dull sense of fear, I knew that I was locked in place. 
 
    "We scouted out this hotel in advance," Carrie said, looking down at me while another man worshipped her feet. "These entertainment units are bolted to the wall with huge brackets. We figured out that a padlock would fit nicely in one of the holes of the brackets. Here, Emma. Pass me a chain." 
 
    Smiling, Emma returned to the suitcase on the bed. I watched as she handed it and two locks to Carrie. Carrie wrapped the chain around Dave's neck and locked it in place, using it like a leash to finally raise his head from her feet. Stepping past him, she reached behind the entertainment console to lock his chain in place just like mine was. And just like that, we were helpless. Unable to even stand from a kneeling position on the floor, our chains too short to allow it. Carrie straightened up and walked past Dave to stand beside Emma, tugging her shining dress back down while it shimmered on her swaying hips. 
 
    "Now, you two pathetic small-dicked losers are going to stay here," Carrie said. Her breasts rose on her chest as she folded her arms underneath them, her gorgeous green eyes matching the deep emerald color of her dress as she looked from Dave to me and back again. "Meanwhile, your wives are going to have some fun. We don't want to hear any whining, either. This night is about us, not you." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," Dave breathed. I said the same thing, and our words fed the beautiful smile on my wife's face. 
 
    “We should go,” Carrie said, turning to Emma. But Emma was still looking at me, a pensive expression on her face. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. “Should we just leave them like this? I mean, they can still talk to each other.” 
 
    "I don't see the harm in that," Carrie said. "But you know what? You're right. No one wants to hear what these pathetic excuses for men have to say." With that, she stepped forward again. Her green dress shone on her body, her thighs immaculate above her boots as she strutted over to Dave again. Standing in front of him, she reached up under the tiny dress. Her hand began to move, and I groaned aloud as I watched my wife rubbing her pussy right in front of Emma's husband. 
 
     Giggling, Emma did the same. She stood in front of me, her hand moving between her legs, driving me crazy with desire as I watched. Then, Carrie reached up under her dress and pulled down her panties, and Emma did the same. Both women stepped out of their underwear, smiling playfully at one another as they picked it off the floor. I knew what was coming next. Emma gripped my chin, and I open my mouth as she stuffed her panties inside. The faint taste of her pussy electrified me as I kneeled at her feet. The sheer debauched wrongness of the situation tormented me, just as I knew it must be tormenting Dave. But I wasn't thinking much about the man chained on the other side of the entertainment console at that moment. All my thought was devoted to his wife, and my own.  
 
    "That's better," Carrie grinned. "Let's face it. Panties were only going to get in the way tonight anyway. Come on. Let's go." My wife took Emma by the arm, and the two women giggled together as they made their way to the door of the hotel room. Without a backward glance, they stepped out, and the door swung shut behind them. The lock clicked. We were alone. 
 
    The taste of Emma's pussy hovered on my tongue. I cringed at the thought that Dave was simultaneously tasting Carrie. We could have spat out the panties, but we both knew that if our wives returned to find we were no longer gagged, we would be in trouble. Besides, what was there to say? Clearly, Dave knew no more about what was coming that I did. And it was hard to talk to a man you just saw groveling at your wife's feet. Even if he knew I was more than ready to do the same. 
 
    So the two of us kneeled there in silence. Only the sound of our breathing disrupted the quiet of the room. That, and the occasional clink of the chain or the handcuffs that made prisoners of us as we adjusted our positions. We had no more free will than the furniture we were chained to or the bed that sat in front of us. All we could do was wait. And clearly, our wives were more than happy to keep us waiting. The clock on the table beside the bed marked the minutes with agonizing slowness as the night crept past. An hour. Two. And nothing to do beside taste Emma's pussy and feel the pain of our cocks trying to harden in their cages. 
 
    The chain around my neck made a sound that matched that of Dave's as we both raised our heads. There were voices in the hallway outside. Loud voices. Laughing voices. And although we had been fooled by that before, this time, we were right. The lock of the hotel room clicked, and the voices grew louder as the door opened. Our wives had returned. And they weren't alone. As they stumbled and laughed, both Dave and I saw that Declan was with them. 
 
    "Holy fuck" Declan said that he saw us. Immediately, Carrie pressed her body against his, her hand on his chest through the black shirt that he wore. Emma stood on the other side of him, his heavy hand on her hip as he held both our wives against him. I could tell at once they had been drinking. There was a looseness to their movements as all three of them stood together. 
 
    "Don't worry, sir," Carrie slurred, smiling up at Declan as she mustered all of her considerable seductive powers. "Just pretend they're not here. We just want our husbands to see what it's like when their wives get good dick for a change." Declan smiled. And Emma laughed out loud. Her blonde hair hung like a golden storm around her face, stray strands clinging to her lips as she giggled. Declan turned to her. 
 
    “I didn’t realize you were into this stuff too,” he said. “Is this what it’s like being married? I’m glad I never tried it.” 
 
    "Don't worry. No one would ever lock up a cock like this," Carrie said, while Emma howled with more laughter. Carrie's hand moved over Declan's crotch as she spoke, and he turned his smile on her as she felt the shape of his manhood through his dress pants. "If our husbands could satisfy us properly, we wouldn't need to do this. But they don't. So here we are. Please, sir. Please give us both what our useless husbands can't." Emma gasped. I cringed, and Dave cringed silently too. But Carrie was focused only on Declan now. She turned, my key shining against the black leather of her boot and her green dress straining over her ass as she dropped to her knees. Her hands reached for Declan's zipper, and as she unfastened it, she reached inside. Skillfully, she pulled out his cock and began to stroke it. In seconds, her boss was hard, his thick manhood pointing at my wife's face as she played with him. 
 
    Emma's blue eyes went wide and round as she stared down at her boss's cock. Carrie had told her all about it, I knew. But words are one thing, and reality is another. Declan turned his face toward her, and Emma glanced in Dave's direction, just for a moment. I knew that glance. That moment of hesitation, that tiny trace of doubt as a slutty wife wonders just how far to push her luck. But then, her excitement got the better of her. Emma turned back to Declan, her hand on his chest just as Carrie's had been moments before as she kissed him. And while he kissed her back, his hands pawing at her boobs through her red dress, Carrie wrapped her lips around Declan's cock the way she loved to do and began to suck right in front of me. 
 
    "Oh fuck, this is so naughty," Emma gasped as Declan freed his lips from hers. Her eyelids fluttered as he kissed his way down her neck, and Dave's handcuffs rattled. Through the fabric of Emma's dress, I could see her nipples starting to show as Declan handled her breasts. 
 
    "It's so fucking hot," Carrie panted, removing her mouth for a moment from her boss's cock to speak. "I told you he was man enough for both of us. Come on. He is our boss, after all. Come down here and show him what good employees we can be." Declan snorted with laughter. Again, Emma looked over her husband. But the wild smile that shone on her face told me that her decision was already made. In a flash, she too dropped to her knees in front of Declan. I didn't even try to suppress my groan of arousal as Carrie placed a gentle hand on the back of Emma's head and steered her toward Declan's cock. Flashing a quick grin over her shoulder at me, Carrie guided Declan's cock into her friend's mouth. Emma's lips tightened around it, and Declan groaned. 
 
    "See?" Carrie grinned triumphantly. "See what real cock tastes like? Doesn't it taste so much better than your worthless husband's?" 
 
    "Mm-hmm," Emma agreed, unwilling to stop sucking Declan for even a moment. And Carrie's sleek ponytail shone with the same luster as her leather boots as she pressed her head against Emma's. Even though I knew it could only hurt me, I shifted on my knees to see what was happening.  
 
    Declan let out a powerful moan of pleasure as Carrie ran her tongue over his heavy balls. I watched in an agony of frustration and shame as she started to suck them, kissing them, worshiping his manhood while Emma sucked his cock. Then, Carrie moved. She kissed her way back up Declan's shaft, wrapping her lips around it from the side and sliding them up and down. Her lips touched Emma's, and soon, our wives were all but fighting over Declan's cock. He stood above them with one hand on each of their heads, sliding his swollen manhood into one mouth, then another. He must've been in heaven. There Dave and I were, lucky if our wives even let us jerk off in their presence. Meanwhile, they were both fully willing to behave like absolute sluts for their well-endowed boss. And the greater their pleasure, the greater our shame. 
 
      
 
    Declan held out far longer than I would've thought possible. But eventually, the feel of two married women's mouths on his cock proved to be too much. He threw back his head, the tendons showing in his thick neck as he groaned. And Carrie seemed to know exactly what was coming. Holding his shaft in her hand, she pulled his shining cock out of her mouth just as it began to erupt. I watched from behind, knowing exactly what was happening as Carrie steered Declan's cock like a fire hose to point at her face and Emma's. Both women gasped and moaned with delight as Declan anointed them both, claiming our wives with several spurts of hot cum that splattered all over their made-up faces and dripped down over their exposed cleavage. 
 
    Declan let out a weary groan as his orgasm finally subsided. He sat down on the foot of the bed, panting with the pleasure that Dave and I seemed doomed to be denied. Slowly, Carrie rose to her feet. She held out her hand to Emma, and the other woman took it, rising to stand beside her. Carrie wrapped her arms around her friend and turned her to face Dave where he kneeled helplessly on the floor. Emma seemed almost dazed, as though she couldn't quite believe what she had just done. There was a dreamy smile on her pretty face that showed through Declan's cum as she stared down at her husband. 
 
    "Look at her," Carrie said. The key to my chastity device swung as Carrie kicked Dave's caged cock, as though she needed any help to get his attention. "Look at how pretty your wife looks with another man's cum all over her face. Get used to seeing that, cuckold. That's what you get for marrying a slut and then not knowing how to please her. You get to be a submissive cuck boy while your wife fucks real man. Just like my husband is." Emma laughed. At their feet, Dave was trembling. So was I. Carrie might be the instigator of most of our wildest scenes, but Emma was never far behind. And I knew exactly how Dave was feeling as he watched his wife betray him with her boss. I was feeling the exact same thing. 
 
    But how could I resist the smile the Carrie tossed in my direction as she turned, bringing Emma with her? She was too beautiful for words. Bound and gagged, I watched my wife lead her friend back toward the bed when Declan sat as though she were presenting some new quarry to her well-hung lover. The bed sank beneath them as both women climbed onto the mattress, on either side of Declan, touching him, embracing him, as he turned his head from Carrie to Emma and back again. Probably he could barely believe his luck. I certainly couldn't. 
 
    "We're yours, sir," Carrie said, making sure Dave and I could hear as she spoke to Declan. "For tonight, we are both your sluts. Use us however you want." 
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        29. Humiliating Her Husband 
 
      
 
      
 
    The fire whined and popped. Stray sparks arced through the air, the red glow quickly fading into the blackness of the night as they cooled. Carrie's feet scraped on the floor as she quickly pulled them out of the path of the embers. Her sandals didn't offer much protection from burns. 
 
    The sky overhead was dripping with stars, more stars than I could remember ever seeing before. Tall trees were visible only as dark shapes against a slightly brighter sky, their thousand limbs reaching for the jewels that hung overhead. It was a beautiful night. We didn't need the warmth of the fire so much as the ambience it gave us and the faint light it provided. A focal point for us to sit around in the hush of the campsite. We were into the quiet hours now, the time when music had to be turned off and most respectable campers had already gone to bed. But we were still up, gathered around the fire, our faces lit by shifting orange light and the couple of candles Carrie had thought to bring. Our features glowed in the gloom. 
 
    "We haven't been camping in so long," Carrie said. 
 
    "Us neither," Julie answered. "It's been years. But what else can you do right now?" 
 
    “True,” Carrie agreed. “It’s not like we can go anywhere else. But honestly, I forgot how much fun this is.” 
 
    She was right about that. The virus still had us all guessing. In many places, it was still raging, as fierce and contagious as ever. In others, it seemed to be more in control. That was certainly true of our city, and we can be thankful for that. But any thoughts of foreign travel were impossible. If we wanted to enjoy our summer, that meant doing it close to home. And so we had decided to rehabilitate our long-neglected camping gear and head out to the forests. It had been Carrie's idea to invite her foster sister Julie and Julie's husband Marcus. I didn't object. I got along with both of them, and it was true that we hadn't seen them in a while. The more the merrier, Carrie said. And stupidly, I hadn't seen what she meant by that remark. 
 
    "Remember when we used to go to the lake all the time?" said Julie. 
 
    “Of course! That was so much fun!” 
 
    Julie was a couple of years younger than my wife. Though they weren't related by blood, they had spent a lot of years growing up together. Carrie's parents took Julie in when she was just a kid, when her own mother's substance abuse made her daughter a ward of the state. Julie had lived with Carrie and her parents right through high school, and the two of them remained in contact ever since. They were like sisters, even if they didn't share any familial blood. Even if they didn't look in any way related. Julie had her hair tied back for camping, her buoyant and untamable brown curls threatening to burst free at any moment. The warm brown of her eyes shone in the firelight. Her skin darkened in the summer, approaching the deep tan of polished walnut. In winter, I knew, her complexion lightened, and the freckles spread like stars over the bridge of her nose and cheeks became more noticeable. She had an athletic build, and it wasn't just for show. Earlier that day, we had been boating on the campsite's lake, and she and Marcus had easily demolished me and Carrie in the impromptu race we had taken part in. Even after all the work Carrie had me doing on my physique lately. Even after the workouts she herself did to keep in top condition for her lover Declan. And just that thought made me wince internally once again as my cock surged inside the chastity device I wore. We might be on vacation. But that didn't mean my wife had any intention of freeing me. I didn't even know whether she had brought the key to the device or not. Carrie always liked to keep me guessing. 
 
    "We should do this more," Julie said with a sigh. She lifted a can to  her lips as she spoke, taking a long drink of whatever vodka concoction she had brought with her. We had all been drinking steadily, and through a faint fog of my own decreased faculties, I could easily see the Carrie was definitely feeling the effects of alcohol. 
 
    "We should," Carrie agreed. "One thing about this pandemic, it's got me thinking about things differently. I mean, you never know what can happen. Things can be going along all smoothly, and then something like this comes along and everything changes. It just shows you that you should grab onto life while you can." Carrie's folding chair was next to mine. As she spoke, she placed her hand on my name. In the darkness, I saw her teeth shine as she smiled at me. Even just that, just the feel of her hand on my leg, was enough to give me palpitations. In my denied and frustrated state, the slightest contact from my wife was all it took to get me excited. While another man had the most outrageous erotic adventures with her and with her friend Emma, I was pining for any kind of touch from my wife. 
 
    "That's kind of morbid," Julie said. But she smiled as she spoke. 
 
    "I don't mean it like that," Carrie laughed. "I just mean like, carpe diem, you know? We should do those things we've always dreamed of doing. I mean, you never know what you're going to enjoy. Look at us. Since this pandemic started, we've —" and Carrie abruptly stopped. A sudden look of shock was frozen on her face. To this day, I don't believe it was intentional. For all the wild and crazy things my wife has done, I don't think she meant to give herself away that night. But the drinking and the cameraderie and the fun we had all been having loosened her tongue. And while Julie's eyes sparkled in the firelight, I felt my heart freeze with fear. 
 
    “You’ve what?” Julie asked. “Come on. Don’t leave us hanging like that.” 
 
    "Never mind," Carrie tried. I couldn't see in the firelight, but her voice made me wonder if my wicked wife was actually blushing in the darkness. "It's nothing." 
 
    "Oh, that means it's something," Julie grinned. Her own folding chair creaked as she leaned forward, her half-finished can in both hands as her eyes moved from Carrie to me and back again. "Something juicy. What? Come on. You can tell me. We're sisters." 
 
    Carrie raised her head to look at me again. I gulped. I could feel it coming. I could see it in the smile on my wife's face. She didn't mean for things to come to this, but there we were, on the edge of our big secret. And Carrie wanted to talk. I knew that. Because she knew that telling people about what she had done to me, the way she had taken complete control of our sex life, was just another way to humiliate me. And she also knew, just as I did, that nothing turned me on more than that. 
 
    "Shall I tell her?" Carrie asked me. And for a moment, I didn't reply. Honestly, after everything that had happened between us since quarantine began, I found myself surprised that she had even asked. And surprised, too, that I didn't have a ready answer to her question. Even though by now, I suppose I should have known. If some dark part of me hadn't wanted to be humiliated like this, the answer would've been easy. But if not for that dark part, we would never have been in that situation in the first place. 
 
    "I — I don't know," I said doubtfully. And right there and then, I almost betrayed myself. I almost called my wife Lady Carrie in front of Julie and Marcus. It had become an automatic reflex now, one that became even more natural when my wife was in a mood like this. Carrie was frisky. I could see that. I could see it shining in her face like reflected starlight. I could feel it in her hand that still lay on my thigh, creeping ever higher and making pain bloom from my caged manhood. 
 
    "What is it?" Julie pressed. Her eyes were shining, the sly smile never leaving her face. Carrie turned to her foster sister, giving my leg an extra squeeze with her hand that I supposed was supposed to be encouraging. I heard her take in a deep breath, and knew at that moment beyond any doubt that I was about to be humiliated again. 
 
    "Well, we started to get into some… kinky stuff," Carrie said. "You know, with Andrew home all day, and me working from home too, we had the time to get… creative." 
 
    "Oh, I like the sound of this," Julie said. She leaned back in her chair, comically settling in as she readied herself for a long story. Beside her, Marcus chuckled. "Come on, girl. I need details." 
 
    "Well, it's — oh my God, you're going to think we're so weird." Now it was Carrie who leaned forward in her chair, momentarily burying her face in her hands. Her dark hair was the same color as the night that surrounded her, so that only her face and hands showed, her wedding ring glinting in the flickering light. 
 
    “No judgment here,” Julie said, shaking her head. “Everybody has their thing. Besides, you guys have been together for a long time. You have to spice things up. We do too. Trust me, you probably haven’t done anything we haven’t tried ourselves.” 
 
    “Babe, come on,” Marcus said, placing a hand on Julie’s arm. 
 
    "What?" Julie said as she turned to him. "I told you, there's nothing to be embarrassed about. People should be more open about this stuff. There's no shame in it. Go on, Carrie. Tell us what you've tried, and I'll tell you something about us." Marcus said nothing. But I could see the whites of his eyes shining as he widened his glare. Julie seemed as impervious to his discomfort as Carrie normally was to mine. 
 
    "Okay," Carrie said. Straightening up in her chair, she took another drink from her own can as though to mentally prepare herself for what she was about to say. "So… you know what a cuckold is?" 
 
    Marcus erupted in laughter. Leaning forward in his chair, he slapped his knee, and I cringed in embarrassment. But Julie simply stared at Carrie, her full lips slightly parted, shaking her head slowly from side to side. Carrie drew another deep breath. Sitting beside her, I cringed. But my secret was already out. Clearly, Marcus knew the term, even if his wife didn't. It was like the first plunge into the cold waters of the lake earlier that day. You just had to get it over with. 
 
    “Basically, it means I sleep with other guys,” Carrie said. Julie’s brow furrowed in confusion. 
 
    “You guys are swingers?” she asked. 
 
    "Not exactly," Carrie said. She couldn't keep the smile out of her voice, and soon, it appeared on her face. My wife could act as coy as she liked. But I knew she loved this stuff. She got off on humiliating me, just as I got off on being humiliated. And even after all I had suffered thanks to Carrie and Emma and Declan, the thought of my darkest secret being known to even more people still had the power to make me tremble with shame. 
 
    "I sleep with whoever I want," Carrie went on. "But Andrew is all mine. He does what I say. And if he's really, really good, he gets a reward. But if he's not, he gets punished. So he has to put up with it. He even helps me get ready for my dates. Don't you, honey?" 
 
    In the darkness, all eyes turned to me. I felt as though I were shrinking under the combined stare of Carrie and Julie and Marcus. I found myself wondering how many more of these conversations I would be forced to have. How many more people would Carrie share our secret with? It was obvious I couldn't find it in myself to stop her. And neither of us were blind to the erotic potential of these kinds of revelations. 
 
    "Yes," I answered. Julie gasped. Marcus laughed again. And Carrie's hand squeeze my thigh. 
 
    "No, honey," she said. "The secret's out now. You may as well address me properly." I gulped again. While Julie and Marcus waited expectantly, I turned my eyes to my wife. But she just sat there smiling sweetly at me, her face in the firelight as beautiful and irresistible as ever. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I muttered. 
 
    Now both Julie and Marcus were howling with laughter. Julie pressed her hand over her mouth, trying to stifle the sound of her amusement so as not to wake up the whole campsite. They looked at each other, and they looked at Carrie, and they looked at me. They seemed unable to believe what they had heard. 
 
    "You've got to be kidding me," Julie said. "When you said you were kinky, I was thinking maybe some bondage or something. I didn't think you were going to tell me your husband is your slave." 
 
    “That’s not usually how I think of it,” Carrie said. “He’s just my house husband. He knows his place. He knows, if he ever wants to have sex again, he needs to do what his wife tells him.” 
 
    “Just like a regular marriage then,” Marcus said. Julie playfully slapped his knee as he laughed, glancing at him just for a moment before turning her attention back to us. 
 
    "And you always such a goody two shoes when we were growing up," Julie said, shaking her head again. "I never would've thought you were into something this freaky." 
 
    "Me neither," Carrie said. She was giggling now as she spoke, drunk not only with the alcohol she had consumed but with the relief that comes from the exposure of a long-held secret. "We didn't plan it. It just kind of happened. Like, one day he was pestering me for sex, so I tied him up, and things just kind of… went from there. But once I got the cage —" again, Carrie stopped. But I knew there was no way Julie was going to let that go. And I told myself, what did it matter? Now the truth was out, Julie and Marcus may as well know the whole story. 
 
    “Cage?” Julie said. “You put your husband in a cage?” 
 
    "Kind of," Carrie smiled. She glanced shyly at me, as though seeking permission. As though Carrie ever needed my permission for anything she did. I didn't respond. I didn't say a word. I didn't even nod. But silence from me was as good as assent. That was a rule we had established long ago. 
 
    "Why don't you show them?" Carrie said. Her eyes glittered in the light. My stomach convulsed. I couldn't claim to be surprised. After all, such an outrageous request was completely in keeping with Carrie's character. Especially when she was in the kind of mood she clearly was that night. That didn't make it any less scary to do as she said. It didn't mean my heart wasn't thumping in my chest so loudly I felt as though people could hear it from the other campsites as I inched forward in my chair. With Carrie watching my every movement, her confidence growing by the second as I complied with her demands, I reached for the front of my pants. 
 
    "Oh shit," Marcus muttered. Julie said nothing. Her wide round eyes were fixed on me now as I unfastened the front of my jeans and pulled them down to my thighs. Julie frowned as she leaned forward, peering at what I was showing her. The firelight caught the steel bars of the chastity device and made them shine in the gloom. 
 
    "What the fuck is that?" Julie said. 
 
    "It's a cock cage," Carrie smiled happily. "That's why he wouldn't put on a bathing suit when we went to the lake earlier. He didn't want you guys to see. I keep his cock locked up and only let him out when I want to play with it. That's why he does what I say. If he doesn't, he doesn't get to cum. He doesn't even get to have an erection. He has to earn all of that. Right, honey?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “This is fucking nuts,” Julie said. But she was smiling again. I knew that look on her face. I had seen it before. She couldn’t take her eyes away from the chastity device. It felt beyond strange, having my wife’s foster sister looking at my most intimate area. But what she saw evidently fascinated her. That, too, was no surprise. It had that effect on pretty much everyone. 
 
    "So you get to fuck whoever you want, and he has to beg you anytime he wants sex?" 
 
    "Pretty much, yeah," Carrie said. There was an unmistakable note of pride in her voice now. My wife loved to show off the power she had over me. We could never be sure what kind of reaction the revelation would get, but so far, though both Julie and Marcus seemed fascinated, they hadn't been openly hostile. I suppose that was something. 
 
    "How did you even hear about this?" Julie asked.  
 
    "From a friend," Carrie answered. "I mean, I already had him pretty whipped anyway. But with this thing, he doesn't dare talk back. He does all the chores around the house without complaint. He helps me get ready for my dates with my boyfriend. He's pretty much the perfect husband. Or he would be, if his cock was bigger. But then, I wouldn't need to lock it up in the first place." Julie howled with laughter at that, and Carrie joined in. If there's one thing I had learned during my captivity, it was the most women seem to love mocking men's inadequacies around size. An inadequacy I'd never had until this whole adventure started. But I had it now. How could I not? When my wife was so clearly enamored of Declan's much larger member? 
 
      
 
    "Is it just black dudes you fuck around with?" That was Marcus. Julie turned to look at him, the look of surprise showing on her face again. 
 
    “You know about this?” Julie asked. Marcus shrugged. 
 
    "I've heard of it, yeah," he said. "I see the videos on sites sometimes, but I don't fuck with that shit. No offense. It's just not my thing. But I've been asked before." 
 
    "What?" Julie spluttered. From the look on her smiling face, Carrie was evidently enjoying this minor drama between her foster sister and her husband. And personally, I was glad to have the attention off me, even if only for a moment. 
 
    "Yeah, back before we met," Marcus said. "When I was online dating. I was talking to this white woman, and at first everything just seemed normal. But then she told me she was married, and her husband wanted to watch us fuck. I said hell no to that shit. But it happens. White couples like to get a black guy to fuck the wife. Like a fetish." 
 
    “That is fucked up on so many levels,” Julie said. 
 
    “What happened to no judgment?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “I’m not talking about you guys,” Julie said hurriedly. “I mean — no offense, but this shit is nuts to me. But you guys do you. I don’t care. Whatever makes you happy.” 
 
    "Well, the guy doesn't have to be black," Carrie said, seemingly somewhat placated by Julie's words. "I mean, I'm seeing my boss, and he's white." 
 
    “You’re sleeping with your boss?’ Julie asked. 
 
    "Yeah," Carrie said. "Declan's hot. And you should see his cock. Oh my God. Just thinking about it - wow." 
 
    "That good, huh?" The smile was creeping back onto Julie's face. Carrie, meanwhile, was grinning openly. And I was all but trembling in my chair,  anxious and fearful and yet hopelessly turned on. 
 
    "So good," Carrie said, and Julie laughed. "I used to be one of those girls who said that size didn't matter. Then I met Declan. And he just hits me in all the right places. It feels so fucking good. And it's even better knowing that I have a husband at home doing my laundry and cleaning the house and hoping I'll let him cum this week." 
 
    “Damn,” Julie said, shaking her head. “When you put it like that, I can see the appeal.” 
 
    “Fuck that shit,” Marcus said as Julie turned her eyes toward him, and both women laughed. “No fucking way you’re doing that to me.” 
 
    "So, now you know our little secret," Carrie said. "What's the kinkiest thing the two of you have ever done?" 
 
    "It's gonna seem super lame after that," Julie said. As she spoke, she looked at Marcus again. He shrugged wordlessly. 
 
    "A deal's a deal," Carrie said. "Come on, tell me." 
 
    “A couple of years back, we had a threesome,” Julie said with a resigned sigh. “With some college girl we met in a bar. We didn’t know her. We were all drunk. We never saw her again.’ 
 
    "Sexy," Carrie smiled. "How was it?' 
 
    “It was awesome,” Marcus said. Both women laughed at that. 
 
    "It was all right," Julie shrugged. "It was kind of weird. I mean, one night stands, you know? It's not the same." 
 
    "Did you do stuff with her? Or was it just Marcus fucking the two of you?" Again, Julie looked over at her husband before answering. 
 
    "I did some stuff," Julie finally said evasively. Her eyes shone as she looked at the fire, certainly unable to make eye contact. "We made out. I touched her." 
 
    "You did? That's awesome," Carrie beamed. "Good for you. See, that's what I'm talking about. Seize the day. Life is too short to have regrets." As she spoke, she stood. She wobbled slightly as she rose from her camping chair, and I was reminded how much she had had to drink that night. Julie sat back in her own chair as Carrie stepped past me, circling around the fire. 
 
    “You know, I’ve never actually been with a black guy before,” Carrie said. My heart seemed to rise into my throat as she spoke, standing between me and Marcus. 
 
    "No?" Marcus asked. The lascivious grin spreading across his face needed no interpretation. I knew better than anyone what a beauty my wife was. I tended to assume that every man who met her was attracted to her. And I was rarely wrong about that. Women may have types, and so do men to a certain extent. But no man with even a passing interest in women could fail to notice the classical beauty of my wife's face. Or the incredible body she had, even in the hoodie and jeans she was wearing on the camping trip. 
 
    "Oh no," Julie said, shaking her head again, another strand of her dark curls breaking free from her ponytail. "You better not be thinking what I know you're thinking." Marcus chuckled. Clearly, her threat wasn't quite as serious as she made it sound. 
 
    But it wasn't Marcus that pushed the issue. Instead, it was Carrie that turned to face her foster sister, her eyes shining the way they did when she had something naughty in mind. 
 
    "Don't be a prude, sis," Carrie said. "I've always thought Marcus here was very handsome. And all this talk is giving me ideas. It couldn't hurt to try, could it? Maybe it's better with someone you know." Carrie stepped forward as she spoke. Her hand landed like a little bird on Marcus's shoulder, sliding slowly down over his chest. He grinned at her, delighted just as I would be at this new turn of events. But Carrie had a sixth sense for seduction, and she was clearly using it to her advantage that night. Trailing her hand over Marcus's chest, she stepped past him and stood instead over the chair where Julie sat. She leaned forward, had dark hair hanging down around her face as she smiled at her foster sister. 
 
    "What happens here tonight stays here," Carrie said, her voice a low whisper that I strained to hear over the crackle of the fire. "Unless we want to keep it up. We can do whatever we like." I gulped as I saw her reach out and take Julie's hand in hers. 
 
    “We’re practically sisters,” Julie protested weakly. 
 
    "That's what makes it so naughty," Carrie grinned. "That, and the fact that my husband will know exactly what's happening but won't be able to do anything about it. Come on, Julie. We don't have to do anything if you don't want. But I do want to fuck your husband." As she said the painful words, my wife glanced over at me, that heart-melting smile she had showing on her face. I sat in my camp chair, my caged cock still on display, surging pointlessly against the steel that contained it as I watched the scene unfold. 
 
    With a sigh, Julie's resistance seemed to suddenly shatter. She nodded, unable to speak a word. I knew that feeling. She started to rise from her chair. But Carrie stopped her with a single hand on her shoulder 
 
    . 
 
    "Not yet," Carrie smiled down at Julie. "I want to put on a bit of a show first." 
 
    

  

 
   
    30. His Wife And Her Sister 
 
      
 
    For a while, nobody said a word. Of the three of us who remained around the campfire, I alone had seen this side of Carrie before. To Marcus and Julie, it was utterly unexpected. But knowing my wife had this dominant side didn't make it any less startling to see her transition into it right before my eyes. Right before the eyes of her own foster sister. I knew my wife had virtually no shame once she got going. That these wild ideas gripped her and didn't let go until she enacted them. Julie and Marcus would be learning what I had already discovered. That my beautiful wife had become a sex maniac, and knew exactly how to get what she wanted. 
 
    Behind me, I could hear Carrie rummaging through our camping gear. She hadn't bothered to explain what she was looking for, and I hadn't bothered to ask. If my wife wanted me to speak, she would let me know. Otherwise, I was there to be an audience. To be shamed and humiliated. To be a living embodiment of her sexual power and dominance. It was a role I knew well. A role I played again and again, for an ever-changing audience. A role, I was starting to expect, that I would be playing for the rest of my life. In that strange way that was so hard to explain, so hard to quantify, I hoped so. 
 
    Finding what she was looking for, Carrie stood behind me. She crouched, and I smelled her familiar scent. I turned to see her smiling at me as she squatted at the side of my chair. She had a couple of bungee cords in her hands retrieved from the plastic tote where we kept the camping equipment. Immediately, I knew what was on her mind. 
 
    "Now, you just stay here and watch," Carrie said in a low voice. I could feel Marcus and Julie silently watching me, silently judging, as my wife laid one of the bungee cords over my wrist and the arm of the camping chair it rested on. I didn't try to fight Carrie as she wrapped the bungee cord a couple of times around my wrist. The elasticated cord grew tight as she pulled on it, finally linking the hooks at either end to each other to bind my arm to the chair. 
 
    "Don't worry," Carrie said in a bright voice, addressing Julie and Marcus now. "He won't try to fight. He never does. Besides, imagine how embarrassing it would be for him if he made a scene and someone saw. But it's more fun like this. I like it when he's helpless." 
 
    Standing, Carrie circled around behind me to bend over my other arm. Again, I didn't try to fight as she used another bungee cord to bind my other arm to the camping chair. I could hardly believe what was happening. Even after everything Carrie had done to me over the past few months, I had never expected this. But the same kind of trance came over me that usually did in these situations. The same strange daze of submission that let her do the most unspeakable things. Wordlessly, I let my wife tie me to the camping chair in front of Julie and Marcus and never even tried to argue with her. 
 
    Once I was tied to the chair, Carrie straightened up. I heard her footsteps recede as she moved toward the tent. The zipper groaned. The fabric rustled as she climbed inside, closing the flap behind her. Once again, I was alone under the disbelieving eyes of her foster sister and her husband. I couldn't bring myself to look them in the eye. Not now that they knew my most fearful secret. Not when I knew what was about to happen. 
 
    So we waited. No one said a word. As though we were all somehow afraid that to say anything would break the strange spell of that wild night. And soon, the zipper groaned again as Carrie emerged at last from the tent. I saw Marcus and Julie's eyes rise toward my wife as she approached. I saw Julie's eyes flicker up and down, and a broad smile spread across Marcus's face. At last, Carrie emerged where I could see her, her bare skin lit orange by the firelight. She stood there in the open air in nothing but a bra and panties. A black lace set entirely inappropriate for the surroundings were in, but undeniably sexy. Most women would never bring underwear like that camping. But as Carrie proved time and time again, my wife wasn't like most women. 
 
    "Sorry about the shoes," Carrie said as she stepped toward Marcus. She was still wearing her sandals, the practical but unglamorous footwear she had brought camping. "I didn't think to bring my Louboutins." Julie chuckled under her breath. Marcus barely reacted at all. His focus was all on my wife, his greedy eyes taking in every detail of her body as she moved toward him. And his camping chair creaked as he shifted his weight, and Carrie sank to her knees in front of him. She glanced over at Julie for a moment, then returned her attention to Marcus. Her hands moved up and down his legs as she stroked his thighs. Slowly, methodically, she reached for the zipper of his pants. And Marcus let her. And beside them, Julie let the whole thing happen. Her face showed the disbelief she felt at her own actions. But she didn't say a word as my wife unzipped Marcus' pants and wrestled his manhood free of its fabric prison. 
 
    "Oh wow," I heard Carrie breathe as she took another man's cock in her hand. "Aren't you a lucky girl? No wonder you married him." Marcus smiled down silently at Carrie without saying a word. And Julie didn't say anything either. She simply watched, as though the same spell of silence that gripped me had taken hold of her, too. Carrie was the only one of us who seemed to feel free to talk. And that only played even more into her dominant persona. 
 
    In the tent, Carrie had made sure to tie her hair back. Her blowjob hair, as I had come to think of it. And true to form, Carrie lowered her hot mouth over Marcus' shaft, and he groaned as he felt the ecstasy of my wife's lips against his skin. The feeling I had been denied for what felt like centuries. 
 
    Carrie took her time. Jealousy burned inside my heart as I wondered if she had thought of this before. She had already commented on Marcus’ good looks. Had she fantasized about having sex with her foster sister’s husband? Because she was sucking his cock as though she had never wanted anything more in her whole life. She was sucking his cock the way she sucked Declan’s, looking up at Marcus with the same look of delight in her shining eyes as she stroked his shaft and sucked on his bulbous head. 
 
    In no time at all, Marcus was groaning. Any other man in his position would've done the same. He tried to keep the noise down, the dead silence of the campground magnifying every sound we made. But Carrie seemed to be doing her best to make sure he couldn't control himself. Her cheeks hollowed as she bobbed her head back and forth, fucking him with her mouth. Soon, he was gasping and panting and unable to think of anything except sexual pleasure. Unable even to try to moderate the noises he was making. 
 
    Carrie knew exactly what she was doing. Lately, she had had plenty of practice. Right in front of my eyes, my wife had become an expert cock sucker, and it wasn't me she had been practicing on. She knew just how far she could take things. And when she suddenly stopped, raising her head from Marcus's lap and leaving his cock shining with her saliva, she had him gripping the arms of his chair, almost trembling with desire. Carrie didn't want him to cum. Not yet. 
 
    Instead, she stood. The black of her underwear and her hair contrasted with her skin that looked even paler as she wrapped her hand around Marcus's dark cock. She turned to look at me, her eyes blazing. 
 
    "Look at this thing," she said. Marcus groaned again as Carrie gave his throbbing shaft gentle tug. "Yet another guy who's much bigger than you. All this time, I didn't realize what was missing out on. And every woman out there was getting better dick than me. You should apologize to me for having such a pathetic prick." 
 
    “I’m sorry, Lady Carrie.” And Julie barked with laughter as Carrie smiled in triumph. 
 
    "That's better," Carrie said. "This is why I have to find other men to fuck. Real men with big cocks like this. That's what a slut like me needs." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    Carrie turned. Releasing her grip on Marcus' cock, she turned to face him again. I watched, her ass showing on either side of the thin thong back of her panties as she climbed into his lap. The folding chair groaned underneath them, struggling to support their combined weight. But neither of them seemed to care. Carrie draped her arms over Marcus's shoulders, and I watched her ass move in the firelight she rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy against his upright cock through the fabric of the panties that she wore. 
 
    "Your husband's so sexy," Carrie said as she smiled down at Marcus. "I'm sorry that mine isn't worthy of sharing with you. But maybe there's other things he can do for you. He'll do whatever you say. Won't you, cuckold?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." And I meant it. If Carrie told me to serve another woman, I would do it. Besides, Julie was sexy. I had known that from the moment I met her. She looked nothing like my wife, but she was attractive in a whole other way. Part of my wondering if Carrie had ever fantasized about Marcus came from knowing that I had definitely fantasized about Julie. Not recently, of course. Since Carrie had taken control of my manhood, I had barely able to think about any other women, with the notable exception of Emma. But back before our lives took such a kinky turn, I had often thought about Carrie's foster sister. And that only added to a strange feeling of guilt as I sat and watched my wife betray me with Marcus. 
 
    "This is so fucking hot," Carrie breathed. "Julie, can I please fuck your husband? I need this cock inside me, right now. Come on, let him fuck me like the slut I am." If this was an act, my wife was nailing it. But somehow, I doubted it. Carrie was completely absorbed in the moment, abandoning herself to her wildest impulses. I knew how that usually went. Nobody knew better than me the truth of what she said. When she wanted to be, Carrie could indeed be an absolute slut. And lately, it seemed she pretty much always wanted to be. 
 
    I sat there, listening to my wife beg for another man's cock. And Julie smiled as she watched her foster sister in Marcus's lap. Alcohol and the sharing of secrets and the sexual tension that crackled in the air between us had all done their job. Whatever inhibitions Julie might have had about what Carrie proposed, they were gone now. 
 
    "Fuck yeah," Julie said. The lustful growl in her voice set my heart ablaze. This was really happening. Another one of Carrie's wild ideas had been made real by her seductive powers and her outrageous libido. Somehow, Carrie had managed to seduce a couple more people into our strange and kinky world. And as I sat there in my chair, despairing and outrageously aroused, I had the unignorable feeling that they probably wouldn't be the last. 
 
    With a smile, Carrie slid out of Marcus's lap. Reaching out, she took his hand in hers. He stood from his chair at Carrie's urging. And he followed her the couple of steps to where his wife sat. Carrie reached out with her other hand, and Julie tentatively took it. She stood too. I watched my wife lead them both past the campfire, toward me and the tent that sat behind me. 
 
    “I’d say don’t wait up, husband,” Carrie smirked evilly at me. “But you don’t really have much choice about that, do you? Oh well. You won’t get to watch this time. But I’m sure you’ll hear us and have all sorts of dirty ideas running through your mind. Maybe if you’re really good, I’ll tell you all about it afterward.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I was almost breathless as I spoke. I was in awe of my wife. The way she manufactured these situations out of next to nothing. The way she could seduce people so easily to her will. The way she had completely changed from the sweet and loving woman I had married to this demanding and selfish dominatrix. And yet she still loved me. I had no doubt about that. Even if it was hard to explain to myself. The things we did, the games we played, only brought us closer together. Even when she slept with other people. 
 
    I watched her go, craning my neck to catch the last glimpse of my wife in her sexy underwear as she walked toward the tent between Julie and Marcus. The zipper sank again, and they climbed inside, closing the flap behind them. I heard giggling. I heard a silence that was anything but empty, and my ears sharpened in the darkness of the night to pick up the faintest clue as to what was happening. I couldn't be sure, but I suspected I was listening to people kissing. There was a sigh, and a sharp breath. Then more kissing. A moan, a female moan that I couldn't tell if it was Julie or Carrie. Then another. And another. It was Carrie. It was Carrie, and as her moans grew louder and more frequent, I knew what was happening. Marcus was fucking my wife, and Julie was probably watching him do it. Whether he was on top of her or she was on top of him, his cock was buried deep inside her, and my own manhood ached in its painful prison. 
 
    More groaning. More kissing. I cringed as a loud cry split the silence of the campground. I was terrified that someone would complain, and a park warden would find me there, tied up next to the fire while my wife had a threesome in the tent behind me. But Carrie didn't care about that. Carrie didn't care about anything besides her selfish pleasure. My hands clenched into useless fists on the arms of the camping chair as the fire burned low. I listened to my wife cum over and over again. The tent shook and trembled as the three of them moved over one another. I couldn't keep myself from picturing their bodies, naked and flushed with arousal, touching each other, kissing, licking, sucking. I didn't know the details. But my mind invented them all easily. And as the light from the fire slowly died and the stars shone out brighter, I listened to the sounds of sex that went on and on and on, late into the night. It was the soundtrack to yet another total defeat. 
 
      
 
    I had no way to know what time it was when the noises finally stopped. All I knew was that several of the dry logs in the fire pit had burned away to piles of gray ash while they fucked. But finally, after a series of groans that built to a shattering climax, the campsite was silent. Somewhere off in the distance, an owl called. Perhaps no one had wanted to call the park warden to complain about the noise when they realized what it signified. Perhaps people found it embarrassing. But compared to me, none of these people knew anything about embarrassment. I was only grateful that no one showed up to complain about the noise. 
 
    The zipper of the tent opening made me jerk my head upright. I turned to look over my shoulder and saw Carrie emerging from the darkness of the tent. She was wearing her underwear again, but nothing else. Her pale skin seemed to glow in the starlight. And beside her, Julie appeared. She was wearing a T-shirt, but as the women drew closer, I saw she had only a pair of panties on underneath it. They walked side-by-side, their bodies pressed together, giggling like school girls giddy with the discovery of new pleasure. Circling around the chair I sat, they stood in front of the fire, their eyes shining, green and brown, as they stared down at me. 
 
    "Hi, honey," Carrie giggled. "Your wife's been a very naughty girl. But I bet you heard everything, didn't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "So you heard Marcus fucking me with that big fat cock of his? You heard how he made me scream? How he made me cum over and over again?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “How did it sound?” 
 
    “Beautiful, Lady Carrie.” Both women laughed at that. 
 
    "I told you," Carrie said as she turned her megawatt smile on Julie. "He loves it. Not that he has a choice anyway. He knows that dick of his is useless. He knows I need real men to fuck me to keep me satisfied. It's been a long road, but he's finally learned his place in our marriage." 
 
    "I still can't believe we did that," Julie said. But I recognized the laughter in her voice. Whatever had gone on in the tent, she was delighted by it. She was thrilled by the sheer naughtiness of the scenario my wife had created. Carrie had a gift for that. She had a gift for awakening other women to the power that they held, the authority their beauty gave them. If she wanted to, I had no doubt my wife could rule the world. All she needed was the desire and enough cages to lock away every cock in existence. But Carrie was too fond of good sex to ever do such a thing. 
 
    "It was so hot," Carrie said. "Hopefully you understand a little better why I keep him like this?" 
 
    "Yeah," Julie said. "I mean, it's still really freaky. But I'm starting to see the benefits." It was my turn to gasp as Julie leaned forward. Stray coils of curly hair hung around her face as she glanced at Carrie. Carrie nodded her ascent, a barely perceptible motion of her head encouraging her foster sister. I groaned as Julie, a woman I had known almost as long as I had known my wife, ran her thumb tentatively over the steel device that contained my cock. 
 
    "He really can't escape, can he?"  
 
    "Nope," Carrie grinned. "I have the only key. And once I figured out that I could get better sex while keeping him locked up, everything changed for us. Now, he really has to please me if he ever wants to get laid. Otherwise, he knows I can just find plenty of other men with much bigger and better cocks to give me the kind of sex he can only dream of. I told you. It's pretty much perfect." 
 
      
 
    "Marcus would never go for this though," Julie said. Her thumb kept moving over the steel of my device, driving me crazy with its proximity that I could barely feel. Carrie frowned.  
 
    "No," she said. "Not every guy is cut out to be a chastity slave. Besides, why would you want to lock up a big beautiful cock like your husband has? Chastity is for tiny dicks like this one. Real men above seven inches can go free." Julie laughed at that, and Carrie smiled again. Evidently, Julie was enjoying my humiliation in much the same way Carrie did. 
 
      
 
    "So do you ever fuck your husband?" Julie asked. 
 
    "Every now and then," Carrie said, her breasts bouncing in the tight confines of her push-up bra as she shrugged. "It's important to reward him sometimes to keep morale up. It keeps him eager to serve. But ever since I started seeing Declan, his releases have gotten less frequent. I don't need him to have sex anymore. And to be honest, he just doesn't compare to my boyfriend. So mostly, he makes me cum in other ways. I'm training him to understand that sex is something we do together to make me cum. His orgasms are irrelevant." 
 
    "Holy shit," Julie breezed. Carrie grinned.  
 
    "I know, right?" she smiled. "Honestly, I wish I'd known about this back when we first started seeing each other. All those years I could've had him as my own personal fuck toy. But like I always say, late is better than never. We have the rest of our lives to keep exploring this." 
 
      
 
    Carrie leaned forward. I breathed in deeply, my mouth watering at the sight of her cleavage in the push-up bra. I could smell her soap, her shampoo, the warmth of her body leeching into the night and the cold stars above. But most of all, I could smell sex. It poured off her in hot waves, tickling my nostrils with every breath I took. Carrie stared deep into my eyes, her green eyes glinting faintly in the dim light. 
 
    "I'm going to keep you like this forever, cuckold," she said in a voice that was little more than a whisper. "I'm never going to let you go. You're going to serve me for the rest of your life, and I'm going to keep having mind-blowing sex with much better men, and you're going to be my pathetic chastity boy. How does that sound?" 
 
    “It sounds amazing, Lady Carrie,” I panted. And a satisfied smile showed on my wife’s face as her eyes studied my features. She straightened up. Julie’s face was a mask of disbelief as she looked down at me. 
 
    "You know what? You need to respect my sister too. From now on, she is Lady Julie to you. Understand?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie. Lady Julie.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Julie gasped. 
 
    “Isn’t it awesome?” Carrie giggled. “You know what we should do?” Her eyes lit up, seeming to glow from within as a new idea occurred to her. My heart fluttered in my chest like a trapped bird as I waited to see what my dominant wife had in mind next. “I should lend him to you,” Carrie explained. A tiny frown showed on Julie’s pretty face. 
 
    “What for?” She asked. 
 
     "Whatever you want," Carrie answered. "I mean, not sex, obviously. Why would you want that from him when you're married to Marcus? But he has other uses. If I tell him to, he'll do whatever you say. He's getting pretty good at cooking. And he eats pussy like a pro."  
 
    “He does?” 
 
    “Of course he does. That’s the first duty of any submissive husband.” 
 
    “Marcus doesn’t… He doesn’t really do that,” Julie said slowly. Carrie turned her face toward her foster sister, as though forgetting for a moment that I was there. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Julie said awkwardly. “Like, he doesn’t really like it. Or whatever.” 
 
    "This little bitch loves it," Carrie said. "Don't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." 
 
      
 
    "Most days, that's the highlight of his existence when I let him go down on me. I can't believe Marcus doesn't. It's not the 50s anymore. I mean, normally if you said that, I'd say dump a guy who refuses to eat pussy. But given how your husband fucks, I guess I can understand it." Julie laughed at that, still seeming faintly embarrassed as they discussed her sex life, even though she had been dragged into mine. Carrie looked at me. I knew that considering expression on her face. My heart soared as she spoke again. 
 
    "Well, there you go," Carrie grinned. "There's something my house husband can do for you. He'll beg to lick your pussy and thank you for the privilege. Won't you, Andrew?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I knew what was expected of me, what my wife wanted. I knew what I wanted too. The things Carrie was saying were only so humiliating because they were true. I wanted Julie badly at that moment, and I tried to channel all that desire into my words as I spoke. 
 
    "Please, Lady Julie," I whispered. "Please let me lick your pussy, please? I'll do anything you say. I'll do as I'm told. It would be an honor to help you cum, Lady Julie." 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” Julie said. Her eyes shone as she leaned forward. I felt her hand close around my throat. She barely seemed to know what she was doing, moved by some impulse that my submission had drawn from her. And all the while, Carrie watched on with a smile, her hands on her hips. 
 
    "Told you," she smirked. "We don't have time for that tonight. Maybe some other time. Come on, help me untie him. Honey, you can sleep in the car tonight. I'll be in bed with Julie and Marcus, having some more fun before we go to sleep." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie,” I said, as Julie’s fingers pressed against the pulse in my neck. “Thank you, Lady Julie.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    31. Lady Carrie’s Birthday 
 
      
 
    The strangest things can excite you. That's what I had learned over the last few months. One of the things I had learned, anyway. Things that I would never thought I would enjoy. Things I would once never have expected I could even tolerate. Ideas that once would have made my blood run cold and my heart shrink in fear. Though to be fair, they still did that. It's just that fear and doubt have become such potent parts of our sex life.  
 
    It doesn't make sense. It never did. But there comes a point when you have to stop questioning your reality and simply go with it. I felt the way I felt about my wife fucking other men. It might not be the way I was supposed to feel. It might not be what society deems acceptable. But it was a reality. There was no point fighting it. Carrie's wild infidelities excited me more than I could say, more than I would ever have believed possible. That's just the way it was. 
 
      
 
    Of course, she had some help there. With my cock locked away in inescapable chastity, it didn't take much to turn me on. It had been weeks since my last orgasm. Another thing I had learned the hard way was that the more sex Carrie was getting elsewhere, the less need she felt to take care of my needs. Which was terrible, obviously. But also more darkly thrilling than I would ever have believed. And unfortunately for me, my wife had learned the terrible secret of my predicament. The hornier I was, the easier it was for her to control me. The more badly I wanted her, the more readily I would do what she said. It was a feedback loop of desire, a strange and glittering net we were both caught in. But Carrie didn't want to be freed. And if I were to be honest, neither did I. 
 
    Maybe it takes something as crazy as that. As crazy as being locked in chastity by your dominant wife, forbidden from sexual pleasure while she allows herself the most outrageous liberties. But the power of the lifestyle we were living turned everything into a sex act. Polishing my wife's boots was now sexier to me than all the pornography in the universe. And as I kneeled on the floor of our living room, rubbing a cloth over the smooth leather of her designer footwear, I was as deep in a submissive trance as ever. Just touching her, even through the expensive leather of her boot, felt like the wildest joy. 
 
    "That's it," Carrie smirked up above me. "Get them nice and shiny for me." She smirked a lot. Lately, there was always a faint air of smug satisfaction about my wife. And why wouldn't there be? She had turned me into her slave. I cooked and cleaned and groveled at her feet. I helped her look beautiful so that other men would fuck her. I did whatever Carrie said whenever she said it. Why wouldn't my wife feel pleased with herself? 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." My predictable response. Sometimes, it felt as though I never said anything else. The only answer Carrie ever wanted from me was yes. Yes to humiliation. Yes to chastity. Yes to being denied and tormented with my own inadequacy. Yes to her taking on a series of lovers. It was absolutely outrageous when I stopped to think about it. Which was why I rarely stop to think about it. In fact, I was rarely able to think about her with any kind of clarity. How could I, with the mad music of desire roaring in my ears constantly? It was better, I had learned, not to think about it. Better not to confront myself with my own inadequacies unless I had to. After all, whenever Carrie wanted to remind me of how far I had fallen, she was more than capable of doing it herself. 
 
    The cloth moved over the leather, and Carrie watched me work. I took my time. Carrie liked me to be thorough. And she knew that every moment of kneeling at her feet was a tease. She wanted it to last. Stroke by stroke, her boots took the polish I applied, and I tried to keep my breathing even as I felt the shape of her legs through the supple leather. She sat above me in lingerie, a forest green bra and panty set that revealed as much as it hid. I had no idea how much money my wife had spent on fancy underwear over the last few months. I wasn't about to complain. Lately, it seemed all I got to do was look at her. If that was how is going to be, at least she looked magnificent. I knew it was all part of the game, of course. I knew Carrie liked to look her best knowing that it turned me on, that it made me weak. But I couldn't break the spell. I didn't want to. And even as I attentively polished her boots for her, my eyes kept rising, taking in the rounded muscle of her thighs, her flat stomach, the mouthwatering swell of her breasts above her narrow waist. The truth was, all this kinky sex agreed with her. Carrie had never looked better. And for a woman as beautiful as my wife, that was saying a lot. But she had a glow about her now. A towering confidence that seemed to grow by the day. And it poured out of her like sunshine, making her even more irresistible than she would normally be. It certainly made life easier. Her new hobby of seducing men who weren't her husband required her to be as sexy as possible. She managed it beautifully. 
 
    "What do you think I should wear tonight?" Carrie said. Her hair hung loose around her shoulders, the utter black contrasting sharply with her pale skin. These days, Carrie spent a lot of time indoors. She was still working from home, and her blossoming sex life meant she spent more time than ever in bed. In that sense, she was following the health advice of the government perfectly. Then again, it seemed unlikely that constant sex with multiple partners was a good idea during a pandemic. But Lady Carrie does what she wants. 
 
    "I want to look as sexy as possible, of course," Carrie went on. "I'll wear these boots, obviously. But what else should I wear? You know what men like. You're a man. Sort of, anyway." Carrie laughed as she spoke, the cruel and lovely sound that haunted my dreams. I breathed deeply as the familiar sensation of total humiliation washed over me. Carrie always knew how to push things that little bit further. She was no longer content with forcing me to endure her wild whims. Now, she wanted to make me participate in my own disgrace. 
 
    "Your corset, Lady Carrie," I said at once. Carrie chuckled again at my ready response. 
 
    "Good idea, cucky," she grinned. "I do look like a hot slut in that thing. You love it, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I spoke breathlessly. Once again, my heart was pounding in my chest. I kept the cloth moving over her legs, polishing her boots to a high shine, not neglecting my duties while she tormented me. 
 
    "I know you do. Declan loved it too. It's one of the few things you two have in common. That, and the fact that he loves fucking your wife as much as you do." I winced, and Carrie cackled. The tight pain of my caged cock was intimately familiar to me by now, but that didn't make it any less painful. Still, it couldn't hurt as much as the things Carrie was saying and the truth that lay behind them. She did look incredible in her corset. And her boss Declan clearly appreciated the fact. I had seen how badly he desired her in the way he pounded her pussy in our marital bed while I stood by helplessly and watched. I hardly needed to be reminded of the fact. But Carrie was going to remind me anyway. 
 
    “Well, once you’re done polishing my boots, you can help me put it on,” Carrie said indulgently, as though she were bestowing the most generous treat on me. “You’ll enjoy that, won’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Like many things in our new relationship, it was both true and not true. I did love helping my wife get dressed. I loved to touch her, to feel the soft warmth of her skin against mine. To feast my eyes on her beautiful body, the thing I wanted most in the world and couldn't have. But it was torture, too. That was what made it so hot. 
 
    Satisfied for now, Carrie sat back on the sofa. I went on polishing her boots. The cloth moved faster and faster, and the leather shone more and more. It had become a regular ritual between us, another strange facet of our deviant sex life. And just as it did every time I was made to serve her in this way, hope swirled at the base of my heart. A strange and shameful hope for something I knew I shouldn't even want. When it came to Carrie, I would take what I could get. 
 
    "Are you done?" Carrie said in a soft voice once the cloth stopped moving over her legs. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Good." Carrie leaned forward. As if by magic, my eyes were drawn to the deep cleavage of her breasts as they hung in her push-up bra. A slight frown formed on her face as she inspected my work, turning her feet to make sure every inch of her designer boots were glowing. As though anyone but she would care. As though any man would notice the state of her footwear when she was in her corset. But to Carrie, and to me, the details matter. 
 
    "Now, you need to be a really good boy tonight," Carrie said at last, raising her face to smile at me. The wild glow in those deep blue eyes of hers was enough to strike me dumb, no matter how many years we had been together. Carrie hardly needed to keep my cock locked away to ensure my compliance. She just needed to look and act exactly the way she was right now. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." 
 
    “I don’t want you embarrassing me,” she said. “You are to do as you’re told without question. You are to show the proper respect at all times. And not just to me.” That got my attention. Carrie must’ve seen the change in my expression. Her smile grew on her face as she saw the faint flicker of horror that filled me. 
 
    “That’s right,” Carrie said softly. “That’s right, my little cuckold husband. I want you to call him Sir.” 
 
    "Please, Lady Carrie," I gasped. Carrie's white teeth shone in an evil smile as she slowly shook her head. 
 
    “I mean it, cucky,” she said. “He’s a real man. Not like you. He deserves respect. Plus, Declan’s my boss. And since you don’t make any money anymore, we are both dependent on him. You need to show him you appreciate him and everything he does for me.” 
 
    Wordlessly, I shook my head. I didn’t have it in me to defy her. I felt as though it was physically impossible to say no to my wife. But I couldn’t bring myself to say yes, either. I knew it just an arbitrary line, another frontier I had established for myself in a feeble attempt to maintain some semblance of control. But it mattered. And that was exactly why Carrie wanted to cross the line. 
 
    "Come on, Andrew," Carrie said. There was a new softness in her voice. She tilted her head to one side, the dark hair hanging down like a black waterfall on one side of her face as she looked at me. "It's my birthday. You agreed to do whatever I wanted. This is what I want." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." It was true, of course. I had agreed. And even as I did it, I knew what it would mean. The same things it always meant. Embarrassment. Humiliation. Degradation. Shame. Those were the things my wife most wanted from me. But that didn't make it any easier to bear. Still, I forced myself to respond. There was no other choice. And Carrie and I both knew that once we got going, I would enjoy it in my own twisted way almost as much as she did. 
 
    "Good boy," Carrie smiled. Reaching forward, she ran her hand through my hair, a sign of affection that I'm embarrassed to say made my heart soar. Her hand trailed down my cheek, and I turned my head to kiss it, watching her smile soften from one of wicked dominance to one of genuine warmth. The sudden injection of love struck a jarring note with the atmosphere she had created. It was all the more striking for that. Every now and then, I was able to get through to her. Maybe, just maybe, that was one thing I could give her that no other man could. They might be better looking than me. They might have bigger cocks. They might indeed be better in bed, as Carrie liked to insist they were. But no one would ever love her the way that I did. Once in a while, my cruel dominatrix of a wife remembered that. And it never failed to touch her heart. 
 
    "Stay there," Carrie said. I set aside the polish and cloth I had been using as Carrie rose to her feet. I felt the vibration of her heels through the floor I kneeled on as she walked swiftly toward the bedroom. I hardly dared to allow myself to hope; my hopes had been dashed too many times before. But when Carrie returned, my heart leaped to see a thin silver chain hanging from her fist. Smiling gleefully, she crouched down in front of me and reached between my legs. It was all I could do to control my gasps of excitement as she slipped the key into the tiny lock that held the chastity device together. The lock clicked, and Carrie carefully removed the cage that confined me. Immediately my manhood roared to life. I felt lightheaded as it swelled, dizzy as I kneeled on the living room floor. Stepping past me, Carrie resumed her seat on the sofa above me. She crossed her legs, her boots shining with the new coat of polish I had so carefully applied as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “Go ahead,” she smiled indulgently at me as I gazed up at her rapturously. “You know what to do. Finish polishing my boots.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. Carrie laughed aloud at the enthusiasm in my voice. Immediately, I reached for my straining cock, feeling it throbbing in my hand as I closed my fingers around it. Carrie's eyes shone as she watched, total delight radiating from her pretty face. I didn't need long. My last orgasm felt like a lifetime ago, and serving my wife never failed to get my motor running. In no time at all, my cock was leaping in my hand, and I was breathless with swelling pleasure. Carrie watched intently, the smile never leaving her face, one hand between her thighs as she pressed them together and enjoyed the spectacle. And soon, I cried out as I came, the hot spurt of my cum splashing across the polished footwear. It seemed to go on and on, the gush of my pleasure pouring out onto the boots I had just polished. And Carrie was in no hurry. Grinning, she waited until I had milked myself of every drop. Only after the last few drops fell heavily from the tip of my softening member did she speak. 
 
    “I bet that felt nice, huh?” she said quietly. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Bliss was slow to fade inside me. I had learned long ago that an orgasm denied only grows more powerful when it is finally released. As though Carrie needed any more leverage over me. And this one, with all the humiliating teasing that led up to it, was powerful enough to leave me panting. I felt as exhausted as though I run a marathon, as though I had completed one of those epic sessions in our basement gym that Carrie sometimes put me through. My thighs ached. My stomach hurt. But it wasn't an experience of pain that I was having. Quite the opposite. The glow of pure pleasure was slow to fade, and as it did, it left me in a strange fog. 
 
    “Not as good as it’s going to feel for Declan when he comes inside me later,” Carrie grinned. She spoke slowly, wanting me to catch every single word. “Do you even remember what it feels like to actually come inside a woman anymore?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "Good," Carrie smiled. "I hope you never forget. I hope you never forget how good it feels to be a real man, and how much you don't deserve to feel that way. Now, you know what to do. Clean up your mess."  
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I barely hesitated. Carrie shrieked with laughter as I bowed my head to the floor and began to run my tongue over her boots. Diligently, I licked my own semen off the leather while she watched in triumph, basking in her power over me. There was no point resisting. I had learned to suppress my disgust at this particular ordeal, even if it still tried to rise up inside me at times. Besides, I had come to learn that there were worse things my evil wife could make me do. 
 
      
 
    Once Carrie's boots were finally clean, I raised my head from the floor. 
 
    "You know where this goes." Carrie held out her hand as she spoke. The key to my chastity device dangled from the short silver chain in her hand. My hands trembled as I took it from her.  
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I said. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Your left ankle, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “Why the left?” 
 
    "So that other man know you are available for sex, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "What a smart little cuckold house husband you are," Carrie remarked. "Put it on." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I bent forward to do what she asked. Carefully, I wrapped the anklet around her left ankle and fastened its tiny clasp. The silver chain and matching key contrasted sharply with the glossy black leather of her stylish boot. Wild images flashed through my mind, just as I knew they would. The memory of the things I had seen in the hotel room. The orgy my wife had made me watch between her, her boss, and her friend. That was what Carrie wanted. And it worked. 
 
    “Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Carrie said, her eyes glittering mischievously. “You can help get me off before the real fun begins.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie was already rising from her seat as I spoke. She strutted across the living room toward the bedroom, and I rose to follow her. My chastity device lay abandoned on the floor behind us. I didn't even want to allow myself to hope about what that might mean. But I couldn't help it. All sorts of possibilities swirled in my mind, but uppermost among them was the thought that maybe Carrie was feeling generous. Maybe, just maybe, this would be one of the increasingly rare occasions when my wife was willing to have sex with me. 
 
    I followed along behind her, all but hypnotized by the provocative sway of her gorgeous ass. I watched as she opened the drawer where she kept her toys. I saw her turn, a pair of handcuffs in her hand. I humbly let her pull my arms behind my back and lock them in place. I had gotten used to being cuffed. Especially if I was out of the cage. Carrie didn't like to take chances. And she was probably right not to. Already, my member was swelling again, as though the orgasm I had just had never happened. I wanted more. I always did. And Carrie surely noticed as she smiled at me, moving back toward her drawer of toys. I suppressed a groan of disappointment as she retrieved the dildo she called Declan, the large silicone cock sheath that went over my own penis to increase its size. But I didn't struggle as she slid the toy onto me, carefully feeding my balls through the hole at the bottom to keep in place. I might be disappointed because she wasn't going to have sex with me. But I was hardly surprised. 
 
    "Get on the bed," she ordered. And I did as I was told. I climbed onto the mattress, the obscene toy swaying with every move I made. Turning over, I lay down on my back, watching my wife with the fake cock rising in the air between my legs. I readied myself for Carrie to climb on top of me. She wasn't done yet. Instead, she went back to the draw. And my eyes widened as I saw a new object in her hands. 
 
    “Look what I just bought,” Carrie purred as she held the toy up in front of me. “I’ve been so excited to try this. Not only will it stop you from whining and begging, but it gives you another way to please your slutty wife. I think I’m going to name this one Marcus.” 
 
    I gulped as I stared at the toy. And Carrie walked slowly toward me, confident in her power. She climbed onto the bed and kneeled at my side, looming above me. The dildo she held had a thick strap dangling from it, and its base had a small projection to match the larger one she held. As Carrie lowered it to my face, I saw what she intended. Terror gripped me as she held one end of the toy against my lips. 
 
    "Open up, cuck," Carrie insisted. "This is part of your birthday present to me. Come on, take it in. That's it. That's better." Carrie guided one end of the dildo inside my mouth. The silicone pressed down on my tongue, filling my mouth and gagging me. Carrie reached behind my head to buckle the strap together, binding the toy in place. Now, a large black dildo rose from my mouth, filling my vision as Carrie smiled down at me. She reached forward, and I watched her stroke the toy as though it could feel it. Her wedding ring glittered right in front of my face, mocking me as her hand moved up and down. 
 
    "This is going to be so much fun," Carrie grinned. "You make me so happy by doing this. This is the best birthday present ever. God, I'm so horny right now. I can't fucking wait." I moaned around the gag as Carrie lowered her face to mine. Her mouth opened, and I  watched as she ran her tongue along the dildo, teasing it from base to tip as though it were real. My own cock throbbed inside the sheath I wore, completely ignored in favor of her new toy. Moaning with pleasure at the back of her throat, Carrie licked the dildo, then opened her mouth wider to take it inside. I watched in disbelief as my wife sucked the fake cock, her cheeks hollowing around it as she pinned her hair back behind her ears. She took it deeper and deeper, sinking slowly down on it. I could feel her breath on my skin as she breathed steadily through her nose. Soon, her lips almost touched mine at the very base of the fat toy.  
 
    Finally, she lifted her head with a gasp, leaving the dildo shining with her saliva as she sat back. 
 
      
 
    "God, I love sucking cock," she taunted me. "They say that when a woman gets married, she stops giving blowjobs. But I think that's just because they're talking about blowing their husbands. Who wants to do that? Not me. I'd rather suck my boyfriend's cock while you watch." 
 
    I couldn't move. I couldn't speak. All I could do was lie there and watch as Carrie climbed on top of me. She pulled off her green panties and tossed them carelessly across the room. Her eyes closed momentarily as she took hold of the dildo named Declan and rubbed its fat head against her wet lips. 
 
    "This is going to be so fucking good," she said. Her voice dripped with arousal as she spoke. And all I could do was lie there helplessly as she guided the dildo between the walls of her pussy, already moaning with pleasure as it filled her. Then she leaned forward and closed her mouth around the other toy, the one she had named Marcus. Now we were both silent, both with our mouths full, but only one of us experiencing pleasure. And slowly, Carrie began to bounce up and down on top of me, riding the sheath that contained my cock as she continued to suck the dildo strapped to my face. Soon, my gorgeous wife was moaning and groaning in absolute pleasure, swept away by the sheer naughtiness of what she was doing. And I lay beneath her, suffering for her pleasure. Knowing that there was worse to come. 
 
    

  

 
   
    32. Serving Her Boss 
 
      
 
    With a loud cry, Carrie came. I felt her whole body shudder on top of me. I saw her pussy spasm, the wet walls tightening around the dildo that rose from my mouth as she surrendered to pleasure. Beneath her, my own body trembled. My cock surged and throbbed inside the silicon sheath that covered it. As good as it felt to be free of the chastity device I normally wore, this was a whole other level of teasing and frustration. To be so close to her, to be part of her orgasm, and yet to not have one of my own. Just because it was the kind of thing that routinely happened between us didn't make it any less hard to bear. But what choice did I have? No more choice than I ever did. Carrie would get what she wanted, and what she wanted was exactly this. For me to be tormented by frustration and denial, to be allowed to be part of her pleasure without feeling any of my own. My wife's cruelty, like her beauty, knew no limits. 
 
    Slowly, Carrie rolled off me. She lay on the bed beside me for a while, panting and moaning, savoring every last drop of pleasure while I squirmed beside her. Her freshly polished boots shone in the bedroom light. She was practically glowing with pleasure. But I knew she wasn't done. She never was. It was one more facet of my inadequacy compared to her, the way that I couldn't satisfy her insatiable desire. One orgasm only made her want another. And while my mistress wife was allowed to have as many orgasms as she wanted, I had a feeling that I would not be granted another anytime soon. 
 
    Finally, Carrie moved on the bed beside me. She rolled over onto her side, her flushed face smiling at me as she propped herself up on one elbow. 
 
    "That was fun," she giggled. "But now, you need to help me get ready. It's time for the real thing." The wet dildo that projected from my mouth swayed obscenely as I nodded, and Carrie giggled again. The dark silicon shone with her fragrant juices. A thin trickle of her moisture worked its way past the gag into my mouth, and the taste of her pleasure only drove me even more wild with desire. Naturally, that was the point. 
 
    Carrie's dark hair swung with her movements as she rose up onto her knees. Arching her beautiful body above me, she reached toward my face. I lifted my head from the pillow so that she could reach behind me and unfasten the buckle that secured the gag around my head. I sighed as she pulled the toy out of my mouth and dropped it to the floor. Next, she moved down and carefully removed the sheath she called Declan from my cock. Setting it on the bed beside me, Carrie chuckled to herself as she ran her fingers over my cock. Despite my orgasm earlier, I was rock hard and ready, and I didn't try to suppress a groan of pleasure and desire as she wrapped her fingers gently around my manhood. 
 
    “God, it’s crazy,” Carrie smirked. “Every time I think I might be going too far with this, I get reminded how much it turns you on. You want me so badly, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." She hardly had to ask. My throbbing shaft in her hand was all the proof she could possibly need. 
 
    "Some of my friends think marriage is boring," Carrie said in a soft voice, almost as though she were talking to herself. "But that doesn't have to be the case. Marry the right man, a submissive little pervert like you, and a wife can have all the fun she wants. It's going to be the best birthday ever. But first, we need to get your little cock back in its cage. And that's going to be tricky when it's like this." Carrie laughed again as she spoke, a throaty cackle of pure delight. She wasn't wrong. My cock was at full mast, almost painfully hard in her soft warm hand, and there was no way the tight cage would go back on with me in that condition. Once again, I allowed myself to hope. One obvious solution presented itself, even if I didn't dare suggest it to my wife. Lady Carrie was nothing if not capricious. But as she smiled down at me with a mischievous gleam in her gorgeous blue eyes, I knew she had come up with something. 
 
    "Wait there," she said with a smile. As though I had any choice in the matter. I watched her spring up from the bed, the boots I had polished shining with every step she took as she headed for the bedroom door. She disappeared from my view for a moment. I listened to the sound of her high heels echoing through the house, trying to guess what she was up to. As always, hope and fear warred in my heart, and I oscillated between those two poles the way I always did as I waited to see what my wicked wife had in mind. 
 
    She didn't keep meyou waiting long. Soon, Carrie returned. As hypnotized as I was by the sight of her almost naked body in the tall boots she still wore, I quickly noticed she held something in her hand. An ice pack. And as she climbed onto the bed holding it, my heart beat more rapidly. 
 
    “Let’s put you back in your place,” Carrie smiled. I yelped as she applied the ice to my swollen cock, but my sounds of discomfort only seemed to amuse her more. Carrie pressed the ice between my legs, and slowly, my erection began to recede. She was in no hurry. Instead, cruel Carrie seemed almost fascinated with what she was doing to me. Delighted with her obvious power over me and my body. As always, my wife was in complete control. And she loved it. 
 
    Finally, the ice did its job. Even my raging desire couldn't hold out forever. My cock softened and shrank in the cold, even though my lust didn't diminish even a little bit. When Carrie set the ice pack aside and climbed off the bed again to head back to the living room, I knew what she was going for. When she returned, she had the chastity device in her hand. I didn't even try to resist while she climbed on top of me and slid my soft cock into the steel tube. It was pointless fighting her. Carrie always won. 
 
    The lock on the chastity device clicked shut, and I was imprisoned once again. The key swung from the anklet around her left boot as she moved on the bed. I knew what that meant. She wouldn't be taking her sexy boots off anytime soon, and that was fine by me. Or it would have been, if it was me that she was wearing them for. But we both knew that wasn't the case. 
 
    "Okay, let's get started," Carrie said. "I kind of lost track of time there, so we don't have long. Get my corset ready while I do my makeup. I don't think I'll be needing any panties." Carrie grinned as she spoke, and my heart fluttered in my chest. She placed her hands on my arm, and I rolled over onto my side so that she could unfasten the cuffs that held my wrists behind my back. Tossing the cuffs onto the floor, Carrie climbed off the bed without another word and headed to the bathroom. 
 
    I sat up. Often, at these moments, I would think of resistance. Not necessarily as a possibility to be considered. More in line of a fantasy. What would happen if…? But the answer was always the same. Deep down, I knew I could stop these games anytime I wanted to. But I feared what that might mean. That we might never play them again. And even though what was about to happen terrified me, even though it represented yet another low point in my journey of submission to my beautiful wife, there was that dark part of me that wanted nothing else. That craven submissive part that only wanted to serve her, to worship her, to see her absorbed in selfish pleasure. My wife was right. I was a submissive little pervert. A submissive little pervert who couldn't wait to see his wife getting pounded. 
 
    I climbed off the bed. Slightly lightheaded with frustration, I made my way toward the closet. The same closet, I couldn't forget, that I had been tied up in the first time my wife let me watch her get fucked by Declan. Perhaps that was what she had planned again for tonight. I didn't know. It wasn't my place to ask. My hands trembled as I went through her clothes. As I found the corset hanging from a special hanger, I felt my cock beginning to swell in the chastity device. The effects of the ice were wearing off. And the effects of what was happening to me were growing stronger. Just seeing that particular garment, even without Carrie in it, was enough to get me going. It was enough to make me breathless with desire as I remembered just how beautiful she looked in it. Just how outrageously sexy she could be.  
 
    Lifting it from its hanger,I lay the black and gold garment down on the bed. It seemed like a lifetime ago since I had bought it for her. The corset I had chosen, but she now used to excite and entice other men. One more bitter betrayal to add to the list. One more humiliation to make my heart rise in my chest and my cock throb in a prison of unyielding steel. 
 
      
 
    I heard Carrie returning before I saw her. Her high heels thumped hypnotically on the floor as she approached. She reappeared in the bedroom, her blue eyes now shining even more prominently in wells of dark shadow. Her lips were bright and provocative red, full and plump and shining as though moist, like ripe fruit just begging to be tasted. She had tied her black hair back in a sleek ponytail, the hair shining down her back as she moved. She was naked except for her designer boots, and she didn't display the slightest trace of self-consciousness as she paraded in front of me. Why should she? She was beautiful. And she only had to look at my face to know the desperate desire I felt for her. Besides, it was just one more aspect of her power over me. One more part of the performance. She didn't mind in the least being naked in front of me, because we both knew there was nothing I could do about it. No matter how badly I wanted her, I couldn't have her. The dark magic of the chastity she kept me in. 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    "Stunning, Lady Carrie." There was no other word for it. Carrie looked magnificent, and we both knew it. She smiled happily as she posed in front of me, one hand on her cocked hip, one foot in front of the other. Letting me bask in the beauty she was denying me. 
 
    "Good," she said at last. "Now, help me put it on. Nice and tight. I want to look extra sexy tonight." As she spoke, Carrie turned her back on me. I picked up the corset. Practice had taught me how to put it on her. Carefully, I wrapped the garment around her. Carrie stood with both hands on her hips now, wordlessly letting me serve her. I slid the steel busks into place all down her toned stomach, then turned my attention to the laces in the back of the corset. Inch by inch, I pulled them tighter, and Carrie's already magnificent body slowly transformed into something even more irresistible. Her gorgeous hourglass shape became even more pronounced, even more provocative. My naturally beautiful wife became more beautiful by the minute. As her waist narrowed, her breasts rose higher on her chest, molded and shaped by the corset. My mouth watered as I peered over her shoulder at her swelling cleavage. She knew I was looking, of course. She counted on it. The steel chastity device pressed against her ass, and inside it, my cock surged uselessly. 
 
    "Enough," Carrie said at last. Obedient as always, I tied the laces of the corset in a bow at the small of her back. When Carrie turned to face me at last, her body was almost unbelievable. The corset was so tight that she had to breathe in rapid shallow breaths that only made her boobs swell and bounce in her lingerie's tight confines even more. In nothing but black corset and black boots, her black hair tied back from her beautiful face, my wife looked like an absolute sex goddess. And I knew, as she smiled at me deviously, that she felt like one too. 
 
    “Do I look like a slut?” my wife asked. I knew the only acceptable answer to that question. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie smiled as I spoke. Looking at her all dressed up and ready to get fucked had me nearly as breathless as she was. 
 
    “Good,” Carrie said. “Every woman deserves a big hard cock inside her on her birthday. Don’t you think?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "Good. Because that's exactly what I'm going to get. Just as soon as my boyfriend gets here." Carrie laughed an evil laugh as she saw me wince. After all, it was exactly what she wanted. She knew how it made me feel when she talked about her boyfriend. A word I had never thought to hear from my wife. She loved to tease me with it, just as she loved to tease me with her beauty and her sexual authority over me. She loved it as much as I did. 
 
    “He’s on his way over right now,” Carrie said. I could hear the change in her voice she spoke, her tone dipping into a new sultry register. She stepped closer to me, swaying on her tall heels, and I felt more breathless than ever as she took my chastity device in her hand. “I can’t wait to see him,” Carrie went on. “I get all excited when I think about him. When I think about what he’s going to do to me. Just think, I used to get excited like that about you. What a joke.” Carrie laughed, but I didn’t join in. To me, it wasn’t funny at all. It was wild and heartbreaking and unbelievably exciting. But nothing about our situation made me want to laugh. 
 
    "I want to suck his cock," Carrie went on while I flinched as though from a blow. "I mean, I really really do. With you, that was something I did when you pestered me about it or when I felt like I should. Just to keep you happy. It's not like that with Declan. With him, I can't wait to please him. I can't wait to taste his cum in my mouth. I'm such a whore for him, and I love it. I want him to just use me for his pleasure." Carrie stepped even closer to me. Still holding the chastity device in her hand, she pressed her lips against mine. She kissed me, and my heart felt as though it was about to explode as I kissed her back. The things she was saying were driving nails into my brain, but it only added to the wild excitement I was feeling. And the feel of her soft lips against mine fueled my desire just as much as her hand wrapped around my caged cock did. 
 
    "Do you want to watch me suck his cock?" I could feel Carrie's warm breath on my skin as she pulled her lips just a fraction of an inch away from mine, just enough so that she could speak to me again. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “Then you know what you have to do, don’t you? You have to be a very good boy and not piss me off at all. You need to be the perfect cuckold on my birthday. No whining. No begging, unless I tell you to. Just total obedience to your slutty wife and her boyfriend. Understand?’ 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    “What do you call my lovers?” 
 
    “Sir, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    "My God," Carrie giggled, momentarily breaking character. Her black ponytail shone as she shook her head from side to side in disbelief. "You really are such a little bitch." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” It was a charge that was impossible to deny in the situation I was in. Releasing her grip on the chastity cage, Carrie placed both of her hands on my shoulders. 
 
    “On your knees then, bitch,” she grinned. “Kneel at your wife’s feet and show me you know you’re not worthy to be married to me.” 
 
    I didn't need her hands pushing down on my shoulders to guide me. I dropped to the floor at once. Carrie tilted her head downward to smile at me, her triumph inarguable as she stood above me. Her pussy was right in front of my face, and as she placed her hand on the back of my head, she pulled me closer to it. 
 
    "Don't touch me," Carrie warned. "Keep your hands on your knees. I'm not even going to let you lick this pussy. Not now. You're not worthy. I just want you to smell it. Go on, sniff like a little puppy. I want you to smell how wet it makes me to think about sucking Declan's cock." Carrie laughed loudly as I inhaled. Just as she had said, I could smell the familiar scent of her arousal. I could see her moisture on the puffy lips of her pussy, her womanhood already in full bloom at the prospect of what lay ahead. And as I breathed in her excitement, my cock surged uselessly in its cage, the pain blooming and radiating out in waves from between my legs. It was going to be a long night. Carrie was very obviously in the mood to make me suffer. 
 
    "Look at that," Carrie said, her voice little more than a whisper now. One hand still on the back of my head, the other crept down between her legs. I watched her rub her fingers over her swollen lips, skin sliding easily over skin with the lubrication of her juices. A tantalizing droplet shone on her inner thigh, slowly, slowly working its way toward the top of her gleaming boot. Carrie rubbed her pussy right in front of me, mere inches from my astonished face, and the smell of her bliss grew stronger by the minute, fueling my sense of desire and defeat. 
 
    "I can't wait for him to claim this married pussy," Carrie said. "I can't wait for him to just destroy me. God, I need that fat cock of his so bad. What a shame you're not endowed like he is. What a shame you're not man enough to handle your wife. You're lucky you're cute. You're lucky we found other ways you can please me so that I keep you around." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." As twisted as it might sound, in that moment, I believed her. I did feel lucky, along with feeling afraid and betrayed and infinitely jealous. I long ago stopped trying to understand the conflicting yet complementary emotions Carrie's dominance brought out in me. 
 
    "Pathetic," Carrie sneered. Sneaking a glance up at her gorgeous body, I saw that her eyes were closed now. Her hand was moving faster between her legs, her fingers moving more quickly over her streaming pussy. I was practically vibrating with frustrated desire as I watched her play with herself right in front of me, as though I wasn't worthy even to help her masturbate. Kneeling on the floor at her feet, that's exactly how I felt. Unworthy, and rejected. And incredibly turned on. 
 
    Carrie was panting even more now, made breathless by mounting pleasure as much as the tight corset she wore. She was going to finger herself to orgasm, I knew. Right there in front of me, she was going to cum again and make me watch, from the depths of my own inferiority. But as her cries of pleasure began to swell in our bedroom, a sudden sound interrupted them. The doorbell rang.  
 
    My heart spasmed as Carrie's eyes snapped open, her hand falling suddenly still on top of her pussy. Her white teeth shone between her gorgeous red lips as she grinned at me. 
 
      
 
    "That's him," she said. The excitement in her voice was obvious, adding another bitter twist to the burning jealousy I was feeling. "Stay there," she added. Releasing her hold on my head, Carrie turned and stalked out of the bedroom. I waited on my knees as though rooted to the spot, as though turned to stone by her command. All I could do was listen. 
 
    The front door opened. I heard Declan laugh in surprise as he saw my wife in front of him in corset and boots and nothing else. She was risking exposure to the whole neighborhood. But Carrie didn’t care. She wanted to make an impression on her boss. And judging by Declan’s murmur of approval, she had done that. 
 
    "Come in," I heard Carrie say. And the front door swung shut again as he stepped inside. I cringed as I heard them kissing, a deep and passionate kiss that seemed to go on for a long time. I didn't need to see them to be able to picture the scene with perfect clarity. Another man's arms wrapped around my beautiful wife in her sexy lingerie. Another man's lips on hers, where mine had been only moments before. 
 
    "This way," Carrie said in the girlishly flirtatious voice she always used when she spoke to her boss. I heard them both approaching, and my heart fluttered as the moment of discovery got closer. Carrie stepped through the bedroom door, holding Declan's hand as she guided him to our bedroom. Declan's eyes flickered over me as I kneeled on the floor where Carrie had left me. I hurriedly looked away, but not quickly enough to miss the sneer of disgust on his face. 
 
    "Welcome our guest, cucky," Carrie said. Her heel thumped on the bedroom floor as she stamped her foot for emphasis. Cringing inwardly, I raised my eyes from the floor to look at the man who towered above me. 
 
    "Welcome, Sir," I said, all but choking on the words as I spoke them. Declan snorted with laughter, and Carrie howled with pleasure as she pressed her body against his. His arm was around her slender waist, and her breasts were pressed against his chest. As though she could hardly stand to keep her hands off him, she ran one hand down the side of his face as she gazed up longingly at her boyfriend. 
 
    “I told my husband that he needs to show you the proper respect,” Carrie explained. “After all, you’re the man who signs my checks. And since I’m the only breadwinner now, we both need to work to keep you happy.” 
 
    “Unreal,” Declan said, shaking his head. It wasn’t real. I could barely believe it myself. Such was my wife’s total control over me that she could make me do just about anything. And she knew it. 
 
    “Come on, cucky,” Carrie said as she turned her attention on me for a moment, a faint frown forming on her smooth brow. “You need to be a good host. You haven’t even offered Sir a drink yet.” 
 
    "Would you like a drink, Sir?" I asked, dragging the words out of the dark depths of my anguish. Declan and Carrie laughed together, and she turned back to him, her eyes studying his face as though trying to memorize it as she pressed her body against his. 
 
    “Yeah,” Declan said. “Go get me a beer.” 
 
    "Yes, Sir." I rose to my feet. It was agony addressing him the way my wife wanted. But it was what my wife wanted. My desire to make her happy, especially on her birthday, was stronger than my need to preserve my own pride. Besides, after everything that had happened between us, it was silly to be thinking of pride. How could I possibly have any left? 
 
    I rose to my feet. Declan took half a step out of my path, and Carrie went with him as though glued to his side. I felt them both watching me as I made my way to the kitchen. As I moved toward the fridge, I heard Carrie's girlish giggle from the bedroom. The cold air of the fridge collided with my bare skin as I opened the door. Carrie always made sure to keep it stocked with Declan's favorite. 
 
    Fishing a bottle out of the cool recesses of the fridge, I popped off the cap and tossed it away. Every step back toward the bedroom was a fresh journey through fear, knowing what waited in there. But as I stepped through the open door, even though what I saw could hardly be classed as a surprise, I still felt my blood freeze in my veins. 
 
    Declan sat on the edge of our bed. His eyes flickered toward me for a moment as I entered the room, and I thought I detected a faint widening of his smile as he saw me appear with his beer bottle in my hand. But I wasn't looking at him for long. Immediately, my eyes dropped to what my wife was doing. 
 
    Carrie was kneeling on the floor in front of her boss. From behind, I could watch the way her dark ponytail hung over the laces that ran down her back, holding her corset together. Her boot heels pointed back toward me as she kneeled. Her head was bobbing back-and-forth in a rhythm that left no room for doubt about what she was doing. She was sucking Declan's cock. Wasting no time, she had unzipped his pants and dropped to her knees like the wanton slut she was for him. 
 
    My mouth opened. But it was useless to protest. And I remembered her words from earlier. This was what my wife wanted for her birthday. No whining. No begging. And so I stood there in humiliated silence, listening to the wet sounds of my wife blowing another man while his beer slowly cooled in my hand. 
 
    

  

 
   
    33. They Use The Birthday Girl 
 
      
 
    Declan groaned. It was a sound I hated to hear, especially in my own bedroom. But it was a sound I had been hearing a lot lately. The sound of his pleasure. The sound of a man who was about to cum. A sound that my wife loved to hear from him, though apparently not from me. 
 
    Declan's hands were on the back of Carrie's head now. I heard her struggling to breathe through her nose, and the occasional snort as she struggled not to choke on his big cock. But she didn't pull away. Her hands were between his legs, stroking his shaft and fondling his balls as she continued to suck him off. Over the last few weeks, my slutty wife had become an expert in pleasing men. Carrie had never been bad at giving head, even if she didn't do it as often as I might have liked. But all this practice was probably making her perfect. Fearfully, I wondered if I would ever get to find out for myself. 
 
    Declan groaned. A powerful orgasm made his body shake. And it was only then, as he passed the point of no return, that Carrie finally pulled back. The leather of her polished boots creaked as she sat back, her beautiful round ass visible above her high heels. Holding Declan's erupting cock in her hand, she pointed it at herself like a weapon. While Declan gasped and moaned in pleasure, he spurted his hot cum all over my wife's face. 
 
    It seemed to go on a long time. And Carrie kneeled there for as long as it took, enjoying the feeling of her boss plastering her face with his seed. Finally, Declan sighed as his orgasm passed through him. Slowly, carefully, Carrie rose to her feet. She turned to face me, and I tried to suppress a groan of jealousy and despair as she smiled at me. 
 
    Declan's cum was shining on her face. It had splattered all over her nose and mouth, dripped in heavy drops down onto her cleavage. I could see it shining on her breasts, anointing them as they swelled over the top of the tight corset I had dressed her in. As I watched, my wife licked her lips, her talented tongue scooping Declan's cum into her mouth before she visibly swallowed. She used her fingers to scoop more of it off her chin and sucked them into her mouth, maintaining eye contact with me the whole time. She wanted me to see it. She wanted me to see how delicious she found her boyfriend's cum. 
 
    "Give me that," Carrie said. Stepping forward, she took the beer bottle from my hand. Still looking at me, she raised it to her shining lips and took a swig. I watched her swallow. Carrie never drank beer. Carefully wiping her wet mouth, she handed the bottle back to me. 
 
    “It’s warm now,” she said, in a voice that dripped with scorn and disapproval. “Go get Sir another one.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Carrie watched as I turned and took the bottle back to the kitchen. Setting it down on the countertop, I took a fresh one out of the fridge and opened it. When I came back to the bedroom, Carrie was still standing where I had left her, and Declan was still lying on the bed. I held out the bottle toward my wife, but the scowl reappeared on her face. 
 
    "It's not for me," she said. "Give it to him." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Choking back my anguish, I stepped past her toward the bed. I could feel Carrie's burning eyes on me as she watched me offer the bottle to Declan. I tried to ignore his cock, still huge even in its flaccid state, as it hung out of the front of his pants. He reached out and took the bottle from my hand without a word. 
 
    "Not good enough,' Carrie said sharply behind me. "You should thank him for giving your wife a lovely facial." Declan laughed. Stricken with anguish, I peered back over my shoulder at Carrie. But my wife was as serious as she was beautiful. Standing with her hands on her hips in her corset and boots, her swelling cleavage shining with Declan's cum, she seemed like the sexiest creature imaginable. A woman I had no choice but to obey. A woman whose most sadistic wish was my inarguable command. 
 
    "Thank you…for giving my wife a facial, Sir," I croaked while my heart ached inside my chest.  Declan took a slow swig of the beer I had given him before answering. A cocky smirk showed on his face. He had never understood our relationship, and never seem quite comfortable with having me around. But more and more, I noticed, he was getting used to it. And the crueler Carrie was to me, the more comfortable he felt with what was going on. 
 
    "You're welcome," he smiled. And behind me, Carrie laughed. Stepping past me, she climbed onto the bed with Declan. Lying down beside him, she pressed her body against his and began kissing him. And I watched, transfixed as always by her barely endurable beauty as another man caressed my gorgeous wife. With no further instructions for the moment, I wasn't sure what was wanted of me. In some strange way, I felt almost as though I were trespassing. It was my wife and my bed, and yet the tenderness between the two of them made me feel as though I was the interloper, not him. But true to form, Carrie didn't keep me waiting for long. 
 
    “Come here, cuckold,” she said in her most imperious voice as she raised her mouth from his. “Get on the bed. I want you to lick my boots and kiss my feet while I make out with my boyfriend.” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." The beautiful couple laughed at me again. But they knew I wouldn't resist. I climbed onto the bed, my caged cock swaying with my movements as I kneeled at the foot of the mattress. Lowering my head to my wife's feet, I tenderly kissed the tight leather that encased her foot. For a moment, Carrie watched me with a twisted smile of satisfaction on her face. Then she turned back to Declan. Once again, their lips met in a passionate kiss, their arms twining around one another. And while they made out, I went on kissing Carrie's feet in a show of total adoration, running my tongue over the smooth leather I had polished early that day. Carrie ignored me as though I wasn't even there. Caught up in making love with her boyfriend, it was almost as though she had forgotten me. But I didn't dare stop without her express command. Besides, I wanted her so badly that even kissing her feet was a strange and fugitive pleasure. 
 
    For a while, the only sound in our bedroom was that of kissing. My wife kissing Declan, and him kissing her back. Me kissing and licking her boots, slowly working my way up from the pointed toes to worship her lower legs. Ignored and rejected, my cock ached inside the cruel chastity that contained it. But it was a feeling I was used to, even if it never really got any easier to take. The air in our bedroom crackled with sexual tension. I could hear Carrie making soft sounds of arousal in her throat as she kissed Declan, her hands straying between his legs to stroke his cock. 
 
    You would think that nothing could be more humiliating. You would think that being made worship my wife's boots while she made out with her boyfriend, her breasts gleaming with his semen like a sign of his ownership of her body, would be enough even for a sadistic mistress like Carrie. But as the doorbell rang again and Carrie tore her mouth away from Declan's to smile down at me, I realized that for her birthday, Carrie had something else in store. 
 
    “Go answer that, cuck,” she grinned at me. “Let him in and bring him in here.” 
 
    Raising my head from Carrie's legs, I stared at her in astonishment. But although Carrie loved to laugh at my submission and frustration, she never made jokes. I knew she was serious. I had no idea who might be at the door, and my swirling brain wouldn't allow me to think straight. Carrie was staring straight at me, her deep blue gaze seeming almost to challenge me to disobey her. But she knew I wouldn't dare. She knew I wasn't strong enough to resist. And a smile showed again on her face as I climbed off the bed and made my way to the door without a word. 
 
    It felt like I had wandered into some strange dream as I stumbled toward the front door. It barely even occurred to me to question the fact that I was naked except for my chastity cage.  
 
    I opened the door and saw Marcus standing outside. My heart dropped. And his eyes widened as he looked at me, barely able to believe what he was seeing. It made sense, of course. Another man my wife had already betrayed me with. And yet I cringed and squirmed with complete embarrassment to know that he was seeing me like this. Marcus was basically family. Married to Carrie's foster sister, he was essentially my brother-in-law. Now, he was seeing the true power my slutty wife had over me. And probably a lot more, too. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” he said as he saw me. But I knew what Carrie wanted. 
 
    "Please come in, Sir," I said as I stepped aside. "She's waiting for you.' 
 
    Shaking his head, Marcus stepped past me. He knew about Carrie's infidelities, of course. Probably she had prepared him for what he might see that night. But hearing about it and seeing it, I knew from experience, are two different things. Swinging the door shut, I led Marcus toward the bedroom where my wife waited. 
 
    "Oh my God, hi!" Carrie rose at once from the bed as Marcus stepped through the door behind me. Springing up, she all but ran to him, wrapping her arms around him and kissing him passionately. Marcus's brown eyes darted toward me for just a second as he kissed her back, wrapping his arms around her narrow waist. I had seen all this before, of course. Hesitation quickly gives way to desire. Carrie was an old hand at this, at getting men to do the unthinkable. She was too sexy for anyone to resist. And as she pressed her body against Marcus, I could see that he was already responding. Already forgetting that I was even there. Already devoting all his attention to Carrie. Just like every other man in the room. 
 
    "Come on, come to bed," Carrie said as she lifted her lips from his. Taking Marcus by the hand, she guided him toward the bed where Declan already lay. He followed her, and she climbed onto the bed between the two men. Their eyes were shining with the light. I had been forced to watch my wife have a three-way with Declan and another woman. A mounting sense of horror climbed my spine as I realize that now, I would be watching another threesome. One that Carrie would probably enjoy even more than the last. 
 
    "This is my brother-in-law Marcus," Carrie said to Declan by way of explanation as Marcus climbed onto the bed with her. "I've always had a bit of a crush on him. And it's my birthday. I hope you don't mind sharing, Sir." Still holding Marcus's hand, Carrie reached out to place the other hand on Declan's chest. Slowly, it slid downward until she took hold of his cock again. Declan grinned at my wife wolfishly, ready to devour her once again. In her hand, his cock was swelling back to full hardness. 
 
    "Okay," he said. And Carrie smiled. Leaning forward, she kissed Declan on the mouth, quickly. Then she turned on her knees to face Marcus. At once, her nimble fingers plucked at his shirt, lifting it over his head and tossing it aside. His chiseled body seemed to please her, his sculpted muscle showing through his brown skin. Carrie grinned like a kid in a candy store as she ran her fingers over his washboard stomach before reaching for the front of his pants. Quickly, she undressed him. Soon, he was kneeling on the bed in front of her completely naked. And as Carrie took his thick cock in her hand, it swelled rapidly while she stroked it. Throwing a wicked smile in my direction, my wife lowered her face down, supporting herself on her elbows with her ass high in the air. Taking Marcus' cock in her hand, she slowly ran her tongue along his throbbing shaft from base to tip, making him moan with pleasure. Then, she opened her mouth wider. Marcus moaned, and his eyes rolled in his head as my wife closed her lips around his rigid manhood. 
 
    Carrie, of course, knew exactly what she was doing. In no time at all, she had Marcus groaning in pleasure. Her full red lips made a tight seal around his dark cock, and her blue eyes sparkled as she gazed up at him, reading his reactions of pleasure as her cheeks hollowed. From where I stood, I could see her shining boobs bouncing in the top of the corset, the beautiful flesh threatening to spill out at any moment. Underneath his moans, I could hear hers, soft little sighs of pleasure from deep in her throat as she sucked the second cock of the night. 
 
    If my cock had been free, I wouldn't have been able to resist her. As stunning as Carrie was, she was never sexier than when she was acting like a slut. And clearly, Declan felt the same way. Behind her, he hastily shed his clothes. But with all my attention focused on Carrie, I barely noticed what he was doing. Right up until he took my wife's hips in his hands and kneeled behind her.  
 
    His massive cock pointed toward her ass as she held it high in the air, her back arched, practically begging for it like a bitch in heat. Carrie let out a muffled moan around Marcus's cock as Declan slid his manhood into her from behind. 
 
      
 
    Carrie was in heaven. Anyone could see that. For all the delight she had taken in playing with me and her toys earlier, this was far different. This was the real thing. For the first time in her life, my wife had two cocks inside her, and neither of them belonged to her husband. She had to feel like an outrageous slut, and I knew what that feeling did to her. It never failed to push her to new heights of desire and debauchery. In no time at all, her body was trembling with pent-up pleasure. She looked so small and vulnerable on knees and elbows between these two large men, her body rocking back-and-forth as Declan fucked her from behind. Her breasts bounced wildly in the corset I had helped her put on, and her boots shone on either side of Declan's legs as she spread her thighs wide for him. Gasping and moaning, her eyes rolled in her head, and I saw the telltale tremble of her thighs. She was already coming. She was already completely lost in pleasure, completely swept up in the sheer outrageous energy of the moment. Declan grunted behind her, and I knew exactly why. I knew my wife's pussy had tightened like a fist around his cock, squeezing it as though trying to pull him even deeper into her body. As though she never wanted to let him go. Carrie howled and screamed in ecstasy, but her cries were muffled by Marcus's cock buried deep in her mouth. She tried to pull away, but he held onto her head, forcing her mouth down on his cock while he groaned in pleasure. Just as Carrie had wanted, they were using her. Wrapped up in their own lust, my wife had become nothing more than a sex object for these two well hung men. 
 
    Standing helplessly by the bedroom door, I watched as a powerful orgasm tore through Carrie's body. I wanted to go to her, to hold her, to fuck her. I barely knew what I wanted. I wanted to kiss her and cuddle her and tell her everything would be okay. I wanted to pin her down on the mattress and fuck her brains out the way these other men were doing. She was my loving wife and my demanding sex goddess, a wild nymphomaniac who cared only about her own selfish pleasure. And I loved every single aspect of her as they revealed themselves to me. 
 
    Marcus moaned, the sound reaching a different pitch than his previous grunts of delight. I knew what it meant. And Carrie seemed to as well. Her wedding ring shone as she wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, stroking it in time with the movements of her mouth. Behind her, Declan carried on pounding his thick cock in and out of her streaming pussy, not giving her a moment to recover. And as Marcus came, I watched my wife splutter and swallow, gulping down hot streams of her brother-in-law's cum as he filled her eager mouth. White rivers of cum poured out of the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin, dripping on the bedsheets as she swallowed as much of his load as she was able. Finally, he released his grip on her head. Carrie gasped and panted as she pulled his mouth away from his cock, sucking down much-needed air that the tightness of her corset barely let her breathe in. 
 
    Carrie howled in pleasure as Declan slapped her ass. She groaned again as he pulled his fat unsated cock out of her, his intimidating weapon now shining with my wife's juices. She was like a toy in his hands as he rolled her over, positioning her in the middle of the bed. Carrie lay down with her high heels propped up on the headboard, her head close to the foot of the bed. From where I stood, I could see down the front of the corset, and my cock ached as I stared at her glistening breasts. Declan climbed on top of her, and Carrie lifted one leg as he hooked it over his shoulder. Her black boots shone on his broad back as he steered his cock inside her once again. 
 
    "Oh my God," Carrie moaned. Her eyes were closed now, her head thrashing from side to side as she gripped the sheets. She gripped Declan's shoulders, his arms, her fingers feeling his muscles through his skin as she clung on to him. And he entered her roughly, driving his cock inside her trembling pussy and making her scream. Her fingernails dug into his shoulders, but he hardly seemed to notice. He simply grunted in pleasure, and her breasts bounced wildly in front of me again as Declan continued pounding Carrie's pussy in our bed. 
 
    Without a cock in her mouth, Carrie's moans and groans of pleasure rang out through the bedroom. I had noticed before that one of her orgasms seem to feed the next. I was reminded of it again as she moaned and thrashed beneath him. His giant cock was pushing the wet walls of her tight pussy apart with every thrust, and she was absolutely loving it. Again, I saw her legs tremble, her thigh convulsing on her bosses shoulder as he drove his cock in and out of her over and over again. Once again, standing there ignored and useless with my own manhood screaming for hopeless release in its cage, I watched my wife cum. 
 
    Marcus moved beside her. Clearly, I wasn't the only one who had noticed the irresistible way her boobs were swelling in the corset while Declan fucked her. Marcus laid down on top of my wife, his white teeth showing as he grinned, his fingers looking darker again the pale skin of her breasts as he fondled them. Carrie's eyes snapped open, and she moaned as she stared up into her brother-in-law's face. Grabbing the back of Marcus's head, she pulled his face down toward hers, and I watch them kiss again, his hands never ceasing their greedy movements on her boobs. Soon, Marcus's spent cock began to swell again. Soon, I knew, he was going to want more. And Declan didn't show any signs of slowing down. I already knew how impressive his stamina was. Carrie loved to remind me all about her. While he kept fucking my wife, Marcus moved on top of her. Rising up on his knees, he lifted one leg and straddled her face. 
 
    “Lick my balls, ho,” he said. His full sack dangled above Carrie’s mouth, and she stared up at him as he gripped his cock in his own hand. 
 
    "Yes, Sir," Carrie said in a voice that dripped with pleasure, breathless and gasping and completely lost in the moment. Her pink tongue slid out between her red lips, and I heard my teeth grinding in my head as I watched her run her tongue over Marcus's balls. He sighed in pleasure, stroking himself, spreading his knees to lower himself further down on top of her. And Carrie willingly opened her mouth, taking his whole scrotum inside. Gripping his muscular thighs, she sucked on Marcus's balls while he jerked his cock above her face. 
 
    "Here," Declan suddenly said. He was breathless too, his own pleasure finally arriving. But he wasn't done yet. Carrie moaned around her humiliating mouthful as Declan pulled his cock out of her once again. "Switch," he said. He crawled down the mattress, and Marcus understood. Lifting himself off my wife's face, he crawled down to the other end of the bed. Carrie yelped in pleasure as she felt him take her legs in his arms and push them up over her body. Her high heels pointed at the ceiling as he positioned himself behind her. She was practically sobbing with pleasure as he forced his big black cock deep between the wet walls of her pussy. And again I watched her mouthwatering breasts bounce and jiggle as another man fucked her. 
 
    Meanwhile, Declan climbed off the bed entirely. Circling around, he stood at the foot end. I took a step to the side so that I could continue watching what happened without him blocking my view. Even though every moment of it was torture, I didn't want to look away. Declan bent his knees slightly and guided his fat cock into my wife's mouth. She squirmed and thrashed on the bed, moving closer toward the edge so that her black ponytail hung off the end. She could take him deeper that way. And I watched her eyes water as Declan began to fuck her mouth, one hand gripping her throat to feel the way it tightened around his cock. Her moans muffled once again, Carrie trembled and quivered on the bed between them, her body nothing more than a receptacle for male pleasure. 
 
    When Declan finally came, his orgasm filled my wife's mouth. She drank it down with as much enthusiasm as she had swallowed Marcus's seed. I saw her throat bulging under her boss's hand as he pumped his cum deep into her belly. Finally satisfied, he pulled out and sat down heavily on the bed beside her. 
 
    Once again, Carrie's ecstatic shrieks filled the air now that her mouth was unoccupied. Marcus had his eyes closed, and Carrie's boots shook and trembled on either side of his head as he fucked her. He growled like an animal as his orgasm arrived, and it seemed to trigger another one in my wife. She shrieked and screamed as she thrashed in the sheets, feeling his cock exploding inside her as her dripping pussy milked it of every drop of cum. 
 
    Marcus sighed. Carrie moaned as he pulled out and flopped down on the bed beside her. As though barely in control of her body anymore, Carrie pressed her legs together, her hands reaching between her thighs as she squirmed. Her pleasure was overwhelming, intoxicating, a primal force she couldn't resist. It was a wonder to behold. And as she slowly, slowly, climbed down from the peak of ecstasy, our bedroom vibrated to the sound of heavy breathing. Not just her, but the two men she had taken on. The smell of sex was heavy in the air, and I breathed in the scent of humiliation with every breath. Yet still I just stood there, waiting. I didn't know what else to do. And my cock locked in chastity was pure agony as I longed helplessly to fuck my cruel wife. 
 
    Slowly, Carrie's eyes opened. She rolled over onto her stomach, her breasts swelling beneath her on the mattress. Her eyes were glowing as she smiled at me. My heart convulsed as though gripped by some invisible vice. Her cheeks were burning red, the skin of her body flushed with pleasure unlike anything else I had ever witnessed. I couldn't compete with even one of her lovers, let alone two. The ravished look on her face said it all, without the need for further words. 
 
    "Holy fuck," Carrie said at last, looking straight at me as she spoke. "I know I say this a lot, but that was the best sex I've ever had. Cucky, go get these boys some beers. They deserve them for making your wife cum the way you never could." 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” Declan chuckled at that. Marcus simply shook his head. 
 
    "And pour me a glass of wine, too," Carrie said. "Then you can get dinner started while we relax. This night is a long way from being over." 
 
    

  

 
   
    34. A Hotwife Wedding 
 
      
 
    "You know we should do?" 
 
    Five small words to launch a new adventure. And in honesty, I knew what was coming. Of course, I couldn't know exactly what my wicked wife had planned. I never could guess that. She was always too far ahead of me, too imaginative for me. That was part of her powers. 
 
    But I knew Carrie well enough to know the direction she was heading. It was always the same when she had that telltale gleam in her eye. Carrie had another idea. Somehow, she never seemed to run out. And even before she explained what she had in mind, I knew it would mean more frustration, more humiliation, more extravagant torture for me, and more sadistic pleasure for her. 
 
    I also knew, even before Carrie told me what she had in mind, that I would agree to it. 
 
      
 
    Which is how I found myself standing under a bright sun in our backyard. They say tall fences make good neighbors, and I've certainly found that to be the case. It's especially true when you have a dominant and slutty wife who doesn't seem to care who knows about your unusual sex life. I felt confident that none of the neighbors would be able to see what was going on. But I could only hope they weren't listening. The highest fence in the world does nothing to block out sound. And if anyone did happen to be listening, they would have heard an absolutely extraordinary scene going on. 
 
    Everyone was in attendance. Everyone who knew about my new role in Carrie's life, anyway. It was a far larger group than I would've liked it to be. Out in the wider world, the virus was still raging, still uncontained after all these long months. But it seemed everyone had stopped caring. Certainly my wife had. Whatever the rules regarding social distancing were, I knew they didn't cover having multiple extramarital affairs during a pandemic. But Carrie wasn't a woman to follow the rules. Not anymore, anyway. 
 
    And I stood in our backyard waiting for her. The sun was warm, and I was glad she hadn't made me wear a jacket. A shirt and tie were more than enough. Emma stood beside me, her blonde hair cascading over shoulders bared by the thin straps of a floral sundress. The other guests formed a small crowd in front of us. Julie and Marcus. Emma's husband Dave. Declan, of course, standing off to one side with that faint and omnipresent smirk on his handsome face. He never could take me seriously. And if I had been in his position, I wouldn't have been able to take me seriously either. But I wasn't in his position. And I was never likely to be. As Carrie spared no effort to point out, I didn't have what it took to be like her boss. I wasn't as well endowed as he was. I didn't have his stamina. I wasn't as rich and successful as him either. By every standard, I didn't measure up. Carrie wanted me to feel that. And from the smug look on his face, Declan certainly seemed to agree. But then, of course he looked smug. He was the guy who got to fuck my wife. 
 
    Music swelled from an outdoor speaker, and every head turned as Carrie appeared. Her white dress glowed like a pure flame as she appeared in the open doorway of the house. Smiling, she made her way carefully down the stairs from the wooden deck to the grass. Julie and Emma had helped her get ready, and their efforts had paid off. My wife looked incredible. 
 
    Her black hair was swept back from her face, shining sleekly as it rose in an elaborate bun at the back of her head. Her makeup was flawless, her bright eyes shining between dark lashes as she walked toward me. She carried a bunch of flowers in one hand. In her other, she held her dress up to make walking easier. 
 
    Not many women would need to have their wedding dress taken in to fit them after years of marriage. But Carrie isn't like other women. When she had formed this plan, she been delighted to find that the dress she had worn at our wedding was now slightly too big for her. And so she had had it modified. The once-modest garment had been transformed. Her shoulders were bare above the tight corset that formed the bodice of the dress, and her breasts swelled in the cups with every step she took in a way they hadn't back when we first got married. Carrie had clearly ordered the dressmaker to make the white lace cling to her upper body as though painted on, and it worked. Just looking at her was enough to make my cock ache inside the chastity device I wore. And with a familiar stab of shame and jealousy, I knew my wife was having the same effect on every other man there. Every other man who had had her, who had made my wife moan and scream in sexual ecstasy at one time or another. Carrie had no secrets from any of them. And thanks to her, neither did I. 
 
    My heart rose higher and higher in my chest with every step she took toward me. Carrie knew all eyes were on her, and she was absolutely loving the attention. She smiled at me as she approached, but from time to time, she turned her head to direct that wicked and beautiful smile of hers at the other guests. At Marcus. At Declan. At the men whose bodies she so blatantly preferred to mine. The only thing I had left to offer her was my heart. And that's what I did, over and over again. Every time we played these wild games, I was handing it to her again. 
 
    Carrie walked slowly and carefully over the grass. It hadn't rained in a long time, and the hard ground helped her high heels not to sink as she walked. Her full skirt trailed along the grass, but I caught glimpses of the dark shine of her leather boots underneath the dress. I had polished them for her for the occasion. She had made me do it. And she had laughed as she watched me, drunk with her own power and delighted by my submission. Now those sexy boots were carrying her toward me, step-by-step, bringing my newest humiliation closer by the second. 
 
    Finally, Carrie stood in front of me. Despite the shame and fear I was feeling, her smile was infectious. Her radiant beauty helped. As I looked at her, I couldn't help but remember our original wedding. Neither of us would ever have guessed, when we stood in front of the altar and both our families along with a large group of friends, that we would end up here. That marriage would take us down a path of dark desire and kinky sex unlike anything either of us expected. But the world changed, and we changed with it. Back when we got married, we never imagined we would be trapped in the house by a raging virus either. Often in life, it's the unexpected events that have the most dramatic effect. 
 
    "Thanks for coming, everyone," Emma said, addressing the small gathering as Carrie continued to smile at me. There was nothing official about any of this. Emma had no particular authority to officiate any kind of ceremony. But that was hardly the point. It might not be official, but that didn't mean it wasn't real. I could feel that reality like a great weight on my shoulders as I stood in front of her and Carrie and tried not to tremble. 
 
    "We are here to celebrate Carrie and Andrew," Emma went on. "As they enter this new chapter of their lives, they've decided to renew their vows to one another. With some modifications, of course." A quiet ripple of laughter ran through the crowd at that. 
 
    "Let's begin," Emma said. Unfolding a piece of paper she held in her hand, she began to read. "Do you, Andrew, hereby affirm your love and commitment to Carrie? Do you agree to honor and treasure her, to worship her like the goddess she is, to obey her in all things?" 
 
    "I do," I said. The content of the vows was no surprise to me. Hearing them read out loud, however, was as humiliating as Carrie had intended it to be. 
 
    "Do you vow to forsake all others?" 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    "Do you hereby recognize her ownership over you, body and soul? Do you hereby recognize her ownership of your manhood and surrender your pleasure to her forever?" Carrie stared deep into my eyes as her friend spoke. Her pink lips were shining as she smiled. I could practically see the excitement radiating of her, her body alive with joy. She was all but jumping up and down as she stood in front of me, her bouquet pressed against her gorgeous cleavage. Inside the chastity device, my cock raged and throbbed as though protesting what was happening. But it was, as always, an uneven contest. Carrie always outgunned me. Besides, Emma's words were nothing new. It was just the vocalizing of the truth we all knew The truth that the hard steel bars pressing into my aching flesh were the most potent reminder of. 
 
    "I do." A murmur went through the small crowd as I spoke. Carrie's white teeth shone in her blissful smile. She squeezed my hand in hers, and I smiled palely back at her. I would do anything to make her happy. That was beyond doubt. 
 
    "And do you, Carrie, accept your authority over your husband? Do you promise to love and nurture and rule over him, to guide him toward more perfect servitude to your pleasure?" 
 
    "I do," Carrie said. For all the wild kinkiness of this bizarre backyard ceremony, I caught a faint note of emotion in her voice. This was about sex. But it was about more than that. In its own twisted way, it was about love too. After all, what else could possibly make me put myself through this? 
 
    "Then give your wife the key," Emma smiled. Numbed, I reached into my pocket. Carrie had warned me when she handed the key over to me not to betray her trust. But it wasn't as though I had had the chance. Since she had given it to me, I hadn't been alone. Maybe that was for the best. I didn't want to disobey her, but being able to free myself from the cage might have proved too strong a test of my willpower. But now, my chance of freedom was evaporating. Carrie slipped her hand from mine to take hold of her dress and lift it slightly. As the small crowd watched, I dropped to my knees in front of my wife. The familiar silver chain hung around the ankle of her left boot. I could feel Carrie watching me, her cleavage swelling over the front of her corset dress as she bent forward for a better view. And I clipped the only key to my chastity device to the anklet she wore over her boot, feeling the freedom that may have only been illusory to start with vanishing forever. 
 
    "You may kiss the bride," Emma said. And laughter rose in the late summer air has I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the smooth leather of Carrie's boot. Cringing with shame and embarrassment yet compelled to play my part by a force far stronger than I was, I kissed both of my wife's feet right there in the garden, on my hands and knees, a supplicant petitioning his goddess. And Carrie let me do it. For a long while, she stood above me, holding up her dress, grinning down at me while I groveled. Then, she let her dress fall. 
 
    "Good boy," she smirked. Turning her head, she faced the audience while I gazed up at her from my knees with desperate longing. "Now for the real fun," she said in a loud voice, and our friends laughed again. Dropping the bouquet she held unceremoniously to the floor at her feet, Carrie stepped away from me. I heard her dress rustling over the grass as she walked back across the garden, toward everyone else. The long dress accentuated the seductive sway of her hips with every step she took, the round shape of her ass visible through the fabric below her corseted waist. She really did look incredible. As beautiful as my wife always was, she had never looked better than she did at that moment, as she walked away from me and left me kneeling in the dirt. I watched her make her way toward Declan. She reached out to him and took both his hands in hers. Pressing herself against him, she craned her neck as she turned her face up toward him, and they kissed. Applause rippled around them as I watched in astonishment. Pulling back, Carrie let go of one of Declan's hands, but retained her grip on the other. Smiling, he followed her as she led him a few steps across our backyard. Marcus was grinning as she approached, her other hand held out toward him. He took it, and now my wife was between lovers, holding onto each of them. She led them toward the house, and they both happily followed, no doubt already turned on and excited at the debauchery they knew was coming. But at the bottom of the stairs to the deck, Carrie paused. She turned her head to look over her shoulder at me, a raised foot already on the bottom step. 
 
    "Come on, cuckolds," she said to more giggles from the watching women. "Our honeymoon starts now. I want everyone with a cock in my bedroom. Right now." Without waiting for a reply, Carrie turned her head again and began to climb the stairs. Declan and Marcus followed her. As I rose to my feet, brushing the dirt off the knees of my pants, I watched her white dress disappear into the darkness of our house. 
 
    Emma walked toward her husband. I saw her thread her arm through his, her eyes shining as she whispered something in his ear. Dave nodded. Together, they followed Carrie and her lovers into the house. As I went after them, Julie fell into step beside me. 
 
    "This is so fucked up," she said to me. Her brow was furrowed in confusion as she spoke, but the smile never left her pretty face. She was wearing a strapless dark blue dress with a knee-length skirt that flared out from her hips, and she looked fantastic. If it hadn't been for the presence of Carrie, I would've struggled to keep my eyes off my wife's foster sister. But with my thoughts wrapped up in my naughty wife, it felt as though I was only just now noticing Julie. Her wedge heels wobbled on the grass as she walked along beside me. I offered her my hand. Her skin was warm and soft against mine as she took my arm. 
 
    "Yes, it is," I agreed. I still hadn't got used to the fact that Julie knew all about these strange activities. But there's no point arguing with the facts. 
 
    "I still remember you guys' first wedding," Julie went on as her heels thumped on the wooden steps. "Who would've thought you would end up here? With my husband fucking your wife on the regular?" 
 
    "Not me," I admitted. 
 
    “Me neither,” Julie smiled. “Sometimes, I think it’s not really fair that he has all the fun. Maybe I should get a little something going on the side myself. In fact, I might have considered sleeping with you. But that’s not going to happen. Not with your tiny little white boy cock all locked away, is it?” 
 
    "No, Lady Julie," I said. Julie's laugh was rich and deep as she mocked me. Lately, it seemed every woman in my life got an enormous amount of pleasure out of humiliating me. 
 
    I blinked as we entered the relative darkness of the house, my eyes slowly adjusting. Julie still held my arm as I headed down the hall toward the bedroom. Despite what Carrie had said, it seemed that everyone was going to end up in the bedroom, no matter what genitals they had. My cheeks burned with shame at the thought that they were all about witness my greatest humiliation yet. 
 
    The bedroom was crowded. Carrie sat in the middle of our bed, her white dress pooling around her. Declan sat on the mattress beside her. Marcus was on her other side, his arms already wrapped around her waist, his skin seeming even darker against the pure white of Carrie's wedding dress. He leaned forward, his brown eyes flickering toward me for a second as he kissed my wife's neck. She smiled happily as she turned her face to him for a moment. Encouraged, his hands moved up over her stomach toward the mouthwatering swell of her breasts. If Marcus had any qualms about his wife watching him with another woman, he wasn't showing it. Perhaps his desire for Carrie was just too strong, sweeping away all other considerations. I felt Julie's hand tighten on my arm as she watched, but she didn't protest. Her eyes were locked onto my wife and her husband. Meanwhile, at the foot of the bed, Emma had wasted no time. Dave was already almost undressed, kicking his way out of his shed pants and unbuttoning his shirt. Emma's hands were busy between his legs. She had unhooked the necklace she wore during the ceremony, the chain that the key to her husband's chastity dangled from. The lock clicked when she twisted the key, and she removed the steel cage that was identical to mine. Dave groaned as his cock swelled immediately, finally released from captivity. I had no idea how long Emma had kept them waiting. But if it was anything like the way Carrie kept me frustrated, I knew only too well just how excited he must be. And another stab of jealousy entered my heart as I wondered why even Dave, a cuckold like me with a cock even less impressive than mine was, got to be free on this day while I didn't. 
 
    "Look at that," Carrie giggled, laughing at Dave's erection while Marcus continued to grope her breasts. "These pathetic chastity boys get so excited when they get let out. Something tells me you're not going to last very long, Dave. So I'll start with you. Come on. Get up here on the bed with me. I want my husband to watch me suck cock on our wedding day." 
 
    Both Emma and Julie laughed at that. Dave lunged forward, climbing eagerly onto our bed, his hard cock swaying with every movement he made. Emma set his chastity device down on our dresser, then turned to watch the show. I barely even noticed as Julie pushed me gently but firmly forward, into the room, so that we could get a better view. Grinning, Emma stepped closer to me and took hold of my other arm. As though I would try to escape. As though I didn't want to see every humiliating moment of what my wife was calling her honeymoon. 
 
    "Stand up," Carrie ordered Dave. Without a word, he stood up on our bed, his hard cock sticking out in front of him. I heard him sigh as Carrie took it in her hand, her shining eyes darting across the room at me to watch my reaction as she began to stroke. Then, she opened her mouth and leaned forward, taking Dave's cock all the way inside. He threw back his head and moaned in pleasure, already on the brink of ecstasy. And while she sucked him, Carrie reached her blind hands out on either side for her other lovers. Her fingers moved over the front of their pants, her left on Marcus, her right on Declan. They quickly understood. Each of them unfastened their pants and produced their thick cocks, and Carrie happily took them in her hands and began stroking. While Dave groaned in a pleasure I desperately wished was mine, Carrie sucked his cock and stroked two others. Surrounded by horny men, my wife looked absolutely radiant in her wedding dress. Marcus rose to his knees, followed by Declan. Sexual tension crackled in the air. Held tight by Julie and Emma, I watched open-mouthed. 
 
    Dave cried out as pleasure overwhelmed him. Carrie knew what was coming. She pulled back, his wet cock sliding out of her mouth, and she closed her eyes as Dave erupted. I heard Julie gasp beside me as Dave's cock spurted wildly, his hot seed splattering all over my wife's face and chest, dripping down over her cleavage, soaking into the lace of her dress. Letting go of Declan's surging cock for a moment, Carrie gathered up some material of her skirt and pressed it against Dave's manhood, soaking up his cum while he groaned and trembled above her. 
 
    "That's it," Carrie said, her voice a low growl that I knew from these moments when desire overwhelmed her completely. It was when my wife was at her most dangerous. "Cum on my dress," she snarled. "I want this dress absolutely soaked in cum by the end of the night." 
 
    Dave gasped. His long-awaited orgasm had come and gone, and as Carrie let the material of her wedding dress fall away from his manhood, I could see that he had grown soft again. So did Carrie. And that meant she had no further use for him. 
 
    "Lock this useless bitch up again, Emma," Carrie grinned at her friend. "Time for me to enjoy some real men." 
 
    "Come here," Emma ordered. As her husband climbed dejectedly off my bed, Emma released her grip on my arm and picked up Dave's chastity device from the dresser. Standing in front of her, he wordlessly let her slip the cruel cage back onto his cock and lock it in place again. From the bed, Carrie watched, still stroking the cocks of the men on either side of her. Dave put up no more fight than I would've done in the same situation. 
 
    "Now go kneel in the corner,' Emma ordered. "You can watch, but don't make a sound." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma,” Dave said hollowly. Like a well-trained dog, he did as he was told, moving to the corner of my bedroom and sinking to his knees facing the bed. Even though I knew Carrie could do exactly the same to me, it was still an impressive display of dominance that made my own cock throb in the cage I still wore. It had a similar effect on Carrie. Turning her brilliant smile on Marcus, she rose up on her knees. 
 
    “Your turn, Marcus,” she said, her voice bubbling with evident delight. “Fuck my mouth on my wedding day.” 
 
    Marcus stood. Spreading his feet wide to balance on the mattress that shifted underneath them, he steered his thick cock toward my wife's face. And Carrie took him deep into her mouth, her bright blue eyes shining as she gazed up at him, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked his shaft with evident pleasure. Marcus groaned in pleasure, and once again, I felt Julie's hand tighten my arm. Her other hand was on my stomach, and I didn't try to stop her as she reached slowly down until it finally rested on the front of my pants. My cock ached as her fingers moved, feeling the shape of my chastity device through my pants. Julie didn't even look at me. Her attention was all on her foster sister and her husband engaged in oral sex on the bed in front of us. 
 
    Carrie sucked with pleasure. But she didn't neglect Declan. Like Marcus, he had risen to his feet to stand over her, and Carrie kneeled between the two of them in her wedding dress. I envied them the view of her swelling cleavage and beautiful face almost as much as I envied them the physical sensations of pleasure she was giving them as she stroked and sucked. Soon, Carrie began to switch between the men, moving her mouth from Marcus's cock to Declan's to suck him for a while. Whichever of the two wasn't in her mouth at any given moment got her hand instead. She had one hand on each of their cocks, stroking and tugging while her mouth moved back and forth like a butterfly flitting from one obscene flower to another. Soon, the room echoed to the sounds of their pleasure, their deep grunts and groans abhorrent to me as I watched. Yet again, my bedroom had been turned into the scene of a wild orgy that I was not part of, except as a spectator. And all the while, Julie's busy hand continued to toy with my chastity device through the front of my pants, increasing my desire and frustration while we both watched. 
 
    Marcus came first. His groan of pleasure was long and loud, and I heard Carrie's faint cough as he spurted his cum into the back of her throat. Quickly, she pulled her mouth away, her hand continuing to squeeze and stroke as she milked him of every last drop. He let her guide his cock with her hand, pointing it at herself like a weapon so that streams of thick cum splashed across her chest and stomach. Dark stains spread across her wedding dress as the fabric soaked up Marcus's ejaculate. 
 
    The moment his orgasm started to subside, Carrie turned at once back to Declan. He gasped as she closed her lips around his cock, his hands resting on her shining black hair as he rocked his hips back-and-forth. Carrie's breath was rapid through her nostrils as she took him deep in her throat, the way she knew he liked. The whole bed shook to their motions. 
 
    Finally, Declan's orgasm came too. Just as she had with Marcus, Carrie guided his cock to make sure his cum splashed all over her dress. I could see it pooling in her lap as it dripped from her breasts. And all the while, my wife's eyes shone with utter delight. 
 
    

  

 
   
    35. His Ultimate Humiliation 
 
      
 
    There's a kind of awkwardness that follows a scene like that. In the mad rush of the moment, when the blood is up and sex hormones dance on the air, the wildest things seem reasonable. But then comes orgasm, and things look different. I know that game all too well myself. The chastity device I wore, my wife's ownership of my cock, made it so I couldn't back out of the things she wanted me to do. But I knew that without her, I often had those post-orgasmic doubts. 
 
    Maybe that’s what Declan and Marcus were feeling. Probably especially Marcus. After all, his wife was right there in the room watching her foster sister suck him off. He had been with Carrie before, but not like that. So I wouldn’t be surprised if he was feeling suddenly doubtful now that he had had his fun. 
 
    But Carrie didn't feel the same way. She had been focusing on giving pleasure rather than receiving it. Now, she was hornier than ever. And I knew from long experience that the hornier Carrie got, the wilder and more uninhibited she became. 
 
    Her dress rustled as she moved on the bed. Marcus and Declan sprawled on either side of her, sated and spent at least for the moment. But Carrie was on fire. Lust was gnawing away inside her, and I knew that better than anyone. Her eyes were shining as she swung her feet down from the bed and stood. Once again, all eyes were on her as she went to her favorite drawer in our dresser, the one where the toys were kept. Pulling the drawer open, she reached inside. Pulling out a couple of items, she turned her devious smile on me. My cock surged pointlessly inside the chastity device. The key to my freedom was hidden under the full skirt of her cum-stained wedding dress. I didn't even dare ask to be freed. 
 
    "Give me a hand, girls," Carrie said as she stepped toward me with the toys in her hands. Julie didn't hesitate. Immediately, I felt her hands tighten on my arms as she forced them into position. She was surprisingly strong. Not that I was resisting. Emma stepped forward too, smiling with delight as she helped Julie restrain me. Carrie handed a pair of handcuffs to Emma, and she locked my wrists in place behind my back. 
 
    Then Carrie stepped closer. I could smell the fluids of other men rising from her stained dress, mingling with her perfume as she stood in front of me. Emma and Julie still held my bound arms, keeping me in place. My cock hurt inside the chastity device at this display of total female dominance, at this moment of being at the center of attention of three beautiful women. Even if it was humiliating. Even if it was maddening. And as Carrie lifted the dildo gag to my mouth, I let her slip one end inside and fasten the buckle around my head. What was the point resisting? As horny as I was, the idea of being able to make a woman cum in any way at all thrilled me. 
 
    "There," Carrie giggled. "This way, he's actually capable of pleasing a woman. Feel free to use him, ladies. He's not much good for anything else. Besides, I have real studs to play with." Both Julie and Emma laughed at that. Carrie turned and made her way back to the bed, her dress trailing along the floor behind her. She climbed onto the mattress, lying down between Declan and  Marcus, who were both watching the whole sordid display. For a moment, nobody said a word. Carrie lay back, supporting herself on her elbows as she simply watched. She was the director of everything that had happened, but it seemed that for the moment, she was curious to see who else might step up and take charge. 
 
    "Fuck it," Julie said with a shrug. Stepping forward, she used her grip on my arm to pull me along with her toward the end of the bed. Carrie burst out laughing as she watched her foster sister manipulate me. Carrie bent her knees, pulling her feet up under her to make room. Julie glanced toward her husband, and I saw the brief moment of doubt in the expression on her face as she silently questioned him. Marcus didn't say a word. But somehow, they seemed to arrive at a decision. And after all, it was only fair. Julie had just watched her husband cum in my wife's mouth. He could hardly object to her having some pleasure of her own. 
 
    Reaching behind her back, Julie unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. Hastily, she removed her bra and panties and tossed them aside too. She kicked off her shoes and stood in front of me completely naked. My cock ached as I stared at her breasts, the nipples hard and erect as they rose from her caramel-colored skin. I had never in my life thought that I would ever see Julie naked. And if I had allowed myself to indulge in the occasional fantasy about my sister-in-law, I had never imagined anything like this. 
 
    "Get down," Julie said. Her orders didn't have the same authority Carrie's and Emma's did. I could hear the doubt in her voice. She hadn't become used to ordering men around yet the way the other two women had. But she had picked a soft target in me. I wasn't going to fight her. I knew my wicked wife expected total obedience today, and I was ready to give it to her. Julie smiled nervously as I dropped to my knees on the floor in front of her. She sat on the bed and spread her legs. I didn't need more invitation than that. 
 
    With Carrie watching, I leaned forward. The thick head of the dildo projecting from the gag pressed against the wet entrance to Julie's pussy. Her black pubic hair was thick above her dripping slit, and as I probed the hidden depths of her body with the dildo, I smelled the distinct aroma of her arousal. Above me, Julie gasped in pleasure, her bare feet drumming on the bedroom floor as she felt the toy fill her up. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she gasped. “This is so fucking weird.” 
 
    "Just go with it," Carrie said behind her. "Trust me, you get over it quickly once you have an orgasm or two. Cucky, make sure my sister comes." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie," I tried to say. But the gag in my mouth turned the words into a meaningless grunt. It didn't matter. Everybody in the room knew what I was trying to say. And my actions made it even clearer as I began to move my head back and forth slowly, letting Julie's body adjust to the toy moving inside her. 
 
    "Oh my God," Julie gasped again. Her eyelids fluttered with pleasure. Her fists gripped the sheet beneath her. Raising one leg, she draped it over my shoulder, using it to pull me closer to her as the dildo slid further inside. With every breath I took, I breathed in her arousal, and every breath worked to increase my desperate frustration as I did what my wife wanted. Right there in front of everyone, I performed as a sex toy for Julie while my own pleasure went completely ignored. 
 
    The air in the bedroom crackled. I don't think any of us, with the possible exception of Carrie, had imagined anything quite like this. But certainly, we were all drawn in to group sex, inspired and encouraged by my kinky wife. Focused on Julie's pleasure as I was, it was hard for me to know what else was going on in the room. But behind me, I could hear Emma moving. Her footsteps echoed through the floor. There was a rustle of cloth. And then, the wet lapping sound told me that she had decided to treat herself. I didn't need to see what was going on. I could imagine with total clarity Emma standing in front of her kneeling husband, her sundress shed, his face buried between her thighs as he licked her hungrily. Our roles were clear, clearer than ever. Cuckolds like me and Dave existed only to serve women. Real sex was for real men. 
 
    I felt the bed move. Now, Julie was lying on her back, her breasts bouncing in time with the thrusts of my head as I pounded her with the dildo. Intermittently, I could look over her body and catch glimpses of Carrie. Just as I expected, my naughty wife was busy. Lying down beside Declan, she was kissing him. Her hand was busy between his legs. She was stroking him back to full hardness. Because I knew Carrie wanted an orgasm of her own, and more than just one. For my wild wife, a single instance of pleasure was never enough. 
 
    Declan obliged. While Julie's moans rang out in the bedroom, he rolled over onto his side. Carrie's wedding dress rustled as he swept it out of the way. My wife seemed weightless in his hands as he positioned her the way he wanted. She was now lying sideways on the bed, her dress gathered up around her midsection as Declan lifted her legs into the air. The black leather of her boots shone, freshly polished for the occasion. I could see her anklet and the key to my chastity dangling from her ankle, just above her boss's hand. Carrie lay with her head on Marcus's toned stomach, and once again, he was fondling her breasts in the front of her dress. But Carrie barely seemed to notice. Instead, she howled with wild abandon as Declan slid his fat cock inside my wife. 
 
    Julie wailed and thrashed. I grunted as I felt the dildo gag almost pulled out of my mouth as her pussy clenched around its other end. Up close, I saw her wet lips spasm and tremble, tightly gripping the toy while her fragrant juices spilled onto the bed below her. The cuffs held my arms securely behind my back, and there was nothing I could do but watch and long to taste my sister-in-law's pleasure while she screamed in ecstasy. And as Julie's cries slowly subsided, Carrie's took over. On the bed above me, Carrie was getting pounded in her wedding dress. Her high heels shook, pointing at the ceiling as she rested her legs on Declan's broad shoulders. He held her hips in his hands, his arms lost in acres of lace as he fucked her. And the sounds she was making left no one in any doubt about the intensity of the pleasure my wife was feeling. 
 
    Marcus lay beneath her. His hands were all but mauling her breasts now, savoring the feel of her soft flesh that threatened to spill over the top of the tight dress as he played with them. And blindly, her eyes tightly shut with pleasure, Carrie reached out to find his cock. While Declan fucked her harder and faster by the minute, Carrie stroked Marcus's shaft, her wedding ring sparkling in the light as she teased him, too, back to full erection. 
 
    Julie had had a powerful orgasm, but it seemed she shared Carrie's insatiable desire. She wasn't done. She lifted her leg off my shoulder, her hands on her thighs as she spread herself wider, and I knew what to do. I started slowly, knowing she would be sensitive. But her pussy presented less resistance to the invasion of the dildo now. Her wetness lubricated the shining shaft, letting it slide easily in and out. Julie cried out as I pushed deeper, leaning forward until the tip of my nose began to brush against the swollen mound of her clitoris. Streaming juices ran over my chin, dripping to the bedroom floor as I swayed back-and-forth, steadily increasing the pace. Just as Declan was doing up above me. 
 
    Carrie howled. As turned on as she was, I wasn't surprised that she was already thrashing on the bed in the total abandon of orgasm. But it hardly seemed to matter to Declan. Once again, my gorgeous wife was nothing but a toy in his hands. A tight pussy for him to fuck. A beautiful body for him to use. At times like this, that was all my wife wanted to be. In that sense, her boss was perfect for her. 
 
    And so Carrie's cries melted into one another. Her orgasm peaked and subsided, but Declan went on pounding her, and so her pleasure only grew more powerful. 
 
    There was a loud cry from the corner of the room behind me. In all the chaos, I had forgotten about Emma. It seemed that Dave had done his job. He had made his wife cum with his mouth. I had no doubt he had had plenty of practice since she discovered the joys of keeping him in chastity. But just like the other women, Emma wasn't going to be happy with just that. She stepped forward and suddenly appeared in my view. I saw her flushed cheeks glowing pink above me as she stared down, grinning as she watched me fuck Julie with the dildo. Then, she turned her burning eyes to my sister-in-law. 
 
    "God, this so fucking hot," Emma said. "Do you mind if I ask your husband to fuck me right now?" 
 
    "No, oh my God, no!" Julie shrieked. Her dark curls tangled on the mattress as she shook her head violently from side to side. So far gone in pleasure that she would go along with just about anything. I knew how that worked. And up above her, I heard Marcus laugh. Barely able to believe his luck, no doubt. But his wife was willing to let him fuck another woman right in front of her. Why would any man argue with that? 
 
    Emma stepped toward Marcus. Carefully, he slid out from under Carrie and climbed off the bed. I watched Emma press her now-naked body against Marcus, her eyes traveling over his handsome face as her trembling hand reached slowly down over his muscled frame. These two barely knew each other. But none of that seemed to matter anymore. We had all abandoned the trappings of normality the moment we had stepped inside the bedroom. And Marcus grinned encouragingly as he wrapped his arms around Emma, pulling her closer toward him. Like no one else in the room, I knew what Dave must be feeling as he watched his wife betray him with a stranger. I knew all too well the way his heart would spasm as she wrapped her hand around his cock. And then, they disappeared from my view. Emma turned and pulled Marcus toward her, and I guessed that they were lying down on the floor beside the bed to have sex right in front of Dave. 
 
    I genuinely felt sorry for him. But there was little room for pity in my heart. After all, I was suffering just as much as he was. 
 
    Julie's legs trembled on either side of me. Her toes curled, and her screams of pleasure grew both louder and more breathless. She was going to come again. And I bent all my skills toward that end, plunging the dildo deep inside her until my face was pressed against her pelvis, feeling the mad trembling of her sex around the shaft of the toy while she came. 
 
    And her howls of joy mingled with those of my wife as I listened to Carrie cum again while I winced at the thought of her body clenching around Declan's cock, making him grunt and groan with lust as he continued to fuck her. 
 
    Julie let out a great sigh that made her bare breasts bounce on her chest. Placing her foot on my shoulder, she pushed me roughly away. I watched her roll over onto her side, luxuriating in the afterglow of orgasm while I kneeled frustrated on the floor. Glancing over toward Dave, I saw what he was watching with wide eyes. His wife was lying on the bedroom floor with her legs wrapped around Marcus as he thrust his big dark cock in and out of her writhing body. And up on the bed, the same thing was happening to Carrie, her shining breasts bouncing in her tight corset dress as Declan went on fucking her. 
 
    At that moment, Carrie just happened to open her eyes. Her head was lying on the edge of the bed, her neat bun now messed up in a dark tangle as she faced me. I caught the blue glimmer of her iris under her painted lids, and the open-mouthed smile that rang with her song of pleasure as she looked at me. As though she had forgotten I was even there. As though her pleasure had eclipsed everything else, and Declan's cock inside her beautiful body was all that mattered. But suddenly, she remembered again. 
 
    "Wait," she panted, gasping for air as her body bounced under Declan's thrusts. "Wait a minute, sir. I want to try something." Declan paused. Carrie's eyes closed momentarily again, her smooth brow furrowing with an expression that looked almost like anger for a moment as he slid his fat cock out of her ruined snatch. Carrie's boobs jiggled in the top of her dress as she rolled clumsily across the mattress, rising up onto her knees. Looking at me again, she pointed at the wet sheet in front of her. 
 
    "Get up here, cucky," she ordered. Declan's hands were on her hips again, holding her from behind as his cock pressed into her bare ass. And I did as I was told. I rose to my feet and climbed onto the mattress, shuffling across on my knees toward her. I felt Julie raise her head to watch this new disgrace as Carrie directed me to lie down on my back. Then, gathering up her wedding dress around her waist, Carrie climbed on top of me. Reaching behind my head, she unbuckled the dildo gag and threw it to the floor. Her knees dented the mattress on either side of my head as she bent her body over me, facing toward my feet. I tried to suppress a groan of frustration as she took the chastity device in her hand and gave it a mocking tug. 
 
    "Kiss my pussy," she said. And I didn't hesitate. At once, I raised my head from the mattress and pressed my lips against hers, trembling at the taste of her juices as I ran my tongue over her silken folds. 
 
    "That's right," Carrie sighed, and I heard the grin in her voice as she spoke. "Kiss your wife's pussy and taste Sir's cock inside me." Underneath her, I winced. But Declan laughed, and Julie laughed too. Away on the other side of the room, Emma was howling in pleasure as Marcus fucked her. 
 
    "Okay, enough," Carrie said abruptly. Reaching down underneath herself, she pushed my head back down onto the mattress. "Now, just watch. Just lie there and watch like a good cuckold should. Fuck me, sir. Please fuck me while my pathetic husband watches." 
 
    "No problem," Declan said. He was standing at the side of the bed now, and between Carrie's legs, I watched him position himself behind her. Taking my wife's hips in his hands again, he thrust forward. Trapped underneath her, I was only inches away as I watched the head of his cock push her shining lips apart. Carrie moaned, her breath hot against my thighs. And Declan's thick cock was soon shining with her juices as he fucked her right above me. 
 
    Trapped underneath them, I could smell their sex with every breath I took. Stray flecks of Carrie's moisture dripped down onto my face, hot against my skin as she moaned and thrashed above me. 
 
    I saw everything. I saw the way her body responded to his. I saw the way her pussy tightened around him as she approached orgasm, yet another bright burst of pleasure making her shake and howl above me. I watched a river of her juices pouring down the inside of her shaking thighs, soaking into the sheet beneath us, tormenting me with everything I couldn't have. I could taste only the faintest hint of her sex as it rained down on me. And there inches above me, my wife came yet again, her body spasming as her lover buried himself deep inside her. 
 
    Declan moaned. From my front row seat, I saw the way his already thick cock thickened further. Finally, his own orgasm had arrived. And Carrie felt it coming. Barely recovered from her own pleasure, she flung herself forward with a cry. His cock slipped easily out of her wet pussy, and Carrie reached behind herself to take it in her hand. Declan came with a loud shout, and Carrie pointed his cock like a weapon. 
 
    I shut my eyes tight. I clenched my jaw. Carrie howled in sadistic laughter as her boss spurted his cum all over my face. Trembling with disgust, I thrashed uselessly on the bed beneath her. But Carrie was in charge. One hand on Declan's erupting weapon, the other held my own confined cock while she laughed and laughed. 
 
    Once Declan's orgasm had passed, Carrie released his cock. Turning on the bed above me, she straddled my chest. I opened my eyes to see her beautiful face shining above me, her smile wider than ever as she drank in my humiliation. Leaning forward, the corset of her wedding dress creaking, she crouched above me and kissed me. Then she ran her tongue over my lips, over my cheek, lapping up some of Declan's still-warm semen from my skin. After that, she gathered up part of her skirt in her hand and wiped my face. Panting, I stared up at her, utterly speechless, in awe of her beauty and her cruelty and her wicked wicked ways. 
 
      
 
    Ever since the pandemic started and Carrie began to take control of my sex life, I have been forced to endure the most outrageous disgraces. I have had so many days and nights that I will never forget, the bright burning shame and arousal she put me through etching themselves onto my brain. And the night of our second wedding, the bizarre ritual of humiliation she forced me to go through, was the most memorable night of all. 
 
    Nothing between any of the people involved that day would ever be the same again. That much was obvious. I could never again enter my own bedroom without remembering the wild orgy that had taken place, with my slutty wife at its center. And when it was finally over, after we had all finally collapsed in a puddle of exhaustion, Carrie removed her soaked wedding dress and hung it like a trophy in our closet. It's still there now. Uncleaned, ruined, soaked in the semen of other men. But not mine. Never mine. 
 
    Our guests left the next day. That evening, I was down in the basement. Even without the soiled dress, there was plenty of laundry to do. It would've been better to throw the bedsheets away and get new ones, soaked as they were in the fluids of multiple people. That wasn't what Carrie wanted. She wanted me to clean them. To serve as her house husband after the most tormenting night of my life. 
 
    And while the smell of sex rose from the sheets as I stuffed them into the washing machine, making my cock ache as usual in the chastity device I still wore, I heard the sound of high heels on the basement stairs above me. Carrie climbed down into the basement and stood at the foot of the stairs. For once, she was dressed normally. Admittedly, she was wearing high heels in the house, something she never used to do before the pandemic started. But other than that, she was dressed casually in jeans and a T-shirt, dark hair tied back behind her head. For a moment, she stood there, just watching me. As per her rules, I was naked to do the housework, except for my chastity device. I looked at her, and she smiled at me. Then, she stepped forward, her high heels clicking on the basement concrete floor. 
 
    “That was intense last night, huh?” 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." 
 
    "I still can't believe Sir gave you a facial. You looked so ridiculous lying there with my boyfriend's jizz all over your face." 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." Maybe she detected something in my tone. Or maybe she was just being careful. But Carrie's voice sounded different when she next spoke. Softer. Gentler. She laid a hand on my arm. 
 
    "Are you okay?" she asked. Her blue eyes peered deep into mine, as though trying to see my inner turmoil, the wild storm in my heart. 
 
    "Yes, Lady Carrie." I was okay. Of course I was humiliated. Of course, the memory of what had happened the night before burned inside me and filled me with a sense of shame. But whenever my wife was near me, all of that seemed to diminish in importance. It never went away. I never stopped feeling it. But it transformed in her presence into a fresh wave of desire for the woman I loved. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Carrie pressed. “If it was too much, you know we can stop.” 
 
    “No, Lady Carrie,” I said with a sigh. “It was intense. But you are so sexy. You’re amazing. I don’t want to stop. I want to keep doing what you say. Forever.” 
 
    Carrie's eyes shone. Leaning closer, she pressed her lips to mine. For a tender moment, we kiseds there in the basement with the dirty sheets spilling out of the open door of the washing machine, her fully clothed, me virtually naked. As our kiss finally ended, my wife smiled at me. 
 
    "Good," Carrie said. "Because Declan just made me an offer. The office is opening back up, and he sees a new role for me. He wants me to be his personal assistant and office fuck toy. It comes with a lot more money. A lot. Enough that we wouldn't even need you to go back to work. You could just stay at home and be my horny little house husband while I'm out making the money and getting railed by my boss. Doesn't that sound like fun?" 
 
    “Yes, Lady Carrie.” 
 
    It really did. 
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