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Author’s Note




 


This book contains erotic fiction with
graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.

 


My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas
Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to
understand which word I really meant to use.

 


Please visit my website: bjfrazier.com

 


I know there are a lot of books for sale, and
I thank you for choosing mine.

 


Happy reading,

 


~B.J.

 


Severe Content Warning: B.J. Frazier books
contain *plots* and *well-developed characters*

 


Enjoy!




Prologue




 


Mitch mechanically put on the green thong and
tried to think of a way out.

 


It was difficult to think with the lacy edges
poking through his metal cage.

 


“Look at yourself in the mirror, cuck,” his
wife, now-Mistress, instructed.

 


The “floss” of the thong pressed against his
butt plug, and it wiggled in his hole when he walked. It was like
receiving a mini-prostate massage with every step.

 


Looking in the mirror, Mitch was shocked. The
thong hid his caged package and, if he focused only on the panty
part, he looked feminine.

 


His wife appeared in the mirror next to him.
“How does it fit?”

 


Without waiting for an answer, Vicky slipped
a finger in the top and dragged it around his waist. “Not too
tight. Seems as though I got your size, Mitch.”

 



“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“How does it fit here?” she grabbed
the front and squeezed.

 


“It fits well, Mistress.”

 


“Do you like it?”

 


“Not really--” he started but stopped when he
caught her reflected glare.

 


They hadn’t discussed cross-dressing, and it
was a line for Mitch. It would be the time for him to object.

 


He wanted to object.

 


Instead, he answered, “Yes, Mistress.”

 


She pressed her breasts against his back.
“That pleases me, cuck. Hold your arms out front.”

 


Vicky slid the straps of a matching green bra
up Mitch’s arms and clasped it in the back.

 


His first thought was that he looked
ridiculous, having no bust to fill it out.

 


His second thought, though, was how arousing
the lace felt against his nipples.

 


“Don’t you look so pretty.” It wasn’t a
question.

 


She traced his chest along the curve of the
cups.

 


“I think I’m going to need to fuck my pretty
little thing tonight,” Vicky said as she batted a crop against the
front of Mitch’s thong.

 


He held her stare but said nothing.

 


She’d kept him in chastity for a week.

 


“Would you like to get fucked in your pretty
outfit?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She smiled. “That makes me very happy.”

 


Pulling her skirt up, Vicky pressed her
pantyless crotch against his thigh. “Can you feel how wet I am just
thinking about it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Shit, I’m so excited, I’m going to need you
to lick me before dinner, cuck.”

 


Mitch automatically walked to the bed, knelt
on his satin pillow with his hands behind his back, and waited for
his love to sit and spread her legs.

 


“We don’t have much time, so you’ll get some
help.” Vicky retrieved a clit vibe from the drawer and sat on the
end of the bed.

 


Having been strictly trained, Mitch knew not
to move until ordered.

 


Vicky lifted her skirt, spread her legs and
pressed a button. The mini-vibe hummed on low, and she pressed it
against her opening before lightly tracing its perimeter.


 


“Mmm, this may be my favorite vibe.”

 


It was difficult for Mitch to be so close to
her pussy and not participate. Still, she’d trained him well.

 


“Can you see my wetness, cuck?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want to taste it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Please, Mistress. Please let me taste your
sweet goodness and allow me to bring you to heaven.”

 


“Well, you have been a good boy putting on
your new outfit. And we really do have reservations. So...”

 


Vicky bent her leg, put her heel behind
Mitch’s neck, and pulled his head forward.

 


“Lick my hole, cuck.”

 


Mitch licked the vibe’s wake and tasted his
wife. He’d planned on teasing her, but she brought the vibe to her
clit, causing her hips to rise and gyrate.

 


Fighting the urge to grab hold of her, Mitch
concentrated on maintaining contact with her sex. Following her
rhythm, Mitch tightened his tongue and used it like a cock.

 


Vicky’s moans got louder. “Mmm, yes! I love
it when you fuck me with your tongue when the vibe’s on my
clit!”

 


Her circled her hips around his face as she
pulled him deeper with her leg. His movement was restricted as she
bucked his tongue and diddled her knob.

 


Vicky growled deeply. “Ohhh!” As her
body tensed, she emitted a high-pitched squeal as she shuddered
against Mitch’s face.

 


As her ass returned to the mattress, she
sighed a sensuous moan.

 


It was the sound of a siren that Mitch had
come to love. He also loved her juices sliding down his face.

 


Vicky quickly brought herself to another,
less intense, orgasm, squeezing Mitch’s head between her legs.

 


Mitch knew not to panic and to hold himself
still. She would return to reality and let him breathe soon.

 


As Vicky’s panting quieted, she dropped her
legs.

 


“I want you to keep that on your face.”

 


“I thought we were going out.”

 


“We are.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Put your clothes on.”

 


Mitch rose and began to remove the thong.

 


“What are you doing?”

 


“Getting ready, as you asked.”

 


“I told you to put your clothes on,
not take them off.”

 


“But this is--you don’t want--I can’t--”

 


Vicky slapped his face. “How many times have
I said that we’re late?!”

 


“Sorry, Mistress, I just--you want me to wear
these out?”

 


“Well, under your suit, of course. And look,
cuck, I got you a new tie!” Vicky held up a tie that matched his
green lingerie.

 


“Thank you.” Mitch hoped it would shield the
bra from showing under the white button-down.

 


After he was dressed with his tie, he was
again taken to the mirror.

 


“See? From the outside, no one would know
that you’re wearing such sexy undergarments, right?”

 


“I guess.” Mitch thought if he looked
closely, he could see the green peeking through.

 



He wasn’t pleased. It was the first time they
were going out when she would be in control. While Mitch wanted the
experience, and had been trained for months, he still thought it
was a bit much...

 


No one from college would really believe I’d
be caught in public like this, let alone wear women’s lingerie at
all.

 


Holy shit! I didn’t think I would,
either...




Chapter 1

 


 


I’m in my forties, and I met my wife in
college. We were crazy then; did college things. Experimented.

 


You know what I’m talking about. We went to
the sex store to buy gag gifts for friends, like a dildo, edible
underwear, glow-in-the-dark condoms; that sort of thing.

 


We’d go together. Vicky and I. It was kinda
like the “thing” we were known for; bringing raunchy sex gifts to
our friends’ birthdays or parties.

 


While we were in the store, we’d browse. We
couldn’t bring the same gift all the time. Sometimes we’d pick up a
thing or two for ourselves.

 


Maybe we used the gifts as an excuse to
indulge our dark side.

 


But it was all fun. We were regarded as the
“kinky couple”.

 


Really, I was the king of kink, and she was
my queen.

 


I liked that reputation.

 


We were considered hardcore. ‘Cause back
then, no one really experimented with toys. There weren’t sex shops
on every corner, and they certainly didn’t advertise!

 


Also back then, hardcore sex was all about me
being dominant. Well, not just me; men in general.

 


I liked that aspect of my reputation; the
all-knowing male sex machine.

 


Vicky loved it, too. Me being the one in
control, I mean.

 


Holy shit, I used to make her do some wild
things.

 


But that’s the past.

 


Vicky and I have been together for thirty
years. Married for twenty-six.

 


It’s hard to believe how far we’ve come. If
our kids knew what we used to do--well, they’d never believe
it.

 


We’ve got three kids. Great kids. They’re in
college. One of them is going to graduate this year.


 


My point is, they’re pretty much gone.
They’ll show up on weekends and for holidays but, really, we’re
empty-nesters.

 


When your kids grow up and leave the house,
you begin to take stock of your life. I know I did.

I plotted my sex life on the X axis of a
graph and years on the Y axis. I factored in the kids, and found an
inverse relationship of sex to kids.

 


In the ‘80s, sex with Vicky was damn near off
that chart. After marriage, it was still fairly high. But it took a
hit in the pregnancy years. And it was all downhill from there.

 


That was how I took stock of my life;
plotting out my sex chart.

 


I really envisioned it. I’m an accountant. We
love charts of all kinds. Colors, too.

 


Anyway, as I contemplated my dwindling sex
life, I also thought about my mortality.


 


Then I thought, holy shit, I’m only in my
forties; that’s hardly graveyard-bound!

 


And as I stared at that stupid chart, I
panicked. I saw all the sex we had when we were younger and how
much had tapered off.

 


Could this be it?

 


No. My dear, sweet Vicky reminded me that sex
was still very much in the cards for us. The night after we dropped
our youngest off at college, I came home to a candlelit dinner in
the dining room.

 


Vicky served dinner wearing an apron and
nothing else.

 


When I was thrusting into her, missionary
style, after dinner, she wrapped her arms around me and screamed,
“We get to have sex whenever and wherever we want now!”

 


Hearing her be loud and enthusiastic took me
back to our college days, and made me drop my load.

 


As we lay panting and tracing each other’s
sweat, we reminisced about “the good ole days”. It was good to know
we both remembered them fondly, if not wistfully.

 


In between the “do you remember when we...”
were the “how come we didn’t...”

 


Together, we both realized that somewhere
along the way, we had agreed to forget about sex while we were busy
raising our kids.

 


“Do you remember when we first moved into
this house, Mitch? What we said we’d do?”

 


“Paint the trim?”

 


She elbowed me, and I chuckled, “Yeah, I
do.”

 


“What’d we say?”

 


“We said we were gonna christen the house by
having sex in all the rooms and closets and spaces.”

 


“Including outside!”

 


“Yeah, including outside,” I agreed.

 


“I think we have some places to cover.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Definitely. We’ve only done, what, five
rooms?”

 


“Five? No, that can’t be right.”

 


She counted on her fingers. “Here, the
bathroom, the kitchen that one time, the family room, and the
attempt in the coat closet just to say we’d done it in the
closet.”

 


“We had that quickie in the basement.”

 


“When we were supposed to be doing the
laundry, that’s right,” she giggled in remembrance.

 


“Oh, how quickly they forget.”

 


She elbowed me again.

 


“We did it in the car the first time we left
the kids alone. We came home and the kids were supposed to be
sleeping--” I started.

 


“But they heard the garage door and barreled
into the car, wondering why we were still in there.”

 


“Right,” I nodded.

 


“So that doesn’t count because we got
interrupted,” she pointed out.

 


“I’ll add garage sex to our list.”

 


“We’re making a list?”

 


“Aren’t we?”

 


She looked at me and smiled. “I--I’d like
that.”

 


That was about eighteen months ago. When we
became sexually reborn.

 


We did make that list, and we did check all
of the boxes.

 


And it was great to be reconnected to my wife
again.

 


But…

 


Well, in the beginning, I became more
sexually reborn than Vicky did.




Chapter 2




 


The day after our renewed vows of sexing up
the house, I used my lunch hour to purchase a memento of the
past.

 


At a sex store.

 


I Googled one and found six of them
near my work! As I drove to one, I noticed several billboards
advertising sex shops.

 


I expected to walk into my college days:
dimly-lit, cramped quarters, off-putting odor, sleazebag cashier,
and questionable products.

 


Instead, I was hit with bright lights. I’m
talking, get the shades because you’ve got Hollywood spotlights
really showcasing your entrance into the sexual underworld.

 


But it didn’t have an underworld vibe.

 


Really, I could’ve been walking into any box
store.

 


The cashier even greeted me!

 


“Welcome to Heavenly Not Hell, can I help you
find anything?”

 


I must’ve looked like I just realized I
hadn’t walked into a box store, ‘cause she quickly said,
“Feel free to look around, judgment-free. If you have any
questions, I’ll be right here. My name’s Sherry.”

 


Then I reddened.

 


I’m sure it looked like I was embarrassed to
be caught in that kinda shop. But really, I was surprised by how
modernized the sale of sex had become.

 


Sherry wasn’t a middle-aged, balding, fat man
with a pathetic life! She looked to be in her late twenties, and
was a fox of a female with a long blonde mane, blood-red lips,
and--well, that’s all I could see at that point because she was
behind the high counter.

 


“Thanks, Sherry. Sex shops sure have come a
long way since my day!” I tried to cover my embarrassment and hoped
to appear confident.

 


“Your day? How old are you? You’re,
like, barely thirty, right?”

 


I sputtered through a laugh, which I swear
had to have made me look like a creepy, middle-aged schmuck.

 


“Thirty? I’m well past thirty and staring
down fifty, Sherry.”

 


“No way!”

 


“Well, in a coupla years, anyway. But thanks
for the compliment. I’m sure it’s part of your job
description.”

 


I felt my way back into the groove and
flashed a brilliant smile. Could just be my ego, but I think she
finally regarded me for who I was: a dominant male.

 


She giggled. “Actually, I am required
to make the customers feel special. But I actually mean it this
time, Mr...?”

 


“Call me Mitch, Sherry.”

 


“Mitch. I like that name. Nice to meet you,
Mitch.”

 


“Likewise, Sherry.” I stared her into looking
away.

 


Her eyes came back to mine. “Did you wanna
ask any questions now, Mitch?” Her tone was a bit more subdued.

 


“This is my first time in a modern sex shop,
but it’s not my first time, thanks. I’ll have a look around. Then I
may ask for a demonstration or two,” I winked.

 


What was I doing?!

 


Flirting. To be sure. And it felt good!

 


Holy shit, we’re in the me-too age. I
suddenly cringed and waited for the cops.

 


Instead, Sherry giggled again. “I may be able
to do a demonstration or two.”

 


I smiled and left her, knowing it looked like
a dominant move to walk away. Really, though, I reddened for
real.

 


I was married!

 


I hadn’t flirted in thirty years!

 


My man downstairs awakened from the three
decades of slumber.

 


Well, he hadn’t been sleeping the
entire time, but still.

 


Anyway, holy shit, how many products there
are today! What I could’ve done in college if all that was
available back then!

 


I decided to take my time and look around. I
wanted to buy a dildo in commemoration of the first toy Vicky and I
bought together, so I headed to that area first.

 


There were neon signs shouting the different
sections. I chuckled to myself, thinking about big box store
announcements, “For the next thirty minutes, six-inch dildos are
half off in aisle four.”

 


There was a wall of dildos! Holy shit,
if I were a first-timer, I’d be completely overwhelmed by the
choices. And colors!

 


Did you know you can buy a replica of your
favorite porn star’s junk? Apparently they take a mold of the dick
and use that to create mass production. I only know it because I
found the kit to “make a dildo of your dick”!

 


I then wondered whether the same was true for
female porn stars.

 


I glanced at the neon signs and found
“Masturbation Aids For Him” but it was on the other side of the
store. I didn’t want to zig-zag through the store. No hurry anyway;
I’d get there eventually.

 


Scanning the wall, I found a dildo that was
close to our first one. In green, which is Vicky’s favorite
color.

 


Next to the dildos was the vibrator section.
Again, I marveled at all the choices and sizes. I started to think
of some wild ideas.

 


Unfortunately, those ideas went straight to
my dick. How I longed for the dimly-lit store of my past!

 


Being the mastermind of adjusting, though, I
calculated the mirrors and cameras to surreptitiously
reposition.

 


The next section was lingerie. It wasn’t just
gag gifts and edible lingerie, either, but high quality stuff!

 


Welcoming me to the lingerie department was a
mannequin sporting a barely-concealed rope outfit. And by outfit, I
mean just rope. A strand crossed the nips, made a pattern
over the stomach and back, dove into a thong and criss-crossed the
legs.

 


It was hot.

 


It was a fucking mannequin.

 


And it made me pulse.

 


But I’m not sure Vicky would wear it. She
stopped wearing bikinis after having kids because she didn’t think
it was right for a mom to wear one.

 


Had we been more sexually active, I would’ve
pushed. She could still rock a bikini. Maybe she’d go back to it
now that the kids were out of the house.

 


But this? Really, just a rope? I could
hear her refusal.

 


I could FORCE her to wear it.

 


I leaked precum at the thought.

 


As I walked bow-legged past the mannequin, I
lost myself in visions of Vicky modeling each outfit.

 


They even had lingerie for men. It wasn’t as
big of a selection but the sayings on the G-strings made me
smile.

 


Glancing at my watch, I saw my time was
running out. I wouldn’t be able to make it to every section.

 


Back in college, you could see everything in
one eyeful as you entered the sex store.

 


I knew I’d come back.

 


But I had to check out the male masturbation
section.

 


Sure enough, you can buy the replica of a
porn star’s pussy!

 


You probably already knew that.

 


I’ve never been into porn. When I was
younger, I couldn’t get it, outside of magazines and then VHS
tapes. Plus, I was having sex. I didn’t need to watch
it.

 


When our sex life dwindled, I used my hand.
And my mind.

 


It’s all I needed.

 


I didn’t spend a lot of time in the male
masturbation section. There weren’t as many products but, like I
said, it’s not something I require.

 


Besides, it was getting late, and I needed to
pay for my purchase.

 


Before heading back to Sherry, though, I took
another glance at the neons to see if anything caught my eye.

 


One of them flashed at me.

 


Femdom.

 


It was a word I hadn’t heard. While I was
intrigued, I didn’t want to be late to the office.

 


On my way to Sherry, I figured it meant
“feminine domination” but didn’t understand how that was any
different from BDSM. I noticed the “femdom” section was small.

 


“You looked confused,” Sherry grinned as I
dropped the green dildo on the counter.

 


The counter, as I said, was high, and I had
to look up at her.

 


“Oh, I was just trying to figure out why you
had similar departments. Just in case someone missed a product in
one, you could sell it to ‘em in another?”

 


“I mean, yeah, you can find some similar
stuff in different areas. Is that what you mean?”

 


“No, I mean you have BDSM and feminine
domination.”

 


“Feminine domination?”

 


“Isn’t that what ‘femdom’ is?”

 


She giggled. But it was a giggle that came
from deep within her, and her eyes hinted at a dark secret.

 


Granted, I’d only known her for a few
minutes, but it was a side of her I didn’t know existed. It caught
me off-guard.

 


“When you first walked in, you looked almost
paralyzed. I figured you were just another creeper, until you
spoke. But now I get it. You’re a hundred percent
dom, aren’t you?”

 


I couldn’t prevent the prideful smile at her
acknowledgment.

 


“I sure am. An expert at feminine
domination.”

 


I really needed to stop the flirting.

 


She giggled again but it was lighter.

 


“Why do I get the feeling that we’re not on
the same page?” I kept my voice light, trying to maintain the upper
hand.

 


“Um, cuz we’re not.” She stopped giggling and
stared at me fixedly.

 


It was really off-putting. She stared
me into looking away!

 


But I recovered quickly. “Look, I didn’t mean
anything. I’m married. Got a little carried away with all the sex
on display.”

 


She scrutinized me with a frown before
responding. “No, it’s not that. Femdom stands for female
domination.”

 


“Yeah, that’s what I said, right? Female,
feminine. S’all the same.”

 


“No, you’re not getting it. Femdom is where
the female is the dominant. She dominates the male.”
She stared at me. “Or another female.”

 


“Femdom is where the female is the
dominant...” I repeated slowly, trying to get my head around what,
exactly, that could possibly mean.

 


Sherry waited.

 


“Yeah,” she continued, “like a dominatrix?
You’ve heard of that?”

 


“Sure.” But I didn’t think it was a
serious thing.

 


Because that would really be ridiculous,
wouldn’t it? What on earth could a female do if she were in
charge?

 


I felt my dick twitch at the same time
thoughts formed in the dark corners of my mind.

 


I must’ve glanced at my watch, because Sherry
asked, “Lunch hour almost up?”

 


“Yeah, how’d you--”

 


“I work at Heavenly Not Hell. Over the lunch
hour. You get to know the clientele.”

 


“Oh, yeah, I--”

 


“It took me awhile to figure you out, but I
get it now. No worries on time; besides, you’ll be back
tomorrow.”

 


“Why do you think--”

 


“Because you want to know more about femdom.
You’ll go back to work and think about it the rest of the
afternoon. You’ll go home to the wife, fuck her hard, and not tell
her about what you did at lunch. Then, you’ll be back tomorrow at
lunch to talk to me about femdom.”

 


I stared at her blonde hair and red lips. As
I lowered my eyes, I found her boobs harnessed in a tank top and
pressed against the counter. I licked my lips.

 


I really licked my fucking lips!

 


It was probably a defense mechanism, because
I realized later that Sherry was dead-on right.

 


I inhaled deeply in an attempt to erase my
faux pas. “Is that chocolate chip cookies I smell?”

 


I know I looked incredulous.

 


Sherry giggled again and nodded. “Yep, you
do.”

 


“Why do I smell that?”

 


She giggled some more. “I actually turned it
up a bit too much. It’s a new advertising gimmick. The owners read
an article about smells affecting purchases. So they’ve got us
releasing different scents at different times when customers are
here to test which one yields more sales.”

 


“Cookies?”

 


“Yep, freshly baked cookies is supposed to
remind you of home, make you feel comfortable, and make you want to
buy more things. It’s actually the frontrunner of the scents.”


 


“Interesting. What other scents are
there?”

 


“When you come back tomorrow, you can sample
a different one.” She had a look that again went straight to my
dick.

 


“You’d better tell me now in case you’re
wrong.”

 


“I’m not wrong.” She held my stare.

 


Holy shit, I was really uncomfortable! “Yeah,
well, didn’t work on me; just the one item, Sherry.”

 


She smiled through the rest of the
transaction, and she gave me another look as I walked out the door;
my eyes on her.




Chapter 3




 


Sherry was right. I went back to my office
and thought. What did a female who’s dominant look like?
What could she do?

 


After letting my mind drift, my cock demanded
to be taken into the bathroom and jacked off.

 


When I got into my car to go home that night,
I saw the nondescript plastic bag on the passenger seat.

 


I placed it under the driver’s seat.

 


There were more things I needed to explore
before I told Vicky about Heavenly Not Hell.

 


Vicky was by the pool when I got home. She
had a picnic-style dinner waiting for me, and I knew we would put a
checkmark in the “patio” box of our christening list after
dinner.

 


We started with missionary on the lounge
chair. I was so fucking horny, and normally I would’ve plowed her
over the edge.

 


But not that night.

 


That night, from missionary, I pulled her
upright, maintaining our union, and athletically flipped us so that
she was in cowgirl.

 


Vicky was surprised and excited by my sudden
move, especially since it’s my least favorite position.

 


I know she likes it, though, because she’s in
control of where my cock hits inside, and she likes to make it
connect with her G-spot.

 



Holy shit! She’s IN CONTROL?!

 


“Dance for me, baby. Show me what you got,” I
commanded her in an attempt to regain my dominance.

 


Vicky didn’t realize anything was wrong, and
she happily bounced on my dick. I encouraged her verbally while I
watched the rhythm of her boobs.

 


She really got into it. Vicky’s a screamer,
too, when she’s really worked up.

 


When her moans started to increase, I warned
her to be quiet. But she was too far gone. As the moans got louder,
I muffled her with my palm.

 


We were outside, after all.

 


But really, I think I wanted to quash her
dominance.

 


The trip to the sex shop, masturbating at
work, and watching my wife seemingly take control, made me think
about Sherry.

 


Not in a sexual way.

 


It was a realization of what femdom could
look like and how it would make me feel.

 


I exploded to the thought of being
dominated.

 


That, Vicky did notice.

 


I hardly ever come when she’s on top.

 


And never before her.

 


Usually, the only way I can come in that
position is after she comes, because her pussy clamps on my
dick and sucks out my cum.

 


She briefly frowned but then gave in to the
sensation. Right after I came, I felt her come, and her pussy
closed down like a vise. It was a bit painful because my dick was
sensitive.

 


She collapsed on me and kept me inside. I
traced her back as we both panted.

 


Still a bit breathy, she pushed herself onto
her elbows and looked down at me.

 


“You’re beautiful,” I deflected.

 


“Uh-huh. You wanna tell me what that was all
about?”

 


I knew she wouldn’t buy it, and I had to
think fast. “You make a sound in that position that you don’t make
in any other.”

 


That was true.

 


She did.

 


“What sound? When?”

 


“Right before you’re about to come. It starts
off as a deep growl and grows to a high-pitched squeal, which turns
into the most sensuous moan at the end.”

 


“I thought you hated that.” She looked away,
suddenly shy.


 


“Why would you think that?”

 


“Because the last time you put us in that
position was when we were in college. I just figured you hated
it.”

 


“Vicky, sweetheart, I’m sorry I made you feel
that way.”

 


I told her I loved her, pulled her close, and
kissed her deeply.

 


I wondered whether I hated this position
because she was in control.

 


The thought awakened my little friend, and I
thrust upward.

 


Vicky giggled. “I don’t think you’ve gone
twice in one night since we had kids, and definitely never
this quickly!” She wiggled on my friend. “What got into
you?”

 


“I’ve just been thinking about our ‘before
kids’ days, and our checklist. I’ve been horny practically all day.
And I really want to hear you again.”

 


When she smiled, it was like we were freshmen
again. I remembered the first time she rode me, and that siren of
hers.

 


At eighteen, I was scared because it looked
like she was in a different world. One that I wasn’t a part of.

 


One where she could take care of herself and
didn’t need me for anything.

 


And especially not to get off.

 


Holy shit, I didn’t like her effortless
control!

 


And my dick had revived because I wanted
to see what that control looked like!

 


By the time I completed that thought, I was
thrusting into her. My lust spurred hers, and she was soon riding
me again.

 


I watched her, for the first time, from a
different perspective. When I saw her enter that happy but solitary
world, I wanted to switch things up.

 


I slid my hand around her waist and tried to
flip her back to missionary.

 


But she wouldn’t let me!

 


“No, baby, please. I’m so close!”

 


I lay back. My cock pulsed with the knowledge
that it was being used.

 


She arched her neck and closed her eyes. I
placed my hands on her hips, but she didn’t really require my
guidance.

 


She knew what to do for herself.

 


And she did it.

 


It was like I wasn’t there.

 


If I hadn’t come minutes before, I would have
beaten her to the edge again. As it was, her ecstatic contractions
sent me over.

 


After snuggling and murmuring about our
awesomeness, we shakily walked to bed and slept soundly.




Chapter 4




 


I woke up to the smell of bacon, eggs and
coffee.

 


“I feel like I’m in college again, and I
wanted to make you breakfast.” Vicky skipped to me when I entered
the kitchen, threw her arms around me and shoved her tongue into
the kiss.

 


“Mmm, I feel like a king!”

 


“The king of kink,” she grinned.

 


“And you’re my queen,” I smiled back.

 


I smacked her ass as she turned back to the
stove.

 


When I got coffee, I bumped my hip against
hers, and she smacked my ass!

 


She’s never done that in that way before.

 


Like she was in control.

 


I smacked her harder, and she apologized.
Said she didn’t know what came over her. I admonished her but,
secretly, I was excited.

 


Vicky walked me to my car after breakfast in
her short-shorts and tank top with boobs swaying. Right before I
got in the car, she kissed me and squeezed my ass.

 


I grabbed her wrists and put them on her
hips, and mumbled about the time.

 


I smiled all the way to the office and lunch,
feeling like I was the spokesperson for Viagra; only I hadn’t
needed the pill.

 


By eleven-fifty, I was out the door, sneaking
a few extra minutes for Heavenly Not Hell.

 


I smiled as I walked in, expecting Sherry to
say something about how right she was.

 


I was disappointed when she greeted me
without words.

 


“What is that; suntan oil?” I sniffed.

 


“You know, everybody asks that! No, it’s just
coconut.” Sherry glanced at me but resumed her paperwork,
dismissing me.

 


I was miffed.

 


“So, once I become a paying customer, you’re
not required to be nice anymore?”

 


“Hmm?”

 


“I’d think it’d be the opposite. Now that you
know I’ve purchased something, you should be trying to get more
money outta me.”

 


I walked to the counter, forcing her to
acknowledge me.

 


She glanced up, then back to her papers.
“This is a no pressure kinda store. Products sell themselves.”

 


My “miffed” status escalated to ire.

 


“I thought for sure you were gonna have an ‘I
told you so’ for me.” I meant to sound reprimanding but it really
sounded pouty.

 


With her eyes still on the papers, she asked,
“Did you expect that?” Then she looked directly into my
eyes.

 


Gone was yesterday’s bubbly and flirty
nature.

 


She was stoic with a hint of something
sinister.

 


I had a sinking feeling, like I’d done
something wrong.

 


“I did expect that, yes.”

 


“And that’s where your problem is.” She
shuffled a few papers.

 


“What?”

 


No answer.

 


“What’s your game, Sherry?”

 


No answer.

 


I was nervous and uncomfortable.

 


“Would you like me to leave?”

 


She looked at me. “No, and you don’t want to
leave.”

 


“Okay. I mean, you’re right.”

 


“I know I’m right.”

 


I looked at my watch and scoffed at the time
I was losing.

 


Maybe this was a mistake. I’d obviously
offended her, even though I had no idea how.

 


She’d been watching me, like she was
calculatedly waiting for me to squirm.

 


“Look, Mitch,” she began.

 


She remembered my name! I was hopeful
again.

 


“I told you yesterday you’d be back today.
And I told you for what specific reason, too. And here you are.
Only, you want to play stupid games instead of being direct, when
you’re on a time constraint.”

 


While she spoke quietly and evenly, I could
tell she was annoyed. “Sherry, look, if you--”

 


“No, Mitch. Cut the shit and tell me why
you’re here.”

 


I automatically blurted, “Because I wanna
know more about femdom.”

 


“Good boy!”

 


Many parts of me responded to that
statement.

 


“Let me guess, Mitch. You went home to the
wife last night with the intention of fucking her hard but, about
halfway through, you switched it up and put her in charge.”

 


It wasn’t a question.

 


She said it like she’d been in our
backyard!

 


“How did--”

 


“She was in reverse cowgirl or cowgirl--yep,
cowgirl.”

 


I nodded slightly, bewildered.

 


“And you appreciated that position for the
first time because your wife was in control of every movement.”

 


“Yeah...”

 


“But she was embarrassed and apologized this
morning; not sure what came over her last night. You told her not
to worry. Because you knew you were coming here to get more
answers. To figure out how to make her be in control again.”

 


I stared blankly at her.

 


“I’m not right?”

 


“I… I think you are, except I didn’t realize
it until now. She made me breakfast, talking about the past. But
she also makes me breakfast when she’s sorry.”

 


Sherry nodded knowingly. “And then she did
something submissive to let you know you’re still in control?”

 


“She said she didn’t know what came over her,
but...”

 


“But? But what?”

 


“But no, she wasn’t submissive. She was
really...”

 


“You don’t have all day, Mitch.”

 


“She… she slapped my ass! And then she walked
me to the car and squeezed it as she kissed me!”

 


“Oh!” Sherry was impressed. “This is
interesting.”

 


“How so?”

 


“You liked her doing that.”

 


“Yeah, I did.”

 


“Well, you may not need any help, actually,
if she’s not all that sorry.”

 


“I don’t know what that means.”

 


“It means, whatever happened last night
could’ve unleashed her dominant nature.”

 


“But she’s never--I mean, what if--so--what
do I do now?”

 


“I’d say wait for her to do something.
Tonight, give her that dildo you bought yesterday.”

 


“How’d you know I didn’t--”

 


“Because you were planning on coming back
here. Without telling her, which meant that you couldn’t
give it to her or you’d have to explain where you got it.”

 


I nodded. It didn’t feel like I should leave
but I didn’t know what to do.

 


“So, go home. Unless you wanna look around
some but I think you should see what she does tonight. Sounds like
she may surprise you, and you guys will enter a new phase of your
sexuality.”

 


“What do you think she’ll do?”

 


“Well, I mean, it sounds like she liked it
and isn’t afraid to continue. I’d expect her to plan something
surrounding her dominance. Something where she takes control and
orders you around. Which, I mean, is what you’re wanting,
right?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


I hadn’t fully formed that whole, entire
notion, really. But when Sherry said it, I knew that’s what I
wanted.

 


Desperately.

 


“So, go. You still have time to grab some
food before you get back to work, Mitch.”

 



“Yeah, thanks, Sherry.”

 


In a daze, I walked to my car and got
something to eat. I don’t even know what I did for the remainder of
the afternoon.




Chapter 5




 


By the time I walked into the house that
night, I was half-hard. I honestly tried to think of what Vicky
would do but had no clue. But I knew it was going to be great.

 


She was waiting for me by the door. No dinner
smells greeted me, however.

 


She was in a little black dress, spiky black
heels, and she was nervous.

 


Her arms were behind her back, and she looked
down after I looked at her.

 


She didn’t hug me or move into my space. I
expected her to grab my ass or do something else to claim me.

 


I was disappointed.

 


Trying to cover it up, I gave her a bear hug
and kissed her neck.

 


“Mmm, you look terrific. Did I forget we have
plans tonight?”

 


“Um, no. I just--I mean, I--I thought we
could go out tonight? Just you and me, I mean.”

 


“I don’t think there’s a rule against us
going out on a Wednesday night,” I smiled.

 


“Oh! Good! Um, do you wanna, I don’t know,
shower or change or something?”

 


“Do you want me to?”

 


“Oh, I, um. No, I--if you--whatever you want,
hon.”

 


I swallowed a sigh.

 


While I wasn’t really sure what Sherry had
thought would happen, I didn’t think this was it.

 


So we went to dinner. On the way, I convinced
myself that maybe Vicky’s plan was to show everyone that she was in
control.

 


She’d order for me. Grope me under the table.
Pay for the check--or at least use our joint credit card and sign
for it.

 


The thoughts brought me to half-mast
again.

 


Being in the restaurant, however, deflated me
again.

 


Vicky told me what she wanted to eat,
expecting me to order for her.

 


“You don’t wanna give the waiter our orders?”
I half-teased.

 


“Oh, no! Mitch, I’d never do that. You know
that.”

 


Halfway through the meal, I slid closer to
her, thinking that’d be the encouragement she’d need to grope
me.

 


She didn’t.

 


“I thought about your hand on my ass all
day,” I prompted.

 


“Oh!” She flushed and drank more wine. “I’m
sorry about that, Mitch. Really, I am.”

 


“You have nothing to be sorry for.”

 


“No, seriously, I really am.” She turned to
face me directly. “I honestly have absolutely no idea what or where
that came from.”

 


She placed her hand over mine. “I’m sorry,”
she said again.

 


It sounded almost like what Sherry had
thought Vicky’s reaction would be that morning.

 


Apparently Vicky wasn’t ready to
embrace her repressed dominance.

 


Maybe I could show her.

 


I touched her knee when I complimented her
appearance. She blushed.

 


Leaving my hand on her knee, I continued to
eat. When she didn’t initiate anything, I trailed my hand up her
inner thigh.

 


She looked at me and blushed deeper.

 


“Did you want to do this?” I
offered.

 


“Me? No, I...”

 


“No?” I took her hand and pressed it against
my bulge. “You sure?”

 


“Mitch, I--” she looked at me. “I’m sorry.
About last night. I don’t want in any way to take away or make you
feel less...”

 


“I loved it, Vicky.”

 


She pulled her hand away. “No, really.”

 


“Really, I’m serious.”

 


But she wouldn’t listen. She thought it had
ruined our dynamic, and she was more submissive that night than I’d
ever known her to be.

 


Or maybe it was because I wanted and
expected her to be dominant.

 


Anyway, we crossed the dining room off our
list that night. I had to direct everything, which annoyed me. So I
wound up bending her over the table and taking her from behind.

 


She didn’t make that siren sound, but she
went to sleep satisfied.

 


Sure, I got off, but I wasn’t satisfied.




Chapter 6




 


The next day, I marched into Heavenly Not
Hell to confront Sherry.

 


“How it go--”

 


“You were wrong! Very wrong.” I knew I
was blaming her unnecessarily but I couldn’t help it.

 


“Okay. Tell me what happened.” She was
unfazed.

 


She alternately nodded and looked surprised
during my recitation.

 


“You fucked her hard because you were
frustrated that she didn’t take any of your hints?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Uh-huh. Well, I still think you awakened
something in her. And I love how you tried to give her permission
to run with things. But she doesn’t believe you, and she’s
afraid.”

 


“I don’t know why. Oh, and I never got the
chance to give her the dildo.”

 


“Uh-huh. So I think you should do that
tonight. Do you guys do anal?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Have you ever been fucked in the
ass?”

 


“Huh?” I had heard her; I was shocked.

 


“Anal. Have you ever been fucked in the
ass?”

 


“Um, nooo.”

 


“You know that’s, like, a cornerstone of
femdom, right? Ohh, that’s right, you didn’t even know what femdom
was the other day. You’ve seen it done before, though, right?”

 


“Seen what done?”

 


“Guys getting fucked.”

 


“No, I’m not gay.”

 


Sherry sighed and then chuckled. “You have no
idea what you’re getting into, do you?”

 


Stepping into the store area, she motioned
for me to follow her to a back room.

 


“Look, Sherry, flirting aside, I told you I’m
married...”

 


She turned on a light, revealing a small
theater. There were about eight seats.

 


“Shut up and sit down. And be careful what
you wish for, Mitch.”

 


I didn’t even think about not obeying
her.

 


She turned off the light and left. I watched
a short femdom clip that was really an overview or introduction
into femdom. It was porn. I felt like I was in A Clockwork
Orange.

 


There were dominatrixes pegging men.
Dungeons. Whips. Chains. Bondage. Spanking. So much overload.

 


And I wanted it all.

 


When I emerged, there were two other
customers in the store. Sherry was talking sweetly with one of them
as she rang up the other.

 


I busied myself with browsing.

 


When they’d left, Sherry approached me:

 


“You want that, don’t you?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Give your wife the dildo. Use it on her back
door. Like, tease it. Then have her do it to you. See how it feels.
We’ll go with your idea of showing her how things are done and try
to coax her dominance out that way.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“If you feel like it’s progressing nicely, an
advanced move is to use it on her back door while you’re fucking
her, too. Like, DP’ing her. Then you can have her penetrate you
with it. It’s better to start with something small-ish, like the
one you bought.”

 


I think I just nodded, but I’m not really
sure I even did that.

 


“Oh! Don’t forget the lube! You are
definitely gonna need a lotta lube, both back there and on the
dildo. You can work that into the foreplay, though. I get the
feeling you’re creative, Mitch.”

 


She smiled and then walked to the lube
section. I mutely followed.

 


Before I knew it, Sherry returned to the
counter and was ringing up the lube. “Look, I know it was a lot to
absorb, especially during a lunch hour. If you want more, we have a
ton of videos and there’s always online porn. Search for
femdom.”

 


I must’ve shaken my head.

 


“Yeah, I didn’t think you had any alone time,
so that’s why I took you to the viewing room. You can always come
back here and watch. I mean, I’m supposed to charge you but I kinda
forced you into it today, so I won’t.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


I needed to leave and process. I couldn’t do
anything in that brightly-lit space that smelled of coconut.

 


Thanking her again, I grabbed the bag and
left.

 


Sitting in the parking lot at work, my mind
replayed the video. My heart was palpitating, I was sweaty, and my
cock was enormous.

 


I couldn’t wait to get home!




Chapter 7




 


Do I need to explain how expectations are a
bitch?

 


At first, Vicky was thrilled with the green
dildo; both because it was her favorite color and because we were
on the memory lane kick.

 


But that’s where her excitement ended.

 


She wasn’t a fan of anal. Normally, I’d have
to get her really drunk before she’d let me do anything back
there.

 


With the kids and life--well, whenever we
did have sex, it was routine. It’s been many years since
we’d done the kink scene.

 


So many that she freaked when I went back
there with the dildo.

 


Even with alcohol.

 


I tried to calm her, telling her the dildo
would help her accept my cock. Eventually, it worked.

 


But I was the one doing the
pegging.

 


And yeah, it felt awesome to be back inside
her tight little hole. But she didn’t move.

 


Also, there was no reciprocation. I didn’t
even attempt it that night.

 


I went back to see Sherry the next day, who
told me I had to be patient. She explained that Vicky was dealing
with a lot and needed to be coaxed. Sherry was confident things
would work out well.

 


It was frustrating to come so close, only to
have to pull back and painstakingly coax her.


 


I did it, though.

 


And I know I really shouldn’t complain
because, after thirty years, I was still having sex with my wife
when many of my friends and co-workers regularly complained about
the frigidity of their bedrooms.

 


Then, after a week, and two bottles of wine,
we moved forward. I made sure she drank most of it because I wanted
to keep my head straight.

 


I had a plan.

 


I took her to bed, thinking a comfortable
environment would help her relax. After the wine, she was putty. I
dipped the dildo in the wine and traced it around her lips. She
sucked greedily.

 


“That’s a good girl. You suck that cock.”

 


“Mmm!”

 


She opened her mouth, and I rammed it down
her throat. Her gagging was brief before she accepted the green
intruder.

 


“You like being forced to do kinky things,
don’t you?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“That’s cuz you’re a slut, aren’t you,
Vicky?”

 


“Mmm hmm. Imaslut,” she garbled.

 


“But you’re more than that, too, right?”

 


“Hunh?”

 


“You like to force, too, don’t you,
Vicky?”

 


“Nooo.”

 


“Yes, you do. Remember last week when you
rode my cock?”

 


“Mmm hmm,” she grinned.

 


“You took my cock, didn’t you, and you did
whatever you wanted to it, didn’t you?”

 


“Mmm hmm!”

 


“Then you grabbed my ass in the morning,
didn’t you?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“So you liked it when you forced me, didn’t
you?”

 


“Uh-huh.”

 


“You’ve thought of forcing me again, haven’t
you?”

 


She nodded.

 


“That’s a good girl. You can admit it. Tell
me you thought about forcing me, Vicky.”

 


“I thought about forcing you, Vicky. I mean,
Mitch,” she giggled.

 


“What exactly have you thought about,
Vicky?”

 


“Yeah, thought ‘bout that position, ‘n takin’
you. Pushin’ you down when you walked into the house ‘n takin’ out
your cock ‘n sittin’ on you ‘n fuckin’ you.”

 


“Right there in the kitchen?”

 


“Um-hmm.”

 


Holy shit, my cock pulsed to hear her say
that!

 


“You wanna force me now?”

 


“I don’think I can stand up like that.”

 


Do you know how difficult it is to think when
your cock is raging and ready to penetrate?

 


She was right, though; she was in no shape to
fuck me.

 


“What if you could force me without sitting
up?”

 


“How?”

 


She was interested! I had her!

 


“Here,” I handed her the dildo.

 


“Huh?”

 


“Use it. Like this.”

 


I teased her back door with my fingers, and
she pressed against them, forcing them deeper.

 


“Yeah, you like that, slut?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“You ready to force me with the dildo?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


Holy shit was I leaking!

 


“Good girl. You do with the dildo what I do
with my fingers, okay? You’re gonna mimic me, okay?”

 


“Mimic you.”

 


“That’s right, slut.”

 


I positioned my ass within easy access of her
hand. Then, I traced my index finger around her outer hole.

 


She pressed the dildo hard into my balls, and
I had to fight not to scream out. I knew if I screamed, that’d be
the end, no matter how drunk she was.

 


“Ga!” I grabbed her wrist, moved it downward
and then around my perimeter.

 


“You don’like it?”

 


Her reflexes were way off. “No, I’m loving
it, Vicky. Keep doing it, slut.”

 



I was loving it.

 


My focus was on my hole, and I stopped
tracing hers. When I stopped, she stopped.

 


“No, no, Vicky, don’t stop.”

 


“You stopped.”

 


“I said, DON’T stop, slut!”

 


Her eyes were half-shut but she still
responded to commands. Soon, it didn’t matter what I was doing
because she blindly followed orders.

 


After applying a heavy dollop of lube, I
guided her through my first insertion of anal play.

 


Holy shit, it was like I was fifteen again
and losing my cherry.

 


Only better.

 


I talked her through it. “Go very
slowly, Vicky. And only a little at a time. Stop! Wait for me to
tell you.”

 


I had to get accustomed to having something
in my ass. My sphincter wanted to push it out.

 


We got it in about three inches, and I used
her wrist to saw it in and out.

 


It wasn’t in all the way because my angle
prevented me from guiding her hand further, and I was too afraid to
shift.

 


I’d never imagined three little inches would
feel so incredibly phenomenal!

 


Then lust took over. It was like I had an
itch, and the dildo wasn’t scratching the exact spot.

 


I yanked the dildo out of her hands and
tossed her onto her back. She giggled and grabbed for my cock but I
pushed her hand away. When she reached again, I held her wrists
above her head while I plowed her silly.

 


I knew I was going to blow quickly so I
whispered Vicky’s favorite things to get her to come with me.

 


Afterwards, we fell asleep in each other’s
arms.

 


I awoke to the feeling of her fingers playing
with my chest hairs.

 


“Good morning, Vicky.” I kissed the top of
her head, which was resting on my shoulder.

 


“It’s the weekend.” She was still a bit
sloshy.

 


“With no plans.”

 


“Mmm hmm.” She snuggled against me.

 


“You wanna stay here all day?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Okay. How’re you feeling here?” I softly
rubbed her pussy.

 


“Mmm, a little sore.”

 


“You took a good little pounding like a good
little girl, didn’t you?”


 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


I fished around the mattress until I found
the dildo. Holding it in front of her face, I asked, “Do you
remember this?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Do you remember what you did with it?”

 


“Yeah. Did you like it?”

 


“Holy shit, yeah. Did you like doing it?”

 


“I think so.”

 


“Do you wanna do it again?” My cock was
standing straight up and throbbing.

 


“Maybe.”

 


“Maybe if I tell you to?”

 


I felt her nod.

 


That was okay. Sherry had told me to go
slowly. My directing Vicky was the first step. Well, really it was
many steps, but we got there.

 


We were so close, and I really wanted to go
further, now that she was more sober.

 


“Did you really like it?”

 


“I really did,” I assured her.

 


“Okay.” She kept her head down.

 


I could work with that. “Here,” I handed her
the dildo, “show me what you remember from last night.”

 


She gingerly grasped it and skimmed the dildo
until it hit my dick. Then, she dragged it down my shaft.

 


I pulsed.

 


“Are you excited by the touch or are you
thinking about another cock touching yours?”

 


“If I’m honest, I think it’s a little of
both.”

 


She shifted, clearly not happy with my
answer.


 


I butterflied my legs and squeezed the back
of her neck. “I told you to show me.”

 


Repositioning to place her head on my
stomach, she continued the downward trail. My cock pulsed again as
she pressed it between my cheeks.

 


“Mmm, good girl. Do you remember what you
have to do before you can go further?”

 


“Umm, please, can I go further?”

 


“I like the way you think, but no.” I
stretched for the lube on the night stand while keeping her in
place.

 


“Ohh, yeah, lots of lube.”

 


“Good girl. Here.”

 


She held up the green stick, and I dripped
the lube. When she was about to resume her activity, I said,
“Uh-uh, fingers, too.”

 


I lubed her first two fingers, and she pushed
them into my crack. It was cold but I’m pretty sure my pulsing was
from the anticipation of what was yet to come.

 


When the lube touched my star, I leaked
precum.

 


Once I was coated, she circled the green
pickle around my opening without much pressure. With great
difficulty, I held my breath to prevent a distractive
utterance.

 


Vicky continued to circle but didn’t
progress.

 


“Is that all you remember?”

 


“No, I--but are you sure you want me
to do this?”

 


“I’m sure!” I said it a little too forcefully
but, holy shit, she was teasing the fuck out of me!

 


“Okay...”

 


“Do you remember how you have to do it
at first?”

 


“Um, go slowly?”

 


“Yes. Very slowly.”

 


She nodded on my abs. Then she lined it up
and pushed slowly. I knew to relax but, holy shit, the instinct is
to contract.

 


It took some time for her to penetrate that
first layer of muscle. Once she was in, though, I couldn’t help
exclaiming, “Ohhh, holy shit!”

 


Out popped the dildo. “I--I’m sorry.”

 


“No, don’t. Shit. It was a good thing, Vicky.
Try it again.”

 


She sighed. I knew she would’ve stopped but
for the order.

 


The next time, my ass accepted it faster. It
gave Vicky the confidence to continue. She pushed in three inches
and stopped.

 


“Why’d you stop?”

 


“This--I think this is where we got to last
night. Right?”

 


“That’s exactly right! But push it in all the
way now.”

 


“Won’t it get stuck?”

 


My reflex was to smack the back of her head,
but I didn’t. I mean, the last thing I wanted while in that
position was to have a fucking conversation!

 


“Not if you hold the end of it.”

 


“Oh. Right.”

 


She pressed in more, and I moaned. Then she
got it all the way in. I could feel her fingers against my ass.

 


“Be very careful to saw it in and out. Make
sure you don’t angle it awkwardly or it’ll hurt.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Then, she did it! She was sawing. Vicky was
fucking my ass!

 


“Yes, good girl. Just like that. Fuuck.”

 


My cock throbbed and, every time she hit my
prostate, I dribbled.

 


“Suck me, slut. Suck me as you fuck me.”

 


She shifted lower and sucked in my cockhead.
Holy shit, every fucking synapse fired! I was in a state of needing
to come so badly but not quite knowing how to.

 


In frustration, I pushed her head and thrust,
which did two things. One, it drove my dick into her throat. Two,
it drove the dildo into me.

 


“Nnngh, yes.”

 


She kept it up for a while. I don’t know for
how long but it kinda seemed like forever.

 


Without release, though.

 


When I could take the edging no longer, I
pushed her off my dick and onto her back. Then, without waiting for
her to tell me it was okay, I was balls-deep in her. She was really
sexually charged, too, ‘cause she wrapped her arms and legs around
me and nearly choked me!

 


After the lengthy edging, however, I couldn’t
be stopped. I continued to fuck that sore and abused pussy until I
came.

 


When I did, it was a quick blast of
explosion. It nearly knocked me out, and I rolled off. I think it
was the first time I’d ever disregarded Vicky’s orgasm, after I
learned the benefits of giving her one.

 


She rolled onto me in the same position as
when I had woken up. Tracing my hairs again, she abruptly swatted
my left nipple.

 


“I’m sorry. I’ll make it up to you,” I
panted.




Chapter 8




 


Contrary to the best laid plans, we didn’t
remain in bed. Famished, we went out to get lunch.

 


We talked quietly about our new adventure,
and Vicky repeatedly asked me if I had liked it. She was worried
about whether I was gay.

 


I explained about the male G-spot and how
awesome it felt.

 


Every time she brought it up, I assured her,
and then quickly changed the subject. We decided to check off the
powder room on our list that night.

 


As she was preparing dinner, I moved some
things into the bathroom in preparation.

 


We had a nice meal, and I made sure she
received the bulk of the wine again until her eyelids became
heavy.

 


“Shall we?”

 


“Huh?”

 


“Our throne awaits, my queen.”

 


She giggled. “Oh. Right.”

 


She attempted to punch my arm at the bad joke
but she didn’t connect. I slid an arm around her waist to prevent
her from falling and led her to the evening’s playroom.

 


Our downstairs bathroom is on the small side.
We could either use the seat or lean against the sink. My plan
included both.

 


I shut the door and turned on the light.

 


“Ooh, green light!”

 


I’d switched out the bulb earlier. “Just for
you, my love.”

 


She smiled at me, and I embraced her
passionately.

 


“I love you, Mitch.”

 


“I love you, too.”

 


I walked her to the toilet, took off her
clothes, and sat her down. As I looked in her eyes, I played with
her slit. When it was nice and slick, I bent to lick her.

 


Her legs parted wider the deeper my tongue
explored. I didn’t stop until she’d come four times.

I needed her good and ready.

 


Then I held out my hand. She placed her hand
in mine, and I escorted her to the sink. I faced her toward the
mirror and bent her over. I captured her juice and redirected it
backwards while I pressed my cock against her pussy. Because she
was tipsy, she didn’t protest.

 


I slid into her easily and had her moaning in
no time while I circled her back door with my finger.

 



I got the lube from the basin, popped the top
and put a large amount on the green dildo, also in the sink.

 


Then, I increased my pace. She moaned and
thrust with me. As I was going hot and heavy, I brushed the stick
against her hole.

 


She was on sexual overload, gasping with
pleasure. When her eyes locked onto mine in the mirror, I nodded
and told her she was a good girl.

 


As she nodded, I pushed in the dildo and
began to double penetrate her.

 


She screamed.

 


I told you she was loud when she was really
excited.

 


I covered her mouth with mine and proceeded
to fuck her hard in two holes at once.

 


After she came, I slumped her back on the
toilet. Then I quickly washed the green cuke.

 


“Did you like that, Vicky?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“C’mere.”

 


I held out my hand, and she walked to me.

 


Placing the dildo in her hands, I positioned
her behind me, so we were both facing the mirror again.

 


I pressed my ass into her midsection. “It’s
your turn now.”

 


“Huh?”

 


“Your turn. Remember how you liked taking
charge last night and this morning?”

 


“Um, uh-huh.”

 


“You’re gonna do it again. Tonight.”

 


“Okay.” She slid her hands over my ass.

 


“You like that ass, Vicky?”

 


“Uh-huh.”

 


“Show me how much you love it.” I handed her
the dildo.

 


That time, her palm clasped around it almost
possessively, and my cock pulsated against the sink.

 


“We don’t have lube here--”

 


I placed the tube in her hand.

 


“How’d that get in here?”

 


“I put it there.”

 


“Really, are you sure?”

 


Even though she asked the question timidly,
she prepared my back door for its second stint with the green
vegetable.

 


“Oh god. Yes.”

 


“You like that?”

 


“Holy shit, yeah!”

 


When I was lubed, she wasted no time in
bringing her helper to my anal passage. She remembered to go
slowly. She remembered not to push too hard. And before too long,
she was sawing it in and out of my hole.

 


I leaned my forearms onto the sink, giving
her better access, and she took it. She increased her pace and
reduced me to a blathering idiot.

 


That same weird feeling returned but, no
matter how badly I needed to, I couldn’t come.

 


Reaching behind me, I grabbed her left wrist,
pulled it around me and rested it on my cock. She didn’t need
instruction. On her own, she stroked me the way I love.

 


Everything from that night came together--and
I mean it; I came so hard that, for the second time in my life, I
thought I’d pass out.

 


But I didn’t.

 


“Did you like that?”

 


“So much, baby.”

 


I faced her and hugged her. Then, I scooped
her into my arms and kissed her. She squealed and banged my chest
to let her down, but she maintained our kiss.

 


We went to sleep with satisfied grins and
held each other all night.




Chapter 9




 


“...so how do I get her to peg me, like the
movies?” I summarized my weekend adventures to Sherry.

 


“Well, first of all, that’s great
progress, Mitch! I wondered whether you’d given up since I hadn’t
seen you.”

 


“No, just taking baby steps, like you
said.”

 


“I’m impressed. In the beginning, whatever it
takes, actually, so I’m in favor of the alcohol use.”

 


I nodded; impatient to learn the next
steps.

 


She shook her head. “I’m not sure on how to
progress, actually.”

 


“What? Why?” My heart sank.

 


“From your account, it sounds like your wife
is rather reluctant. Her questioning your masculinity is common,
and indicates that, while she liked being in control, she’s not so
sure about playing with your back door.”

 


“Yeah, but last night--”

 


“I heard you. I also heard her
questions, the amount of wine consumed and her hesitancy.”

 


“Okay,” I sighed, “so what do I do?”

 


“I’m tryin’ to think. You could watch femdom
porn clips with her in bed as a way to--”

 


“Can’t. She’d be all over it in a suspicious
way. We’ve never done that.”

 


“You’ve never watched porn?! Uh, okay. Lemme
think.”

 


“We had sex. Lots of it, I told
you.”

 


“Yeah, okay.”

 


I glanced at the door when the buzzer
sounded. Some poor schmuck, who looked like he hadn’t been laid in
years, shuffled in. I was miffed when Sherry greeted him
cheerily.

 


From my standpoint, Vicky and I were at a
crossroads where progress had to be made craftily.

One wrong move, and we’d go back to square
one.

 


Sherry would know which path to take. I was
sure of it. She had to, because I didn’t know where else to find
the answers.

 


The poor schmuck had a question and walked up
to the counter. I meandered to the femdom section. I knew it was
childish to be angry with Sherry for helping the man, so I focused
on the strap-ons.

 


There were a boatload of choices. Sizes,
shapes, material. And that was just for the dildos. For the
harnesses, there were even more. Some even came with dicks attached
to the harness.

 


I was lost in a pegging conundrum when Sherry
approached and softly touched my shoulder, trying not to startle
me. It didn’t work. I jumped and dropped the package I was
holding.

 


She giggled. “Sorry, I tried not to scare
you.” She picked up the item and put it back on the peg. “I’ve been
thinking about your situation, Mitch, and I think we’re a long ways
from this,” she pointed to the strap-on.

 


“I don’t see why.” I was really
disappointed.

 


“Look, I’ve seen it happen before, where the
guy forces the girl’s acceptance of this level of kink. It doesn’t
work out. You’ve gotta trust me on this.”

 


I just stared at her.

 


“Or not. I mean, you don’t have to
listen to me. Buy a strap-on. Present it to her tonight. Demand
that she fuck you with it. I mean, you said she responds to orders,
right? Try that.”

 


She wasn’t really hostile but there was an
edge to her voice. And as I heard her words, I realized how that
scenario would not play well with Vicky. Not right now. Not
even with three bottles of wine.

 


I sighed deeply.

 


“I’m serious, Mitch. I know I get a little
too aggressive with my advice. But actually, you’re the one who
knows your wife best. I can help you pick out a strap-on, if you’d
like.”

 


“No, no. I was just excited but, when I heard
your words, I know you’re absolutely right. I feel like I need to
do something but if I do the wrong thing, it’s gonna be really
bad.”

 


“I agree. I know you’re against the porn
thing, but I also know that it works as a great buffer. So I have
an idea.”

 


“I’m listening.”

 


* * * *

 


I returned to the office really deflated.
Sherry said the best thing I could do would be to take a couple of
steps in reverse. Meaning, dominate her for a few nights without
the dildo.

 


While I would be my dominating self on the
outside, I’d also carry out Sherry’s plan to subtly manipulate
Vicky into asking for a strap-on.


 


Given our history, it was risky but not
without reason.

 


I put both plans into motion that night.

 


I texted Vicky and ordered her to wear her
sexy red dress without panties, that I was taking her out to
dinner, and to be ready by six o’clock, sharp.

 


She immediately responded with a, “Yes,
sir!”

 


Throughout the entire evening, Vicky was an
obedient submissive.

 


Overly so.


 


It was annoying, especially since she’d
always been a bit of a bratty sub.

 


I know my annoyance was more about
disappointment. Sherry had predicted Vicky’s behavior, though I
hoped she’d be wrong.

 


Outwardly, however, I played the consummate
dom.

 


I ordered for her without asking what she
wanted. She couldn’t drink her wine unless I told her to. I even
commanded her to spread her legs under the table. On the way home,
I made her give me a blow job.

 


That night, we christened one of the kid’s
bedrooms by me taking her in missionary, then doggy, then back to
missionary.

 


After the christening, we returned to our
bedroom, where I smacked her ass and told her to clean herself
before getting into bed with me.

 


I could’ve sworn I heard her sigh in the
bathroom, and I hoped she was disappointed that I hadn’t asked her
to be in control at all that night.

 


A man could hope.

 


Even though I’d gotten off, I was still
disappointed.

 


I told you, I love fucking my wife. But now
that the whole femdom thing had wrapped itself around me, I wanted
to experience more. And I wanted it sooner rather than later.

 


Sherry agreed with me that the next weeks, or
even longer, were going to be critical. She was convinced I needed
to maintain my dominance. Something about Vicky thinking less of me
as a man despite her wanting to take charge.

 


Holy shit, I just don’t understand women.

 


If she wanted to dominate me, then dominate
me!

 


But Sherry had been right about many things.
I decided to follow her advice even if I didn’t fully understand
it.

 


This included her underlying plan, designed
to affect Vicky’s subconscious. Something about making me appear
masculine in her eyes but also conveying my need and desire to be
dominated.

 


I was supposed to pull up specific websites
that Sherry had provided me. They all pointed to a femdom porn
clip. Then, I was to walk away from the computer. So whenever Vicky
went on, she’d see what I had supposedly been watching.

 


I had to watch the clips, too, in case Vicky
brought them up in conversation. But watching them made me more
frustrated.

 


Knowing Vicky was computer literate, Sherry
said I should switch things up by sometimes leaving a clip on the
screen and sometimes going to another site. She predicted that
Vicky would check the history.

 


I didn’t think it was going to work because,
as I told you, I’ve never watched porn. Also, I’m not sure Vicky
would be as curious as Sherry thought.

 


My annoyance grew after Vicky didn’t mention
the first few clips.

 


Then again, Sherry had predicted that,
too.

 


But I didn’t know if Sherry was right or if
Vicky just didn’t care.

 


I’d checked in with Sherry twice during that
time period to update her. Really, it was to see whether there was
anything else she could suggest that would speed things along.

 


Both times I talked to her, she was
encouraged with the progress and felt like Vicky would come around
soon. And she reminded me to be careful what I wished for.

 


She said that when Vicky was ready, she’d
confront me about the videos.

 


While Sherry complimented my dominant ways,
she suggested I do more subtle things. She wanted me to grab
Vicky’s chin when I kissed her and control her head. I wasn’t to
agree with Vicky in everyday small talk, either.

 


And the biggest thing she wanted me to do was
prevent Vicky’s orgasms.

 


Well, not really prevent them so much as tell
her when she was allowed to come.

 


Again, I was skeptical with the advice
because it seemed like a waste of time.

 


But I did it.

 


The next time I kissed Vicky, I put my hand
on her chin and pull her face toward mine. I saw her eyelids
flutter before they closed. Other times, I grabbed her hair and
directed where I wanted her head. Each time, I think she gasped and
moaned.

 


I hated disagreeing with her on stupid,
everyday shit, like what flowers to plant and what she should make
for dinner. But I have to say, the looks she gave me when I did
made my dick hard.

 


She never fought me on anything, either.

 


Except for when I tried to prevent her from
coming.

 


We were christening the last of our kids’
rooms, and I was pounding her, when she was about to come. I
shouted at her, “No! You have to wait until I give you permission
to come!”

 


It didn’t work.

 


She momentarily paused to look at me but, at
the same time, her eyes were glazed, and she came. It was almost as
if my command not to come made her come!

 


I was fully prepared to force Sherry to give
me a different course of action. Holy shit, was I angry! But when I
arrived at Heavenly Not Hell, I became worried about Sherry’s
reaction to my inability to carry out her directive.

 


When I told her what had happened, Sherry
laughed. “You’re this big, tough dom, Mitch, so I can’t believe
you’ve never controlled your wife’s orgasm before!”

 


She said it playfully but, holy shit, I don’t
know that I’d ever felt as emasculated.

 


I had to rehabilitate myself. So I yelled at
her: “I’m sick of this shit, Sherry! Act one way to make her
act another. It’s bullshit, I say!”

 


“Well, if she won’t stop, you’ll have to stop
her.”

 


She walked to the toy section, and I
begrudgingly followed. Sherry picked up a flogger and smacked my
arm with it. I tried to yank it from her but she pulled it back and
struck my thigh.

 


She was wearing a sheer white tank, and a
bright yellow bra that made you forget she was wearing any top. Her
shorts barely concealed her ass, and the yellow flip flops showed
off her neon yellow toenails.

 


Her tits jiggled when she flogged me, and I
was captivated. Plus, my dick responded to the dominance I craved
so badly.

 


“You brought me here to hit me?!” I barked as
I grabbed the flogger.

 


She smiled at me. “No, Mitch, I’m showing you
how to use toys. You haven’t mentioned the use of them. These work
wonders for many things.

 


“I know you saw them in the vids I had you
watch and what you want Vicky to do to you. Well, she needs to be
taught, too.”

 


My cock pulsed at the idea of Vicky using the
flogger, but I maintained my cool. “You’re saying if I flog her
that she’ll respond by flogging me?”

 


“No, I’m saying that by you doing it and her
watching the clips I gave you, that it will affect her. She’s
learning.”

 


I rolled my eyes. “You were supposed to be
telling me how to prevent her from coming.”

 


Sherry looked from me to the flogger and
back. When I shrugged and raised my eyebrows irritatedly, she
hissed, “You. Pull out. And. Flog her. Pussy. Mitch!”

 


“Holy shit!”

 


“Just remember: Be careful what you wish
for.”

 


“You always say that.”

 


“Because I don’t think you hear me.”

 


I purchased the flogger, a crop, and two
different kinds of paddles. With visions of dominance, I planned my
evening’s attack.




Chapter 10




 


I warned Vicky during foreplay that she
wasn’t allowed to come without my permission.

 


“I--I--it’s not something I can
control, Mitch. You try to not come when
you’re at that point!”

 


Her docile obedience had been replaced with
her bratty self. I was encouraged.

 


I lowered my voice to almost a whisper. “You
will control it, kitten, or I will control it for
you.” Then, I pulled her hair and placed my mouth on hers to
prevent a response.

 


She melted against me.

 


I shoved her panties to the side, pushed her
against the wall and shoved into her sloppy pussy. I reached for
the flogger I’d placed on the table, and gripped it behind my
back.

 


When Vicky was approaching the edge, I
reminded her again.

 


But it wasn’t in time.

 


I read her tell-tale signs and pulled
out.

 


“What do you think you’re doing?!” she
shrieked.

 


Swoosh-thwack! I flogged her wet
sex.

 


Her abs and pussy contracted but, otherwise,
she remained still. Shocked, she looked at me questioningly.

 


“I told you I’d control it if you
didn’t.”

 


She nodded, amazed.

 


“Are you going to control it?”

 


Again, she nodded without speaking.

 


I proceeded to fuck her but she wasn’t able
to control herself. She was flogged four more times before I
allowed her to come.

 


She snuggled against me that night and didn’t
say anything.

 


The next few days were more of the same, with
different toys. I was still dropping porn clips at various times,
too.

 


When I got home that Friday afternoon, things
changed.

 


“Why does it smell like lasagna when I texted
you to make chicken?”

 


“Because I felt like having lasagna,” she
told me.

 


When I glared at her, she averted her eyes,
but added, “We’ve had chicken the last three days.”

 


“And I told you to make it again
tonight.”

 


She took a breath and tossed her hair back;
things she does to buy time. “Look, Mitch, I wanna talk to you
about something.”

 


Her eyes flitted around the room. She was
nervous. It could only mean one thing!

 


Holy shit! I didn’t know how much dominance I
should feign over her.

 


“After dinner; I’m hungry and irritated with
you.”

 


Another deep breath. “Mitch, we need to
talk.”

 


I wanted to sit and talk but I still wondered
about my persona. She took my hesitation for dominance.

 


“Seriously talk, Mitch. Without all the other
stuff. Can we?”

 


“Sure.” I relaxed the dom in me and took a
seat at the table.

 


I was anything but relaxed, though. I
placed my forearms on the table and interlaced my fingers. “I’m
listening.”

 


“I know we’ve been together for a really long
time, Mitch.”

 


It was not the start I’d imagined, and
breathing became difficult. I don’t think I could’ve spoken if it
was required.

 


“And I know a lot of our friends have
divorced because someone ran off to fuck someone else.”

 


Was she having an affair?!

 


My entire focus was centered on keeping my
position locked and my face devoid of emotion.

 


“And so, well, um, I--I--” her voice cracked,
“I just need to know whether you’re having an affair.”

 


“Whaaat?”

 


“Are you having an affair, Mitch?”

 


“How could you even ask me that?!”

 


“Mitch. Answer me. Please.”

 


Her voice had dropped to barely audible. I
noticed she was wringing her hands, and she was shaking.

 


I covered her hands with mine and looked into
her eyes. “No! I’m not having an affair. Why do you even think
that, hon?”

 


Her eyes welled up and she nodded forcefully,
trying to stop the tears. Her eyes flitted again. “Mitch, I--I’ve
seen what you’ve been watching online.”

 


Ohhh! Definitely not how I
thought she was going to broach it. Sherry had prepared me for what
to say when it happened. Deny it first.

 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I
don’t watch anything online. Why are you so upset? Can we have
dinner now?”

 


“Mitch. I saw it.”

 


Sherry said after the second time that I
should look down in shame and slowly nod to give the impression the
clips had been carelessly left on the computer. I assumed that
position.

 


“S-so you didn’t leave them there so I’d
watch ‘em and then wanna do those things to you?”

 


“No.”

 


“Oh.” She was relieved.

 


Sherry had told me not to apologize for them.
To make her be direct. So I waited.

 


“Sooo, I watched some that you’d left on the
computer accidentally.”

 


I nodded.

 


It was difficult to wait.

 


“You--you’ve never watched porn before, have
you?”

 


“You know I haven’t.”

 


“Well, I didn’t think you were now,
either.”

 


“Fair enough.”

 


“Then, why now? I mean, we’ve just started to
revamp our sex life. Don’t you enjoy it?”

 


It was one of several paths Sherry had
guessed Vicky would veer down, and I had my response memorized.

 


“Honey, no. Please don’t. I love you. And I’m
crazy about making love to you. And I really love that we’re
reconnecting all over the house.”

 


I paused, and she said, “But?”

 


“There’s really no but, Vicky. I guess I got
a lot kinkier, and I tried to share it with you but you didn’t
really like it. I don’t want to force you to do anything, and I’d
never cheat on you, so I turned to porn.

 


“I can get my fix of watching femdom clips.
It doesn’t mean anything. Besides, I get to fuck you in real
life!”

 


I lowered my voice on cue. “And it’s
embarrassing to like that kind of stuff. Y’know? I mean, really,
I’ve always dominated you. I wouldn’t want anyone else to know, and
I’m certainly not some closet fag.”

 


Holy shit, Sherry was a fuckin’ genius! I saw
it in Vicky’s eyes: it worked!

 


I had a problem with deception, but Sherry
explained that I was merely allowing Vicky to accept what was in
her nature and to go against what society has said is wrong. And
nothing I said was a lie, so the deception of sequence wasn’t so
monumental when you look at it as a means to a hopefully beautiful
end.

 


“To be honest with you, I was a little afraid
that when you wanted a dildo in your ass that you were going to
tell me that you were gay.”

 


“Me?” I chuckled. “Vicky, I told you that’s
where the male G-spot is. It’s just a fact; nothing more.”

 


“You really want me to do those things to you
that were in those clips?” There was excitement under her fear.

 


“No.” Oh, that was so painful to utter!

 


“You don’t? But I thought--”


 


“Look, Vicky, I told you. I don’t want you to
do anything you don’t want to do or are uncomfortable with or
grossed out by.”

 


“I--I’m not, really. It was the gay
thing.”

 


“I’m not gay.”

 


“So, what if I wanted to do some of those
things to you?”

 


“I think I’d love it.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Really.”

 


We had a discussion while we ate. Vicky said
I’d been overly dominant, which is why she changed the menu. I told
her that was a good beginning.

 


I also told her that she should feel free to
put me in my place. That I was more than willing to be punished for
anything she considered to be bad behavior.

 


Then, I reminded her about the toys I’d
purchased, and suggested that she use them on me. And we took our
discussion to the bedroom.

 


“What toy do you wanna use first?” I
asked.

 


“Um, I was thinking maybe the crop?”

 


“That’s a good choice, but you gotta be more
confident about it.”

 


“I want to use the crop.”

 


“That’s good!”

 


I brought the crop to her and waited. But she
didn’t do anything. “What do you want me to do for you?” I
offered.

 


“I don’t really know.”

 


“Cuz you can order me to do anything.”

 


Vicky bit her lower lip and looked at the
crop, which provided no guidance.

 


“Anything, baby.”

 


She looked at me and shrugged, moving the
crop with her gesture. “I--I don’t know what to do, Mitch. And I
feel kinda silly.”

 


“No. No, it’s okay. Here, how about if I help
you?”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Do you want to use that crop on me?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay. Do you want me to take my clothes
off?”

 


“Yeah.”


 


“Okay. Then tell me to do that.”

 


“Take your clothes off, Mitch.”

 


“Would you like me to strip for you?”

 


“Yeah!”

 


As I put on a strip show, I sat her on the
bed and danced around her, and finished with a lap dance when I was
naked.

 


She clapped and laughed.

 


“Was that what you had in mind?”

 


“Not really but it was good, Mitch.”

 


“Well, if I overstepped my bounds, then you
should punish me.”

 


“Oh. Okay.”

 


She swatted the crop on my stomach, hips and
thighs. Aside from the flat sound of contact, there was no
impact.

 


I sighed. I was hard as fuck with the
expectation of really being dominated. “You’ve gotta hit me a lot
harder than that because I was really bad and didn’t do what you
wanted me to do.”

 


“Okay.” She tried again with slightly better
results but nothing menacing. “Better?”

 


“No, don’t be afraid of leaving marks, Vicky.
No one’s gonna see me. And the crop isn’t really all that
dangerous. And if it is, I’ll let you know, okay?”

 


She nodded and tried again.
Thwack!

 


“Oouff!”

 


The crop landed next to my belly button, and
my abs spasmed. The sting aroused me in a way I didn’t think
possible.

 


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”

 


“No, s’okay. Just, maybe go after some
meatier spots, like my ass or my legs.”

 


“Like here?” She planted one on my ass, and
the crop bit into me.

 


“Yesss! That was good!”

 


She was encouraged, stood up and walked
behind me. At a better angle, the toy landed perfectly and
echoed.

 


“That’s for doing your own strip show,
Mitch!”

 


“I understand, and I’m sorry.”

 



My cock leaked at a ninety-degree angle. What
a thrill!

 


Vicky continued, and I called her Mistress.
She picked up momentum with the moniker, repeatedly striking me and
calling me a bad boy.

 


As she smacked the same area, my initial
pleasure was replaced with utter pain. “Can I make it up to you?” I
offered to change the pace.

 


Instead of the desired outcome, she increased
her smacks. They came at such a flurry, I had to grab the stick
from her hand. “Ease up, Vicky!”

 


“You said--”

 


“Holy shit, you’re just goin’ at me
and goin’ at me in the same fuckin’ place!”

 


I was going to tell her to look at my ass for
confirmation but her face fell and tears threatened to spill.

 


Holy shit!

 


I embraced her quickly, and my dick dove into
her midsection.

 


“I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to yell. I loved
it. I really did. But honey, you’ve gotta switch up your hits. And,
like, do something different. Okay?”

 


“Okay...” She was about to pout when she
looked at my ass. “Oh my god, Mitch! Look what I’ve done!”

 


“Can’t really see it from here,” I joked.

 


Her once remorseful look of horror melted
into a smile. “It’s bad. I’m so sorry.”

 


“Really, I enjoyed it. But it does
sting.”

 


Vicky ran into the bathroom and brought back
her lotion. “This should help.”

 


Five seconds after she rubbed my cheek, I
howled. It stung so badly!

 


“I’m just gonna hop in the shower and wash
this off.”

 


I was careful to turn the water to cool. The
coolness helped my rear but did the opposite for my front.

 


Vicky joined me and grabbed the bar of soap.
“Can I help?”

 


“I’d like that.”

 


She rubbed the bar against my dick, and it
sprang to life. “At least I didn’t break everything.”

 


I pulled her against me. “Honey, you didn’t
break anything. I loved it. Really.”

 


We had a tender moment in the shower. With
the bad encounter, I thought if there was ever a time to go
straight to cowgirl, that was it.

 


But there was no way I could have anything on
my ass, much less a sexy femdom bouncing it against the sheets.

 


It was bittersweet missionary that night.

 


Sweet because, well, we had sex.

 


Bitter because I worried about a potential
backslide to square one.

 


No need for worry, though. As we lay
snuggling, Vicky told me, “I wanted to try all the toys, too.”

 


“There’s always tomorrow.”

 


“Really? You still want me to try after what
I did?”

 


“I’m glad you still want to try!”




Chapter 11




 


Heavenly Not Hell didn’t open until ten, so I
managed to stay at work until then. The chafing on my ass was not
conducive to productivity. Besides, I needed to talk to Sherry.

 


Before I could finish my recounting, Sherry
strode past me. I followed her and continued my narration.

 


“Here, take this into the bathroom and apply
it now!” She thrust a tube at me, spun me around, and pushed me in
the direction of the bathrooms. I had no choice but to comply.

 


Returning, I exclaimed, “Holy shit, thank
you for the salve, Sherry! It’s like instant relief!”

 


She was behind the counter again, and she
placed her knee on it to lean over and slap my face.

 


“What was that for?!” It didn’t hurt but,
holy shit, I wasn’t expecting it.

 


“For not paying attention to any of
the clips I gave you!”

 


“I watched them all; I don’t understand.”

 


“If you did, then you would’ve
followed instructions! One of the first rules of playing like this
is having a fucking safeword, Mitch!”

 


I stared at her blankly.

 


“Followed closed by having aftercare
products!”

 


“But I didn’t think we’d need it because
we’re married. Like, we know each other already.”

 



“Yeah? And how’d that work out for you last
night, Mitch?”

 


“Uh--”

 


“I can’t believe you. I chose each of those
clips for a reason! And what about your wife?! Bring her in
here so I can slap her face, too! She has a responsibility
to take care of you. The clips were for her, too!”

 


“To be fair, she did try to help.”

 


“No, she didn’t! You can’t use
anything with scents in it! It makes it worse!”

 


She was enraged, which made me chuckle. “What
the fuck’s so funny, Mitch?!”

 


“Nothing, just seeing you like this. You
care.”

 


“Of course I care! You’ve been in here
nearly every damn day for over a fuckin’ month! I care about all my
customers who really want to learn. Apparently you don’t,
though.”

 


“No, I do. I guess I just wasn’t paying
attention to the lectures so much as the, well, porn.”

 


“Yeah, I’d expect it from you but not from
your wife.”

 


She calmed down.

 


“Anyway, I couldn’t stay at the office any
longer. Glad I came here, and thanks again for that stuff.”

 


“You shoulda had it last night. I didn’t
realize things were going to progress so quickly. But I did
give you the clips.”

 


“I realize that now. What else should I be
doing?”


 


“Once you guys got to talking about it, you
were supposed to discuss where you wanted to go with it.”

 


“I’m not sure I follow.”

 


She rolled her eyes. Apparently that was in
the clips, too.

 


“All right, so you watched the porn. There
were a lot of different scenes. What do you most want to try? What
do you want to avoid? That’s what you talk about before you
try them.”

 


I nodded, not convinced that talking was the
way to go with Vicky. She got so flustered whenever she tried to
talk.

 


I thanked Sherry for her advice, paid for the
salve and returned to work.




Chapter 12




 


Things went well between Vicky and me for the
next week. She took the initiative, used toys, and we had
incredible sex.

 


Well, she wasn’t perfect. While she
maintained the initiation, she was confused about how to move
forward. I had to guide her a lot.

 


Sometimes she told me that she wasn’t really
into being dominant and wanted me to take her. We switched off
roles.

 



Yeah, I was still having sex, but I was
tired of being dominant.

 


Then, she stopped initiating.

 


She said she didn’t know what to do or how to
do it.

 


I thought about what Sherry had asked: What
did I really want to try from the vids?

 


Chastity.

 


It just seemed so evilly intriguing, and I
could experiment on my own. I went to the shop and picked up a
penis cage. Sherry said that normally the sub doesn’t pick the cage
but she was glad things were progressing so well.

 


I didn’t tell her.

 


I didn’t want to let her down.

 


Sherry talked me through measuring my dick
and all the precautions. I’d stupidly asked her whether she could
take the measurements and recommend one accordingly.

 


“This isn’t a custom tailor shop, Mitch. And
I can’t do it because, as I’ve told you many times now, you
have to be flaccid!”

 


Anyway, once I got my numbers, I took
Sherry’s advice and started with a plastic one. It was the cheapest
and easiest. I didn’t want to worry about a metal one making noise
at the office.

 


It was just to try.

 


Just for fun.

 


The first time I locked myself was
indescribable. I was scared, aroused and, strangely, comforted. The
snug fit provided a comfort akin to what a ThunderShirt does for a
neurotic dog, only I wasn’t unbalanced to begin with.

 


The ring around my balls required time to get
used to. Early on, nearly every movement rubbed me weirdly and
chafed.

 


Luckily, Sherry had reminded me about the
salve for just that occurrence.

 


I liked wearing the cage, though. In the
beginning, I was obsessed. I constantly touched or adjusted myself,
even though the fit was secure.

 


I even made extra trips to the bathroom just
to see myself caged.

 


The feeling of wearing it at work--to have
something kinky be so obvious and yet so hidden--was amazing!

 


At work, and in public, I had to use the
stalls in the bathroom. No more whipping it out in front of
everyone. A dominant male couldn’t be seen locked. Plus, my aim
wasn’t the best from the cage.

 


You know the saying about forbidden fruit?
Well, when you’re in a cage, your arousal meter is set to the wind,
and, when you aren’t allowed to get hard, that’s all you
want to do.

 


Those first two days, it was
all-consuming.

 


When I innocently looked at women and my cock
tried to respond, bam the cage squeezed! It was the ultimate
denial coupled with a sexual high.

 


Being prevented from exhibiting my natural
desire made me seek to express it even more. But with every step I
took, I didn’t get any closer to the goal. I was in a constant
state of stimulation, persistently yearning for that elusive
edge!

 


It’s wild. A lot like drugs.

 


Also, anything close to innuendo set it off,
too. The longer I was locked, the more everything seemed
sexual.

 


“Hey, Mitch, I saw that your chart shows
signs of rising in all the right areas.”

 


My co-worker wasn’t talking
euphemistically. She was talking about an actual chart.

 


I quickly ran away from conversations to
adjust myself and calm down.

 


My cage-wearing started out slowly; a few
hours, then half a day. When I was home, though, I was free.

 


And I was thankful that Vicky and I were
having regular sex.

 


But I wanted more.

 


I let Vicky “catch” me wearing it. She was
shocked. One, because since she hadn’t found anymore clips on the
computer, she thought I’d stopped thinking about being
dominated.

 


Two, because she had no idea what it was.

 


When I told her I’d like her to be my
keyholder, well, she wasn’t really excited. But she wasn’t
completely turned off, either. She told me to take it off.

 


When I gave her the key to unlock me, she
smiled like she was five and someone had mistaken her for seven.
Gingerly, she slid the key in. My dick inflated as she slid off the
cage.

 


That night, Vicky gave me one of the best
blow jobs she’d ever given me. At least, that’s how I’d like to
remember it. It could’ve been the result of being caged.

 


Most likely, a combination of the two.

 


Either way, I didn’t last long.

 


After that, she initiated a bit more
domination. Still, she was shaky and needed my assistance.

 


During one of those encounters, Vicky became
exasperated. “You say you want me to take control but you
never give it to me! Well, take this!”

 


She locked me in my chastity cage. As I said,
it was during foreplay, and we were just about to have
sex.

 


Glaring at her, I reached for the key on the
nightstand. I was prepared to take her if that’s the way she was
going to be!

 


“Looking for this?” She held up the
key.

 


When I made to snatch it, she scrambled off
the bed and affixed it to a gold chain she always wore. “Nuh-uh.
It’s mine.”

 


“Vicky, unlock me.”

 



“No.”

 


“Gimme the fucking key.” My voice was level
but there was no mistaking my ire.

 


“You wanted this, remember, Mitch? Be
careful what you wish for!”

 


My stomach dropped. That was Sherry’s line.
Had Vicky talked to Sherry?!

 


I hopped onto my knees and lunged at her. She
ran into the bathroom and locked the door.

 


“Why did you say that, Vicky?”

 


“Because it’s true, isn’t it?!”

 


“Yeah, but why?”

 


“Because this is what you’ve been
demanding, and now I’ve done it!”

 


She was pissed but she hadn’t talked to
Sherry. “You’re right. I’m sorry. Please come out.”

 


“You gonna be nice?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Get back on the bed first.”

 


“I’m on the bed,” I called from the bed.

 


She slowly opened the door to check.

 


“It’s okay, I’m not gonna attack you.”

 


She stepped into the room, and I held open my
arms.

 


“You really think I’m that dumb, Mitch? If I
hug you, you’ll rip my necklace off!”

 


“No. I won’t. I just want to hold you.”

 


She nestled into my arms, and I held her.

 


“I’m glad you want to be my keyholder.
Really. It’s just that we were right at the start of something, and
I need to get off. Will you please unlock me so I can fuck
you?”

 


She slapped my stomach playfully. “No. I
think you need to learn.”

 


“You think I need to learn what; that I can’t
get off?”

 


“Maybe.”

 


I did not like how she said it. There
was nothing playful about it. “You’re serious.”

 


“I am, Mitch. I gotta think.”

 


“Can’t you think while I fuck you?”

 


She giggled but didn’t relent. Instead, she
asked me, “Where’d you get all the toys and the dildo?”

 


“From a sex shop.”

 


“I haven’t been to one in--well, since
college. How long have you been going there?”

 


“Just since we decided to get back to our
christening list.”

 


She traced my nipples and pushed her hips
against me. “What’s it called?”

 


“Heavenly Not Hell.”

 


“Is that the way you feel or is that
the name of the store?”

 


“Both.”

 


“Ha! Is that where you learned about this...
stuff?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Did you talk to the guy?”

 


“What guy?”

 


“The owner of the shop when you went in?”

 


“Sherry’s a worker there.”

 


Vicky stiffened.

 


“It’s not like that.” I ran my hand through
her hair and down her back.

 


“What is it like, then?”

 


Her head was on my chest. I could feel her
trying to relax, and I knew she was glad she didn’t have to look at
me.

 


I sniffed once, realizing I’d purposefully
kept them apart but knowing they probably needed to talk. Sherry
had said the video clips were to teach Vicky, too. I outlined
Sherry’s instruction.

 


Vicky turned her head to look at me. “I want
to go there.”

 


“I want to fuck you.”

 


“Tomorrow.”

 


“Tomorrow I get to fuck you or tomorrow you
want to meet Sherry?”

 


“Sherry. It’s unclear about the other part
just now. I’m thinking you need time to think, too.”

 


“Oh, I don’t, though. I’m ready to fuck right
now.” She glared at me. “Or if you think that I need to think, I
can easily do it while I’m fucking you.”

 


Vicky smacked my chest again. Then, she
rolled over to her side of the bed and turned off the light.

 


I didn’t have time to consider the space
between us before the light came back on, and Vicky rooted in the
drawer. I watched her in silence.

 


She brought out the rabbit vibe I’d recently
given her, and she proceeded to masturbate in front of me. The only
time she’s done that is when I’ve commanded her to do so. She went
at herself with a fury.

 


She never looked at me.

 


She didn’t say anything.

 


She orgasmed four times.

 


Then she turned out the light and went to
sleep.

 


My cock crashed against its cage. I wasn’t
the only one who was hot and bothered that night.

 


Well, the only one who went to sleep that
way.

 


Only, I didn’t get much sleep because it was
the first time I’d slept in my cage, and I couldn’t get
comfortable. I generally lay on my side but the cage kind of dug
into my thighs, and the ring pinched my balls.




Chapter 13




 


I took the next day off work and drove Vicky
to meet Sherry.

 


The second we both entered, Sherry flew to
Vicky and threw her arms around her. “I don’t know your name, but I
was hoping Mitch would bring you!”

 


Vicky laughingly accepted the onslaught. “My
name’s Vicky, Sherry. Nice to meet you, I think?”

 


“Oh, you’ll know so by the time you leave!”
she winked.

 


I could tell Vicky liked her. Sherry was easy
to talk to. After nonchalantly steering Vicky through some personal
questions, the two giggled like long-lost friends.

 


I felt a twinge of abandonment.

 


So, when Vicky asked whether she smelled
fresh laundry, I jumped in. “Yeah, but it’s not. I mean, they’re
experimenting with how different scents affect sales.”

 


Both women looked like they’d forgotten I was
there, and that I clearly was not a part of their
conversation.

 


“I’ve smelled them all,” I said, refusing to
be locked out.

 


“Why don’t we go into the theater; it’ll give
us some privacy. The store isn’t normally busy this early, and I’ll
still be able to hear the door.”

 


Once seated, Sherry talked to us like I
imagine a sex therapist would do. She posed questions and listened
to each of our answers. My attempts at clarification were met with
Sherry’s palm, telling me to shut up.

 


She wasn’t at all like my Sherry.

 


Again, I became jealous of their
discourse.

 


“So, it sounds like Mitch has been
topping from the bottom.”

 


“What do you mean?” I asked.

 


“I mean, that I’ve told you to be careful
what you wish for, Mitch. You wanted Vicky to dominate you,”
she turned to Vicky, “and I have to commend you for your
willingness to step outside of your comfort zone, Vicky, and
actually try this. Too often I hear complaints of how a wife
refuses to change or try anything.”

 


“Thank you, Sherry.”

 


I saw what was happening. They were ganging
up on me.

 


“What do you mean topping from the
bottom?” I tried to redirect the attention.


 


“Just what it sounds like, Mitch. You’ve made
several complaints about how Vicky was doing things, but Vicky’s
version was different. She said she was trying to do what you asked
but you always admonished her.

 


“And by doing that, you removed her
control. Instead of allowing her to figure things out and control
you--like what you want--you controlled her while you
were supposed to be the subordinate.

 


“Another word for a sub is a ‘bottom’.
Likewise, a domme is a ‘top’. Therefore, you were topping from the
bottom. Or, trying to dominate from a sub position.”

 


Vicky had a moment of awareness flash through
her eyes while I grappled with the idea.

 


It was absurd!

 


Ludicrous!

 


The more I considered it, though, the more I
understood it’s exactly what I’d been doing.


 


When I looked up, both women were staring at
me.

 


“Mitch, it’s time for you to leave now,”
Sherry told me.

 


“What?!”

 


She didn’t answer. I looked from one woman to
the other, and both of them told me, nonverbally, to get the fuck
out.

 


I mindlessly wandered the store and tried to
predict what they were talking about. A couple of customers had
come in to pick up little things. Each time, Sherry would emerge,
ring them up, and then return to my wife.

 


It was unnerving.

 


Nearly two hours later, they looked like
they’d negotiated the Middle East peace agreement.

 


Sherry went to the femdom section, grabbed
some items and took them to the counter. The entire time, neither
one said anything. Then, Vicky paid, took her bag, and walked past
me out of the shop.

 



“I really like your wife, Mitch. Enjoy your
evening,” Sherry said with a wicked grin.

 


When I got to the car, Vicky was in the
driver’s seat.

 


Literally.

 


In more ways than one.

 


“I really like Sherry,” she said.

 


“What’d you guys talk about for so long?”

 


“Just about what a true statement it is: Be
careful what you wish for.”

 


She didn’t say anything else, and I was kind
of afraid to ask any more questions.

 


When we got home, Vicky told me to go
upstairs. My dick wanted the freedom to fuck her. I was kind of
hoping Sherry had given her some tips on how to dominate better.
Maybe play some games.

 


“Strip.”

 


I automatically removed my clothes while
looking at my wife. When I lowered my boxers, I felt ashamed. My
cock normally saluted proudly for Vicky, but the cage made it look
compact.

 


“That’s not a cage. This is a cage.”
She held up a metal cage.

 


“I don’t want a metal cage, Vicky. They make
noise, they’re heavier, and there’s a lot more risk with ‘em.”

 


“The one you have is disgusting. Besides, the
cage is for me now. Isn’t that what you said? You want me to be a
keyholder?”

 


“Yes, but--”

 


“But nothing. I’m not going to hold the key
to a plastic piece of shit. Take it off.”

 


She tossed me the key and watched me remove
it. I placed it in her hand.

 


Like I said, though, anything makes
you hard when you’re playing with chastity. I was naked in front of
my wife, uncaged, and she was willing to be my keyholder. My cock
leapt up to greet her; it was met with disdain.

 


“Get in the bathroom!” She pushed me.

 


She tossed the old cage and key in the trash
before she turned on the shower.

 


I watched her with mixed emotions. On the one
hand, I wanted so badly to overtake her, fuck her and show her
who’s boss.

 


On the other hand, though, I was dizzy by the
confidence of her control.

 


“Get in.”

 


I stepped into the shower, expecting her to
join me and my hard friend. It was an intense jolt to the system to
be hit with cold water!

 


My hard friend retreated.

 


“Come here.”

 


Vicky remained on the outside with the metal
cage and ring in hand. Flaccid, I walked to her but, the second she
went to encase me, I grew.

 


She ordered me back under the water and then
back to her. We kept up this dance of sorts for several loops.

 


Chastity is a weird thing. I swear, the only
cure for ED should be to be caged for a few days. No worries about
being hard for a long time after that.

 


Vicky didn’t want to dance that night. On the
fifth failed attempt, she threatened to cage me whilst hard. That
would have caused real pain, and the threat should have softened
me. But the tone she used was thrilling!

 


She wound up telling me to cage myself, and
she locked me when I came out of the shower.

 


The metal tink! confining my dick was
even more powerful when she did it. The metal was severe, as was
her face. “This belongs to me now.”

 


“Holy shit!”

 


“A little different sensation, eh? Sherry had
me get a slightly bigger cup so you’d have some room to
grow.”

 


I’d fitted my plastic cage tightly, so there
was no room to get an erection. With more room, though, my cock
could grow enough to think it wasn’t caged, thereby crashing into
the sides harder.

 


I don’t know how it was possible, but I was
aroused way more than normal.

 


I couldn’t wait for her to ride me!

 


She sat on the end of the bed and motioned
for me to follow. I sat down next to her but she pointed to the
floor, and continued to point until I got on my knees.

 


My knees?!

 


This was going a bit too far.

 


Or was it?

 


I had conflicting emotions of annoyance and
arousal. Holy shit, the new cage was constricting in its larger
space.

 


“I want you to lick me.”

 


My eyes floated to hers, and she added, “Good
boy.”

 


Another surge of cock against metal.

 


She talked while I ate. “Sherry’s right;
you’ve been domming from the bottom. You had a great idea with
chastity, even though I wasn’t fully on board at first. We’ll use
it to redirect your focus to me. I mean, I’ll use it.”

 


I don’t know that I really heard her words so
much as I felt the power shift.

 


“Are you listening to me?” She swatted my
head.

 


“Yeah,” I mumbled into her pussy.

 


She smacked my face. “The response you’ll use
from now on is ‘Yes, Mistress’, understood?”

 


“Yeah. Yes, Mistress.”

 


Holy shit, the smack to my face was jolting,
and I dribbled.

 


She directed from there. “Fuck my hole.” More
or less tongue. Speed up, slow down. At the end, she steered my
head. I’ve felt her thighs tighten around my head before but never
while kneeling before her.

 


The entire experience was intoxicating;
heightened by the inability to get hard.

 


She growled deeply, which turned into a
high-pitched squeal. Her juices hit my face as her sensuous moan
hit my ears. It was the siren, and she wasn’t in cowgirl!

 


After a few seconds, I stood up and attempted
to put her in missionary.

 


Vicky was ready with a Thwack! paddle
to my thighs. I didn’t realize she had toys out, and I froze.

 


“This is exactly what your problem is,
slave. You don’t understand that you’re not in control. I
am.”

 


Holy shit, I dripped more, and she saw
it.

 


“Get down and clean that up,
slave.”

 


That word made me drip again, and I went to
get a towel.

 


“Where are you going?!”

 


“To get a--”

 


“Clean it up with your tongue.”

 


Holy shit! I paused to give her a chance to
retract it. My body betrayed me, though, and dropped, against my
will, to the floor. I had an internal fight, which my tongue won,
and I tasted my cum for the first time.

 


The chastity cage makes everything erotic,
and that was no exception.

 


I stood up when I was done and waited to be
told to fuck her.

 


“Did I give you permission to stand,
slave?”

 


“No, but--”

 


“No, MISTRESS.”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


She stared me into apologizing before she
paddled my thighs again. “Get back down there.”

 


I kind of scoffed on my way down. It was a
bit much, I felt.

 


“Hands behind your back.”

 


I complied.

 


She tapped the paddle against my cage. My
synapses interpreted the vibrations as stroking, and I dribbled
some more.

 


Vicky made me clean it up and bring her to
orgasm again. I was torn between needing to fuck and being worried
about a lack of stamina.

 


However, Vicky had other plans. “You’ve only
been wearing your new cage for a little while. I wouldn’t want to
interrupt your chastity progress. Therefore, you get to sleep in
it.”

 


Get to?

 


“But I thought we could--”

 


The paddle exploded on my back.

 


“I don’t recall giving you permission to
speak, sub. Say, ‘I’m sorry, Mistress’.”

 


I nearly spontaneously combusted.

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


“Say, ‘thank you for the correction,
Mistress’.”

 


“Thank you for the correction, Mistress.”

 


“All right. You’re done thinking for the
night, sub. Get in bed.”

 


We lay in bed, and Vicky outlined what our
safewords were and how I was to use them. She told me things would
be changing and I’d be given more instructions as the days
progressed.

 


“And now, sub, it’s time for sleep. Good
night.” She pecked my lips, rolled over and was soon in a deep
sleep.

 


She really left me wanting!

 


Denying myself in spurts was one thing. A
total denial was something I’d never experienced.

 


I hated that I loved it.

 


If I had the key, I would have unlocked and
masturbated, without a doubt.

 


The key was around her neck, and she was
sleeping peacefully next to me, though.

 


Perhaps there was a doubt, after all.

 


That night was doubly frustrating because of
the new cage. The metal was heavier than the plastic and, every
time I moved, the lock clinked against the cage.

 


Morning wood was a clutching reminder of the
new confines.

 


I was on edge at work, and not in the good
way. The cage was bulkier, and I panicked that everyone would know.
I tried to silence the clinking lock by walking with my thighs
pressed together. Not only was that painful but I caught some
stares.

 


In my paranoia, I couldn’t tell whether it
was from my gait or the clank. The outcome was the same: I was not
productive that first day.

 


My only consolation was to focus on going
home to Vicky and getting relief.

 


Vicky, however, didn’t have the same goal.
She thought that I hadn’t learned or accepted my place. Through
Sherry's guidance, Vicky had a new set of instructions for me to
follow each day of the week as my submission progressed.

 


I was made to hand wash the dishes, to
reorganize her lingerie drawer, to paint her nails, and to grocery
shop. Each night I was made to kneel before her and perform
orally.

 


Each night I was denied.

 


She kept me locked for two weeks.

 


By the end of the first week, my cock spurted
while I ate her, restrictively and vicariously coming when her
needs were met.

 


Vicky told me that she had returned to
Heavenly Not Hell and talked with Sherry. But she never told me the
content of their discussions.

 


I was told not to return without her.

 


I felt isolated from both women.

 


Into the second week, Vicky presented me with
a butt plug. She explained what it was and that I’d wear it with
the cage.

 


And I thought I was in a constant state of
arousal before!

 


Each day, she’d swap my plug for a larger
one, getting my ass accustomed to a two-way flow.

 


After dinner on the second Friday, Vicky
ordered me to clean up and to go upstairs after I was done.

 


I nearly came on the spot when I entered the
bedroom and saw Vicky sporting a strap-on.

 


She reminded me of the vid I had watched so
long ago when Sherry first took me into the shop’s theater. I
remembered how much I had wanted to experience it.

 


My beautiful, submissive wife stroked her
long and shiny cock. I dripped at the sight.

 


After two weeks of training, I immediately
dropped to lick up my mess. Then I knee-walked to her, and she
patted my head.

 


“That was a good boy, cleaning up after
yourself.”

 


I purred and nuzzled my cheek against her
thigh.

 


“Get on the bed with your ass spread for
me.”

 


There was no pretense.

 


None was required: We both knew what was
going to happen.

 


I felt the lube run down my crack, followed
by her circling fingers before they pressed in. Next, was her cock.
It was much thicker than the green dildo we’d played with, but
equal to the last butt plug she’d inserted.

 


She slid in slowly, allowing me to accept her
cock.

 


The feeling was better than I imagined. A
mixture of being filled, a sexual high and her control.

 


“Don't you dare come until I give you
permission. I’m going to enjoy fucking you for a while.”

 


Holy shit, was it a struggle to obey!

 


Vicky worked herself into a nice rhythm, and
soon I was pushing with her.

 


I don’t know how much time elapsed before she
pulled out, and I felt empty.

 


“Get on your back with your legs up.”

 


When I was in position, she unlocked me, and
I was instantly hard. To have an erection after two weeks nearly
sent me over the edge.

 


She pinched my nipples hard. “Stay with me,
you hear?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She dove her cock into my ass and resumed her
rhythmic fucking. My eyes glazed over and I could no longer
focus.

 


That’s when she began to stroke my cock.

 


“Nnnrff!” I tried to tell her that I couldn’t
carry out her orders.

 


“You’ve been a good boy for two weeks, Mitch.
You get to come now.”

 


The second she said it, I came. Not just
coming; erupting!

 


“Go take a shower, and make sure you get in
all the hard-to-reach places really well.”

 


She let me sleep uncaged that night, and we
spooned.

 


It was my best night’s sleep in two
weeks.

 


Sherry apparently told Vicky about the
benefits of cleaning before sex because, after that night, I had to
give myself an enema before Vicky fucked me.

 


The next few weeks, Vicky caged me and
unlocked me at random intervals. She controlled the cage, my sexual
acts and my orgasms.

 


She controlled everything.

 


I loved the new Vicky.

 


One day, she took me to Heavenly Not Hell to
show off for Sherry.

 


“Hiya, cuck,” Sherry greeted me.

 


“Hi, Miss,” I grinned.

 


The women went into the theater, and I
scanned the femdom section. I smiled to see so many things I was
now acquainted with, and I chuckled at my initial mistake of
“feminine domination”.

 


It seemed so long ago. A different
lifetime.

 


The women approached me. “It sounds like
you’ve done a fine job, Vicky. Congratulations.”

 


“Thank you for your help with
everything.”

 


Vicky left the store, and I looked at Sherry
and waited. I recognized her to be a domme and therefore in control
of conversations.

 


“Is this what you had in mind when you first
walked in here all those months ago, Mitch?”

 


“It’s even more, Miss.”

 


“Your wife is everything I knew she could be.
She’s getting to be a respectable domme.”

 


“I’m very grateful to you.”

 


“Just remember, be careful what you wish for,
cuck.” She indicated that we were done and I was to leave.

 


I walked out puzzled. I had everything I
wished for. Life was incredible.

 


Vicky had me grill some steaks for dinner.
She complimented me throughout the meal about my progress, praised
me for recognizing her inner domme, and teased me with a special
treat.

 


I felt certain it was because she missed my
dominant ways. That she wanted to be fucked like I used to fuck
her; in control and for my pleasure.

 


Every wink and smirk she tossed in my
direction landed on my caged cock.

 


“After you,” she told me at the bottom of the
stairs.

 


“Would you prefer to unlock me now?” I dared
to ask it, feeling we were on the same page with my dominance.

 


“Not yet,” she smirked.

 


Walking into the bedroom, I saw the green bra
and panties on the bed and smiled. “Your favorite color; I
approve.”

 


“Do you?”

 


“Really.”

 


“I’m glad. I picked the shade to complement
your skin tone.”

 


“You picked the--for my--what?!”

 


“You didn’t think those were for me,
did you, slave?”

 


Holy shit!

 


I finally understood Sherry’s words: “Be
careful what you wish for, cuck!”




EPILOGUE

 


 


Sitting in the passenger seat in his suit,
green tie and matching lingerie, Mitch was a combination of
submissive excitement and dominant worry.

 


He was also uncomfortable because Vicky’s
juices had crusted on his face.

 


“Remember,” Vicky told him as they walked
into the restaurant, “I’m in charge here, too.”

 


How could he forget? The bra teased his
nipples, and the thong’s string moved his butt plug. Plus, the lace
made a swishing sound as it rubbed against his metal cage.

 


Mitch hoped the din of the background chatter
would drown the sounds in his pants, and the dimly-lit ambience
would hide the green of his bra.

 


They were seated at a booth which had a long,
white linen tablecloth. A waiter approached Mitch and asked if he’d
like to see a wine list.

 


Vicky intercepted him and ordered a bottle of
red wine. The waiter was unfazed but Mitch was embarrassed.

 


“At some point during our dinner, slave, I
want you to slide under the table and lick me off. You can choose
the timing.”

 


“Vicky, I hardly think that a public
restaurant--”

 


“It’s not up for discussion,
slave.”

 


Even though Mitch balked, his mind
contemplated the particulars.

 


As the waiter poured their wine, Vicky played
with the key on her necklace while Mitch squirmed.

 


“A toast.” Vicky raised her glass and Mitch
followed. “To the beginning of a new relationship within our
longstanding one.” They clinked glasses and drank.

 


“You looked a bit squirmy while the waiter
was here. Do you think everyone knows what this key is for?” She
twirled it.

 


“I’m not sure but I feel completely
exposed.”

 


“That’s all in your head. Outwardly, there’s
no difference than when we were here before.”

 


Before Mitch could respond, the waiter
returned to take their orders. Vicky rubbed her foot against
Mitch’s crotch, and a faint hissing was audible. Not giving
anything away nor asking Mitch for his preference, Vicky ordered
for them both.

 



When they were alone again, she told him,
“Loosen your tie, Mitch.”

 


When he obeyed, she added, “Unbutton your top
three buttons.”

 


“Vicky, I--”

 


“I’m sorry, WHAT?!”

 


“Mistress, please, the--it will be
visible.”

 


She stared him into acquiescence.

 


With the tie loosened, it provided more of a
barrier. If he sat straight, his shirt didn’t puff out. As Mitch
contemplated his challenge, he nervously glanced around the
restaurant.

 


Vicky understood his body language and
quietly sipped her wine.

 


He deliberately gestured like he’d dropped
his napkin. When he moved to retrieve it, though, he slid under the
table and made sure the tablecloth covered him.

 


Vicky parted her legs, and Mitch realized why
she’d opted for no panties. He slid his hand up her smooth leg. He
felt a momentary rush of power before he remembered the need to be
brief. With a twist of dom, Mitch attacked her clit without
warning.

 


Vicky jumped at the onslaught, which occurred
at the same time the waiter set down the appetizers.

 


“Is everything all right, Miss?”

 


“Yes, I just caught a bit of a chill.” She
squeezed Mitch’s face with her knees.

 


“Very good.”

 


Once released from the vise, Mitch put his
tongue to work. After thirty years, he knew which spots to hit and
in which order.

 


With Mitch’s treatment came the realization
that the real challenge fell upon her to hide what was happening
under the table. It was especially difficult since she liked to be
loud.

 


She tasted her soup in order to bite the
spoon. Then, she swapped the spoon for a hunk of bread. Anything to
keep from crying out, as Mitch was an expert.

 


Ramping it up, he inserted two fingers into
his wife and flicked her clit with the back of his teeth.

He was rewarded with a low growl that morphed
into an “Mmm, this soup sure is goood!”

 


“I’m glad you enjoy, Miss. Did your guest get
called away?”

 


“Oh! No, he’ll be back shortly.”

 


“Very good, Miss.”

 



Being forced to be coherent created a
bottleneck such that, after the waiter walked away, Vicky
exploded.

 


Mitch made sure the coast was clear before
reclaiming his seat. “I take it I can’t clean this off,
either?”

 


“That’s correct.” She smiled at his shiny
face.

 


“Would you care to have your soup warmed,
sir?” the waiter asked.

 


“No, it’s the price he pays for taking
business calls during dinner,” Vicky answered for him.

 


“Of course, Miss.” As he walked away, he
murmured, “I didn’t realize it was raining out.”

 


Vicky and Mitch grinned at each other and
enjoyed the rest of their meal.

 


Back home, Vicky unlocked Mitch but kept the
thong on. She pulled it to the side to ride him hard. While doing
so, she pulled back on the bra and let go, snapping it against his
nipples.

 


The memory of their kink and her power made
her siren go off loudly.

 


As they lay together, with Mitch back in his
cage, Vicky told him how pleased she was with his performance
throughout the evening.

 


“I especially enjoyed putting you on public
display, even though you were well-concealed. It actually gave me
some ideas.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah, the next time we go out, you’re going
to have to perform like that again--”

 


“I liked it, too--”

 


“--only in the bathroom!”

 


“What?!”

 


She looked at him and nodded. “And I was
thinking that the stall wouldn’t be locked...”

 


 


THE END

 


If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you
left a review at your favorite retailer.

 


Many thanks and keep reading,

 


~B.J.
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