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		Femdom Fantasies     A Cuckold’s Delusion

		

		

		“Why did you engage me?” she said.

		“The divorce,” said the man sitting across the desk.

		“Well, obviously. I meant why engage me? You know my reputation, I assume?”

		“That’s why I chose you. A recommendation from a friend, through a friend of his. He said you were really good when he split with his wife.”

		She pursed her lips. “And you want to get divorced, correct?”

		“Uh, well... no, I don’t.”

		She sighed. Sometimes it occurred to Penny Sinclair that she spoke an entirely different language to her clients. Sometimes she wondered why she even bothered. She had chosen this particular area of law in which to specialise, so in a way it was her own fault. She wondered sometimes if these people really did want her help, or if they turned up in her office through some flow of unseen legal necessity, like sludge in a drain. She sighed inwardly, raised her mug and took a sip of cheap law office coffee. Maybe she had set herself up for this life when she became a divorce lawyer. You can’t have every case be a multi-million-pound slam dunk.

		She adjusted the lapels of her business jacket. It looked expensive and gave her a professional air. Her clients couldn’t see the power skirt or her creamy, smoothly-shaven thighs that were hidden beneath the desk. Many men had turned to open-mouthed fools when she stood up from behind the desk and they got a good look at her firm, toned figure. Turning prospective clients into drooling imbeciles was one of the few things she truly enjoyed about this job.

		The client sitting across the expansive mahogany desk was lost. Utterly, completely gone. His case didn’t have a leg to stand on, and despite his obvious success in life, he was weak-willed, bordering on pathetic. To his credit, he was well presented and looked reasonably good in a suit and tie. With most of the men who walked into Penny’s tastefully decorated strip-mall office, she could see straight away why their wives wanted out. She could see it in their eyes; feel it in their movements; hear it in their voices. They were lacking that special something, that X-factor, the thing that kept a woman close and satisfied. This one was different, she could tell. Matt Parcs had walked in through the door with the same needy helplessness practically every prospective client wore – well, the male ones at least – but he didn’t project the same air as her other loser clients.

		She strummed her perfectly manicured nails on the desk and tried not to look too irritated at her prospective client. Many of the other lawyers from her graduating class owned flashy apartments in the city centre and lived their lives through posed Instagram photos, or were well on their way to becoming partner of their law firm. Penny lived in a rented shithole apartment, drove to an office in a fucking mall – of all the indignities! – and her few tawdry ex-boyfriends were firmly in the ‘unremarkable’ camp. She tried not to let her frustration show in front of the client.

		Matt was cute. He had a good shape – she could tell he worked out and looked after himself, even though he wore a suit. He had the sort of well-muscled arms that every woman wants to feel around their waist. Even Penny, ever the professional, felt a shiver of desire ripple through her inner thighs. He was neatly presented, clean shaven, drove a good car and had no criminal record. For once, Penny had trouble picturing the cause for his potential divorce. It certainly didn’t look to be his fault. He bordered on pathetic, but he didn’t give off the usual loser vibes. In fact, she found it hard to understand why he would choose to walk into her crappy mall office and ask how much she charged for divorces. He was... well, there was no use sugar-coating it. He was hot. And that was a problem for poor frustrated Penny. If she was going to facilitate his divorce, they were going to spend a lot of time together, and they longer she was close to Matt Parcs, the more she wanted to possess him, professional ethics be damned.

		“Okay.” She put down her empty coffee mug and leaned forward over the desk. Her crisp cotton shirt parted between the closed buttons, offering Matt a teasing glimpse of her hidden treasures beneath. He swallowed. “Tell me everything, Mister Parcs. From the beginning.”

		

		****

		

		Matt and Mai met at college and were mismatched from the start. They were both attractive and popular, but where Matt was thoughtful, gentle, and focused, Mai was extroverted, fun-loving, and needy. They were together six years before marriage but in truth, things had started to go wrong long before the young couple even said their vows.

		It all began when Mai had a small affair with a co-worker a few years after they met. It was brief, shameful, and she admitted it to Matt long before he even suspected there was a problem. It was the worst time of his life.

		Matt had been shocked, angry, hurt and – despite his friends telling him to walk away – took her back. Mai had done everything he asked. They went to couple’s counselling; spoke openly and honestly about their feelings; and she let him look through her phone anytime he wanted without question. In the end, he accepted that her affair was a short-lived mistake. Sure, she might have fucked someone else once or twice, but she had been honest and confessed everything. Matt seemed to accept it, but his best friend Levitt called him a dumbass.

		After a year or so of good living and a healthy marriage, Mai confessed that she’d been fucking Levitt for several months. They went through the same song and dance; a tearful confession, begging for forgiveness, heartbreak and anguish, followed by Matt and Mai falling into bed together.

		She kissed Matt hard, rolling on top and pinning him to the bed. There was urgency in her movements. She needed to prove her love for him, no matter how long it took. Matt was almost ashamed of how hard his cock felt. Mai pulled down his boxers and gasped as he sprang free, firm and thick and desperate for action. They kissed again as she mounted Matt and lowered herself onto him with a long, sighing moan.

		“Make-up sex is the best,” Mai said, sinking into Matt’s lap and taking his bare cock all the way inside her aching hole. She kissed him again. “I’m so hot for you right now.”

		“God, me too.” He grasped her firm butt, feeling the warmth of her cunt slide up and down his length. “It’s so hot.”

		Matt fell into silence for a moment, watching his wife rise and fall with effortless grace, her tight pussy lips gripping his shaft with each movement, sending ripples of pleasure through them both. Mai’s moans grew louder and more passionate as her lovemaking became more energetic and frenzied.

		After a few long, intense moments of silent, furious sex, Matt spoke again. He said the words that had been on his mind, tormenting him like crazy, since her tearful confession some hours before.

		“Tell me about him.”

		Mai froze mid-rise, unsure what she had just heard. Her eyes were wide with lust, but her brow knitted together in confusion.

		“Tell me about him,” Matt said again. “I want to hear how he fucked you.”

		She half-laughed, certain that he was kidding or trying to lure her into some kind of trap, attempting to punish her indiscretion. But his face was earnest, open, yearning. His words had shocked them both, but they were true. He really wanted to know, and talking about it would likely ease Mai’s intolerable guilt.

		“You want details?”

		Matt nodded obviously embarrassed. He swallowed hard, keeping his eyes on Mai’s face and not her firm, perky breasts.

		“Are you sure? Really, really sure?”

		She searched his face for any indications of deception or dishonesty but all she saw was her husband. His face was flushed with passion and his eyes were earnest. He really wanted to know the truth. He wanted the intimate details.

		“Okay.” Mai sank down onto Matt again and held still, his manhood filling her with wonderful warmth. “What do you want to know? I’ll tell you everything.”

		“What was his...” Matt took a deep breath. “Was he bigger than me?”

		She bit her bottom lip and gave a shy nod.

		“How much?”

		“A little. He wasn’t... not huge, you know? But it felt bigger. It reached deeper.”

		Mai touched a point on her stomach about an inch higher than Matt’s manhood ended to illustrate the point. Matt stared at her fingertip in disbelief. His stomach clenched, but it wasn’t painful. It was frustrating. Another man had fucked his wife in places he’d never reached before.

		“And he was thicker, too?” Some deep, dark part of Matt’s soul needed the answers to these questions. His wife had cheated on him – not once, but twice – and he deserved to know every last detail. There must have been something he did wrong.

		“Y-yes.” Mai gently lifted her hips, exposing Matt’s creamy cock. She wrapped a thumb and finger around his shaft, illustrating the girth of her other lover. “I felt it. He stretched me wider than you do. It was uncomfortable for a few moments, but then...”

		She gave a sultry moan. Matt didn’t need her words to understand what it meant. She had loved getting fucked by a bigger, thicker cock.

		“So, uh...” Matt exhaled sharply as Mai eased into his lap again, slowly rising and falling, making love to him as she always had, as if the affair had never happened. “So, he was well-hung?”

		“Compared to you? Yes.”

		The words stung like a slap in the face, but Matt took it. He watched Mai make tender, delicate love to him, her body gently rising and falling in careful movements.

		“How did it feel?” There it was. The question he most wanted to know more than any other. It was almost like asking why she had done it in the first place, but Matt already had the answer to that question – he hadn’t been good enough and she needed something he couldn’t provide.

		“Mmm...” Mai moaned louder, her body shivering as pleasure slowly overtook her senses. “Are you sure you want to know?”

		He nodded.

		“So... fucking... good.”

		She grabbed his hands and pressed them to her breasts, encouraging him to squeeze and grope her body. He did as she wished, teasing and pinching her firm, dark nipples and hearing her gasps of delight.

		“How did he fuck you?”

		“Hard. Really fucking hard,” Mai lifted her hips allowing Matt’s cock to slide out to the tip, holding him there for a moment. “And long, and urgent. Like he needed me.”

		Mat groaned, eyes fixed on her pussy and the way her tight pink lips gripped the head of his manhood.

		“He entered me slowly at first, giving me time, easing his dick in, bit by bit.” As she spoke Mai shifted position, mimicking her own words, recreating her experience. If Matt wanted a show, he was going to get one. “You like?”

		“He had to go slow.” She took him inside with a gentle movement of her hips, allowing his bare cock to feel every part of her womanhood. “I wasn’t used to his size, so I begged him. I said, Please, baby, please go slow with me. My little pussy isn’t used to a cock this big.”

		Matt moaned. She sank all the way onto his lap again. He tried to imagine how it must have looked, how it must have felt. He pictured Mai’s tight pussy, stretched open wider than usual as a powerful, thick, long cock plunged inside and made her feel things she had never felt before.

		“And then he started to really fuck me. Slowly at first, but getting faster. Firm, confident strokes. Sliding himself all the way in. Like he owned me.”

		As she spoke, Mai moved and mimicked the motions of her story, recreating her unfaithfulness with Matt’s cock. She bounced and rocked harder, her body shuddering with the impact and speed of her bouncing. Matt’s cock pumped in and out of her furiously. He groaned, grinding his teeth together to hold on a bit longer. It was so intense. He felt her body reaching a crescendo of pleasure but he could not tell if it was him or the memory of another man making her quake. She tossed back her head and moaned to the ceiling, crying out in erotic bliss. Mai’s pussy tensed and squeezed around his manhood, gripping tight as waves of pleasure shot through her.

		“And I screamed his name!” Her voice was tight. It was hard to breathe. “Oh, Levitt! Fuck me! Make me cum!”

		Matt’s stomach churned with exquisite agony. He had never felt anything like it before. One part of him wanted to hear all the details. Another part wanted to fuck Mai better than his friend ever had, to silence her adulterous cries and make her scream his own name instead.

		She leaned forward and whispered in his ear, describing how good it had felt to fuck his friend; how she had felt naughty yet excited; how hard she had climaxed while Levitt fucked her. Matt felt her cunt harden around his cock, while his throat tightened as more and more graphic, intimate details poured from her filthy, cheating mouth. She told him how good Levitt’s cock had felt, the number of times he made her cum, all the things he called her while they fucked.

		“He loved playing with my tits,” she said, moaning harder as Matt grabbed her ass for leverage, fucking her from beneath with determination. “He kept grabbing my tits and sucking them.”

		Matt’s mouth opened subconsciously. She grabbed his head and pulled him close, allowing him to suck and bite and lick her sensitive nipples, just as Levitt had. Matt took her firm nipples into his mouth and suckled them, running his tongue over each breast, bathing in the joy of her return. At that moment, the agony of jealousy seemed heightened by the ecstasy of taking Mai back, and claiming ownership of her again. He approached climax in a new heaven, a rapture he had never experienced before.

		“Are you going to cum for me?” She sensed his body stiffening. Matt’s movements had become jerky and less controlled. It was a feeling she knew and loved.

		“Yes!” The word left Matt’s mouth in a gasping groan. There was nothing he could do to stop it. He was past the point of no return, riding the rollercoaster of his orgasm.

		“Cum in me...” Her voice was almost slurred with pleasure, but she managed to gasp three more words. “Like... he... did!”

		They came as one. Her cunt muscles spasmed and contracted, forcing his cock to jerk and throb. He came hard, pumping thick, creamy ropes of cum into Mai’s aching hole, filling her tunnels with his lust. She came on him harder than ever before, riding every last edge from her orgasm, feeling him pump his seed into her. She worked him even after his cock started to slacken and his hardness began to fade. She felt more powerful and sensual and erotic than she had ever felt before.

		Mai collapsed on top of Matt. His arms snaked around her body, holding her tight. Confused thoughts and emotions swirled through his mind. Why had he enjoyed this so much? Why did it make him cum so hard?

		Although neither of them admitted it at the time, they had never known sex like it.

		

		****

		

		Over the weeks and months that followed this night, they did it again and again. It was new ground and they explored it as a couple, talking each other through their emotions and enjoying these strange new stimulations. They went tentatively at first, navigating the moral labyrinth together. Matt would gently explore her secrets and ask pressing questions to extract more information and Mai would give him as much detail as he could withstand. It was a fascinating experience for them both. The more details Mai relinquished, the more intense their lovemaking became. Once, while gently massaging Matt’s hard cock with a lazy hand, Mai confessed to denying him sex one time because Levitt had fucked her so well that afternoon and she was worried she wouldn’t feel Matt inside her. Matt had immediately erupted all over her hand.

		Soon they were doing this whenever they made love. Matt would always instigate, encouraging Mia, imploring her. After a while, as with many kinks, they went further. At first Matt turned out the lights and wore new cologne, pretending to be someone else. Mai would call him different names and beg this pretend stranger not to tell her husband. Over time, the thrill slowly faded.

		That was when Matt made a suggestion that truly shocked Mai.

		“You want me to fuck another man?” Her jaw dropped. Not just from the suggestion, but from the serious I’ve-given-this-a-lot-of-thought way he had said it. She looked into the mirror on top of her dresser, seeing his reflection on the bed behind.

		Looking back, this was likely the moment when Mai’s respect for Matt as both her husband and as a man reached an all-time low. Matt knew that her attitude toward him had changed imperceptibly when he forgave her infidelity. While she appeared to be the same woman as before, she now seemed to enjoy testing him, pushing him, teasing him. If she didn’t answer his calls, she would say, “Sorry, babe, I was fucking somebody else.” At the time, it was part of the game they played. Part of the thrill. But later Matt would come to realise that this was a sign of her diminishing respect for him, and once he lost that, he could never hope to regain it.

		“Yes.” He nodded firmly. “I do.”

		Mai swallowed. A heavy silence covered their bedroom.

		

		****

		

		It only took two weeks before his suggestion became reality. They were back in that same position; Matt laying on the bed, Mai sitting in front of her mirror. But now she was dressed for a date, wearing a long black dress that showed off her ample breasts and slender legs.

		He had thought about this idea and fantasized about it for a long time, but now he was anxious. Matt felt an acute pang of guilt spread through his chest. He clutched the bed sheets to his torso. Had he said too much? Been too honest? Was this a terrible mistake? Reliving her unfaithfulness had been as much a cathartic experience for them as an erotic one. This was something else. Mai wasn’t cheating because she needed something he couldn’t provide; she was cheating because he wanted her to do it. The worst part was that she didn’t seem to be anywhere near as nervous as he felt.

		Mai finished applying the final layer of lipstick and sat back to admire herself in the mirror. She looked utterly sensational. Her hair was neatly coiled into a tight bun. Her body looked perfect in the dress. Her deep red lips seemed so firm and juicy, ready to kiss or suck anything that might come close to her face. Once again, Matt felt that exquisite jealous agony rise in his gut. He wished he could read her mind and know what she was thinking.

		“I’m ready.” Her voice was firm, without a hint of wavering or uncertainty. “This is how we’re going to do it. You pick the bar. I choose the man, and before I talk to him, you look me in the eye and tell me it’s okay and you’re certain you want this. After that, whatever happens is up to me.”

		Matt nodded his agreement. He told her what bar to enter. Mai rose from her seat, walked across their bedroom, and blew him a kiss goodbye. She walked downstairs and out of his sight. Matt heard the front door open and close. After that, he spent the evening alone, his mind going crazy with possibilities while his cock throbbed in agony. It was the longest night of his life.

		When Mai finally returned in the morning, she had ripped panties, a wide smile, and the hottest story he had ever heard in his life. Their marriage was never the same again.

		

		****

		

		“And that’s when you started sleeping with other people?” Penny said, interrupting his story for the first time. She had been curious about her client’s tale before, but now she was hopelessly hooked. It’s not every day that a strange, handsome man walks into your life and admits that he asked his wife to fuck other men.

		Matt paused and offered the lawyer a puzzled look. His flushed cheeks turned even redder. He swallowed, unsure how best to proceed.

		Penny steepled her fingers together and watched him in silence, waiting for the answer. She could tell how uncomfortable her question had made him, but that only served to excite her. Throughout Matt’s long and detailed story, she had found herself getting more and more turned on by his confession. Not only was he borderline pathetic, he was a willing cuckold husband. Nobody had asked him to do these things, but they had happened all the same. As Matt had described each new level of his experience, Penny’s cleft had grown warmer. As he squirmed in discomfort, she had become more interested in hearing every last detail. It was a delicious sensation. She always held power over her clients, but this was something else. Something new. She could feel her professional code of ethics melting away somewhere in the back of her mind. This was so much more

		“No,” Matt said finally. “I’ve never slept with anyone else. I’m... faithful to her.”

		Penny bit the inside of her cheek to suppress a smile. There was something adorable in his loyalty to Mai. She had cheated on him twice and now enjoyed all the benefits of a cuckold marriage, yet he was still hopelessly devoted to her, even now, while consulting a divorce lawyer. Hr reminded Penny of an abused dog that still remains at its master’s feet, no matter how many times it gets kicked.

		“But you allowed your wife to sleep with other men?”

		“Yes.”

		“And you encouraged her?”

		“Yes.”

		He looked like he might sob. It really was enjoyable to watch. Another surge of excitement rippled through Penny’s cleft. Below the desk, Penny rubbed her thighs together, luxuriating as the tingling ache spread.

		“And how do you know she slept with them? She might have lied so you could enjoy pretending.”

		Matt squirmed again. His eyes darted to the side. This topic was making him uncomfortable – ironic, considering the lifestyle his wife currently enjoyed. His discomfort made Penny more determined to hear every last detail.

		“Look is this really necessary?” He licked his dry lips. “Can’t we start the paperwork process already?”

		“No.” Her thighs continued rubbing together. Heat flooded her gut. She kept her eyes on the pathetic cuckold across the table. This is what they’ll ask you in court. You can’t just claim your wife cheated on you. If she produces a parking ticket or a movie ticket stub, you’ll be accused of lying. And you’ll make me look like an idiot. Trust me, you don’t want that.”

		Matt looked into Penny’s eyes. He saw steely determination and gulped. He turned his gaze down into his own lap and fiddled with the buttons on his shirt. As if it wasn’t painful enough to dredge up the past like this, now he had to wallow in his mistakes. Sure, he understood why she needed to know everything, but couldn’t she just accept it on face value? What kind of lawyer wants to know the truth, anyway?

		He took a breath to steady his voice and forced his mind to bring up the memories. As he did, Matt felt a tightness in his dick. Blood flooded his organ, pausing it to thicken and swell and strain against his suit. What was turning him on so much? Was it the rush of erotic memories or was it the beautiful, powerful, dominant woman sitting across the desk?

		“How do you know for sure that your wife fucked other men, Matt?”

		“I... I was...”

		“Louder, I can’t hear you.”

		“I was there.”

		Penny stared at him over her fingernails. Her thighs clenched tighter. The front of her underwear felt damp with excitement. Hearing him admit everything was driving her wild.

		“You were there? In the room? Observing her infidelity?”

		Matt nodded, eyes downcast.

		“You didn’t stop them?”

		“No.”

		“You didn’t say anything? Not even an objection?”

		He shook his head. His cheeks flushed once again with fresh embarrassment.

		“Let me see if I’m understanding this correctly,” Penny said. She tapped her fingernails on the desk with each point. “Your wife cheated on you before you got married. You forgave her. She cheated on you again once you were married – with your best friend, no less – and you forgave her a second time. You liked her telling you about her infidelity, so you incorporated it into your sex life together. Then, when that wasn’t enough for you, you told Mai to fuck other men and watched her do it. Am I understanding your case correctly?”

		Matt nodded. He looked up at her again. His eyes were bright with tears of shame.

		Penny exhaled. There wasn’t a divorce lawyer in the fucking world who could make a successful case out of this mess, but that wasn’t what was so interesting to her. No, she was fascinated by the handsome, pathetic, submissive cuckold who sat opposite her. She slipped one hand under the desk and brushed the front of her panties. Her warm, silky slit throbbed with desire. A wicked thrill ran through her body. This was wonderfully erotic; to be sat across from a man describing his fall from grace, while touching secretly herself under the desk. Sensational. She studied the look of pained resignation on his face, keeping her own expression neutral.

		Yes, this man was perfect.

		Not only was he utterly gorgeous, he had the soul of a true submissive. You could see it written across his features. The choked admission, the red cheeks, the humiliated expression, the cowed body language... and the unmistakable bulge in his pants. He was loving this. He hated it and he loved it. He tried to keep his hands still, to cover the obvious excitement mounting in the front of his suit, but it didn’t work. Every second his erection was visible was another second he felt intolerable discomfort coursing through his veins and she loved it.

		“You enjoyed watching these other men fuck your wife.” It wasn’t a question.

		Matt nodded.

		“Speak up.”

		“Yes.” He cleared his throat. “I... I loved it. Every bit of it.”

		“What did you like about it?”

		He hesitated for a moment. Penny wondered if he would have the guts to respond, but men like him would always do as they were told. A stronger man might have questioned if it was necessary for him to divulge so much personal information under these conditions, but Matt Parcs was not one of those men. He was a submissive.

		“I liked watching them fuck. Not just the sex but,” he paused, trying to find the right words, “the intimacy. The guys Mai found, the either had bigger cocks or they were better lovers. They made her cum harder than I ever have. And she loved it. I loved that she loved it.”

		Penny pursed her lips. She stroked the front of her panties again. It felt like pussy was going to melt the fabric. When had she ever been this turned on at work before? Probably never.

		“And this was strictly a cuckold arrangement, I gather?”

		He frowned, tilting his head to one side like a confused puppy. It was as adorable as it was pathetic.

		“What I mean is,” she spoke slowly, as though he was hard of hearing, “were these sexual acts threesomes? Did you get involved? Join in with them?”

		“No.” He said it with absolute certainty, not even trying to lie about it.

		“You’re certain?”

		Matt’s eye’s flicked towards her. This part clearly unsettled him. He said, “She wouldn’t let me touch her while her boyfriends were there.”

		“Touch her?”

		He swallowed.

		“Answer me.” Penny’s voice was hard as steel now. Her fingertips moved a little faster, brushing her burning slit in fluid, rapid strokes. She held back a sigh of pleasure.

		“Sometimes...” He swallowed again. His gaze was on the desk, not meeting Penny’s eyes. “Sometimes she made me... put her boyfriends inside her.”

		Penny covered her mouth with the other hand to hide the smirk. She could almost picture the scene. Little cuckold Matt, guiding another man’s cock into his wife’s yearning pussy. Little cuckold Matt, trying not to think about what it means for him to touch someone else’s penis.

		“I assume this was in your bedroom at home?”

		“Mostly. Sometimes hotel rooms. Sometimes at the guy’s place – they didn’t always let me in, so I waited in the car.”

		“And what did you do while they fucked?”

		He licked his lips. His suit felt two sizes too small. The bulge was painfully obvious, even if the lawyer acted like she didn’t notice.

		“I would touch myself.” Suddenly a dam burst inside Matt’s head. He kept talking, words spilling forth. It was a relief to talk about this to someone, anyone; to finally admit what his marriage had become over the last twelve months.

		“They would fuck and I would stand to the side and masturbate. I would watch these other guys fuck my wife. She’d let them do anything they wanted. Any position. Blowjobs, anal – anything. They even cum on her face if they want. I’ve never cum on her face, not even once. She makes me get the towel and clean her afterward. I watch them fuck my wife and I see how much she loves it. I see the expression on her face and the way her body reacts and – fuck – it’s so hot to see another man pump his cum into your wife.”

		She was silent for a moment. Matt looked slightly stunned, as though he hadn’t expected to unleash such a torrent of words. Finally, she said, “And you enjoyed it?” There was an edge to her question, an eagerness.

		“I did. I loved the thought of her receiving pleasure from other men. The jealousy was intoxicating. I wanted her so badly, and... I wanted her to have everything she needed. Everything I couldn’t give her.”

		And Penny suddenly knew why she had to have him. He was the ultimate beta male, a man in need of subjugation. If she could harness him, he would accept anything, give her everything, and thank her for the privilege. If she could claim this man, she not only got a devoted, obedient lover, she would also take possession of everything he owned. He was fruit, ripe for the picking. All she had to do was take him.

		“And it was entirely consensual, this arrangement. I mean, you never objected once it became your routine.”

		“No. I loved it almost as much as she did.”

		His cheeks flushed; eyes gleamed; cock throbbed. It was time to ask the final question, the one that had been on Penny’s mind since Matt started his story.

		“So why are you filing for divorce?”

		He grimaced. Clearly this was a sensitive subject. Curious that his divorce should cause him pain, but he had no problem admitting that convinced his wife to become a cuckoldress.

		“I didn’t file first.” He clicked his tongue in irritation. “She filed. Her lawyer says it falls under ‘unreasonable behaviour’, whatever that means.”

		“It means she wants a divorce, but there is no law against marrying a pathetic cuckold loser like you.”

		Matt flinched as though she had slapped him. His reaction sent another tremor of erotic lust through her soaking sex. She teased herself again, brushing her most sensitive parts with the tip of a finger under the desk.

		“But I... I never stopped wanting her. No matter what she did or who she did it with.” Her blushed once more. It was all so personal, all so very difficult to say out loud, and near impossible to say to a woman as attractive as Penny.

		Matt looked down at his lap. His cock bulged against the taut material of his suit, squeezing him deliciously. His balls were gripped tight by his underwear. If only he could slip off to the bathroom and arrange himself. This discomfort was almost as torturous as the confession itself.

		He could barely handle the way Penny looked at him. Her bright, beautiful eyes seemed to look right through him, into his soul. She asked questions, but he had a feeling that she already knew the answers. She understood him in a way he didn’t understand himself. And her voice! Her voice was deep, husky almost and yet so feminine. Despite the obvious embarrassment of the situation, he could feel the first drops of pre-cum oozing from the tip of his member, staining the fabric of his underwear. He silently wished that had hed met Penny in some other way; that their paths had crossed before he had gotten married.

		She was seemed so powerful, so persuasive. He swallowed his pride and continued talking.

		“I never stopped wanting her. Even when she refused to sleep with me, I still wanted her. She cut me off from having sex and it was the most erotic thing I’ve ever known. The thought of her controlling my sexuality, telling me what I could and couldn’t cum... it was a thrill. I loved her more than ever after every single time she cuckolded me. It was like she couldn’t do anything wrong. Even when she tried to hurt me – like making me compare my cock to her lover’s – it just made me even crazier for her. So I went along with it. We still lived together, we’re still a couple, we even share a bed. We just don’t engage each other sexually.”

		He took a breath. Penny remained silent. Her fingertips continued their steady, delicious assault on her cleft.

		“And I brought the money in.” He met her gaze now, unashamed by these admissions. “I cleaned the house. I even bought her flowers and clothes. Sometimes lingerie, so her lovers could enjoy it. I really loved it. All of it. Making her feel special. Treating her like a princess. Even though she didn’t love me in the same way.

		Matt leaned forward, placing his hands on the desk. Penny’s eyes glanced at his bulge for a second.

		“And she would go off with her boyfriends, sometimes for nights, sometimes for weekends, and I’d be at home waiting for her...” His eyes sparkled. He was enjoying this now. Not as much as Penny, but he was having fun telling this story. “It felt like the perfect set up. I got the thrill of being controlled, and she got everything she ever wanted, from anyone she wanted to have. And then one day, out of the blue, she announced that it was over.”

		Matt paused, regarding his fingertips.

		“She said it wasn’t what she wanted. I wasn’t what she wanted. She said she needed a real man, one who loved her for her, not for what she did with other men. So she filed for divorce and here... here we are. I guess I cucked myself out of my own marriage. But I don’t want to lose her. I can’t lose what we have. Even now, the thought that I’m not good enough for her – it’s driving me crazy!”

		“I can see that.”

		Matt glanced into his lap, at the prominent bulge of excitement between his legs. He gasped and leaned back in the chair, covering his dignity with both hands.

		Now Penny understood what he wanted. She was supposed to contest this divorce; to stop Mai from leaving Matt; to return his cuckold marriage back to its former state. Naturally, he had chosen her office. He couldn’t take this story into a real law firm with a working coffee machine and plush carpets. He couldn’t sit down opposite a stuffy old man and explain why his wife should keep cuckolding him and stay married. So he had found Penny; a pretty, young, single woman working from the mall. Surely she would understand his plight without judging him. A lawyer like Penny would have a dozen cases come across her desk every week that were far more absurd than this.

		She studied him again, watching the mixture of vibrant emotions fight for domination on his face. He was both ashamed and proud of himself. He was pitiful and pathetic. He was brave and handsome. Such a curious client. Penny felt a ridiculous urge to help him, to protect him, to soothe his aching soul.

		At that moment, Penny made her decision. She had guessed that it might come to this, from the very first moment she considered discarding her professional code of ethics. She knew what he wanted. Even better, she knew how to give it to him. Her mind raced. The only question was how best to convince him that her idea was the right course of action.

		There was no way to save this marriage, Penny was certain of that. A wife like Mai would have lost all respect for Matt months ago. She would never be satisfied with him ever again. She’d probably hook up with one of her other boyfriends. Maybe she’d settle down, maybe she would sleep around for a few years and enjoy her newfound sexual appetite first. That didn’t matter. What mattered was that there was absolutely no way Penny could argue this case in front of a judge. There was no adultery, no wrongdoing on Mai’s part. She could easily say that Matt’s sexual needs were the ‘unreasonable behaviour’ from which she wanted to escape. No, this case was completely and utterly dead on arrival. Matt was staring down the barrel of a gun and he didn’t know it. Fighting this would be hopeless. If they tried to contest it, Mai would surely destroy Matt. She would take everything but the shirt off his back.

		But Penny saw a different route. She saw a way for all parties to get what they wanted. Mai could have her divorce, Matt could get the submission he desperately craved, and Penny would get a sizable reward. It was the perfect win, win, win scenario. All she needed to do was convince Matt.

		Now was the time for boldness. If things were to be settled the way she believed they ought, the moment of action was at hand. Penny rose from her desk. She walked slowly to the window, feeling Matt’s eyes sweep across her silky-smooth legs.

		“I want you to listen to me very carefully, Matt. You’re going to lose this case. It’s guaranteed. She’s going to take you for everything you own: The house, the car, half your income... maybe more.” Penny stopped in front of the window, watching oblivious shoppers wander across the mall floor. “You’re not the first, and you won’t be the last. In fact, cuckold divorces are relatively common. After the initial thrill of fucking other cocks subsides, most women realise they want real men, and they can’t go back to their husbands again. It always ends up the same way. No money, no home, no wife. Just a loser cuckold.”

		Penny caught a glimpse of Matt’s stunned face reflected in the glass. She gently turned the twist cord and closed the horizontal blinds, blanking out the mall beyond. Now they were alone, cut off from the world at large.

		“I’m not saying all this for the fun of it.” She walked over to the office door and checked the bolt. Still locked. “This is something you need to understand, because without facing the truth, without accepting your reality, I don’t think you come out of this well. If, on the other hand, you lean into your loss, acknowledge that you’re going to lose it all... I think you may be pleasantly surprised.”

		She turned back to him. Matt watched her with a curious expression, hanging on every word, but unsure what she was saying.

		“Look, do you trust me?”

		“Of course I trust you, you’re my lawyer.”

		She raised an eyebrow at this. “We’re going to try something unusual. Is that okay?”

		“Sure.”

		“It’ll seem odd, but if you let it happen, I promise this will be worth it.”

		“Go for it.”

		Penny walked across the office and stood behind her client. He stiffened at her touch, but kept his gaze forward, on her desk, waiting for her next move. She placed hand on his shoulder and quickly unbuttoned the top two restraints on her blouse.

		“You’re good at obeying orders, aren’t you?” Her voice was low, husky, exotic.

		“Uh... depends what kind of orders.”

		Penny chuckled. She reached under her skirt and gently tugged on her underwear, pulling the soft fabric down her thighs. Matt didn’t notice anything. All his attention was fixed on the soft feminine hand resting on his shoulder. He couldn’t explain why her touch felt so good or why his body was so warm now. But her voice was like a siren’s call, luring him toward danger.

		The lawyer kicked her underwear beneath Matt’s chair. It felt so good, so free, so wickedly erotic. Now she was no longer constrained by ethics or professionalism or the law. She was a powerful, sexual woman and she knew what she wanted.

		She walked around and stood in front of the desk, arms folded. Matt looked at her, his pulse quickening. He could see the soft, sensual curve of her breasts exposed through the open blouse. He could see her firm, beautiful bare thighs that emerged from below her skirt. God, she had amazing legs. But the thing he loved most of all was the way she looked down at him. It reminded him of the way Mai looked at him after she fucked another man. Like Mai, Penny knew she had power over Matt and now she was preparing to use that power.

		A powerful wave of longing washed over Matt such as he had not experienced since the night he first met Mai. For the first time, Mai was a mere memory. Penny was his focus of all his attention and desire. She filled his vision, flooded his senses, filled his nostrils. She was everywhere in his mind.

		He wanted to fall before her, to kneel and worship her presence. To look up at the bare wonder of her legs, to offer himself to her in mind and body and spirit. The simple clarity of the realisation struck him with a force. He wanted this woman so badly, more than he had ever wanted anyone before. And yet it seemed so utterly insane.

		She was barely two feet from him. Close enough to touch, yet too far to possess. He could smell her perfume, clearly see the minute folds and strains of material around her hips. Still seated, he lifted his face, taking in the rise of her chest, the faint indent of her nipples beneath.

		“Stand up, Matthew.”

		He rose immediately, unaware that he was even obeying her command. A cruel smile tugged at the corners of her soft lips. He felt a sudden rush of embarrassment for being so weak, but there was no way to stop himself. When a powerful woman gave him an order, he followed through.

		Penny smiled. There was a note of triumph in her expression, a hint of joy in this achievement, and there was something else in her expression. Some kind of hungry energy. Her grey-blue eyes sparkled as they regarded him. She gently bit her bottom lip, as if she were selecting desert.

		Matt’s dick throbbed hard in his suit pants. He was conscious that it must be obvious to her. He felt ashamed of himself for getting so worked up, but it was too late. He let his hands hang limp and refused to hide the bulge. There was something electrifying and erotic about being this open with another woman.

		“Take it out, Matthew.”

		He shuddered for a moment, barely able to process what she was saying. He wanted to obey, but wasn’t sure what she needed. Could she mean a pen? A document? 

		“Your cock Matthew.” Her voice was hard and firm. “Take it out for me. Now.”

		Matt fumbled with his belt, unhitched his zipper, and rummaged in his shorts. His fingers shook. Embarrassment flooded his senses almost as much as the erotic lust he felt. This was shameful and humiliating, yet he desperately wanted to please Penny and do as she ordered. His cheeks glowed red, pulse racing. His fingers brushed the soft warmth of his stiff member. He took a steadying breath and pulled down at the elastic of his shorts and lifted his cock and balls out into the open office air.

		“Look at me.”

		Matt forced himself to meet her gaze. He swallowed hard. Penny’s eyes seemed to look through him again, searching his soul. It was impossible to hide anything from her.

		Penny clicked her tongue and examined his erection, turning her head to inspect every inch. She spoke quietly, as though making notes to herself.

		“Perfectly unremarkable. Average size. Girth is... reasonable, I suppose. It’s not going to have any women falling to their knees in awe, but it’s nothing to complain about. Simple shape, no bulging veins or unsightly curves. Testicles aren’t the largest I’ve ever seen, but not the smallest, either. You look rather backed up – I suppose you haven’t been allowed to cum in a few weeks. I told you to look at me, Matthew.”

		It took an effort of will, but Matt drew his eyes up along Penny’s slender and sensual body to her face. Her eyes were astonishing, light blue in the centre, and radiating a deep light along their rims so that they had the effect of pulling him inexorably in, towards their centre where, Matt noticed, her pupils were large and engaged, drawing in every shard of light from the room, drinking in the scene.

		A quiet held. Matt moved his mouth, seeking to release the tension. Penny answered with a sharp hissing sound, meant to silence him. It succeeded.

		“You will not speak. I prefer men to listen. That way, they’re much more likely to learn. Do you understand?”

		Matt nodded in compliance. His heart raced with lust. Everything about this situation was intensely erotic; not just the fact that he had exposed himself at her orders, but the way she was now looking and talking to him. She was utterly in control of him and they both knew it. She had seized whatever power he might have had in this situation and he was totally at her mercy. His manhood bobbed and throbbed in the air. He felt a pearly bead of pre-cum ooze from the tip. It was wonderfully humiliating to be so turned on and unable to hide it.

		“I don’t want to see your eyes move from my face.” She held up a finger of warning. “Don’t look at my body. Don’t even think about my body.”

		As soon as she said the words, Matt became intensely aware of Penny’s open shirt; the curve of her visible breasts; how round and juicy and delicious her tits looked. Penny’s body occupied his peripheral vision, her curves seeming more alluring and sultry than they had just a few seconds before. He fixed his gaze on her face, feeling himself drown in her beautiful, clear eyes.

		He nodded his acceptance of her command. Heat crept into his cheeks. His cock strained in the air between them, desperate for her to do something – anything – to pleasure him. If Penny wanted, she could give him enormous satisfaction right now... or cause unspeakable pain.

		Matt’s suit slipped down his thighs and crumpled to the floor. He now stood in a lawyer’s office in a suit jacket, shirt, and tie, with his cock standing fully to attention. It was absurd and ridiculous and embarrassing and so, so arousing.

		Penny’s soft, full lips twitched into a smile. She said, “Start stroking your cock for me. I want you to give your fullest attention to what I am about to say.”

		He obeyed without hesitation. Matt grasped his manhood with trembling fingers and began slowly, softly, yet firmly stroking. He could feel the hard ridges of his throbbing meat stand out against his skin as he moved his palm briskly up and down its length, eager to please this woman, conscious not to get too excited. The last thing he wanted was to accidentally cum too soon – or worse, cum without permission.

		Her gaze held steady and she exuded calm a counterpoint to his own churning emotions. It was strangely reassuring and intoxicating to have this powerful woman watching him so closely. Matt returned her gaze, not allowing his eyes to drift to her alluring figure or even watch what his hand was doing. The effort was extraordinary, the impact intense. Matt wanted nothing more than to draw his gaze down over her body, to drink in the curves informing her inappropriately tight business suit. He pulled steadily at his cock, gripping tight, savouring the joyous wash of emotion spreading across his being. It was so much more pleasurable than simply masturbating by himself with no audience. He felt a strange pull for this woman. It was as if a mental chain extended from her will, wrapping itself around his mind. This was the woman he wanted to serve. This was the Mistress he needed to make happy. His future lay in her eyes and was certain of his fate. Whatever she wanted, he would do.

		“You can feel it, can’t you?”

		Her lyrical, melodic voice seemed to float through his ears and fill his soul like a mug of hot chocolate on a cold day. Her voice resonated through his being. He nodded his assent.

		“You never needed to serve her.” There was emphasis on this last word. Matt knew who she meant. “All you truly needed was to serve somebody. A mistress. A dominant. She just happened to be the closest fit. I’m not surprised your marriage fell apart.”

		Matt groaned, half in pain at the truthfulness of her words, half in pleasure at the sensations rippling through his cock.

		“You met as equals, you and Mai. But there was a part of your psyche even you hadn’t understood – your true self, your submissive self. It was always inside you, lying dormant, waiting to be awakened. It’s not surprising that you were unaware of you true nature, most men think of themselves as alphas, or dominants. They spend their lives being told they are strong, powerful, that they need to succeed. Many do of course, but equally many are made differently. Like you.”

		She smiled. Despite how absurd this situation was, Matt felt comforted and safe with that smile. It was caring, protective.

		“Mai was never your stronger half, she wasn’t even your other half, she was just a pretty girl you met young and married. She’s not dominant and never will be. Your soon-to-be-ex-wife is just a cheating whore. It’s no surprise that your ‘cuckold’ lifestyle didn’t work. It would never have worked with her. She wasn’t fucking other guys to dominate you or to make you happy. You pushed her into it. That sounds like the definition of unreasonable behaviour to me.”

		The truth of it was obvious, its logic inescapable. Something like it had occurred to Matt before, but truths like this are somehow deniable when held inside. There is an actualizing power to hearing them spoken aloud which renders them real. Solid. Unavoidable.

		Guilt stabbed Matt’s heart like a lance, piercing him to the core. He was suddenly overwhelmed with grief. Up until this moment, he had continued to cling to the vague notion that his marriage could saved and return to what it was. But now he knew the truth. It was as obvious as the smile on Penny’s pretty face. An aching lump balled in his throat. Tears formed in his eye.

		“Aw, poor Matthew. Don’t cry. As they say, when one door closes, another opens. I am the other door you’ve been seeking. Keep stroking that cock.”

		Matt nodded, keen to please this beautiful woman. As the seconds progressed, he became more and more conscious of the warm yawning sensation spreading further across his body. It was delicious. In spite of the feelings of guilt for his failed marriage, his arousal grew.

		“It was inevitable you know, what happened with Mai. Millions would never have even tried to salvage the marriage once she cheated on you. I’m almost impressed you bothered. She doesn’t deserve you; she never did. Instead of leaving her, you found something inside, didn’t you? You recognised your innate need to serve. You knew what you needed; you just didn’t know who.”

		Matt was lost, adrift on a sea of pleasure, surrounded by her sultry, husky, erotic voice. His dick throbbed in his hand. He pumped harder and faster as she spoke, barely able to control himself.

		Waves of pleasure chemicals saturated his brain. Her voice was his everywhere. Her eyes held him as captive as a cage.

		“You may have loved Mai. You probably even enjoyed serving her, but you never needed her. You know that now, don’t you? You were meant to serve another, weren’t you Matt? You were meant to serve me.”

		He nodded in agreement. Yes, he was born for this purpose. He existed to serve Penny. It all seemed so obvious now. When he first entered the little law office in the strip mall, he had thought that she was pretty. Now, after less than two hours in her presence, he was hopelessly devoted to her. He had sensed power in her aura; felt it in her smile; seen it in the sparkle of her eyes. This woman was his owner. Penny Sinclair was his destiny. She was his one true Mistress.

		“Stop masturbating.”

		His hands flew to the side as though electrocuted. He swallowed, still looking Penny in the eyes. His manhood bobbed and throbbed and twitched in the air, like a confused pet looking for its owner. He had been so close to cumming, so near the precipice of relief. It almost hurt to stop so suddenly.

		“Did that feel good?”

		He nodded again.

		“Would you like to cum?”

		Another nod.

		“Too bad. Kneel.”

		Matt fell to the floor without a second thought. He kneeled before his Mistress, looking up into her smiling face. She looked even more beautiful from this new vantage point. He strained to keep his eyes on her face and not any of the other many details he desperately wanted to enjoy; not the nipple indentations pressing into her blouse; not the generously open buttons that showed off her legal assets; not even her long, beautiful legs which now towered over him.

		“I know what you want. And I know how to give it to you. First, you’re going to give Mai everything she wants. Everything.”

		He whimpered. She held up a single finger of warning, silencing his protests before they could begin.

		“If she wants the house, she can have it. Your car, too. Even the dog. She can trade one pathetic bitch for another. Think of it as a long overdue apology, Matthew. You forced to become something she was not. This is the least you can do for her.”

		A look of utter mortification swept Matt’s face. Losing was not in his character. He hadn’t even considered the possibility that Mai would take things from him in the divorce.

		“But you will keep your salary. All of it and all future earnings. I’ll see to that. Your money will be safe. The house doesn’t matter. The car will depreciate in time. And the dog... you don’t need any distractions from serving me.”

		She emphasised the last word by tapping him on the forehead with one finger. Her touch sent shockwaves through his body.

		“This is what you will do. Sign the paperwork. Divorce her. Start fresh. But this time, you know what you want and how to get it.”

		Matt drew a deep breath, remaining motionless. The choice he made now would determine his future. Letting Mai and her lawyers win felt wrong. It was his house. He had worked hard for it. Why should he give it to her? His rational brain screamed at him to say no. This wasn’t justice, this was surrender. He need only walk away, get a new lawyer. If he challenged her in court, surely he would keep something?

		Penny’s eyes looked back unwaveringly into his own. She gazed on him with interest, as though he was a puppy receiving instructions to sit. His cock throbbed again, desperate for his hand. He felt a surge of pleasure spread along his thighs, up his spine. He began to pull again at his member, feeling the wave of joy reach his brain. His pace quickened; desire overwhelmed him. A desperate need overcame his mind. He wanted this. The time had come to be true to himself. He would do as Penny instructed.

		“Ok,” he said finally. “We’ll do it.”

		“Who told you to speak?”

		Matt nodded in silent at once.

		“And who told you to touch yourself?”

		He gulped and released his cock. Heat burned his cheeks. How humiliating. He hadn’t even become Penny’s devoted submissive yet and already he was breaking the rules. She surveyed him in cold silence for a moment before speaking again.

		“If you are certain that my proposal is right for you – and we both know that it is – we can seal the deal and make it official. Nod if you agree.”

		He nodded. No hesitation. She was right; this was his destiny.

		Penny smiled and grabbed at the zip on the back of her skirt. She eased it down with a soft swish and let her skirt fall to the floor. Matt’s mouth dropped open in silent wonder. He had no idea that she’d already secretly removed her panties. Now his eyes were filled with the sight of Penny’s delicate cleft; her intimate pink lips, gleaming with dew; her neatly arranged pubic hair, trimmed into a thin strip; and the faintly visible tan line where she wore a bikini under the sun. He stared at her naked sex for a long moment, utterly hypnotised, before she brought him back to reality with a soft laugh.

		“Did you think when you walked in here that you’d see my pretty little pussy?”

		He shook his head. Of course not. Two short hours ago he was a man determined to fight for his marriage. Now he was a submissive with a new Mistress. Things change fast.

		Penny turned and walked around the desk, taking her time to move, allowing Matt to get a good, long look at her smooth, perfect butt and the way her legs looked in those tall black heels.

		“This is what is going to happen,” Penny said. She sat in her leather office chair, legs parted, allowing Matt to see her flowering pussy lips beneath the desk. “You’re going to crawl over here and lick me until I cum. You’re free to stop at any moment. I encourage you to take your time. But as soon as I cum, the deal is done and you are mine. I own you. Permanently. Is that clear?”

		Matt nodded. He swallowed and the last remnants of his failed former marriage dissolved in his mind, fading away into nothingness. If Mai herself had walked into the office at that moment, he wouldn’t have recognised her.

		“Good. Get over here now!”

		Her voice was a stern command, almost a bark of authority. Matt did not hesitate. He scrambled forward on all fours, hands brushing over the cheap, wiry carpet. He crawled beneath her desk and kneeled between Penny’s spread feet. His belt clanked like a toy bell. Penny laughed at his eagerness, tilting her head back and revealing the wonderful soft line of her perfectly kissable neck. Matt wondered how long it would be before she allowed him to kiss that part of her body. It would be worth the wait.

		Any remaining doubts Matt felt about this new arrangement evaporated as he leaned closer to her smooth, silky prize. She even smelled wonderful. Her arousal filled his nostrils, causing him to salivate like a starving dog presented with a steak.

		Penny Sinclair sat above him, shoes set roughly a shoulder’s width apart, their smooth black toes shining smartly at him, her perfect feet held snuggly in their embrace. She looked like a Goddess on her throne, towering above him.

		Matt froze before her, willing himself to do this right. He needed to prove his worth to this woman. She was divine and he was a pathetic loser. He had no right to be this close to her heavenly pussy, but she had given him permission. This had to be the greatest act of oral sex any man had ever given a woman before.

		He gazed upon her sex. The lips were swollen with arousal, thick and pink and juicy. The thin patch of pubic hair seemed to guide his eyes down to her most intimate part. Her sex flowered open, ready for him to please her. He longed to crawl forward, to touch, to kiss it. He wanted to lose himself in her moist folds, to drink in her scent, but knew that without permission, he could not.

		Frustration excited and thrilled him to the core. To be so close to such a perfect pussy and yet unable to touch it... He felt the giddiness of intoxication. His cock, hard and throbbing, bucked drunkenly. Every fibre of his being strained like a beast at the leash.

		“Come closer.”

		He did as he was bidden, now inches from her, almost drooling like a starving animal.

		“And now you will pleasure me.”

		His brain misfired and all he could do was gaze at her silky sex for a moment. She was too perfect to spoil. The light tan of Penny’s naked flesh engulfed his vision. Then his senses returned and he placed his lips at her knee, kissing tenderly to demonstrate his sincerity, his loyalty, his undivided attention. He mirrored the kiss on her other knee with equal sensitivity, not wishing to show undue favour to any one part of this Goddess. Matt was determined to show reverence to every last inch of his new Mistress. She deserved it for everything she had done today. Thanks to her, Matt finally understood his place in the world.

		He slowly, meticulously worked his way up Penny’s inner thigh, brushing his lips lightly over her skin, taking long, lingering pauses to lick and lap at her softness, feeling her shudder with pleasure. Every inch of Penny’s warm, smooth skin deserved his undivided attention; a kiss here, a lick there, loving caresses all over.

		As Matt’s lips moved steadily inwards along her inner thighs, he allowed his hands to glide across her shins. The feel of her body sent wonderful waves of erotic electricity through his cock. He shivered in anticipation. If she could make him feel like this without even doing anything, what else could she do to him?

		He leaned closer, eyes resting on the prize that lay so tantalisingly close to his mouth now. Penny’s pussy filled his vision, her swollen, glistening lips flowering open in preparation for his mouth. Matt was almost drooling with desire. It wasn’t good enough for him to pleasure her; this had to be perfect.

		His warm breath flowed across her eager sex. Penny shuddered, instinctively spreading her legs wider. Her cunt glistened before him, ripe and open; the most delicious fruit he had ever seen before. His tongue extended and gently brushed her intimate lips.

		Penny shuddered. She groaned with lust. The sound of her passion sent Matt wild with excitement. He kissed her long and deep and hard, wrapping his mouth around her soaking cunt lips and teasing her swollen, tender bud. She gasped. He started to gently suck on her clit now, her moans filling his ears and causing his heart to race with burning need. Her thighs closed around Matt’s ears like some carnivorous plant around an unsuspecting fly, preventing him from escaping. He wasn’t able to stop even if he wanted to. Her hands grasped his head, forcing him deep into her.

		Matt drank at the fountain of his new Goddess. He tasted her excitement, drank her juices, felt her lust flow down his throat.

		His face was sopping with Her love. His nose was buried into Her sex, tongue furiously exploring Her tunnel. He gasped for air and breathed only Her scent. It was intoxicating, like a drug, but far more addictive than any narcotic. Her taste, Her salty tang, was his world now. Only the warmth of Her flesh would bring him comfort. This was what he wanted. This was his reason for existence.

		“Yes, that’s good...” Penny’s voice came from somewhere far away. Her words floated on passionate exhales of eroticism. Her hips began to move in response to the wonderous feel of his hungry tongue. She started grinding her sex into his face, rubbing his nose up and down her slit like a sex toy, sparing not a thought for the man knelt at her feet. She didn’t need to ask if he enjoyed it. She already knew the answer. This was what they both craved. She wanted total, complete ownership of a man. He craved blind submissions to a powerful, dominant woman. They were perfect for each other.

		Matt heard his Goddess moaning louder from somewhere above. He felt the intensity of her pleasure increase through the subtle changes in her cunt. She was wet before, but now Her perfect pussy was soaking with cum, warm and open to him, utterly irresistible to his touch. He lapped furiously at Her sex, driving his tongue deep inside Her aching hole, desperate to taste every single drop of Her passion. Time no longer mattered to him. Matt had no idea how long he’d been kneeling at her altar like this.

		His tongue was tired, his neck sore, his knees throbbed with the dull ache of subservience, and yet he knew his duty was to carry on, to lick his Goddess, to keep up his rhythm, no matter what.

		Penny’s orgasm came from out of nowhere. She felt the fire burning white-hot in her gut, but the speed with which it consumed her was shocking. One moment she was floating along on a gentle river of sexual pleasure; the next she was engulfed in a typhoon of euphoria.

		She came suddenly, with a violence Matt had not expected. Her hands suddenly turned to claws, fingers gripping his scalp hard, heedless to his feelings. Her thighs trembled and shuddered against his cheeks, grinding faster as she was swept away by the force of Her orgasm.

		“Oh, fuck!” Her cry echoed around the small, quiet office. “Fuck! Fuck!”

		She unleashed a furious, throaty moan of wordless bliss. The sound was music to Matt’s ears. Her orgasm was the most beautiful thing he had ever heard. Her hips bucked, pushing him further in, jarring his neck.

		“Fuck...” The word left her mouth in a single long moan. “You gorgeous little man-whore. You will do this... every fucking day.”

		Matt devoured Penny’s spasming, clenching hole in a frenzy of devotion, telling Her in his own special way that he would follow every instruction she gave him until the end of time.

		He drank her orgasm until the waves of pleasure subsided. Finally, she gripped his hair once more and wrenched him back from Her tender, sensitive cunt. His lips and chin were silvery with her juices and his eyes were glazed with excitement. Matt’s cock throbbed and twitched in the air, desperate to be granted a release of its own.

		Penny took a moment to steady herself. She had hoped that he knew how to lick a woman, but this cuckold had surpassed all her wildest dreams. He was a natural beta male in every possible sense. Devoted, loyal, submissive, and a superb pussy licker.

		“Who owns you now slave?” Her eyes burned into him.

		“You do, Miss.” He licked his lips, tasting Her again. It was almost delicious enough to make him cum.

		“Who do you serve?”

		“You, Miss.”

		“It’s Mistress now, Mistress Penny.” She smiled at him. The title felt good to Her own ears. She would enjoy being his Mistress.

		“Yes, Mistress Penny.” Matt’s heat could have exploded with love and devotion on the spot. Mai had understood his submissive needs, but she had never known how to appeal to him like this. Mistress Penny had seen right through his soul and granted him a new lease of life. He felt like a kid on Christmas morning.

		“Good boy.” She stroked his head with affection. Her hand ran down to his mouth. She wiped up some of her cum from his face and put Her finger between his lips. He cleaned her finger without hesitation. “Such a good boy.”

		Matt looked up into the bright, sparkling eyes of his owner. She gazed on him with affection. It was an expression with which he was already falling in love. He knew in that moment he would do anything to make her look at him like that every single day for the rest of his life.

		His heart beat loud in unfettered joy, his hard cock throbbed and pulsed in rhythm. He saw his future life mapped out before him, a life of utter devotion and servitude at her feet. It almost brought tears of joy to his eyes.

		Penny raised Her legs and placed Her feet on Matt’s shoulders, using him as a footrest. Despite having a perfect line of sight to her gaping, juicy pussy, he kept his gaze on Her face.

		“Well then Matthew, it seems you have some papers to sign.”

		She opened a drawer and tossed down a few sheets of paper, all stamped with the name of Her little law firm. Matt scanned the top page. He saw words like, “petition” and, “no contest” and, “divorce”. He nodded. She offered him a pen and he took it, quickly scrawling his signature across each dotted line. It was surprisingly painless to give up his marriage. Perhaps he would have struggled if he hadn’t met a woman like Penny. While he signed all his assets over to Mai, Penny took another sheet of paper and quickly scribbled a few short sentences on it.

		“Good, very good.” Her voice cooed in his ears. His manhood trembled again. “And now... sign this, too.”

		She tossed down another piece of paper with the law firm logo stamped in the corner. It was a single page with a few lines written by Her hand. It read,

		CONTRACT OF OWNERSHIP

		I, Matthew Parcs, hereby declare that I am no longer in lawful control of my own body. Everything I am is now under the strict ownership of my Mistress, Penny Sinclair. I declare that she owns me, my finances, my sexual happiness, and my orgasms, from this moment forth. I belong to her until such a time as she tires of me.

		“Sign and date, Matthew.”

		He didn’t hesitate for even a heartbeat. Matt signed the page, entered the date, and gave it back to Mistress Penny.

		“Excellent.” She smiled and signed the page. “We still have some time before the mall closes. We’re going shopping. I want some new lingerie, and you need a collar. I want everyone to know that I own you now...”
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