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Wifely Duties
 

My wife is the kind of person who thrives on routine. She is happiest when she knows what she is meant to be doing at every hour of the day, with no idle time to make her anxious or bored. I’m happy to oblige her in this, because her happiness is my happiness.

It’s true what they say. A happy wife is a happy life.

Her day begins at 5am. She has always been an early riser. Two hours before I’m even awake, she is in the gym running or doing yoga. At 35, she has the body of a woman ten years younger, because she is diligent about working out. Her abs are toned, her butt tight, her C-cup breasts unnaturally perky without a hint of sagging. She can crack a walnut between her thighs.

The workout leaves her dripping sweat, and she’ll hop in the shower. It’s the only time all day that she removes her collar. The black leather wouldn’t fare well with daily washes. Sometimes, if I am dozing in and out while she goes about her morning, I can hear the distinct metal clinking of the tag as it hits the porcelain sink.

If I do happen to be drifting in and out of sleep, the white noise of the shower is certain to coax me back into unconsciousness. And that’s where I stay until my wife has cleaned her lithe body, dried off, blowdried her long blonde locks, and applied the simple eye makeup that I like her to wear. She doesn’t need much else in the way of cosmetics – lipstick, for special occasions, though her lips are naturally rose red and plump.

She returns her collar to its rightful place around her neck, where the tag declaring her Property of Master lies against the soft center of her clavicle. By then, it’s time to wake me up.

The first thing I feel, if I sleep through the shifting of the blankets, is her fingers wrapping around my girth. She has small hands, and I’m thick, and she can only just barely close a fist around my base. Her silky palms stroke me slowly – my morning wood is as reliable as the sun rising. She kneels between my legs, her breasts pressed against my thighs, her body little more than a lump underneath the covers. That is, until I throw them back to admire her dedication to my cock.

I put my hands behind my head, happy to watch her work. Her patient strokes are rewarded with a dribble of pre-cum, which she hurriedly licks away. I shudder at the first contact between her tongue and my swollen flesh. She squeezes me hard, eyes dancing as the taste of me ignites her hunger.

She presses her tongue against the base of my cock, then drags it up the entire length. She licks her way back down along one side, then repeats the action until she has stroked every inch. Only then does she let her lips close over the head, sucking deeply while flicking at me with her tongue. I groan, burying my hands in her hair. Soon, I will take over. But not yet.

She teases my crown, kissing the tip before sucking it in again, her tongue dancing in circles around my corona. Thin streams of spit trickle down, coating my shaft, making it easy for her to stroke and squeeze me. I massage her scalp, waiting until I can’t wait any more. Then I push.

My wife loves it when I take over. She lets out a heavy breath through her nose, one hand moving below to cup my balls while her other hand grasps my hip for support. I push her down my shaft, inch by inch, burying myself in her warm, wet mouth. I feel the point of her gag reflex, but we are long past worrying about that. I push on, until I am delving into her throat and her nose is against my pubes.

While I move my hips up and down, fucking her throat as deep as I can, she cradles and gently tugs on my balls. She cups them in her hand, stroking the flesh behind them. I look up, find her eyes watering. I release her just enough for her to get enough breath in through her nose, then push her down again. My hips move faster, her tongue desperately lapping at whatever flesh it can find.

“Yes, my pet,” I might groan. “Take Master’s cock. Good girl, you deserve some cum…”

Her eyes light up at the word cum. I know how much she adores swallowing my seed. And with my balls boiling, my spine tingling, my toes curling, I am more than happy to give it to her. With a final thrust, I jut my hips forward and fill her throat with my cock before letting it erupt inside her.

She clenches, her throat taking every pump, my cum sliding down into her belly. What doesn’t get swallowed fills her cheeks, or leaks from the corners of her lips. But she won’t let it go to waste – when I pull out, she makes sure to collect every fallen drop and eat it up. I watch her savor my cream, moaning in delight as it fills her stomach.

“Good morning,” she sighs, sliding up to lay beside me. If I reach between her legs, I will find her hot and wet and ready – and sometimes I’ll reward her. Other times, like this particular morning, I want to stoke her passion all day long. After a few minutes relaxing in each others’ arms, she rises to get my coffee and breakfast ready. We eat together – I read the business section, she reads the arts section – and all too soon I’m dressed, shaved, and out the door for work.
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I make more than enough money to support us, so my wife doesn’t need to work. Jenna fills her days with chores – her choice, not mine. She enjoys having a tidy house. She loves knowing that I can come home and relax without having to worry about anything. When she’s not housekeeping, she paints watercolors or does some freelance design work. One of the many things I love about my wife is her infinite creativity.

Meanwhile, I go through my day, content that I needn’t worry about what’s happening at home. Some men may worry that their bored housewives might seek daytime entertainment. I have no such worries. At any time, I can turn on one of the many cameras in our house and watch my wife work. This, too, was her idea. She likes the idea of having me look over her. And she especially likes when I take my lunch break in my office. I can’t always do it, because I often have business lunches or just want to go out to eat.

But when we do have a lunch date, it’s a welcome break from the weekday drudgery. I close the door to my office and tell my secretary to hold my calls. Jenna picks up on the first computerized ring of our video chat system. The webcam shows our bedroom, the bed made perfectly, everything in order. My wife has re-touched her make-up, and wears her collar – and nothing else.

“Hi, Master,” she says. “Having a good day?”

“Boring, the Linsdale owners rescheduled – I had the whole day planned around them, and now I’ve got nothing to do.”

“That sucks,” Jenna purrs. “It hasn’t exactly been thrilling around here, either.”

“We can fix that,” I say with a smile. She returns it, looking coyly into the webcam. “Show me your cunt.”

“Yes, Sir,” Jenna says, stepping away and sliding up onto the bed. Reclining in pillows, her nude body stretches across the mattress, showing off her glowing skin. She spreads her thighs for me, putting my property on display. She uses her fingers to spread herself wider, and I can already see her trickling with arousal.

“Play with it,” I instruct, leaning back to admire. My pet reaches down and begins to toy with her clit. Her face takes on a dazed, entranced expression.

“May I play with my tits?” She asks.

“Yes, my pet,” I respond. With a happy purr, she reaches up for her breasts. Taking one in her hand, she pinches the nipple while her finger slides down from her clit towards her slit. A dreamy smile takes up the lower half of her face.

Her finger dips inside, a crease between her eyebrows making her look almost pained. She withdraws the finger, moist with her arousal, and uses it to rub her clit again.

“My pussy feels so good today,” she murmurs. “Thank you for letting me touch it, Master.”

“You deserve it,” I tell her. “Keep touching yourself, but roll over and get on your knees.”

“Yes, Sir,” Jenna obeys quickly. Her finger doesn’t stop teasing her clit, but she gets on her knees and turns around. Supporting herself with one arm, she reaches down the length of her body to finger herself again. I can see her tender rosebud, her dripping slit. She lowers herself even further, until her face is pressed into the bed.

By now, my cock is twitching and hard, and I take it out to stroke myself. My wife’s ass wiggles in the air as she touches herself, pleasuring her body at my command. Within a few moments, I am ready for more.

“Vibrator,” I say, my voice gruff. “Now.”

Moaning, my wife crawls to the drawer beside the bed. She pulls out the sleek, sizeable purple bullet I bought her recently. She turns back to the camera, holding it to her mouth, waiting for me to tell her where to put it. I could have her put it in her ass, but that wouldn’t tease her nearly as much as what I have in mind.

“Fuck yourself,” I tell her. “Don’t you dare cum.”

“Yes, Sir,” she purrs, and clicks it to life. This one has two settings, and she starts it on low. Tracing it from her mouth down her body, she lets it buzz between her tits and across her stomach before reaching her dripping cunt. As it slides between her lips, she gasps. Her eyes widen, then go soft and lidded. She rolls it across her clit, body stiffening at the intensity. I stroke myself harder, watching her tits move with her body.

My wife sinks down onto her ass, spreading her thighs again so I can watch her slide the vibrator into her pussy. She bites her lip, her head lolling backwards as her body accepts the toy.

“Oh, Sir,” she whimpers. Her hips move in time with her hands as she thrusts it in and out of her slowly. Each time, it comes out more soaked in her juices.

“Put it on high,” I demand.

“B-but…yesssss,” my wife cuts off her own protest as she clicks the vibrator to high and succumbs to its pleasures. She gasps, the crease between her eyebrows deeper now as she fights the rising tide of her climax.

“Don’t,” I warn her, jacking myself hard now, enjoying her sweet torture. “Don’t you dare cum without permission, pet.  I own your body. I tell you when to cum.”

“Y-yes, Sir,” she gasps, her thighs trembling now as her hips buck. Sweat breaks out on her forehead. Her tag shakes. “Oh, god, Sir! Please? Please?!”

“No,” I command. Her protestations are only exciting to me, watching her suffer in the throes of her own lust. “I’m going to cum, and then I’m going to shut off the feed. You will stop immediately, without orgasm. I want you begging tonight, and I want you to mean it.”

“Yes, Sir,” my wife whines, squeezing her breast again, distracting herself from the pleasure by pulling on her nipple ring, just enough to hurt. “I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

“I know you will,” I say through clenched teeth. My balls empty suddenly, cum spouting as my wife continues to deny herself. The last clenching spasms leave me panting, but I am quick to turn off the feed, as I said. I know that in our bedroom at home, my wife has turned the toy off. She knows that I can monitor her in secret, and that if I found out she disobeyed me – well, the risk would outweigh the benefit.

Just to check, I turn on the hidden camera in the bedroom. Sure enough, the vibrator is lying beside Jenna on the bed. It is gleaming with her juices, and she is writhing on the mattress, desperately working through the desire that still rushes through her body. She thrusts a pillow between her legs, squeezing her thighs together.

“Master,” I hear her gasp. “This is Master’s body, I am His, I do as Sir tells me and nothing else.”

This seems to help her calm down. Before I close the private feed, I watch her writhing turn to wiggling, her breath turn steady. She lies on the bed, trembling slightly. A smile on her face tells me that she is excited for the night, when I will make it all worthwhile.
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By the time I return home at 6pm, Jenna has the house in shape and dinner nearly ready. She is also desperate for release. Almost before I slip my key into the lock, I can hear the patter of her footsteps as she prepares to greet me.

I find her kneeling with her head bowed. Naked, sitting on her heels, she assumes a position of complete submission.

“Welcome home,” she purrs, hands folded between her bare thighs. I reach down, stroking her thick blonde hair.

“I’m glad to be home, my love,” I say. On another day, I might beckon for her to undo my zipper and take my cock between her lips. It’s always nice to start the evening with a blowjob. But other days, like this one, I pull my hand away and beckon for her to stand. This gives her permission to wrap her arms around my neck and kiss me while I stroke her supple hips. On a day like this, when she is on fire with need, she moans into my mouth and presses her hips forward against mine.

“Shall we eat?” She asks, pulling away, eyes searching mine. I can see how desperately she wants me to say no. But I’m hungry – not just for her flesh. So I nod, and she steps away without complaint. We eat together in the dining room, discussing our day and the news and whatever else catches our interest. I note how she squirms in her seat, how her nipples are still hard.

After she’s cleared the dishes, she returns to the dining room. This time, she lingers in the doorway, her tag glinting in the dying light streaming through the window.

“Sir?” She asks meekly.

“What? No dessert?” I ask with a teasing smile. “Don’t we have some whipped cream and chocolate syrup in the fridge?”

My wife glances behind her, then back at me.

“I think we do,” she says. “Shall I…”

“No, no,” I say, standing up. “I don’t have the patience for that tonight. And I don’t think you do, either. Get in the bedroom, pet. Spread yourself.”

She beams, sweeping  past me into the hallway, disappearing before I can catch up with her. I unbutton my shirt on the way, discarding it as soon as I step through the bedroom door. She is laying on her back,  her four limbs spread. She looks at me with pure hunger – and I return the look, admiring her wet, glistening slit bared open before me.

“You’ve had a long day,” I observe, gathering silk scarves from the drawer beside the bed. One by one, I tie her limbs to the bedpost. I tie them tight enough that she can’t move, but she doesn’t try anyway. Her eyes follow me, brilliant and needy. “I know how badly you need to cum…”

“Yes, Sir,” she mews. I pause beside the bed. Her breasts point to the ceiling, her hip bones jutting slightly under her pale flesh. I caress her tag before dragging a finger down her chest, between her breasts, down to her stomach. She groans, ass lifting from the bed – but I only return to her chest, going no further than her bellybutton. Her tender, swollen clit peeks from its hood. I sit beside her, both hands now grasping her flesh. She arches her back, offering me her breasts, pushing them into my palms.

“You’ve been a good little pet,” I murmur, leaning down to lap at her nipple. I circle it with my tongue, then suckle it between my lips, biting gently on the swollen nub. She finally begins to fight the binds, her body shuddering in desperate desire. I kiss my way to her other nipple and give it the same treatment.

With one hand always teasing the other breast, my free hand travels down the slope of her body. I tickle the skin below her bellybutton. She gasps as I finally reach her hot, wet center. Hips thrusting upward to meet my toying fingers, she begs me with her body. But I want to hear it from her mouth.

“What does my little pet want?” I ask, meeting her eye.

“I want to cum for you, Master,” she pants. “I need to cum for my Master. My body is yours. Please, let me cum for you!”

I slip two fingers into her hot slit. She hisses in response, her head pressing back into the pillow, her eyes closed tight. I rub her clit with my thumb, watching her fight the urge to give in. Not until I tell her to.

“Such an obedient little girl,” I praise her, curling my fingers inside her, finding her g-spot. I lean down, until my lips graze hers. She writhes, her tongue seeking mine as I stoke her passion further. “I think you’ve earned it. Cum for me, little pet.”

“Yessss,” my wife cries, the sound cut short as I kiss her. My fingers pump her pussy while it gushes. A day’s worth of discipline is released at once, her body twisting in the binds, hips riding my hand while her cunt clenches around my fingers.

“Thank you, thank you,” she murmurs again and again when I pull my lips from hers. I keep my fingers inside her until she is still, then drag them to her lips. She meets my eyes, sucking my fingers clean, tasting her own pleasure.

I find myself jealous. I love the way my pet tastes. Pulling my fingers away, I stand up and walk towards the end of the bed. Her spread legs twitch when I run my hands up her inner thighs, her slit radiating heat. Crawling between her thighs, I grab hold of her hips and pin them down. She pants, watching me, cheeks red.

I start at her bellybutton. Kissing along her waist and down, I nip and nibble until she is quivering in anticipation. I make my way to her mound, then down to her still-dripping slit. I start at her clit, her cry of pleasure gratifying. Circling it, suckling it, I tease the hardened nub until it fairly vibrates against my tongue. I watch my wife thrash, her movement limited by the binds and by my hands holding her down. I know she wants to thrust her hips up to meet my mouth, but I keep her in place.

Slowly, I slide my tongue down to her entrance. Tasting her, I groan, my cock hard – I’m getting needy, too. But first, I slip my tongue inside her, feeling her intense heat fill my mouth. Long, slow strokes drive her wild before I return to her clit. I can tease her until she is nearly crashing, push her to the edge and inch her forward. I can do this for hours, and she will never tell me to stop.

My cock is too hard for that. I need to be inside that sweet, hot slit. I growl, crawling up her body, releasing her hips. She immediately bucks, her pussy searching for my dick. Sliding up until her breasts are pressed to my chest, I grab her neck with one hand. My cock nestles against her heated cunt. At the same time I begin to enter her, I squeeze. Her eyes widen, she gasps, choking on her own words.

“Yes, Master,” she manages to coo. “Thank you, please…”

I sink down, until there’s nothing between us. Buried entirely in her warm pussy, I lean down to kiss her ear. I choke her harder, pushing her head into the pillow below.

“Stay still,” I breathe into her ear. She shudders, then obeys. Laying docile beneath me, submitting to my power, she lets me take what I want from her. Her face reddens as her breathing is constricted. I know she’s sliding deep into her own pleasure, her world reduced to sensation. Sliding my cock inside her faster, harder, I watch her breath turn to panting, watch her chest tremble as her heartrate speeds.

“Cum with me,” I command, her body squeezing my shaft as tight as I squeeze her throat. Her eyes roll back in her head, she puckers her lips, her pulse rapid against my palm as I choke her. I lift myself, drilling her hard, fucking her like the toy she is. My property, to use how I want. Gritting my teeth, I drive my cock against her womb and spill.

At the same time, she clenches around me. Tears spill down her cheeks, her body quaking with pleasure. I squeeze her neck, filling her cunt, feeling her cum with me, spasm for spasm.

When I finally release her, all of her, her tongue lolls from her lips and her eyes are unfocused. Her breath slowly goes steady. I roll to her side, stroking her body until she comes back to me.

“Good girl,” I whisper, slowly untying her wrists. I keep her ankles bound for the time being, because I don’t want to get up from her side. I want to lie there, holding her warm body against mine, caressing her cheek. “My good little girl.”

“Thank you, Master,” she murmurs in response. “I love you.”

“Do you?” I tease. “I can’t tell.”

Jenna smiles, rolls towards me as much as the binds at her feet will allow.

“Doesn’t Master love his pet?” She pouts.

“Yes,” I assure her, planting a kiss on her forehead. “More than anything.”

By then, the sun has gone down, and my wife is getting sleepy. She’ll fall asleep in my arms. I won’t wake her when I rise to untie her feet, or pull the covers over her sleeping form. Soon enough, I join her, and we sleep through the morning, when it begins all over again.
 


Domestic Discipline

The sound of glass breaking wakes me up. I jolt from my nap on the living room couch, immediately imagining the worst. But when I rise and go to the source of the sound, I find only my wife. She is standing over a broken wine glass, the kitchen sink still running. Her eyes meet mine.

“Oops,” she says.

I rub my hand over my mouth to hide my smile. Jenna is wearing only a tight camisole and black boy shorts. Her athletic body is smooth, her breasts barely contained by the stretchy fabric, the bottom half of her ass hanging from the panties. Her blonde hair is done up in a messy bun. And she has a coy smile on her lips that I recognize immediately.

“That’s strike three,” I say, getting myself under control. I shake the last of my drowsiness from my mind. “You realize what I have to do now, right?”

My wife nods. Her black leather collar with the tag that reads Property of Master moves with her neck. She hides her smile by biting her lip. Reaching up, she undoes the bun and lets her hair flow down over her shoulders. I step to the side and point into the living room.

“In there,” I demand. She turns off the tap and pads past me, following the direction of my finger. I watch her go, admiring the sway of her supple hips. This has been one of those days. Strike one was finding her keys left in the front door. Strike two was leaving her wet towel on the bathroom floor. Strike three – the broken glass.

Each time, she looked at me with that same smile and said: “oops.”

Sometimes, my pet just wants to be punished. She craves the discipline. She likes knowing that I am her Master, and that I’m not afraid to exert power over her.

And, she just likes pain.

I follow my wife into the living room and find that she has already stripped down. Her body is shaved bare except for a patch of fuzz on her mound. Her nipples are hard. Our living room has one wall of clear glass, overlooking the property I’ve worked hard to buy. Anyone looking in through that window would see my wife, stripped nude, waiting patiently as I circle her – examining my pet. Thinking of how I shall punish her.

“Present yourself,” I bark. “I want to see my property.”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmurs. My wife spreads her legs wide and bends over at the waist. Clutching her ankles, she inches her feet further apart until her ass is spread. Her pretty, pink slit is on display – so is her rosebud. She peers up at me upside-down, her hair a puddle on the floor. Her bottom thrust outward, I get excited by the thought of turning her pale skin red. Her slit is wet, glistening, and I can’t resist. I slip two fingers inside her, twisting them as they entered, curling them against her heat.

“Ohhh,” she moans, eyes closing in pleasure. “Sir…”

“This isn’t for your pleasure,” I remind her. “It’s for mine. You’re being punished, my pet. You’re not to cum until I tell you to. And I may never tell you to. Understand?”

“Y-yes, Master,” she squeaks out while I continue to tease her pussy. She is soaked, and begins to squirm with repressed need. I love teasing her this way, watching her cheeks brighten and her lips part. She is nearly panting by the time I pull my fingers free. I crouch down, slipping my wet fingers between her lips. Opening her eyes, she meets my gaze while sucking them clean.

“Don’t move,” I instruct. Leaving her in the living room, in front of those wide-open windows, I go to our bedroom. In the closet, our toys hang on display. Whips and paddles, belts and crops. I study them, deciding on what to use. I select a few of my favorites and return to my wife. As I instructed, she is still bent over, waiting patiently for me to return.

I put down the bundle of tools and sit on the couch.

“Come here,” I command. Jenna straightens up. The sun lights her up from the back. Her shapely, firm body seems to glow. “No, not like that. Crawl like the pet you are.”

Immediately, she drops to her hands and knees. Her breasts sway as she crawls towards me, eyes wide and devoted. She never stops looking at me as she approaches on hands and knees. The tag of her collar dangles. When she is at my feet, she sits on her heels with her hands on her thighs and her head lowered.

“On my lap,” I prompt. “Naughty little pet deserves a spanking, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, Master,” my wife agrees, crawling up until she is bent over my lap. Her stomach on my thighs is firm, her arms dangling while her ass poised high in the air. “Thank you for punishing me, Sir. I need to be corrected.”

“Yes, you do,” I murmur, finally taking hold of her ass cheeks. I rub them, admiring how soft and supple they are. Her ass is firm but bubbly, toned and tight. My cock is already stiffening as I stroke her skin, her pussy still dripping, her flesh warming under my palm. Reaching to the side, I grab the leather paddle I retrieved from the closet. With one hand on her lower back, I pull my arm back.

“Ah!” My wife squeals as the first blow lands on her backside. The sound echoes in the room, a satisfying clap of leather on skin. Her body jumps. I pull back, then hit her again. Each time, she is forced forward by the impact, her tits bouncing. Her thighs fall apart as she moans in pain.

SWAP! The paddle hits one cheek, then the other, then both at the same time. The leather sticks to her skin when I pull it back. I spank her at random, so the pain keeps her on her toes – literally. She bites her lip to keep from screaming as I rain blows onto her defenseless bottom.

WHACK! Her ass jiggles with each spank. Her flesh reddens, then brightens, until it is tomato-red and burning hot. I can almost feel her heartbeat through her stomach on my thighs. I can actually see her arousal running down her thigh. The pain turns her on. I spank her slit, making her toes curl.

“Why…do you need…to be punished?” I ask between blows.

“B-been so bad!” She squeals in panting, broken words. “Broke the c-cup…l-left key in the d-door…bad pet, bad…b-bad pet…”

“That’s right,” I said, rewarding her with another spank against her pink, puffy slit. Her body reacts less and less, the pain becoming part of her, her mind dipping into a space of total submission. Her tongue hangs from slack lips, her cheeks nearly as red as her ass. I lighten the blows slowly, until she is squirming again – I know that the pain is returning in a different form, as her ass begins to itch and yearn for more abuse.

But I am done with the paddle. I toss it to the side, replacing it with my hand. I rub her red flesh, feel how it burns. She squirms again, stimulating my cock as it hardens even more. If my wife knows what she’s doing, she doesn’t give herself away. She just continues to wiggle that glorious body over my lap, my hardened cock pulsing against her stomach. Licking my lips, I stroke her dripping slit before drawing my finger up her crack to her rosebud.

“Now, my pet, you will satisfy me,” I murmur. With my finger lubricated by her juices, I circle her asshole. It relaxes under my gentle motion, and I press against it. My pet moans pushing back against my finger. I immediately pull it out and slap her ass with my palm. “Did you hear me? You are to satisfy me. You don’t matter. You are nothing. You are my property.”

I spit on her, proving my point. She gasps, the dirty act turning her on even more.

“Yes, Sir,” she moans.

“What are you?” I prompt, pressing my finger against her ass again. Her voice lifts an octave as I enter her rosebud.

“Your property,” she squeaks. “I am nothing. I am your property. Your pet. You own my body, every part.”

“That’s right,” I say. “This ass is mine. And I want to feel it wrapped around my cock. Get up here, straddle me, and fuck me with your ass.”

“Yes, Sir!” She rises to her feet as I pull my finger free. She is foggy-eyed and dazed as she obeys me, turning her back to my chest while climbing onto the couch. She quickly pulls my pants down, my hard cock popping free. Lust brightens her eyes as she admires it. Her knees spread across my thighs, I watch the back of her head as she spreads her cheeks wide.

“Wait,” I instruct. She freezes in place. I grab the lube from the bedroom closet and smear it across her tender ass. Then I lean back and grab her hips. “Alright. Go ahead, pet. Impale yourself on my cock.”

“Thank you, Sir,” she sighs. She lowers herself slowly, using every ounce of strength in her toned thighs. When the head of my cock meets her rosebud, she groans and leans back. She doesn’t stop. She keeps sinking and sinking, inch by inch, my cock disappearing in her ass. Wider and wider, she stretches herself to fit my thick shaft. I can see her muscles clenching, hear her breathing, as she wiggles all the way down until her ass meets my thighs. I groan, gripping her hips hard, feeling myself buried in her ultra-tight ass.

“That’s my good little pet,” I say, letting her get used to me inside her. “Are you my good little ass-slut?”

“Yess,” she hisses. “I’m a good ass-slut, Sir. I’m a good little fuck toy!”

“Show me,” I prompt, massaging her hips while she begins to move. She slides herself up and down my shaft, rocking her hips at the same time. Closing my eyes, I lose myself in the heaven of her warm, tight hole. My hips thrust in time with hers, nudging her to go faster and harder. She leans back, her whole being concentrated entirely on my pleasure.

“Please, Sir,” she whines, bouncing up and down on my lap. “Tell me I’m a good girl!”

“You’re doing good,” I say through gritted teeth. “Keep it up, pet. I want you to ride me until I fill your tight little ass with cum. You want that, don’t you? Want Master’s cum in your ass?”

“Yes! Yes, Sir!” she cries. I know that by now she is enjoying it almost as much as I am. I reach around, grabbing her bouncing tits. She howls, impaling herself again and again on my shaft. Her ass stretches with each thrust, but it’s still so tight that I soon feel my balls churning. Her pussy dripped down onto my lap.

“Touch yourself,” I demand. “Don’t cum. Just touch yourself.”

“Sir,” my wife groans, one hand plunging down to tease her clit while my cock rocks and grinds inside her. Her short, hard breathing tells me she’s trying hard not to climax. Her hard nipples turn to diamonds in my fingers, her generous tits filling my palms and bouncing along with her hips. She rides me hard, begging for my cum, begging to cum, begging me like the good little pet she is.

“Please, cum for me,” she whimpers. “Please, Sir, if you won’t let me cum, please let me feel you inside me…please empty your balls in my naughty little ass!”

It’s a hard plea to ignore. I lean forward, grabbing her hips again and slamming her down on my cock, propelling myself as deep in her ass as I can go. I bite gently on her neck and growl, my spine tingling as release hits me. She cries out, desperate for her own climax, still rubbing her clit, while I burst in her ass. Rope after rope of thick cum fill her wiggling bottom, my teeth sinking into her flesh. I reach up, grabbing her breast once more as the final spasm leaves me satisfied.

“Sir,” she moans. “Thank you, Sir. So thick and warm inside me…”

My cock is softening, and soon it falls from her now-gaping rosebud, trailing cum. She is still on my lap. Her dripping cunt soaks my balls while I turn her head towards me and look her in the eye.

“We’re not done,” I tell her. She nods, eyes less dazed and more frantic now as her body begs for climax.

“No?” My wife mews, blinking innocently at me.

“No,” I say, and reach over for the last surprise I pulled from the bedroom. Her eyes widen and she bites her lip when she realizes I’ve brought out the cane.

I wonder if she regrets being naughty on purpose.

“Get up and take the position,” I instruct her. She obeys immediately, wordlessly, even though I can now tell she is afraid. She need only say the word and I will stop, but she doesn’t. She’s taken the cane before, and I know she can handle it. As she positions herself in front of me, hands on her ankles once more, I admire the cum that still leaks from her ass. I rise, running my hand through my hair, deciding how to proceed.

“Five,” I tell her. “You’ll get five, my pet. You will count them aloud for me.”

“Yes, Sir,” she intones.

I know it will be too hard for her to take the caning without something to hold onto. I grab a chair from the next room and position it in front of her.

“You may support yourself on this,” I say.

“Thank you, Sir,” my wife mews again, reaching for the seat and grabbing hold. She holds on tight, her body braced for the pain to come. I grab the cane – long and thin, made of solid wood. It’s heavier than it looks. I approach my wife’s exposed bottom and gently tap it with the can. She shivers, breathing harder. Her ass is already bright red from her spanking. Now, it will bear different marks.

My wife’s knuckles are white as she grips the chair. She waits. I tap the cane against her rear a few more times, teasing her. Then I pull back and…

The wood hits her ass with a satisfying crack. My wife screams. I have laid the wooden cane straight across her ass, a brighter line of red spanning her cheeks.

“Count!” I demand. “Or you’ll double your punishment!”

“One!” My wife wails, her body shuddering. I am breathing heavily myself. I tap the can against her rear again, watching her jump in response even though it shouldn’t hurt a bit. The first blow is already whitening into a welt. I draw my hand back and slam the cane against her thighs. She jumps again, her legs spreading as her body’s instinct takes over.

“Two,” she manages, breathless. I watch her closely, making sure she’s alright – no matter how much I may hurt her, I would never want to go even an inch too far. But when I examine her face, I see the telltale void in her eyes that tells me she is in her special place. And I can see her pussy – it’s still dripping arousal. I tap the cane against the first mark, making her whimper.

“Hold still,” I murmur, reaching out to put my hand on her lower back. I want her to keep still for this one. Rearing back, I slam the cane against the bottom curve of her buttocks. It sinks into her flesh, and she quivers but stays still, absorbing all of the blow. Her breath is hard, her mouth open, tongue lolling.

“Th-three,” she whispers.

“Two more,” I tell her. She doesn’t respond, but she doesn’t need to. Her flesh is burning and marked, and I can’t wait to soothe her. The next blow lands above the first, on the fleshiest part of her ass.

“Four,” she mutters, leaning forward until her head is against the seat of the chair. This makes her ass rise even higher. I have one more mark to leave on my wife’s tender rear. I step forward, tapping the cane gently on her lower back. Her skin is so red, it radiates heat. I lean down, pressing my tongue to the welt that cuts through the center of her ass. She gasps, hips jutting back. I suck gently, kissing her marred skin, always keeping time with the cane tapping on her lower back.

“One more,” I murmur. “One more for my sweet little pet. You learned your lesson, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” she mumbles.

“Good,” I say, and pull my hand back one more time. I eye her plump ass, finding my mark. I flex my muscles and put all my force into the blow, landing it in the same spot as the first one. My wife screams again, collapsing forward.

“Five!” she says. “Five, Sir!”

Her knees on the ground, her head against the seat of the chair, she is shuddering. I drop the cane and quickly go to the kitchen – I dampen a cloth with cold water and return. She hasn’t moved, but her breathing has steadied. I crouch down beside her, and trace her spine with the cloth until it reaches her buttocks. She sighs in relief as I smooth the cold cloth over her welts and marks. She turns her head to find my eyes.

“Thank you, Sir,” she purrs. “I needed to be punished.”

“I will always be here to give you what you need,” I promise, covering her ass and thighs with slow strokes of the damp cloth. “As long as you trust me.”

“You’re my Master,” she says, curling closer until her lips almost meet mine. “You’re the only one I trust.”

“And what do you need now?” I ask, the cloth now moving between her legs. Her eyes go lidded and she wraps her arms around my neck.

“I need your cock, Master,” she whimpers. “Please, fuck me, Sir. I want to be your good girl…”

I drag the cloth between her pussy lips, her clit hard and needy. Dropping the cloth, I find her dripping entrance and slide my fingers inside her. She moans, her head thrown back in pleasure, giving me access to her long neck. I kiss it, licking my way across her jaw to her ear, while slowly thrusting my fingers in her slit and thumbing her clit.

“Don’t cum,” I whisper. “Not yet.”

“No,” she sighs – part protest, part promise. “No, Sir. I won’t.”

But her body is on the brink of collapse, and I can feel her desperate pussy squeezing my fingers. My cock is hard again, throbbing for her. Collecting her in my arms, I lift her and carry her to the couch. Her body is soft and warm against mine, and I take the time to kiss her – deeply, tongues twining – before laying her down on her back.

“Can I touch it, Master? Please?” My pet begs, her thighs spread. I kneel between them, my hard cock standing erect above her. I nod, taking her hand and leading it to my shaft. As she strokes me, I lean down and find her breasts. I kiss and suck her flesh while she strokes me and fondles my balls. Her body trembles as I tease her nipples, driving her into a frenzy. She can cum from nipple stimulation alone – but she won’t, until I tell her to.

I want more. Wrapping my arms around her, I push her body up until her head rests on the arm of the couch. She squeaks, but lets me position her how I desire. Pushing her thighs open, I dive between them and find her sweet clit with my tongue. Her hips jut sharply as I suck her between my lips, and a cry escapes her lips. I pull back, enough to blow on her tender nub and watch her shudder in response. Her face is pained with the torture of holding back.

I slide a finger inside her, quickly finding her g-spot.

“Sir!” My wife gasps, staring helplessly down at me. I know this is making it impossible for her to hold back. I slide another finger inside her, then lean down again to lap at her clit. She wiggles, squirms, moans and thrusts – all the time resisting her body’s need. Such a good little pet. So obedient. So devoted.

“Cum for me,” I murmur, almost too low for her to hear. I suck her clit into my mouth again, and stroke her g-spot hard. She groans, a feral noise of total release, before exploding. Her pussy clenches down on my fingers, gushing and creaming as spasms rack her body. I taste her pleasure, licking it up, lapping at her clit until she is begging me to stop – it’s too much.

“Inside me,” she begs. “Master, I need you to fill me up! Please, please, fuck me, cum in me, give me your cum…”

I growl, crawling up her body, lunging forward between her thighs. I enter her in one thrust, clutching her tight while she screams in pleasure. Her thighs wrap around my waist, holding me tightly inside her. Her back arches, driving me deeper, while her hips begin to work me from below. My pet claws at my back, desperately pumping herself on my cock.

Reaching down, I grab her sore and reddened ass, lifting it from the couch. Drilling deeper, I begin to thrust, faster than she can keep up. Her tight, wet, clenching slit seems to hold onto me each time I pull out. Her tits bounce with the force of my strokes, her mouth parted in wordless bliss.

“C-cum,” she begs. “Need Master’s cum…”

Groaning, I bury my face in her tits and jerk forward. My balls churn then empty, spurting inside her clenching slit. She cums with me, clutching tight, holding on for dear life as I fill her pussy with hot ropes of seed. I cum until it leaks out around my shaft, until it drips down onto the couch below us. She is mumbling nonsense, thanking me again and again.

When it finally comes to an end, both of us spent, we lie side-by-side on the couch. She in my arms, I in hers. The sun streams down, warming our worn-out bodies. I feel her body going slack, then cooling down as she slips into sleep. And soon enough, I join her, resuming the nap that she interrupted.

Knowing full well, no dream could ever be better than this.


Renewing Their Vows
 

“Are you sure you want to do it this way?” I ask, again. She turns to me, wrinkling her nose in that adorable way she has.

“Yes,” she says, emphatic. “How many times have I told you this fantasy?”

“I’m just giving you an out,” I say with a smile. “And you know that all you need to do…”

“Is say ‘color’, and we stop,” she says, mimicking me almost perfectly. I chuckle. After ten years of marriage, she has me pegged. And she is right; she has told me about this fantasy, many times. We’ve role-played it together more than I can count. I think I’m more apprehensive about it than she is. I take my hand from the wheel and grab her thigh.

“Anything for my pet,” I say with a squeeze. She places her hand over mine and smiles sweetly. Her bare neck is almost distracting, the flesh where her collar usually lies paler than the rest. A white band above her clavicle. When she leaves the house, she removes the tag from her collar that reads Property of Master. The leather band is fashionable enough to get away with as a necklace. And her closest friends know its true purpose.

But now, she wears nothing. I wonder how it feels for her; if she feels naked. By the way she keeps reaching up to fiddle with the tag that isn’t there, I can guess that she finds it as strange as I do.

Soon enough, we pull up in front of the large estate where we’ve spent so many exotic nights. The club was where we met, so many years ago. It was where we forged our bond, where we fell in love. It’s where I proposed, and it’s where I said yes. And, after our conventional marriage ceremony, it’s where we said our other vows. It’s where I collared her for the first time.

We’ve found less and less occasion to come to the club events over the years. Life gets in the way, and we have found satisfaction in our own home that the club can simply never meet. But we keep in touch, and try to make it out for at least one party or event every other month.

Tonight, however, is a different story.

Tonight, the party is in our honor.

For our ten year anniversary, we have come to renew our vows – and fulfill my wife’s ultimate fantasy. We will remind each other of the promises we’ve made, the promises we’ve kept, and the love that keeps us strong through every storm. I will return her collar to where it belongs, around her neck.

And then, in front of an audience, I will take her as sweetly or savagely as I please. We will give them a show to remember. My gift to my wife is to finally indulge her exhibitionist side. We’ve never done anything like this before, and I am both nervous and excited. I am sure she feels the same.

When the valets come to take my keys and open her door, we give each other one last look before entering the estate. She smiles, and it’s all the encouragement I’ll ever need. Taking her hand, I lead her inside.
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Immediately upon entering the estate, we are directed to the coat room. I disrobe first, trading my suit for a short black velvet robe. The sensuous material is butter on my skin. Then I help Jenna with her coat, my fingers tickling her shoulders as she shrugs it off. She is wearing nothing underneath it. Her generous breasts stand firm, nipples hard. Her toned body looks better to me than ever. Every day, it seems, my wife finds a way to become more beautiful to me. She looks at me, and takes a deep breath.

“Shall we?” I ask, offering her my arm. She snakes her hand around it, pulls herself close to me. Even with her heels, she is almost half a foot shorter than me. I have to lean down considerably to kiss her forehead.

“Yes, Sir,” she sighs. I step forward, escorting her out of the coatroom and into the hallway. Each step brings us close to the doorway, the sounds of people chattering and drinking getting louder and louder. My own heart is beating harder, and I know my wife’s is, too. Finally, we reach the wide doors that serve as an entrance to the ballroom.

Two men in suits – security – stand at either side of the door. They are well-trained, and very used to our crowd, so they don’t bat an eye at my wife’s nudity. Recognizing us as the guests of honor, one of the guards speaks into a walkie-talkie. We wait until the sounds of the party diminish to a murmur. They are waiting for us. I pull my arm free from Jenna’s grip, and wrap it around her waist. The doors open, and we step into the room.

The crowd applauds our entrance, our friends excited for us. Old friends beam as I lead my wife through the room. The ballroom is large, but the crowd is smaller than usual for this special occasion. The crowd is in varied stages of undress – some fully nude, some wearing robes, others in leather or lace. Doms and subs, Mistresses and puppy-dogs, pets and babydolls and toys, all shake my hand or bow respectfully. My wife and her sub friends share girlish smiles, while the Doms in the room nod their heads in her direction. No one touches her – no one is allowed to, without my permission. Even without her collar, she is Mine.

The ballroom is lavishly decorated in gold and silver. Couches line the walls, pillows piled in the corners, devices of pain and pleasure available everywhere you look. Some subs remain chained to the wall, watching from a distance. Whips and cat o’ nine tails hang like artwork. The room is brightly lit now, but it is usually darkened just enough to inspire bravery.

The stage on our left has been fitted with a glass wall dividing it from the rest of the room. This is where my wife and I will perform our devotions after the ceremony. The glass hides nothing, and only enhances the feeling of being on display. I’ve only ever watched from one side of the glass, as other couples or groups put on shows. I’ve watched gangbangs, whippings, puppy shows and all sorts of wicked pleasures take place on that stage. A chill rolls up my spine when I think of finally stepping onto that platform and being the observed, instead of the observer.

My wife puts her hand on my chest, gazing up at me, trying to read my expression. I grab her hand, bringing it to my lips.

“Don’t worry, my pet,” I assure her. “You’ll have your fun soon enough.”

She bites her lip, smiling at the same time. We continue to walk through the crowd and greet our friends. When we reach the opposite side of the room, a single man waits for us. Our oldest and dearest friend, Michael, who performed a very similar ceremony for us ten years before. He holds a pillow, on which my pet’s collar rests. He smiles as we approach. The crowd quiets, a hush falling over the room. I let go of Jenna’s waist and turn to face her. She immediately drops to her knees, resting back on her haunches, lowering her head in her most submissive pose. Her hands wait softly on her thighs.

“We have come together tonight for a very special reason,” Michael begins. “We all know Jenna and Dylan. They have been staples of our organization for many years. They are good friends to everyone in this room. Our community is richer for them, and I, personally, cannot imagine my life without them.

Ten years ago, Jenna and Dylan stood before me – er, Jenna kneeled, Dylan stood – in much the same way as they do now. I had the honor, the privilege, of overseeing their collaring ceremony. Jenna’s devotion to Dylan was beautiful to witness, and His love for her was unmatched. Ten years later, nothing has changed. No – that’s not true. Much has changed, all of it for the better. Jenna is even more devoted, and Dylan loves her more. I don’t know how they do it, but these two are more like wine than humans – they get better with age.”

The crowd chuckles. I can feel my heartbeat in my throat. I can’t take my eyes off the beautiful woman kneeling before me. I’m not nervous, have no reason to be nervous. I’m excited. I can’t wait to promise myself to her all over again.

“So for those of you still seeking your bliss, listen well to the vows exchanged here tonight; you won’t find a better example of happiness and love anywhere, I promise you that.”

With that, Michael nods to me, signaling me to begin. I reach forward, and nudge my wife’s chin until she lifts her head. Her eyes meet mine; they are sparkling and wide and so beautiful. I choke up for a split second before I can begin to speak.

“You kneel before me as a woman of her own mind,” I say. “Do you vow to share that mind with me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You kneel before me as a woman of her own heart,” I say. “Do you vow to share that heart with me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You kneel before me as a woman of her own body. Do you vow to share that body with me?”

“Yes, Sir,” she nods. Even though I knew she would say the same thing she’d said a decade prior, my heart leaps with happiness at her words.

“My love, you are the most precious part of my heart. I treasure you infinitely. To be your Master is an honor, and I vow to never disgrace our love by abusing the privileges you have generously granted me. I swear that I will always put you above all others. I will hold and guide you through all of life’s trials. I will be at your side no matter how time changes us, no matter what mistakes we make, no matter what. I will keep you safe, my pet. Do you trust me to always keep you safe?”

“I do, Sir,” she nods, her cheeks glowing.

“Do you agree to give me your body, to use as I see fit?”

“I do, Sir,” she says.

“Do you accept me, once more, as your Master?” I ask, my heart beating hard again.

“Always,” she said, voice nearly a whisper. “Always, Master.”

Her eyes glitter as they stare up at mine. I caress her cheek, and she leans into my palm, nuzzling me.

“Master, may I speak?”

“Yes, pet,” I nod.

“I vow to submit to you and you alone,” she says. “I give you possession of my body. I give you entrance to my heart. I give you everything I have to give, Master. I vow to always devote myself to you, to always strive to please you, to be your comfort and your companion. I vow to make your pleasure my please, and I vow to obey you…”

She smirks, that smirk I love so much.

“…unless disobeying you might bring us more pleasure,” she finishes, eliciting another chuckle from the crowd. Her face turns serious once more. “To be your pet and property is the greatest honor of my life. I trust you better than I trust myself. No matter what passes between us, you will always be my Master, and I will always yearn to serve you.”

Grabbing the hand that still holds her cheek, my wife presses it to her lips and kisses it. Then she lets go, and I turn to Michael and the pillow in his hands. I take the collar, the weight so familiar, the leather worn but sturdy.

“Do you take this collar as a symbol of our devotion to one another, and a symbol of your obedience to me?”

“Please, Sir,” she says, straightening her spine to offer herself to me. “Please return your collar to my neck. I am yours.”

“You are mine,” I agree, leaning down to fasten the leash around her neck. It fits right back into place, and I can almost feel the relief in her body when it is back where it belongs. Since I’m already there, I take the chance to kiss her, lifting her chin and covering her lips with mine. She leans in, and the crowd applauds us. The ceremony has come to its end. We are bound together again, both renewed and reminded of all that we give each other.

When I pull away, I pull her with me. She rises to her feet, her small hand in mine.

“Now, were this a vanilla vow renewal ceremony, we might be going to eat cake and do the Cotton-Eyed Joe,” Michael announces to the crowd. “But we’re a little bit better at partying, aren’t we?”

The crowd laughs and claps, and I begin to pull my wife away, towards the door that will lead us onto the stage.

“Jenna and Dylan will be consummating the ceremony for us shortly, performing their acts of devotion with all of you as witnesses…”

Michael’s voice fades away as I lead my pet through the door. We are in a small vestibule, where some toys wait to be used on the stage. I only pick one. A black velvet blindfold.

“It’s time,” I say, holding her close in the darkness. The sweetness of the ceremony and the love in my veins has me ready to take her right there and then, but I hold back.

“Yes, Sir,” she sighs. “Show me off. I want to be your good little slut.”

“You always are,” I chuckle against her ear, pulling the blindfold across her eyes and plunging her into darkness. She has always enjoyed sensory deprivation, and she specifically asked for this. For her, it’s sexier to know she is being seen – and being unable to see back.

The vestibule’s other door opens onto the stage. Guiding my blind pet out onto the stage, I take in the crowd watching us. I’m not ashamed to be naked – they’ve all seen me naked before, and I them. I’m not ashamed of anything, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t a little strange to be the center of attention.

I can understand the thrill my wife gets from this.

“Remember,” I whisper into her ear. “They can all see you.”

She shudders, her body responding to her own imagination. She has dreamed of this so many times that I am sure she can picture it perfectly. Just on the other side of the glass, human forms writhe and undulate in pairs, or stand still focusing on us. I lead her to the center of the stage and turn her so that she is facing the crowd.

I begin by grabbing hold of her ponytail. With a gentle tug, I pull her head up and back, exposing the length of her neck. My other hand explores her tight stomach, while I kiss the flesh behind her ear. Closing my eyes, I focus on the steadily increasing speed of her heart. Her stomach pulses along with her heartbeat. But besides the occasional tremble, she doesn’t move at all. She obeys me perfectly.

“Such a good girl,” I praise, whispering in her ear. “Such a sweet, obedient pet.”

Slowly, I lift my hand to her breast. A gasp escapes her lips as I cup her left breast and pinch her nipple. Tweaking and pulling at the same time, my lips feel the vibration when she groans. Opening my eyes, I can see the crowd we are drawing. I nibble at her earlobe and move my hand to her right breast, giving it the same treatment.

When I release my grip on her ponytail, she doesn’t lower her head. Her neck strains to preserve the angle while my hand traces down her waist until I am at her shaved mound. Slipping further down, I part her lips and feel how soaked she already is. My cock is stiff enough to pierce her in one thrust, but I hold back. My fingers roll across her clit and she lurches slightly in response.

“Tell me what you want,” I demand. “Say it loud, so everyone can hear.”

“I want to be fucked, Sir,” my wife says. “Please, fuck your submissive pet. I need your cock, want your cum, want it all over me…”

As she speaks, I rub her clit harder. Her voice catches, changes pitch as friction fires her up. In one movement, I slide my fingers down and thrust up into her slit. My palm grinds against her clit while I pump her soaked cunt. She cries out, nearly falling forward with the sudden pleasure.

“Are you going to be patient?” I demand. “We want to give our audience a good show, don’t we?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers. “Your slut will do whatever you say.”

“Good,” I say, my cock now pushing against her ass. Her cheeks clench in desire. No matter how hard she tries, my wife cannot stop her body’s natural expression of need. And I wouldn’t want her to. It is so much hotter, feeling all the subtle ways she begs me.

“Lean forward, palms out,” I instruct, stepping back. I pull my fingers from her cunt, trailing juices. “Support yourself against the wall.”

My wife obeys with only the slightest hesitation. She knows, roughly, how far the glass wall is, but she has to rely entirely on me to not let her fall forward onto her face. I place one hand on her lower back, giving her the courage to lean forward. Her hands meet the wall, her breasts now dangling at an attractive angle. The crowd gathered around us has grown. I can see, faintly, the Submissives sucking and stroking their Doms, the single attendees touching themselves or each other, the more stoic witnesses sipping their drinks.

“Do you like being on display?” I ask. “Do you like demonstrating your skills as a fucktoy?”

“Yes, Sir,” my wife says clearly. “I want to show how well I serve my Master.”

”Good,” I praise her again. “Then beg me to abuse you.”

“Please, Master,” she moans. “Use my body as you wish. Hurt me, own me, abuse me, rape me, spank me!”

“Like this?” I ask, slapping her ass hard. She yelps, jumping in surprise at the sharp pain.

“Yes!” She cries out. “More, please! Let my body serve your every need!”

“Are you proud to be my cumslut?” I ask, spanking her again, admiring the steady reddening of her flesh. I slap her ass again before she can respond, making her breasts jiggle in the air.

“Yes! I am your fuckslave and I want to be nothing more! My life is yours, my body is yours, abuse it, Sir!”

I spank her again, and again, until her flesh burns under my palm. She takes each slap as though she deserves it, her body swaying from the force of the impact, her lips parted. Her face is as red as her ass by the time I’ve finished spanking her body. Taking a moment to collect my own breath, I rake my nails gently down her back, eliciting a long, low moan.

Her pussy is dripping wet. My cock is too hard to ignore anymore. Taking myself in hand, I position myself behind my wife and drag the tip of my cock down her reddened ass. Slipping between her legs, I groan as her wetness coats my shaft. Grabbing her hip with one hand and her shoulder with the other, I hold her still as I thrust up into her warmth. She cries out, her whole body shifting forward, the crowd responding to us as I begin to fuck my wife in front of them.

I hold her tighter in place, not wanting her to move while I stroke my cock inside you. Her cries echo with each thrust, as I drive my cock deeper and deeper inside her wet cunt.

“Speak,” I demand, hearing the delicious slap of our bodies meeting each time I drill into her.

“Sir, thank you,” she begins to chant. “Yes, fuck me, fuck me like that, fuck your desperate slut, my body is yours, fuck me like an animal…hard…deep…”

Each word makes me want to go deeper, faster. I feel resistance inside her as I slam against her cervix, fucking her all the way to the womb. Her ragged voice affects the crowd, making them move faster along with us. Her tits bounce wildly as I ravish her in plain sight.

“Please, Sir, please, Sir, let me cum, let your pet cum,” she begins to beg. Her body is so tight and warm against mine, I know how close she is – how desperate.

“With me,” I hiss, knowing that as soon as I feel her climax I won’t be able to hold back my own. My wife throws her head back, her mouth open, her eyes blind to the crowd on the other side of the glass, letting go with a violent shudder. My balls churn and release at the same time, thick cum spewing into her pussy while she milks me dry.

“Th-thank you,” she moans. “So good…Master’s cum…want more…need more…”

Thankfully, I have prepared for this evening. I slide out, breathing hard, my cock half-limp. Cum drips from her slit. She leans forward again, braced on the glass, her thighs visibly trembling.

“On your knees,” I bark. She immediately drops to her knees. Grabbing her ponytail, I yank her in my direction. “Beg to clean my cock.”

“Can your whore clean your cock, Sir?” my wife immediately begins to plead. “Please, let me taste myself on your cock, let me lick you clean. Your cum feels so good in my pussy, will you let your slut have some in her belly?”

It wouldn’t have been too hard to get erect again even without my medical aide – having my wife on her knees, begging that way, while a whole party watches? My sprits were lifting quickly.

“Please, please, let your pet lick your cock, worship it, suck your balls clean of my juices…”

“Yes,” I interrupt her, taking myself in hand again. I still have hold of her ponytail. Since she can’t see, I guide her onto my half-hard cock. Immediately, her lips surround me. She sighs around my mushroom tip, leaning forward. I realize too late that I forgot to handcuff her. But now she is licking my cock in long, slow, adoring strokes, and I can’t bring myself to put a stop to it.  Instead, I look out the window at the crowd admiring my pet’s oral skills. My wife is loud, moaning and slurping as she worships my cock.

“Good girl,” I murmur, too low for anyone but her to hear. I slide my hips forward, forcing my way deeper into her eager little mouth. Her lips take me in, her cheeks sucking deep, her throat opening for me as I reach the back of her mouth. I increase my grip on her ponytail, knowing how she loves the tingling pain when I pull her hair. Sure enough, she grabs my thighs in response, squeezing me – wanting more. I grab the back of her head, forcing her to stop moving altogether.

Slowly, I begin to fuck her mouth. I let our audience see every inch as it disappears between her cheeks, her throat relaxing to allow me deeper. I only stop when her nose is pressed against my pubes, her throat stuffed with my cock, spit flowing down over my balls. Her hands in my thighs turn to claws as her body tenses with the need to breathe. But it feels so good to be inside her, I rock my hips a few times before pulling out and letting her gasp for breath. When she’s ready, I slide back in, this time thrusting and retreating quickly, holding her head in place as I fuck her with a steady rhythm.

I know she loves serving me this way, on her knees, showing her devotion by letting me use her mouth as I please.  Knowing this makes it all the hotter for me as I fuck her steadily, another orgasm building from the friction of her tongue and lips and throat.

“You want me to cum in your throat, don’t you?” I ask, knowing full well she can’t answer. “You want to swallow every drop, gobble it up like the greedy little whore you are…”

Her moan is too muffled for anyone but me to. Groaning, I shove my hips forward, ramming deep into her throat, releasing in her mouth. Thick and wet, my cum fills her mouth. She swallows as best she can with my cock still jamming her throat, but the cum fills her cheeks and leaks from her lips.

I hold her still and steady, her chin against my balls, until every last drop of seed is squeezed from my shaft into her willing, needy belly. When I pull out, she blindly follows, licking her lips to collect whatever she can, still trying to suck, tongue lapping at the head of my cock. She is insatiable now, her body shaking. I step back until she falls to her hands and knees, breathing heavily, covered eyes lifted up towards me.

“One last hole, my pet,” I mutter, trying to muster up my will for one last fuck. I want to take her in every way, to really show how deep our devotion runs. I want everyone to watch me slide into her ass and claim it forever, all over again. “And this time, I want to make sure you know who’s in charge.”

I hate to leave her, but I step offstage into the vestibule just long enough to grab the handcuffs I saw hanging beside the door. They’re police grade, with a key and no secret latch. They’re heavy. Just holding them has piqued my interest again, and I know I’ll have no problem with our grand finale.

Slipping back into view, I see how our show has affected the audience. Very few of them are still just standing watching; plenty of eyes remain on my wife’s prostrate body, but everywhere I look there are subs on their knees, sucking and fucking their Doms, being used by two at a time. On stage, in the glass case, it’s just me and my wife. My pet. My love.

I step to her, and kneel. Nudging at her chin with my thumb and forefinger, I bring her head close enough for me to kiss her cheek tenderly. It will be the last tender moment for a while. I don’t give her any warning when I rise up again and step astride her, grab her arms out from under her and yank them back.

She gives a cry of surprise as her body tips forward, her breasts and cheek on the floor, her ass in the air. I yank her wrists together and secure them with the handcuffs. She smiles, testing their sturdiness by pretending to struggle. A quick slap on her ass tells her to be still.

I back up to admire her. Her rosy ass is perched high up in the air, her dripping slit on display. Her cute little rosebud seems to beckon me as she sways slightly with the awkward position. I get on my knees and move towards her. My cock is half-erect. Sliding my fingers inside her, I feel how wet she is, how hot. She groans, pushing back against my hand. I use her pussy juices to lube her rosebud, pumping her slit each time I dip my fingers inside.

“Where do you want Master’s cock?” I ask loudly. “If you give me the right answer, you might get to cum.”

“My ass,” she wails. “I want you to fuck my ass, please! Sir, please cum in my ass and fill me up!”

“Who’s my good little ass slut?” I ask, my cock pumping back to full hardness as she squirms desperately while I stroke her slit.

“I am,” she pleads. “I’m your good little ass slut. Please, Sir, use my ass, please…”

When I settle the tip of my cock against her rosebud, I feel her relax. I put my hand on her lower back, holding her steady as I push myself inside. We both groan at the same time. My other hand is still inside her, stroking and coaxing her quivering pussy.

“How shall I take you, pet?” I ask through gritted teeth. There’s a moments pause. Then I feel her hips push against me.

“Hard.”

It’s all she says, all she needs to say. I thrust forward and in one stroke, I’m buried inside her. She screams, my fingers finally curling against her g-spot as my cock fills her ass.

“Cum for me,” I demand. “Now. Show Master how much you love him.”

“Yes!” My wife screams, lifting her head to cry out. “I love you, Sir! Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Her body spasms, her pussy gushing, her ass clenching tight. Even for my third orgasm, I know it won’t take long to fill her ass. I begin to fuck her as fast and hard as I can, knowing it will drive her climax deeper, make it last longer. Sure enough, she is still drooling and moaning thirty seconds later, when I slide my fingers out of her and slap her ass.

“Take it,” I demand. “Take Master’s cock. Beg for cum.”

“Please,” she pleads again. “Please, fill me up, I want your cum all over me…inside of me…I want it all day, I want to drink it, I want to cover myself with it, I love your cum, worship it, please, please, give your desperate little pet some cum…”

How can I resist? With a satisfied moan, I collapse against her, forcing her body to curl tightly into itself. Balls-deep, I shoot my last load into her ass. Rope after rope of it empties inside her, until it’s leaking out and dripping down her thighs. Finally, panting, I pull out. She waits in absolute stillness, her breathing returning to normal, her body now soaked in my cum. I glance out the glass wall at the party, still in full swing.

But on stage, we’ve finished.

Tenderly, I undo the handcuffs. I grip her elbows, help her to her feet. She limps, the night’s efforts straining her body, as I lead her from the stage into the vestibule.

“It was amazing,” I whisper into her ear, my hands busy undoing the blindfold. “You were amazing.”

The blindfold drops to her feet, and Jenna spins in my arms, gripping me around the neck. Her eyes are more beautiful than I’ve ever seen them. I missed them. They sparkle, adoring.

“Thank you,” she whispers, folding herself into my embrace. “Now, Sir, can we…”

“What is it?” I ask, quite sure that I will do anything she says. It is my duty, after all. Her submission is not something to be taken lightly, and I know that.

She pulls back, eyes seeking mine, and I worry that it’s something she’s too afraid to say. I stroke her lower back, encouraging her, coaxing her. “Just tell me.”

“Can we…” her voice halts, then her lips quirk upwards. “Get some ice cream?”

I laugh, and pick her up, delighted by her squeal. I throw her over my shoulder, both of us laughing.

“Any flavor you want,” I say, carrying my wife through the party towards the exit, excited to be alone together again, cuddled together in our bed, with nothing between us – no secrets, no inhibitions…nothing but a sweet little strip of leather, and a metal tag that reads Property of Master.
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