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      It was a Saturday afternoon, and I was kneeling before my wife. I had two large buckets on either side of me, one was full of soap and water, and the other was filled to the brim with hot water. It was my duty as Sarah’s obedient husband to wash her feet and serve her however she pleased. Just knowing that she was happy to boss me around made me so happy to have chosen her as my wife.

      Aside from working a full-time job during the week and supporting both of us as the only breadwinner, it was also expected that I worship and treat my wife like the goddess of the universe. I love Sarah and I know that she is way out of my league. That’s why I had no complaints when she told me what her expectations of me were before we said “I do.”

      “Is the water too hot? Too cold?” I asked as I dipped her toes partially in the water. It was imperative that she was comfortable. A job well done almost always led to extra fun times for me.

      “It’s absolutely perfect,” she said as she melted into the couch. “Tom,” she said holding two fingers up. She didn’t even have to give me a direct order as I had already been trained to understand our unique sign language.

      “Yes, Goddess.” I said as I dried my hands off on a towel. I reached for the table and grabbed a pack of cigarettes. I handed her one and waited for her to stick it in her mouth, so that I could light it. I set the pack down on the table closest to her in case she wanted another one without having to ask.

      “Thank you,” she said, sinking back into the couch and taking a long drag from her cigarette. I didn’t smoke, but I always thought it was so sexy that she did. For some reason it made me feel like she was even more powerful.

      “Here you are,” I said as I set an ashtray down beside her. Sometimes she would use the tray and other times my mouth. It was ultimately up to me and how well I served her as my queen.

      “Make sure you scrub ‘em good,” she said with a laugh as she wiggled her toes. “I’m serious.” She winked at me and I knew exactly what was at stake.

      “Of course!” I said with a smile, “you know that I’m the best when it comes to washing feet!” I laughed nervously after I realized what I had said. Even after several years of doing such things, I still would feel reality creep into my mind to remind me of how the outside world would view a man like me.

      My cock had been locked inside of a metal chastity device for two weeks. Day after day, I struggled with the fact that I was permitted to worship Sarah’s body, but never allowed to come. I had to ensure that she was pleased and comfortable to be even given a shot at being unlocked, and if she was not happy with how I cleaned her feet, I knew that I could be in chastity for much longer.

      The longest she kept me locked up was one year and twenty-seven days. It was a painful time of my life, but well worth it. I could have been released at the one year mark, but I stupidly traded days for bonus activities along the way. She knew that I loved having my face sat on, and even though I knew I couldn’t come, I happily added time to my sentence just to have her beautiful butt perched on my face. It was a humiliating reward, but worth every extra day I had to endure without an orgasm.

      “Don’t ask her anything!” I thought to myself as I methodically scrubbed her feet and rinsed them. “If you ask for it, you’ll only be punished!” The two of us had agreed that staying in chastity for an entire year was only going to be a one time thing for us, but she still wasn’t afraid to punish me for months at a time.

      I wanted to ask my wife permission to worship her feet. They were so pretty and small, they deserved to be kissed and licked, and I knew that she loved the feeling. The thing was, if I asked, she would likely allow me, but I would have to trade something, and that would likely be my ability to blow my load.

      “Tommy,” she said as she continued to smoke. When she called me Tommy, I knew that something good was coming my way.

      “Yes, Goddess.” I looked up at her and prayed that she was going to give me what I wanted.

      “When you’re finished, I want you to worship my feet.” She smiled at me, her bright red lips always made my cock hurt when it tried to get hard from within the confines of its cage. “Can you do that for me?”

      “Yes, Goddess.” I said as I tried to conceal my excitement. “T-thank you!” I was extremely motivated to make sure her feet were perfectly clean. She could rescind the offer at anytime, and I was not a foolish man.

      “Open,” she said as she held her cigarette towards me. She had a way of smoking half of it without dropping a single ash. “Good,” she said as she flicked it into my mouth. I closed my mouth and swallowed it before returning to my original task. “You’re welcome!”

      “Thank you, Goddess.” I said. I didn’t mind the taste of ash, but I really was thanking her for the fact that she was going to allow me to worship her feet. Neither of us had to say the truth, because we both knew how I really felt about it.

      “How long has it been?” She asked as I was rinsing her feet off and nearing completion.

      “Oh, umm, you mean about how long I’ve been in chastity?” I asked. I knew exactly what she was talking about, but I was trying to stall. Anytime we discussed how long I was in chastity, I ran the risk of saying something stupid or begging for a release.

      “Yes,” she answered, her beautiful blue eyes looking down at me.

      “I think it’s been two weeks,” I said, trying not to look too worried about it. I smiled at her and continued rinsing her feet.

      “Two weeks?” She said to herself. I watched her extinguish her cigarette in the ashtray out of the corner of my eyes. “I hope you did a good job!”

      Sarah crossed her legs one by one to examine her feet. She ran her hands up and down them and looked for the slightest bit of skin or dirt that I failed to scrub off. I was confident that I had done a good job, so I took that time to admire her beauty.

      My goddess was a head turner. She had huge hips but a tight stomach, her ass was what many would call a “boulder,” and her beautiful blonde hair made everyone ask her if she was from Sweden. I loved looking at her, and so did many other men, but luckily for me, I was the one chosen to worship her, and I was eternally thankful that I had even the opportunity to plant wet kisses on her delicious bum.

      “Satisfactory,” she said.

      Sarah always had a way of choosing words that made it sound like I had still messed something up, but I was much smarter than to ask her what the problem was. Years of marriage to her as my goddess had taught me several tips and tricks to keep her happy, but I still had to be careful as she occasionally would discover or think of a new way to get me to slip up.

      The biggest challenge for me, as a submissive husband, is that I enjoy and get off on the humiliation. This simple fact has essentially evolved the meta to the point of humiliation being a reward for good behavior. In porn, or other media, the man is usually punished for doing something wrong, but with Sarah and I, it isn’t uncommon to be humiliated for doing a good deed. The one thing that always works to actually punish me is the chastity device. I love wearing it, but it grows old after a few days.

      She knew that I couldn’t wait to taste her yummy feet, so she intentionally teased me. It was another test that I knew I was going to pass, but I had to patiently watch her wiggle her toes. I kept my mouth shut, my tongue flailing around out of view, and I waited for her to place them near my face.

      “Enjoy,” she said with a cocky tone. I admired the wrinkles of her feet, and I wished for a moment that I could be shrunken down to a small enough size so that I could live in between them.

      Sarah knew that what I was doing was humiliating, and the effects of that humiliation were compounded by the fact that I loved it. Kissing and licking her feet was better than candy to me, yet she would never consider putting her face anywhere near mine. That imbalance always turned me on, and I think she enjoyed that power.

      My cock began growing slightly when she placed her foot near my face. It was always a bitter sweet ordeal when I got to worship my wife while in chastity. Mentally, I knew I was getting everything I wanted, but physically, I was unable to fully enjoy the fruits of my labor. My poor cock was unfortunately getting used to always being teased, and I had grown comfortable with it getting only half-erect for the most part.

      “Very good,” she praised as I made sure to kiss the entire surface area of both of her feet. “Now,” she said as she bit down on her lip, “suck on them. You know you love it!”

      “You love it too!” I thought to myself. I looked into her eyes for a moment and I got the feeling that she somehow heard my thoughts.

      She playfully slapped me with her right foot and laughed as she maintained eye contact with me. Sarah had a way of always making me feel subordinate, like I was put on the Earth to really worship her as a sacred deity. It was my pleasure to know that I was giving everything to the woman of my dreams, and that the wedding ring around my finger actually symbolized a lifetime of servitude. It was the way all men should view their wives, at least from my point of view.

      She reached for her cigarette pack on her own, and she snapped her fingers. I quickly found the lighter and handed it to her as I focussed all of my attention on her wonderful toes. I took great pride in cleaning them, and even more in the act of worshiping them. Sometimes, I actually preferred for my wife to not clean them for days and “punish me” by having me suck and lick them clean. It was always a challenge for her to sometimes actually punish me with anything more than chastity as I honestly enjoy every aspect of her perfect body.

      With great enthusiasm, I worshiped her toes and made sure to let her know how much I was grateful for the opportunity. I sucked on every toe individually as she lit her cigarette and silently dominated me with her precious smile.

      “Oh yeah,” she said as she let out a deep breath. “That feels so good.” My wife never had to go to a spa to relax as she always could count on me to do more than any business would ever consider. “Sometimes,” she said, “I think about how lucky I am to have a good little husband like you.” She paused and cracked a wide smile, “but then I remember, everyone has positives and negatives. Do you know what your negative is?” She asked, and I knew the answer.

      “M-my cock is, uhh, my cock is small.” I blurted out.

      It was always shameful to admit it, but she had proven it to me one night by measuring it and comparing it to national averages on the internet. She once told me that if my cock was larger, she would probably have sex with me more, but she also said that she was content with our arrangement. I chose to remain silent that night as I wasn’t willing to risk offending her and losing my right to kiss and lick her feet and ass.

      “That’s right,” she said, “but that’s okay, because little dick men like you are what keep the chastity device booming!” She laughed and playfully slapped my face with her feet again. I felt so pathetic in that I couldn’t resist completing my foot worship ritual.

      The first thing I always did was make sure that I gave each toe one-hundred percent of my love. I wanted her to know that each toe was perfect and deserving of my passion and care. The process would take quite some time to complete, but it was essential, and I had done it so much, that if I failed to do it, Sarah would likely assume that I was being disobedient.

      The second part always made my wife laugh. I would open my mouth as wide as I could, and shove each foot deep into my mouth. Her laughter always made my cock stir as I gagged, mumbled, and drooled all over her feet.

      “That’s right,” she said, “you’re a dirty little foot lover, aren’t you?” I understood the look she was giving me and why. On multiple occasions she held up a mirror so that I could see how I really looked.

      “Mhmm,” I mumbled like a pathetic deviant while her bare foot filled my mouth.

      “But is that really all you can do?” I could feel her pressing her foot deeper, and it reached a point of not being able to go deeper. “Hmm, I’m not impressed.”

      My eyes went wide and I knew to keep my mouth shut when she pulled her foot from my mouth. I wasn’t sure what she was planning, or trying to do, but I knew that speaking would only lead to more days in the chastity device.

      “Hey!” She said as she slapped me hard across the face with her foot, “I’m talking to you!”

      “Yes, Goddess.” I said, my body trembling. “Don’t fuck this up!” I thought to myself. “You’re almost there!”

      “You’re being too good,” she said, leaning forward and looking at me up close. “I think you want something.” She paused and waited for me to say something, but I remained silent and listened. “What is it exactly that you want?”

      “I want to please and worship you,” I said, “Goddess.” I put my hands together and bowed to her like a true worshiper.

      “You want to please me?” She asked. Her voice worried me; I knew she had some sort of plan.

      “Yes,” I answered, my eyes fixed on the floor.

      “It would please me if you licked my ass,” she said. My heart began to race and my cock pushed hard against the cage. “But,” she said, “there’s just one problem. If I let you lick my ass, I’m going to have to keep your little cock locked up for a bit longer.” She sat back and looked at me. I knew that she was laughing hysterically at me on the inside.

      “As you wish, Goddess.” I said. I was so frustrated and desperate to come, but I knew that she wasn’t ready for me yet. “Obey and worship,” I thought to myself, “good things happen as long as you obey and worship.”
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      “Yeah,” she said as she spun around, pushing her knees into the couch cushion and presenting me with her backside. “Take them off!” She said as she unbuttoned her jeans.

      “Yes, Goddess.” I said, licking my lips and smiling. One advantage of worshiping her ass was that it was less likely for me to get caught drooling over it.

      I carefully grabbed her jeans from the top and began to pull down. My face brushed against her naked ass as I waited for her to lift each knee up from the couch so that I could get them completely off. Sarah’s jeans were lucky to caress her ass and pussy for so long.

      “Wow!” I said, “after all these years, I’m still impressed with how sexy you are.” She giggled and I planted a firm kiss on her left cheek.

      “The other one!” She said in a cute voice as she turned her body slightly. I gave the other cheek a peck and looked at her bubbly butt in awe. “Well,” she said, “worship me!”

      Sarah was playing the usual game. She went from being a strong and dominant woman to a more cute and playful one. She knew exactly what she was doing, what strings she was pulling. I had just agreed to do more time with my cock in a cage in exchange for doing something that she already wanted. Her ability to constantly adapt and evolve her methods was one of the main reasons she was so successful in keeping me submissive. Her commitment to the femdom lifestyle was something made my internet friends jealous. It’s hard to find a woman like Sarah.

      “You know,” she said as I kissed her ass, “I wish if someone looked up the phrase ‘ass kissing’ on the internet, that a picture of you and me would show up.” My cock made another unsuccessful attempt at smashing through the cage.

      “Oh yeah?” I asked as I continued kissing her butt. It was such a sexy idea that I would forever become the face of an ass kissing beta male.

      “Do you want to try it?” She asked, “you know, maybe we can become famous!” The idea was so hot that I could see myself jacking off to her just suggesting the idea.

      “Okay,” I agreed. I felt a huge rush of energy consume me. I loved the thought of millions of random people seeing me commit such a submissive act. The image would likely survive till the end of time.

      “Are you sure?” She asked, this time pushing her butt more in my face. “It will be on the internet forever!”

      “Yes, Goddess.” I said, “I deserve to be remembered as your personal butt kisser.” I shoved my nose between her cheeks and sniffed her holy scent hard while she laughed.

      “Okay!” She said, “kiss my ass! And hold still so I can get a bunch of pictures!”

      It was hard to remain still as I pressed my lips to her butt and closed my eyes. The sound from the camera sent shivers down my spine every single time she snapped a new one. I knew that I had just agreed to being publicly shamed, and though most people would never know my identity, there was always a chance that someone close would discover it.

      “All done!” She said, “maybe you’ll become a meme!” She laughed, “can you imagine that? Any time internet strangers get into an argument, they’ll send the other one our picture to tell the other person to kiss their ass!” She was giggly and having fun.

      The mood quickly shifted back to her taking complete control of the situation. She spread her ass wide open and demanded that I taste her asshole.

      “How does it taste?” She asked, her tone no longer playful. She was setting out to see how creative I was with my description.

      “It tastes wonderful,” I said, hoping to spend less time talking and more time with my tongue between her ass cheeks.

      “That’s it?” She was not pleased.

      “It taste like the food served in heaven,” I confessed, “thank you for the reward!” I was breathing hard and trying to avoid making her aware of my cock’s hunger.

      She laughed and seemed pleased with my response. I was always thinking of new ways to verbally worship her, because she would get angry if I continued using the same lines over and over.

      “Put your fucking tongue inside!” She put her hand on the back of my head and pushed me in deeper. “Yeah!” Her hand on my head was another humiliating act that served as a reward.

      I loved the way she demanded that I do something I love to do. The flavor of her ass was something that I always thought about, and it was a source of constant pain at work when I would think about it, and my cock would attempt to grow hard inside of the chastity cage.

      Sarah’s butt had a way of feeling warm and cold at the same time. Her butt cheeks were smooth and initially cool to the touch. As I kissed her butt, however, they grew warmer. The heat that radiated from between her cheeks was always there and it never failed to make my face feel safe when I nuzzled myself closer to her asshole.

      “Oh fuck,” she said as I tongue fucked her ass, “you’re making this hard for me!” She pushed my forehead and turned around, looking at me like a ravenous sex fiend. “I need to get off!”

      I looked at her with a fiery passion in my eyes. Her need for an orgasm could mean so many different things. It could be that she had changed her mind about keeping me locked up and she was interested and letting me fuck her, or it could mean an entire list of other activities that involved my cock remaining in bondage.

      “Fetch me my cock,” she said flashing her long eyelashes at me. “Chop! Chop!” She clapped her hands as if to say I wasn’t moving fast enough.

      “Yes, Goddess.” I said nodding my head. I quickly stood up and rushed into the bedroom.

      Sadly, when my wife requested her cock, she did not mean mine. We kept a strap-on dildo in our room for these occasions. It was not something she never used on me, however, as it was designed to allow a caged cock and balls to hang freely. It was a toy that I would wear to pleasure my wife. It served to simulate an alpha male’s cock, and it would mean that I’d be expected to fuck her like one, but I would not be permitted to have the luxury of feeling her warm, wet pussy.

      “Hurry up!” I could hear her shouting in the other room. I knew that I was at least doing something right to get her in such a horny mood.

      “I’m coming!” I called back as I hurried back to find her on her hands and knees, her beautiful ass pointed straight at me. Her pussy was shimmering from the lights reflection her wetness.

      Fucking her with a fake cock always made me feel like I was cucking myself. Sarah and I agreed on never exploring cuckolding, but I always felt like she had a secret desire to try having sex with another man. Using the fake cock was almost more humiliating than watching another man please her, because I was directly involved with her pleasure. I could see how big the cock was compared to my own, and all of the movements that made her moan were from me, yet I could never recreate that feeling for her if it was my actual cock doing the deed.

      “Fuck me!” She demanded, “come on!” She was wiggling her ass around and I could see her pussy practically dripping with lust.

      I stepped into the strap-on and pulled it up, my caged cock dangled freely. I spat into my hand and covered the tip of the fake cock before dropping to my knees. Carefully, I parted her lips and shoved it inside. It was always so strange to rock back and forth and listen to her moaning while I was excluded from feeling physical pleasure. My cock felt like it was supposed to be feeling something, and I tried to focus on my breathing to take my mind away from the frustration my cock felt.

      “It’s so fucking big!” She cried, “fuck me harder!” She was thrusting her body backwards as I pushed forward. The sound of our body’s colliding reminded me of the sound her hand made when she bent me over her lap and spanked me for her amusement.

      “You’re so hot,” I said, “I love you so much!” I was using all of my energy to pound my wife, and feeling nothing but an emotional high. When my wife felt good, it made me feel even better, and I knew that the payoff would eventually result in a marvelous explosion of come. I just had to continue following the rules.

      “Obey and worship,” I thought as I rammed her with all of my strength.

      I knew my wife’s body, and sometimes I speculated that I knew it better than her. The way her body shook told me that she was about to come, so I continued doing exactly what I was doing. I squeezed her ass hard and gave it my all, and in return, I got to hear the beautiful cries of joy she always made when her pussy was fed.

      “Oh, fuck!” She said, her body getting weak. She fell to the floor and I carefully removed the dildo from her pussy.

      Already aware of my duty, I scurried to the table and retrieved her cigarettes. I placed them on the floor next to her knowing that she’d get one when she was ready.

      “Come here,” she said sweetly, pointing at my caged cock. I approached her on my knees and waited patiently to see what she was planning. She reached for the key around her neck and smiled at me as she stuck in the lock. “Should I let you come?”

      “It’s up to you, Goddess.” I looked into her eyes and I could see that she was thinking. She sat up and reached for a cigarette.

      “You know what I could use?” She asked as she looked down at her feet.

      “What?” I asked.

      “I would really like a new pair of heels,” she smiled at me like a chess player that was setting a trap.

      “I can do that,” I said, doing my best to ignore that one turn of the key would set my cock free.

      “Really?”

      “Yes,” I said.

      “Well,” she grabbed the key and watched my heart sink. “I’ll let your little cock out to play AFTER we go shopping!” She laughed as she sucked down her cigarette.
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