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Programming my Wife

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

My wife scowled, not taking her eyes off the magazine she was reading.

“I said I’d do it,” she muttered.

“I’m just saying, this is kind of your last chance to back out,” I said.

“Just stop, Leo,” Miranda said with a roll of her eyes. “This is the only way to get you off my back. We’re doing it.”

“Alright,” I said, glancing at the clock. We’d gotten there ridiculously early for our appointment with the hypnotist. In true Miranda style, she was wound tight about the whole thing and insisted we leave early enough to avoid traffic. We didn’t encounter any traffic, since it was the middle of the day on a Wednesday. So now we had been waiting fifteen minutes and had another fifteen minutes left to wait. I sighed and picked up one of the magazines on the coffee table.

“Really?” Miranda scoffed, finally looking away from her reading material to judge mine. It was the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition.

“It was here,” I said. “It’s not like I went out looking for it. All the other magazines are Good Housekeeping and Women’s Day.”

“Maybe you could learn a thing or two from those magazines,” she snapped. “Like how to fold a goddamn shirt.”

I ignored her barbs and opened the magazine. I was used to it. Miranda was always nagging me about housework, even though I was the sole breadwinner. I worked long hours, and she stayed home all day. Her complaining that I didn’t do my fair share of work around the house was ludicrous.

The clock in the waiting room seemed overly loud as it ticked down the seconds, then the minutes, to our appointment. We sat in silence, both only making as much noise as the pages turning in our magazines. The air was tense. I could feel how nervous Miranda was, even though she’d never admit it.

Well, I hadn’t forced her into this. She’d been the one to suggest it. Kind of, anyway.

See, Miranda and I had not been happily married since…well, since we got married. Before the wedding, things were great. She was sweet and kind, always going out of her way to do nice things for me. And we were great together in the bedroom. Miranda had – and still has – a body like a battle axe. Impossibly perky D-cup tits, wide hips, an ass that bounces like a basketball. And she was as dirty as they come, whispering fantasies in my ear while riding me hard. God, our sex life was so good!

Until the wedding, of course.

Once she had the ring on her finger, everything changed. She became snappy and distant. Always complaining about something I did wrong. I never made enough money, never worked out enough, never did enough housework. I never did anything right, according to her.

And in the bedroom?

Well, when I scheduled the appointment, it had been three months since we were intimate. And even then it was utterly lackluster. The phrase “dead fish” comes to mind. Miranda just lying on her back waiting for me to finish. She was nothing like the dirty girl I thought I’d married.

We talked about it, of course. Talked and talked and talked. Went to therapy together, even. She always managed to get the therapist to see her point of view, painting me as a sex-craved maniac. Eventually, I just gave up. I couldn’t do it anymore. I wanted a divorce.

I don’t think Miranda ever expected me to actually do it. She thought I’d just play along, miserable and sexless, until one of us died. It came as quite a shock to her. She’d do alright in the divorce, but the gravy train was leaving the station. And that scared the shit out of her.

It was more than just the money. She feared losing the prestige of our “perfect marriage.” Miranda was never nicer to me than when we were in public. With her friends, or at a party, you’d think we were in love. She even managed to keep up a social media presence made up of snapshots where we looked happy. If I divorced her, the carefully-maintained illusion she treasured would fall apart.

So about a week after I asked for a divorce, I came home from work to find Miranda waiting for me at the dinner table. She silently slipped a pamphlet across the table for me to read. It was about hypnotism. She explained that she didn’t want to get a divorce, but that she knew she’d never really satisfy me. So she had a proposition. We’d stay married, and she’d go to hypnotherapy.

The hypnotist she chose came highly recommended by a friend. He specialized in marital issues. According to the pamphlet, the hypnotist would implant a trigger in the wife that could be used to put her into a submissive and pleasurable state.

Miranda believed that as long as she wasn’t really “there”, she could do whatever she needed to keep our marriage intact.

I was incredulous. It seemed really extreme. I didn’t even know if I wanted a wife who would go into a trance when I snapped my fingers. Okay, that’s a lie. The idea of turning my frigid prudish wife into my own little sex doll was….really awesome. If it worked. Which it likely wouldn’t.

It was probably just a ruse by Miranda to show that she was “trying”, while actually she had no intention of going through with it. Maybe she thought that if she seemed like she wanted to improve, I’d give her the benefit of the doubt, and she’d ring a few more years out of our sham of a marriage.

Well, screw that. She expected me to give her an out, saying that I respected the idea and her initiative, but we’d find some other way to work it out? No way. I was going to make her go through with it. I still didn’t think it would work, but it was worth a shot – either it did work, which would be awesome, or it didn’t, and I got to call Miranda’s bluff.

So that’s how we arrived in the hypnotist’s waiting room, doing just what you’re supposed to do when you’re in a waiting room. We were waiting.

Finally, the time for our scheduled appointment arrived. Almost on the dot, the door to the inner office opened up. The receptionist who had given us some forms to fill out and then gone back to work at her computer looked up. A suited man emerged from the inner office, holding the door open as a couple followed him out. They were both smiling and holding hands, dreamy looks on their faces. They certainly looked happy. My stomach did a little jig of hope. Maybe there was something to this, after all…

We waited as the hypnotist got the couple set up with the receptionist, and then rose as he waved us back to the inner office. Miranda took the lead, as was typical of her, walking with her rigid gait, holding her purse like a shield.

“Hello,” the hypnotist, who went by Gerald, said. “Thank you so much for coming in today. I’m so pleased to be of service to you. Please, sit down.”

Gerald eased himself down into a comfy-looking leather chair. The only other seat in the room was a long couch, so Miranda and I sat there, at opposite ends. I could barely reach her if I leaned over and thrust my arm all the way out. This didn’t escape Gerald’s notice. He frowned.

“Well,” he said. “I think I can see already that you two have some issues. Now, I understand that Miranda, you were the one to initiate this process?”

Miranda nodded sharply.

“Good, good,” Gerald said, gazing at her. “It’s always good when the wife takes the first step. I assume that it is you who has difficulty in the bedroom?”

Miranda nodded again, a blush creeping up her cheeks.

“No need to be ashamed, my dear, it’s quite normal,” Gerald said. “Now, let me briefly explain what I do. Today, should you choose to go through with it, I will implant a suggestion deep in your subconscious. The suggestion will be that you are eager to please your husband, however he may desire you to please him. Now, you will never fully relinquish control. You will never have to do anything that you don’t subconsciously want to do. The suggestion merely lowers your inhibitions and makes your husband much more desirable to you.”

Miranda shifted in her seat.

“I read about it,” she said curtly. “I understand.”

Gerald smiled. He turned his eyes towards me.

“Now, sir, I trust that you will not abuse this privilege? That you will treat your wife with the utmost respect?”

“Of course,” I said, though if the crazy thing worked, I had some ideas that weren’t quite respectful. But Miranda couldn’t be coerced to do anything she didn’t really want to do, which freed me from any liability on that account. I’d see how far I could push her, but that’s it.

“And you both agree to the procedure?” Gerald asked. “Now would be the time to leave. Once the suggestion is planted, it will take a considerable amount of work to remove or overwrite it.”

Miranda looked at me. Really looked at me, for the first time in days – maybe even months. She looked at me, and I could read the question in her mind: could she trust me?

I nodded. If this worked, I wouldn’t divorce her. That was our deal, and I’d stick to it.

She sighed and turned back to Gerald.

“Yes,” she said. “I agree. I’m ready.”

“Very good,” Gerald said, leaning back in his chair. “Now, we can begin.”

On the table in front of us was a metronome. Gerald flicked it until it began to tock.

“Please focus on the needle,” he instructed Miranda. She did as he asked, eyes focusing on the swinging needle. The rhythmic sound was soothing and hypnotic. “

“Miranda, you love your husband. He is handsome and sexy. You want to please him. You have no shame. You have no shame about your desires, or his. You are open to new things. You enjoy sex with your husband…”

Gerald went on, speaking in a droning voice, non-stop. I watched, amazed, as Miranda’s shoulders slumped. Her eyes were lidded, her lips drooping. A cloud seemed to come over her normally sharp eyes.

“…when your husband snaps his fingers, you will become as pliant and submissive as a doll, you will live only to please him, you will shed any inhibitions you have about sex and do whatever he asks of you…”

Miranda’s head was nodding slightly in time to the ticking metronome. Her lips parted, her gaze even less focused and more dream-like. This went on for about five minutes, with Gerald repeating the same series of instructions over and over. I was amazed. Miranda really seemed hypnotized, down to the blank look on her face and her slumped shoulders.

Finally, Gerald seemed to be satisfied with his work. He reached forward, stopping the metronome. Miranda stirred.

“Now, you will come back to the surface, and return to your usual self,” Gerald said calmly. “But when your husband snaps his fingers, you will become the submissive wife that he desires.”

Miranda gave off a little gasp as she shook herself out of her stupor. She looked around the room in surprise.

“How do you feel?” Gerald asked.

“Fine,” she said, and even smiled a little, confusion still in her eyes. “When do we start the procedure?”

Gerald grinned at me.

“Give her a day for the suggestion to fully take root,” he advised. “And be sure to call if you experience any issues. But you won’t. I’m very good at my job.”

“Huh?” Miranda asked. “I don’t understand. When do you hypnotize me?”

“Don’t worry, my dear,” Gerald said soothingly. “It’s all done. You did wonderfully. It’s very common to not remember the procedure. Now, go on and enjoy your new life together.”

Almost immediately, Miranda turned back into the woman I knew so well. Her back went rigid and she shot to her feet, her eyes carefully looking everywhere but at me.

“Let’s go, then,” she snapped, crossing the office. “Pay the receptionist. I’m hungry.”

I sighed. Well, it was fun while it lasted. I doubted that anything would happen when I did snap my fingers. But I’d try, the next day, just as Gerald instructed. The whole thing hadn’t been cheap, and I wasn’t going to just throw that money away.

But seeing Miranda revert right back to her bitchy self cemented the idea that it was all a hoax. No way was that woman ever going to be submissive!
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I had a hard time getting to sleep the night after our appointment. Miranda slept like a rock. But me? I just kept thinking about how she’d looked while the hypnotist spoke to her in those low, soothing tones. She looked…beautiful. Not in the ice queen way I was used to. Soft and sweet.

I didn’t want to hope for the best. I knew it was too good to be true. But what if…

The next day, I was restless. I wasn’t sure how to even go about seeing if the hypnotism had actually worked. Miranda was cagey all day, avoiding me, as though she wasn’t prepared to see if it worked, either.

Eventually, though, I decided to just go for it.

She was reading in the living room when I found her. She glanced up at me in the doorway, eyes emotionless. Like steel.

“What?” She said. “I’m busy. Can’t you see that I’m…”

I snapped my fingers.

Before my eyes, I witnessed a true miracle. My wife dropped her book. She stopped talking – that in itself was a miracle. Her jaw drooped, her shoulders slumped, and her eyelids fell. Her eyes took on a fuzzy, unfocused quality. She looked totally dazed and out of it.

“Miranda?” I asked, my heart racing at the woman before me.

“Yes, sir?” Miranda asked, turning those sleepy eyes up at me, her lips slightly twitching upwards. Sir?! She had never, ever called me that! I liked the sound of it!

Immediately, a thousand ideas raced through my head. Over the years, I’d had plenty of time to fantasize about how I’d like my wife to act. I’d built up quite a bit of resentment towards her. That resentment gave me a dominant streak I’d never had before. I had visions of Miranda on her knees, with a collar around her neck, her hands tied behind her back…bending over my knee so I could punish her for all those years of torture…

But I was getting ahead of myself. My mouth was dry with anticipation. Let’s see what happened when I gave her a simple command.

“Fetch me some water,” I said, politely enough. Miranda hopped to her feet and eagerly trotted across the room, disappearing into the kitchen. She returned a moment later, holding out a glass of water. She delivered it right to me, smiling like a fool.

“Here you go, sir,” she said.

I took it, drinking quickly, holding back my growing excitement. That was too tame to really judge how far Miranda would let me go with her. She waited patiently until I was through drinking. I held out the glass and she bowed her head, taking it from me.

“Wash it,” I said. She trotted away again, and I heard the sink running as she washed the glass. She returned to me, empty-handed, looking expectant.

“Can I do anything else for you, sir?”

My god. It was amazing! It was like a brand new woman in my living room – or maybe, the perfect version of the woman Miranda had been before I went and married her. I wondered if it was just a fluke. After all, a glass of water was hardly an unreasonable request for a husband to make of a wife.

I needed to test it out for real.

“Strip,” I commanded, my voice just barely cracking as I uttered the word. I hadn’t seen my wife’s full, unclothed body in years. She always kept something on, or we did it in the dark. For her to get naked was a big deal. It would be a big step towards convincing me that the hypnosis worked.

Miranda’s lips tilted slightly. Her eyes, dazed though they were, never left mine as she reached up and began to grope at the buttons of her blouse. Heat rushed up my neck, and blood rushed down to my cock. She moved slowly, fingers moving from button to button. At first, all I saw was the hint of pale skin and a flash of black fabric. My eyes travelled down at the same pace as her fingers, and I basked in the glimpse of her belly-button. Finally, every button was undone, and Miranda shrugged off the shirt.

Her D-cup breasts sat comfortably in her modest black bra, but it was still titillating for me considering how little I’d seen them recently. I licked my lips, my hands itching to grab at her chest. But she was busy rolling down the elastic top of her leggings, and I looked down to see her revealing, inch by inch, her black panties. Then her creamy white thighs.

She had to bend over then, giving me an excellent view of her cleavage. And when she lifted a leg to pull off the leggings, she hopped a bit, giving those tits a good bounce. I was practically salivating, and my cock was making my pants tight.

Miranda stood up straight, eyes on mine, mouth still tilted up in a dumb smile. She looked like she didn’t have a single thought in her brain. She reached behind her, unclasping the bra. It fell to the ground, releasing her tits with their cute little pink nipples. I hadn’t gotten to pinch those little buds in a long time, and I was looking forward to taking out some aggression on them. In fact, now that I saw how well the hypnosis worked, I planned to take out a lot of aggression on her body. I was already planning for the next command even before she finished the first.

Her panties dropped to the floor. Miranda always kept herself trimmed and shaved, even though I hardly ever got to experience of the benefits of it. Now, I took my time admiring her handiwork, her bare body shaved like a porn star. My cock was screaming to enter that naked pussy of hers, but I forced myself to step back and enjoy the view of my frigid, nude, mesmerized wife smiling blankly at me.

“That was just fine,” I said, nodding. The smile finally widened at my praise, as though she was pleased to have pleased me. I liked that very much.

“Thank you,” she sighed. She was thanking me? Holy shit!

“Miranda, how do you feel?” I asked, rubbing my jaw in wonder. I began to circle her, admiring her firm little ass as I eyed her up and down. I had definite plans for that ass – and I could barely wait to get started on them. It was time Miranda paid for all her years of denying me. Of being a bitch. I was going to do something she used to beg me to do – but now found “perverse”.

“I feel good, sir,” she said. “As long as you are happy with me, I feel good.”

“And if I’m not happy with you?” I asked, returning to her front and meeting her eyes. Pain flashed through them, and she pouted.

“You aren’t?” She whimpered. “How can I make you happy with me again?”

“Well, I’m unhappy because of what you’ve put me through since our wedding,” I said. “You realize that you’ve been a total bitch to me for years?”

Miranda hung her head in shame. Oh, joy.

“Yes, sir,” she muttered. “And I’m sorry.”

“I don’t even care why you’ve been such a bitch,” I said. “I just want you to pay for it.”

“Anything,” Miranda said. “Just tell me, and I’ll do it. Anything you say, sir!”

“Bend over the arm of the couch,” I said boldly. I pointed to where I wanted her to go. Miranda moved – somewhat robotically, but certainly dutifully – to the couch and bent herself over the arm.

“Like this, sir?” My wife looked up at me over her shoulder, eagerness in her eyes.

“Very good,” I said, nearly creaming my pants at the sight of Miranda bent over, her thighs parted so I could see her pussy lips parting. The slightest glimmer there gave me the thrilling knowledge that she was enjoying this. I wanted very badly to slip my finger down there and feel just how wet she was. Cold fish Miranda, whimpering as I fucked her with one finger…

But first, I wanted to punish her. Just as I promised.

My belt came off quickly, and my wife-cum-slave didn’t react at all to the sound. In fact, once I’d told her she’d done well, she’d turned forward and started staring into space. She was in a complete and total trance. I doubled the belt up in my hand, smacking it gently against my other palm.

This was going to feel so good.

I stepped forward, finally reaching out to touch her. She went stiff as I grabbed her ass, squeezing one cheek hard enough to redden it slightly. Nowhere near as red as it would be when I was done. My hard cock got even harder as I reared back and whipped forward, slapping her ass with my belt. Miranda cried out, collapsing forward a bit as the pain surged through her.

I was a little surprised – I figured she’d just take it. But I liked her pain more than I would have liked her to just sit there. I liked it so much that the next slap was harder, and the next was even harder than that. Each one elicited a cry from my wife, whose body bounced against the couch with the ferocity of my spanking.

“You…deserve…this,” I said between slaps. “Stupid…little…bitch!”

“Yes!” Miranda agreed. “Thank you, sir!”

I knew she’d love it. She used to like it rough. Her ass was getting bright red. Raised welts from my leather belt stood out from the flesh I hadn’t touched. Her legs shook, her arms limp, one hanging off the end of the sofa. She’d turned her face to the side, laying her cheek on the sofa cushion. She was drooling a bit, eyes unfocused.

“You like it, don’t you?” I grunted. “You like getting your just desserts.”

“Thank you, sir” she repeated. “Thank you for hurting me.”

I spanked her again, watching her flesh jiggle. She moaned into the couch cushion.

“What are you going to do to make it up to me?” I asked, slowly letting up. I kept slapping her, but I went slower, and lighter. “Are you gonna get on your knees and suck me off like a good little slut?”

“Yes,” she gasped as I slapped her again, barely even touching her this time. I panted, excited and worn out by the vigor of my spanking. I hadn’t really expected to get carried away like I did, but it didn’t seem to bother my hypnotized wife. I dropped my belt and grabbed her ponytail. She let me pull her up, her body easy to manipulate in its submissive state.

I rubbed the raw, burning flesh of her ass, making her whimper again. Leaning forward, I whispered in her ear.

“Then get down there and let me fuck your throat,” I said. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you won’t want to speak for a week, unless you’re answering me.”

“Sir,” my wife sighed. I pushed her down to her knees, and watched as she spun around. Her fingers worked quickly to undo my jeans, sliding them down. I groaned in relief as my cock sprang free. Miranda opened her mouth, taking the base in her hand. Already, a drop of precum dribbled from the tip.

“God, it’s been a long time since you did this,” I said. “You’ve got a lot to make up for, wifey.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her eyes now focused entirely on my cock. She almost seemed like she was studying it, memorizing every inch and detail. Leaning forward, she closed her eyes as her lips engulfed the head. My breath stopped at the feel of her warm, wet mouth on my flesh. So long. I’d waited so long. I reached down, grabbing her ponytail. I didn’t want to take it slow. Couldn’t. I was way too riled up. I was going to fuck her mouth and cum in her throat.

Miranda’s eyes opened and she l0oked up at me as I began to force myself into her mouth. She never was very good at sucking cock, but now she was so willing to please that she let her jaw go slack. Her spit lubricated my shaft and ran down her chin as I forced my way past her stretched lips, all the way back to her throat. She gagged, her tongue darting around the shaft while I struggled to get even deeper. My heart rate was going wild. Seeing my naked wife on her knees, finally treating me like the man of the house, I was tempted to cum right then and there.

“Let go,” I rasped, and Miranda’s hand dropped from the base of my shaft. I tilted my head up, holding her tightly in place as I thrust my hips hard against her. Her tight throat pulsed as it opened for me, all nine inches of my cock now securely lodged in her throat. A glance down at her face told me she wasn’t enjoying it, but she wasn’t protesting either. Her eyes watered, her nostrils flaring with the effort to take each breath. My balls resting against her chin were wet with her spit.

I thrust against her, watching her take it, her throat massaging the head of my cock while her tongue lathed the shaft. She didn’t even whimper as I took hold of her head and forced her against me, her nose in my pubes. I groaned, wanting so bad just to stay like that, deepthroating her bitchy little mouth until she lost her voice and could never nag me again. It was so sweet to know she couldn’t say a goddamn thing.

But already my balls were churning at the total domination I held over my hypnotized wife. She was so placid, even though she was in pain and choking on my dick. I could look down and see her ass, striped with marks from my belt.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Swallow. Swallow it all, you little bitch!”

My wife’s throat constricted as I shot my load into her. Hot and thick, I unleashed months of pent-up cum into her belly. She swallowed frantically, her eyes gazing up at me, desperate not to spill a single drop. Her cheeks bulged with my cum, she gagged even as she swallowed spurt after spurt. I stumbled back, shooting the last burst onto her open lips as she gasped for breath and swallowed again. A little bit of jizz leaked down her chin, and she hurriedly lapped it up, looking up at me for confirmation that I was happy with her.

“God, that was good,” I said, walking to the couch. I needed to sit down. I was lightheaded. Miranda waited on her knees, watching me.

“Thank you, sir” she finally whispered, her voice obviously diminished by my reckless treatment of her throat.

I would never get tired of hearing her thank me.

I looked at her. It was so hard to believe that this was actually my wife. The same woman who could barely stand to give me a hand job on my birthday. I had cum, and I knew I ought to snap my fingers and bring her out of her trance. But I didn’t want to. Not yet.

After all, she hadn’t cum.

I told myself that this was a good reason to keep her under my control for a while. I had some more ideas for how I’d like things to go from here on out. Now that I knew how well it all worked, I was eager to try those ideas out. At some point during the afternoon, I’d make sure she enjoyed herself. But first, I had to deal with my softening dick. Couldn’t very well please her if I wasn’t excited, right?

But I had a good idea about how she could get me excited again.

“Miranda,” I said. “You know what a bitch you are, right?”

She whimpered, crawling towards me.

“Sir? I hope I can be better….”

“I’m sure you will be,” I said, though I doubted that would be true once I snapped my fingers. But I could worry about that later. For now, she was still my sweet, submissive little wifey. “But you’re still a bitch. And I’m going to treat you like one.”

She waited with a blank expression for me to explain.

“Do you remember where I stored Loki’s things?”

Loki was my old dog. He died many years before, just after we were married. But I never did throw out the leash and collar, or his food and water bowls. We always planned to get a dog together. Of course, Miranda had gone back on that plan, too.

But now she nodded. She didn’t even seem curious about why I was asking.

“Go fetch his collar and leash,” I said, waving my fingers at her. “And the food and water bowl, too, while you’re at it.”

Miranda nodded and hopped to her feet, striding away from me. I got a very good look at her poor, abused ass on the way. It gave me a thrill to know that once I snapped my fingers and she was her normal, cold self again, she’d still have to deal with the bruises and pain of the spanking.

After some minutes, in which I perfected my plan, Miranda returned. She held all the things I’d asked for in her arms. The black leather collar, the short chain leash, and the two bowls.

“Set the bowls down,” I instructed, and she obeyed. “Now bring the collar and leash over here.”

Once more, she did just as I said, without hesitation. I took the items from her hands.

“Kneel down,” I said. She dropped. I took the collar and wrapped it around her neck, fastening it tight. She still had full mobility, but she certainly wasn’t going to forget that she was wearing it. “This is your collar. When I put this on you, you’re my pet.”

“Yes, sir,” she nodded. She already was as submissive as I could want her to be – the collar just cinched it, while the leash and food bowls would help me debase her. More punishment for the years of bitchy behavior. I attached the leash and stood up.

“Let’s go for a walk,” I said. “Crawl behind me like a good dog.”

Miranda looked up at me, her lips hinting at a smile but her expression mostly blank. I swelled with pride at my lovely little pet, naked and on all fours for my pleasure. I walked forward and Miranda crawled behind me. I peeked behind, taking a good look at her exposed pussy and asshole. I went slow to get her used to the awkward motion. I led her to the backdoor, then out into the backyard. At the doorway, she paused, showing the first sign of hesitation. She looked up, gaze unsure.

“Come on,” I prodded, gently. She didn’t move. I furrowed my brow and lowered my voice. “Come, pet!”

That got her moving. Soon, I was parading her around the backyard. She’d need a thorough shower to rid her palms and knees of dirt and grass. The thought that any of our neighbors could peek over the hedges and see perfect little Miranda being treated like an animal got me hard again quickly. I rushed back inside. The strain of everything she’d done so far was showing, and my wife looked thirsty. I brought us back to the living room, unfastened her leash and picked up one of the bowls.

“Stay,” I commanded. I went to the kitchen, filled the bowl with water, and returned to my patiently waiting wife. I set the bowl down before her. “Drink.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said meekly, bending down to lap from the bowl. My wife’s ass wiggled in the air as she drank. Fuck, I was so hard it hurt. It hadn’t taken much to give me the energy to give my bitch the fucking she deserved. I walked around, admiring her as she continued to drink. Finally, the bowl emptied. Miranda looked up, her chin wet, her eyes expectant. I dropped down behind her, studying her pussy. It was dripping wet. I hadn’t seen my wife react like that in years. I was so excited, I couldn’t help but slide a finger between her slick folds. She moaned, pushing back against me.

I reached up, past her belly, to grope her hanging breasts. Her nipples were hard, her flesh bouncing in my palm as I continued to fuck her with my other hand, now using three fingers.

“Are you ready to take my cock, pretty pet?” I whispered in her ear. She arched her back, lips parted and dewy.

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered. I pinched her nipple, curling my fingers inside her.

“Are you ready to beg me to fuck you?” I asked, taking my fingers from her pussy to grab her ponytail. I yanked until her face was tipped up to the ceiling.

“Yes, sir,” she cried out. “Please, fuck me! Please!”

I liked the sound of that. Too much not to give her what she asked for right away.

I undid my pants for the second time, exposing my hard cock. Kneeling behind her, I kept my hand on her ponytail to hold her in place. Lining my cock up with her dripping slit, I thrust forward so hard that her whole body bounced and my entire dick disappeared inside her. Miranda screamed as I pierced her all the way in one stroke.

“My fucking wife, my fucking property,” I declared, fucking her hard – just the way she hated it. “And you love it. You love being my little fuck toy, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda whined, her body jerking with each slamming thrust. My balls smacked against her thighs as I reamed her pussy. She was trying to meet my pace, trying to move her hips in time with my thrusts, but she couldn’t quite catch up. That was alright. I’d show her.

“Be my little cum dumpster,” I growled. “Don’t you want that – all the time? Never go back to your bitchy, frigid ways? You just want to be my horny little slut, every hour of the day.”

“Yes! Yes!” Miranda gasped, her breasts bouncing wildly underneath her.

“I’m not bringing you back,” I grunted. “I’m keeping you this way. And that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Please,” Miranda choked out. “Please, don’t make me go back!”

I knew it. I knew she liked this better. My wife was much more suited to being a brainless fuckslave than anything else. I decided to reward her, and reached between her legs, finding her clit. Instantly, her body stiffened. Rubbing her hard while driving myself against her womb, I pushed her down until her face was in the carpet and her ass was in the air.

“Then cum for me,” I demanded. “Cum for me right now, and I won’t ever turn you back.”

“Sir!” My wife shuddered, her voice muffled by the floor. I felt her pussy contract around my shaft, a flood of her juices dripping down my balls. The base of my spine tingled, my balls churned.

“Good girl,” I moaned, unable to hold back. Her spasms squeezing my shaft made it impossible not to cum. Collapsing forward, I shot my load for the second time that day, this time directly into her cunt. She moaned, taking it all eagerly, pushing her hips back against me again and again like she couldn’t get enough. But I didn’t have an infinite supply of cum, and eventually I slipped out, limp and breathing heavy.

“Thank you, sir,” Miranda said soullessly, looking back at me from her vantage point against the carpet. Her ass was still high in the air, now dripping both our fluids. I stood up, staring at my brand new wife.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go back?” I asked, just to be safe.

“I’m sure, sir,” she smiled. “It’s so much nicer being your slave.”

“Good,” I chuckled. “Then get started on dinner. All that fucking made me hungry.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda chirped, getting to her feet and walking with a slight waddle towards the kitchen. I sat down, picking up the remote and flicking on the television. Settling on the basketball game, I drifted off into a contended nap, dreaming of all the amazing things that were going to come in my new life with my new – and so much improved - wife.


Training my Wife

I woke up to my wife sucking my cock. She was under the sheets, her mouth busily slathering my shaft with her tongue so she could slide me into her throat. Groaning, I reached down and gripped the top of her head. We had a busy day ahead of us, and I was a little impatient to get started. Miranda dutifully opened her lips, wrapping them around the tip of my cock. I pushed down with my hand and thrust up with my hips, her well-trained throat relaxing to take every inch of me.

Two weeks ago, this would have been impossible. Two weeks ago, my wife would have rather cut off her pinky toe than wake me up with a  blow job. Two weeks ago, I believed that hypnotism was complete and utter bullshit.

Life was much better these days, and I was a firm supporter of the hypnotic arts.

See, Miranda was such a total bitch as a wife that I threatened to divorce her. I couldn’t deal with the nagging, the whining, the nights she refused me. I made all the money and did my share of housework – I knew I deserved better. But Miranda was desperate to keep up appearances, so we struck a deal. Since she apparently couldn’t stand the thought of touching me, she would undergo hypnosis to make her a more dutiful and desirable wife. In exchange, I wouldn’t divorce her.

I didn’t think it would work. Really, I thought it was a pathetic last-ditch effort on her part to keep me around for another six months or so. The hypnotist guaranteed that his procedure would work, and I was even kind of impressed by the way he seemed to put my wife in a trance. He planted an idea deep in her mind , that whenever I snapped my fingers, she would lose all her inhibitions. She would be eager to serve and satisfy me, and do whatever I told her.

The way hypnosis works, you can’t actually make someone do something they don’t kind of want to do. So there was no risk of Miranda being forced to do something. But I really didn’t expect her to want to do anything.

You can imagine my surprise when I found out it worked. I snapped my fingers and she immediately became a pliant, submissive, eager-to-please little pet. She would do anything I asked – anything, no matter how humiliating! She let me spank her, she let me collar her, she let me put a leash on her and walk her around the backyard – naked, on all fours!

And the best part?

She begged me to never, ever bring her out of the trance.

She liked being my pet!

So now, she wore my collar all the time. She slept on a cushion at the foot of what was once our bed. She ate and drank out of dog bowls, and she lived to serve me. Whatever I needed, sexual or otherwise, Miranda was all too happy to give it to me.

Which was not to say it had all been perfect from the start. In fact, I’d had to do a lot of hard work training her to be exactly the way I wanted her. But today, I was going to let all that hard work pay off. I couldn’t wait. So I was a little impatient with my morning blowjob, and started fucking her throat hard right away. She stayed perfectly still, letting me use her throat as roughly as I wanted.

Her spit flowed down my shaft, lubricating it. Grunting, I pictured her dazed expression, the blank look that she now wore constantly. Her D-cup tits pressed against my shins, her nipples hard, as always.  I knew she was dripping wet, because I had made sure to train her to always be thinking sexy thoughts. I never wanted her to be unavailable. She was to be soaked and ready to take a cock at a moment’s notice.

I felt her throat spasm as her gag reflex kicked in, but she took it like a champ, holding back until I was jerking quickly in the very back of her throat. My hand closed on her scalp, pushing her even further down. With a grunt, I shot my first load of the day into her tight little throat. She took every drop, even as it filled her cheeks. She could barely swallow around my cock, but she wouldn’t spill a drop. I’d taught her that lesson, too.

Finally, I felt my balls emptied, and knew my little pet had a stomach full of cum. That was her breakfast. If she was good, she might get a treat for lunch, but if not, she would be starved until dinner. Then she would have to beg for the scraps of whatever I was eating.

And, of course, a nice big helping of cum for dessert.

But that morning, I was too excited to even have breakfast myself. Miranda quickly climbed out of bed, standing at attention beside me.

“What can I make you to eat, sir?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I’m not hungry. I want to get right down to it.”

“Oh,” she said, and an uncharacteristic blush crept up her cheeks. “Of course, sir.”

Her usually-vapid expression held a touch of anxiety. Poor thing. She knew that this was going to be a stressful day for her. All her training put to the test. I hopped out of bed and threw on some clothes. I pointed to the floor as I changed, and she dropped to all fours. I preferred her to crawl most of the time, but sometimes I let her walk on two legs. She was naked except for her leather collar. Her leash hung in the playroom – where I now led her.

The playroom had taken some time to finish. It contained all the toys I liked to use on my pet. But the centerpiece was the Sybian machine. It sat right in the center of the room. A camera set up across from it recorded every moment that she rode it. And I had been forcing her to ride it a lot. I needed to know she could be trusted to take as much as I wanted to give her, and not to cum until I told her to.

Now, I closed the door after she crawled in. She dutifully stopped and got up onto her haunches, folding her hands in her lap, her expression placid and blank once more. She didn’t even glance at the imposing machine in the center of the room, although I knew she knew what was coming.

The black saddle of the machine featured a large dildo, as well as a ribbed mound that rubbed her clit. The whole thing vibrated, and the dildo rotated, based on controls that I could access through a remote. I had started her out on the lowest, slowest settings, and even that had been a treat to watch. The next day, I went up a notch, and so on and so forth. Finally, we could get to the highest levels without my wife failing to obey my commands. I could fuck her ass and mouth while she forced herself to abstain from orgasm.

She knew better than to cum without permission. Her ass bore marks of her punishment when she did. I loved spanking my wife for disobeying me, and loved hearing her thank me for it. It was justice for all the years of putting up with her mouthy, nagging, bitchy ways.

“Today’s the big day, my pet,” I said, going to turn on the camera. My wife’s lips tilted slightly upwards. “I’m finally going to make you earn your keep. You’ve had it easy until now.”

“Yes, sir,” she said demurely. “I understand, and I am excited to please you. Thank you for the opportunity.”

“You’re welcome, slave,” I chuckled. I went to the desk in the corner, where I had set up my computer. Logging in to the site, I made sure everything looked good. There were already lots of people waiting to watch my wife – I had put up lots of photos of her to attract an audience. Now, the chat room was full of men asking when the show would start. On my screen, I could see the Sybian machine and my wife kneeling beside it.

Ready to start! I typed into the chatroom.

“Go ahead and mount,” I commanded. Miranda hopped onto the small platform that housed the machine and straddled the dildo. I picked up the remote, one eye on the chatroom and one eye on the webcam footage. Tips were already beginning to come in as the viewers admired my wife’s huge tits and stupid expression. With a click, I turned the machine on. It hummed. I could almost smell Miranda’s arousal as she reacted to the now-familiar sound. I revolved the dildo as she lowered herself enough for the tip to part her pussy lips. She moaned at the foreplay. I knew her clit was throbbing with need.

Shall I tell her to start? I asked the viewers. The response was an enthusiastic yes. I decided to tease them just a little more.

“Before I let you start, pet, why don’t you tell your audience what you are?”

We’d rehearsed this. Miranda looked pleased with herself for remembering her lines.

“I’m a stupid, mindless fuck toy. I’m a cum dumpster. I’m a brainless slave who only exists to cum and make you cum.”

God, I loved that woman! And her fan club did, too. I watched the money pour in. They were getting impatient.

“Good girl,” I praised her. “Do you promise to give the audience a good show?”

“Yes, sir,” she said earnestly. “I promise to obey your every command and do whatever I am told. I promise to be a good little slut and fuck this machine good.”

Her voice had a little more emotion now as she got more and more excited. Her hard nipples were puckered, begging for attention.

“Very well,” I said. “You may begin.”

She groaned in relief, her body’s need finally satisfied as she lowered herself onto the rotating, vibrating dildo. It disappeared inch by inch, until all ten inches were inside her. She perched herself in such a way that her clit was on the vibrator. The machine was barely moving, compared to what I could make it do, but her tits bounced slightly from the movement and her eyes rolled back in pleasure. I took it up a notch, and she bit her lip.

“How does that feel?” I asked, watching the chat room to see what the audience wanted to see.

“Good, sir,” she said, voice unsteady. “It feels so good, sir. Thank you, thank you…”

“Alright, settle down,” I said, laughing because she was about as emotionless as you can be while you’re riding a fuck machine in front of an audience. “Let’s go to the next level.”

I clicked the remote to get the machine going faster.

“Umf,” Miranda grunted as her body adjusted. She began to work her hips in time with the thrusting machine. She could take much more, and as the money kept coming in, I decided to give the audience what they wanted. I clicked the remote up steadily until it was almost halfway to its ultimate intensity. Miranda wordlessly accepted the changes, her body moving faster to match the machine’s speed. Her breasts were bouncing freely now, her hair getting more and more tangled with each thrust of the dildo. Her mouth was open, and she panted slightly, her eyes only showing pleasure, not a single thought.

I watched as her thighs began to shake with the effort to keep up with the machine. And all her muscles where tense with the effort required not to cum from the intense vibration on her clit and deep thrusting of the dildo.

Touch tits! Someone in the chatroom demanded, igniting a chain reaction of similar requests. I was happy to oblige.

“Slave, play with your tits,” I commanded.

“Y-y-ess, sir,” Miranda’s voice shook with her whole-body vibrations, and it took considerable effort for her to balance herself without her arms on the saddle, but like the good little pet she was, she was soon riding the machine and playing with her breasts at the same time. She was practically drooling with the frustrating pleasure as she pinched and teased her nipples while taking the Sybian’s abuse. I racked it up another few notches, watching her cheeks redden with effort and need. She squeezed the saddle with her thighs, arching her back so that the dildo thrust even deeper into her needy cunt.

 A feral cry escaped her lips, and I knew she was doing everything in her power to keep from cumming. You’d barely know it from her blank expression, but my wife was nearly exploding with tension and pleasure.

She gonna cum? The audience was asking. They seemed excited to see it, but I wanted to get a little more cash in our coffers before giving them the grand finale. I ratcheted the controls up until it was almost at its highest power. The dildo was fucking every inch of her, rotating quickly while it vibrated and thrusted.

Miranda was whimpering, each bucking motion nearly throwing her off the machine. Her nipples were red and tight from her fingers, her breasts bouncing so hard it must have hurt. She was sweating, and looked rather pitiful – but hot as fuck, too. The Sybian was torturing her, and as long as I refused to let her cum, she would have to endure it.

We were almost at $75. I wanted to get there before letting Miranda experience some relief. We’d never gone much longer than this at full power. My finger was still on the dial, and I silently pushed it all the way to the final level.

“Do you want to cum, slave?” I asked, knowing that the audience certainly wanted it.

“P-please,” she begged. “Sir, please let me cum, I’m a good girl, please…”

Poor thing. She pleaded with me, eyes wet. If she could have, she would have folded her hands in prayer to show just how badly she needed me to let her orgasm.

“You can cum…if you tell your audience how grateful you are that they came to watch you today,” I said with a smile.

“T-thank you!” Miranda cried out. “Thank y-you for w-watching!”

Alright. She’d had enough. I was a merciful husband, and I wouldn’t torture her any more – that morning, at least.

“Good girl,” I praised her. “Now show us what a slut you are. Cum for the camera, wife.”

Miranda let out a feral cry as she buckled forward, her muscles contracting. Her toes curled, her hands digging into the saddle. Her voice filled the room as her pussy flooded the saddle, releasing so much juice that it dripped down. She arched her back violently, breasts pointed to the ceiling, still bouncing hard.

“Thank you! Yes, sir! Yes, sir! Yes!” Miranda screamed over and over again as she came once, twice…three times!

I moved the controls down slowly, notch by notch, until the machine merely hummed underneath my wife’s slack and spent body. She was sweating slightly, her hair stuck to her face, her expression blank once more. Pulling on a black ski mask to conceal my face, I stepped towards her, offering a hand to help her off the machine. She immediately fell to her knees, panting, her legs useless. I chuckled, and looked into the camera.

“Well, what do you think? What should we have her do next?”

I left Miranda kneeling in front of the camera, slack-jawed and dead-eyed, to check on the chat room. The votes were fairly unanimous. I grinned. I liked what they were suggesting. In fact, it was one of my all-time favorites.

I had no shame over showing my nine-inch cock on camera. And the black ski mask would hide my distinguishing features. I also liked fucking her with the mask on because it made me feel like a stranger, someone who’d broken in to take advantage of a poor, hypnotized, helpless woman. It gave me a thrill when the monotony of my ever-submissive wife got to me.

Stepping back in front of the camera, I unzipped my pants. Miranda turned her head to the side, mouth open to accept me should I want to use her mouth. But that’s not what the audience wanted. Grasping my thick shaft, I stroked myself until a generous drop of pre-cum developed at the tip. Miranda waited patiently, her body still shaking from the abuse of the Sybian.

“All fours,” I ordered, and my wife immediately dropped to all fours. Unfortunately, she was angled with her face towards the camera, and I thought the audience would prefer a different perspective. “Turn.”

Miranda maneuvered herself to the side, her big tits nearly touching the ground as she moved. She took the position I’d trained her to take, her ass in the air, back arched, hair flowing down her back for me to grab and use as a bridle if I wanted. I admired the view for a moment, my wife’s plump ass on display for me, her juices dripping down her thighs. Dropping to my knees, I shoved my hands between her legs and smeared the juices up to coat her asshole.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, slave,” I said. “You’re going to like it, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda groaned. “Anything you want.”

I slid a finger into her tight rosebud, gently getting her ready to accept my cock. She waited, perfectly still, her breath even.

“Reach back and spread your cheeks for me,” I instructed. This would force her front half down, her face pressed into the floor. “And make sure you keep your eyes on the camera.”

She did as I said, reaching back to spread her luscious ass cheeks for me. I could see every inch of her now. To think, not so long ago, I would be lucky to catch a glimpse of my wife in her bra and panties! Now, she spread herself for me, happy only when she was making me happy. My cock throbbed. I placed it against her asshole, which relaxed for me. That had taken some time – training her to be an ass slut. She naturally clenched tight whenever I tried to fuck her there, and only significant punishment had taught her otherwise. Her ass bore the marks of those punishments.

I spanked her again as I slid forward, just for the fun of it. Her rosebud stretched as I plunged forward, not bothering to take my time. She drooled onto the carpet, staring at the camera, while I buried all nine inches of my cock into her ass. She still held herself open, so I could lean forward and grab her tits, squeezing them tight as I began to thrust into her hole.

“What do you think, wife? Do you like it when your master fucks your ass?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda sighed. “I love it.”

“And do you love being on the internet, showing the whole world what a dirty little fucktoy you are?”

“Yes sir,” Miranda repeated. “Thank you for fucking my ass on camera.”

My balls smacked against her pussy as I drilled hard into her. She barely moved a muscle, just took my pounding cock with the same blank expression.

“Aren’t you going to show the audience how much you love getting fucked in the ass? Go ahead, slave. Fuck yourself on my cock. Move your hips.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda moaned. I rose, letting go of her tits. Miranda immediately began to thrust against me at the same exact speed I’d been at, her tight little ass swallowing my cock with each stroke. Her tits swayed as she fucked herself on my cock, making mewling noises as I stretched her open.

Her body was barely strong enough for her to stand on two legs, yet she put every ounce of effort into pleasing me and making sure to fuck me hard. She arched her back even more, and I grabbed a handful of her hair, adding my own thrusts to hers. Jackhammering my cock into her ass, I grinned to myself at the show we were putting on.

“Don’t you wish you could do this to everyone watching us?” I asked. “Don’t you wish you were a public fucktoy, for anyone to use?”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda groaned.  “If it pleases you…”

“You’ll do anything I say, won’t you?”

“Anything,” she agreed.

“Then cum for me, while I rape your ass wide open,” I ordered, spanking her hard. Miranda reached between her legs and rubbed her oversensitive clit. A second later, she was crying out while her asshole clenched around my shaft. The sensation had my balls churning, and the sight of her drooling in pleasure for everyone on the internet to see drove me over the edge. With one last pounding thrust, I pulled out and stroked myself hard.

“Turn around,” I ordered, and then she was there, her face right in front of me, mouth open. “Tongue out.”

Miranda stuck her tongue out and I burst, shooting my cum all over her lips and nose, shooting it into her throat as she sat there patiently, body shaking from the last of her orgasm. She waited until I was done to lick her lips and face clean, savoring the taste of my seed.

I was excited to see how my performance was received. I went to the computer and was thrilled to see that we’d broken $100! Not bad for an hour’s work! I found myself feeling something I’d never felt before – proud of my wife. Miranda’s hot body and perfect submissiveness was paying off. The chat room was full of people who wanted more. But I knew my slave had had enough for her first day of work. Besides, I’d finally worked up an appetite. I logged us off, promising another show the next day. If we did a show daily, it would be a nice amount of money coming in.

“Get up,” I instructed my wife. “You did very well.”

Miranda beamed, her eyes still blank but her smile wide. She looked pretty pleased with herself.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “I am so happy to hear that.”

“Now, shall we have breakfast? Make me some pancakes and sausage,” I told her. “And you can give yourself the scraps, for all your hard work.”

“Thank you,” Miranda said, leaving the room on wobbly legs. I followed her, admiring the way she was still dripping down her bare thighs. I relaxed while she made breakfast, thinking of how I could introduce my next idea to my wife.

How far would she actually go?

What I wanted to do to her next might push her over her limit. She served my breakfast, then knelt beside me to eat from her bowl. She waited for me to give her permission to begin.

“So,” I said, cutting into the steaming hot pancake on my plate. “Tell me. How do you feel about tattoos?”

The Miranda I married hated tattoos. She thought they were trashy. But my wife merely looked up at me from her bowl, licking her lips, looking vaguely confused.

“Anything to make you happy, sir,” she finally said, turning back to her meal. I smiled broadly, enjoying every bite of my breakfast as I thought about what the next week would bring.


Sharing my Wife

“Are you sure?” the tattoo artist looked dubiously from the paper in his hand to my wife.

“Yes, we’re sure,” I said, putting my arm around her.

“Yes,” Miranda agreed. The blank expression in her eyes must have given the guy reason to doubt, because I could see him trying to figure out what was going on. He probably thought she was drugged up. But she wasn’t.

She was just in a trance.

It all started a month ago, when I told my frigid, bitchy wife that I’d had it. I wanted a divorce. Not wanting to sacrifice her perfect life and perfect image, she was desperate to do anything that would make me change my mind. She’s the one who found the hypnotist and decided to undergo the procedure. Since my main complaint was that she’d turned into a total prude who loathed sex and wouldn’t touch me with a ten-foot pole, she figured that if she could trick herself into wanting sex with me, our problems would be solved.

But it wasn’t really about “tricking” herself. The hypnotist was very up-front that Miranda could not be forced to do anything she didn’t truly want to do while she was in a trance. She could still say ‘no’ to any of my requests.

Thing is, Miranda hadn’t said no. In fact, ever since I first snapped my fingers and turned her into the perfect little submissive, she’d begged me not to make her return to her old self! She truly enjoyed being my pet. While her expression was always subdued and somewhat blank, I could tell that she wore my collar with pride.

With no inhibitions keeping her back, she’d gone from ice queen to plaything. I’d even trained her to make her own money, hosting live webcam shows where she’d ride her Sybian machine, never cumming without permission. Sometimes I’d join her, fucking her ass or mouth for the audience’s enjoyment. She seemed to appreciate her growing fanbase, and I certainly appreciated my wife finally earning her keep.

In fact, we’d be using some of her webcam money to pay for the tattoos.

The tattoo artist rubbed his beard. He was like a cartoon cliché of a tattoo artist: big, burly, maximum facial hair, fully inked underneath a leather vest. His motorcycle was parked outside. His name was Gunner. The shop itself was clean, and had a stellar reputation. Only the best for my pet.

“Well, alright,” he finally said. “Let me get the stencils ready. You…uh…get undressed. You can keep your bra and panties on.”

“No need,” I said. “She isn’t wearing any.”

Gunner’s eyebrows rose, and a twinkle entered his eye as he admired my wife’s body. I was surprised he couldn’t tell for himself that she was nude under her skin-tight pink dress. She had generous D-cup tits and a plump ass, her body toned and fit. With long blonde hair and blue eyes, she was the very definition of an all-American woman. I watched him try to remain professional.

“Right, whatever,” he said. “When you’re ready, lay down on that chair there.”

The tattoo chair was long, black leather. Gunner left us behind the curtain that separated his section from the shop itself.

“Strip,” I ordered. My wife nodded and promptly pulled her dress over her head. She stood in the cold of the shop, her nipples hardened to points. I knew that if I parted her thighs, I would find her wet – she was always wet, so that I would never meet any resistance should the desire to fuck her strike me. Her mind was a mostly blank slate, but I’d trained her to always be thinking of sex. It kept her constantly aroused.

After some waiting, Gunner returned. He immediately coughed when he saw my wife’s body laid out before him. She didn’t budge as his eyes travelled over her body, no modesty at all. As for me, I was happy to see his reaction – it was always hot to me, watching another man lust after my wife. So far, I’d never shared her. But it was in the plan – at some point, I wanted to watch my wife bend over and take two cocks at once. One of them would be mine, obviously.

Watching Gunner drool over my wife, I wondered if today would be that day.

His hands trembled ever-so-slightly as he applied the stencils to the front of her body. Another set would be applied to her back, but he was starting with the front. He had some difficulty applying the ones that were to go under her breasts.

“You can go ahead and touch them, if you need to,” I told him. He looked at me in surprise. “Show her what to do so that you can work.”

“Ah – ok,” Gunner said. He was a little too eager when he put his hands on my wife’s tits. She barely responded as he lifted them, exposing the flesh underneath them. “Hold them like this, please.”

“Do it,” I told Miranda. She put her hands where Gunner’s were, holding her tits up so he could apply the stencils. Finally, he was all done and ready to begin.

“This is going to hurt, so let me know if you need a break,” he said, getting the ink and needle ready. The needle buzzed to life.

“She won’t,” I chuckled. “She can take a lot of pain.”

Gunner looked at me, more and more shocked by each thing I said. But then he shrugged, leaned over my wife, and got to work.

To her credit, my hypnotized wife barely reacted as he began to tattoo her flesh. I could see her stiffen, and her mouth screwed up in pain, but otherwise she stayed perfectly still.

“Good girl,” I murmured encouragement, almost pitying her as tears leaked from her eyes. But her body showed no other signs of pain. I even went as far as to take her hand to show her my support. My feelings for my wife had grown more and more loving with each passing day. Finally, she was the woman I always wanted to marry. Sweet, quiet, submissive, obsessed with pleasing me. How could I not love her? Truly, I’d never loved her more.

Gunner worked steadily, with complete professionalism, until the front of her body was complete.

“Doing alright?” he asked. “We can stop now if…”

“No, go ahead and do the other side,” I said. “You need her to stand for that? Stand up, Miranda.”

She did as I said, getting to her feet, still holding her breasts. Her reddened, glossy skin proudly showed off my penmanship, the words titillating.

“Wow,” Gunner said as my wife turned to offer her lower back to him. Her perfect ass was red and marred with scars from our long, rigorous training sessions. It was a shame that Miranda liked being spanked so much – it took that much longer for her to learn her lessons. “You guys are really kinky.”

I laughed. That was one way to put it. He applied the stencil to her lower back and went back to work. As he moved the buzzing needle over her skin, he kept stealing glances in my direction.

“So…does she just…do whatever you say?” he asked. “Is that like, a thing?”

“More or less,” I said, interested in his interest. “It’s kind of a long story.”

“Well, we’ve got the time…” Gunner chuckled as he worked on each letter, painstakingly slow to get them perfectly right. While he worked, I told him everything, starting from the beginning. How she’d been the quintessential nag, doing nothing all day and whining at me all night, taking all my money and never giving me sex. How I’d finally had enough, and so on and so forth. His eyebrows rose slowly as I spoke, and when I was finished with the story they were almost at his hairline.

“No shit,” he murmured, leaning away to see what final touches he needed to put on the tattoo. Seemingly satisfied, he turned off the needle and put it down. “Well, then. What do you think?”

It was perfect.

I walked around Miranda in a slow circle, admiring his work. It looked like I’d written right on her skin. Under her left breast were the words grab me. Under her right breast, squeeze me. Above her delta, the ink read desperate cumslut. And on her lower back, above her ass, were the words mindless fucktoy.

No one would ever look at my wife’s naked body without understanding exactly what she was. Her fan club would love it. She’d never be anything but my sex slave – it was basically official now.

“Beautiful work,” I grinned, offering Gunner my hand to shake. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“Sure,” Gunner returned my handshake, his grip firm. “Let me wrap her up…”

I was a little sad to see him apply the bandages that would keep her new tattoos safe for the first few hours. I’d have to make sure to tend to them and keep them very clean.

“Do you have to do that…immediately?” I asked him before he could tape the first bandage in place. “I mean, can it wait a half hour?”

“Why?” Gunner asked. I’d made up my mind. I was hard as a fucking rock, and I wanted to put my wife’s newly-inked body to good use. She was probably sore and sensitive, but I didn’t care. I wanted to use her, and I was ready to see how well she could share.

“I wanted to give you a tip of sorts,” I said, meeting his eye. He leaned backwards, clearly understanding my meaning. “Would you be interested in…?”

“Seriously?” Gunner said, eyes widening. “Shit, man…”

“Feel free to refuse,” I said, though I knew he wouldn’t. “But we’re both so grateful for you and your work. Aren’t we, Miranda?”

“Yes, sir,” my wife intoned, looking at me for guidance.

“Wouldn’t you like to show Gunner how grateful you are?” I asked her. Her face flickered with the slightest hint of surprise. She turned her attention to the beefy, bearded man.

“If you’d like me to, sir,” she said. “How would you like me to show him?”

“Woah,” Gunner laughed. “This shit is for real!”

“It certainly is,” I said. “Why don’t you get on your knees, pet, and offer him your mouth? Ask nicely and he might just give you something yummy to suck on.”

Miranda dutifully dropped to her knees, her big eyes gazing up at Gunner.

“Can I suck your dick, please?”

Gunner didn’t need much more encouragement to whip out his cock, hard and thick.

“Hell yeah,” he grunted. “Go right ahead, baby.”

Gunner grabbed a handful of Miranda’s hair as she let her jaw drop open. Directing her eyes straight ahead, she leaned forward and began to lick his cock. Watching my wife’s tongue on another man’s cock was interesting at first – I wasn’t sure I liked it. But then I remembered that she was only doing it because I told her to, and that got me excited all over again. And certainly, Gunner seemed to feel lucky, as he groaned while Miranda lathed his shaft with her tongue.

“Shit, that’s good,” he muttered.

“She’s a good little slut,” I said proudly. She was already drooling as she wrapped her lips around his tip and began to bob back and forth, pink lips spread wide to fit his girthy cock. She took him inch by inch until finally he was fully lodged in her sweet throat. I knew how good that felt, and smiled as his eyes rolled back in his head. I noticed that his grip on her hair had tightened, and he was using it to move her head back and forth.

My wife’s eyes started to water from gagging on his cock, but her cheeks indented from sucking him so hard. Her nostrils flared with each desperate breath. Gunner grunted with each thrust, only pulling his cock out an inch before driving it forward again, abusing her throat. Miranda let him, expression totally blank, her mind focused only on providing pleasure. She was such a sweet little fucktoy. She didn’t even mind that his balls slapped against her wet chin with each stroke.

“Gonna…cum…” Gunner grunted. “Where?”

“Right in her throat,” I told him. “She loves eating cum, right, Miranda? Don’t you just love the taste of jizz? Love to feel it filling up your belly?”

Her eyes rolled back slightly, since she couldn’t speak or nod to agree with me. Gunner moaned loudly, shoving his cock so deep into her throat that her nose was pressed into his pubes. I watched him shudder as he emptied his balls into my hypnotized wife’s mouth. Her throat clenched frantically to swallow every drop, her cheeks puffing slightly as his cum filled them up. A little bit dripped from the edges of her mouth. Gunner held her tightly in place, not relenting until he gave one last jerk and finished cumming.

“Fucking hell,” he said, pushing her off his cock. A string of saliva reached from her lips to the tip, and she quickly licked up the cum that dripped down her chin. “That was amazing! You’re one lucky man.”

“I sure am,” I said, not feeling all that lucky considering the discomfort in my pants. Watching my wife guzzle cum like a whore had gotten me so hard that it hurt. “I’ve been meaning to test her out on someone else. You really did me a favor. It’s good to know that she’ll fuck who I tell her to fuck.”

“If I were you, I’d want to get in on the action,” Gunner said. “You ever fucked a bitch with another dude?”

“No,” I said. “But I’d certainly like to.”

“Well, I think I could help with that,” Gunner chuckled. “I just need some time to get hard again. You in?”

This was working out better and easier than I could ever have hoped!

“I am,” I grinned.

“How about her?” Gunner asked, pointing to my blank-faced wife.

“What do you think?” I asked her. “Does my little pet want to please her master by taking two cocks at once?”

“Yes, sir,” she intoned. “Please let me serve you! I want to make you cum, sir, whatever it takes. I live only for your pleasure.”

“Well, there you go,” I laughed. “And I think I have an idea that might help you recover faster. Miranda, why don’t you get up and bend over?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, and promptly got to her feet. She turned around, putting her elbows on the tattoo chair, and spread her legs. Her juicy, dripping slit was on display. The tattoo above it, mindless fucktoy, provided a charming addition to the beautiful sight. My throbbing cock was threatening to break my zipper, but I refrained from whipping it out just yet.

“My stupid little wife loves to fuck herself while being spanked,” I explained to Gunner. “Does that spark your interest?”

“It sure as hell does,” he said. “How hard does she like it?”

“As hard as you want to give it,” I shrugged. “She knows better than to complain. Isn’t that right, Miranda?”

“Yes, sir,” she answered. “I exist to be used.”

“Good girl,” I said, petting her glossy hair. “Why don’t you go ahead and rub your clit for us while our new friend spanks you?”

She immediately slipped a hand between her legs and began to rub her clit. She moaned, pressing her face into the leather of the chair, as pleasure took over her body and mind. Gunner reached for her ass, grabbing both cheeks for a moment and squeezing them hard.

“This is a fine, fine ass,” he whistled in appreciation. “I bet it jiggles real nice.”

“It does,” I said, excited to watch my wife take another man’s abuse. “Go ahead and give it a try.”

Gunner grinned. He was much stronger than me, it was clear from his well-defined muscles. My wife’s fingers slipped inside her needy cunt as he began to slap her ass. Her slight cries of pain and pleasure were muffled by the chair. Pumping her fingers quickly, she brought herself to a trembling precipice while the burly stranger delivered blow after blow to her sensitive flesh.

“Are you enjoying yourself, my pet?” I asked. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yes, sir,” she panted. “I want to cum so bad. May I cum? Please?”

“In a moment,” I said, enjoying the visuals too much. Her toes curled, her juices dripping down her thighs. The sounds of Gunner’s palm hitting her flesh over and over again slowly overwhelmed all other sounds.

“So hot,” he grunted. “What a filthy fucking slut!”

Yes. That’s just what she was. A dirty whore. A desperate little fuckslave. My dripping wet cum receptacle. I almost couldn’t stand it anymore. I needed to shove my cock into her, hear her thank me for fucking her. I watched her squirm as the need to cum grew and grew. She would hold out until I uttered the word giving her permission. Her face was red, and she was drooling onto the chair. I rubbed myself a little bit to relieve the pressure, and discreetly glanced at Gunner – I was pleased to see that he seemed ready to go once more.

“Alright, my pet,” I said. “You may cum. Mind your manners and thank Gunner for hurting you.”

“Ohhh, god,” Miranda wailed, burying her fingers deep into her slit and releasing a flood of pleasure. “Thank youuuuu, thank you, sir…”

Gunner was breathing hard as he delivered one last slap to her reddened flesh.

“Amazing,” he remarked, watching my wife jerk and spasm on her own fingers. “I can’t wait to get inside her. Ass or pussy?”

I considered this for a moment. Which did I want?

“You’re the guest,” I decided. “You choose.”

“Pussy,” he said without hesitation. “I want these big fucking tits bouncing right in my face.”

“Very good,” I said, relieved just to be able to finally cum. “How do we…?”

Gunner had obviously done this before, as he took the lead in positioning us. He sat on the chair and pulled my wife up until she was straddling him on her knees. I stood on the other side, giving me access to her rosebud.

“Last chance to back out,” he said, staring intently at my wife’s tits, which were right in his face. No way in hell was I walking away from this. But I decided to give Miranda the option.

“Do you want to leave, or do you want to take two more loads of cum?” I asked, whispering into her ear. Her flesh trembled even while her expression didn’t change.

“I want to do whatever you say, sir,” she said. “I am yours. I love being your cum slave. Please let me serve you.”

“Very well,” I said, reaching down to spread her cheeks. Her ass was already slick with the juices that had dripped from her pussy earlier. Gunner wrapped his hands on her waist, licking his lips.

“Alright then, you little slut,” he said. “Go ahead and fuck me. I’m waiting.”

Miranda immediately dropped down, impaling herself on his cock. They both groaned in satisfaction as her cunt wrapped around him, wet and warm. I was a little envious, until I remembered that I had her ass to ream. I wasted no time in joining the action. Her rosebud relaxed, immediately stretching to accommodate me after our weeks of training.

Her whole body stiffened in reaction to the new sensation of being fucked by two men at once, and for a second I worried that we’d broken her. But it felt so good to be inside her tight, warm body that I couldn’t stop myself from ramming forward, burying every inch of my cock in her ass at once. She cried out once, then could only whimper as Gunner grabbed her face in one hand and her breast in the other.

“I said, fuck me,” he grunted. Miranda’s hips swiveled and then began to lift and lower rhythmically. It was intense, feeling how tight she was when we were both buried to the hilt inside her. I reached around, grabbing her other breast and pinching her hard nipple.

“Urgh,” she mumbled, mechanically moving her body to please both of us. Her expressionless eyes were lidded, her skin flushed and overwarm. When I put my lips on her neck, I could feel how fast her pulse was. She was enjoying this. Good. She deserved it.

“You like this, huh?” I teased her. “Fucking two men at once? I bet you never dreamed of this back before you became my pet. Back when you were just my bitch of a wife, always denying me the simplest pleasures…oh, my sweet little slave, you’ve been begging to be treated like this. Like a worthless, mindless doll. Go ahead. Fuck us hard. Harder, faster.”

She began to pant, sweat breaking out on her skin as she moved faster at my command. I kneaded her breast, hearing Gunner’s satisfied grunts as she rode his cock steadily, always dropping all the way down to impale herself on him. Her breasts bounced with her movements, making me almost lose my grip. Her tight ass felt like heaven on my shaft, squeezing tighter and tighter as her body contracted.

“Shit, yeah,” Gunner groaned. “That’s good. Real good.”

“This is just the beginning,” I told her. “Soon, you’ll be taking a cock in your mouth, and two more in your hands. I’m gonna make sure you’re bathed in cum on a regular basis. You’re gonna live on an all-cum diet. Your ass and pussy will always be dripping jizz. You’ll be a walking,  talking cum rag. You’ll like that, won’t you? Show me how much you’ll like it. Cum for me, my pet.”

“Y-yessss, sir,” she screamed through clenched teeth. Her breast shook violently in my hand, her ass squeezing tighter than ever, as she came. She didn’t have a choice. When I told her to cum, she came. Gunner growled as she slammed herself down on his cock and rode it hard, gyrating wildly while dripping juices between us. I bit down on her neck, trying to hold back, but it was no use. Feeling her clench tight while another cock filled her pussy drove me over the edge, and soon as I was swelling inside her, my balls emptying into her ass. I squeezed her breast tight, holding her close while unloading into her.

“Fuck, yeah,” I heard Gunner moan. “Take it, bitch. Fuck…”

He was cumming, too, giving her another load of jizz to take – this time in her pussy. She quaked between us, totally overwhelmed as we both pumped her full. We left her panting and dripping on the chair, trembling from the workout and overheated from the orgasms.

“Well then,” Gunner said. “What did you think?”

“I’ll be doing that again,” I promised with a smile – and I definitely, definitely would. I’d be doing that…and more. Breaking in my wife was more fun with each new perverted trial I put her through, and I knew the ultimate test was yet to come. I watched as Gunner finally wrapped up my wife’s lewd tattoos. She waited patiently for him to finish, still dripping from both holes, her hair beautifully messed up and her makeup totally destroyed.

When Gunner was done, I told Miranda to get dressed while I paid up at the counter. He gave us a generous discount, and invited us back anytime – I could tell he meant that, and I thought I might just take him up on the offer. By the time my wife returned to my side, fully dressed and looking mostly presentable, he had another customer waiting to speak with him. I sincerely hoped he did a good job of cleaning that chair before the next client sat in it!

“Did you enjoy that, my pet?” I asked Miranda in the car as we drove home. She stared out the window, vapid as ever, her lips tilted up ever-so-slightly. She turned to me.

“I know that it made you happy,” she said. “And so I enjoyed it, sir. I hope we can do it again.”

“Oh, we will,” I laughed, knowing that we were going to put her new tattoos to very good use. “We certainly will.”


Ganging my Wife

My wife sat silently in the car beside me. Her lips were turned ever-so-slightly up at the corners, her eyes blank and expressionless. I’d gotten quite used to seeing that look on my wife’s face. It was the look of someone without a single thought in her head. If there were any thoughts in Miranda’s head, they were of a sexual nature, per my instructions. Since I wanted her wet and ready at all times, I trained her to focus on filthy thoughts. Otherwise, she didn’t have a single care in the world.

She wore a flowy crop-top that barely concealed her D-cup tits; in fact, it didn’t take much of a breeze for it to reveal the lower half of her breasts, and the words inked below them. Under one breast were the words grab me. The other had the words squeeze me. A pair of pantie-sized Daisy Dukes conformed to her bubbly, pert ass – that showed off her lower back tattoo, and the one above her delta. The lower back tattoo boldly stated her identity: mindless fucktoy. Over her pussy, the words read desperate cumslut. There was no question, reading those tattoos, about what my wife’s purpose was.

She also wore her leather collar, designating her as my pet. Her leash was on her lap. A pair of black stripper heels completed the outfit. I’d told her to go heavy on the eye make-up that morning, as I knew she’d be doing quite a bit of gagging and I always loved how slutty and pathetic she looked when her mascara ran.

Think I’m lucky to have a wife whose only purpose is to please me? A brainless slave who does everything and anything I tell her to?

Well, you’re right – sort of. Luck doesn’t have much to do with it, really. And you certainly wouldn’t have called me lucky two months ago, before we saw the specialist. For the first few years of our marriage, my wife was the quintessential nag. Giving me a hand job on my birthday was her idea of spoiling me. She didn’t work, but she complained about having to do all the household chores. She complained about everything. I’d had it with her denying me access to her perfect body night after night, and listening to her whine. I was going to divorce her.

Miranda couldn’t have that. A divorce would be quite the stain on her social resume. So she struck up a deal with me: she would undergo hypnosis to open her up sexually, and I would tear up the divorce papers. I agreed, never believing it would work. I figured it was a Hail Mary attempt on her part to stay married a few more months.

Little did I know, the hypnosis worked perfectly. The procedure involved tapping into her deepest subconscious. When I snapped my fingers, she would lose all inhibitions and feel a great desire to please me. I couldn’t force her to do anything she wasn’t entirely willing to do, but as it turned out there wasn’t anything Miranda wasn’t willing to do.

The first time I tried it out on her, I was floored. Even more amazing than my bitchy wife suddenly begging to serve me was the fact that she didn’t want to go back. She begged for me to let her stay the way she was! Turns out, she much preferred being a mindless fuck puppet. Of course, who was I to deny her the pleasure of being a brainwashed cock worshipper?

So far, I’d used my wife’s newfound sexual liberation to make a little money by putting her in front of a webcam. And we’d recently discovered the joys of threesomes. I regularly arranged for strangers to come over and fuck her, both in front of the camera and off-camera. She loved it – at least, she loved it because I loved it. She would cum on command, even if she wasn’t enjoying that particular activity. The only thing my wife truly loved anymore was me, her husband and master and owner.

Now, I was ready to embark on the final step into complete and utter slut-hood. I’d been nervous about sharing my wife with another man, but it turned out to be hot as fuck, and my new favorite pastime. So sharing her with a whole group of men had to be even better, right?

It was a bit complicated to figure out how to give Miranda her first gangbang. With the threesomes, I had OKCupid and Tindr and other sites. But I wasn’t comfortable inviting five strangers into my home. There were swinger sites, but I didn’t want to introduce other women to the mix just yet. I wanted to test Miranda out on a group of men.

That’s when I had the brilliant idea to take her to the local adult theater.

It wasn’t just logistics that made it the perfect plan. It was also the hottest thing I could think of. My slutty little pet, legs spread wide, taken by strangers in every hole while porno played in the background? Yes, please!

Finally, we arrived at the theater. It wasn’t very nice looking, which was fine. It was right off the highway, and several trucks were parked in the lot. Before getting out of the car, I attached Miranda’s leash to the collar.

“On your knees,” I said when I opened her door. Miranda crawled from the car on all fours. She was used to crawling by then, but the hard gravel of the parking lot against her knees and palms made her whimper slightly. Her flowy crop top was no match for the wind, and she was basically bare from the waist up, her generous tits swaying as she crawled. Her nipples were two hard little points, nearly grazing the ground. We were in clear view of the highway, and several trucks and cars honked as I led my wife into the porno theater.

“I hope you’re hungry,” I laughed, opening the door for her. “I think you’ll find plenty of refreshments to enjoy during the movie.”

Miranda looked up at me, face betraying neither fear nor excitement. Just that same blank gaze, slightly adoring, barely-there smile. She followed me into the theater, which also had a sex shop attached. I saw a few toys I’d like to add to our collection at home, but that could wait for after. I was already getting hard at the looks we were getting. Lecherous smiles beamed down on my wife as she submissively crawled behind me to the counter.

“Two tickets, please,” I asked the bored-looking man who sat at the register. His eyes flicked down to my wife, and I was surprised at his non-reaction. But maybe they got a lot of people like us. Anyway, he sold me the tickets and pointed to the door that lead to the theater. Tugging on Miranda’s leash, I led her back into the darkness.

The theater was lit only by the screen and its flickering images, but I could see a good number of people were in the audience. More than ten, for sure. Leading my pet up the aisle, I saw some heads turning in our direction and smiled at the thought of what was to come. On the screen, two women were writhing together on a double-sided dildo while soft music played. The movie was your average lesbian porno, and I pulled my wife to the very front row.

“Sit,” I commanded, patting one of the worn velvet seats. Miranda got to her feet and sat down in the chair. I sat beside her, unclipping her leash. We both stared at the screen, me wondering how I might strike up interest in our fellow movie-goers while enjoying the sexy visions above us. I figured there was only one way to start, so I turned to Miranda and told her to undress - loudly. With so little clothing, it didn’t take long before my wife was completely nude. Her hard nipples rose and fell with her even breathing, her modesty long since demolished.

My command had attracted some attention, and I was pleased to see some men looking over at us with blatant lust in their eyes.

“Good girl,” I said, voice still loud enough for those around us to hear. “Now put your legs on the arm rests.”

Miranda pulled her legs up and settled her feet on the armrests, spreading herself wide in the sweet glow of the screen. Her pussy dripped, her asshole pink and puckered.

“Isn’t this movie sexy?” I asked her. “Don’t you want to play with yourself? I’d like to see you fuck that wet cunt of yours.”

“Yes, sir,” Miranda intoned, immediately dropping her hands between her legs. She rubbed her clit with one hand and fucked herself with the other, her body gyrating as pleasure flooded through her.

“Go ahead and make as much noise as you want,” I said. “I want to hear you over the movie. I want everyone to hear what a good little slut you are.”

“Yes, sir,” my wife said loudly, and immediately began to moan and curse as she watched the screen and fucked herself. “Oh, god, fuck, thank you, sir…”

“Hey,” a voice called from somewhere behind us. “What’s going on down there?”

“Come see for yourself,” I invited. “Everyone is welcome.”

I heard movement behind me and shadows flickered in my periphery. First one, then another, then another man appeared before us, their faces impossible to make out in the dark. Slowly, the group grew, until there were seven men standing in a semi-circle around my masturbating wife. She barely seemed to notice them, and just kept bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm while moaning and putting on a show for my pleasure. She would never cum without my permission, but she would get as close as she could.

“This is my wife,” I said proudly to the group. “And as you can see by her tattoos, she’s a worthless slut. I’ve brought her here to serve as many strangers as possible. Do you guys think you can help me out?”

There was a general grumble of agreement as the crowd expressed great interest in my proposition.

“Stop touching yourself, and suck your fingers dry,” I directed my pet. She did as I said, her flesh rosy from excitement, her breath hard and heavy. Moaning again, loudly, she put her pussy-soaked fingers between her lips and licked her juices from them. “These men are here to use you the way you were meant to be used. You’re going to be a public cum dumpster, until I decide you’re done. Understand?”

Miranda’s eyes flickered with emotion for the first time, and she glanced at me. I nodded slightly, knowing this might just be pushing her final limit. But to my pleasure, she just nodded back.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “If it will please you, I will happily serve these men.”

No sooner did the words leave her mouth then I saw two hands emerge from behind her seat and clutch her bare breasts. Glancing back, I saw that an older man was seated directly behind her. He greedily squeezed her tits, pinching her nipples while kissing her neck.

Miranda cooed, blinking with her eyes still on me. I could see the hair on her arms lifting in pleasure at the stranger’s rough treatment. He cupped her breasts from below, jiggling them while pinching her nipples, wrapping his tongue around her ear. I settled back to enjoy the show, my cock already hardening as another man approached my wife. He unzipped his pants, unleashing a decent-sized cock. Stepping over my wife’s body, he pushed himself right against her face. She obediently dropped her jaw, taking his cock between her lips. He held onto the sides of her head, thrusting his hips to drive himself into her throat.

To my pleasure, a third man stepped forward. He reached down, grabbing my wife’s hips. With a yank, he pulled them up so that she was no longer making contact with the seat. From this angle, she could still suck the cock in her mouth while the new man slid into her wet cunt. I hadn’t expected it to move so fast, but sure enough, I was watching my wife get pounded by two men at once, with a third still torturing her tits.

I couldn’t help but take my own cock out and stroke it, admiring how pliant and submissive she was. I wasn’t alone, either, as the whole circle soon had their cocks out, waiting their turn to use my pet as their own personal fucktoy.

Since she was being supported by the three men with their hands on her, Miranda’s arms hung limp at her sides. That certainly seemed like a waste. I grabbed her hand and pulled it over into my lap, guiding it around my cock. Immediately, she began to stroke me, using the generous pre-cum dribbling from the tip to lubricate the shaft.

A shadow on her other side moved, and soon she was jerking off two cocks at once while two more used her holes. The man fucking her mouth was clearly nearing the end, his breathing heavy as he held my wife’s head in place and slammed his cock into her throat. She struggled to breathe, her nose buried in his flesh with each thrust, her eyes watering. Spit flowed down her chin.

“Fuck, yes, swallow it all,” the man groaned, shaking as he leaned forward and came in Miranda’s throat. She swallowed dutifully, not spilling a drop, filling her belly with jizz. Meanwhile, the man fucking her cunt was just as eager to fill her up, and soon he was slamming his body against hers. Only the old man who still held her tits in his hands kept her breasts from bouncing wildly with the motion.

“I’m gonna cum in her dirty little hole,” the man promised, and a second later he did just that, giving me wife another healthy dose of cum in her unprotected cunt. By then her mouth was open and free and she was gasping for breath.

The old man sitting behind her took advantage of his opportunity and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her head to the side so he could fuck her mouth. She accepted it without complaint, the man on her other side grabbing her tits while she jerked him faster and faster. He rose suddenly, body quaking, and erupted onto her breasts, coating them in his creamy white seed. It was too much for me. Watching my wife take so much cum at once, watching it drip down her huge tits, made me need to release. I stood up and added my jizz to her chest while someone stepped between her legs again, quickly filling her up.

“Such a good little whore,” the new man said, thrusting into her. “You love being a slut, don’t you? Are you gonna cum for us, bitch?”

I almost forgot! Surely, the men would be impressed with Miranda’s ability to cum on command.

“Watch this,” I said as the stranger rammed her pussy while rubbing her clit. I knew she was probably overwhelmed with the need to climax as she felt her body used and soaked in cum. She was doing so well, it was time to reward her. “Cum, my pet. Now.”

“MMRFFUHFM,” Miranda’s cry was muffled by the cock in her throat, but it was clear from her sudden spasms that she was cumming. Her muscles visibly clenched, her pussy flooding the seat below her.

“That’s too hot,” someone announced, rushing forward to grab her hand and wrap it around their shaft. She automatically began to jerk it, and a moment later she was being showered in another load of jizz while the man in her pussy spasmed in ecstasy, her clenching slit milking him dry. The old man behind her was steadily raping her throat, being a little greedy in my opinion.

“Give someone else a go,” someone in the crowd spoke my exact thoughts. The old man sighed, looking down at my wife and increasing his pace. He dug his fingers into her flesh, pulling at her hair until she began to cry in earnest. I was about to push him off her when he grunted and jerked his hips, finally spilling his load into her throat. She swallowed almost every drop – and what little bit leaked down her chin was soon gathered on her tongue.

No sooner was her mouth free than it was occupied again, a younger man now hammering into her throat like the eager young buck he was. His balls slapped her chin again and again. Meanwhile, she never stopped jacking off the rest of the crowd, and someone new stepped between her legs, rubbing the shiny head of his cock between her dripping lips, teasing her clit before splitting her wide with a single thrust. I could only watch in satisfaction as man after man used my wife, countless loads of cum splattering across her luscious body.

Every few minutes, I demanded that she cum, and her body spasmed and clenched tight with pleasure. This made the men cheer, as each felt they had a hand in making the slut orgasm. Really, of course, it was all me. I had the power to control her pleasure – when she shuddered and bucked in ecstasy, it was only because I wanted her to.

As each man finish smearing his seed on my wife’s skin, he backed off and either went back to his seat or left the theater entirely. While the movie had continued, the real-life action had demanded most audience members’ full attention. Ropes of cum came at her from every direction, filling her belly, dripping down her tits. Her pussy was sloppy with jizz and her own juices. I was hard again by the time someone thought to flip her over. She bent forward over the back of the seat, her mouth filled with cock, while another man positioned himself at her asshole.

“Hold on,” I interrupted. The men paused respectfully to pay attention to me, her master. “I’d like to get in there before you gents get it as messy as her cunt.”

The man about to rip into her stepped aside and I took his place, spreading my wife’s ass cheeks wide. The words on her back made me smile, and I spat down on them while pushing myself into her rosebud. As always, it stretched for me, her muscles relaxing. I could watch her guzzling another helping of cum while I violated her ass. She needed no warm up – I started fucking her hard, right away, her warm hole wrapped tight around my throbbing shaft.

Spanking her while I drilled against her, I felt lust boiling in my balls. Let these men watch me take what was rightfully mine – that which I was gracious enough to share with them. She was my brainless slut. My obedient pet. She would forever be mine, at my beck and call, catering to my every need and whim. This was my mindless, hypnotized, nymphomaniac wife, and I was going to cum in her ass.

I groaned, feeling my body unclench as ropes of cum shot out of me and into her. She pressed back eagerly, knowing my cock from all the others and loving it. She groaned, mouth full of cum, while someone else shot their load into her hair, messing it up so bad it would take more than one shower to rinse it all out. She’d be leaking cum for days, and she’d be too full for dinner. Panting, I backed up, and offered up her ass to the next taker. Feeling exhausted, I sat down and watched from a distance, enjoying the sight of my wife’s ass taken by man after man.

Eventually, though, all good things must come to an end. After countless men had used my wife as a cum dumpster, there were none left – at least, none with a hard-on, or a will to stick it into one of her gaping, leaking holes. She seemed barely conscious, her normally-blank eyes totally fogged over and lidded. She panted, drooling on herself, cum painting her body in white patches. Her clothes were a sodden, dirty mess on the floor where she’d left them.

I felt a wave of empathy for her. Poor thing was exhausted. She needed a little help getting herself together, and as her husband and master it was my job to help her. I was proud to dress her, moving her weak, shaking limbs as she gurgled nonsense in my ear. I helped her up, draping one of her arms over my shoulder and wrapping my arm around her waist.

Some of the men remained in the audience, and they waved at us as I escorted – more like dragged – her up the aisle. We exited the shop, getting plenty of looks on the way, and I helped her into the car. My wife finally seemed to wake up a little as I started the engine.

“Do good?” she murmured. I was taken aback. She rarely, if ever, spoke without being spoken to.

“Yes, my pet,” I said. “You did very good. What did you think? Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes, sir,” she sighed. “Love you, sir. So much.”

Touched, I felt my heart fill up. It had been so long since we told each other that we loved each other. Probably because for most of the marriage, we didn’t. I’d certainly lost most of my love for her within the first year. But ever since the hypnosis, things had been different, and I’d felt love for her creeping back into my heart. Slowly, but surely. Now, I reached out and touched her cheek, happy to know that she would never again turn into that woman who’d nearly destroyed our marriage.

“I love you, too, Miranda.”
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