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CHAPTER 1

I’ve been married to my sexy wife, Clara, for seven years. For our seventh wedding anniversary, I enrolled her in a femdom training course. It was probably every husband’s dream—definitely my dream—and the days leading up to the training were hands down the most excited I’d been in a while. I couldn’t wait to see what it would be like for her to take charge in the bedroom, sporting a leather whip and spanking me like I’ve been her naughty little boy. 

I love my wife. She’s thirty-two and drop-dead gorgeous. She’s petite—only about 5’1”—but made of curves. She’s got a tight, sexy ass, massive tits, and soft lips that could tempt you from a mile away. Her dark hair, which she often wears in a bun or a sexy ponytail, falls down to her waist. She also has beautiful feet that always happen to smell of oranges for some reason. Delicious! When I first started dating her, I knew right away that she was out of my league, so I knew I’d either marry her, or die trying. Luckily, the first option worked out.

Clara is wonderful in the bedroom, and we have good sex regularly—even great sex. But here’s the thing. She’s very vanilla. Her idea of a wild time is me covering her in chocolate and licking it off her pretty inner thighs. She’s a little too sweet, while I have a very dirty mind.

For years, I’ve been plagued by the fantasy of having a woman dominate me. I come from a very strict family who believed in authoritarian parenting, and that was probably where the first seed of desire was planted. My fantasy was to be at the mercy of a beautiful woman who knew her worth and wasn't afraid to show it. I wanted to be terrified of her presence. I wanted her to claim my body and use me as a toy to serve her own depraved pleasures. And I wanted her to taunt me, humiliate me, punish me, and tell me how fucking lucky I was to have her—the reality being I don’t even deserve to be married to a goddess like her. 

As hot as those fantasies were, by the time I was in college, I’d figured out there simply weren’t a lot of women who were into the same thing. Most women were submissive and craved a guy who could throw them around in bed and growl nasty words into their ear. Being a submissive guy was like the furthest thing away from being attractive, so I had to adapt. I cruised through those years by putting on a mask—the mask of normalcy and convention. No surprises here! But without a way to quench my buried fantasies, they only got stronger.

Back to the femdom training course. Oddly enough, I found the classes on accident. Clara had told me to clean out our mailbox for the longest time, and that Saturday morning, I was finally getting to it. While sorting out all the junk mail I came across a mysterious envelope—sealed with a literal lipstick kiss—that was addressed to my name. I opened it and found a letter that was written by a woman who called herself Mistress Yasmina and her assistant, Lady Kim.

The letter said that due to popular demand, Mistress Yasmina was opening up her beginner femdom training courses for a limited time, for women who wished to indulge in their kinky fantasies of controlling a man. Each course was a series of small group classes or workshops led by Mistress Yasmina herself, who professed to hail from the lands of Arabia and had the ‘femdom lifestyle’ running in her blood.

Amused, I glanced through the list of courses and found one titled ‘Husband Training’. The tagline read: ‘Whip your husband into submission and make him your personal bitch in no time!’. I’m not going to lie, I felt a delicious tingle start at the top of my head and end at my tippy-toes as I read that. I stared at the photo of Mistress Yasmina splashed across the back of the letter. She was an older woman, very busty, with a stern-looking face. Black lipstick outlined the shape of her lips, which were on the thinner side but had the effect of making her look like a strict librarian. Her jet-black hair was coiffed around her face in smooth, perfect curls. 

Could this even be real? Surely it had to be some kind of scam?

The timing was almost too good to be true. Clara and I were just days away from celebrating our anniversary, and she’d asked me if I wanted anything special. Nothing had come to my head at the time, so I’d left the request open-ended until now.

Could I…maybe…just maybe…ask her if she’d be interested in joining a class like this? For me?

I ran to my laptop and booted it up, feeling like I’d just learned that Willy Wonka had opened up his chocolate factory for one last time. My fingers were trembling as I keyed in the website printed on the letter. I spent around an hour on Mistress Yasmina’s site, digging through every link, studying every photo posted, and reviewing the ‘About me’ page. By the end of it, I was convinced the whole thing was legit.

Mistress Yasmina was the real fucking deal.

There was a number listed on the bottom of the screen. I punched the number into my phone, and a woman answered.

“School of Femdom, Lady Kim here,” she said in a honey-sweet voice. “How may I help you?”

I’d seen Lady Kim’s pictures up on the website. She was gorgeous. She had wispy ice-blue hair with bangs that fluttered around her dark eyes and a figure you could get drunk on if you stared at it too much. Knowing what she looked like made me freeze in my tracks, and I took an agonizing minute to recover. “Uh, I’m interested in enrolling someone into your Husband Training program?” I said once I found my voice.

“Would that be yourself or…?”

“My wife,” I said. I wasn’t sure why but suddenly I felt very sheepish saying that. It was like I’d let loose this big secret, and this red-hot mistress was going to judge me for it.

But Lady Kim didn’t miss a beat. “No problem,” she said. “Let me send you the registration form. Classes start on Saturday, January 29th, and will be $200 each, for two hours, billed in advance. We actually only have one spot available. I can reserve your spot for now, but I recommend sending through a completed form tonight if you’d like not to lose your place. How does that sound?”

I bristled a little at the cost. The course would be five classes in total, meaning I’d be a thousand dollars poorer—plus tax—once Clara was through with it. I guess the million-dollar question was: how much did I want this? What would a course like this actually be worth?

How about: priceless?

“Sounds good!” I said, my stomach beginning to flutter with excited butterflies. “I’ll be sure to send the form through tonight.”


CHAPTER 2

By the time Clara came home that Saturday after running errands all day, my heart had been beating like an out-of-control racehorse and I was feeling a little feverish. After decades of holding everything in, I was finally about to tell someone special about my darkest submissive fantasies.

I wasn’t even sure how Clara was going to react. I’d spent so long hiding my real self that I’d gotten dangerously good at acting like I loved dominating her in bed, so I was pretty sure she’d find the news at least slightly shocking. But…would she laugh at me? Make fun of me? My worst fear was that she would somehow think less of me, and leave me for a better guy.

Of course, even if she was okay with my confession, there was no guarantee she’d be up to attending a whole five-week femdom course. Even though it would be a really big deal for me, and I’d love her to death for it, it wasn’t like I could force her into doing something she wasn’t interested in.

Once she’d had a shower and settled in, I sat her down on our living room couch and sat shaking next to her. I’d worked myself up so much I felt like I was about to throw up.

She instantly noticed something was wrong. “What’s up?” she asked.

“Uh…remember how you asked if I wanted anything for our anniversary?” I said.

She laughed, then took in my confused face and leaned in to pinch my cheek. “Wesley, calm down! You’ve gone purple. You look like you’re about to burst. What’s going on?”

“I signed you up for a sex class.”

The words tumbled out before I could even blink.

Clara’s eyebrow shot up. “A sex class?” she said scathingly. “I’ve had plenty of sex ed, thanks so much.”

I wanted to kick myself. It was just like me to deliver the news in the most unromantic way possible.

“That’s not what I meant,” I said quickly. “I meant a sexy class. It’s uh…” I took a deep breath. “I’ve been meaning to tell you this for the longest time. I’ve been dreaming about you dominating me. It makes me hot just thinking about it.” 

“Me? Dominating you?” She looked a little skeptical, waving her hands over her small body, and then turning to me. All six feet three inches and 196 pounds of me.

“Yes, you,” I said solemnly. “I know I’m kind of springing this on you out of nowhere. But the truth is I’ve been having these fantasies for a while. You claiming me. My body. Making me worship you. Making me do whatever you want, whenever you want. It’s all so sexy.” I felt hot and was sure my cheeks were blotched pink.

She brushed aside a lock of dark hair that had fallen onto her face and crossed her arms. “Okay…” she said slowly. “So what about this class?”

“Oh yeah.” I nodded like I’d just remembered about it. “Nothing’s confirmed yet, because I wanted to know how you felt about it first. It’s a femdom course, done by the School of Femdom.”

“Femdom?” she repeated. “Sounds scary.”

“It’s really not,” I said. “Femdom just stands for female domination.”

I told her about the letter I received from Mistress Yasmina and all about the five-week course. As her expression slowly shifted from slightly weirded-out to curious, I felt like I’d done a good job of explaining it to her.

“Oh cool,” she said finally, and I had to fight the urge to lift her up in my arms and shower her with kisses. “Will you come along with me?”

“It’s just for the women, unfortunately,” I said, shaking my head. “But we’ll both be the ones reaping the rewards.”

When I said that, Clara’s face morphed into something that startled me. She looked…disappointed. No, not in me. It was like she was disappointed with herself.

Her brows furrowed together and her hand reached out to graze my thigh. “Wesley, do you think something’s missing in the bedroom?” she asked. “Aren’t you satisfied?”

That killed me right there. How could my wife be so sweet? I honestly didn’t deserve her. There was no way I could be honest with her and let her know that yes, I’d been kind of disgruntled with our sex life all along. I felt terrible for misleading her, making her think I was someone else this whole time. But all of it was my fault. For locking things away until it got to this point.

So I took my hands in hers and leaned in for a kiss. “I fucking love you, Clara,” I said. “And I’d love you whether or not you choose to enroll in this course for me. It’s just a kink, to be honest. Something to spice things up for our anniversary.” Okay, maybe I was slightly understating things there, but I didn’t want to scare her by saying this was just my biggest sexual wish. Of all time.

To my utter surprise, Clara’s face broke into a warm smile. “Oh, fine. I’ll do it. After seven years I guess we can afford to switch things up a bit.” She squeezed my hand. “I can tell it took you a lot of guts to tell me this. It’s so cute. You know you can tell me anything, right?”

“For sure,” I said. I was so happy I hugged her. “Come on. Let me show you the website. Then we can fill out the form together.”

As we walked back to the bedroom, where my laptop was, I was feeling euphoric. I couldn’t believe she’d agreed to do it! For me! I just had a small pang of regret gnawing inside me for holding it in for so long. Who knows what my life would have been like if I’d told her about this years earlier?

Well, better late than never! I thought.

***

As I counted down the days to the course, my excitement grew steadily. Our anniversary came and went on Wednesday. I’d booked a spa session for Clara, so she could have a long evening of pampering after work. She said it the most relaxing massage she’d ever had. We ended the day with a romantic dinner at our favorite seafood restaurant, then went home and made love twice. I’d been pretty distracted lately, but this time—shockingly—I was also distracted during sex. While we fucked, I couldn’t stop thinking about her spanking me, or making me lick her sweaty foot at the end of the day.

On Thursday, I was nervous and ecstatic and horny all at the same time. I wondered about what might actually happen once Clara got through the course. Would my sweet, sugary vanilla wife really change into a strict, sensuous mistress?

A man could only hope.

Then, the morning before the first session, an email popped up on Clara’s inbox. It was from Lady Kim.

Dear Clara,

Mistress Yasmina invites all spouses to attend the introductory session on the first day of the course, should they wish to attend. This is an excellent way to help you feel comfortable on your first day, in addition to getting you and your husband warmed up and oriented to new couple dynamics.

“You’re coming with me!” Clara insisted, even though there didn’t need to be any pushing on her part.

The day finally arrived. I watched Clara spend an hour getting ready, putting on a floral dress and a silk scarf before snapping on a pair of gold hoop earrings. I was always weirdly turned on by the sight of women putting on earrings, clutching their petal-soft lobes as they pierced it with a piece of jewelry, and that day was no exception. Clara looked amazing. 

We drove to the address listed on the letter. Mistress Yasmina’s school turned out to be located inside an unimposing, dreary-looking building with an almost empty parking lot. It could’ve easily been the home of a motel or a row of sketchy massage parlors. But inside, the place was stylish and spotless. Mirrors flanked the walls, and hazy lighting made everything look mysterious and inviting. 

A woman—she definitely wasn’t Lady Kim—took our attendance. Then we were taken through one of the many doorways that were covered by red velvet curtains. We walked through a corridor and ended up in a windowless classroom.

I stood next to Clara and took it all in, my pulse throbbing in my ears. The decor was hypnotizing, and the room seemed to be filled with an unspoken history of sexual tension. A teacher’s desk with an apple on top was placed to one side, and a huge chalkboard adorned one wall, featuring the spellings of…French verb conjugations, by the looks of it. World maps hung across the other walls. The students’ desks had been cleared to the back to make space for a circle of chairs. I counted them. Five chairs. Mistress Yasmina likes her groups small, I thought.

More couples breezed in, accompanied by the same woman who took our attendance. They all glanced around their new surroundings. The wives were noticeably excited, but there were some pretty nervous-looking husbands. As even more attendees began to congregate in the room, it slowly dawned on me that there simply weren’t enough chairs for all of us.

“Now that all of us are here…” the attendance lady drawled. “The wives can take a seat.”

Clara gave me a look and went over to the chairs.

“Husbands! You may kneel next to your precious wives.”

Nervous giggles broke through our small group. My heart started pounding as I saw one of the men reach forward to his seated wife, a curvy woman in her fifties or so, kneel down to the left of her, and give her a kiss on her hand. The wife beamed.

This all feels like I’m back in school, I thought, a small sliver of excitement flowing through me. And I’m already being punished for not turning in my homework…


CHAPTER 3

I knelt down to the left of Clara, and she laughed at me.

“Hey shortie,” she giggled.

I went red. Damn, the way she said that was so hot. My cock was already rustling inside my jeans. I could already imagine her in tight black latex, holding a riding crop as she ordered me to bend over.

My legs were already bordering on pins and needles when I heard the door swoosh open and Mistress Yasmina stepped in with Lady Kim by her side. I’m not going to lie—I was a little starstruck. She was wearing this glossy red cape thing that Lady Kim pulled back with a sexy flourish to reveal her outfit. My eyes almost rolled out of their sockets. She was wearing a black studded bodysuit that was intentionally ripped all the way from her underarms to her booted feet and held together by steel rings. The long, narrow strip of skin she showed off was mesmerizing.

I even heard Clara mutter a ‘wow’ under her breath.

It was Lady Kim who spoke first. “Welcome, everybody.” Her gaze swept around the classroom, and then she caught my eye. I melted.

Lady Kim was easily one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.

Mistress Yasmina stepped further into our circle, and that was when I saw the silver chain trailing from her hand to…a human on the floor crawling behind her. Collared and nearly naked, he wore crotchless panties, a white lace garter belt, and a pink ribbon in his hair. A silver padlock was emerging lewdly out of his empty crotch area. I squinted to see that his penis was wrapped in a stainless steel cage.

Mistress Yasmina pressed her hand into the shoulder of one of the kneeling husbands. “Back straight!” she lashed out and almost everyone flinched. Surprisingly, her voice wasn’t sharp at all, or loud—it was like it was made up of a thousand hushed whispers, so that when she spoke the words ghosted over you and made your skin tingle.

“S-sorry,” the man muttered, his face flushing red as he adjusted his posture.

“Welcome,” she finally said to the group, a small smile spreading across her face. “I’m Mistress Yasmina. And this is my little sissy slave and helper, Deandra. Say hi, sweetie.”

The man, on all fours, whispered out a ‘hi’. I noticed his limbs were trembling like he was terrified. He crawled gracelessly to the middle of our circle and arched his back, onto which Mistress Yasmina perched her ass down like he was a perfectly steady stool. He grunted under the pressure, but was otherwise quiet. I noticed Lady Kim sat at the edge of the teacher’s desk, looking about attentively at the audience.

“I always like to start our first days by underscoring what my Husband Training course is all about.” I don’t think anyone even dared to blink as Mistress Yasmina continued to speak from her seat on her sub’s back. “The fact is that the training is about one thing and one thing only: ultimate discipline. Wives...dominas in training…imagine a marriage in which you—and solely you—are in charge. Wouldn’t that be a perfect marriage? If your pathetic husband can be disciplined, he’ll be there to do whatever you wish. In fact, he might go so far as to break his back to serve you, his Goddess. Imagine that! No more crummy, inattentive, selfish men! No more housework or cleaning! No more lackluster sex—you get to decide when and where and who you fuck!”

Excited murmurs began rippling through the female audience, and the hair on the back of my neck stood up. I was pretty sure I wasn’t the only man in the room that was getting a little scared. I was prepared to be disciplined, yes—whipped and spanked and trampled on—but I definitely wasn't planning to let my wife sleep around with whoever she wanted…

Someone whimpered like a lost kitten. I whipped around to the direction of the sound to see the sissy, Deandra, looking a little troubled. He was mewing. Mistress Yasmina paused her introductions to coo into his face and pet his tush. She inserted her thumb through his lips and he began sucking it. He gave a contented sigh and closed his eyes, becoming silent once more except for the thwock thwock thwock of his sucking.

What a weird relationship, I thought.

“Now what was I saying?” Mistress Yasmina continued. “Oh yes. Men are a lot like children—they need to be disciplined. They need to be told stories to excite and titillate them. And if they’ve been good, they will insist on a good reward.” Her gaze raked through the small circle, fixing her eyes on each attendee. When they rested on me, my stomach clenched. I shifted my gaze to the floor. Somehow, looking into her eyes was scaring the shit out of me.

“Now, I’d like to illustrate this basic mechanism in the male brain,” she said. “Any volunteers?”

There was a short silence. My pits were suddenly wet. I hoped this wasn’t one of those moments where no one volunteered, so the teacher was forced to pick on someone. I definitely didn’t want to subject myself to any kind of public humiliation.

Thankfully, one of the wives tentatively put her hand up. She was pretty, with short curly blonde hair, and was about the same age as Clara. Her husband, though, was a little on the pudgier side.

“And you are…?” Mistress Yasmina asked.

The woman cleared her throat. “I’m Sara,” she said.

“Sara, please put this blindfold on your husband. Lady Kim will be there to help you.”

The woman was handed a black scarf, which she tied around her kneeling husband. Lady Kim assisted in tightening the knot. The husband swallowed audibly, and I could see his Adam’s apple jump up and down.

“Next, we’ll cuff his hands behind his back,” Mistress Yasmina said matter-of-factly, pulling out a set of handcuffs seemingly out of nowhere.

Once the guy was cuffed, she asked him to stand up.

“Now, Sara, please unbutton and unzip his pants,” she said.


CHAPTER 4

My breath caught in my throat. I was pretty nervous for him.

“It’s all right, husband,” Mistress Yasmina coaxed. “There’s no need to be shy or embarrassed. We all know that men have little peepees.”

Within seconds, the guy was standing there proudly with his penis out, which was laughably small compared to his body size and a little red.

I gulped. I wished I had his confidence.

There was another thorny silence, but then his wife let out a loud giggle. Another woman joined in, and by then everyone else was laughing. The guy reddened. I watched as his tiny penis rose up at the attention.

“At this state, your husband’s already in your power,” Mistress Yasmina said. “Do you feel it? The power you have?”

Wide-eyed, Sara nodded.

“Good. To really feel it, try tickling his testicles,” Mistress Yasmina said. "Only the testicles. Remember, you're completely in charge now."

Sara’s right hand reached up and cupped his hefty balls. She smiled and began to trace the skin with her fingertips, tapping them slowly. Her left hand then joined in to give the balls a light-hearted yet torturously slow scratch. Her husband groaned, and his cock twitched.

“He’s not a grower, that’s for sure," Mistress Yasmina said dryly. I would’ve died then and there if someone had said something like that about me in public. “Now stop. Let’s check in. How do you feel, husband?”

“Amazing…” he grunted. Then, after a beat: “I want more.”

Mistress Yasmina smiled. “Sara, why don’t you give the munchkin’s testicles a good squeeze? See how he likes it.”

Sara did as instructed, though she seemed unsure of herself this time.

“Don’t think about it too much,” Mistress Yasmina said. “You’re in charge here. Just squeeze. No rubbing. Just teasing. Just the testicles.”

“Oh my god,” I whispered under my breath.

I wasn’t even the one being teased, but the second-hand arousal was causing my cock to swell and harden. I shifted my knees uncomfortably, hoping to air things out, then placed my hands at my crotch in case anyone could see my embarrassing erection.

"Now squeeze them even harder. Don't even think about it. Remember, no rubbing. Just teasing," Mistress Yasmina called out from the center of the circle. "Feel the power."

Sara, now seemingly enjoying the exercise a whole lot, did as instructed. I watched as a string of precum shot out from her husband’s heaving red tip and leaked straight onto the floor.

"Don't let him climax," Mistress Yasmina cooed. “And no touching the penis.”

I glanced at Clara. She was watching the couple intently while a small blush crept up her cheek.

Was she enjoying this? Was she learning? Was she imagining trying it out on me?

Did she wish it was her in that seat, teasing me so mercilessly?

Clara turned around suddenly and our eyes met. She was smirking.

Goddamnit. She was loving it.

I found myself getting hard all over again.

Mistress Yasmina’s voice cut through my sexy thoughts. “How do you feel?” she asked the husband.

The blindfolded guy swore as his wife pinched his balls for the millionth time, completely ignoring his small, engorged cock. He sucked in a breath to answer Mistress Yasmina, but it sounded like he was gasping. "I...jerk me off. Please."

Mistress Yasmina sighed. It was a deep, satisfied sigh. “Ladies, this is what I like to call the golden zone,” she said. “At this point, your husband will be prepared to do anything to achieve the blissful promise of an orgasm. Anything! Pleasing you. Making you a nice meal with all your favorite dishes. Even taking out the trash. The key to ultimate discipline is ensuring you can keep your husband in this zone—sexually tortured, but knowing a reward is right around the corner so that he goes through life blind but at your service.”

She rose suddenly from her makeshift human stool. Deandra groaned and returned to a kneeling position beside her. “Let him have his orgasm…” she instructed. “But only if you feel like it.”

Sara looked indecisive for a second but then her fingers reached out to tickle the bulb of his foreskin. Her husband moaned, his hips jerking forward into the stimulation. But then, just as quickly, her hand retreated.

“Don’t worry, Craig, I’ll sort that out as soon as I come home,” she whispered with a look of pure seduction on her face as she pulled up his underwear and pants.

The helplessness on Craig’s face was palpable even with the blindfold still on.

Mistress Yasmina smiled and clapped her hands. “Well done, Sara. Husbands! It’s time for you all to go home so I can get started.”

While I stood up and unflexed my knees, the door flapped open again. A man, naked from the waist up and ushered in by Lady Kim, sauntered inside. The guy is completely ripped—from head to toe. I swear I could hear smacking noises from the thirsty women in the room.

“Everyone, this is Andre,” Lady Kim announced. “He’ll be our sub volunteer for today. Isn’t he juicy?”

I saw Clara’s body tense as she took him in—his massive shoulders, ripped thighs, and skin, bronzed like a Roman god, and my stomach did this flip-flop. I wasn’t too sure whether I liked the way she was looking at the guy.

Well, at least she’s got some eye candy for the rest of the day. Deandra certainly wasn’t cutting it.

She caught me staring at her and winked. “Bye, and be sure to shovel the driveway.”

“Sure, honey,” I said, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek before I left.

Lady Kim was standing right outside the corridor, making small talk with some of the attendees. I took a moment to secretly enjoy her body—this was probably the last time I’d get to see in the flesh, after all. She was wearing a latex crop top with a pretty low neckline and a miniskirt, and that ice-blue hair of hers made her look heavenly. Suddenly I felt like a kid again, starting to form my first addicting crush.

I would’ve loved to let my snake roam free in her garden…

Subtly licking my lips, I sauntered past her, trying to walk like Andre.

“Hey, you’re Wesley, right?”

I swung around, forcing myself not to look shocked. Lady Kim was flashing her honey-sweet smile my way, smoothing down her miniskirt with a gloved hand.

“Uh, yeah,” I grunted. “How did you know?”

Her eyes sparkled as she took a couple steps toward me. “Just guessed,” she said. “You have a beautiful wife. You wanted her to get trained, huh?”

All the earlier embarrassment I felt that day on the phone flooded right back into me. I wasn’t sure what it was, but Lady Kim had a way of making me feel exactly like a virgin. A greasy virgin. I just stared at her, dumbfounded, trying not to let all my cool drip out of me. 

“It’s…it’s been a fantasy of mine,” I croaked out.

“Well, you’ve certainly come to the right place,” she said. “She’s in good hands and I’m sure you’ll be very pleased with the outcome.” Her eyes trailed down to my crotch, and then, just as quickly, she met my gaze again and smiled seductively. “Until we meet again,” she said, and she held out her hand.

That was the moment my brain froze over and all thinking ceased. I took her hand and kissed it. Kissed it. I knew it was the wrong thing to do when I let her hand go and shuffled my shoulders back up.

She wanted a handshake. Good lord.

I was way too scared to look at her again, but I saw out of the corner of my eyes that she still had that sexy, businesslike smile on.

“A perfect gentleman,” she said. “Your wife is a very lucky man.”

I grunted again and walked out of the building, got into the car, and literally kicked myself.

Until we meet again?

There was no way I would embarrass myself further by coming to this place again.


CHAPTER 5

Back home—no surprise there—I was totally distracted. I knew I had to shovel the driveway, but after the terrible social faux-pas I’d subjected myself to, I needed a little break.

I lay in bed browsing mindlessly on my phone, then headed over to my favorite erotica website to read a bunch of stories. They were a little short but very titillating. Before I knew it, I'd tapped open a brand-new tab and was vegging out to femdom porn. But for some reason, it just wasn't doing it for me today.

Feeling agitated and sufficiently aroused, I got naked and began thinking about what Clara was doing right now at the School of Femdom with sexy Mistress Yasmina and Lady Kim. Hand on cock, my brain had a sudden burst of inspiration, which I enjoyed while stroking myself, falling down one rabbit hole after another, not allowing myself to crash over the edge so I could benefit from the wonders of an edged orgasm.

Two hours later, I was still edging myself, pacing all over the house while I was lost in my fantasy world. I was imagining being serenaded by Mistress Yasmina’s massive rack before she trampled on my dick with her knife-sharp heel. My best scene, though, was being tied up by Lady Kim while Clara watched, until she got so horny that she had to join. I'd begin to squirm and wriggle, completely helpless and innocent, as the ropes cut mercilessly into my skin, leaving painful wedges.

When I started to imagine Lady Kim's beautiful slender fingers around my cock, milking me torturously, I finally decided to let go.

I shot out what felt like two gallons of cum and instantly felt happier. I was wiping myself clean when the doorbell rang.

At the front door, Clara was looking hotter than ever.

I beamed at her, but she raised her eyebrows at me.

“Did you shovel the driveway?” she asked, even though the answer was pretty obvious.

I was disappointed that it was the first thing she asked since getting home. It wasn’t very sexy.

“I’ll get it done in the morning,” I said, going red. “I promise.”

After dinner, I sat next to her on the couch and asked her how the week’s class had gone. I had no doubt that all the ladies there had had a lot of fun thanks to Andre. She said that it was a great experience but refused to divulge any particular details, which of course made me very curious.

With Clara gone all day, I really couldn't keep my hands off her. I turned the TV off and planted a lingering kiss on her neck. She moaned. It was her favorite spot for me to kiss. I made a kissing trail all the way down to the middle of her chest, right at the start of her cleavage line. Her assets were looking delicious and I just wanted to bury my head in between them.

But as soon as I tried to unbutton her blouse she swatted my hand away and—to my horror—she went and switched the TV back on.

“Shovel the driveway, and then we can have sex,” she said, in this totally neutral tone.

I gaped at her for a second. What—was she trying to trade in sex for manual labor, like she really didn’t want it? I found my cheeks were boiling over with embarrassment. Despite that, though, my cock was beginning to twitch with pleasure. She really was putting everything she learned into practice so quickly. The old Clara would have said that she was tired or something, and gently pushed me off. But now…she was literally bossing me around, and the neutral tone was the sexy clincher on top of it all, like she didn’t really need to raise her voice or anything because just her uttering those words was enough for me to get off my backside and do it for her.

Suddenly, I was feeling just a little bit intimidated by my own wife.

Wow.

So I did it. Like the good husband I was, I got off my butt and cleared out the snow in the blazing cold.

When I went back to the house, though, Clara wasn’t in the den. So I headed upstairs, thinking I might as well take a quick shower before we did the deed.

What I saw when I opened the bedroom made my breath suspend right in the center of my chest. My eyes widened and I blinked several times, wondering whether I needed to pinch myself.

Clara was spread out on the bed wearing her purple satin negligee, her eyes closed, soft, steady movements rolling under the covers. 

Holy shit. In all our married life, I had never, never ever seen her masturbate. It was like the unspoken rule about women and shitting—you know it happens and you might even get suspicious at times, but you never see it, and you definitely don’t talk about it. And Clara didn't leave so much as a crumb of evidence of self-gratification ever behind, to the point where I was somewhat convinced she rarely—if ever—did it.

But I was wrong of course, because now she was doing it and it was so hot.

How deep were those horny fingers inside her pussy?

I was debating about whether I should just sit back and soak in this magical moment or lend her a hand, when the movements under the covers got more and more frantic until she gave out a cry as she came, gasping for air. Then her eyes fluttered open, and I froze, but she gave me a contented smile.

“Wow,” I breathed. “I hope you didn’t mind me watching. That was hot.”

She bit her lip, tousled her hair, and stood on her knees. “Your turn,” she said, and my stomach flipped over itself.

She slowly brought down the straps of her negligee, letting her breasts spring out. I approached the bed, unable to stop the stupid grin spreading on my face out of excitement. She unzipped my pants and I pinched those pink hardened nipples, wishing I could put them into my hungry mouth. She grasped my dick and began flapping it in between her tits. I ground my hips into her chest, feeling my balls squish against her soft flesh.

Her head bent down, lips parting, and for a moment I thought she’d do what Sara from the class did, and pull back. My balls clenched at the thought of her doing such a ruthless thing. But Clara didn’t. That first contact of her tongue on the underside of my cock was orgasm-inducing in itself. I shimmied my legs to let my pants tumble down to my ankles, and took her beautiful raven hair in my grasp, coercing her to further surround my shaft. 

Her fingers massaged my balls as she sucked. Her touch was firm and sensual, yet teasing. Then, right as she continued to massage me, she took in my entire length and began jamming it at the back of her throat, her tits bouncing violently with the motions. That’s when I felt myself start to tingle and tremble. I groaned and a sea of cum began gushing straight down her throat. I could feel my balls literally shrink as I continued to bonk her mouth.

“Mmmm,” Clara murmured as she swallowed it all, wiping at the corners of her lips so not a single drop oozed out. “That was perfect. I hope you enjoyed that orgasm, because it’s the last you’ll be getting for a while.”

“Oh yeah?” I said, grinning. “What do you have planned for me, Goddess?”

She handed me a tissue to wipe myself up. “Mistress Yasmina said controlling men is really simple. Control their orgasm, and you control the man. So from now on, I’ll be the one deciding when, where, and how you’ll orgasm.”

I loved that she was already getting so kinky. I buttoned up my pants, and by the time I glanced up again, she was looking at me thoughtfully.

She bit her lip again. “The only problem is, though…”

“Problem?” I asked.

She nodded. “The only way that’ll work is if you’re honest with me. And I can trust you. Like, how would I know you wouldn’t sneak into the bathroom at work and play with yourself? Or in bed, right after I go to sleep?”

“You can trust me,” I said.

“Alright,” she said. “When was the last time you jerked off?”

I acted like I was trying to remember. “Last week? Two weeks ago? Honestly, I can’t remember.”

She tsk-tsked and broke eye contact, fingering a few loose threads coming off the lace trim of her negligee. “Are you sure? Try and remember.”

I coughed. “I’m pretty sure.”

“Pity,” she said.

I gave her a hopefully guiltless smile, though it warbled on my lips. “What do you mean?”

She got off the bed and headed to the waste paper bin in our bedroom, which was right next to the dresser. Rustling through it, she produced a wad of tissues and, holding it up to her nostrils, sniffed them.

My insides contracted the moment I recognized what they were.

Those were…

My cum tissues.

“I found these while you were out,” she said, again in that awful soft, neutral tone. “They’re pretty fresh if you ask me.”

I held my hands up. “You win. I jerked off while you were in class today,” I said, my voice shaking slightly. I was caught in a lie and it was more humiliating than I thought. “I was so turned on seeing you there, how could I not?” I added.

“Wesley,” she said sharply this time, and I flinched. “This wasn’t about whether you jerked off or not. It was about whether I could trust you to tell me the truth.”

“R-right…” I muttered.

“Good thing Mistress Yasmina gave us a solution,” she said brightly. “She literally thinks about everything.” She opened the topmost dresser drawer and took out a gift-wrapped box. Inside it was another box, and I gasped when I saw what was written on it. In big, unashamedly bold letters: ‘MALE CHASTITY DEVICE’.

The whole room went cold. This was it. The turning point. Something about seeing those letters and the unsightly dick on the cover filled me with equal parts dread and excitement. Clara was going to be the commander of my cock and I would have to fully submit to her. I was already horny again thinking about her locking my manhood away—like it wasn’t even mine.

“Wow, you better lock me up now before I get another hard-on,” I joked. “Are you sure that’s the right fit, though? That looks a little on the smaller side.”

Clara smirked as she emptied the contents. She slipped the ring around my base and maneuvered my penis inside the small stainless steel shell. I felt my cheeks go pink when I realized that yes—it did fit. Maybe my cock was smaller than I thought.

“How long are you going to lock me up for?” I asked as she inserted the padlock and locked up the whole contraption.

Clara took the key and placed it inside her underwear drawer.

“I’m not sure,” she said, still smirking. “Guess you’ll have to wait and find out.”

“Can you get any hotter?” I said. I jerked my hips around, enjoying the sight of my bouncing balls and cock cage. “But what about tomorrow’s dinner party? Maybe I can stay back?”

Clara’s close friend Helen was hosting a dinner party tomorrow, and she was forcing me to come along. Helen was the store manager of the boutique Clara worked at, so there was no doubt she’d be inviting their entire gang of ladies over and their husbands. It was guaranteed to be a snooze-fest.

“Well, you’re not going to be fucking anyone there, are you?” Clara shot back. “So there’s nothing wrong with you going there with your cage on.”

“I guess you’re right,” I muttered.

She snuggled back into the covers and rested her head against her pillow. “You know, I’m so glad I’ll finally get to have a good night’s sleep tonight.”

I gave her a look. “What do you mean?”

She sighed. “I hate it when you jerk off in bed when you think I’m sleeping. You think you’re being secretive but you’re not.”

My mouth fell open. Sometimes I just needed to nut one out but I always thought I was being nice and sneaky on those nights. But my sexy wife had put me in my place.

I had a shower, carefully wiped my cage dry, and hopped into bed. Then I huddled close to Clara to spend my first night in chastity.


CHAPTER 6

I woke up on Sunday with my wholesome morning erection getting squashed inside my cock cage. I took off my shorts and stared at my handicapped junk, which was fat and tender and pressing onto the steel ridges of my cage. The compression was actually kind of pleasurable.

I figured out pretty quickly, though, that chastity was definitely harder than it looked. Pissing, for one, was a nightmare. I tried to trust my aim the first time but it was the wrong call—I ended up showering the whole toilet seat with piss. I quickly learned the only solution was to sit down. Like a woman.

That was kind of embarrassing, but I wasn’t opposed to it.

I also learned that Clara was being really serious about the thing staying on. Rain or shine, I had to be locked and thank her for it. The key, I assumed, would lay dormant in her underwear drawer until…well, I guess until she was in the mood to set me free.

In the afternoon, Clara went to the gym, while I went for a run. Even though I wore loose-fitting shorts, I was paranoid that people at the park could make out the bulge of my cock cage. I even caught a grandma with a walking cane eyeing my crotch suspiciously while I did a few jumping jacks for my warm-up. In any case, I’d totally forgotten that running with the cage on wouldn’t be all that convenient without some tight underwear on, and with my goods jiggling around a bit more than I’d like, I cut my run short and came home.

In the evening, I dressed quickly in an oversized crewneck and jeans and headed over to watch Clara get dressed. I watched as she put on a massive new pair of hoop earrings and felt pretty good about myself. Things were going well. Just a few days ago, she didn’t even have a clue about my femdom fantasies but now she was getting trained by a professional dominatrix and kicking literal ass. I couldn’t wait for her to go to next week’s class, and I hoped that Mistress Yasmina would kick things up a notch.

The dinner party at Helen’s turned out to be—unfortunately—even more boring than I’d imagined. All the attention was split on Melinda and her fiancé, Matt. Melinda was one of the sales associates at the boutique and they were tying the knot in April. The other big news was the upcoming girls’ company retreat—which this year apparently included a snowmobile tour for the entire sales team. Clara was going along next week and I was understandably jealous of her being all excited about all the fun she was going to have without me.

We had dinner at an overcrowded table, though the food was very good. The topic of conversation morphed into the women complaining about their husband’s supercharged libidos and how sex was becoming more of a chore for them. The husbands, in turn, grumbled about their wives’ poor sex drives and joked about how monogamy was hard. Clara coughed and mentioned how that wasn’t an issue for us, even after seven years.

“We’re actually thriving,” I added with a small smirk.

And I was so glad I said that because at least two of Clara’s friends had their eyebrows stretched up into their hairlines and I could whiff their sour envy from where I was sitting.

Things took a downturn after dessert, however.

I noticed that Jack, Helen’s husband, who was sitting on the other side of Clara, seemed to getting awfully comfortable with her. He was pushing his shoulder against hers and kind of rubbing it like he was a Russian Terrier that had zero concept of personal space. I’ve never really warmed up to the guy—he was much younger than Helen and despite his slick, too-long hair that dragged over one eye, he was very attractive.

I gripped my spoon a little too hard when I saw Jack go ahead and surreptitiously place his hand on Clara’s thigh. Her legs twitched, and when I craned my neck to see her reaction, I thought I saw her biting her lip. My stomach dropped.

Holy shit. Did she have some kind of thing for Jack? How was I only seeing this just now?

Clara—just as surreptitiously—flicked his hand away. Jack grinned. My stomach dropped even further.

I was gearing up to smack Jack across his one hairy cheek when Clara sat up a little straighter. My gaze lowered once more, and then I saw it. His palm clasped around her waist, snaking itself down, down…to the perfect plump globe of her…ass.

Then Jack screamed.

“You ever do that again, I’ll cut your dick off.” Clara was hissing spit into his face. Her fingers was laced through his, and she was bending his arm backwards to the point I thought several joints might crack. “But first I’ll break your arm off.”

“I…I’m…sorry!” Jack whimpered. “My arm…”

Clara finally let go, and stone-faced, walked out of the dining room. I gazed around, and it looked like no one had noticed—least of all Helen, who was oohing over Melinda’s engagement ring. I gave Jack a smug stare and followed Clara to the master bedroom. She disappeared into the bathroom, and I could hear her quietly peeing.

I opened the bathroom door and beamed at her.

“God, I’m so proud of you, babe,” I said. “But wow, it was so hot to see the way you handled that creep.”

Clara got up from the toilet and wiped. The neckline of her strapless dress rode low, and I wished she would take off my cage so I could rail her right now.

A man can try…

I took her in my arms and kissed her. I felt so lucky and proud at that moment—I knew Jack could’ve killed to have a woman like Clara and I had her all to myself.

I started to make my kissing trail across her neck but she pushed me down. “Lick me,” she said in this steamy, sultry voice that almost knocked my socks off.

I locked the bathroom door behind me then got down onto the fluffy white rug. I planted kisses on her inner thigh then gently pulled down her panties. I would’ve done anything just then—licked her foot, her ears, her asshole, her pits, anything. I was so fucking hungry for her. My cock grew into my cage, and compressed by the ridges, it definitely wasn’t helping. I hoped if I whet her appetite enough she would unlock me so I could fuck her properly.

My tongue glided over her pussy lips before I spread them apart to flick it over her clit. Clara moaned. She rocked gently above me as I created a seal with my lips and started sucking her with my whole mouth. Once she got juicier, I slipped my tongue into her pussy hole. Minutes later, she was jouncing over my face on the bathroom floor, straight up fucking my tongue. Her wild expression was so damn sexy.

My erection was almost beginning to blind me when she exploded onto me, her arousal dripping past my cheeks and onto the bathroom rug.

“Do you have the key?” I breathed as I licked her pussy clean. “Oh fuck. Is the key still inside the dresser?”

Clara straightened up from her squat and fingered her glinting necklace. “I put it in here,” she said, showing me one end of the necklace with the key as a pendant.

“Amazing. Because I don’t think I can get out of here without fucking you.”

Clara was humming absent-mindedly while she fixed her hair in front of the mirror. Then she straightened. “Oh shit. I think I’m getting my period.” She opened one of the drawers under the sink. “Looks like Jack enjoys his play time in the bathroom too,” she said, taking out a half-used bottle of lube. “Pervert.”

I fake-barfed. “Don’t touch that.”

She placed it back and pulled out a box of tampons. Ripping one open, she squatted to insert it and then started washing her hands.

I watched her silently, though I was growing increasingly restless. “But we’ve had sex while you were on your period before,” I couldn’t help but say.

Clara blinked. “It’s not about whether I’m bleeding or not, Wesley,” she said. “I just came. I’m not in the mood for sex anymore.”

My cock swelled even further, throbbing fiercely, and it was maddeningly pleasurable. The key was literally just inches away, hanging out on Clara’s neck while I was going crazy. “Well, can’t you unlock me so I can take care of myself?” I whined.

She shook her head. She looked disappointed. “That’s not how it works. You orgasm on my terms. Not yours.” She stared at my crotch. “I have an idea. Could you grab another tampon and open it for me?”

I grabbed one off the drawer and ripped the wrapper off with my teeth before handing it to her. “What’s this for? You’ve got two bleeding holes?” I joked.

“It’s a loophole,” she said. “If you’re smart, you’ll take advantage of it. Now get rid of your jeans and turn around for me please.”

“Wait—what?” I asked, suddenly feeling sweaty and clammy. “Don’t tell me you’re going to insert a fucking tampon into my ass…”

“Don’t tell me what I can or can’t do, Wesley,” she hissed.

“Are you serious? Why my ass of all things?”

But Clara didn’t answer. Instead, she hefted my balls and twisted it to one side.

The pain almost made me lose consciousness.

“I think this is a good time for you to learn that when I say something, you do it.” Her words rattled like thorns on my bare skin. “No talking back. No buts. No questions. You say ‘yes, Mistress’. Or ‘thank you Mistress’. Those are your only two options.”

The look of absolute fury that coasted over her face made my insides fill with terror. The shame of having my sweet, petite wife discipline me sent a rush of fresh blood into my groin. “Yes, Mistress,” I said, hanging my head low to show her I was truly sorry.

Feeling my asshole pucker, I swiveled around at the sink and took off my jeans. Then I leaned forward and rested my hands against the countertop. 

Clara pulled down my boxers and smoothed a palm over my ass. I heard her take in a sharp breath. Was she startled? Happy? Excited?

I had no idea. Everything was happening so quickly.

I stared at myself gritting my teeth on the mirror and took in a shaky breath of my own. I was suddenly reminded of the raging control she had over Jack during dinner—the way she bent his arm backwards and was ready to snap it without a second thought. An uneasy feeling began to settle over me. One femdom class had transformed Clara from my sugary, friendly wife to a goddess-in-charge. Could a single class have changed her so quickly? It was unlikely, unless…

The thought ghosted over me, making me shiver. That’s impossible.

Still, the thought of not knowing your own partner was enough to make me feel a little unsteady.

I shook the suspicions off my head. I had a more pressing thing to attend to. My beautiful wife, Clara, was going to unleash her sexy, dominating side at her friend’s fucking dinner party.

And not to mention, she was about to pop something into my ass…


CHAPTER 7

Clara’s fingernails tapped across my ass as I clenched down on my jaw as hard as I could. She took hold of my cheeks and spread them so far apart I could feel my entire crack get exposed to the elements. Her fingers stooped further down and began to massage and stretch the skin around the outer rim of my hole, causing it to expand slightly. I could suddenly feel in a whole new light—like I was experiencing touch for the first time in my life. Her nails tingled. Every fingertip stroke vibrated and thrummed. Even the oxygen in the air was making my hole prickle.

I heard the squirt of the lube bottle, and seconds later it was being generously drizzled over the top of my ass like I was a fucking stack of blueberry pancakes. I shivered as more lube was squelched straight into my anus.

That was when I started counting down the seconds to my destruction.

The tampon applicator made its first entry much faster than I’d anticipated. I almost didn’t feel it actually sliding in—just the utter, unspeakable tightness of my asshole being breached.

“How do you like it?” Clara asked.

“It’s tight,” I said. I thought for a second that my ass would reject the unwanted intruder and pop it right back out. Instead, I felt it scrunch and pucker, allowing it to slide in a few more millimeters.

Ooof.  

“Just breathe, baby,” Clara said. She was rubbing my lower back hard in an attempt to distract me. “Mistress Yasmina said that all men have a way of orgasming without even touching their penis. Wouldn’t that be cool for you to learn?”

“Did she now?” I grunted.

“Mhmm. It’s your first time so it might be a little uncomfortable. But you’ll get used to it soon.”

While she talked, the applicator was being pushed in further, slowly and deliberately. I couldn’t do anything other than stare at my tortured reflection. When she finally pulled out the thing, I felt the tampon kind of ‘bloom’ inside my anus. Surprisingly, it wasn’t painful at all—though I could feel it swelling against my clenching passage, almost as if it was getting used to the newcomer.

“Um. You wearing a tampon is making me hot.”

I turned around and stared at Clara.

“What did you say?”

“I don’t know.” Clara’s face was flushed and I wasn’t sure if it was because of the orgasm I’d just given her. She started playing with her hair, which was always a sign she was feeling a little self-conscious.

“What if I told you I really liked that?” she asked, the corners of her mouth twitching like she was trying to force herself out of a nervous smile. “Playing with your ass?”

“I mean, I always kind of knew I had the better butt out of the two of us,” I joked, but inside I was panicking. I wasn’t sure how to process that bombshell. Granted, not only was my penis locked up, I also had a fucking string hanging out of my butt. Of course my brain was going to be a little fried.

I also got the feeling that it had taken a lot of guts for Clara to say that to me.

“Get fucked,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Eh,” I said, pointing to my butt. “Look where you got me.”

She laughed. “Okay, take it right out.”

I gasped. “Huh?”

“You heard what I said. Playtime’s over, best friend,” she said, crossing her arms and favoring me with a smug look. “Honestly, I’m not convinced that’s the safest thing for you to do. What if the tampon gets sucked inside and you need emergency surgery to get it out?”

“I’m sure I’ll be able to poop it out. Uh…” I was feeling so awkward. Ass stuff wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I sent my wife off to a femdom class, but now that the tampon was inside me, it was hard to discount the fact it actually felt kind of good.

Clara’s mouth suddenly dropped open. “Oh my god. You like it, don’t you. You like having that tampon in your ass!”

“Shhh,” I said, convinced that one of the party guests was outside the door, waiting to use the bathroom. Something about this conversation was getting me horny all over again. “Oh god. What have you done to me?”

“Do you want it up your ass or not?” Clara asked, in a sterner voice this time.

“Fine. Yes I do,” I muttered. I tried to hide away from her razor-sharp stare. “What are you gonna do about it?”

“Hmm.” Clara looked thoughtful. “Maybe we can order some butt plugs when we get home.” She gave the string hanging from my backside a firm tug, and the tampon easily glided out. I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning.

God, I didn’t expect that to feel so good.

She tossed the tampon in the bin and slapped my ass. “Get dressed. They must be wondering where we are."

She jumped when she opened the bathroom door. Helen was in the bedroom, carrying a laundry basket of all things.

“Oh, there you are!” Helen said, beaming. “I’ve been meaning to share these with you. Florence handed me this overstock—wondering if you know anyone who might use them before I hand them off to the donation center? They’re not my size, unfortunately.”

I snuck out of the bathroom at that point, hoping she wouldn’t see me. I walked out of the room then looped back inside, like I’d been trying to find Clara all along.

Clara was inspecting the pile of clothes in the laundry basket. “These are a little too big for me,” she said. She pulled out a couple—panties, bras, a few dresses, and some sexy nightwear. Then she brightened. “I know the perfect person for these, though.”

“Really,” Helen said. “Who?”

“Oh, her name is…Wendy,” Clara replied. “I think she’ll fit these just fine. She’s a bit big-boned, but it looks like they all have some good stretch to them.”

I was wondering who Wendy was when Clara gave me a sly once-over and winked.

My heart went cold.

“Wait—you’re not talking about me are you?” I sputtered.

Helen cocked her head to my side and stared at me wide-eyed. “Wesley, why in the world would your wife be talking about you?” she laughed, and Clara joined her. “Men. I’m just so glad we’re having that getaway next week. God knows I need some sanity in my life.”

“God. I know exactly what you’re talking about.” Clara hit Helen with an elbow and the two burst into another giggling fit.

“Never mind,” I muttered, and exited the room.  


CHAPTER 8

“Why are you doing this to me again?”

It was two days later, and I was standing naked in the bathtub, letting my wife shave me. That’s right. My sweet wife was shaving off my body hair.

Clara rolled her eyes in response to my question. I don’t blame her—it was the umpteenth time I’d asked that question. She squeezed the bottle of conditioner in her grip, letting a dollop of pink cream fall on my right thigh before smoothing it over with a wet hand. “Like I said, it’s homework,” she said. “Mistress Yasmina said we’re supposed to do something to show our husbands that they’re lower than us. Kind of a humiliation exercise, I guess. And this is what I thought of.”

“But…but…” I could’ve thought of a zillion things for her to do before removing my body hair and wearing women’s clothes. I shot out a few suggestions at her. “How about forcing me to lick your pits after the gym? Walk over me wearing your favorite pair of heels? You could even kick me in the balls.” Then, when she kept shaking her head, I tried one final time. “What about those butt plugs?”

She gave me the side-eye. “It has to be something you don’t exactly like to do, Einstein. And Mistress Yasmina said it had to have a surprise element.” She shaved the last clump of hair off my legs before drowning them in hot water. “Besides, the butt plugs won’t get here until next week.”

“Okay,” I said. “But isn’t shaving me humiliating enough? Don’t forget, you screwed me in the ass with a fucking tampon at your friend’s party. That definitely took me by surprise.”

Clara hit me with a thunderous glare, and I shut up. “Look,” she hissed. “You can’t have your cake and eat it too, Wesley. This isn’t just about what you want. You have to be willing to try out new things too. Explore your boundaries.” She shrugged. “In any case, it’s too late now. We’ve already started, and I have a bunch of free clothes. It’s the perfect opportunity.”

She dried her hands on a towel, then took out the small key hanging on her gold necklace. She unlocked my cage and slid it off, and I stared down pitifully at my junk. I could’ve sworn my cock had shrunk a little. “What a cute little clitty!” she said, laughing and poking it.

I stared at her. “Did you just call my cock a clit?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. Her forehead creased with concentration as she smeared shaving cream all over my sanitary area. “Did you know that a penis is basically an overgrown clit? So in the womb, your little clitty sprouted outwards while mine grew inwards. Mistress Yasmina showed us pictures of women with abnormally big clits. They look exactly like a penis. It’s funny how men are basically just women.”

“Hmm. Clara…” I said slowly, unsure of the best way to convey the uneasy feelings I’d been experiencing. “The mailbox two Saturdays ago. You told me to clear out the junk mail. Did you know about Mistress Yasmina before I told you about her?”

Clara stopped shaving and ran her wet fingers through her hair. Then she smiled. “Why do you think that?”

I ignored that question. “Did she really teach you about all this? Or was this your…uh… master plan all along?”

Clara took a split second to compute what I was saying, then hollered so loudly that our bathroom echoed with her laughter. “Don’t be paranoid,” she said. She blasted me with more water. “Now come on, let’s get you dressed.”

I dried myself off and walked to the bedroom. I was making a concerted effort not to think about the fact that I was as bald as a newborn from the neck down, and about to be dressed and made over by my wife. This femdom adventure was definitely leading me to explore new avenues though, and opening my eyes to new possibilities, as Clara had said.

I guess it was only fair. There was plenty of time for us to try out the deranged shit that I liked. In the meantime, I wanted to show her that I hadn’t been kidding about just how subservient I really was.

I needed her to see that Wesley her hubby was a good little boy.

I almost had a panic attack, though, when I saw all the clothes accosting me from the bedroom. Some were set out on the bed—a coffee brown camisole and a snake-skin miniskirt, fishnet stockings, and a hideous blue bra and thong. The closet doors hung open, and my side had been emptied and replaced with new outfits—women’s outfits—showing off splashes of gaudy colors in neat rows. It looked like Clara had spent time color-coordinating and matching everything.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves here,” Clara said brightly, waving my cage in my face. “First things first.”

While she locked my dick back into the chastity cage, I had the urge to ask her if she was kidding about the dress-up, but I knew better than to talk back to her.

I stood, all willowy and vulnerable, as my wife dressed me. First the blue thong, then the bra, which Clara stuffed with soft spongy things she called ‘cutlets’ to fill each cup out. Then the fishnet stockings went on, followed by the miniskirt, which I’d secretly hoped was too tight for me but—annoyingly—fit me like a glove. It was kind of weird to witness just how intense and ambitious Clara was being in her efforts to transform me into a woman.

Come to think of it, I’ve never seen her this excited or driven, I thought in wonder. And definitely not about freakin’ sex.

Even after the whole ghastly clothing concoction she’d tried out on me, she wasn’t done yet. Seemingly out of nowhere, she brought out a blonde wig on a Styrofoam head and a gigantic pair of studded high heels.

“Where’d you get the wig from?” I asked, shocked.

“Mistress Yasmina,” she said simply. “The heels are from her too.”

I tried to keep my mouth shut while she set about fixing and adjusting the wig on my head. If Clara had wanted me to be surprised, she’d succeeded. I was totally blown away by her total dedication in feminizing me.

It’s actually kind of hot…

The last step in my makeover consisted of a few light coatings of her favorite cherry lipstick. She whistled once she was done, causing me to wobble over to the mirror out of curiosity. I mean, I already knew I looked ridiculous. I was a six-foot man wearing women’s clothes, and not just any women’s clothes, they were the sluttiest ones to have ever been designed. It was no fucking wonder no one ever bought them!

When I glanced at the reflection, my worst fears were confirmed. I didn’t just look like a slut. I looked like a whore.

“I think you look sexier this way,” Clara said, and she was suddenly looking at me up and down like I was a giant scoop of Ben & Jerry’s Chocolate Therapy—her favorite. “What do you think?”

I felt my cheeks burn. My cock squirmed in its prison. I lifted away a lock of blonde hair—my hair—that had fallen onto my face and gave Clara a shaky smile. I tried to think of a joke. A light-hearted comment that could break the awkward tension that was thick in the air. But my brain had become a confused fog. I was feeling strange—I didn’t feel like myself, and I definitely didn’t feel like a man, and Clara’s expression was the freaky icing on top of it all.

Even in the silence, Clara didn’t say anything. She just stood there while I tried to drum up my guts to act on my emotions.

When she sexily licked her lips, I finally went for it. 

I puckered up my cherry red lips, and she stood on her toes to meet them, her dainty hand hungrily groping my ass. My cock flinched again. I could taste the fruity flavor of my lipstick as we kissed. Clara’s fingers reached up my skirt and pulled at the thong lining nestled between my butt cheeks. That reminded me of the feeling of the tampon in my asshole, and I moaned.

“I’m getting hard,” I croaked. I was embarrassed, but it had to be said.

I didn’t know why I was feeling so out of it. Right then, I could only be honest about it.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “That’s what I like to hear. Don’t you want to make me happy?”

I nodded, almost in a trance.

“Say it, Wendy. I want to hear it loud and clear,” she said.

“I want to make you happy,” I whispered.

“Good girl.” She sifted through the chain on her neck until she found the pendant and placed it inside her mouth, sucking on it a little before parting her lips again. The image of my chastity key on the pink of her tongue made me weak. “Then I need you not only to look and be sexy for me, I want you to be good for me too.”

We kissed again. I was lost in a dark shroud of stupor, unable to think. Unable to breathe. I started grinding into her leg, enjoying the thrill of my cock pressing uselessly into the bars of my cage. Clara let me do that for a while, then gently pushed me away to lift up her skirt and squeeze her milk-smooth ass. “Want to lick that?”

“S-sure,” I said.

Fuck. She was dirty, dirty, dirty.

She spread her ass open on the bed and I bowed my head down into her scented depths. This was the first time Clara had ever asked me to lick her butt. Sure, I’d done it before, but it had taken a lot of persuading on my part. Now, she was whimpering like a cat in heat as I slowly suckled on her rumpled opening, As I sucked, I felt it pucker and wrinkle under my lips. 

“Fuck me there, Wendy,” she whimpered.

I dribbled a thick string of saliva onto her ass and slid my tongue into her hole.

“Can you make my asshole bigger?” she moaned. “I want to feel it stretch.”

I was pretty sure I was going to cum now, caged or not. I pressed a finger onto the rim, warming her up for what I was about to do next. Clara tossed her ass an inch higher into the air and loosened up into a more comfortable position, cradling her head in her arms. Her rim softened and weakened, allowing my finger to enter. I gasped as her soft, tight warmth surrounded my fingertip, enticing me to drill in further.

This had to be a dream. 

In just seconds, Clara was loose enough to allow me to finger fuck her ass, and I was no longer thinking about my cock. I was servicing her, woman to woman. We were both moaning, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d ever been this aroused.

After rimming and fingering Clara until she was satisfied, she ordered me to lay down on the bed, with my miniskirt up and panties down. Using her hands, she spread my cheeks apart and suddenly her gushing tongue was on my forbidden hole. I clamped my lips down to stop myself from squealing like a bitch. My entire groin was shuddering mercilessly, like a volcano that was about to erupt.

“You like my mouth on your pussy, don’t you, Wendy?” Clara murmured as she gave me a peck on my butt cheek. “It’s okay, you can moan. I want to hear it.”

I felt my body relax even further as I let out another feverish moan.

“Let it go, baby. Come on. I want to feel you letting go.”

I was putty. Her tongue was back in my ass, and this time it was actually in it. My passage was slowly tightening around her tongue, and every cell in my body had zapped themselves back into existence again. I could feel every molecule of her hot breath on me.

I wasn’t sure for how long my wife tasted and suckled me there—it could’ve been five minutes or five hours—but then I jolted myself back to reality when she turned me onto my back and buried her tongue in my mouth this time. I was tasting her. Tasting myself raw. She started to hump me, sliding her pussy lips along my cage as she threw her head back and gave in to the pleasure. We angled our bodies and adjusted our legs so we could grind on each other like a pair of scissoring lesbians. My balls bounced with each thrust and I was oozing.

I wished I had her tongue in my ass again.

I suddenly had the urge to pinch my own nipples. With Clara rocking into me, I spat on my fingers and plunged my hand down the top of my dress. Clara began doing the same thing, letting her tits free as her arousal flowed into my crotch. She bent towards me, throwing the cutlets away and sliding down the cups of my bra to rub her erect nipples against mine. They were bigger and darker than I’d ever seen them, like the nipples of a pregnant woman. Then she kissed me hard and shuddered as she came, finally collapsing on top of me, her sweet, restless pants warming up my cleavage.

“Oh my god. I think that’s the hardest I’ve cum in a while,” she murmured. “Keep it up and you’ll be out of chastity before you know it.”

“Can’t wait,” I mumbled, almost still in shock at what we’d just done. “Uh, getting back to my baseline heart rate after that will probably be the hardest thing I’ve ever done.”

Clara laughed. “You look pretty hot right now, Wendy. Why don’t you cool off by shoveling some snow?”

I stared down at my slutty, sweaty feminine body and then gawked at her. “Like this? Clara—what are the neighbors going to think?”

“Who? Old Mrs. Brenner? She can hardly see. And if you’re thinking about Nate, you know he’s holed up in his mom’s basement playing video games all day, right? Besides, it’s pretty gloomy out. No one will see you.”

“Can’t I wear a coat?” I whined.

Clara’s swinging palm came out of nowhere and vibrated all my teeth at once.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I said, blushing beet-red. “Yes, Mistress. I’ll head out right now.”

I put on a pair of gloves and went out into the freezing cold. I thought I saw a camera flash through the window while I was shoveling. Was Clara secretly taking secret pictures of me? Despite the unforgivable weather, my pathetic cock pulsed at the humiliation. I kept my head down, hoping no one was watching the frizzy blonde slut with the fishnet stockings and the exhibitionist kink showing off her plump ass to anyone who dared to look up her pussy-stained miniskirt.

I still couldn’t wrap my head around the fact that so much had changed in two weeks. Clara was getting fire-hot, and I was doing things I wouldn’t have dreamed of doing just days ago. Signing her up for that femdom class was possibly the best thing I could’ve ever done for our anniversary.

Did we just have mind-blowing lesbian sex in the bedroom?

I shook my head in disbelief.

But why did I feel the urge to pinch my damn nipples?

Hell, at least Clara seemed to like it.

I couldn’t help but think this was just the beginning. Clara still had another four weeks of femdom training to go, and who knew what Mistress Yasmina and Lady Kim had up their sleeves. I was glad, though, that Clara would be going off on her retreat soon. It would give me some much-deserved privacy.

Because…I had some sexy plans of my own, and I couldn’t wait to get the ball rolling once I was alone.   


THE END (FOR NOW)
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