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		My Wife Learns the Art of Femdom: Training to Become a Dominatrix

		

		Sounds like a good investment

		My wife and I have been married for the better part of a decade, and it was obvious to me that things in the bedroom were starting to grow stale. Occasionally, we would try something different out to add a new layer to our sex life. We started out small with little things like handcuffs and dirty talk, but I found myself growing numb to it all at an increasing rate. I was craving more, and it seemed like my wife was having difficulty keeping up with my increasingly deviant requests in the bedroom.

		Even though Angela was struggling to fulfil my needs, I considered myself to be lucky. Based on countless conversations with other married men, it became clear that most women were not interested in exploring different aspects of sex. Angela at least made an effort, and a respectable one at that. She didn’t like everything that we tried, but a trend started to emerge and I focused my attention on what she appeared to be interested in.

		I consider myself a switch. In BDSM terms that basically means I like to be put in both the submissive, and dominant role in the bedroom. Most of our experiments were in the BDSM department, and surprisingly Angela took to being the dominant one in bed over the submissive. It surprised me because it seemed, from what I had read, that most women would reject the idea of being dominant in favor of being submissive. My wife was different.

		Whenever I tried to get her to do anything that she considered remotely humiliating she would pretty much stop the session. Things were different when she was the boss. Angela seemed to really come out of her shell when it was me that was vulnerable, and that was when it seemed like she was having the most fun. I could live with this, however, I found myself wanting to be dominated in more sinister ways that I couldn’t properly communicate to her. It’s embarrassing to admit a desire to be humiliated; I don’t care how good your marriage is, or how long you’ve known one another. It was hard for me to be honest about my desires.

		One day, while I was browsing some BDSM forums, I found an ad listed by a dominatrix that was located near us.

		“I am a professional dominatrix, and I am holding classes to teach women the artform. If you are interested in enrolling in my class, please send me a private message.” The ad read.

		I looked into the dominatrix to see if she was legitimate. She had a website and everything, and I paid special attention to the types of sessions she offered. This was so I could get a gauge for the type of ideas she might put into my wife’s head if she were to enroll in the class.

		I sent the dominatrix a private message like she said to do, and asked about the class. She messaged me back almost immediately with the following;

		“My name is Mistress Rose, and I have over a decades worth of experience in the femdom community as a professional dominatrix. On the weekends, I offer classes for normal women, or aspiring doms, to come and learn the trade. I teach women everything from basic male psychology to more practical skills such as ropes and bondage. I am available for one on one sessions for a premium.”

		The class that she was teaching seemed like an honest endeavor, so I continued gathering information about it. I checked a couple of femdom message boards to see if anybody had any experience, and most of the men swore by the results.

		“Go for the one on one. It’s expensive, but it is totally worth it!” One commenter said.

		Many other men suggested doing the one on one sessions, because it made their partner more comfortable. It seemed logical, I’m sure Angela would feel nervous about a whole room of women knowing about her sex life. I decided that I would bring up my idea with her, and if she was interested I would offer to pay for the classes.

		“Honey.” I said hoping to get my wife’s attention, “come here.”

		“What’s going on Tom?” She asked.

		“Look at this. I think this would be very interesting for you, and it might help us out a little.”

		She read the ad and the message I got from Mistress Rose. I could see the interest growing in her eyes as she read through all of the material. I had my fingers crossed that she would be onboard with the idea, and when she was finished reading I told her that I would pay for her to go if she wanted to try it out.

		“You’re going to pay some woman to teach me how to humiliate you?” She asked with a bit of a smirk. “Is that really what you want?”

		“Yeah, I think the best bet is to go with the one on one session. She has received a bunch of glowing reviews because of this. I think it is worth a shot.” I said.

		“If you set it up I will go.” She walked away and said nothing more about it.

		Everything was now entirely up to me. My cock grew hard just from hearing her say that she would attend the class. My mind raced and thought of all of the things that she would learn, and the ideas that Mistress Rose was likely going to plant in her head.

		“I wonder how this will all play out.” I said to myself once I knew that Angela could not hear me.

		Mistress Rose had an application on her website to fill out for the class and I completed it. In addition, I sent the payment early to ensure that Angela would be given priority when it came to her selecting the applicants to take on for the individual classes. She received the application and payment, and sent me an email confirming Angela’s acceptance into the program. She listed the time and place, and recommended that Angela arrive at least ten minutes early.

		

		How was your first class?

		Angela’s first class came early on a Saturday. I kissed her before she walked out of the door, and wished her luck. I had a feeling that she was going to be a slightly different person after her first class, and I couldn’t wait to see what that would be like. Mistress Rose told us that the session would be an all day affair. The first day was supposed to be an overview to see if Angela wanted to continue taking individual lessons, and the topic would be what Mistress Rose called “femdom theory.”

		I felt like I was giving Angela all of the power by letting her take a class that was supposed to teach her about male psychology and the theory of femdom. Further research indicated that Mistress Rose was not just a dominatrix. She had gone to a very prestigious university and had two master’s degrees. Her master’s thesis had something to do with why women should be the ones in power. She obviously believed in the idea and practice of femdom for reasons other than having kinky sex.

		My whole Saturday revolved around thinking about what was being said and done at the class my wife was at. I was constantly checking my phone to see if my wife was sending me an update or an opinion. The only thing that I was able to do was pace around our house like a maniac while I waited for my wife to come home. The anticipation and excitement was practically unbearable.

		I tried my best to not show how excited I was to see what she learned when she eventually came through the door.

		“Hey honey,” I said while I was sitting on the couch, “how did everything go?”

		Angela was holding a bag and she was shaking it with a huge smile on her face as she approached me.

		“Rose gave me gift for the first session,” she said as she started to remove the item from the bag, “guess what it is?”

		“I have no idea where to even begin.” I said honestly.

		She pulled out a box, and my draw dropped when I saw what it was. It was a chastity device. I had only seen them used in porn, and I never thought I would experience being unable to get erect. I had mixed emotions about her owning one.

		“Rose gave me a homework assignment.” She began unboxing the chastity cage, “she said that the first step of female dominance is to take away your manhood. Since you’ll be wearing this for a long time, I want you to go upstairs and take a shower.”

		“R-right now?” I asked, “you’re going to put me inside of that tonight?”

		“Yes, now hurry up. I’ve been dying to try this thing out ever since she explained it to me.”

		My cock started to grow hard when I was in the shower. It was like my body knew that this may be the last time it could achieve orgasm for a long time. There was no telling how long Angela would keep me in chastity. I wasn’t even sure if it was up to her. It was possible that Mistress Rose was the one deciding how long my cock would be in bondage. Before I used any soap, I dropped to my knees while the shower beat down on my back. I began stroking my cock and thinking about the power I was giving my wife. My cock hardened quickly and I worked it until my come spilled all over the floor of the shower. I watched as my seed mixed with the water and went down the drain. Releasing all of my power put me in the right state of mind to be locked in chastity, because it killed my short term motivation to have sex.

		Angela was waiting for me on the other side of the bathroom door. She was on all fours, and completely naked with her ass pointed at me.

		“Fuck me Tom.” She said in an emotionless and direct tone of voice.

		It became obvious that I had made a huge mistake. Having just drained myself, I wouldn’t be able to fuck her even if I wanted to. I essentially wasted my orgasm, and I would’ve never masturbated had I known that my wife intended to have sex with me.

		“Honey, umm,” I felt so ashamed, “I can’t right now. Can you wait an hour or two?”

		Angela began to laugh as she stood up. She turned around, and looked at me while shaking her head.

		“Rose was right. She said that men are weak beings.” She walked towards me and put her hand on the top of my head, “you know she said that if you didn’t jerk off, and had sex with me that she would do the rest of the classes for free.”

		I said nothing. There wasn’t anything I could say to fix anything. I had proven that I was unable to resist the urge of having an orgasm with the knowledge that I may not be able to for a long time.

		“Let’s go back downstairs Tom. We’ll get you in chastity so you can’t selfishly come. It all makes sense now. When I want sex, you always turn me away. I always wondered why, but now I know. It’s because instead of fucking your wife, you’d rather fuck your hand. Fucking pathetic!”

		“I’m sorry Angela.”

		“Sorry doesn’t matter. What matters is the fact that I’m locking up that little dick of yours. This isn’t going to be a problem anymore.”

		Once we were downstairs, Angela signalled for me to come over to her. She was sitting on the couch while I stood in front of her. My cock was level with her hands as she put the chastity device over my cock. With a simple turn of a key, my ability to get an erection was taken away from me. She held my cock and balls in her hand and laughed as she examined the device. I couldn’t help but be impressed with the design of it. Whoever created it was clearly creative and likely made a fortune.

		“I want you to go to the store now, and buy me a necklace.” She said as she dangled the key around, “I need a place to safely store this.”

		“You want me to go right now?” I asked as I looked over at the clock, “it's getting pretty late.”

		“The mall is still open for another two hours,” she said, “make sure you don’t get me anything cheap. You know how fake stuff reacts to my skin.”

		She had me in the palm of her hand, and she only did one session. I wasn’t sure if I had created a monster or not by sending her to go be mentored by Mistress Rose. It was possible that I was paying for my downfall, but it was too late to back out now. I got dressed, and hurried to the car. If I ever wanted to get out of chastity I needed to start playing by the rules.

		

		Things will never be the same

		I wasn’t expecting to break into my savings to buy my wife a necklace, but I did what was expected of me. I found a really nice silver chain that came with a key ring. Paying for it was painful, and I knew that I would have to pack lunch for a couple of months to make up for the expenditure.

		“You have nice taste.” Angela said when I presented her with the necklace, “put it on me.”

		I went behind her and put the chain around her neck as she lifted her long, black hair out of the way. After I connected the two ends together she put the key on the ring. Angela went into the other room so that she could look at herself in the mirror. She seemed pleased with the results.

		“How romantic Tom!” She said as she posed for herself, “if anyone asks me about it, I’ll tell them I have the key to your heart.” She giggled, “it is true. Men only feel love through their cocks, and now I have the key to that love. I hope you enjoy your new life being owned by me.”

		I started to realize that she was learning quite a bit from Rose. I had no idea that femdom theory was going to be this involved. The fact that she was an academic should have been a red flag as I honest figured most of the class would be my wife learning the physical fundamentals of femdom. Instead she was starting with teaching her how to have complete control outside of the bedroom before even getting to the classic dominatrix material.

		“Does it feel weird to have your cock locked up?” She asked.

		“Yeah,” I instinctively put my hand on my caged cock, “it feels like I have a small weight on my junk. I’m starting to get used to the feeling.”

		“Think of it as an extension of your body. Once you’ve been locked up for a few weeks you won’t even notice that it’s there!” She said cheerfully.

		“A few weeks?” I felt like I had been slapped with reality, “you’re going to have me wear this for a few weeks?”

		“Weeks, months, a year.” She said sternly, “however long it takes to properly train you. A lot of it depends on you and how quickly you learn.”

		My future life flashed before my eyes. I imagined a life where being locked in chastity carried on until the very end. When I eventually passed away, the people preparing my body would see the device and make jokes while I laid there lifeless. I envisioned a future where I was buried while still locked in chastity, the ultimate humiliation.

		“The good new is,” she said interrupting my train of thought, “you did a good job getting me my necklace. It’s stuff like this that will help you get out.”

		Angela walked away from me and bent over the arm of the couch. Her bubble butt was pointed at my face and she wiggled it back and forth.

		“You can have a small reward for now.” She said as she began to pull down her leggings revealing her bare ass, “worship my ass.”

		I had no idea what it would be like to do one of my favorite things while locked in chastity, but I knew I would find out. I dropped to my knees and pressed my face between her ass cheeks and sniffed her aroma. Using my hands, I spread apart her cheeks and began kissing between her crack. My cock attempted to get hard, and I could feel it pressing up against the confines of the cage. I found myself rubbing my cock, but I was only making it worse. My arousal was contained, and controlled. The only way out was to do everything that my wife ordered me to do. It was in that moment, with my face buried deep inside of her ass, that I realized that obeying my wife was going to be imperative to having a happy life.

		“Damn, you went straight for it! Rewind a bit, you forgot to kiss my ass!” She said as I tried to drive my tongue inside of her asshole.

		Fighting against my urge to tongue fuck her ass, I pulled my face out from between her cheeks and frantically began kissing her ass cheeks. She laughed as my lips continuously planted kisses on her butt.

		“This is how this is going to work from now on,” she said while I continued to kiss her ass, “instead of giving you a blow job when you do something nice, your reward will be the ability to worship me. You need to be trained to get your happiness by making me happy. From here on out, you will never have your dick sucked. I’ve moved past that disgusting thing, and as Rose taught me, it only gives men a misguided view of where they stand in a relationship.”

		I couldn’t help but continue kissing her ass, but I felt a huge surge of sadness seep into my mind. The thought of never getting a blowjob made me feel weak, and knowing that my rewards would only result in humiliation confused me. My wife had only taken one class, and she was already learning how to dominate me in every aspect of my life.

		“Have you ever wondered what the meaning of life is Tom?” She reached her hand back and put it on my head, “I could never figure that one out, but I do know what the meaning of your life is going to be. Can you guess what that is?”

		She pulled my face from her ass, and turned around to look at me. Her words bounced around in my head as I tried to figure out what the answer was.

		“To make you happy.” I guessed hoping that I selected the correct answer.

		“Not bad. That’s pretty much it.” she squatted down so that we were face to face, “the meaning of your life is to be serving me. Your wants and needs will be secondary to only me. If I ask you to do something, you will do it. You are, from here on out, my bitch. And my bitch does whatever I tell it to. Do you understand?”

		“Yes.” I said as I swallowed my pride.

		“You know how in the military they say “yes sir?” You are going to say “yes goddess” when you speak to me. Do you know why that is?” She asked.

		“Yes goddess.” I answered, “it is because you are above me and I must worship you.”

		“Very good!” She patted me on the top of the head, “you are picking this up pretty quickly!”

		Angela pulled her pants up even though I wanted to continue kissing and licking her ass. I don’t know why I felt compelled to worship her ass without any possible reward, but the urge to humiliate myself was becoming a priority. It was no longer a fantasy that I dreamed about, we were now on the path of a femdom lifestyle.

		“Honey,” she said in a sweet voice, “can you do me a favor?”

		Typically when she started with a line like this I would get angry, because I knew that she was going to request some help around the house. This time was different. The chastity device was encouraging me to make her happy.

		“What is it?” I asked.

		“Can you clean out the garage like I asked you to do months ago? I know you said you wanted to wait until the new year, but I think now would be a good time.”

		“Yes goddess,” I said, “I’ll work on it right now.”

		“Thank you,” she gave me a soft kiss on the lips, “good bitch.” Her voice sounded like she had just been elected President of the United States.

		

		Rose wants you to attend class tonight

		I was astonished that I was able to stay in chastity for an entire week, but it was also most likely attributed to the fact that my wife had the only way out dangling around her neck. Seeing her everyday with the key was a reminder of who was in charge, and it made me do whatever I could possibly do in my power to satisfy her every need. Often, I found myself taking care of problems preemptively in an effort to show her my commitment towards the new lifestyle that we were adopting. Sometimes my efforts were noticed, other times they were not. I learned to deal with the times that she didn’t notice, and reminded myself that I needed to change the way I looked at the things I did. Instead of seeking a reward, I needed to focus on making Angela’s life as good as possible.

		“Honey,” my wife said, “Rose just sent me a text message. She wants you to join us for today’s class.”

		“Really?” I asked, “did she say why?”

		“No, but I’m not going to question her. She clearly knows what she’s doing. Make sure you shower, and shave. I don’t want her to think poorly of us.”

		“Okay,” I stopped what I was doing and headed straight to the shower.

		“Oh, and one more thing,” she said before I was gone, “make sure you call her Mistress Rose. I can call her Rose because I am her equal.”

		“Yes goddess,” I said before I continued upstairs to get ready for class.

		As I cleaned myself up for class I couldn’t help but wonder what Mistress Rose had planned for me. It would be my first time meeting her, and the thought of seeing her was exciting. It was good that my cock was locked in chastity, because if it wasn’t it was possible that I would find myself getting hard at the thought of being dominated by her. Even thinking about Mistress Rose instructing my wife on various techniques to dominate me was distracting me while I was trying to shave my face. I had to put everything down and sit on the edge of the bathtub as I waited for my heart rate to return to normal.  

		When I finally came downstairs from the bathroom, I noticed my wife had changed into a sexy outfit. She was wearing all black, her skin was short and skin tight, and she had on the push up bra that she used to wear when she was trying to seduce me.

		“You look wonderful.” I said struggling to keep myself from drooling all over the place, “wow!”

		“Thank you bitch,” she said, “just don’t make a fool of me today. Do not speak unless spoken too, and if you are given a command you must obey.”

		“Yes goddess.”

		“Very good,” she grabbed her purse and started walking towards the door, “let’s go!”

		We drove to Mistress Rose’s dungeon which was located thirty or so minutes away from our home. When I walked in I couldn’t help but be impressed with all of the tools and toys that she had. It was dimly lit, and in the center of the room was a giant leather throne.

		“Tell the thing to kneel before the throne,” Rose said when showed us inside.

		“Honey, do what Rose said. Please don’t make me look bad.” My wife said quietly.

		“Wrong,” Rose cut in, “do not use words like honey. It reinforces the thing’s sense of self-worth. Do not even refer to the thing as a him. You’ll empower the thing if you do.”

		Rose was not playing around. I knelt before the throne and thought about what she was teaching my wife. It was as if I was being stripped of my humanity, and I was paying her to help her accomplish it.

		“Was my hypothesis correct?” Rose asked.

		“Yeah, the thing was unable to get an erection because the thing chose to masturbate in the shower.” I could hear my wife unzipping her purse, “here is the money for today’s class.”

		“I hope this serves as a valuable lesson to you Angela. Men are not to be left to their own devices. If given an inch they’ll take a mile, and that is why they need to be locked in chastity.”

		Rose sat down in the thrown, and looked down at me with her cruel blue eyes. She was very beautiful, and I struggled trying to figure out if I was allowed to look at her or not. She motioned for my wife to stand by her side, and then she began to speak.

		“Unit.” She said, “what have you done to ensure that Angela is getting what she deserves over the past week?

		“I d-don’t know. I’m n-not sure if I have done enough.” I answered.

		“Well the unit has certainly lost all confidence in itself. That’s good. How would you rate it’s performance?”

		Anxiety took over my body very quickly. Being referred to as an “it” and a “unit” was something that I had not anticipated. I had already figured that this was going beyond what I originally thought, but it continued to grow deeper, and more sinister. I knew that I could back out at anytime, but I was starting to grow accustomed to being humiliated to such a degree. It felt good to only need to focus on pleasing my wife. It made decision making easy when there was only one person’s feelings to consider. The trick was learning more to understand my wife’s wants and needs.

		“The unit has improved greatly after it was placed in chastity. This would have made things a lot easier if it had been like this before. It even went to the store and bought me this necklace to hold it’s key.” Angela said to Rose.

		“Has it been rewarded?”

		“Yes, I allowed the unit to worship my ass for a short time.”

		Rose stood up and walked to the other side of the dungeon. She was looking for something in a drawer, but I couldn’t see what it was. When she turned around I quickly averted my gaze to the floor as to not offend her.

		“Can you instruct the unit to remove it’s clothes? I need to show you one of the features of the chastity device.”

		“Take your clothes off bitch!” My wife yelled at me, “fucking now!”

		I stood up quickly and began to remove my clothes. Rose appeared to find the way that my wife screamed at me to be funny. It was the loudest I had ever heard her voice, and it made me quench my ass tightly as a response.

		“Hurry up bitch!” She yelled as I pulled my shirt off.

		She slapped me across the face and pointed her finger at me. I began to shake and my face turned red knowing that another woman was witnessing my wife’s dominance. Her methods worked, however, as I had gotten out of my clothes in record time.

		“Interesting technique,” Rose said as she walked towards us, her heels clacking on the hard floor, “what you did was fine, but it is best if you not show the unit too much emotion. It is important that the unit does not view you as an emotional being.”

		“When should I do it then?” Angela asked.

		“There really is no concrete rule about if and when you should. I just recommend you save it for moments when it is absolutely necessary. I would shift your focus towards more demeaning and humiliating things, but what you just did was certainly effective.”

		I actually was agreeing with Rose as far as the effectiveness of the humiliation. What my wife just did terrified me, but it was even worse to be talked about as if I wasn’t able to understand what they were saying. It became clear that Rose was a master at controlling submissives with long term methods. I found her calmness to be even more terrifying.

		“Think of the unit as a helpless being. You need to care for your unit, treat it with the minimal respect required to maintain a happy relationship with the unit. Understand the unit’s limits, and respect them. That is the key to maintaining your control for the rest of the unit’s existence.” She spoke eloquently, “have you established a safeword?”

		“No, I was actually going to ask you about that today because we didn’t cover it last week.”

		My wife and Rose discussed the importance of using a safeword. Her logic was sound as to the importance of it, and I quickly realized that the safeword would be one of the only small forms of power that I would have in our relationship. Rose also addressed me during the explanation, and told me to not be afraid to use it. She said that communication between my wife and I was fundamentally the most important thing for this to work.

		“The reason we strip the unit of it’s humanity is so that we can rebuild it. There will be a time when it can be your husband, but for now it needs to be broken down so that it can be trained properly.” She explained, “you will be able to treat it as your loving partner, but only after it changes. Once the unit pleases you with the right frame of mind, it can be rewarded and treated as a husband again.” She knelt down in front of me with a thin leash in her hand, “as I was saying, this round part in the chastity cage is for a leash. With this you will be able to lead the unit around by the balls quite literally.”

		After her speech, I began to understand her methods more. I felt a wave of relief knowing that her intentions were not malicious when she trained my wife in her ways. What she said actually sounded good if it could be achieved. Her saying all of this while I was present also indicated to me that this was not an attempt to manipulate me behind my back.

		Rose handed the leash to my wife, and I looked down to see that my cock was now connected, and I could be pulled in any direction with very little effort. Angela ran the leash between her legs and started to walk. I tested the resistance at first, but quickly gave up and hurried behind her by walking on my knees. She stopped moving, but continued to pull until my cock was between her legs and my face was up against her ass. She laughed and continue to walk while repeating the same process over and over.

		“Okay, very good Angela,” Rose said, “now let’s add something to the mix.”

		She was holding a thick rope and she told my wife to watch carefully as she tied me up. I was instructed to put my hands behind my back while I listened to Rose tell my wife how she was pulling the rope and the reason behind her methods.

		“Connecting the arms to the legs is probably the most effective way to subdue the unit.” Rose said, “once the knot is tied, you can order it to turn on it’s back.”

		The ropes were loose at first, but quickly I realized the effects of having my wrists connected to my ankles. The ropes put a slight pressure on my back which caused me to slightly arch my back, and the rope held me in place. I couldn’t break free if my life depended on it.

		“Get on your back,” my wife said calmly.

		I took a second to plan my approach. It wasn’t as simple as I initially thought, there was a strategy to it. I began to rock back and forth like a pendulum until I had built up enough momentum to land on my side. From there I was able to work my way on my back, but my hands and legs made it so that my back was not touching the floor.

		“That is the proper method.” Rose said as she put her foot on my chin, “there is nothing the unit can do.” She was lightly pushing my face with her shoe to make me rock side to side.

		“Look!” My wife pointed at my cock, “you made it try to get hard.”

		“That is unacceptable,” she removed her foot from my face, “the unit must be punished for trying to get arousal from another woman. Let’s see what you got.”

		Angela took off her shoes, and put her foot on my face. She pressed down hard, and the only thing that kept my nose from being smashed was the arch on the bottom of her foot. She pulled the leash straight into the air, and I arched my back more to try and create some slack. She laughed at me as she continued to pull my cock higher until I could not arch my back anymore. The pain made me scream muffled sounds into the bottom of her foot.

		“Open your mouth.” She said, “you’re being too loud.”

		I opened my mouth, and she shoved her toes inside. She continued to push until my mouth was full, and my ability to call out in pain was eliminated. From there she continued to pull on the leash. It was the most humiliating thing I had ever experienced, and the whole event was witnessed by a beautiful woman outside of our marriage.

		“That’s enough.” Rose cut in, “you don’t want to overdo it. It is unable to say the safeword with your foot in it’s mouth.”

		Angela removed her foot from my mouth, but maintained her hold on the leash. I was no longer screaming, and instead I chose to bite down hard on my lower lip. I glanced at both of their faces and they were looking down at me with a cruel smile. I was being whipped and emasculated in front of two beautiful women, and to top it all off, I was also paying a woman good money to teach my wife how to do it.

		“Leave the unit here,” Rose began to walk out of the dungeon, “we’ll go to the office now and I will teach you more femdom theory.”

		The two of them exited the dungeon while I laid helplessly on the floor.

		

		I want to reward you for being so good

		Mistress Rose gave my wife the leash to take home with her for use in our home. Angela had it in her purse, and I was worried that she was going to break it out the second we got in the door. Getting aroused because of Rose was something out of my control. I didn’t ask her to put her heel on my face, and I had no idea that such a thing would even turn me on.

		“Thank you for coming today,” my wife said when we got in the front door, “I really appreciate you supporting me the way that you have been.”

		“It is my pleasure,” I was shocked to see that she was pleased with me, “thank you goddess.”

		“I’d like to reward you,” she was smiling as she walked up to me, “for being a good unit today.”

		I grew silent and waited for her to make the first move. She grabbed me by the hand and led me into the living room. Her hand was pointing at the ground, and I quickly realized that she was giving me a non verbal command. Without hesitation, I laid down on the floor and waited for her reward.

		Angela lifted her tight skirt up and revealed her black lace panties. She pulled them down around her ankles and stepped out of them one leg at a time. I could see remnants of her juices shining on her panties. My heart began to race as I speculated about her next move. The thought of being let out of chastity was at the forefront of my mind, but I didn’t have much confidence that I had earned that privilege yet.

		She planted her feet on either side of my head, and the sound of her heels clacking shot into my eardrum. I looked up to see her smooth, pink pussy above me as she teased herself with her finger. I licked my lips as I waited for her pussy to reach my mouth. Her squat felt like it took an eternity to reach my face, but when it finally did I was happy to receive my tasty treat.

		“Kiss it first,” she said as she put her pussy inches from my face.

		Using my neck muscles, I brought my mouth to her succulent pussy and kissed it several times. My cock made sure that there was no more room in the cage as it pressed against the walls. Pain entered my body from my cock’s attempt at getting hard, but the reward I was receiving was not ruined entirely. I loved the taste of her pussy.

		“You may lick now.” She said moving her feet to the side so that she could put her weight on her knees, “lick it good.” she was grabbing my hair and pulling me into her pussy as she sat down on my face.

		She moaned as I stuck out my tongue and freely licked every part of her. She began to move herself and my head in conjunction to control which spots I was hitting. It felt like I was being used for her pleasure, and that is exactly how I viewed my role in this relationship. My tongue lashed her clit, and I gently bit down and sucked as she exhaled heavily and encouraged me to suck harder.

		“I want you to fuck me,” she said as she rubbed her pussy on my face, “stay right here, and don’t move.”

		It seemed like I was finally going to get the reward I felt I deserved for obeying every command that was thrown at me. My body began to shake as I waited for her to come back into the living room. Taking my clothes off crossed my mind, but I decided against it as to avoid upsetting her. She told me stay where I was at, and not to move. Following orders, while easy because of the lack of thought required, was hard because of the urges that entered my mind.

		Angela returned, and I noticed that her hands were behind her back. I couldn’t tell if she was holding something or not.

		“Clothes. Off. Now.” She said slowly.

		I sprang to attention, and began tearing off my clothes. My cock couldn’t wait to be freed from the bondage that contained it for an entire week.

		Angela moved her hands from behind her back to reveal that she was holding something. My asshole tightened at the sight of a strap-on dildo in her hand. The dildo appeared to be a couple of inches larger than my own cock.

		“Put it on.” She said, “let’s see how it looks.”

		I was surprised. She wanted me to wear the strap-on, so that I could fuck her with it. She was denying me of an orgasm, but giving me the tool to give her one while calling it a reward.

		Choosing not to argue with her, I took the strap-on from her hands and began putting  it on. It stepped through the leg holes, and pulled it up around my waist. The cock part of it covered my caged cock, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of the swinging dildo as she came behind me and fastened it to my waist. She grabbed the cock and pulled me towards her. Her lips were close to mine and right as I was about to kiss her she pulled away.

		“Rose suggested that you fuck me by proxy. This way your brain learns to provide me pleasure without the incentive of an orgasm.” She got on all fours and lifted her skirt up, “enjoy your reward.”

		Demoralized and defeated, I dropped to my knees and approached her from behind. The fact that she chose a dildo larger than my own cock made me believe that she felt as if I wasn’t large enough to satisfy her. I spit in my hand so that I could rub it on the dildo to make it easily glide inside of her wet pussy. It was a strange feeling to hear her gasp as I pressed the dildo into her pussy while feeling nothing myself.

		“Go nice and slow,” she said, “go deeper and faster at a gradual pace.”

		The strap-on was causing her to moan in a way that I had never heard before. She was enjoying it more than when I mounted her with my own hard cock.

		I got used to using the strap-on. At first, it felt strange because I could not tell if I was going to fast or hard, because I typically could gauge that from the feeling I received. I had to pay close attention to the subtle clues and signals that my wife gave me, and when I realized that I figured out the reason for me doing this. I was being trained to please her, and to do that I had to be hyper aware of her needs. I was beginning to think that Mistress Rose was an absolute genius.

		Angela was becoming more receptive to the dildo, and was actually thrusting backwards. I reacted by increasing my hip movement and jack hammering the dildo into her pussy.

		“Fuck me!” She yelled out freely, “fuck me harder! Come one! Are you a pussy?”

		I began pumping faster and using longer strokes. I was able to fuck harder than I would be able to with my own cock which only further reinforced my feelings of inadequacy. It didn’t matter, however, because my cock was locked up and essentially worthless.

		I began to imagine that the dildo was actually my cock. I tried to trick my mind into feeling the pleasure that my cock would receive had it been mine, and the mind game seemed to work for a short while. Reality hit me hard when my actual cock did try to get hard and was cock blocked by the chastity device. I considered begging my wife to unlock me, but I was too afraid to eliminate all of the progress that I had made during my training.

		My hands were on her ass and I could feel her body begin to shake. I got off of my knees and into a crouching position as I drove the dildo deep into a new spot. Her howling was enough to tell me to continue doing what I was doing. It was a position that I would never be able to pull of because of the size of my cock, but I decided to experiment since I had the opportunity to do so. She was moaning loudly up until she lunged forward so that the cock was removed from her hole. Angela laid on her stomach as she breathed heavily and allowed her body to shake from the orgasm.

		“You did such a good job,” she said trying to get her breathing under control, “the instructions said you could use dish soap to clean it. Go ahead and make sure it gets clean.”

		“Yes goddess,” I said as I began to stand in order to take off the strap-on.

		It was the first time in my life that I gave a woman such a powerful orgasm and I was only able to do it with a fake cock. I took the strap-on into the kitchen so that I could wash it while my wife laid on the floor in a state of bliss.

		

		Sundays are for humiliation

		The next morning I woke up early because of my cock’s attempt at morning wood. Internally, I cursed my cock for ruining my sleep, but there was nothing I could do about it. As I rubbed my eyes I noticed my wife sitting naked at her makeup desk.

		“Good morning goddess.” I said after clearing my throat.

		“Good you’re awake,” she put the cap back on her lipstick, “just in time for some training!”

		My hand covered my cock for some reason. I had a feeling that she was going to make me regret waking up.

		“On your feet,” she said as she stood up and grabbed the leash, “chop! Chop!”

		I got up even though my body wanted to stay in bed. My naked body felt cold from being quickly taken away from the warmth of our many blankets.

		“Put your hands behind your back,” she said as she came closer to me.

		She grabbed my caged cock and connected the leash to it. Having my cock under her control brought a huge smile to her face, while I did my best to not show her weakness. She lifted her hand high above her head, and my cock was pulled towards the sky.

		“Get on your knees,” she said with the leash tugging on my cock.

		Her intentions became clear as I slowly dropped to my knees. As I got closer to the ground, my cock provided resistance, and the only way to get fully down was to accept the pain. I made it to the ground, and she praised me.

		“You may have a reward,” she said lifting her leg up and firmly planting the bottom of her foot on my face.

		She pulled on the leash harder until I grunted loudly into her foot. My reaction only made her laugh and pull on the leash more. I was unable to stop myself from letting out the pain, but she was able to muffle the sound with the bottom of her foot.

		“On your feet,” she said as she dropped to her knees.

		She placed the leash on the floor and held it against the ground with her hand. Her eyes never moving my mine as I slowly stood up.

		My eyes were closed tightly as I fought against my instinct and straightened my knees. Angela praised me for my efforts before she stood up, and the tension on my cock and balls was relieved.

		“On your knees bitch!” She was laughing now as she held the leash high in the sky.

		I prayed that this would be the last time, but I dropped to my knees anyways. It was easier this time, and I was growing a tolerance to the pain.

		She let go of the leash and let it fall to the floor. I watched as she stepped on the leash with her foot only six inches away from where it was connected. She put the bottom of her other foot on the chair as she spread her pussy lips with her index and middle finger.

		“Lick my pussy.” She ordered knowing that for me to reach her pussy I would be fighting against the leash pulling on my cock.

		“Yes goddess,” I said as I brought my face closer to her.

		I realized the point of her training. She wanted me to get used to the pain so that I could pull off this stunt. My tongue tasted her wetness, and I knew that she was getting off on seeing me squirm like this.

		“I used to ask myself how I ended up marrying such a weak man, but Rose explained everything to me,” she said as she put her hand on my head, “all men are weak, and their natural position is to serve women. I don’t hold the fact that your weak against you anymore.”

		She moved her pussy slightly further away to make me lunge forward to reach it. I grunted from the pain as I licked her clit. She used her hand to push me hard between her legs, and my face became covered with her arousal. I forgot about the pain and began to feel as if I had entered a meditative state. My body took over the motions of licking her pussy while I enjoyed the state of zen. The amount of time my mind existed in this state is unknown, but it gave me the realization that my wife had accomplished her goal of truly dominating me. My state of bliss vanquished from the loud moans and come that was gushing out of my wife. I had no idea how exactly I gave her that amount of pleasure. The only thing I know for certain is that it happened.

		“Oh my god,” she said with her legs trembling rapidly causing her to quickly take a seat, “holy fuck!”

		“Did I do a good job goddess?” I asked craving her praise.

		She said nothing at first, so I decided to remain on my knees with my mouth shut. I didn’t want to give her a reason to grab the leash and punish my cock more.

		“That was perfect,” she said, “that is how you get yourself out of chastity. I have to admit, when Rose told me about the importance of the chastity device I was a bit skeptical. I understand the effects now.”

		Angela unclasped the necklace and instructed me to stand up, so that she could unlock my cock. I stood up faster than ever and presented her with my cock as my heart began to beat loud enough to make me wonder if she could hear it. I watched as she slowly inserted the key into the keyhole, and with one smooth motion she had given my cock the ability to harden. Once the cage was off, I could feel my cock begin to fill with lust. Not sure of what she expected me to do, I put my hands behind my back and waited for instruction.

		She rested her heels on the floor and pressed the sides of her feet together to form a hole that looked very similar to a pussy.

		“You’re going to have to do this yourself bitch,” she said as she wiggled her toes.

		“May I hold them for support goddess?” I asked to avoid any backlash.

		“You may.” She said, “but keep in mind any mess you make must be cleaned up.”

		“Not a problem at all goddess,” I said as I slid my cock between her soles.

		“I’m not talking about using a towel. You have to lick it up. You still want to come?”

		“Yes goddess, I said with my hard cock between her soles, “thank you goddess, I will lick up my come.”

		As I began to pump my cock between her feet, I was able to feel what it was like to have a free cock again. It was certainly a thing I would never take for granted again. With every pump it grew harder and as I approached climax I had mixed feelings. I suspected that I would be locked up right after I blew my load, so I had a reason to try and prolong my freedom. However, part of me was concerned that she would grow wise to this tactic and cut off my ability to have an orgasm by putting me back in the cage. I decided not to gamble with such high stakes, and pumped my cock between her feet as fast as I could until I blew my load all over the floor.

		“Lick it up.” She said not even giving me a moment to recover from the feeling that I just had, “do it now!”

		I had no desire to do anything sexual, but I had to make good on my promise. I lowered my head towards the pool of semen and shyly licked it up. Starting with small tastes, I realized that I was only drawing out the process, so I flattened my tongue and began scooping it into my mouth quickly. I would rather suffer a lot for a short period of time than to suffer a little for an hour.

		“Alright that looks good enough,” she said, “stand up. I need to put you back in chastity.” She locked me back up and took the leash off of the device, “now go fetch the cleaning supplies and make sure everything is properly sanitized.”

		“Yes goddess.” I said as I hurried to the closet completely naked.

		The reality of being back in chastity was not in my thoughts at all.
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