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Pussy Boy 1-11 Complete

1. Her Valentine’s Surprise

“What do you want for Valentine’s Day, babe?”

And every time I asked, the answer came back the same. Julie would reply with the same shy little smile she always did, batting those long eyelashes in a way she knew always made my heart contract with love for her, and say “Nothing, sweetie. Just you.”

She’s never been much of materialist. It’s one of the things I always liked about her. Though not the main one. It’s hard to believe we’ve been married for seven years now, and hard to believe how crazy in love we still are. People warned us it wouldn’t last. They talked about the seven year itch, about monotony setting in. About how the magic evaporates once you have kids and start making mortgage payments.

Well, we still didn’t have any kids. We had a mortgage to pay off all right. But the monotony they threatened us with, the sameness that was supposed to set in, never materialized. I still feel my face light up with a smile whenever she walks in the room.

The same thing happens to her. God knows why. I’m not practicing false humility here. I just live continually in awe of the incredible luck that landed me a woman like her. After seven years of marriage, I still don’t really understand it. Maybe I just learned to stop questioning it. But there are times, still, when the pure strangeness of it strikes me like a punch in the heart.

She’s gorgeous. I don’t say that as a man in love, but as a man with a pulse and a healthy sex drive. To me, she’s gorgeous even sitting around the house in sweatpants and a T-shirt, her hair tied back, no makeup on. But to the rest of the world, she’s stunning when she wants to be. If she goes out with her flame-red hair cascading down around her shoulders, her blue eyes glittering between long lashes, her pink lips rising in an infectious smile and a fashionable outfit clinging to the enviable curves of her body that turn heads wherever she goes — see, here I go again. But I can’t help it. She’s my dream girl. She always was. And I’m good to her, because I love her. I never let her doubt that fact. Still, that sometimes doesn’t seem like enough to justify her being with me. After all, she’s good to me, too. But I’m not beautiful and smart and fascinating like she is.

“I can’t get you nothing.”

“Of course you can,” Julie would smile and take my hand as January bled its way to a dreary end and February approached. “You’ve already given me everything.”

It melted my heart to hear her say that. But that didn’t change the fact that the big day was relentlessly approaching, and I had no idea what to do about it.

Flowers, of course. As cheesy as it is, I knew she would appreciate it. A dinner reservation at her favorite restaurant. But these things are basic, no more than the price of entry. There’s nothing original or unique about them. I know it’s the thought that counts, but somehow, the tired old Valentine’s Day traditions seemed thoughtless. As though I had put in the bare minimum of effort. These tired old clichés couldn’t possibly express how I really felt about the woman I chose to build my life around. Most probably, Julie knew that. But still, I was haunted by the feeling of not having done enough.

Still, time marches relentlessly on, regardless of how we feel about it. The big day crept up on us like a stalking cat, and still Julie smiled and said she wanted nothing but me, and I had no idea what to do. In desperation, the day before, I concocted a flimsy excuse so that I could run downtown to a jewelry store and buy a diamond tennis bracelet. Not much, but something. I had to have something to give her to show her how special she is to me.

That year, Valentine’s Day fell on a Sunday. In its own way, that was part of the pressure to do something special. We both had the day off work, and so I couldn’t help feeling we should make more of an event of it. When the day arrived, I had nothing. Nothing but that tennis bracelet and a big delivery of flowers on the way and a dinner reservation for late in the evening. Not much. Nowhere near enough for the woman who meant so much to me. Though better, I reassured myself, than nothing at all.

I woke up before she did. That was usually the case. I started work earlier than her, and had done for years, and so my body clock wouldn’t let me sleep in even on a weekend. Rising from bed, I crept quietly to the bathroom, anxious not to wake her up. Then I made my way downstairs to start the day. Not that there was much to start.

After about an hour, I heard her get up. I watched TV as the shower ran upstairs. For a moment, a vision of Julie in the shower rose in my mind, the warm water cascading over her beautiful body, her red hair slicked back to frame her pretty face, and I felt that old familiar growl of desire I always did. Sometimes, people told me I was lucky that my wife still did it for me. Other men told me that. But to me, it wouldn’t make any sense otherwise. Why would I marry someone I wasn’t attracted to? I hadn’t married Julie for her looks, as intoxicating as they were. But they had certainly helped get us together in the first place. And in that time we had been together, she had only grown more beautiful. Her body was just as curvaceous and enchanting as it had always been, and the advancing years had made her sexier, if anything. Julie had always been a sweetheart, but the older she got, the more sure of herself she became, and that growing confidence translated itself into a sex appeal that was stronger than ever.

But I pushed those thoughts away. Useless, for now. Today was supposed to be about romance, and although I didn’t have a lot of that to offer, I was determined to do my best. If the day ended in sex, great. But I didn’t want to start off with that as the first idea in my head.

Hard to believe how off-base I was with that, looking back now.

I was in the kitchen when I heard Julie coming down the stairs. Ordinarily, she wouldn’t make that much noise. But as she stepped down onto the hardwood of the main level, the sound of her footsteps made me turn. She was wearing high heels. The rhythmic click of her heels on the floor tapped into some deep conditioning in me, and again, I felt the first faint stirrings of lust that I tried to ignore.

Who wears high heels in the house? Not my wife, that’s for sure. Julie has an eye for fashion, and she certainly has a decent selection of shoes for every occasion. But heels are for going out, not for a sleepy Sunday morning at home. And as she moved from the living room into the kitchen, everything became immediately more and less clear at exactly the same time.

“My God. What are you doing?”

Julie’s only immediate response to my question was a smile. She walked toward me, taking her time, her body swaying provocatively from side to side as she put a little extra wiggle into her steps. And everything around her seemed to melt away. My world narrowed and shrank as I watched my wife approaching, unable to look anywhere but at her. She looked amazing.

I had never seen those shoes before. They were ankle boots, really, rising up to the middle of her calves. They reflected the light with every step she took, made of glossy patent black leather with decorative laces up the front and a more practical zipper on each side that swayed gently with every step. The shoes had an outrageously tall heel, a slender spike made of metal that shone to match the leather. They made her close to my height and made her walk with that irresistible rhythm I could never ignore, her body swaying from side to side like a metronome and increasing my surprise and desire with every step she took.

Above the boots, her legs were bare. I watched the toned muscle show in her calves and thighs as she walked slowly over to me. She was wearing black panties, fairly plain, the elasticated fabric clinging tightly to her hips, disappearing between her legs as I looked at her from the front. But what my wife wore over the top was anything but plain.

Julie was wearing a dark green corset, no doubt chosen especially to complement the red flame of her hair. Tightly laced around her torso, it enhanced her already impressive natural curves to an almost unbelievable level. Her breasts rose in the cups of the corset, jiggling and bouncing enticingly with every step she took. And every step she took was bringing her closer toward me, this goddess I was somehow married to capturing all my attention just as she had captured my heart all those years ago. I was almost breathless as she approached me, my mind still racing in confusion about what was going on.

My body seemed to figure things out quicker. By the time Julie reached me, my cock was already swelling to hardness inside the pants I wore, and as Julie stood in front of me, the faint smell of perfume rising from her body and her beautiful hair hanging loose around her slender shoulders, I couldn’t believe my luck. Valentine’s Day always holds out the promise of sex, but I had never imagined it would be this early or this elaborate. My wife looks incredible when she chooses to, but she never dressed up like this for me before. How lucky can a guy be?

“You like it?”

Julie stood in front of me, drawing a deep breath that made her breasts swelled even more perilously over the top of the green corset. Just out of reach, she twirled on the spot, letting me take in the view of her from every angle. I could see how she had pulled the laces of the corset tight in the small of her back before tying it off in a bow, and I had no idea how she had managed such a feat by herself. But I didn’t give it a lot of thought. Almost all the processing power my brain possessed was devoted to admiring the vision in front of me now, the unbelievably sexy sight of my wife dressed up in some new and extremely fancy lingerie on this holiday dedicated to romance.

“I love it,” I said with a grin, making Julie giggle. Clearly, the outfit had the desired effect. And I suited my actions to my words, stepping toward her, my arms already reaching out to take hold of her. To hold that beautiful body against my own and to do what came naturally, to cool the fire of lust burning away deep inside me at the vision Julie had transformed herself into.

But my wife was too quick for me.

I don’t know where the handcuffs came from. When she had done her little twirl in front of me, I had thought I had studied every inch of her body, quick as her movement was. But as I moved to grab her, Julie reached up under the corset behind her back, and before I could see what she was doing, she had taken my left hand in hers. Momentarily confused, I didn’t try to resist her as she pulled me back toward the kitchen sink. There was a click, and by the time I realized my sweet and loving wife had locked a pair of steel handcuffs onto my left wrist, Julie had already locked the other end around the bottom of the faucet, chaining me in place. She stepped back, balancing gracefully in her high heels as they clicked loudly on the floor, and she burst out laughing, her breasts heaving in the top of the corset as she pressed her hand to her mouth.

“What — what are you doing, babe?”

I smiled as I spoke. I didn’t know what this game was, but the sexual possibilities of it couldn’t fail to excite me. And the way she looked was more than enough by itself to get me going. As I stood there awkwardly at the sink, one hand locked to the faucet, I couldn’t keep my eyes from traveling up and down her beautiful body the way my hands longed to do. And Julie allowed it. She stood there, her hands on her hips now, her spread elbows emphasizing the incredible hourglass figure she had as she hovered just out of my reach.

“I told you that all I wanted for Valentine’s Day was you, didn’t I?” she said. She had done her makeup too, I noticed. Her lips were a flawless and glossy pink, her eyes glittering beneath carefully applied eyeshadow. When had she planned all this? And how had she kept it a secret? I’m terrible with secrets, far too used to telling my wife everything to hide anything from her. Her deviousness impressed me.

“Yeah, you did. But I thought you were just being sweet.”

“I was. But now I don’t feel like being sweet anymore. So that’s what we going to do. For the rest of the day, your ass is mine.”

Her high heels clicked on the floor again as Julie stepped forward. She swung her hand at my ass, playfully slapping it through my pants before stepping away again, her shoulders shaking with laughter. She was obviously enjoying herself, and I smiled to see it. I was enjoying this playful side of her too. We had a good sex life as far as I was concerned, but we never did anything kinky. One time, years ago, I had tried tying her to the bed, but it wasn’t a huge success. It just made her feel self-conscious and me feel like a predator, so we wrote it off as a failed experiment and never tried again. We were happy enough with the way things were. I certainly was. Getting to sleep with a goddess like her was more than enough by itself. I didn’t need outfits and handcuffs and fantastical games.

Then again, looking at her all dressed up now, I wasn’t going to say I hated them, either.

“Not just your ass, either.”

Now, there was something new in Julie’s eyes as she stepped forward. She was still smiling, but her smile had taken on new aspect. Less playful, and more — well, I don’t want to say sinister. This was the woman I loved, and the most beautiful woman in the world to me, bearing down on me in all her sexy glory. It wasn’t sinister. But there was something challenging in her stare as she looked at me. Something almost predatory. Something I had never seen before. And as Julie stood close to me again, she reached out with one hand and pressed it against the front of my pants. Her smile deepened as she felt the bulge of my erection through my clothing, the proof of everything she was doing to me. I grunted, and Julie smiled, her tall heels making her almost my height as she stared deep into my eyes and continued to manipulate my manhood through my clothes.

“This, too,” she said in a soft voice, barely more than a whisper. “This belongs me too, today. Your cock. Your balls. Your mouth.” Her radiant eyes flickered over my lips as she spoke, and I saw the tip of her tongue protrude for a moment from between her own painted lips. “All of it. Today, it’s all mine. That’s what you’re giving me for Valentine’s Day. That’s what I’m taking.”

“Is that right?” I said with a smile. Playfully, I lunged for her, trying to kiss her. Still smiling herself, Julie took a step back, her hand pressing on my chest to keep my face away from hers.

“That’s right. You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, yes! You look amazing, Julie. Come on, let’s go right now. You’ve made your point.”

“I haven’t even begun to make my point,” Julie smiled. “But I will, even if it takes all day. Today, you know what you’re going to be?”

“No.”

Julie took another step back. She took a wider stance, her high heels clicking on the floor as she spread her legs apart. One hand cupped her breast through the corset she wore, and the other drifted teasingly downward, over her shrunken stomach, over the front of her black panties. Her eyelids fluttered, and her mouth parted to let out a tiny gasp as she touched herself through the fabric. I watched, my mouth suddenly dry, licking my lips with desperate desire as my wife teased me with her body. The same body I had slept next to for a decade now, made somehow more desirable than ever, as though we had never been together before. No, there was no boredom in our relationship. No hint of dissatisfaction or routine. And now, my gorgeous wife had found a way to spice things up that I had never seen coming and couldn’t believe was happening, even as it happened.

“You’re going to be my pussy boy,” Julie said with a smile. “If you want this pussy today, you have to earn it. And you’re going to earn it by doing everything you’re told. You’re going to have to do all my chores and worship the ground I walk on and keep me very, very happy. That’s what a pussy boy does. And if he’s very, very good, he might get rewarded with the pussy he desperately needs. What do you say, James? Will you be my Valentine’s Day pussy boy?”

Julie never spoke like this. She could swear like a sailor when she wanted to, but she was never this lewd. Never this outrageous. It was like seeing a whole new woman in my wife’s body, bringing out the sexiness I always knew she had and using it like a weapon against me. But I loved it. My heart was racing in my chest, my cock throbbing in my pants, and the sight of my wife touching herself in front of me, just out of my reach, was making my stomach flutter with nervousness and my brain boil with unbelievable desire. Looking at her, in the bright light of our kitchen on a Sunday morning, I felt like I had never wanted anything more in my life. And even though I cringed with embarrassment at what she was saying, even though my pride weakly protested, I knew what I wanted. I knew what I needed. Julie was right. She had already won.

“Yes,” I sighed, and Julie giggled with glee. She wasn’t done yet. Her eyes still blazed with a challenge as she stared me down.

“Then say it,” she insisted. “I want to hear you say it out loud. I want you to say, I’m your pussy boy, Julie.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“No I’m not,” my wife said calmly. “And the longer you stand there resisting me, the less inclined I am to let you fuck me later. So do as you’re told and get used to it, because I’m going to spend all day bossing you around, and if you want this pussy, you’re going to take it. Go on. Say it. You know you want to.”

It felt like there was an electric charge in the air as Julie finished speaking. When she was done, she just stood there, looking as radiant and beautiful as ever. She looked like a goddess, completely in control, and it was irresistible. And my pride could bristle and revolt all it wanted, but nothing changed the fact that she was right. But I wanted her more than anything. I wanted her more that I wanted air to breathe. It was just a few words, I told myself. Just a thing my wife wanted me to say. No big deal. A small price to pay for the pleasure her body offered.

“I’m your pussy boy, Julie,” I said, smiling as I spoke as though it didn’t hurt my pride at all. But Julie wasn’t trying to play it cool. Far from it. Instead, she burst out laughing, clapping her hands together loudly as her breasts bounced between her arms

“Oh my God, that’s so awesome,” she said, now pressing her hands over her open mouth. “I can’t believe I got you to say that! I wonder what else I can get you to do.”

Her eyes moved, looking to the left without really seeing anything. She was thinking, and in no time, she seemed to have made a decision. Stepping past me, still out of reach, she headed to the kitchen counter. I couldn’t keep my eyes off the intoxicating movement of her breasts in the tight corset as she gathered up a pile of last night’s dirty dishes and carried them over where I stood at the sink. As she dumped them down in front of me, I seized my opportunity to reach out and grab her. The firm globe of her ass through her tight black panties felt like a promise of heaven as I squeezed it, trying to pull her toward me with one hand. But after setting the dishes down, Julie easily pushed my arm aside and stepped away, out of reach again.

“Stop that, pussy boy,” she ordered, still smiling as she spoke. “Chores first, then fun. You have to earn the right to play with me today. And you’re going to do it by doing the dishes. By hand. I want them spotless.”

“But we have a dishwasher,” I protested.

“I know. I have one, and it’s you. I’ll be inspecting your work, and if it’s not up to my standards… Well then, I might have to punish you.”

“Oh really?” I smiled. I couldn’t imagine what kind of punishment this woman had in mind, but it was hardly the scariest threat I ever heard. Looking the way she did, I suspected even a punishment from Julie would feel like a blessing to me.

“That’s right,” she said. “Oh, and take your clothes off.”

“What?”

“You heard me. I want my pussy boy naked. Give me something to look at while you do the housework. Go on, hurry up. You can get undressed with one hand.”

It was awkward, but it was true. I was able to wrestle my T-shirt over my head and slide it down my arm until it hung from the hand that was chained to the sink. Julie watched, the smile spreading across her face as I unfastened my belt and opened the front of my pants one-handed. As I opened them, she stepped forward, and hope bloomed my heart as she reached out for me. But she took hold of the buckle of my belt and drew it out of my pants with one long movement, folding it in half as she gripped it.

“This might come in handy,” she said, “if you get out of line. Come on, take the rest of it off.”

Impatient now, she helped me. She pushed down my pants and my underwear to my ankles, and as she crouched on the floor in front of me, my cock sprang out rock hard in the air between us. The view of her mouthwatering cleavage was enough to make my head spin as I looked down at her from above, her boobs swelling and straining against the tight green corset with every breath she took. But for now, my wife was all business. She held my jeans and underwear so that I could step out of them, then picked them up and draped them over her arm. Rising back to a standing position, she smiled at me.

“All right, pussy boy,” she sneered. “Get to work. Let me know when you’re done, and I’ll give you another task.”

With that, she turned. My belt still dangling from one hand, my pants and underwear still draped over her other arm as she made her way back across the kitchen. I watched her go, opening my mouth to say something and then thinking better of it. Her ass swayed hypnotically with every step, her leather boots shining wickedly in the light and making me desire her more than ever. If the cuffs hadn’t been holding me where I was, my T-shirt still dangling from that arm, I would have followed her, no matter where she was going.

But I had a job to do. After my wife disappeared into the living room, I waited for a moment, hoping she was joking. Hoping it was all just a trick, and that she’d come back and release me. I would fuck her right there on the kitchen floor, or bend her over the countertop we had picked out together, or throw her over my shoulder and take that beautiful body upstairs and spend the rest of the day making her scream with pleasure.

But for now, at least, that didn’t seem to be what Julie wanted. I waited and waited, but nothing happened. All I heard was the sound of the TV being switched on as my gorgeous wife settled in to wait for me to follow her orders.

So I did. I filled the sink with soapy water and lifted my T-shirt back up my cuffed arm, tying it close to my shoulder to keep it out of the water. I started to wash the dishes, standing there completely naked, chained in place until my beautiful wife said otherwise. And all the while, my cock kept raging, throbbing desperately every time I thought of her. And how could I think of anything else? Even though I couldn’t see her, couldn’t hear her, Julie’s presence permeated every fiber of my being, seeming to radiate through the house like some invisible force. I didn’t know what she was up to. I never even knew she had this side to her. But now that I had seen it, I knew I was never going to forget it. I knew I was going to want more. And I knew, just as my wife had warned me, that the only real way to get what I wanted was to do what I was told and be her pussy boy.

So I did. Naked and throbbing, I washed the dishes one by one, all the while wondering what else this Valentine’s Day had in store for me.


  
2. Valentine’s Husband Training

I never thought doing the dishes would be sexually arousing. In fact, I never normally did the dishes at all. But as I stood there at the sink, naked and bound by my suddenly dominant wife, I was feeling the wildest arousal coursing through my veins.

I never had any inclination to be sexually submissive. I never thought of myself that way. But seeing Julie take charge like this, seeing her be so aggressive and demanding, was having an interesting effect on me. And then, of course, there was the way she looked. From where I stood at the sink, if I turned and craned my neck just right, I could just about catch a glimpse of her in the living room. Not all of her. But some. I could see her long legs crossed as she sat back on the sofa, the jewel-green corset that shaped her torso glowing in the light and her red hair like molten flame spreading across one shoulder. I couldn’t see her face. As far as I could tell, she didn’t look at me. Instead, she was just sitting there watching TV, as though it were just a normal weekend. As though she wasn’t dressed in the sexiest outfit I had ever seen her in, displaying a body that simply demanded to be fucked. But she was, and it wasn’t like she had forgotten. This, I guessed, was all part of the game she was playing.

I was tempted to rush through my task. But I remembered what she had said about punishing me. I love my wife, and I don’t doubt that she loves me, and I had a feeling that any punishment from her wouldn’t really be all that severe. Then again, I didn’t know. If you’d asked me an hour earlier if any of this would be happening, I would’ve laughed and said no. So clearly, Julie was operating on some different level than she usually did. Clearly, this Valentine’s Day, I couldn’t take anything for granted. Maybe my wife wasn’t who I thought she was. Not all the way, anyway. And that thought added to the thrill I felt inside as I stood at the sink, humbly doing the job she had assigned me and hoping for my wife’s approval.

Finally, I had the dishes cleaned, spread out to dry on a towel. I pulled the plug from the sink and watched the water drain away, rinsing away the soapsuds. Then, trying my hands on another towel, I pivoted on the spot, stepping as far away from the sink as my chained left hand would allow.

“Julie?” I called. “I’m done here.”

In the living room, the sofa creaked. Julie uncrossed her legs, and I watched her rise to her feet. Again, her high heels clicked on the floor as she walked toward the kitchen, a sound that was at once both promise and threat. My cock throbbed as I watched her come into view, stepping through the kitchen doorway and sucking up every ounce of my attention as she walked toward me.

She was smiling. Her flame-colored her bounced and swayed with every step, and so did her boobs, tightly packed into the tight green corset she wore. It didn’t matter how well I remembered what she was wearing, or how many glances I sneaked at the parts of her I could see while I washed the dishes. Seeing her in full, now, again, took my breath away all over again, just like it was the first time. And it felt so strange to see her dressed like this, a sexy goddess stood in the middle of our suburban kitchen. But that was part of the thrill too, in its own small way. That was part of the excitement, to know that this was my sweet and loving wife who had transformed herself into a creature of almost unbearable desirability. I wanted her so badly in that moment it felt like a physical presence in the room with us, invisible yet unignorable, the swirling center of all my attention.

Julie stepped past me, and as her perfume rose in the air around me, I had to resist the urge to reach out to take hold of her again. Her body simply cried out to be touched, but she wouldn’t let me. Her corset creaked, her boobs jutting forward even more as she leaned forward slightly to inspect the dishes. A plate squeaked as she ran her finger across it. A glass clinked as she picked it up, holding it up to the light with a faint frown on her gorgeous face. I waited, barely able to believe how nervous I was while the inspection continued. A man shouldn’t be scared of his wife. And I told myself that I wasn’t. And yet, I felt as though everything depended on the next words out of her mouth. As though nothing had ever mattered quite as much as her being happy with my performance.

“Not bad, pussy boy,” she said at last as she set the glass down. The smile returned to her face, and it was all I could do not to sigh with relief. I was so tightly wound, standing there naked and handcuffed, that everything she said, every slight movement of her body, every minute expression on her changing face seemed like an omen of great and terrible things. I had never felt this way before, so overcome by the personality of another. It was a feeling I had no words for, that I had no experience of. Yes, Julie was always beautiful, and I never lost sight of that. I never stopped feeling lucky and vaguely surprised that she loved me as I loved her. But this was totally different. This was a crystallization of sexual desire more powerful than any I had ever felt before, combined at the same time with all kinds of other emotions I didn’t normally associate with sex. Nervousness. Fear. Awe. Julie was doing things to me emotionally that I didn’t know could be done, and I wondered if she knew that.

Certainly, she knew how badly I wanted her. After all, my cock would not stop throbbing, as hard as I had ever been as I stood there chained to the kitchen sink. And confidence seemed to radiate off that beautiful body as she stood there in front of me, exuding power until I could almost see it like a heat haze that hangs above a road in summer.

“Maybe you can be trained to my satisfaction,” she said with a grin. “Maybe I should have you do these chores for me more often. Would you like that?”

“Depends,” I said. “Would you be dressed like this while I did them?”

“Is that all it takes?” Julie laughed. It was a glimpse of her real personality through the persona she had adopted. Not that Julie was a lot different as a dominant woman, I had noticed. She was just a little bit cooler, a little bit more in control. But now I was seeing my wife the way she usually was, and that combination, the woman I loved with the dominatrix I so desperately desired, only made her more intoxicatingly attractive to me.

“This corset isn’t the most comfortable thing I’ve ever worn, but if all it takes to make you my pussy boy is this and a pair of high heels, then yeah. I could probably be talked into wearing this outfit more often. Just sitting there looking pretty while you run around naked, doing my chores. It’s kind of a hot idea, isn’t it?”

“It is,” I agreed.

It was. Of course, there were a great many things I wanted to do with her more than I wanted to do household chores. But for perhaps the first time in my life, I was realizing what people meant when they said that power is sexy. Julie was exuding power right now, and I had never felt more attracted to her that I did in that moment. In that moment, I was willing to do a lot. I was willing to do anything it took to possess her, to have sex with her, to take that beautiful body in my arms and make her moan in pleasure.

Of course, my naughty wife knew that. That’s what made her so dangerous.

“Good. Glad you’re having fun. I have to admit, having you as my pussy boy is even more fun than I thought it would be. And we haven’t even got to the good bit yet.”

“What’s the good bit?”

For answer, Julie simply stared at me. That slight smile continued to lift the corners of her pink lips, and my stomach fluttered as I looked at her. I was helpless against this kind of beauty. She seemed to know that. In fact, I realized, that had been the plan all along. And it had worked magnificently. I was still fighting to maintain some semblance of pride, still trying to hide the fact that I would do anything she said as long as she looked like that. But somehow, I got the sense that Julie already knew. And that whatever else she had planned, I would end up doing it, one way or another.

She reached into one cup of her corset, and for a moment, I thought she was going to lift one of her boobs out of the garment. Instead, she produced a small key. I watch the same delicious boobs jiggle and bounce as she moved, stepping behind me and placing her free hand on my shoulder as her hand with the key reached for the cuffs. She unlocked the one that was locked around the kitchen faucet. Then, moving quickly, she pulled my hand behind my back.

“Hey!” I cried out in weak protest, but Julie was merciless. She pulled my arm savagely up my back until I cried out in pain. At the same time, her other hand grabbed my right arm and pulled that back behind me too. At the same time, she stamped with one foot on the back of my left knee, and my knee dropped the kitchen floor. Julie pushed me down, my wife using skills I didn’t know she had and her greater preparedness to drop me to the floor.

I could feel one of her knees in my back, pressing my left hand into place while she used both of her hands to pull my right up behind me. The handcuffs clicked around my right wrist, and there I was, sprawled on the floor, my erection throbbing as it lay trapped beneath me with my wife kneeling on top of me. My cheeks burned with shame. Bad enough letting her chain me to the sink as part of some sex game. But now, Julie had physically overpowered me, despite being far smaller than I was. If I had been expecting it, it might be a different story. But I wasn’t. She was too smart and too quick and too prepared for me. And clearly, she knew it. Because as she kneeled on top of me, I heard my gorgeous wife burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” she said. “That was too easy! You really are a pussy boy, aren’t you?”

I could hear the breathlessness in her voice as she spoke. I could also hear the excitement. She was getting off on her own power, and my cock was still throbbing underneath me, trapped between my body and the floor. Being humiliated like this did nothing to dampen my desire for whatever my wife had become.

“Don’t make me repeat myself,” Julie said, and I heard a new sadistic twist in her voice. Shifting her weight on my back, she reached down and grabbed my cuffed hands, pulling them higher up toward my shoulder blades. I cried out at the sudden pain in my arms.

“Jesus, Julie!” I protested.

“Say it, then,” she insisted. From where I lay on my stomach on the kitchen floor, I couldn’t see her. But I could picture her all too well, my wife’s familiar and beautiful face transformed into that of a stern goddess as she kneeled on top of me, inflicting pain on the man she loved. Maybe I should have been angrier than I was. But I still loved this powerful and sadistic side of her. Even if it scared me more with every passing minute.

“Yes, I’m your pussy boy,” I said. Julie chuckled happily, releasing her grip on the handcuffs. I sighed with relief as I was able to lower my arms and relieve the tension and the pain. She shifted again, her weight lifting off my back. I turned my head to look at her as she rose to her feet. She towered above me now, those gleaming ankle boots filling my vision while her face hovered high above me, almost obscured by her magnificent breasts thrust forward by the corset. She stood with her hands on her hips again, practically gloating over me, and I watched as she raised one foot from the floor, wincing as she pressed her heel into the skin of my back.

“I fucking love this,” she said, pinning her red hair back behind her ears as she spoke. “This is so sexy to me. I’ve been thinking about it for a while, and I thought it would be fun. But I didn’t think it would be this much fun. I didn’t think I’d be able to overpower you this easily. But I like it. I like making you into my pussy boy.”

“How long have you been planning this?”

“Never mind about that. You just need to worry about doing as you’re told. Did that hurt, when I grabbed your arms just now?”

“Yes.”

“Too much? We have to have a safe word. So that you can tell me if I’m going too far.”

“You’re… You’re not going too far,” I said. I was almost surprised by the words myself, let alone how my wife felt about them. This was already the most extreme sexual experience of my life. I didn’t enjoy the pain she inflicted. Far from it. But I also knew that the pain was part of the fun, in a weird way. Part of her domination and control of me, anyway. I didn’t love the idea that my wife had been able to overpower me physically, even if she had caught me off guard. But it only added to the feeling I had of being overpowered by her in every way, and that made my cock surge and throb underneath me where I sprawled on the floor.

“Good. I’m glad. Because there’s so much more I want to do with you. The safe word is… Pumpernickel. I can’t see that coming up in the moment. But you know what that means, don’t you?”

“It’s a kind of bread, isn’t it?”

Julie lifted her heel off my back. I heard the leather of her shoes creak as she placed her feet in front of my head and bent her knees, crouching down on the floor in front of me. I raised my head to look up her her, and she reached out and grabbed a handful of my hair, tilting my neck back even more. I was looking right between her spread legs, her toned thighs framing the patch of black cloth that hid the pussy I so desperately craved from me. That was the real source of her power, and clearly, my sexy wife knew it.

“It means that I’m not going to stop if you tell me to stop,” Julie said slowly, her blue eyes glowing as he looked deep into mine. “No matter how much you beg. No matter how much you plead. I’m going to keep dominating you, keep treating you like my own personal sex toy, unless you say pumpernickel. Say that, and the whole thing stops. Understand? This is important.”

“I understand,” I said. It wasn’t rocket science. And I was vaguely familiar with the concept from movies and TV, even if I had never imagined I would need such a system myself. But clearly now, I did. And despite the pain in my neck, I smiled up at my wife as she crouched in front of me, that beautiful body still on display, still burning itself into my memory with the irresistible force of desire.

“Good.”

Perfectly poised on her glittering high heels, Julie rose to her feet again, pushing down on her thighs as she straightened up. She took half a step forward, the rounded toe of one shoe right in front of my face now, and she folded her arms under her breasts, looking down at me over the outrageous swell of her boobs.

“Now, I want you to show me that you know your new place in this house,” she said, her voice shifting again into that demanding tone she had been using all morning. “I want you to grovel at my feet and kiss my boots.”

“Come on, Julie,” I said, shaking my head. “You don’t expect me to do that? You don’t really want me to do that.”

“Don’t I?” She said. “Honestly, I thought you might resist. But we’ll see how long that lasts. Stay.”

Abruptly, she turned away from me and walked quickly across the kitchen floor. I turned my head to watch her go, seeing her reenter the living room. I didn’t even have time to try and get up before she returned, striding quickly across the floor toward me so that her boobs bounced more than ever in the top of her corset. And my heart skipped a beat as I saw what she held in her hand. The belt she had removed from my pants, folded in half, dangling like a weapon from her fist.

“Julie, what are you doing?”

“Teaching you a lesson,” she said. “Now, hold still. This is going to hurt, but it will hurt more if you squirm.”

Again, I felt one of Julie’s high heels on my body, this time on the back of my thigh, pressing me down to the floor. I braced myself as I heard the belt hiss through the air. I could barely believe what was happening. Me and my wife had never played any kind of kinky games before, but now she was beating me with a belt on the kitchen floor.

The belt cracked against my ass, and I gritted my teeth as pain washed over me. It hurt, there was no denying that. Although not as much I had feared it might. I got the sense that Julie was pulling back, not hitting me nearly as hard as she could. I was grateful for that. But the belt rose and fell again, cracking loudly against my ass, and before long, I could feel my skin burning with the heat of her punishment. Not to mention the way my cheeks burned with humiliation over the position I was in.

“Ready to grovel yet, pussy boy?” Julie said as the belt fell again. “Or do I need to whip you some more? You know, I never thought I’d be one of those women who has her husband whipped. And I definitely never thought it would be so literal.”

She laughed to herself and struck me again. And although her blows weren’t all that hard, cumulatively, they added up. My ass was really starting to burn, and despite her instructions, despite her high heel digging deeper into my leg and pinning me to the floor, I couldn’t help squirming to try and get away. It was useless. Julie’s blows landed with unerring accuracy against my ass no matter how I turned. And as I writhed there on the floor, my cock trapped underneath me, I could feel my pleasure growing right along with the pain.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. Pain and the idea of pain had never turned me on before. But the friction of my cock against the kitchen floor, trapped under my body as I squirmed, was unignorable. I groaned and trembled, and Julie kept on whipping me, and I held my breath and clenched my eyes tight shut and tried without success to resist what was about to happen.

I shuddered as an orgasm passed through me. I groaned on the floor, my cock spurting the sticky mess of my orgasm over my belly and across the hardwood. Julie stopped, saying nothing for a moment, still standing above me with one foot on my thigh while I trembled with the force of the orgasm I had just had. And as the pleasure faded, a great wave of shame washed over me. What kind of man was I, to get so turned on by this? To have such poor control of myself that I had cum right there on the kitchen floor while my wife beat me. As humiliating as the events of that Valentine’s Day morning had been, this was another level. And lying there with my eyes still closed, cringing in shame, I uselessly hoped that maybe Julie wouldn’t notice. But of course, she did.

“Did — did you just cum, pussy boy?” she said.

“Yes,” I groaned. There was another pause. And then Julie burst out laughing. Her laughter only added to my shame, and now that my arousal was dampened by orgasm, I felt more keenly the strangeness and humiliation of everything we were doing. It didn’t seem quite so sexy now as it had. Now, it just seemed weird. But I didn’t have any more control than I had a moment ago. I was still lying there handcuffed and naked with my wife standing over me, completely in charge. And clearly, Julie wasn’t ready to stop playing yet. Just because I had had an orgasm didn’t mean she was finished.

“Oh my God,” she said.” I didn’t realize you like pain so much.”

“I don’t,” I protested. “It’s just — you look so hot, and I’m lying on it, and — I couldn’t help it.”

“Well. This is unexpected. I kind of feel like I should punish you some more for making a mess on my kitchen floor.”

“Please don’t,” I groaned.

“Pumpernickel?” Julie said. And now it was my turn to pause. Now that my arousal was burning less brightly, I could think clearly. Maybe it was time to bring this game to an end. All I had to do was say the magic word, and that would be the end of our Valentine’s Day adventure.

I opened my eyes. Shifting slightly on the floor, I turned to look over my shoulder at Julie, standing above me. She was waiting, the belt still dangling from her fist, her corset still tightly wrapping her body and giving her an hourglass figure that couldn’t help but be beautiful, no matter when I saw it. And just looking at her, standing there, I could feel the first stirrings of arousal again. My cock might still be dripping, my ejaculate still shining on my belly and on the floor where I lay. But my wife looked so incredible standing there that I still wanted her, even in the shadow of orgasm.

Besides, I remind myself that this was what she wanted. This was my Valentine’s Day gift to her. My submission. My disgrace. My complete surrender to my wife’s newfound dominant desires.

“No,” I said.

“No? Well then, now you really need to show you know your place. Get back down on the floor.”

Her voice tightened on the last few words, speaking them through gritted teeth. At the same time, she jabbed a high heel into my shoulder and pushed me back down onto my stomach on the kitchen floor. Her high heels clicked as she walked around my prone body, standing in front of my face at last. She leaned forward, and the belt hissed through the air again, and I groaned as I felt it strike my burning ass yet again.

“Do it, pussy boy,” Julie snarled. “Kiss my feet and show me that you recognize what a goddess you’re married to.”

The glossy patent leather of her shoes reflected a distorted image of my face as I raised my head from the floor. My breath condensed slightly on the shiny surface. I pressed my lips to the rounded toe of Julie’s boot, and the leather tasted bitter like my humiliation while my wife laughed above me. I kissed the toe of each boot in turn, then looked up to see her staring down at me with a wild smile on her face, her eyes shining with delight.

“Again. Do it again,” she demanded. And I did. After all, once you cross that line, what’s the difference?

But somehow, Julie knew how to take things to another level.

“Stay there,” she ordered again. Still holding the belt, she stepped away from me and hurried back to the living room, quickly returning once again. This time, she had her phone in her hand. And she positioned herself carefully at my head, standing slightly off to one side, one foot projected forward toward my face. At the same time, she held her camera out in front of her, raising it high above us both. I couldn’t see the screen, but I knew what she was doing. My gorgeous, dominant, sexy wife was taking a photo.

“Don’t,” I pleaded.

“Pumpernickel?”

“No.”

“Then shut up and do as you’re told, pussy boy. Kiss my boot until I tell you to stop. In fact, you can lick it. Yeah, that’s right. Get it nice and shiny for me. Lick my boot while I make a little video so that you never forget this moment. That way, any time you don’t feel like doing as you’re told like a good pussy boy should, I’ll have all the ammo I need to make you obey. I mean, I’m guessing you wouldn’t want anyone else to see this video, would you?

“No,” I mumbled, pressing my lips to Julie’s shoe over and over again. Her camera clicked several times, and my wife adjusted her pose to get the look she wanted. Then, I heard the beep of her phone turning to video mode. A cold fear spread through my chest, but at the same time, it was no match for the deep arousal I was feeling. Unbelievably, my cock was already half-hard again as I lay there on the floor, running my tongue over the shiny leather of my wife’s boots and feeling like the biggest loser in the world.

“Tell me what you are,” Julie said, and I knew exactly what she wanted to hear. My ass burned from the beating she had given me, and the belt still dangled from one hand while the phone hovered in her other.

“I’m your pussy boy, Julie,” I said, kissing her foot again while she laughed above me.

“That’s right, bitch,” Julie laughed. “This is the best Valentine’s Day ever.”


  
3. Brought To Heel

I did as I was told. Beaten in every possible way, I lay on my stomach on the floor, my hands cuffed hopelessly behind me, licking and kissing my wife’s brand-new patent leather ankle boots while she stood above me, videoing the whole thing.

I didn’t know how seriously she meant her threat of blackmail. After all, it would be totally out of character for my sweet and loving wife. Then again, everything she was doing to me that day was completely out of character for Julie. It was as though she had summoned up this new dominant persona out of absolutely nowhere, a side of her I was convinced had never existed until that day. She had hinted at having prepared for this for a while, and clearly, she had gotten this outfit from somewhere. Plus, all these crazy ideas she had couldn’t all be spontaneous, surely. She must’ve had some idea where she wanted the day to go.

I don’t know why, but thought of my wife planning all this out, having these kinky thoughts while I was oblivious, thinking she was the same sweet woman I married, turned me on even more. And as I lay there groveling at her feet, kissing her boots in a show of total submission, I found myself getting more and more turned on by the minute. It surprised me, just as it surprised her, how much I was enjoying the sexy game. But I was. And clearly, I was in it anyway. There was no escape without using the safe word she had given me and ending the whole experience. And for whatever masochistic reason, I didn’t want to do that. After all, Julie just looked so good standing high above me, demanding I worship her like the goddess she undoubtedly was. I didn’t want that to end, even if those same incredible looks had reduced me to a pathetic specimen of a man groveling naked on the floor.

Finally, Julie stopped recording with her phone. Raising my head from her feet slightly, I watched her slip the phone into the waistband of her black panties so that it rested on her hip. At the same time, she shifted her weight, her high heels scraping lightly on the kitchen floor. She put the toe of her right boot under my chin and bent her knee, raising her foot from the floor and with it, my head, tilting my face up to look at her.

“Sit up on your knees,” she ordered.

With my hands cuffed behind me, it wasn’t easy. I rolled over onto my side first, then managed to struggle vaguely upright. Julie watched the whole display, not offering me any help at all, enjoying my struggle. Certainly, she enjoyed the sight that confronted her. Sitting up on my knees, she could see that my cock was rock hard again, despite the embarrassing orgasm I had had so recently. Her eyes moved up and down over my body, and as she bit her lower lip in an expression of desire, I almost cried out with the force of my own desire for her. I wanted her as badly as ever. She looked sexier than any woman had any right to be, and she knew the power it gave her over me, just as I did. There was nothing I could do. I kneeled there on the floor naked and in cuffs, just waiting. Just hoping my suddenly cruel and dominant wife would somehow take pity on me and give me what I wanted more than anything in that moment.

“Look at you, pussy boy,” Julie said. She stepped forward, my leather belt hanging down my back as she placed the hand that held it on my shoulder for balance. At the same time, she lifted her foot from the floor, tapping the toe of the boot I had just kissed against the underside of my cock. I groaned, and Julie chuckled. Shifting position, she ran the metallic spike heel of the boot up and down my shaft, using it to tease the swollen head of my manhood. I whimpered with helpless pleasure, squirming as I kneeled at her feet. Unbelievably, I felt myself getting close to the brink of another orgasm, but Julie was never going to allow that. She lifted her foot away, the heel cracking loudly on the floor as she stood on two feet again. And her nose wrinkled slightly as she slid one foot forward, the toe of her boot tapping on the kitchen floor right at the edge of the puddle of ejaculate I had made while she beat my ass with the belt.

“Look at this mess,” she said. “You’re going to have to clean this up. But I don’t want to take those handcuffs off yet. You can’t be trusted. Besides, I like having my pussy boy restrained and helpless. Makes it easier for me to do what I want with you.”

“And what’s that?” I said.

I gazed up at my wife as I spoke, half hopeful, half fearful. At this point, I had to recognize I no longer had any idea what she was capable of. When this game had first started, I had still thought I could exercise some level of control over what happened. I still thought it would be a quick little morning adventure, followed by some great sex. But now, I could see, Julie had big ideas. She wouldn’t tell me how long she had been working on them, but it was obvious to me that she wasn’t going to let this opportunity to have me submit to her completely pass by without making the most of it. She had decided I was going to be her pussy boy all day, and clearly, she meant that.

But she didn’t say anything. Instead, she lifted the belt and fed the end of it through the buckle, making a loop. When the loop was small, she crouched down in front of me again. I groaned as she took hold of my cock, and her fingers reached underneath to cup and lift my balls at the same time. With her other hand, she passed the loop of the belt over my genitals, and pulled it tight around the base of my cock and my balls. I groaned again as the belt drew ever tighter, and Julie rose easily to her feet, tugging playfully on the belt to make both cock and balls bounce.

“Looks like I’ve got you by the balls, pussy boy,” she giggled. “Just like every wife should. Now, we’re going for a little walk. You’re going to stay down there on your knees where you belong. Try to keep up with me, otherwise this could get very painful for you. Come on, pussy boy. Heel.”

I bristled at the demeaning tone she used to speak to me. But Julie didn’t care. She stepped away from me, beginning to walk across the kitchen floor. And I shuffled along behind her as the belt grew tight, tugging on my cock and balls. It was more uncomfortable than outright painful, but there was no doubt in my mind that Julie was a capable of inflicting pain if she wanted to. I couldn’t crawl on my knees nearly as fast as she could walk, but Julie slowed down for me only a little as I struggled along behind her. And the whole time, as she led me on my knees from the kitchen into the living room, she couldn’t stop laughing. Her free hand was pressed her mouth as she led me along like a pet, her hips swaying provocatively with every high-heeled step she took, her breasts bouncing in the top of her green corset with the force of her laughter.

The belt slackened as she reached the couch. Still holding the end of it, Julie sat down. I watched her hips spread, watched her boobs bounce, watched her like a hawk, drinking in every inch of her incredible body that I wanted more than ever. My cock was rock hard, the belt digging into it slightly as it throbbed mercilessly between my legs. But that did nothing to dampen my desire. Far from it. Julie was right. My wife really did have me by the balls, literally as well as metaphorically, and despite all the pain, despite all the humiliation, it felt fantastic.

“I can’t believe you came in there while I was whipping you,” Julie said. Her blue eyes blazed, and her red hair tumbled across her bare shoulders as she shook her head slowly. “I never knew you were this kinky.”

“I’m not,” I protested. “You’re just really sexy like this, and I’ll do a lot to have you.”

“I know,” Julie smiled at me. “That’s why this is such a thrill. I really do feel like an absolute goddess right now. The power’s just — something else. Making you lick my boots was fucking amazing. It must’ve been really humiliating for you.”

“Yeah, it was.”

“Good.”

Julie tugged lightly on the belt as she spoke, but the gentle pull was enough to make me grunt in discomfort as the leather squeezed my cock and balls tight. And Julie chuckled to herself again, completely drunk with the sexual power she had over me.

“There’s going to be lots more humiliation in store for you, pussy boy,” she said. “But making you my bitch has got me really turned on. So now, you need to do something about that.”

Julie shifted slightly on the couch cushion. At first, I didn’t know exactly what she was up to as she took the end of the belt underneath one knee. But then, as she pulled her phone out of the waistband of her panties and set it aside, her hands returning to the elasticated fabric, I understood. She pulled her underwear down, taking hold of the belt as she pulled it past her knees and let it fall to the floor, kicking her way out of it. Once her underwear was on the floor, she smiled at me, holding the end of the belt again and slowly spreading her legs so that I could see her shining pussy underneath the neatly trimmed strip of her red pubic hair.

Who counts how much sex they have with their spouse? Julie and I still had an active sex life after seven years of marriage and a decade of being together. I had never bothered to count how many times I had seen that pussy. How many times I had kissed it. How many times I had plunged my cock deep inside it and felt its warm snugness, its wet ecstasy. But I stared at Julie’s sex as though I’d never seen it before in my life. As though I had never seen anything more beautiful. In that moment, that was how it felt. The shining prize I had been craving since the moment she appeared in the kitchen that morning, looking like such a goddess. There it was, right in front of me, promising pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced before. And there was nothing I could do about it, unless my wife said otherwise.

“Get to work, pussy boy,” Julie said with a smile as she gave the belt another playful tug. “Eat my pussy while I watch TV.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said with a smile, and Julie laughed at my eagerness. She spread her legs further, and I crawled toward her, lowering my face to her sex. And as I pressed my lips against hers, tasting the arousal that had driven her forward all morning, she reached for the TV remote. I ran my tongue over her lips, feeling them respond to my touch, but for now, it was the only part of her that did. For now, Julie wasn’t even looking at me. She was looking at the TV, pressing the button on the remote as she scrolled through the channels looking for something to watch. As though I wasn’t even there. As though I wasn’t sliding my tongue gently in and out of those puffy lips, feeling her clitoris swell with pleasure to my touch.

I don’t know why, but that was a turn-on too. And it made me try harder. I had virtually no power in the situation I found myself in, but this was a chance to exercise what little I did have. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to make it impossible for her to watch TV, impossible for her to ignore what I was doing to her.

But that hadn’t happened yet. Julie found something to watch, some mindless show that I paid no attention to, focusing instead on my task. And I stared up at my wife from between her thighs, taking in the vision of her absolute beauty while her eyes stayed fixed on the screen. Her breasts rose and fell in the tight confines of her corset, making my cock throb against the belt wrapped around it. From time to time, still without looking, Julie would give the belt another little light tug, as though to remind me of my place. As though I could possibly forget. I lifted my tongue from her pussy, instead teasing her clitoris, and the little shiver of pleasure that went through her body was absolutely hypnotic. Licking the sensitive bud of flesh more forcefully, I wrapped my lips around it, sucking on it, and Julie closed her fluttering eyelashes for a moment.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her voice little more than a whisper, almost as though she was displeased. But I knew that wasn’t true. I could feel the way her body was responding to my touch, and I liked to think I knew what I was doing. I knew what my wife liked. As her clitoris continued to swell, as the sensations became too powerful, I moved my mouth back down to her pussy, sliding my tongue inside more forcefully this time, sliding it in and out the way I wished I could with my aching cock. At the same time, I moved my head, using my nose to tease her clit, and soon, Julie was moaning with pleasure.

“Good boy,” she moaned. “Good pussy boy. Here. Smile for the camera.”

Setting aside the TV remote, she swept up her phone again and snapped a couple of pictures of me gazing up at her with my mouth pressed against her pussy. My cheeks burned with shame, but I was engrossed in my task. My cock was throbbing dangerously between my legs as I kneeled on the sofa in front of her, but Julie had no use for that right now. Instead, I kept on licking, rocking my head back-and-forth as I thrust my tongue deep inside her, and soon, my wife closed her eyes again. She let her phone fall to the sofa beside her, sliding her hips forward, hooking one leg over my shoulder as I ate her out. I felt her pussy spasm around my tongue, and her hands gripped the edge of the couch cushions as she howled her pleasure at the ceiling. Her breasts swelled in the top of her corset, quivering erotically, her whole body consumed with a spasm of pleasure that I could feel against my mouth. And the slick juices poured out of her, hot and fragrant, covering my face in her liquid pleasure as she sighed and gasped and trembled in utter delight.

Julie’s beautiful body seemed almost to melt into the sofa. She slid her leg off my shoulder, sprawling ravished on the cushions. I lifted my face from her pussy, wet with juices, taking in the vision of her unignorable beauty as she sat sprawled in front of me. I didn’t say a word. I didn’t dare. But, overcome with lust and with a strange form of love for the woman who was tormenting me, I leaned in and kissed her trembling inner thigh. She didn’t stop me, so I did it again. I knew she’d be sensitive after her orgasm, so I stayed away from her pussy. But I kept on kissing her shaking legs, teasing her just a little while she panted above me.

“That’s enough,” Julie finally said as her eyes snapped open, focusing on me.

She sat up, still holding the end of the belt in her hand. Her corset creaked as she leaned forward, and I heard her breath growing short as she leaned forward, constricted by the tight garment. Reaching down to the floor, she picked up her discarded underwear. Straightening up, she smiled as she held it in her hands, passing the fabric from one hand to another.

“That was pretty good,” she said with a smile, not looking at me, instead looking down at her panties. “But mostly because it turned me on so much making you my pussy boy. You like being my pussy boy? You like doing as you’re told and making your wife cum while she watches TV?”

“Yes, I do,” I admitted.

“Good. You want this pussy so bad, don’t you? It owns you. Admit it.”

“Yes, it does,” I said, making Julie laugh. With the taste of her pussy in my mouth, I was more turned on than ever, and she knew just as well as I did that I would say just about anything in the hope of getting to fuck her. And I was terrified of saying or doing something wrong, jeopardizing whatever chance I had of finally having sex with this vision of dominant sexiness that my wife had become.

“These are soaked,” she said. “You want to see how much it turned your wife on making you grovel at my feet?”

“Yes,” I said eagerly.

And Julie laughed again. Leaning forward again, she put her panties back on the floor. This time, she spread them out carefully with the spot that had been between her legs right in the middle. Then she sat up, the end of the belt in one hand as she tugged on it and her other hand on the back of my neck as I kneeled at her feet.

“Get your face down on the floor and smell them,” Julie ordered. “I want you to see just how much it turns me on being in control. And keep your ass up in the air.”

As she spoke, she pushed forward on the back of my neck, but she didn’t need to. Completely overcome by her beauty and her dominant personality, I bent forward at the waist. The belt grew tighter as I inched away from her so that I had the room to bow my face to the floor in front of her, but Julie didn’t care. I bowed in front of her, and felt the dampness of the cloth of her panties as I pressed my nose against them, inhaling her scent with every breath.

“Now, stay there,” Julie ordered. Still holding the belt, she sat back on the sofa. She raised her feet from the floor, and I felt her lay them on the small of my back, on top of my cuffed hands, crossing her legs at the ankle as she used me as a foot rest. “That’s a good pussy boy. Sniff wifey’s panties while she uses you like furniture.”

It wasn’t like I had a lot of choice. Julie’s panties right under my nose, and with every breath I took, I inhaled her fragrance. Then again, I wasn’t exactly complaining. Even though it was driving me wild with lust, even though my cock was aching for release that didn’t seem to be anywhere on the horizon inside the tight circle of the leather belt, I wouldn’t have lifted my nose away even if I could. I could still taste her orgasm in my mouth, and the weight of her feet on my back sent delicious waves of humiliation racing through me as I bowed before my wife, ignored for now while she watched TV. Silence fell in our living room, except for the noise coming from the TV speakers. I had plenty of time to think. It was impossible to know where our relationship would go from here. Maybe this would be the only time we played like this, although already, I knew that I hoped not. But even if it was, I knew neither of us was ever going to be able to forget what we had done. Julie was never going to forget the wild power she had, and how easily her beauty allowed her to dominate me. Besides, she had both photo and video evidence of my submission, a thought that made me cringe again in humiliation as I kneeled there on the floor being used.

The truth was, anytime she wanted, Julie could reenact this sexy scene between us. And perhaps the most embarrassing thing of all was having to acknowledge to myself that I hoped that she would.

But for now, after the orgasm I had given her, Julie seemed content to relax. And I ignored the ache in my cock and my hands and in my knees as I kneeled under her boots, supporting the weight of her legs. Again, I wondered where she had come up with these wild ideas. How much research had she put into this project? However she had come up with these ideas, it was working spectacularly. We had both had an orgasm already that morning, yet still, I craved more. And I suspected that she did, too. Or if she didn’t yet, she would soon. After all, she hadn’t released me. She was still keeping me bound and kneeling, ready for her use. I could only hope that the way Julie chose to use me next was a way I would enjoy.

When I heard her voice, I almost raised my head from the floor. But quickly, I realized she wasn’t talking to me. She was on the phone. I had no idea who to, and I didn’t dare to ask. But a chill gripped my heart as I listened to her conversation.

“Yeah. Yeah, I did. No, really!” She laughed as she spoke.

“Yeah, pretty well, actually. Actually, really well. You’re right. This is awesome. And it’s too easy. I cn’t really believe it, but he just sort of — folded.”

I trembled underneath her feet. I didn’t know for sure she was talking about me. But I got the horrible sinking feeling that she was. And soon, her words removed all doubt.

“No, he loves it. He’s rock hard right now. I’m just using him as a foot rest while I relax. But maybe I’ll find a way for him to make himself useful later on. This is the best Valentine’s Day ever.”

Julie fell silent as the person on the other end of the line began to speak, and I strained my ears to hear them. I couldn’t make out what they said, but it sounded like a female voice. Was that better or worse? Better, I thought to myself. But still, my cheeks burned with shame and embarrassment to know that my wife was sharing this deeply personal and deeply humiliating experience with anyone.

“You think? But that’s so dirty!”

Julie listened to the person on the other end of the phone, then burst out laughing again. I was practically squirming with embarrassment underneath her, still inhaling the smell of her arousal with every breath, feeling like the most pathetic specimen of manhood in the world as she ignored me for now, chatting with whoever it was on the phone about something I was still deeply embarrassed about. And yet, to my own surprise, I didn’t feel angry. I didn’t feel hurt. I felt endlessly humiliated, but somehow, that humiliation only seemed to make the whole situation even more sexy. It only added to Julie’s power, to know that she could share my secrets with whoever she wanted, and I couldn’t stop her. I wouldn’t dare.

“Ok. That’s a good idea. Maybe I’ll try that. That will really put him in his place. I’ll let you know how it goes.”

Another pause, and more laughter from Julie.

“Yeah, ok,” she said, and I could hear the grin in her voice. “I’ll try and get you another video. Ok, talk to you later. Bye.”

Julie sighed as she set the phone aside. I waited in submissive silence, still inhaling her pussy from her panties, still tasting in my mouth. My wife swung her legs off my back, and hooked one boot under my shoulder, using it to raise my face from the floor. I stared up at her, and again, her beauty and sex appeal assailed me like a weapon, sweeping away most of my fears and doubts even while my heart burned with shame and disgrace.

“Who — who was that?” I managed to ask. And Julie smiled at me, sitting up straight as she swept her red hair back from her face.

“I bet you’d like to know, wouldn’t you?” she teased. “I bet you’d like to know who else knows that you’re my pussy boy today. Is the embarrassing for you? Knowing that someone else knows all about what we’re doing here?”

“Of course it is,” I said.

“Too embarrassing? Or is that part of the fun? Because it definitely is for me. I mean, I probably should have asked you first. But that’s not what we’re doing here today. Today, I get to do what I like, and pussy boy just has to deal with it. Don’t pretend that isn’t hot.”

It was.

I stared up at Julie in astonishment, and she stared back at me. Unable to help myself, I inched forward on my knees again. Julie allowed it, smiling down at me as I kneeled at her feet, pressing my lips to her legs again. I kissed her thighs, her pussy just inches from my mouth, my cock throbbing desperately in the belt she was using like a leash to control me. I knew I should be mad. I knew I shouldn’t allow it. What she had done was completely out of line, changing this game between the two of us into something else, something far more dangerous and humiliating. But I wanted her too badly to be mad at her. I craved her to desperately to say an angry word.

“All right. I guess I’ll tell you who it was. It was Megan. She’s the one who gave me the idea in the first place. She taught me how to dominate a man. She told me everything I needed to know to make you into my pussy boy.”

I stared up at Julie in astonishment. I knew Megan, of course. One of my wife’s best friends from work. She was also the most attractive of Julie’s friends, and even though I had never been stupid enough to say that to my wife, I suspected Julie knew that. Certainly, the way she was looking at me now, a sly smile on her pretty face and her eyes shining with delight, suggested she had a few ideas about the thoughts that were running through my mind.

“Sexy, right?” She said. “Megan’s, like, a dominatrix now. And she’s really helped me turn you into my pussy boy, so you have her to thank as well as me.”


  
4. A Lucky Release

Julie’s words hung in the air between us. Hard to believe what I was hearing. Hard to believe that any of this was real. And yet, from the moment my wife had walked into the kitchen that morning dressed in corset and high-heels, everything had taken on this strange sense of unreality. Maybe it made it easier, in a way. Maybe it made it possible to play this game that was so out of character for both of us. Like we were just playing roles. Like it had nothing to do with who we really were. But that was false, too. No matter what happened once this day was finally over, neither of us were ever going to forget these events. I already knew, even as I was in the moment, that what Julie had done to me was carved indelibly in my brain. The secret was out. If she hadn’t before, Julie now knew, in the most unequivocal way possible, the power she had over me. The power her beauty and my desire for her gave her. Anytime she wanted, she could do this to me again. All it took was a sexy outfit and a confident attitude, and she could make me her pussy boy anytime she chose. As sweet and loving as my wife normally is, I knew she wasn’t going to forget that, even for a minute.

Humiliating enough by itself. But that was nothing compared to the shocking news she had just given me. Her friend Megan, a woman I had met so many times, had been the architect behind this. How was I ever going to look her in the eye again after this?

And yet, in its own weird way, it made a sort of sense. I had been wondering all morning where Julie was getting her ideas from. This newfound confidence she had was sexy, but it was strange, too. Now, I understood. And in a way, hearing this news about Megan wasn’t all that surprising. She always had that vibe about her. I’m not ready to say she seemed like a dominatrix; I wouldn’t even know what that would look like. But she was always a very confident woman. And more than that. I would never say this to my wife, of course, but her friend Megan had always struck me as a deeply sexual person. Something about the way she moved, the way she walked. It was hard to put my finger on, but it was there. When I bothered to think about her at all, I always secretly suspected that as well as being undeniably attractive, Julie’s friend Megan was probably a bit of a freak in the sheets. Having that confirmed was no surprise. The only surprise was the manner in which I was learning about it.

I said nothing for a while, trying to process my shock and surprise. And for a long time, Julie said nothing either. Maybe she was letting me process it all. Maybe she was processing it herself. Her total confidence was all part of the sexy act she was playing, but it wouldn’t have surprised me to learn that she, too, was a little overwhelmed with the direction things had taken. Even if she had been planning this in advance. For now, she just sat there on the sofa above me, and I kneeled in front of it, the vast unspoken power of what had just happened vibrating between us like inaudible music.

Finally, Julie moved. Her corset creaked as she reached down toward me, loosening the belt around my cock and balls and lifting it away. My cock was still rock hard, raging and desperate, throbbing in the empty air between us as it pointed up at my beautiful wife. She smiled to see it, knowing what she was doing to me. Knowing that despite it all, I was still desperately aroused. Which meant, of course, that she was still very much in charge.

Again, I watched her reach into one of the cups of her corset that barely contained her juicy breasts. Again, I watched her remove the key to my cuffs. She told me to stand, and I did as I was told, rising to my feet and turning my back on her. She twisted the key in the lock of the handcuffs, and I was finally free. Turning to face her, I saw her looking up at me, an unreadable expression on her beautiful face. Her eyes were still glowing, I noticed. I could still see the excitement that shone in them, recent orgasm or not. She was turned on, and so was I, and there was no getting away from that. But without anyone saying a word, it felt almost as though we had pressed pause on this wild game. She still looked sexy, and I still felt completely overcome by her beauty. But maybe Julie felt like she needed to pump the brakes a bit, without abandoning the game completely.

“I’m hungry,” she said. “Why don’t you go make us some sandwiches?”

Still in control, then. Still the boss, even if her tone might be a little sweeter for the moment. Looking at the clock, I was astonished to see that it was lunchtime already. In the grip of this thrilling sex game, I had completely lost all track of time. And it wasn’t until Julie said something that I realized that I was hungry too. So I didn’t argue. Still naked, I turned my throbbing cock toward the kitchen and moved to the fridge to find the sandwich fillings we had.

Julie sat in silence while I made us some sandwiches. The TV was still on, some mundane program making a noise neither of us listened to. I carried the sandwich over to her on a plate, and she even thanked me as she took it from me, very un-dominatrix-like. It felt strange to be sitting naked on the sofa beside her, but I munched away on my sandwich while she bit into hers, a scene at once incredibly normal and outrageously strange. It was a morning of new experiences, after all. This was just one more to add to the collection.

I ate my sandwich quickly. By the time I was done, I noticed Julie had set hers down, having taken only a couple of bites.

“Is that all you’re eating?” I asked.

“Yeah. It’s hard to eat in this thing.” Julie patted her stomach through the corset she wore as she spoke. Her waist did look unbelievably narrow, the natural hourglass figure she already had accentuated to an almost cartoonish degree that was nevertheless almost unspeakably desirable to me.

“Take it off then,” I said. Julie smiled.

“No, I think I’ll keep it on for now,” she said. “It’s not the most comfortable thing I’ve ever worn. But… I don’t know. I’m kind of getting used to it. Besides, it was a real pain to put on. I have to say, I’m really enjoying the effect it seems to have on you.”

I smiled sheepishly. She didn’t need to collaborate anymore on that. There I was, sitting naked, my cock only slightly softened from it’s almost painful peak as she teased me with her beauty. There was no getting around it; she looked spectacular. She knew it as well as I did. And she knew it was the key to the unassailable power she had over me.

“You do look amazing.”

“I feel amazing. But how do you feel? You haven’t used your safe word. That makes me think you’re okay with everything I’ve done so far.”

“Yeah, I guess I’m okay,” I said, clasping my hands between my knees as my brow furrowed in thought. “I mean, obviously, this is all completely nuts. The whole Megan thing… I don’t know. Maybe I should be more pissed off than I am. I mean, this is pretty embarrassing.”

“Yeah, I know,” Julie smiled. “But really, it’s nothing she hasn’t heard of before. That girl is wild, I’m telling you. The things she’s done… So I don’t think she’s going to be very judgmental about it when it was practically her idea in the first place.”

“It was?” I phrased my question almost as though it were a matter of indifference to me. But my clever wife saw right through my casual act. Her smile deepened as she stared at me. She knew how sexy her friend was. She knew what was going through my head just as well as I did.

“Well, not totally,” Julie said. “Let’s say it was inspired by her. She was telling me about something recently, something she did with some guy she was with, and… I don’t know. It just gave me ideas.”

“You guys talk about things like that?”

“We’re girls. We talk about everything.”

“Then I dread to think what you’ve told her about me over the years.”

Julie laughed softly at that. Leaning back in her seat, she lifted her feet from the floor and lay them in my lap. Her glossy patent leather shoes reflected the light, the little zips dangling at the side. She had her thighs together, hiding her pussy from my view, but I hadn’t forgotten for a moment that underneath her corset, she was just as naked and exposed as I was. And as I placed a hand on her ankle, feeling the shiny leather, I could feel my arousal, which had never really gone away in any meaningful sense, rising powerfully inside me again.

“Only good things,” Julie said softly. She smiled as she spoke, and I smiled back at her. Part of me found it unbelievable that I was letting her get away with this. Sitting on the couch was causing a dull ache to spread through my body from the marks on my ass where she had beaten me with a belt. My wrists still had the imprints of the handcuffs she had put me in. And there I was, smiling at her, my heart contracting with love for this incredible woman who somehow, after all these years, still managed to surprise me. It was outrageous what I was letting her get away with. But after all, it wasn’t like I wasn’t enjoying myself. That, unquestionably, was the most embarrassing thing of all.

“But now she knows about this.”

“Yeah. She does. No going back now.”

“I guess not.”

The tension had never really left the air, even while we talked more normally, more like a husband-and-wife than mistress and slave. After all, how could it? I was still sitting there naked and aroused with her sexy shoes in my lap just inches from my throbbing manhood. And she was still sitting there looking like an absolute sex goddess, the tight corset sculpting her already beautiful body into an image of pure desire. Other than my embarrassing orgasm on the kitchen floor, I still hadn’t cum. My wife had, but something told me she wasn’t going to be satisfied just one orgasm that day. In fact, I hoped not. We both had more to give to this thrilling game. Lust crackled in the air between us, and while I had no real idea of where this unbelievable day might still take us, I had no doubt that I wanted to find out.

“It’s fun though, isn’t it? All this. Megan was right about that.”

Julie’s feet shifted in my lap as she spoke, just a little. The rounded toe of one shining ankle boot tapped against my cock, and my manhood responded predictably. In no time at all, I was fully hard again, my cock rising into the air unmistakably, and Julie grinned as she rubbed the smooth patent leather of her shoe against my shaft again, teasing me until I groaned.

“Yeah, it’s fun,” I said in a voice that was already tight with renewed desire. “I don’t even know why it is, but it is.”

“Good. I’m glad,” Julie said. Her breasts jiggled in the top of her corset as she moved again, and now I had no further doubt. She was getting me turned on again, because she knew it would allow her to do whatever she wanted with me. And I was just as helpless in her presence as ever, just as turned on and frustrated and horny and ready to submit as I had ever been.

“I don’t think you’re done serving me yet, pussy boy,” Julie said, the change in her voice leaving me in no doubt that she had reassumed her dominatrix persona, even as the smile never left her face. “I told you I wanted you for Valentine’s Day. Last time I checked, it was still Valentine’s Day.”

“Okay,” I said uncertainly. And Julie tilted her head to the side, a new thought occurring to her.

“What did you have planned for today, by the way?”

“Nothing like this,” I said, making her laugh. “I made reservations at Martello’s for dinner tonight.”

“Cancel them,” Julie commanded.

“OK,” I said, without a moment’s hesitation. The reservations hadn’t been easy to get, but somehow, I sensed that nothing our favorite restaurant had to offer could compare with the fun we might have at home. “Oh, I got you a bracelet as well.”

“You did? Where is it?”

What is it with women and jewelry? My wife’s face lit up at the mention of the bracelet, and even though I thought she couldn’t get any more excited, somehow, she did. As I shifted in my seat, Julie pulled her feet away from my lap, and I stood and went to the hallway. I had wrapped the bracelet in wrapping paper in its small box, and I kept it in the pocket of my jacket hanging in the hall. Taking it out now, I carried it back to my smiling wife and handed it to her before resuming my seat on the sofa. She tore into the wrapping paper with enthusiasm, flipping open the lid of the box, her eyes sparkling as though in reflection of the jewels in front of her.

“Oh, it’s really pretty,” she said. “Thank you!”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I watched as Julie, pleased with my gift, held it against the skin of her wrist, and fastening it in place, she held her arm up to the light, watching the diamonds along the length of the bracelet shine. For a moment, it was almost as though she had forgotten what was going on between us, the wild and kinky game we were playing that day. This little trinket was enough to distract her, at least momentarily, and for that moment, she was no longer the dominant mistress of the dreams I never knew I had, but simply my wife, pleased with the gift I had given her.

But it didn’t last long. After a moment, Julie unfastened the bracelet again, taking it in her hands. She smiled at me with that unforgettable smile, and I could see she had had another one of her ideas. My heart fluttered in my chest as I wondered what came next.

“You know, I think it might work even better as anklet,” she said. “Put it on me, pussy boy.”

She held her arm out toward me, the bracelet dangling from one hand, but her tight corset wouldn’t let her bend forward toward me easily. So I leaned toward her instead, my cock pressing against the sole of one of her shoes as I did. I took the bracelet and sat back in my seat, and Julie watched attentively as I fastened the bracelet around her left ankle, above the glistening leather of the boots she wore. Combined with the sexy shoes, it made a strange sight, something pretty and delicate and luxurious combined with something dark and sexy and almost sinister. Julie lifted her leg straight up into the air, watching the diamonds shine as the bracelet slipped a little higher up her calf, and I glimpsed her pussy between her legs before she set her foot back down in my lap.

“Yeah, I like it there,” she said. “You know what? This can be like, a secret sign between us. Whenever I’m wearing this on my ankle, it means I’m in charge, and you have to do what I say. It’ll be a nice reminder of everything I made you do today. How I made you lick my boots while I whipped your ass.”

She laughed as she spoke. What she had done to me was many things, but it still wasn’t funny in my opinion. From the outside, sure. But not to me. Not yet, anyway. Maybe never.

“Okay, let’s get you tied up again,” Julie said with a smile. The handcuffs rattled in her hand as she picked them up from the sofa. I hesitated. Not that I didn’t want to get back to playing the way we were. But I couldn’t help feeling nervous about what my wife might do next. She caught me by surprise the first time, not exactly forcing me to submit to her, but not exactly a million miles away from that, either. But now I was free to resist if I wanted to. Even though I knew I didn’t want to, there was part of me that insisted that maybe I should.

Still, desire always wins in the end. Julie looked so sexy sitting there like a queen with the instruments of my captivity in her hand, and though I wanted nothing more than to fuck her, to pin her down on the couch and plunge my aching cock into her beautiful body, I knew that in some inexplicable way, this game we were playing was even better. I wasn’t sure I had ever seen my wife so turned on, and that alone was worth whatever I had to put up with to make it happen.

I rose to my feet. I could see Julie was suppressing laughter as I stepped toward her, turning my back and placing my hands behind me. She snapped the handcuffs on quickly, as if worried I might change my mind. Maybe she was right. But in a matter of seconds, I was helpless again, and the atmosphere in our house took on a darker turn as Julie’s power grew again.

“Turn around. Face me.”

Julie’s voice was soft now, but there was no mistaking the power of her command. And my body obeyed her almost as though her words bypassed my brain. I turned on the spot, and Julie smiled as she reached up, closing her fingers around my throbbing cock. She stroked me slowly, smiling up at me all the while, and I watched her helplessly, completely in her hands as she toyed with my aching manhood. She sat up straight, knees together, and I was granted an incredible view of the deep cleavage the corset gave her, her breasts forever on the verge of spilling over the top of the garment but never quite getting there. I felt lightheaded as my pleasure surged, my balls tightening against my body as Julie continued to manipulate me so easily.

“So you really like this outfit?”

“Uh huh,” I groaned, as though I had completely lost the power of coherent speech. But Julie understood my meaning. She giggled again, still in love with her own deep sense of sexual power as she played with me, tormenting me with the body I wanted but couldn’t quite possess. At least, not in the way I wanted to.

“Good. It was expensive. But I think it was worth it. Megan helped me pick out. She told me where to go. I wouldn’t have known where to shop for something like this, but she knows all kinds of places.”

I groaned again. It wasn’t as though I’d forgotten the fact that Megan was somehow deeply involved in this new twist in our sex life. That didn’t mean I particularly wanted to be reminded. Once again, Julie was firmly in charge, and I knew that the only way the rest of the day was going to go was exactly how my dominant wife wanted it to.

“It’s a Valentine’s Day gift for both of us,” Julie went on. “Look at you. You just can’t keep your eyes off my boobs, can you?”

“No,” I answered honestly. There they were, right in front of me, bouncing and jostling in the tight corset with even the slightest movement my wife made. They were spectacular, and I didn’t even try to hide my lust as I gazed down into Julie’s magnificent cleavage.

“I bet you’d like to cum all over them, wouldn’t you?” she said, and I groaned again as she tightened her grip around my cock, just a little. “I bet you’d like to bust your nut all over these big boobs. Say it. Tell me how badly you want me.”

As she spoke, her free hand moved over her cleavage, tracing the shape of one rounded mound as it swelled over the top of her corset. Her body was practically glowing in front of me, the sole focus of all my wild desires, my cock surging and throbbing desperately in her hand as she continued to play with it.

“Yes, Julie,” I said, practically trembling in front of her as I struggled against my own passion.

“Beg for it, then.”

“Please, Julie!” I didn’t even hesitate. Julie burst out laughing at the pure desperation in my voice, but every last semblance of pride was gone now, and all that mattered was the aching desire that raged inside me. “Please let me cum, please! You’re so fucking sexy, I want you so badly. You look amazing. You’re a goddess. Just, please, let me cum!”

“God, it’s sexy hearing you beg,” Julie said. For once, she wasn’t smiling. Instead, she fixed me with a stare of pure desire. Her breasts strained the confines of the corset yet again as she took a deep breath and let it out slowly. And for a heart stopping minute, I thought she might be about to surrender. That her own desire was getting the better of her, and I allowed myself to think that maybe she couldn’t hold out any longer. That she would finally give me the sex I had been craving all morning, from the very moment she walked in on me in the kitchen in that outrageous sexy outfit.

“If I let you cum, you need to be a very good boy for me, okay?” Julie said condescendingly. “You need to learn that the game isn’t over just because pussy boy has an orgasm. Your job today is to please me anyway I want. If that means letting you cum, lucky for you. If it means keeping you frustrated and horny and denied, too bad.”

“Yes, Julie,” I gasped. I was ready to say anything, agree to anything, promise her my whole life, body and soul, if she would just relieve the burning tension of desire inside me. She knew that, of course. And I knew she was using it against me, and I didn’t care. Actually, that’s not true. I did care. The simple truth was, it turned me on.

“So you’ll do everything I tell you if I let you cum? No matter what it is? No matter how degrading or embarrassing it might be?”

“Yes, Julie, please!” I begged. After all, it was hard to imagine anything more embarrassing or degrading than what she had already put me through, what she was putting me through now as I stood there in front of her, my cock in my hand, completely naked and begging my wife for an orgasm.

“Ok, you have a deal,” Julie smiled up at me. “Go ahead and cum on my tits. Go on, have your little spurt so that we can get back to focusing on my needs.”

I gasped and trembled, my balls tighter than ever against my body, my cock throbbing in my wife’s hand. She tightened her grip again, stroking more vigorously this time, and it didn’t take long. I cried out as my cock exploded in her hand, and Julie yelped in pleasure, pointing my surging manhood at her chest. Great spurts of my cum splattered against her skin, anointing her breasts with the proof of my passion. She bit her lip, her eyes gleaming as she stared up at me, her hands still moving, milking my cock of every last drop of my cum. I sighed at the intense relief, wobbling uncertainly on my feet as I luxuriated in the afterglow of orgasm. But at the same time, as my desire cooled, I could feel my shame growing. And with that, my nervousness. Julie had already proved that she could make me do just about anything. Now, I had promised to obey her in whatever twisted idea she came up with next. And as she sat smiling up at me, looking just as gorgeous as ever with great gobs of my semen shining on her breasts and collecting in her cleavage, I knew that our twisted little game was far from over.

“Look at that,” Julie said softly. Releasing her grip on my cock, she moved her hand toward her chest and ran her finger through my shining semen, scooping some of it from the top from her cleavage. “You really did need to cum, didn’t you? I must be really turning you on right now.”

“You are,” I said. Still smiling, Julie scooped up some of my cum and lifted her fingers to her mouth. I groaned involuntarily as she sucked my juices off the digits, her cheeks hollowing for a moment as she tasted my load.

“I think you got some cum on my corset,” she said, tilting her head to look down at her outfit and rubbing her thumb against a dark stain of the top of the green fabric. “Oh well. It probably won’t be the last time. I have to admit, that was pretty hot. Seeing how badly you want me. Making you beg just for the chance to have an orgasm.”

“Glad you enjoyed it,” I said. Julie smiled. But then, her face abruptly changed. She snapped her fingers, the sound loud in the throbbing air, and pointed at the floor in front of her.

“Down on your knees, pussy boy,” she ordered. Hearing the danger in her voice, I hurried to do what she said. Her well-trained servant, I dropped at once to my knees, gazing up at her as she towered above me now. She spread her legs, but as my eyes drifted involuntarily toward her exposed pussy, she reached out and grabbed my chin in her hand, tilting my face back up toward hers so that she could stare directly into my eyes as she spoke.

“That turned me on,” she said, her voice a growl of unmistakable desire. “You know what happens when you turn me on. You have to get me off. So get to work, pussy boy. Eat me out and give me another nice orgasm so that I can decide how I’m going to punish you next.”



5. A Dominant Wife Gets A Surprise

Julie moaned in pleasure. She was leaning back on the sofa now, her eyes closed, her arms raised above her head to grip the back of the couch. Her legs were spread wide, both feet on the floor, and I was between those legs, handcuffed and on my knees, my face buried in my wife’s sex as I worshiped her delicious pussy once again.

The moment she had ordered me to go down on her, I had seen that she wasn’t lying about her state of arousal. The juices were already flowing out of her, shining on her inner thighs and making her red pubic hair damp with pleasure. And as I licked her, nuzzling my face against her sensitive spots, I could hear her orgasm coming quickly. My own cum was still shining on her bouncing breasts as she panted and moaned, thrusting her hips forward to get all the pleasurable sensations she could from my mouth. And I was her willing servant. My cock hung limp between my legs for once, drained by the orgasm she had allowed me to have, but I knew that wasn’t going to last. After all, we were still playing this crazy game, and it excited both of us like nothing ever had before. Julie and I always had a good sex life, but there was no doubt in my mind that this Valentine’s Day, we were having the best sex we had ever had. And technically, we hadn’t even had actual sex yet. I had had two orgasms already, and Julie was moaning and groaning on the edge of her second, and my cock had still been no nearer to her body than when she held it in her hand and made me cum all over the magnificent cleavage. Whatever else today had in store for me, I knew that I had already had the wildest and most fulfilling sexual experience of my life.

Julie’s pussy trembled against my mouth. She howled as it spasmed around my tongue, the high heels of her new ankle boots drumming on the floor as she surrendered herself to pleasure. I felt a sense of achievement as I kneeled there, feeling her beautiful sex grip my tongue, knowing I had given her the pleasure she commanded of me. This whole day, this whole game, with like a long and humiliating display of my sexual inadequacy and incontinence compared to her masterful control. It was nice, every now and then, to be reminded how well I could please my wife.

As her climax passed, Julie pushed my head away. Her arms dropped down to her sides, and she kept her eyes closed for a moment as she drew a deep breath, letting it out in a long and shuddering sigh. Her cheeks were flushed, her thighs wet, and I gazed at her with undisguised appreciation as I kneeled at her feet. She was unbelievably beautiful, and never more so than in these moments when she was spent with pleasure. My cum was still shining on her boobs, my cock still limp between my legs, but already, I could feel it stirring again. This crazy game seemed to have almost limitless potential to turn us both on, to keep us suspended in that state of wild desire no matter how many orgasms we might give each other. As though sex could go on forever, as though we never needed to stop enjoying each other through this game of domination and submission.

I still cringed at the thought that Julie’s friend Megan had put her up to this, that she knew at least a broad outline of what was going on in our house that Valentine’s Day. But I couldn’t complain about the results. I had never felt more attracted to the woman I married, even though I always wanted her so badly. And in some way that was harder to understand, I had never felt closer to her than I did in that moment, either. The fact that she felt comfortable doing this with me, that she was ready to open up to me and discover a previously unknown dominant side to her sexuality made me feel almost honored. It sounds strange to say now, and it felt strange at the time. But kneeling there at Julie’s feet with the juices of her pussy cooling on my face from another submissive orgasm I had given her, I felt like the luckiest guy in the world.

But my dominant wife wasn’t going to let me feel that way for long. Her eyes snapped open, and I saw them focus on me, her pupils shrinking in the light as she smiled. Almost as though for a moment, she had forgotten I was there. As though in the bright burst of her orgasmic pleasure, she had forgotten the game we were playing and the man chained on his knees in front of her, ready to obey her every whim. But it all came rushing back to her now, and I could only imagine the sense of wild power she must feel as she looked at me gazing up at her, completely overcome by her beauty and her dominant sex appeal.

“That’s a good pussy boy,” she said, her cruel and mocking tone sending increasingly familiar shivers of submissive desire racing up and down my spine. “But now it’s time to clean up your mess. Come with me.”

Sliding her long legs past me on the sofa, Julie rose to her feet. Stooping down, she picked up her discarded black panties from the floor, and they dangled from her fingers as she straightened up again. Without waiting for a response from me, confident that I would do as I was told, she stepped past me, heading toward the kitchen, her sexy ass swaying with every step she took in her high heels. For a moment, I just watched, admiring the way her body moved, admiring the way the corset enhanced her incredible hourglass figure. Admiring the way the bracelet I bought for her as a token of my love shone and sparkled around her ankle, the sign from now on that she was in charge. And that thought filled me with delight, too. It meant we would play like this again. That instead of being a Valentine’s Day one-off, a never-to-be-repeated exercise in kinkiness, my dominant wife intended to reduce me to her submissive pussy boy again. And a part of me I never known existed was thrilled by that idea.

As Julie’s high heels echoed on the kitchen floor, I rose to my feet. I hurried after her, my cock swaying between my legs with every step I took. In the kitchen, she was waiting for me. Standing close to the sink, one foot forward, the rounded toe of one ankle boot pointing at the wet mess of my earlier orgasm on the floor. I felt my cheeks burning with shame at the reminder of how I lost control, how my wife had beaten me right there on the kitchen floor for her own sadistic amusement. But my cock was hardening even as I stood there, thickening and rising into the air in the knowledge that my wife had something new and sexy planned.

Julie dropped her panties on the floor, right into the puddle of cum I left on the hardwood. I watched without understanding as she pressed them down with the toe of one boot, sliding them along the floor. Then she turned to me.

“You can use my panties to clean up your puddle,” she said. “Go on, get down there. Use your nose to move them around.”

“What?” I gasped. But I had heard her perfectly well. And I understood what she said, too, even if I didn’t quite believe it. Julie’s eyes sparkled and flashed as she looked at me. Her breasts still showed the residue of my last orgasm as she crossed her arms under them.

“Oh please, Julie, please let me cum, I’ll do anything you say,” she said, mocking what I said in the living room. “Well, this is what I say. Get down on your knees and get your face in that mess to clean it up. Or do you want me to beat your ass again?”

Clearly, she wasn’t joking. For once, she wasn’t even smiling. I knew I had no choice. I knew I was going to do what she said. And really, with that acknowledged, the best thing to do, I supposed, was to just get it over with.

Still, my heart burned with shame as I stepped across the kitchen. Julie watched, a faint but growing smile of triumph her only reaction as I stepped forward to do as I was told. At the edge of the puddle I made, I dropped to my knees, completely humbled by my wife once again. And she towered above me, the bracelet I picked out for her shining on her ankle as she stood close, watching over me to make sure I carried out this humiliating task.

Bending at the waist, I leaned forward. I pressed my nose against the fabric of Julie’s panties, pushing them with some difficulty across the floor. The fabric soaked up my ejaculate only slowly, and I could see that my wife’s humiliating instructions were not going to be easy to carry out. But she didn’t care. In the dominant mood she was in, I suspected that probably pleased her. And so I did as I was told, pushing her panties around the kitchen floor with my nose, crawling pathetically on my knees while she stood above me, watching it all. Even after the powerful orgasm she had given me in the living room, this seemed a high price to pay. But I was well aware of how little choice I had in the matter. If this was what my wife wanted, this was what I would do. And that, I knew, was a massive turn on for the beautiful dominatrix who now owned me.

It took a long time. But clearly, Julie was in no hurry. She waited until the floor was clean, only a faint smear showing where I had my embarrassing orgasm earlier that morning. Then, she stepped forward. I felt the toe of her boot on my shoulder, pushing me roughly aside. Bending her knees, she crouched and picked up her panties from the floor, now soaked in my cum. And her eyes flickered over my face, that sinister smile showing again as she stepped toward me and towered over me, her exposed pussy right in front of my face sending shockwaves of lust through me as I gazed up at my goddess.

“Open your mouth,” she said, and I froze in fear, seeing what she had in mind. But Julie was in no mood to convince me. Instead, she reached out with her free hand, gripping my throat and squeezing slightly. With the other hand, she gathered up her damp panties and held them against my face. Her fingers pushed past the resistance of my lips, stuffing the underwear inside. I close my eyes, a fresh wave of humiliation sweeping over me as my wife continued to stuff her underwear into my mouth so that I could taste our mingle juices like the flavor of my own disgrace. Then, letting go of my throat, she stepped toward the kitchen drawer and pulled it open. Pulling out a roll of duct tape, she tore off a piece and stepped toward me again, slapping it over my mouth. The taste of the panties was everywhere, and the tape kept me from spitting them out. It kept me from saying anything, too. Just like that, my dominant sexy wife had taken away my ability even to speak.

“That’s more like it,” Julie grinned, setting the duct tape down on the kitchen counter. “I’ve heard enough begging out of you for now. We’ll just have to find other ways for you to serve me that don’t involve using your mouth or your hands. It’s going to be tricky. But I’m sure we’ll find a way.”

Stepping closer to me, Julie ran her fingers through my hair. She pulled my head against her hip, and I pressed my face against her leg. I couldn’t help it. No matter how badly she treated me, I still wanted her. I still loved her. And maybe, just maybe, the worse she treated me, the more badly I wanted her. It wasn’t an easy thing to admit, but it was no easier to deny the truth.

The leather of Julie’s boots creaked faintly as she bent her knees again, crouching down to the floor in front of me. Her blue eyes fixed mine, a serious expression on her face.

“You can’t say your safe word now,” she said quietly. “So we’ll have to be very careful. If you want to say the safe word, do this.”

Julie held her hands out in front of me, her thumb projecting between her first and second finger. She had me do the same to show her I understood.

“Okay,” my wife said with a smile, straightening back up again. “Now we know where we stand. Unless I see you tap out with that sign, I’m going to keep doing mean things to my poor pussy boy. And you’re going to take them, aren’t you?”

Unable to speak, I nodded. Julie looked so pleased with herself as she stood above me, completely in charge as always.

“That’s good,” she said. “Now, the question is, what do I do with a bound and gagged pussy boy who can’t even go down on me anymore? Maybe I should ask Meg —“

Julie’s head jerked suddenly upright. For the first time that morning, I saw my wife look uncertain, even nervous. The sound of the doorbell had jolted her out of her dominatrix persona, and I felt the same fear echoing in my own heart. Then I remembered.

“The flowers,” I tried to say, but the panties stuffed into my mouth and the tape over the top of them made my speech unclear. Julie didn’t know who was at the door, and after only a split second, she sprang into action.

She took me by the ear. Pulling sharply, she dragged me to my feet. Still holding my ear to guide me, she hurried out of the kitchen, her high heels thumping rapidly on the hardwood as she led me back toward the living room. Pushing open the door of the hallway closet, she placed her hands on my chest and pushed me inside. I stood there in the darkness with the coats and shoes, barely understanding what my devious wife was up to now. But I saw that the smile had returned to her face as she pushed the closet door almost, but not all the way, shut.

“Stay there, and be quiet,” she said. And then she stepped away.

The doorbell rang again.

“Coming! Just a minute!” Julie called. She was hidden from my view now, but I listened as she raced upstairs, her metallic heels thumping on every step. A drawer opened, and I more footsteps on the floor above. Then I heard my wife hurrying back downstairs. I caught only the briefest glimpse of her, a flash of green and red as she raced past my closet prison to answer the door. And my heart thumped wildly in my chest, knowing that once again, I had absolutely no control over the situation. Whatever happened next, it was completely up to Julie. And that this woman that I loved, who I thought I knew so well, had proven herself, over and over again, capable of actions and ideas that I would never have imagined.

“Hi,” I heard her say as she opened the door.

“Uh, hi,” said a faltering male voice. Desperately, I found myself wondering what my wife was wearing, as though nothing in my life had ever mattered as much as that did. I cringed in my place in the closet as I listened to this delivery guy speaking. Clearly, my wife was putting him well off balance. And it wasn’t anything she was saying. I could see nothing, but the vision of her standing there in our open front door in her corset and boots, exposing her beautiful body to a stranger, sent unbelievable shockwaves of humiliation and desire through me. There was seemingly no limit to Julie’s wildness on this day, no end to her kinky creativity. And clearly, there was no end to what I would put up with from her. Not that I had a choice, I thought to myself bitterly. I was gagged, and stuffed in the closet like an unused toy, I couldn’t even show her the sign she had taught me to use a safety word, even if I wanted to.

But did I want to? That was the question, a question with an answer the terrified me. Because even now, the threat of exposure never higher than it was at this moment, I found myself wanting to know where it was all going. I couldn’t stop Julie from doing whatever it was she wanted to. But the worst part of it always having to knowledge that I didn’t want to even try.

“Uh, I have a delivery for James?” The man’s voice said over at front door.

“Yes, that’s my husband,” Julie said. “But he’s a bit tied up right now. I can take delivery.”

“Okay, here you go.”

“Oh, those are beautiful. Can you bring them inside for me?”

“Okay.”

I could hear the hesitation in the delivery guy’s voice, the doubt and the questions that must be racing through his mind. But what man would refuse an offer like that? Married or not, Julie looked absolutely gorgeous. And if she was standing in front of him in her corset, showing off that incredible body that I craved now more than at any other time in my life, I didn’t imagine there was a man alive who could reject such an offer from her.

Still, my heart burned with jealousy and disgrace as I stood there in the closet, unable to do anything about the situation my wicked wife was creating except wait and see what happened next.

I knew the bouquet was big. After all, I had chosen it myself. Knowing I had nothing great to offer Julie for Valentine’s Day, I spent plenty of money on the flowers, hoping to make a big impression. I never imagined they would make this kind of impression, though. And I listened intently, straining my ears as my wife invited a stranger into our house.

“I think they’ll look beautiful over there, near the window. What do you think?”

“Whatever you say, ma’am,” the delivery guy say, and Julie laughed. If only he knew how apt those words were, I thought to myself. And from her laughter, I knew my wife was thinking along similar lines.

“You must be really busy today,” Julie said.

“Yeah, it’s a crazy time.”

Maybe it was just imagining it, but even as the deliveryman spoke, I thought I could hear his distraction. The words came out of him automatically, his mind elsewhere. And I knew exactly where. It was on my beautiful wife, on her gorgeous face, her heaving breasts, her round ass, her wet tight pussy. I trembled where I stood in the closet, feeling emotions I couldn’t even name flowing through me while Julie stood outside with another man.

“That’s a shame,” Julie said. “I’d offer you a coffee otherwise.”

“Well, I could probably make time for just a quick one,” the man said. And my wife laughed again, louder than she strictly needed to, and I realized with a flush of horror that she was flirting with him. She was seducing him. Looking the way she did, it would be no challenge. My heart vibrated in my chest with a horrible realization that if she wanted to, Julie could probably fuck this man right here and now. There would be absolutely nothing I could do about it.

“Have a seat on the sofa,” Julie said. The deliveryman sat down, and I heard the click of my wife turning the coffee maker on. Then her high heels echoed on the floor as she walked across the house, sitting down on the sofa too. I didn’t need to be able to see her to imagine just how radiant she looked, and again, I desperately wondered what she was wearing. She had gone upstairs to get something. Maybe she had thrown on a bathrobe over her provocative outfit. And again, maybe not. In among the indescribable feelings I was having, I found myself wondering what I wanted to be true.

“I’m surprised your husband isn’t with you, on this of all days.”

“Yeah, well. He gets involved in things he can’t really handle sometimes.”

“And you’re just sitting here, dressed like this? If I was married to a woman like you, I think I’d be home every day.”

Julie laughed again.

“I’m waiting for him,” she said. “Kind of a Valentine’s Day surprise. You think he’ll like this outfit?”

“Oh yeah,” the delivery guy said emphatically. “You look amazing.”

“Thank you,” Julie said. There was a pause after her words, a long silence that made my heart tremble in my chest as I wondered desperately what was going on. I fought the urge to kick aside the door of the closet and stumble out into the house to show this mystery man that my wife wasn’t alone. But that would only lead to greater humiliation for me, I knew. Still, the weight was almost unbearable. The deliveryman’s comment left me in no doubt that my wife was not covered up. He was looking at Julie in that beautiful corset, admiring the way her boobs rose over the top with every breath she took. I could only hope she had covered up below the waist. Surely my wife wasn’t that crazy? Then again, after the day we had had together, I knew I couldn’t put anything past her.

Julie’s heels echoed on the floor as she rose from the sofa and made her way back to the kitchen. I heard her make the coffee, then carry it back in the living room. I listened to the delivery guy thank her, and her tell him he was welcome. Then she sat down on the sofa with him again, sharing a coffee with a guy she barely knew, but a guy I had no doubt wanted desperately to fuck her. But not nearly as desperately as I did.

“So when does your husband get home?”

“I’m not too sure, honestly. Could be soon. Could be a while.”

“And you just got all dolled up to wait for him? That’s a pretty amazing wife.”

“Oh, I have my dark side too.”

“I can imagine.” I could hear the smile in the delivery man’s voice. I knew what he was thinking, what any man would be thinking in his position. That Julie was some lonely sexy housewife with a neglectful husband and incredible body. It was the stuff sexy fantasies are made of. And yet, this was real. My wife had made it real, and I knew she was doing it at least partly to tease me, and it was working unbelievably well.

“My husband would probably agree I’m a good wife,” Julie said, speaking the words slowly as she sipped her coffee. “But it’s important to have a bit of a naughty side too. In fact, I’ve been getting more in touch with my naughty side lately. And my husband seems to really enjoy it.”

“I bet he does,” the deliveryman murmured. “How naughty do you get?”

“I’m still figuring that out,” Julie said. I could hear the smile in her voice, driving me crazy where I stood in the closet.

“Well, I can be pretty naughty myself.”

My heart convulsed as I couch the couch springs creak. He was moving. Moving on my wife was what he was doing, and anger blazed inside me. More than ever, I felt the urge to make myself known, but my faltering sense of pride prevented me.

“Oh. No,” I heard Julie say firmly, accompanied by the noise of her setting her coffee cup down on the table in front of the sofa. “I’m flattered, but I’m not that naughty. Not today, anyway.”

“Come on,” the deliveryman said as my anger continued to blaze inside me. “You didn’t invite me in just for coffee dressed like that.”

“Actually, I did,” I heard Julie say firmly. “And now I’m asking you to leave dressed like this, too. It was nice meeting you. But I’m sure you have other deliveries to get to, and a job you probably don’t want to lose by pushing your luck with a customer.”

She was amazing. I had to give her that. I could barely keep up with her tonal shifts, but just like that, she had gone from seductress sex kitten to firm customer not to be messed with. There was a pause, and I feared for what might happen. But I heard the deliveryman set his cup down just as Julie had and rise to his feet. Without another word, he crossed the floor, his footsteps heavy on the hardwood way as he made his way to the front door.

“Bye,” I wife called out as he stepped outside. He didn’t answer, slamming the door behind him.

With my heart beating so loud I could hear it in my ear, I waited. Julie didn’t come to the closet to free me immediately. And every second I waited was torture.

But then, finally, I the rhythmic clicking of her heels on the hardwood floor. And then, my wife appeared in front of me again, pushing aside the closet door. Just as I knew she would be, she was still wearing the corset that thrust her breasts high and proud on her chest. Still wearing the sexy ankle boots too, with the anklet I bought her for Valentine’s Day around one leg. I felt only the slightest sense of relief to see that she had put on a skirt upstairs, a tiny black stretchy thing that clung to her hips and ended high up on her thighs, giving the deliveryman all kinds of ideas, no doubt.

“That was a rush,” Julie said breathlessly. At the same time, she reached out and took hold of my cock. It throbbed to her touch as she used it like a leash to lead me out of the closet, back toward the sofa. She made me sit down, then pushed back on my shoulders, pressing me onto my back. She climbed on top of me, straddling me where I lay on the couch. And to my unspeakable delight, to my pure joy, Julie reached down underneath herself and took hold of my cock. Slowly, groaning with pleasure, she slid it inside herself, under her skirt, her eyelids fluttering with pleasure as she impaled herself on me. Sinking down all the way to the bottom, she leaned forward, her hands on my chest, her red hair like a blaze of fire around her gorgeous face, her breasts heaving in the top of her corset.

“Don’t cum until I tell you can,” she said. “This is so fucking hot. I can’t wait to tell Megan all about what a naughty wife I’ve been.”



6. Another Game

There had never been another day like that. I had never been so sexually excited in my life, and when Julie finally let me inside her, when she finally rode my cock like she owned it right there on our living room sofa, the ecstasy was unbelievable. All the anticipation, the strange and kinky mind games leading up to the event, only served to make my orgasm, when it finally came, more powerful. So powerful that when it finally happened, it absorbed my whole being. It felt for a moment like I was about to go blind, like I was about to lose my mind with the pure force of the pleasure racing through me. I had never realized, until that moment, just how powerful sexual release can be. It was almost as though I never had an orgasm before, as though this were the very first time. It was just that mind-blowing.

Of course, Julie certainly made me earn it. She meant what she said about giving me permission to cum, and she kept me waiting. It seemed impossible that I would be able to hold back, the pure force of the pleasure of having my cock buried inside that incredible body I have been craving all day too strong to resist. But my ass ached from where she had beaten me with the belt even as she rode on top of me on the sofa, and I was in no doubt of what my wife could do to punish me if she chose. So I held back, and Julie Road me expertly, knowing exactly when to reduce the pace and the pressure and let me ride out another wave of bliss so that she can carry on using my cock like her own personal sex toy.

It was incredible. No wonder, when my wife finally relented and gave me her permission to cum, I exploded like a bomb. I cried out into the underwear in my mouth as I emptied myself into her, losing the ability for rational thought as pleasure eclipsed everything else. And Julie cried out too, as overwhelmed by the moment as I was, my deep and desperate pleasure leaving her absolutely no doubt about what she had done to me.

It was amazing. And when it was over, we both lay there for a little while, barely able to believe what we had done together. Julie’s breasts trembled against my chest, tightly constrained in the corset that still held them as she breathed rapidly, trying to recover. My cock was still buried inside her, still twitching, and I continued to groan in pleasure as I felt the aftershocks of her orgasm in the form of tremors that made her pussy clench sporadically, making it tighten around my manhood. Her face was hidden from me for now, a cascade of her red hair hiding it from my view, but I could easily imagine the expression on her beautiful features that followed ecstasy.

As our blood slowly cooled, the two of us lying there recovering our breath and trying to process everything that had happened that unforgettable Valentine’s Day, it felt almost as though it had happened to someone else. Even something so recent took on the strange features of a fantasy or a dream, some sense of unreality creeping into our everyday lives. Neither of us had ever been even the slightest bit kinky. And now, there we were, trying to recover from an absolutely monstrous orgasm that came from me submitting myself completely to my wife and worshiping the ground she walked on. I had already recognized, much earlier that morning, that after this, nothing was ever going to be the same between us again. But now that the unignorable force of our lust had lessened, everything that had taken place seemed even harder to comprehend.

But I didn’t regret it. Even though I could already feel the shame of what had happened bite deeper now that I wasn’t quite as turned on as I had been. Even though it felt like it would be a struggle to look Julie in the face after everything she had made me say and do. It didn’t change the fact that what had happened that morning was, without question and without doubt, the best sex of my life. I found myself hoping that Julie felt the same way about it. And from the way she lay on top of me trembling without saying a word, I strongly suspected she did. Still saying nothing, she reached up and pulled the tape off my face, and I turned my head to spit the underwear in my mouth onto the floor.

Strange thoughts raced through my head as I lay there beneath my beautiful wife, trying to recover from the most powerful orgasm of my life. And then out of nowhere, maybe the full absurdity of it all struck me. The ridiculousness of pretending that we were other than we were, and that this strange game Julie had invented hadn’t been one of the biggest thrills of my life, when it so clearly had. I don’t know exactly what the reason was. All I can speak to with certainty is the effect. Because lying there underneath gorgeous Julie, I suddenly burst out laughing. And I was hardly any less surprised by it than my wife was as she raised her head to look at me, her cheeks flushed red and her eyes glassy with pleasure.

“What?” she said, her voice husky, her throat sore from moans and screams of pleasure.

“Nothing,” I replied. “Just… I can’t believe we did that.”

“Me neither.” Now Julie was smiling too, and it was a smile that lit my heart on fire. It was a sheepish, guilty smile that nevertheless left me in no doubt that she didn’t regret her actions any more than I did. Having this secret, I quickly realized, was its own kind of minor thrill. I’m not naïve. I know that millions of people get up to far crazier stuff than this every day. That didn’t change the fact that for us, this was a big transgression. For us, this was a major step in our relationship. For us, this was something entirely new and completely unexpected, and with all the shock I was feeling at what had happened, laughter seemed like the only possible reaction.

Soon, my laughter faded. But the smile on my face remained, just as it remained on my wife’s face as she slowly sat upright. Her movements were labored, and I could see that she was tired. No wonder, after everything she had put me through. And such is the mystery of love that I felt my heart going out to her. I found myself worrying about her, feeling sorry for her and the effort she had put into all of this to make it the most memorable Valentine’s Day of all time. After everything my wife had put me through that day, I found myself grateful to her.

Julie had shown me something I didn’t know about myself, as well as something I didn’t know about her. And these new sides to ourselves that we had discovered dovetailed perfectly together, as though made for one another. She got off on being mean to me, acting the cruel dominatrix as she ordered me to do the things I already wanted to do in the first place. And I got off on being told what to do. On being able to abdicate responsibility for my own desires and my own actions and simply give in to the will of another. I already knew that we had a happy and harmonious marriage, but this was something else. This was something new and thrilling and darkly dangerous, and already I knew I was hooked. I simply couldn’t resist, and I knew I was going to want more, and already, I felt a thrill of excitement to know what it meant any time Julie decided to put that bracelet around her ankle. I hoped she felt the same way I did, and I had no reason to think that she didn’t. My beautiful, kinky, creative wife was just as excited by the possibilities for future fun as I was.

Julie climbed off me. My cock slid out of her well-lubricated pussy, the two of us groaning together as she dismounted. I sat up to make room for her on the sofa. Sitting down close to my feet, she reached into the top of her corset and retrieved the key to my handcuffs again. As she reached around behind me to lock the cuffs, I felt a combination of both relief and disappointment. Part of the fun of the game was wanting to be free and not being able to achieve it. But now that I was free, I found myself missing the captivity. Already, I recognized that sexually, things between us had become a lot more complex. But I welcomed that complexity when it felt like this.

Carelessly tossing aside the handcuffs she had used on me, Julie sat close beside me. She wrapped her arms around me, burrowing her head into my chest. I held her tight, already feeling arousal stirring inside me again at the sensation of having her body in my arms. But for a while, we just sat there, holding one another.

“That was amazing,” Julie said, her voice little more than a whisper. “Thank you.”

“I should be thanking you,” I replied. “You were so sexy. I never thought you could be like that.”

“Me neither,” Julie giggled. “But I had a good teacher. And then, I just kind of… went with it. I really wasn’t as in control as I probably seemed. It was like something just took me over.”

“Well, I’m glad it did,” I said. “Honestly, Julie, you’ve never been sexier. And that’s saying a lot. You are amazing. I can’t even believe that happened, even though it only just happened.”

Julie laughed again. I never got tired of hearing that sound. It was no longer the cruel and mocking laughter of a gorgeous dominatrix. Now, it was joyful laughter of the woman I loved. It sounds strange to say, but I had never loved her more than I did in that moment. After all, great sex can do that. I’m well aware that sex and love are nowhere near the same thing. But I’m also well acquainted with the fact that they are inextricably linked when it comes to your romantic partner. I would love Julie long after her beauty faded, long after age took away our youth and energy. But that was partly because of this. Because of what she did to me in the here and now, the way she excited me like no other women did. Although we almost never thought of it this way, we were building a foundation for the future right now, and our desperate desire for one another was part of that.

“I’m really glad you had a good time,” Julie said with a smile. “Because I want to do that again sometime.”

“Me too,” I grinned. Sitting back on the sofa, Julie lifted her legs, resting her feet in their spike heel boots in my lap.

“But not right now,” she said. “So for your last act of service for today, you can take my bracelet off, and I’ll go back to being your wife instead of your mistress.”

And I smiled as I did as Julie said. Of course, part of me wanted nothing more than to continue the game, to keep getting wilder and crazier and see how far we could take it. But my wife was right, too. Even the most fun games can’t last forever. And knowing there was more to come in the future was all I needed to fuel a sense of hope for what lay ahead.

Taking off the bracelet I had bought her for Valentine’s Day, I handed it to my wife. She smiled at me as she gathered it up in her hands. Then she rose to her feet and walked away from me, my eyes frantically taking in one last glimpse of the sexual goddess my wife had become so unexpectedly until I heard her high heels on the stairs as she climbed back toward the bedroom. The game was over, for now, and Julie was back to being my sweet and loving wife. But it was never again going to be possible to forget that she was more than capable of being someone completely different, too.

****

The image of my wife as a dominant sexual goddess was never far from my mind or my heart in the days that followed. Sometimes, as I lay there in bed at night with Julie sleeping peacefully beside me, I replayed the entire day, every moment of it burned onto my brain was searing clarity. With each passing day, it seemed harder to believe it was real. But it was, and the bruises on my beaten ass, slow to fade, were the humiliating proof of that, reminding me every time I sat down for days after what Julie had done to me, and what she was capable of doing to me again in the future.

Her gorgeous green corset hung in our closet, another reminder of the person she could be when she wanted to, visible every time I changed my clothes. Somewhere in the dark depths of that same closet, those wicked patent leather ankle boots shone with a sinister gleam. We went about our ordinary lives, going to work, shopping for groceries, doing housework. Even that was erotically charged now, thanks to Julie’s way of making me do it when I was her slave.

But we all have lives to live. We couldn’t play kinky sex and power games all day long, as much as we might wish we could. I waited in vain for the day when Julie would take charge again. In the meantime, we had plenty of regular sex. More, in fact, the we ever did before. That Valentine’s Day game had awakened something in both of us, turning us both on to just how attractive we found each other and just how much fun we could have together.

But I had to wait a couple of weeks for the day I had been waiting for since Valentine’s Day. A couple of weeks of being back to living a regular life before we stepped through that door again, into the world of forbidden sexual delights. A long wait, it seemed to me at the time. When it finally happened, there was no doubt that it was worth it.

It started the same way. I was downstairs, and my wife was upstairs. I didn’t even think about what she might be up to it until I heard her footsteps on the stairs, the unignorable rhythm of her high heels catching my ear and making my heart quicken with a sudden and irresistible excitement.

Julie appeared at the foot of the stairs, and I turned my head toward her. I saw at once everything that I desired, everything I had been hoping for since Valentine’s Day. My beautiful wife was transformed once again, back into the dominant mistress I couldn’t seem to stop dreaming about. And now, I no longer had to dream. She was standing right in front of me, a smile on her beautiful face and who knew what outrageous ideas hiding behind her eyes? And of course, as always, I was fully on board. Excitement spread through my body at the sight of her. Just seeing her standing there in her green corset with black lace trim and the sexy patent leather ankle boots I couldn’t forget her making me kiss was enough to send me plummeting at once into a dark pit of submissive desire. Except it didn’t feel dark at all. If anything, the sight of Julie standing there in the outfit she had worn to dominate me on Valentine’s Day filled me with unbelievable light.

Julie stepped further into the living room where I waited, sitting up straight on the couch at the sight of my goddess approaching. She was smiling that seductive smile, and I could see the bracelet I had bought her for Valentine’s Day shining around her ankle, and I knew exactly what that meant. It meant that I was hers, for now and for as long as she wanted, and that whatever happened next, my gorgeous wife would be in charge.

Fine by me.

This there was one difference, though. This time, Julie wasn’t wearing the plain black panties she had originally worn with the same provocative outfit. Instead, she was wearing the stretchy black miniskirt she had worn when she flirted so teasingly with the flower delivery guy on Valentine’s Day. Of course, it did absolutely nothing to dampen the effect her looks had on me. Once again, Julie looked absolutely incredible. And once again, I found myself practically aching for that beautiful body. And ready to do whatever it took to have her.

“Guess what we’re doing today?” Julie said with a smile. And that smile turned to laughter as I bounced up from the sofa where I sat at once. I wasn’t even trying to hide the joy I felt at seeing her like this. After all, why would I? I wanted Julie to know how sexy she was to me in these moments, how badly I desired the dominatrix she was capable of being. And I saw from the glow in her beautiful blue eyes that she knew just how I felt as I stepped toward her. Completely overcome by her ravishing gorgeousness, I was already metaphorically on my knees, if not physically. Yet.

I stepped toward Julie and wrapped my arms around her, and almost to my surprise, she allowed it. She stood there laughing, savoring my reaction of obvious desire as I nuzzled my face against her neck, kissing her. Her red hair enveloped me like a fiery cloud, and my mouth traveled downward, toward the quivering mounds of her breasts that already threatened to spill out of the top of her tightly laced corset. For a little while, Julie let me kiss her like that, thoroughly enjoying the obvious effect her outfit had on me. And if I didn’t know what was going to happen next, what my gorgeous goddess wife was going to make me do, I at least had some idea. Or so I thought. But Julie, as always, was far ahead of me.

“Ready to be my pussy boy again?” she murmured as I went on kissing her.

“You know I am,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Okay then. But boys like you, submissive boys, should be careful what they wish for. I’m going to make you do some things you probably won’t like.”

“I know,” I groaned, burying my face in her fragrant cleavage again. “You’re so sexy, I can’t help myself.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Julie said. “Now, you need to get dressed.”

“Get dressed? In what?”

And Julie placed her hand on my forehead, pushing my head away from her boobs for the moment. Her eyes glittered dangerously as they stared deep into mine, a calm and beautiful ocean that I nevertheless knew was more than capable of rising in a sudden storm.

“In my panties,” Julie said, that faint but devious smile returning to her face. “What better way to emasculate you completely than that?”

“You can’t be serious,” I said. Of course, I knew that she was. And it wouldn’t even be the most outrageous thing my wife had made me do. Still, the game was restarting, and as blown away as I was Julie’s appearance, I still had my pride. It rebelled against what she was suggesting. And Julie’s face lit up in an expression I knew was dangerous for me.

“Are you defying me already, pussy boy?” she said in a voice that dripped with venom. A spasm of fear gripped my heart. I love my wife more than anything, but at the same time, now, I know what she’s capable of. I knew that there would be consequences for disobedience. And part of me, a larger part than I would like to admit, was screaming at me to simply do what she said. To give up and give in and not risk what promised to be a thrilling sexual game just to preserve some sense of pride that I was better off without anyway. But we aren’t always as smart about these things as we might wish to be.

“No, I’m not,” I said. “It’s just… is that really necessary?”

“I don’t remember asking for your opinion, pussy boy,” my wife said. “It doesn’t matter what you think is necessary or not. What matters is what I want. And I want that cock of mine tucked away in some nice girly panties for my amusement.” There was a satisfied smirk on Julie’s face as she spoke. She knew the power she held. So did I. Still, I stubbornly resisted. I hardly even knew why myself.

“What’s the matter, pussy boy?” Julie mocked. “Are you embarrassed to do what your mean wife wants?”

“Well, yes,” I said.

“That’s exactly why I want you to do it,” Julie said with a smile.

“Do I have to?”

Julie’s face changed.

“No, you don’t have to,” she said. “You don’t have to do any of this. Nor do I. I don’t have to get dressed up like this just to turn you on. I don’t have to put on this whole production, this dominatrix act. I do it because I enjoy it, and because you do too. That’s what makes this fun. If you don’t want to play anymore, we don’t have to.”

With that, Julie reached behind herself. I watched in horror as she reached toward the laces of her corset, about to undo it. A kind of panic gripped me with a force I hadn’t expected.

“No, don’t be like that,” I said, laying her hand on her arm to stop her. “I just… It’s embarrassing, that’s all. I’ll do it. Come on, give them to me. Let’s get it over with.”

Julie paused. For a moment, she stood still, her hands still had her back like a threat, her eyes staring deep into mine. Then, she smiled. I felt both relief and nervousness as she finally took her hands away from the corset laces.

“That’s better,” she said. “You know my pussy boy is supposed to obey me in all things. Are you going to be a good boy today? Are you going to do as mistress tells you? This is very important, James. It’s a lot harder to play like this than you think. If you’re going to make it difficult for me, we can just forget it.”

“No, I won’t, I promise. I’ll do what you want. Seriously, give them to me now. I’ll do it.”

Julie smiled as she draped her arms over my shoulders. The smell of her perfume engulfed me, rising up from the deep cleavage the corset gave her and tugging at every sense of my body.

“No, that’s okay,” she said. “The moment’s passed. But we can carry on playing if you promise to do whatever I tell you. No matter how wild or crazy more humiliating it might seem at the time.”

“I promise,” I said. And what was worse, I meant it. From the way she smiled as she looked deep into my eyes, I suspected Julie could tell I was sincere. Her power over me and the crazy ideas she might have about how we would spend our day scared me. But I realized in that moment, if I hadn’t known already, that what scared me the most was the thought that we wouldn’t play these games anymore. Despite it all, it was worth any amount of humiliation to avoid that.

“All right, that’s a more promising start,” Julie said at last. “So let’s go. You can go as you are. Fetch me my coat. My black wool one.”

“Go? Where are we going?”

Julie’s eyes blazed as she looked at me again.

“More questions, pussy boy?” she said. “I’m starting to think your promises aren’t worth all that much.”

“Okay, okay,” I said, stepping toward the hall closet and feeling my wife’s eyes on me as I hurried to do her bidding. I was overmatched, and we both knew it. It was just too easy for her to manipulate me, to get me to do whatever she wanted just by being vaguely disappointed in me. And I wasn’t so far lost in lust that I didn’t see the danger of that. I was too far gone to care.

Grabbing Julie’s coat, I carried it back to where she stood in the living room. She held out her arms, and I slipped her coat on. She tied it together in the front, hiding the sexy outfit she wore underneath, the coat falling to her knees and revealing only the sexy ankle boots she wore.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said as she turned toward me. “Grab the car keys. You’re driving.”

This time, I knew better than to question her. Not after she had made her feelings on that so perfectly clear. Instead, I grabbed the car keys from the table where they normally sat. I fell in behind Julie as she walked toward the front door, and my heart beat faster with every step we took, but I knew just how little choice I had. Once again, Julie was firmly in charge, and everything would happen how and when she decided. At least it made things simple. All I had to do was exactly as I was told.

It was still light outside, with many hours to go before sunset, despite Julie’s undeniably nighttime appearance. But either she truly didn’t care, or she was giving a very good impression of a woman who didn’t. Her high heels tapped rhythmically on the concrete of our driveway as she walked toward the car. I circled around, about to get in the driver’s side, but as my wife cleared her throat and raised her eyebrows without saying a word, and I understood at once. I hurried back around the car to open the door for her, and she climbed inside. Only then, after shutting her door, did I back around to climb into the driver’s seat.

I started the engine. Julie buckled her seatbelt. Her movements were slow and deliberate, as though to emphasize how in charge she was. She didn’t need to hurry. Everything would happen according to her schedule. And I waited, her humble servant awaiting instructions, not knowing what I was getting into but knowing I had no power to resist.

Adjusting herself, Julie turned to me. I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about the amazing body that hid underneath that heavy coat, the sexy corset and tiny miniskirt she was wearing out in public in the middle of the day. My cock was throbbing rhythmically between my legs, all the leverage my wife needed to make me do exactly as I was told. After all, that was the whole point.

“Okay, let’s go,” Julie said at last. “Let’s get out of here. We’re going to Megan’s house.”



7. Megan’s House

My mind raced as I drove through the city streets. My heart pounded erratically in my chest. I had been longing for this for two long weeks, desperately craving the day when my wife would take control of me again and make me into her humble servant. But now that it was here, I was almost terrified.

All I had to go on was the things we had done before. And nothing we had done before, as wild as it was, had taken place outside the privacy of our own home. When Julia had revealed that Megan was involved, that her friend knew about my submission, I had felt a powerful sense of shame and embarrassment. I had wondered how I would ever look Megan in the face again. And now, it seemed, I was going to have to confront that embarrassment head-on. I dreaded it. And I knew that Julie had to know that, and I knew that that was partly the point of doing it in the first place. To push me out of my comfort zone, to make me do things I genuinely didn’t want to do, if only to demonstrate my wife’s ferocious power over me. And for a moment, as I drove, I thought of deploying the safe word she had taught me. I thought of putting a stop to the whole thing with a few simple syllables. I was in no way sure I was ready for this.

But there was my beautiful wife, sitting beside me, ready for sex and already in love with this crazy game. Despite it all, I didn’t want to let her down. And despite my own fears and doubts, I couldn’t forget how good it felt on Valentine’s Day to be my wife’s slave. I had had fears and doubts then, too, and had been made to do humiliating things I didn’t want to do. And now, I found myself craving exactly that. The way Julie pushed my boundaries was what made this game so incredibly thrilling, and we both knew it. If I gave up now, I couldn’t help thinking, I would be letting fear keep me from an experience that could be every bit as sexually thrilling as Valentine’s Day had been.

So I kept driving. And my wife kept smiling beside me in the passenger seat, thrilled with how easily she could take control over me. The outrageous power her beauty gave her never failed to go straight to her head, and in spite of what it meant for me, I loved her. I loved her dominance and her arrogance, the total self-confidence that practically poured off her in moments like this. It seemed I was ready to do anything to see more of it. Even if it meant being totally humiliated in front of one of my wife’s best friends.

The drive to Megan’s house wasn’t particularly long. We got there all too soon for my liking. And as we pulled up outside, parking in Megan’s driveway behind her car, Julie turned to me and smiled.

“You ready, pussy boy?”

“Not really,” I said, making her laugh.

“Do you remember your safe word?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Well, use it if you have to. Megan will respect it, and so will I. But I would advise you not to, all the same. You never know when a chance like this might come around again.”

“Oh, I’m well aware of that,” I said, while my wife laughed

“Okay then, tough guy,” she said, patting me on the knee as she spoke. “Let’s go meet a real dominatrix.”

With those threatening words, Julie pushed open the door of the car. I sprang out of the vehicle too, swinging the door shut behind me. My wife took me by the arm and led me up the driveway, toward the door of her friend’s house. Clearly, Julie couldn’t keep the smile off her face. Of course, for her, this was a triumph, a demonstration of how badly her husband wanted her and all the new sexy tricks Megan had taught her. For me, on the other hand, it was nothing but humiliation. As Julie had reminded me, that was what my wife wanted from me now. That was what was going to happen.

Julie knocked on the door of Megan’s modest house. We waited for what felt, to me at least, like an eternity. But eventually, I heard footsteps coming from the other side of the door. High-heeled ones, at that. My heart felt as though it had leaped into my throat as the door opened. And there stood Megan, a woman I had known for years and thought I knew quite well, now totally transformed by the strange sexual magic these women seem so in love with. A woman who, if I’m being honest, I had always been attracted to, though not the same level as the all-consuming attraction I had toward my wife. But now, standing in front of us as she was, I saw at once that Megan was giving even Julie a run for her money.

Megan was dressed in skintight latex. It shone with the same wicked gleam as Julie’s boots, catching and reflecting the light to make it bounce back from every curve of the woman’s incredible body until it felt basically impossible to look anywhere else. Latex clung to every curve of her body, making her seem somehow even more exposed than if she had been completely naked while covering her from neck to toe.

Megan was wearing a catsuit, the high neck tight around her throat. Irresistibly, my eyes traveled over her beautiful body, over the way her breasts strained against the rubbery material, the way her nipples showed through as she stood there in broad daylight. The catsuit disappeared into the top of a pair of thigh-high leather boots with long laces up the front and heels as high and sharp as the ones my wife wore. In short, Megan looked every inch the dominatrix she apparently was. To a guy like me, in the heightened state of arousal I was already in, Megan looked like all my kinky Christmases had come at once.

“Come in,” she said. Her eyes glittered as she looked at me, shining with an obvious delight that made my blood run cold. Megan had the most amazing green eyes, and they seemed even more striking now with the dark cats-eye makeup she had applied to emphasize that vibrant color against the stark black of her outfits. Her hair had the same dark lustrous sheen as her catsuit, black and shoulderlength, doing nothing to hide the stunning body her fetish outfit displayed. In short, she looked incredible. But she also looked threatening, a dominant woman who could reduce me to almost any depravity. I knew, as I followed my wife inside, that I was in for a tough time. But I could also see that Julie was right when she said I was in for something truly special. Something that, no matter what happened, I knew I was never going to forget.

I closed the door behind me, shutting out the nondescript suburban neighborhood where Megan lived. It seemed completely at odds with the situation I found myself in, and in its own way, I realized, that only added to the strange thrill. It felt like we were doing something truly transgressive, enjoying forbidden delight in such a seemingly ordinary environment. I wondered if that was part of the thrill for the women like it was for me.

Megan led us toward her living room. As we turned the corner, I felt myself almost hypnotized by the sound of two sets of sexy high-heeled on the floor. I found myself even more hypnotized by the way their bodies moved, Julie’s mostly cloaked by her heavy wool coat, Megan’s brazenly on display. Light bounced back off the rounded shape of her ass, so bright and shiny I could almost see my face reflected in it. I already knew I was helpless against these gorgeous women, a prisoner of my own desire. And a prisoner, for now, of their beauty.

The feeling of imprisonment grew even stronger as Julie slipped off her coat. No matter how many times I had thought about her in that exact outfit, remembering just how incredible she looked, it could never do justice to the real thing. Once again, Julie was my goddess, and I was ready at once to fall to my knees and serve her for the rest of my life, if only she would make me feel the way I knew she could.

“Hot.” Megan’s eyes widened as she looked at my wife, her extended finger moving up and down to indicate the whole of my wife’s beautiful body, and Julie giggled like a girl at the compliment, her hands sliding over her narrow waist as she stood in front of her friend.

“Thanks,” she said. “It definitely had the desired effect, anyway.”

“Oh, I know it did,” Megan said, and for a moment, her eyes moved from Julie to me, and I felt almost as though I was shrinking under that green gaze. “I saw the pics,” Megan added, and Julie burst out laughing as though her friend had made the funniest comment in the world.

I didn’t laugh. To me, it wasn’t funny. I hadn’t forgotten that Megan knew all about our Valentine’s Day adventure, not for a minute. Still, being reminded of it how sent shockwaves of shame and embarrassment racing through me. Just as Megan intended, I knew. That was the whole point. But knowing that didn’t change anything. It certainly didn’t make me feel any less than mortified as I stood there in front of both women, taunted by their laughter and their confidence and their otherworldly beauty.

“So how does it feel, James?” Megan said, shifting her weight in her high heels as she turned to face me fully now. “How does it feel to be your wife’s little bitch boy, doing what you’re told and being put in your place by a superior woman like her?”

Looking at Megan now, it almost seemed strange that I had never guessed this about her before. Now, it seemed obvious that the woman was a natural dominatrix. As though I had been a fool to miss it all along. And I could feel my wife’s attention on me too as she waited for me to answer her friend. I didn’t know what to say. But the silence of the women told me that some reply was expected. And really, I knew, it hardly mattered what it was. The point was that they were in total control, and all I could do was go along with whatever they said. And did.

“It felt embarrassing,” I said truthfully, while the girls laughed at my response. “But it felt kind of good too. Well, better than just good. It was amazing, honestly. I never thought I was into this kinky shit before, but I have to say, it was way hotter than I thought it would be.”

“Of course it was,” Megan said, as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. “But anyway, it doesn’t really matter how you feel about it, does it? Your wife enjoys it, and I enjoy it. That’s all you have to worry about today.”

Megan stepped forward. Her high heels echoed like gunshots on the floor she approached me. She moved slowly, and I was reminded of Julie’s slow movements in the car reinforcing the fact that she didn’t have to hurry for anyone. I remembered how Megan had trained my wife in how to become the demanding dominatrix she now was, and my cock surged inside my pants.

I could still see Julie in my peripheral vision, standing there in her corset and tiny skirt and high-heeled boots like a vision of irresistible sex appeal. But for now, Megan had my full attention, her beautiful body shining in the skintight catsuit she wore, her tall boots giving her an air of dominant authority that I found absolutely irresistible. My safe word had never been further from my lips as I stood there, feeling like a mouse at the approach of some beautiful cat that has come to take everything away from it. Her feline eyes hypnotized me almost as much as her body as I stood there, helpless, already completely overwhelmed.

“Doesn’t it feel good to finally learn your place?” Megan said. She was speaking in a low voice now, but it was nevertheless loud enough for my wife to hear from where she stood close by, watching us. She still watched, not saying a word, as her friend raised a finger and placed it under my chin. Her fingernails slid over my skin, and I almost trembled at the touch. My hands clenched into fists at my sides, but not from any aggression. No, the only fight I was engaged in with the one against myself, the battle to maintain some semblance of control. To not reach out and try to take that incredible body in my arms. After all, without being told, I knew somehow that that would never be allowed.

“I guess,” I said uncertainly, and only the faintest trace of a smile showed on Megan’s beautiful face. Her eyes flickered up and down as she studied me, watching the expression on my features. It felt uncomfortably like she was reading me. And maybe it was all part of her dominatrix persona, but I got the impression she wasn’t particularly impressed with what she saw.

“Of course it does,” she said. “That’s what most vanilla people don’t realize about all this kinky shit, as you put it. Ultimately, it’s freeing. You’re free to be who you really are. To submit to a gorgeous and powerful woman like your wife and become a humble servant. You don’t have to think. You don’t have to worry. You just leave that to a superior women. All a submissive boy like you has to do is obey us. Doesn’t that sound good?”

I’ll admit it. I was gazing in awe at Megan. She was astonishingly beautiful anyway, but her words and her demeanor raised that to some unbearable level. I could barely believe I was looking at a woman I had known for years, a woman I had always known was gorgeous but never imagined could be like this. And it all seem to come so naturally. So much so that I found myself wondering if this, the dominant mistress dressed in skintight latex, was the real Megan, and the one I knew was an act she put on. At that point, of course, it hardly mattered. All that mattered was that Megan’s words and her beauty were weaving and intoxicating spell over me, and no part of me felt like fighting it as I succumbed to the strange charm of her words.

“I hope you’re being a good boy for your wife,” Megan went on in that same seductive tone. Her finger strayed over my chin, her whole palm resting on my cheek now. There was a kind of possessiveness in her movements, as though with her soft touches, she was taking further control of me. I was practically trembling as I stood in front of her, and it wasn’t from fear. It was the pure force of desire, the unbelievable sexual tension that had me almost gasping, desperate for pleasure that I knew only these women could give me. And only if I gave them exactly what they wanted. Which, I already knew, was absolutely everything I had to give.

“He’s not, actually,” I heard Julie say. Megan’s shining eyes never left mine, but her smile deepened as she heard my friend speak. “We had a little disagreement before we came here. I was going to make him wear panties to come and see you, just to emasculate him like you said. But he refused.”

“No I didn’t,” I protested. “I said I’d do it!”

“Only under duress,” Julie went on. Tearing my eyes away from Megan, I turned to my wife, standing there looking like a vision of sexual desirability in Megan’s living room. She had her arms folded under the swell of her breasts, making the most of what the tight green corset gave her. As always, she looked incredible. As always, I found it hard to concentrate, hard to even remember my own name when I looked at her standing there like that. But I summoned up every scrap of resistance I had, every ounce of willpower, to try and defend myself from a charge I knew didn’t matter anyway.

“I would’ve done it,” I said.

Megan’s eyes blazed, and my attention turned back to her completely as she suddenly slapped my face. I stood there in shock, barely able to believe what just happened. And I heard Julie burst out laughing at the sight of her friend hitting me.

“No one told you to speak,” Megan said. She wasn’t smiling anymore. And again, I felt a thrill of fear to know that I was completely in her hands, and that this gorgeous goddess had very little patience for even the rumor of disobedience.

“When a woman talks, you listen respectfully,” Megan went on. “And you never ever contradict her, especially when it’s your wife. Clearly, you still have a lot to learn about what it takes to be a submissive man.”

“Maybe you can teach him,” Julie said. She was smiling again now, and I watched the smile return to Megan’s face too, her eyes still locked on m. I felt another wave of that same excited nervousness creeping over me.

“Well, that’s what we’re here for, isn’t it?” Megan said. “Let’s go downstairs. We can get to the bottom of this there.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She didn’t have to. She just turned, heading across the living room toward a door near the kitchen. Julie smiled at me, and I wondered if it was a smile of encouragement or one of delight that she and her friend were now firmly in charge. But she didn’t say a word. She just followed along behind the other woman, and the sight of their two asses swaying in unison made me tremble with pure lust as I hurried along behind them.

High-heeled shoes echoed on the stairs as Megan and Julie descended into the basement. As far as I could remember, I had been downstairs in Megan’s house only once before. As Megan switched on the light, I saw the usual things. Laundry machines. A furnace. When I reached the bottom of the stairs, I saw something else, and it made me gasp.

Set against one wall of the basement, Megan had a cage. An actual, honest-to-God cage, rising to about waist height with a padded bench on top. Julie had told me friend was kinky. But somehow, that still hadn’t prepared me for the sight of the cage, and an entire wall filled with the implements of Megan’s trade. And I was now in the hands of these two, already helpless to resist them. I had already known I was in for a wild time at Megan’s house, but the fallen enormity of it was only just sinking in to me now.

And yet, still, that safety word came nowhere near my lips.

Megan moved toward the cage. Her eyes were shining again, the smile back on her face as she boosted herself up to sit on the padded bench on top. I watched her hips spread in the tight latex, watched her cross her legs clad in their shining boots at the ankle as she gripped the edge of the leather cushion. Her feet hung just off the floor where she sat, and her tongue appeared like a pink ribbon in the corner of her mouth as she grinned

“So, tell us why you disobeyed your wife,” she said.

“I didn’t,” I insisted. But Megan didn’t answer me. She just smiled that same smile, seeming to enjoy my discomfort as I stood there in front of her as though I were on trial.

“He got all weird about it,” Julie said. “I mean, it’s just a pair of panties. Women wear them every day. He should be honored to wear my panties and show who his cock belongs to.”

“You’re right. He should,” Megan said. I looked at her, unsurprised that she had taken my wife’s side. The magic safe word was the only thing that was going to stop these women from doing exactly what they wanted with me. Of course, that was what I wanted too. Even if the injustice of it all about me a little. As my wife was fond of pointing out, this was the game we were playing. This was the whole point of it in the first place.

“I guess first things first, we’re going to have to put him in his place, aren’t we?” Megan said.

“I think so,” Julie agreed. They both turned their beautiful eyes on me, and I almost trembled on the spot with the force of the desperate desire it made me feel to look at them.

“Take your clothes off, James,” Megan said. She spoke softly, but there was no missing the air of command in her voice. Like it never even occurred to her that anyone might disobey. Like she just assumed she had every right to give orders. In the life she lived, I supposed that she was right about that, in practice at least if not in theory. Didn’t mean it didn’t feel strange. And I looked at Julie first, almost asking her permission. Her nod was tiny, barely perceptible, but I knew exactly what it meant. This, of course, was exactly what my wife wanted. And with two of the most beautiful women I had ever seen dressed up in dominatrix gear in front of me, I knew I would have to be a madman to try and resist.

I took off my clothes. Both women watched, sharing a little smile of satisfaction as I obeyed their command. It didn’t take long to slip out of my T-shirt and jeans. And as I pulled off my shoes and socks, I heard both women laugh out loud, and my cheeks colored with embarrassment at the sound. They had seen what I couldn’t possibly hide, the obvious bulge of my erection showing through my boxer shorts. Having my desire exposed to Megan, even though she was already well aware of my tastes, was a new level of embarrassment. But of course, that was the point. That was what my wife and her dominatrix friend wanted. At another nod from Julie, I pulled my boxer shorts down, letting them fall to the floor, and the women burst out laughing again at the sight of my cock springing free, throbbing desperately in the open air with the desire they had inspired in me.

“Look at that,” Megan said. I blushed as she spoke, her pretty green eyes pointing unmistakably at my swollen manhood that pulsated in front of her. But after all, this was no time to be coy. This was what we were there for, and Megan had far too much poise and self-confidence to pretend otherwise. “Looks like he’s already desperate to fuck us. What do you call him?”

“Pussy boy,” Julie said with a sly smile, and Megan chuckled.

“I like it,” she said. “Kind of perfect, isn’t it? Like all boys like him, he’s ruled by pussy. But if he wasn’t so weak, we wouldn’t be able to do what we do to him. But he is, so we can. Okay, pussy boy. You need to learn that every little whim your wife has is as good as a direct command for you. So you’re going to wear panties. Or else we call this whole thing off and you can go home with your pathetic little hard-on while me and your wife find other ways to entertain ourselves.”

Julie laughed, a sound that echoed in the open space of her friend’s basement dungeon. But I knew the situation I found myself in was deadly serious. It was the same threat Julie had already made and then taken back, and it was even more effective now. As I stood naked in front of these goddesses, my cock straining for release, I knew I had never wanted anything more than I wanted them. And I knew already that nothing terrified me more than the thought of missing out on this opportunity, despite all the humiliation that would inevitably come with it.

“Okay,” I said, and Megan turned her head toward Julie with a bright smile on her pretty face.

“Do you have some panties you want him to wear?” she asked. “Or should we put him in a pair of mine?”

“No, he can wear these,” Julie said. And my cock strained again as she reached up under her clinging black skirt, wiggling her hips from side to side as she pulled down the underwear she was wearing. Pulling her skirt back down, she let the underwear fall to the floor and stepped out of it, the diamond bracelet shining on her gleaming boots as she bent over to pick them up. Holding the underwear, she walked toward me, her eyes locked on me just as Megan’s had been. And I could feel the warmth of her body in the fabric as she handed it to me.

“Put them on, pussy boy,” my wife ordered. “Show Megan what a little bitch you are.”

“Yeah, no one wants to see that nasty cock flopping around,” Megan left, the leather bench creaking like an echo of her creaking catsuit as she shifted her weight rocked with mirth. “Put it away, and we can have some fun with you.”

My hands trembled. My cheeks burned. Shame spread through every cell of my body, hollowing me out from the inside. But I knew I had no choice. I knew my desire was too great, just as these cruel and beautiful women did.

So I did as I was told. I pulled on my wife’s panties, feeling the fabric tighten around me as I dragged them up around my hips. I grunted as the fabric gripped my balls tightly, the elasticated waistband pressing my cock back against my stomach, the head of my manhood projecting obscenely over the top. And Julie and Megan howled with laughter as they watched, absolutely enchanted with what they were doing to me. What they were making me do.

“That’s a good pussy boy,” Megan said with a smirk. “Your wife has you well-trained. But that’s nothing. By the time we’re done with you today, you won’t dare disobey an order from her, or from me, ever again.”



8. Between Heaven and Hell

“Well, first things first.”

Megan’s boot heels cracked on the basement floor as she slid off the padded top of the cage in the corner. It was impossible to keep my eyes off her body as she moved through the basement dungeon. The overhead light reflected back from her gleaming catsuit, emphasizing every curve and sway of her magnificent figure as she moved. I didn’t even try not to look. And even though I felt strange about it, with my wife standing there and watching everything, I reminded myself that this was what they wanted. That Megan hadn’t dressed up like this to not look sexy, to not be looked at. The fact that I wanted them, both, as badly as I had ever wanted anything in my life was the un-hidden subtext to everything that was happening here. Without that desire, this wouldn’t work.

Megan strutted over to her wall of implements and took something down. Absurdly, I found myself wondering when she had set all this up. It’d been a long time since I was last in her basement, but back then, it was just a normal utility room. Even though it made a certain kind of sense in hindsight, I had had no idea back then about Megan’s dominant tastes. Then again, I had had no idea about my own submissive ones, either. It seemed like I was destined to always be learning new things, as though I had wandered into some strange corner of the world when none of the normal rules applied any longer. It was an odd feeling, but admittedly, not a terrible one. It was exciting. And it was even more exciting as I watched Megan turn away from her tools and head back toward me, a pair of thick leather handcuffs hanging from her hands.

There was no doubt about who they were for. There was only one of us who was likely to be restrained. And even as my heart raced and doubts and fears rose inside my chest, I willed myself to stay calm. This, strange as it might be, was what I wanted. This was what I hoped for. The idea of serving two beautiful goddesses instead of one filled me with doubt and shame and embarrassment, but after all, Megan already knew all about the games my wife and I had been playing. She had seen them for herself, I thought to myself with an inner shudder. Besides, she wasn’t likely to judge me for that. After all, she was the one who had an actual dungeon in her basement.

Megan stood close behind me as she drew my arms back. For a moment, as usual, I thought of fighting her. But as usual, I didn’t. My curiosity and my kinky desire won, just like they always did. Just like these women counted on. The leather cuffs were far more comfortable than steel handcuffs, so I suppose at least I had that to be thankful for. Though gratitude was a long way away from what I felt as Megan buckled the handcuffs shut. And all the while, my wife watched with her blue eyes gleaming, a crafty smile never far her face. She was enjoying this, I knew. Getting off on it. And that thought made me happy. It made it all seem somehow worth it. If Julie was having fun, then all of this was okay. Everything I had to suffer through, everything I had to put up with, was worth it to see her smile.

Not that this was in any way altruistic, I reminded myself. The hardest thing of all to face, the thing I had confronted within myself over and over again, was that this was exactly what I wanted, too.

Once the handcuffs were on, Megan stepped back. More helpless than ever, I stood in the middle of the floor with my cock throbbing embarrassingly in my wife’s used panties, feeling Julie’s eyes watching my every move. She could read the desire right off my body, I knew Then again, that wasn’t exactly difficult. With my cock swollen and pulsating in the empty air, she’d have to be blind not to know what was on my mind. and I knew from experience that it excited her to know when I was turned on.

Behind me, Megan walked across the floor back toward her wall of implements. I could pinpoint exactly where she was without looking by listening to the sound of her high heels echoing on the floor. That sound was like the secret soundtrack to my submission, the song of the wild lust that was practically hollowing me out from the inside. For now, I kept my eyes on my gorgeous wife while Megan fetched whatever she was getting next.

Julie’s soft breasts rose and fell in the top of her corset, continuing to exert their outrageous pull on me. Her legs were long, and made longer by the tall high heels she wore, with the Valentine’s Day bracelet that had become the symbol of my submission shining on her ankle. She looked as magnificent as ever. There was no getting around it. There was no defense against beauty like that, no way to fight against the desire I felt that she so capably used as a weapon against me. Maybe I didn’t want to fight. My unbelievable desire was a prison from which I didn’t care to be freed.

Megan stepped back across the floor, and I felt her hand rest softly on my back as she stood behind me. She acted with a strange familiarity, as though she never even questioned her right to touch me and use me however she wanted. Part of her dominatrix skill set, I thought to myself. I wondered how many men she had brought to their knees in just this place, how many had groveled at her feet and worshipped her beauty while me and my wife sat obliviously at home, watching TV or working on the house or whatever else we filled our time with before we discovered this dark new game. You never really know people. You never really know what’s in their heart. Until one Valentine’s Day, you discover that your wife has a kinky streak that her friend has been nurturing, and suddenly find yourself in an unbelievable situation like this one.

Megan reached for my neck. I shrank away from her for a moment, turning my head to look at her over my shoulder and see what she was doing. But she just smiled at me, those startling green eyes with their outer ring of black and those wide pupils staring right into mine. There was a faint smile on her face, too, just like the one Julie wore. A smile of conquest, of absolute and unchallenged power. They both seemed endlessly pleased with themselves, and why shouldn’t they be? They had all the power they could possibly want, and a man who was so desperate for them he would put up with just about anything.

Megan wrapped a piece of leather around my neck. A collar, I realized, with a flush of shame. My wife’s friend was buckling a leather collar around my neck, reducing me to the status of an animal, a pet for the women to toy with. Of course, that sense of shame did nothing to calm my raging cock. Quite the opposite. And of course, that too was its own source of embarrassment. But as usual, there was nothing I could do about any of it. Nothing I could do except let it happen and hope, in the end, that my pathetic obedience would be rewarded with sex.

“That’s better,” Megan said, once she had the collar fastened in place. She stepped around to the front of me, her movements slow and steady, taking her time in the full knowledge that she had total control over me. “This should help you remember your place. You know, you’re a very lucky boy. Most slaves have to beg me to collar them. Usually, it means they are truly mine. But maybe not in this case, I guess. You belong to Julie.”

There was a ring at the front of the black leather collar, and now Megan hooked her index finger through it and pulled my face even closer toward her. I could smell the scent of her body and the smell of the rubber that wrapped it so tightly, could feel the warmth of her gorgeous form calling to me, making my hands strain uselessly against the handcuffs as though there was any possibility of breaking free and taking that incredible body in my arms. There wasn’t, and Megan knew it. As her eyes gazed deep into mine, I felt almost as though I were being hypnotized by her. Maybe I was. Maybe this was something she had learned in the course of dominating men, for however long she had been doing it. She was like a witch, a powerful sorceress with abilities beyond my understanding. Maybe I was just telling myself that to resolve me of responsibility for what I was doing.

“That doesn’t mean I can’t borrow you from time to time, though,” Megan said in a kind of stage whisper. And Julie laughed out loud at her friend’s words. It was all a performance, I thought to myself in that moment. A kind of acting. Except the stage was our real lives. I could pretend that I was overcome by the beauty of these two women, that I had no choice in what was happening. But it was more than mere pretense. It was embarrassingly true, and I felt like it was getting more true by the minute.

With her finger still hooked through the ring on the collar, Megan turned. Just like that, she led me across the basement. I had no choice but to follow. I hurried along behind her, hands bound behind my back, hard cock projecting from my wife’s panties, following this latex-clad goddess as she led me toward the cage and the padded bench that sat on top. Watching from the sidelines, content to be the audience for now, Julie burst out laughing. After all, I knew I must look absolutely ridiculous in the position I was now in.

Megan pulled me over toward the bench and positioned me in front of it. Using her grip on the collar, she forced my head down, making me bend at the waist until my chest and face were on the leather. She held me there with one hand on the back of my neck as she turned to my wife.

“I think your pussy boy needs a quick attitude adjustment,” she said. “I often find it helpful to start a session with a little bit of punishment. Just to remind them what’s at stake if they displease me. Stay.”

That last word was unequivocally addressed to me, punctuated with a little squeeze of the back of my neck as Megan spoke. Then, releasing her grip, she stepped away. From where I stood, bent over the cage, I could watch her once again make her way across the basement, that gorgeous ass swaying with every seductive step. A length of chain rattled as she pulled it down off the wall, and I quivered with fear and desire as I watched her pick up a broad wooden paddle too. Megan turned and smiled at me as she made her way back across the basement, letting my eyes travel all over her shining black body, drinking it all in like a man dying of thirst. The tension in the air was palpable now, a tension that Megan seemed expert in creating as she stalked back toward me, taking her time. Letting my fear and nervousness build with every vibrating second.

Reaching the cage, she clipped one end of the chain onto the ring of the collar. Pulling the chain tight, she draped it over the padded top of the cage and crouched at the other end, tying the loose end around the bars. Keeping me in place, I realized. Keeping me bent over this implement of imprisonment so she could do whatever she wanted with me. And as she picked up the paddle again from where she had laid it down on the top of the cage for moment, I knew what was coming. She hefted the paddle in her practiced hand, swishing it through the air a few times while Julie watched. The wooden face of the paddle had holes drilled in it, and there was no doubt in my mind that it was made for exactly this purpose. A torture toy. One of many Megan doubtless used to keep her lucky captives in line.

Megan stepped behind me. And with her out of my sight, I looked across the room at Julie. My wife was still watching, still without the faintest hint of pity or remorse on her beautiful face. Her eyes were still shining with malicious glee, her delight with everything that was happening obvious. She stepped forward too, her high heels ringing on the floor with every step she took to get a better look at my humiliation. And her breasts rose and fell as bewitchingly as ever in the top of her tight corset, and her body was just as unspeakably desirable as it had been on Valentine’s Day when she appeared in our kitchen in the same sexy outfit, and I had no more control than that I had now, collard and handcuffed and bent over a bench in Megan’s basement to await punishment for the crime of wanting these women too badly.

Again, I was struck by Megan’s presumptuous familiarity with my body as she touched my hips, pulling my wife’s panties down. But she only pulled them down far enough to expose my ass, letting the elastic hold them just under my butt. Standing beside me, Julie practically vibrated with obvious excitement as she watched the whole spectacle, her eyes shining with sadistic glee. Hard to believe that this same woman was my sweet and loving wife, a woman who I never doubted truly did love me. Lately, she also loved seeing me in pain. It turned her on to watch me suffer for her, and the fact that it was so at odds with the way Julie really was only added to the strange unreality of the situation we found ourselves in.

Megan swung the paddle. I jumped as it cracked loudly against my ass, the sound echoing in the open space of the basement. Even Julie jumped, a little, her breasts bouncing noticeably in the top of her corset with the movement of her body. And there was a split second when I could observe all these things, after the blow had fallen but before the pain kicked in.

And then, I felt it, spreading its heat across my backside, different to the pain Julie had inflicted with my belt on Valentine’s Day, but carrying with it the same sense of defeat, of humiliation, of submission. Megan struck again and again, the blows falling steadily and rhythmically, and she took care to cover my entire ass with the broad face of the paddle, not leaving an inch alone.

I grunted with each blow. And as they kept raining down, I started to yell. But Megan was merciless. She never altered her speed or the power of her swings, beating me steadily and determinedly. Like a woman who had done this many times before. And before long, I felt as though my whole ass was glowing with pain. I felt my whole body trembling as I lay there on the bench, my ass in the air, my cock throbbing underneath me, pushing against the padded leather on top of the cage. Again, I found myself wondering how many men Megan had done this to in the past. How many times that she bent a man over the same bench and had her way with him? What other wild things that she done? What secrets hid behind those gorgeous eyes?

And with my desire continuing to rage inside me, I looked at my wife and saw a faint but noticeable tremor pass through her incredible body. One finger was tangled in her fiery red hair, coiling it around the digit absentmindedly, and her teeth shone as she bit her lower lip. Her cheeks were flushed. She was an absolute picture of desire, and there was no way for me to doubt how she was feeling in that moment. Clearly, Julie was incredibly turned on. And predictably, that turned me on almost as much as the way she and her friend looked.

“Be careful,” Julie said, raising her eyes from me to look at her friend. “He might cum just from being beaten, like he did when I whipped his ass.”

Megan laughed out loud, a bright sound that lit up the tense air in the basement dungeon, but her blows never faltered.

“Oh really? Is he a pain slut?”

“I don’t think so,” Julie said, her brow creasing slightly as she looked at me. “Do you like pain, pussy boy?”

“No,” I insisted through gritted teeth, and the women laughed again as though I had said something funny.

“Some of them do,” Megan went on, chatting conversationally with my wife as she continued to beat my ass almost on autopilot. “Some of them can’t get enough of it. Which, to be honest, is kind of exhausting. I prefer the ones that don’t like it. The ones where I can use pain to get them to do what they’re told.”

“Yeah, I think he’s one of those,” Julie said. She stepped forward again, and now she was standing right beside the bench I lay on. She ran her fingers through my hair, and I felt almost ashamed of how good that felt, even as her friend continued to lay into me.

“I think he can really be a good boy,” Julie went on, continuing to run her fingers through my hair in a strange show of affection while her friend rained pain down on me. “He just needs training.”

“Well, that’s what we’re here for,” Megan said. And Julie laughed. I craned my neck to look up her and she smiled down at me. I could tell she was thinking something, thinking sexy thoughts that lit up her eyes like the sun on the sea. I knew, better than anyone, all the wild and kinky ideas my loving wife was capable of. But still, Julie managed to surprise even me with her next move.

She pulled up her skirt. Underneath, she was naked, of course, and I felt a stab of hunger at the sight of her pussy revealed right in front of me. Then, rolling her skirt up past her hips to give her the mobility she needed, she climbed onto the padded bench with me. Placing a knee on the surface, she boosted herself up, then turned, sitting down in front of me. The chain attached to the collar I wore got even tighter, pulling on my neck as Julie’s weight pushed it down into the leather padding that sank beneath her. She swung one leg over my head, and her sharp high heels sank into the pad as she spread her legs in front of me. Her pussy was shining in a way I couldn’t ignore, and moisture showed on the full lips, convincing me that my wife was every bit as turned on by this humiliating ordeal as I was.

Behind me, Megan kept beating me with the paddle, her resolve never faltering. But incredibly, I almost forgot about the pain for a moment, the force of my desire for my wife powerful enough to soak up for my attention. Julie scooted toward me, her smiling face showing high above her parted legs and her gleaming pussy, and as she gripped the back of my head, I knew exactly what she wanted. She pushed her pussy against my face, and I kissed it gratefully, tasting her passion as I slid my tongue inside. Julie moaned, and my body rocked to the rhythm of Megan’s blows, and so did Julie’s as I thrust my tongue inside, seeking out more of her warmth, her flavor, her passion.

Megan kept beating me. And Julie kept my face pressed against her streaming pussy. And there I was, between heaven and hell, a gorgeous latex-clad dominatrix punishing me from behind while my beautiful wife took her selfish pleasure from my eager mouth. Yet another unbelievable turn of events, but one I embraced. As the pain in my ass steadily grew, I kept on licking, channeling all my attention into pleasing the goddess in front of me. And Julie was so turned on by the whole scene that soon, I felt her pussy tightening around my tongue. Soon, I knew, she was reaching orgasm. I kept licking just the way she liked, nuzzling my face against her sex, devoting myself completely to giving sexual pleasure to the woman who had reduced me to this in the first place.

The power imbalance was extreme. It was addictive. For me, as well as for her. Because Julie and Megan were right about that. They were right that submitting to them was strangely freeing, absolving me of any responsibility for my deviant desires. I couldn’t stop my mind from buzzing, but the truth was, I didn’t have to think. These gorgeous women could do the thinking for me. All I had to do was obey them, and they would show me carnal delights that not too long ago, I would never have dreamed of.

Overcome with pleasure, my wife sobbed above me. The juices poured out of her, coaching my face, filling my mouth with the taste of her pleasure. And I trembled on the punishment bench. No matter what I tried, no matter how I struggled to control those few things I still could control, I couldn’t help it. The weight of my own body and the kinkiness of what we were doing and the taste of Julie’s pussy in my mouth and the music of her selfish pleasure all combined to tip me over the edge. I sighed and trembled, and my cock throbbed treacherously underneath me. And humiliatingly, I ejaculated all over the bench I was chained to.

I trembled, both with the afterglow of pleasure and with fear. Julie seemed too far gone in her own lust to notice, but the blows of Megan’s paddle abruptly stopped. I closed my eyes for a moment, as though that could hide me from discovery, but I knew it was hopeless. The women would soon know my shame, and there was nothing I could do about it.

Julie sighed contentedly. Releasing her grip on the back of my head, she slid backward on the bench, pressing her thighs together and hiding the pussy I had just licked. At the same time, Megan stepped forward. Her eyes were shining even more now, a twisted kind of delight showing on her face as she stepped in closer to me. Her hand rested on the back of my neck again, and I gazed up at her, silently begging for — what?

At this point, I hardly even knew. Sex, obviously, was the prime motivator behind my submission, and it, more than any paddles or whips or implements of torture, would make me obey her. But I felt so inferior by then, so completely beneath both these women, that even the idea of being allowed such extraordinary pleasure seemed insane.

“You know what? I think you’re right, Julie,” Megan said, without taking her eyes away from me. “I think we just made him cum by beating his ass.”

“I told you!” Julie said, speaking louder than strictly necessary, her voice ringing with the wild pleasure she had just experienced.

Megan didn’t answer. Instead, she stepped toward the far end of the cage and untied the leash from the bars there. Holding it in her hand, she straightened up, twisting it around her fist as she walked toward me again. Sitting at the other end of the bench, Julie just watched, scooting over to one side as Megan pulled the chain out from underneath her bare ass. Standing in front of me again, Megan pulled the chain up, and it was clear what she wanted from me. There was no point resisting. Another battle I wasn’t going to win.

I straightened up as Megan pulled the leash ever higher, and there shining on the black leather of the top of the cage with the sign of my shame. My cock was limp now inside Julie’s panties, the fabric soaking up some of my cum while the rest sat thick and white on the bench in front of us. My cheeks burned with shame, and as Julie burst out laughing, I cast my eyes down. In that moment, as beautiful as they both were, I couldn’t even look at either.

Still holding the leash in one hand, Megan swatted my ass with the paddle held in the other. The action was playful more than anything else, landing with only a fraction of the force of the earlier blows that were intended to punish me.

“Look at the mess you’ve made, you little pervert,” Megan said with a smile in her voice. “What kind of slave boy cums without permission?”

“A naughty one,” Julie said. She was still sitting on the far end of the bench, legs together, knees bent, leaning back and supporting herself on her hands. She looked as radiantly beautiful as ever, as desperately desirable as I had ever seen her, despite my recent orgasm. And despite hers, her face was still shining with desire, her eyes gleaming like jewels set into her head. I had given her an orgasm, given her everything I had. But I knew it wasn’t even close to enough. I relied on that. The game was far from over. And even in the depths of all at shame and fear I was feeling, I felt glad of that. These women didn’t get all dressed up like the dominatrixes they were to give me a quick spanking and send me on my way. No, I was still in their power, and with the wild energy that crackled in the room, I felt as though both the best and the worst were yet to come.

“I’m not cleaning that up,” Megan said firmly. “You’re going to have to do that yourself, pussy boy.”

“That’s right,” Julie said, nodding emphatically in agreement. “And I know just how you can do it.”

I watched in astonishment as my wife moved. Stretching out one leg, she placed her shining boot directly into the puddle of cum I had left on the leather cushion. She moved her foot back-and-forth, smearing my ejaculate across the leather of both the bench and her shoe, the gleaming material soon anointed with the residue of my humiliating bliss.

And then, with her friend watching everything, still holding the leash attached to the collar I wore, Julie extended her leg even further. She laid it out on the bench in front of me, the patent leather of her ankle boot shining with cum right in front of my now limp cock.

“Lick it up, pussy boy,” Julie said, her eyes ablaze. “Lick your cum off my shoe and show me you know your place.”



9. Clean-up Boy

I knew all too well just how little choice I had. My wife had that look about her, a look I had only recently discovered but already fully understood. A look that said she wasn’t to be argued with, that she was in no mood to have her submissive husband defy her in front of her friend. And Megan, of course, was a practiced dominatrix who, it seemed, didn’t tolerate argument from any man.

I was caught between them both, my hands cuffed behind my back, my drained cock stuffed into a pair of Julie’s panties and my ego burning under the disgraceful blows it had taken, just as my ass burned from the blows of Megan’s wooden paddle. I had no choice. What Julie was suggesting was so disgusting to me, so unbelievably shameful, that my mind raced as I tried to find a way out. There was no point appealing to her, I knew. When my wife got into these dominatrix moods, there was no reasoning with her. Besides, the wild atmosphere in the air around us made me think that at least in part, Julie was trying to impress her friend. Trying to show Megan that she could be as demanding and powerful a dominatrix as her friend was.

Personally, I didn’t doubt that for a second. I was living proof of everything Julie could use her beauty to get away with.

But I hesitated, and my mind caught on a single escape route. Pumpernickel. That was the safe word we had agreed to, back on a Valentine’s Day that now seemed decades ago. All I had to do was say that one word, and it would all be over.

And that was the problem.

It would all be over. Despite the crazy way my wife was acting, I didn’t doubt that she would still respect our agreement. And I hoped she would make Megan respect it to. But the whole game would be over. Julie had said herself, on the way over to Megan’s house, that I was about to experience something absolutely wild, something very few men would ever have in their lives. Maybe something most men wouldn’t want. But clearly, I was not most men.

A hush had fallen over the room. Julie was still lying back on the padded bench above the cage, one leg bent with her knee raised in the air, the other lying straight out in front of her. And Megan was still standing beside me, chain leash in one hand and wooden paddle in the other, ready to dispense swift punishment like it was her unquestionable right. They both knew that they were too beautiful to be resisted. Too beautiful for me to stand a chance. The only way out was the nuclear option, the magic word that would end the entire game when it had only just begun.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t consider it. My stomach churned at the thought of what my wife was asking of me. I couldn’t do it, I thought to myself with a sense of rising panic. How would I look at myself in the mirror again, let alone at Julie? Let alone at Megan?

But deep down, perhaps I knew I never really had a choice. I knew what I wanted, and for whatever inexplicable reason, it was precisely this. This shame, this fear, this subjugation. Julie was never sexier than when she was making me do things I didn’t want to do. And Megan, attractive as I had always found her, was never more desirable than she was now, standing beside me in a skintight latex catsuit, ready to use me as a sexual plaything.

It was wild. It was crazy. But it was irresistible. Choking down my sense of shame and disgust, I leaned forward, submitting to my wife’s crazy ideas once again. And Megan let out just enough of the chain clipped to my leash for me to do the humiliating task my wife it set me. She stood there beside me, holding me on a leash like a pet she was training, and I lowered my head to my wife’s shining boot. Closing my eyes, I ran my tongue over the flawless leather, and cringed even more as my blind tongue found the slick residue of my orgasm on her foot.

“Oh my God, he’s doing it,” Julie said. Her voice was a low murmur as she spoke, not the squeals of excitement I sometimes heard from her when she discovered a new level of her sexual dominance of me. Maybe she was getting used to my obedience. Maybe she was coming to terms with the idea that she could make me do just about anything she wanted. After all, she had plenty of evidence that that was the case. Valentine’s Day had been a wild and kinky adventure, but already now, I felt we were going even further down a road that had no return. And I bent forward on the bench, doing what I was told, licking my shameful orgasm off my wife’s shoe while she and her friend watched in amusement.

“Of course he is,” Megan said, and I could hear the satisfied smile in her voice as she spoke. “Didn’t I tell you? Get him horny enough, and he’ll do absolutely anything you say. No matter how degrading. No matter how humiliating. He’s just a little bitch boy, like all the rest. And we’ll soon have him trained up so that his only thought, every day of his life, his serving you and making you happy.”

“I can’t fucking wait,” Julie said, her voice a low growl of aggressive pleasure, and both she and Megan laughed at her words. And I kept doing my duty, my wife’s boot shining now with my saliva as well as my ejaculate as I slowly cleaned it all up.

“You know what I’m wondering?” Megan said. And even as she spoke, Julie was withdrawing her foot, her shoe finally cleansed of my cum. At the same time, my wife dipped her other foot in the diminished puddle of cum that still shone on the padded bench, smearing more of the substance on the leather. She extended her other foot toward my shrinking face, the Valentine’s Day bracelet I had bought for her glowing around her ankle, the symbol of her outrageous sexual power over me. And again, I did what I was told while the women discussed my fate, requiring no input whatsoever from me while they decided what my future would be.

“It’s always fun to give these horny boys a challenge,” Megan said. “Obviously, he’s desperate to fuck us both. Desperate to cum. But I wonder how desperate he would be if he knew that every time he has an orgasm, he has to eat it afterward.”

“Oh my God, Megan,” Julie spluttered, as though what her friend said was the most outrageous thing she had ever heard. But my wife couldn’t hide the excitement in her voice as she spoke. And after all, in its way, she had started this. It had been her idea to have me clean up the mess in this degrading fashion. I didn’t think for a moment that Julie’s mercy was going to save me. I knew from experience just how little of that there was when my wife was in a mood like this.

“Usually, I like to make needy boys like this wait,” Megan went on, adopting the tone of a wise and patient teacher as she indoctrinated my wife into the intricacies of female domination. “It’s good to teach them their pleasure doesn’t matter, that only female orgasms count. But I think this might be fun too. We can make him cum over and over again, knowing what he’ll have to do afterward.”

“Yeah, that does sound kind of fun,” Julie said. I didn’t look up from the boot I was licking as she spoke, but I felt like I could feel her watching me. I knew my wife well enough to be able to picture with perfect clarity the look on her face as she spoke, the sly grin of total power, the look of speculation in her gorgeous eyes. She was thinking through the possibilities, and clearly, they appealed to her.

I was lost. I was hopeless. I was in the grip of two women who were drunk with a sense of their own power, who wanted nothing more than to degrade and humiliate me completely. And they knew it only made me want them more.

Silence fell for a moment as I continued licking my cum off Julie’s boot. But it was a deep and expectant silence, the kind that precedes a storm. I had a job to do, and I did it, trying to get the hateful task over with as quickly as possible now that I knew there was no chance of escape. Both Julie and Megan seemed content for now to watch, to drink in the spectacle of what their sexual power had reduced me to. I had never felt more like Julie’s pussy boy, a needy and pathetic slave completely controlled by his desire. That was a feeling I loved, even if I didn’t always love the situations it got me into. This was a prime example of that. All I could do was hurry up and get the task over with as quickly as possible so we could move on to the next adventure.

When every last drop of my cum was gone, Julie finally retracted her glistening boot. I swallowed, trying to clear my mouth of the unpleasant taste of my own orgasm. I would much rather taste my wife’s cum in my mouth, and as I gazed up at her to see her shining eyes smiling at me, I felt desire quicken inside me again. It was unstoppable. It didn’t matter what these evil women put me through, clearly. I would not only put up with it; I would crave it. I was a prisoner of the wild game we were playing almost as much as I was a prisoner of their beauty and my irresistible desire for them.

Julie lifted her feet off the bench, twisting so that she sat sideways on the padded surface now. For a moment, she moved her feet this way and that, admiring the shine I had given her sexy shoes with my tongue. Then, she slid off the bench and stood on the floor. Naked below the waist, her tight stretchy skirt bunched up around her hips, she didn’t display an ounce of self-consciousness as she stepped toward her friend. And Megan, too, acted as though this were completely normal. As though this wild adventure they were embarking on together was something they had done a thousand times before, instead of being the very first time they had played together, just as it was for me.

“Can I hold it?” Julie asked her friend. And if I didn’t immediately understand what she was talking about, Megan did. With a happy little smile, she handed the end of the chain clipped to the collar to my wife. And Julie’s tempting boobs rose and fell again in the top of her corset as she took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh.

“I think I could get used to this, pussy boy,” she said, looking at me from the corner of her eyes. “Having you on a leash like a little puppy, ready to serve your mistress any way she chooses. Aren’t you glad you married a bitch like me?”

“Yes, I am,” I said. And the sincerity in my voice seemed to catch my wife off guard. For a moment, she just looked at me, her eyes smiling just as much as her mouth, her teeth showing as she bit her bottom lip again. The chain swayed between us as she shifted her weight slightly, toying with it. Getting used to my captivity, maybe. The truth was, when it came to her, I was already on a leash. An invisible one that would never let me stray from this incredible woman I had always loved, who I loved more than ever now that she was revealing this dark side of herself to me.

“Think I can get that cock of yours hard again, pussy boy?” my wife said in a soft voice that still managed somehow to echo in the open space of the basement.

“I don’t doubt it for a minute,” I said.

Julie chuckled, but already, she was reaching for me. Her fingers slipped under the waistband of the panties I was wearing, and I groaned as they found my cock. She stroked it gently, almost teasingly, and the desire that never really left me alone for a minute, even in the afterglow of the orgasm I had, returned with full force. I was never going to be able to resist her, and I knew it painfully well. She was always going to have this power over me. The difference was, now she was learning more and more how to use it.

My cock swelled to her touch. Soon, it was making a noticeable bulge in the front of her panties. Grinning to herself, Julie fished my manhood out the fabric, my arousal displayed in front of Megan once again. Julie pressed my cock back against my stomach, letting the waistband of the panties pin it in place once again, the fat head showing above the fabric that was growing tighter by the second. It was just that easy for her. No challenge at all to get me trembling with desire and ready to do anything for her once again.

“All right,” Julie said, turning toward Megan. “What now?”

Megan’s smile was even more predatory than my wife’s. She stepped forward, that grin on her beautiful face making me as nervous as ever, knowing just how much the woman was capable of. Julie still held the leash as Megan stood beside me, her latex-wrapped body pressing against mine and helping desire spark inside me as the two beauties toyed with me. Now, Megan reached out and touched my cock, running her fingers carefully over the sensitive head while I shuddered and moaned with pleasure I couldn’t hide. I had always found Julie’s friend attractive, but had never in my life imagined she would ever touch me like this. And if I had allowed myself to fantasize about it, I could never have pictured a scene as wild and kinky as the one we were all now living out.

“Want to cum, pussy boy?” Megan teased.

“Yes,” I groaned, making both women laugh again at the obvious desperation in my voice.

“Well, you heard what we said,” Megan said. “You have to earn every orgasm now. Anytime we make you cum you have to clean up your mess. Still want an orgasm, you nasty little thing?”

“Yes,” I groaned, giving the women plenty to laugh about again. My desperate lust and total submission was giving them so much joy. I didn’t find it particularly funny myself. Then again, I was the butt of the joke.

“Okay then,” Megan smiled. “Let’s see. Your wife had an orgasm. You’ve had your nasty little spurt. So far, I haven’t cum at all. Does that sound fair to you, pussy boy?”

“No,” I said. After all, I knew what was expected of me. Obedience. Willing participation in my own humiliation. And I knew just as well as the girls did that I would do it. That at this point, no price seemed too high to pay for the pleasure I was craving, even though I knew these women were going to put me through it.

“You’re right. It’s not,” Megan said. “So we’re going to fix that right now. Come with me, pussy boy.”

Without waiting for an answer, Megan reached out and took the chain from Julie’s hand. Without even asking permission, I thought to myself suddenly, and then criticized myself for the thought. As though Julie’s permission was somehow more important than my own. As though it were up to her now where I went and what I did and with who. But I couldn’t shake that feeling as Megan led me back toward the padded bench on top of the cage and climbed onto it. Still holding the leash in one hand, she reached down between her legs, her nimble fingers finding a tiny zipper that was only just visible. She pulled it down, and the skintight latex of her catsuit spread easily apart, and just like that, for the first the first time in my life, I was staring right at my wife’s friend’s pussy.

I was gratified to see that Megan’s lips were every bit as wet and swollen as my wife’s had been. My submission was turning them both on, and that was all the encouragement I needed to keep doing it. Raising one leg, Megan swung it over the chain between us, pushing down on the metal leash. As she pulled it tighter, I dropped to my knees in front of her. Megan used her grip on the chain to pull me closer to her, and soon, I was kneeling between her gorgeous thighs, the smell of her arousal merging with the smell of the rubber from the sexy outfit she wore to make my head spin. She sat above me like a goddess demanding worship, and this time, I was happy to obey.

I didn’t look back over my shoulder to see Julie watching me, but I knew that she was. I felt as though I could feel her scrutiny taking in every moment of this latest wild adventure. In a strange kind of way, I found myself hoping she was. For reasons I couldn’t begin to analyze, I wanted her to see. Two weeks ago, on Valentine’s Day, she had flirted with a strange man while I listened helplessly from the closet, and I still couldn’t entirely process the way that made me feel. But now, my wife was about to watch me give her friend oral sex, and not only was she doing nothing to prevent it. Without looking at her, without her saying a word, I didn’t doubt even for a moment that Julie was enjoying it.

Megan’s pussy quivered slightly as I ran my tongue over her lips, teasing them just a little. As I pressed my tongue more firmly against her, I heard her sigh in pleasure. It’d been absolutely years since I had been with anyone but my wife. Julie and I had been together for a decade, and in that time, she was the only partner I had had. I knew exactly what it took to please my wife. Megan, though, was more of an unknown quantity. A journey of discovery. And so I took my time, moving my lips and tongue around her sensitive areas, gauging her reactions from the size and gasps and moans of pleasure she began to make as I probed her sex with my tongue, teasing her swollen clitoris with my nose, learning as I went how to make this dominant goddess happy.

It worked. In a strange sort of way, I took some pride in that as I continued to eat her out. After everything I had gone through, it was good to know I could still please a woman. Good to know that for all the mockery the two of them subjected me to, I still had the power to give them what they wanted.

Megan’s taste was entirely different to that of my wife, but no less pleasant. As her juices began to pour out of her more freely, I savored that taste, drinking it down just as eagerly as I had drunk my wife’s earlier. And my work began to pay off. Megan began to moan above me, her voice absolutely dripping with pleasure, and I used her moans to guide me to please her even more, focusing on the areas that were getting the best response, repeating the techniques I had learned so well in ten years with Julie to make her friend cum.

Megan closed her eyes. She tugged on the leash that joined us together, thrusting her hips forward to get more of my tongue as I continued to go down on her. But at the same time, her leg moved. Blindly, her booted foot found my cock, and the shiny leather toe of her thigh-high boot began to stroke my manhood. I groaned against her sex at the feelings of pleasure that filled me, and Megan moaned too, intoxicated by her own pleasure and power while I served her from my knees.

She was getting close. I didn’t know the reactions of Megan’s body even close to as well as I did Julie’s, but it there was no mistaking the panting breath, the steady moans, the way her thighs trembled on either side of my ears. It was beautiful. It was erotic. It was having an effect on me that no one could be surprised by. My cock jumped and surged against the leather boot, and Megan continued to tease me with the motions of her foot, and soon, unable to help myself and overcome with pure desire, I was thrusting my hips back-and-forth, grinding my cock against her foot.

“That’s right, fuck my boot, you little boot humper,” Megan panted, without opening her eyes. “You know what happens after, don’t you, pussy boy? You know what you’re going to have to do for me.”

I did. And just as the women had predicted, it didn’t stop me. I pushed aside the shame, pushed aside all consideration of what would come next, my desperation for orgasm eclipsing everything else. And when Megan howled in pure pleasure, her pussy suddenly tightening around my tongue as her orgasm took her, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I groaned too, moaning with every ounce of my lust into her trembling sex, and my cock exploded in the panties I wore. The orgasm I had already had had drained my balls, yet I was turned on enough to be able to summon another impressive load, spurting it all over Megan’s sexy boot.

Her climax peaked and passed, and Megan sighed with relief. Opening her eyes, she relaxed her grip on the leash between us and roughly pushed my head away. I sat back on my knees, panting and gasping myself, just as overwhelmed as she was but with a lot more to think about. Because we all knew what was coming. And Megan’s beautiful green eyes shone down at me like emeralds as she contemplated my fate. All the men she had had bow to her beauty and her dominance in this dungeon of hers, but I didn’t imagine she had ever thought I would be one of them. And yet there I was, on my knees, on a leash, my cock still dripping with the residue of an orgasm I knew I was going to taste shortly.

“Well, you know what to do, pussy boy,” Megan said. She shifted on the padded bench, crossing her legs to hide the pussy I could still taste in my mouth, and I found myself wishing desperately that I could cling onto that taste instead of what was coming. But I also knew I had no choice. That was my orgasm, gleaming on Megan’s boots, and my job was to clean it all up. And Megan watched, letting slack out in the leash so that I could easily bow my face to the floor and run my tongue over the pointed toe of her sexy dominatrix boot.

“He’s doing it,” I heard Julie say behind me. Her high heels echoed once again on the hard floor as she stepped forward, wanting to get a better look at my total humiliation at the hands of her friend.

“Yeah, he’s learning his place,” Megan said as she watched me slurp up my mess. “They all do eventually. You just have to be firm with them. I think pussy boy’s training is coming along nicely. And look at all the orgasms this lucky boy is getting. Usually, men have to lick my boots clean before I’ll even think about letting them cum.”

I heard Julie’s laughter close behind me now. I didn’t look up from Megan’s boots and the foul task in front of me, unable in the depths of my shame to meet my wife’s gaze. But I knew how much all this was turning her on. I knew that with every passing moment, she became more and more wrapped up in her dominant persona, more and more cruel, more and more dismissive of what I wanted. And of course, she knew that that was what I wanted. The two of them had me so humiliated, so defeated, so completely in their power that it was impossible to even think of escape. Even if I had wanted to.

I kept licking, the residue of my cum clinging awkwardly to Megan’s boots as though it never wanted to let go of her. I hooked my tongue, trying with limited success to lift it, trying with even less success to ignore the taste of it. The taste of my complete humiliation, of an ordeal none of the three of us would ever be able to forget. These women could have me like this, on my knees and submitting to them, anytime they wanted. I knew that now. Now that I had done it once, there would be no way to even think of resisting in the future. I was destined to be their submissive pussy boy from that point forward, and each of us knew it.

Julie moved behind me. Without turning to look, I sensed her leaning over toward the bench and picking something up. Then, she stood behind me again. Megan still had her grip on the leash, and I was still licking up my mess from her foot, but I felt Julie’s hand on my back as she crouched down behind me.

And then, pain tore through my already bruised ass as my wife brought the wooden paddle down on my exposed flesh again.

“Naughty pussy boy,” she said, over a gale of Megan’s sadistic laughter. “That’s what you get for eating another woman’s pussy. Now lick up all your cum, and don’t embarrass me. You’re not getting out of this until Megan’s boots are gleaming and looking brand-new again.”

Megan couldn’t stop laughing, drunk with her own sense of power. And despite her harsh words, I heard Julie begin to laugh too. And that was the sound that tormented me, the soundtrack of my submissive nature as I carried on lapping at the boots of my new mistress while my wife beat my ass and laughed. And laughed. And laughed.



10. At Their Mercy

There was a wild feeling in the air. A strange crackle of sexual desire that I had experienced before when playing like this with my wife, but never at this kind of intensity. I had never imagined myself in a situation like this. Maybe none of us had. Or maybe for Megan, this was all old news. As familiar to her as my work was for me. But somehow, I doubted it. Because as accomplished a dominatrix as she might be, it was abundantly clear to me the Megan was enjoying herself. Her green eyes shone every time I could bring myself to look at them, her obvious delight with the power she had showing in every expression of her face. And the same was true of Julie, too.

My wife was lit up with sexual excitement the way she got when we played like this, only this time, it was more powerful and more intense than ever before. And as always, I was struck by the realization that my wife was never more beautiful than she was in moments like these. Moments when the normal rules of how we lived our life no longer applied, and the fantasy took over. There I was, trapped in a dungeon with too beautiful dominant women, and I had never even wanted such a thing. But now that I had it, I couldn’t resist the outrageous excitement of it all. Even as I felt nervous about what might happen next.

When Megan’s boots were finally clean, she slid off the padded bench on top of the ominous cage. She was still holding the leash connected to the collar I wore, and I was still in no position to refuse either of them anything. My ass ached from the beating I had taken, and I didn’t doubt that there was plenty more punishment in store if I failed to please these two goddesses. Or even just if they felt like hurting me for their own sadistic amusement. Clearly, that was their right. Both of these women knew they could do whatever they wanted with me.

Megan didn’t pause as she strode away from the cage, and as the leash grew tight between us, I had no choice but to turn on my knees and shuffle after her as best as I could. I could feel my wife watching me, giggling to herself at my humiliation, breasts bouncing as maddeningly as ever in the tight green corset she wore. That sexy outfit had been the key to doing this to me, to turning me into her humble sex slave. But even back then on that incredibly kinky Valentine’s Day, I had never imagined it would lead us here. That I would be shuffling on my knees across the floor of Megan’s basement, watching the light bounce back from her latex class ass, watching the way it swayed so provocatively and hypnotically in front of me with every high-heeled step she took until I felt I could was impossible to look anywhere else. Sometimes the best things in life are the things we never see coming.

Megan led me over to the middle of her basement. The bright overhead light shone on every curve of her body as she turned to face me, some conquering queen at the other end of my leash, unassailably powerful and hypnotically beautiful and completely impossible to resist. I heard the sound of high heels moving on the hard floor behind me as Julie approached too. My lovely wife didn’t want to miss a moment of my humiliation, wanted to see every embarrassing second as her friend dominated me completely. That turned me on, too. This secret well of cruelty inside the woman I loved, this previously unguessed sadism that somehow made her even more beautiful and alluring than ever. It was hard to understand, let alone explain. But it was the truth.

I kneeled in the center of the floor like a prisoner on trial. Still holding the leash, Megan raised one foot from the floor. Balancing perfectly on one slender high heel, she put the other on my shoulder. The latex covering her thigh like a second skin shone as she pushed forward and down, pushing me down onto the floor. As she let out the slack in the leash, I fell over on my back, my tied hands underneath me, as helpless as ever. Megan stood above me now with one foot on my chest, her heel digging slightly into the skin as she smiled down at me. Completely at her mercy, under her foot, gazing up at her with fear and desire. Ready to serve. That was the embarrassing truth. I was ready to do what I was told, whatever I was told, by her and by Julie and by both of them. They had far too much power over me for me to resist.

Julie appeared in my vision too as she stood over me, close to Megan. Her skirt sat high on her thighs, and I peered into the darkness underneath it, longing for the pussy that I knew was under there, the magnet that held my attention and enslaved me to my wife. She was smiling too, her beautiful face lit up with pure delight at what was happening. She loved seeing me like this, squirming on the floor, in the power of her and her friend. My wife was absolutely unbelievable.

“He’s such a pathetic pussy boy,” Julie said, her eyes still holding mine even as she spoke to her friend. “He’ll do anything just for his perverted little orgasm.”

“They all will,” Megan said, turning her smile on my wife for a moment. “That’s what makes men weak. That’s what makes women stronger. That’s why we could secretly rule the world, if we wanted to. It’s pussy. Pussy rules the world.”

Megan’s hand slid over her body as she spoke, moving easily over the glistening latex clinging to her hip and thigh. She was looking at me again, and so was Julie, and as Megan’s hand pulled my eyes with it, I could see her pussy still shining with my saliva between the open zipper of her catsuit. She ran her fingers over the swollen lips, her eyelids fluttering in pleasure as she did, and I had to suppress a groan of desire as I watched her press two fingers against herself more forcefully, sliding them back-and-forth over her dripping sex. At the same time, she twisted her foot just a little, driving her heel more forcefully into my chest.

And beside her, Julie seemed to get the idea. Smiling to herself, her cheeks showing a red glow of desire and surprise at her own actions, she pulled up her tight stretchy skirt so it was completely out-of-the-way, tucking it up under her corset. And just like her friend, she began to touch herself. She ran two fingers over her pussy, groaning slightly in pleasure as she slid them inside, and I didn’t know where to look. My head snapped back-and-forth as I gazed from one person to another, my cock swelling inside the damp panties I wore as I gazed at two of the most beautiful women I had ever seen standing above me, taunting me with their sex.

Almost involuntarily, I raised my head from the floor, trying to sit up, trying to get myself closer to those dominant women. But Megan easily pushed me back down to the floor with her foot again.

“No, just look, for now,” she taunted, making Julie giggled beside her. “Look at what you can’t have. Look at the pussy that owns you. Admit it. Admit that you are our pussy boy, and that pussy rules your life from now on.”

“Pussy rules my life,” I said without the faintest hesitation, making both women laugh as they continued to touch themselves above me. But what was the point denying the truth? My mere presence there in that dungeon and my humiliating situation, tied up and leashed and wearing panties soaked in my own cum, was all the proof they needed. Megan’s boots glistened as she continued to torment me with them, and I could still taste the bitter taste of the leather that she had made me clean with my tongue as a show of total submission. If I didn’t desire them so badly, these women could never make me do such degrading things. But I did, and so they could, and it only made all of us want more. My pride still hurt, my fragmented ego scratching at me whenever these women made me do something humiliating. But it wasn’t enough to stop me doing it. Not even close.

“Imagine marrying a pussy boy and not even knowing it,” Megan said. She smiled as she turned to my wife, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. And her fingers never stopped rubbing against her pussy as she stood above me. She was curling them inside herself, rubbing her hand rhythmically back-and-forth. And so was Julie. My chest rose and fell under Megan’s high heel as I watched, helpless, listening to the wet noises they made as they pleasured themselves, watching the trail of warm juices run down both their thighs. I was at the mercy of two beautiful mistresses, and they were both still horny. And the smell of sex hanging in the air was more than enough to keep me horny too.

Megan shifted her weight. One foot slid on the floor, and the other slid over my body, and I winced slightly as her trailing heel left a red mark on my skin as it began to move. But Megan didn’t care. Her high heel scraped its way over my stomach to where my cock lay flat against my belly, still held in place by the elastic of Julie’s panties. She prodded the underside of my shaft gently with her heel, and I grunted faintly. I was hard again. In fact, after everything that had happened since Megan had made me cum on her boot, I wasn’t sure I had never really gotten soft. My cock was fat and ready again, the pure kinkiness of the scene I was in more than enough to keep me aroused. Maybe Megan seemed a little surprised, but I wasn’t.

“Look at this,” she said. “Looks like our pussy boy is horny again. He just wants pussy so bad, doesn’t he?”

“Well, you know the rules, honey.”

As she spoke, Julie stepped closer to me, placing one foot on my chest just as Megan had. It gave me an even better view of her pussy as she played with it, her fingers sliding back-and-forth more urgently between her swollen lips now. The trail of her juices running down the inside of her thighs was more noticeable than ever, and I wanted nothing more in that moment than to fuck the goddess who stood above me, tormenting me with that incredible body. But I wasn’t allowed. I wasn’t allowed anything these women didn’t want to give to me.

“If you cum, you have to lick it up,” Julie went on. Her eyes were shining, her long red hair hanging down around her face as she leaned over me, putting more weight on my chest, her fingers moving even more quickly in her pussy as I grunted at the pressure.

“Yes, I know,” I said. And above my waist, Megan was moving her foot up and down my cock, teasing me again, making me squirm on the floor beneath both of them, desperate once again for orgasm despite how recently I had just had one. Despite the price I knew I would have to pay. After all, these women didn’t joke about anything. If they said they were going to make me do something, I knew they would make me do it. And despite myself, I hardly cared. My desire for them was just that powerful that I would put up with any kind of disgrace just for more pleasure.

“God, he can’t even help himself,” Megan chuckled. “Even though he knows what we’re going to do to him, he just needs to cum so badly. This is what I mean. This is why men deserve to be controlled. They need to be. They need women in charge to make the decisions for them, because once their little cocks get all hard, they can’t think straight.”

“True,” Julie said. “What should we do with him this time?”

“Well, don’t take this the wrong way,” Megan said slowly. Standing above me fingering herself, Julie was occupying all of my attention, but even though I couldn’t see her, I could still hear the smile in Megan’s voice as she spoke. And her next words made me gasp. “But I think I want to fuck your husband.”

Julie gasped too. Tosee beautiful eyes went wide and round, and her fiery hair trailed across her shoulders as she turned her outraged face to her friend. But on that day, anything seemed possible. We were all riding the high of sexual desire, and we had already gone far further than any of us thought we ever would, and we were too deep in this thing now to turn back. And Julie’s hand never stopped moving between her legs, her fingers caressing her pussy over and over again, sliding inside her wet slot and keeping her arousal bubbling over so that she stayed in this mental space where even the most outrageous things seemed acceptable.

For my part, I didn’t dare say a word. I lay there on the floor underneath them, little more than a prop, a toy for them to play this strange game with. A toy who wanted nothing more to be used.

“That’s so naughty,” Julie said at last. And her high heel dug more forcefully into my chest, and her fingers slid more aggressively into her pussy as she spoke to her friend.

“I know,” Megan said. “I’ve always wondered what you saw in him. I mean, knowing now that he’s a pussy boy, I kind of get it more. I’ve always wondered what he’s like in bed. I think you should let me take him for a spin. Let me borrow that cock of his and see if I can ride it to orgasm.”

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” Julie said. But the significance of her words struck me straight away. We were doing it.

Lifting her foot off my chest, she stepped around to stand beside my head, one foot on either side, her shining pussy right above me as she continued to play with herself. And Megan understood her friend’s words perfectly. I could see her again now, her latex-wrapped body shining erotically as she stood above my waist. Placing one foot on either side of my hips, Megan smiled at me as she bent her knees and crouched down on top of me. And I could hardly believe what was happening as I felt my wife’s friend pull down the panties I was wearing, rolling them down to my knees and taking hold of my cock in her hand. She stroked it slowly, her other hand on the floor for balance, and there was a predatory gleam in her beautiful eyes as she looked up at me, massaging my prick as it throbbed in her hand.

“Beg me, pussy boy,” Megan hissed, making my wife laugh out loud with sheer kinky delight. “Beg me to let you cum so you can eat your orgasm out of wherever I allow you to have it.”

“Please, Megan,” I begged at once. “Please let me cum, please! You’re both so fucking sexy, so beautiful. I need to cum so badly, please! I am your pussy boy, and I need your pussy so much!”

Megan laughed as she continued to stroke my cock, and above me, Julie laughed too. I saw Megan lift her eyes from mine to look at my wife for a moment, the smile never wavering from her face. I didn’t look at Julie, but I knew that Megan had her full support. Somehow, my wife was more than willing to go along with this crazy game. And Megan’s catsuit creaked again as she shifted her weight on her knees, rising up and straddling my cock. I stared at her, feeling as though I were in some outrageous dream as a woman I had known for years and never so much as kissed lowered her streaming pussy down onto the fat head of my engorged member. She sighed softly as my cock pressed against the faint resistance of her sex before sliding easily inside. Her pussy was warm and wet and unbelievably snug, and I trembled and groaned with lust as I lay there on the floor, being used in the way I most wanted, the way I had sincerely begged for. And beautiful Megan began to ride up and down on my cock, her tight pussy gripping my shaft and sending powerful jolts of pleasure through me where I squirmed underneath her.

“Don’t cum until I give you permission,” Megan warned, already faintly breathless as she continued riding. I could see the light bouncing off the latex that covered her boobs as they jiggled inside the tight confines of her suit. Her short dark hair bounced above her shoulders, her mouth open and emitting sounds of pleasure that grew ever louder in the echoing space of the basement dungeon. And I knew the risk, but it seemed insane to try and hold back. Despite the multiple orgasms I had had that day, I felt just as wildly turned on as ever. And I feared the punishment these women might subject me to if I let them down, but I also knew there was very little I could do to control myself. I tried not to look at Megan as her beautiful body bounced more forcefully up and down on top of me, as her ever-growing cries of passion filled the air. I tried not to think about what was happening, that my cock was buried deep inside the tight pussy of my wife’s sexiest friend. But none of that was of any use. I couldn’t forget where I was and what I was doing. I couldn’t fail to feel the tightness of her sex around mine, the way her body slammed up and down on top of me over and over again. I tried to regulate my breathing, doing everything in my power to stay calm, but the task felt impossible. Megan was going to make me cum, and then she was going to make me eat it, and then she was going to make me pay for my failure to obey her impossible instructions. None of it was fair, and all of it felt absurdly right. As though this were my place in life, to be put into these impossible situations and punished for what I couldn’t help. For what I was. A man too turned on and to aroused and too weak to deny these women anything they wanted.

I closed my eyes, trying to obey Megan’s instructions. But while she surrendered to pleasure, closing her own eyes, letting her cries of passion ring out louder and louder, my wife had other ideas. I felt her descending on top of me, her knees touching the floor on either side of my head. When she reached down and took hold of my throat, I knew what my wicked wife wanted. I opened my eyes again to see her pussy hovering in front of me and her busy fingers inside, toying with her juicy sex. I felt another stab of arousal within me, and Megan moaned as my cock fat thickened inside her, feeling already like it was on the brink of orgasm no matter how recently I had exploded in passion.

“Look,” Julie said with a smile. At close range now, I could hear her fingers sliding inside her pussy, could hear the way her breath caught around the moans of pleasure she was suppressing, and it all worked to turn me on even more. I raised my head from the floor, my tongue extended, desperate to taste her. But with a soft little laugh, Julie used her free hand to push my head away.

“No, no licking,” she said. “Not just now. For now, I just want you to watch. I want you to watch me touch myself until I cum all over your face while you just lie there like our abused little fuck toy.”

Megan laughed at that, and her laugh soon turned into another moan of pleasure. Again, I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, and again, it seemed insane that I could possibly hold back what came next. And as instructed, I stared right up into my wife’s pussy, and Julie fingered herself more forcefully, sliding her fingers in deeper, almost up to the knuckle. She moaned loudly, holding absolutely nothing back. I trembled and squirmed beneath the two beauties, completely overcome by this wild sexual dominance.

I moaned and groaned. I trembled and squirmed. But nothing I could do would relieve me from the pleasure building inside me. Nothing would hold back the orgasm that roared like an animal within me, demanding to be released. And I didn’t have the strength to hold on. I didn’t have the strength to resist anymore. My mind was so full of desire and arousal that I didn’t even care what the consequences would be. The future ceased to exist. All that mattered was now, and now, all that mattered was sex.

I let out a long moan that shook my whole body, about to let myself go completely. But then, to my utter disbelief, I heard Megan cry out. I tore my eyes away from Julie’s pussy for a moment to see the latex goddess trembling as she straddled my hips, her eyes closed, her head thrown back, her mouth wide open as she yelled her bliss at the ceiling.

“Cum, pussy boy!” she screamed. “Cum inside me so I can make you eat it all!”

“Thank you,” I groaned, not even conscious of the words that were coming out of me. And in that exact moment, Megan and I came together. My cock exploded inside her, and her pussy clamped down around my throbbing shaft, milking my manhood of whatever I had to give her. I spurted my cum inside another woman’s pussy for the first time since I had met Julia a decade earlier, and the feeling of bliss and deviance that swept over me was unlike anything else I had felt before. It was one thing to serve my wife like a sex slave, to grovel at her feet and do her bidding and have her whip my ass for the slightest infraction. It was something else completely to have sex with another woman right in front of her, while Julie played with her streaming pussy and watched us fuck.

As her climax past, Megan let out a long moan. She leaned forward, her hands on my stomach for balance. My cock softened inside her, my own pleasure finally spent. And above me, Julie’s movements slowed. Her fingers still slid in and out of her pussy, but more slowly now. I could see her smiling down at me as she released her grip on my throat and inched back on her knees.

Julie stirred. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she stepped away, standing beside me now. And Megan didn’t even look at her friend. Megan’s attention was all on me. She began to crawl forward, and I groaned as my cock slid easily free of her wet pussy. Still smiling, Megan reached down between her legs, pressing her hand against the sex that appeared in the gap of the zipper of her skintight catsuit. Holding it all inside. She inched forward on her knees, taking her time, letting me watch every movement. And fear and shame and regret boiled inside me at the knowledge of what was expected of me. It was one thing to promise to do something so filthy and humiliating in the heat of desire, when the need for sex made everything else seem trivial. It was so much harder now, just as it had been the other times I had been allowed to orgasm that day. But just as on those times, I knew there was no choice.

Megan reached my head. Straddling my face, she took her hand away from her pussy. I could see the wet mess of our shared orgasm shining between her swollen lips, framed by the black teeth of the unzipped catsuit. And Megan posed there for a moment, taunting me with the power she held as she raked the fingers of one hand through my hair. I could smell our sex, and I grimaced as I looked up at her pussy, at once desiring it and fearful of it. But of course, it didn’t matter how I felt. What mattered was what my mistress wanted.

“You know the rules, pussy boy,” Megan said, her hips slowly swaying from side to side as she teased me with her dripping cunt. Behind her, I heard Julie laugh. I heard her footsteps on the floor again as she stepped toward me, placing one foot on my drained cock that lay flaccid on my stomach.

“Yeah, don’t embarrass me in front of my friend, pussy boy,” I heard Julie say. “A deal is a deal. You have to clean up your mess anytime we are kind enough to allow you to make one. So do a good job. I want to watch you eat your cum out of my friend’s pussy, right now.”

Megan laughed. Julie laughed. Both women were having a great old time, thoroughly enjoying the unrivaled power they held over me. And Megan didn’t wait for an answer. Spreading her knees a little further, she lowered her dripping pussy down onto my mouth, pinning my head against the floor. The smell of her body engulfed me as I lay there, feeling Julie’s shoe teasing my cock, feeling myself already start to harden again. Clearly, this was a game these women could play forever. And clearly, my desire for them was so powerful that I could play it forever too. Because already, lust was stirring inside me again. Even in the depths of degradation and shame, I could feel it. I could feel my cock already starting to thicken under my wife’s shoe.

So once again, I did as I was told. I stuck my tongue into the wet mess of our orgasm and began to lick Megan’s pussy, swallowing quickly as my own ejaculate poured out of her. And up above me, Megan sighed in pleasure. She and Julie both already knew just how easily they had won.



11. A Submissive’s Reward

Megan came again. After all, that was the point, I suppose. Lying underneath her, my face buried in the wet mess of her pussy that I had just exploded into, I was nothing more than a toy for her amusement. And she used me well. I choked down the unappealing residue of my own orgasm, swallowing it as quickly as possible, trying to get the hateful task over with. But long after the last trace of me had left her body, Megan held her position, still straddling my face, still grinding her pussy against my mouth. The skintight latex catsuit she wore creaked and groaned as her thighs gripped my ears, the heels of her boot scratching the skin on my sides. She wanted more. It seemed she always wanted more. The woman was insatiable, and for that matter, so was I, but my desire didn’t count for much. Hers did. Hers and my wife’s, the two goddesses whose job it was mine to serve very simple down there in Megan’s basement. All I had to do was exactly what I was told.

And Megan came again. Finally, long after every trace of my orgasm was gone from her body, I felt her shiver and tremble. I heard her moan catch in her throat, felt her body stiffen in that unmistakable way that left me in no doubt about what was going on. Her legs gripped my head, squeezing involuntarily, and her pussy spasmed around my tongue, and I drank down her orgasm with a lot more enthusiasm than I did my own earlier. Megan came, and I felt every jolt of pleasure she felt in my own body as she sat on top of me, and although I couldn’t see Julie with her friend sitting on top of me, I could feel her watching too. I knew she was watching in approval, silently condoning this madness that was going on. I had never even dreamed of cheating on my wife, and was this cheating? It didn’t seem that way to me. Not with Julie watching and more than watching. This was as much her idea as it was Megan’s.

Spent for now, Megan climbed off my face at last. Recovering herself. I blinked in the light, and the first place my eyes went was toward my wife.

Julie was watching, of course. Standing close by us both, looking as infinitely desirable as ever in her green corset and her ankle boots and the diamond bracelet I had bought her for Valentine’s Day around one ankle as a symbol of her dominance. She was my mistress, my goddess, my tormentor, and yet underneath it all, she was still my wife. She was still the woman I loved, and that gave me an extra thrill as I looked at her that I didn’t get from looking at the equally sexy Megan. With Megan, it was all desire. And I didn’t desire Julie any less than I did her sexy friend. But the fact that I also loved the woman made what was going on in their basement seem even more wild, even more crazy, and even more deviant than it otherwise would have.

Megan was still kneeling beside me, her black catsuit rising and falling with the rhythm of her breath as she sucked in air that still smelled of sex, when Julie stepped forward. Her eyes held mine, and I got the sense that she was enjoying knowing that I was watching every move. As transfixed by her beauty as ever, no matter how many orgasms these wild women allowed me to have. In fact, after eating Megan’s delicious pussy to orgasm, I was turned on again. There was no hiding it. My cock rose unmistakably above my body as I lay on my back, and Julie noticed. She smiled as she raised a foot from the floor, tapping the rounded toe of one ankle boot against my manhood to make it bob and sway. She stepped over me and stood above me, every inch the conquering goddess she had been since that fateful Valentine’s Day when our entire relationship changed in instant. Then, bending her knees effortlessly, Julie sank down on top of me.

Without a word, Julie reached down between her legs and took hold of my cock. Just that confident. Just that entitled. After all, it wasn’t like I was going to protest. I groaned softly at her touch, my well-used organ sore from its adventures that day but still ready for more. And Julie smiled that bewitching smile as she lowered herself down on top of it, as she felt my cock slide into her as it had hundreds of times before. Somehow, it didn’t feel that way. Somehow, it felt like the first time, with all the excitement and tension and nervous energy that implies. As if everything depended on this, and only this. As if nothing in my life would ever be more important than this moment of shared pleasure, even after all the wild pleasure we had shared with one another so recently. That was just one of the gifts Julie’s newfound dominance had given me, I recognized. The ability to think of nothing else. The freedom to be so single-minded, to be exclusively focused on one particular aspect of our lives together. Sex is magical that way. It can make everything else vanish, at least for a while.

Julie began to ride up and down on top of my cock. I groaned in pleasure, just as she did. And soon, our mutual cries of bliss echoed once again in Megan’s basement.

I barely noticed Megan rising to her feet, turning away from us, walking back across the basement with clicking footsteps to take up her seat on the padded top of the cage against the wall. Now, my focus was all on my wife. And if Megan was watching us fuck, that only added a delicious little stab of additional excitement to what was happening.

Julie’s breasts bounced up and down in the top of her corset as she rubbed my cock more forcefully, bottoming out on every thrust. Her eyes were closed now, her red hair like a storm of fire around her beautiful face as it thrashed like it had a mind of its own. Her knees pressed against my sides, her patent leather boots scrabbling on the floor, her wedding ring shining on her finger as she placed her hands on my stomach, the fingernails sinking slightly into my skin and giving me a delicious stab of pleasurable pain.

Julie howled in pleasure. Her pussy tightened around my cock, and I knew what was coming. But I didn’t even think about the price I would have to pay. I didn’t think about what it would cost me to have this unbelievable pleasure. I focused completely on the pleasure itself, my wife’s beauty wiping away all other concerns. Julie hadn’t told me to hold anything back, and I wasn’t trying. But truthfully, I had already had so many orgasms that day that it was going to take a while to coax another out of me, even for her.

And so I didn’t cum until she did. But just as had happened with Megan, Julie’s orgasm seemed to draw mine out of me as her pussy spasmed wildly against my cock, and I allowed myself to let go. I let the brightness of orgasm sweep through me, embodying it completely, not trying to hold onto it but just enjoying the feeling of it washing over me. Julie seemed content to do the same. We came together like that, right there on the floor of Megan’s basement, our bodies reacting as one and our voices joined in the music of pure ecstasy.

Julie’s breasts shuddered beautifully as she took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. I could feel her pussy still spasming with the aftershocks of orgasm as she climbed off me. My cock slid easily out of her pussy, softened again by yet another orgasm I had had very little choice about. And Julie’s movements seemed tired as she crawled toward me, but she did it all the same. She knew the rules of this game just as well as I did. She knew what she had to do, and so did I. Her pussy dripping with our shared orgasm, my wife climbed onto my face, and for what felt like the hundredth time, I pushed aside my disgust and disgrace and fear and shame so that I could clean her out too.

The mingled taste of our pleasure filled my mouth, as much as I tried to ignore it. Just as I had with Megan, I did my best to choke down the grossness as quickly as I could. For her part, Julie sighed happily on top of me, still enjoying the feeling of being completely in control. And as I diligently cleaned her out, her body started to respond with pleasure again. Just like with Megan, I cleaned away every last drop of my own orgasm, and I kept licking long after every trace was gone, and Julie loved it. She moaned and groaned, grinding her pussy against my face, and before much time had passed, she was exploding in yet another powerful orgasm that coated my face in her fragrant juices. I drank it all down, just as I had with her friend, my role cemented as a receptacle and tool for female pleasure while the girls used me as they saw fit. It was wonderful. It was unbelievable. It was unforgettable, and even as it was happening, I could practically feel it burning itself onto some deep layer of my brain to make sure the events of this day would never be forgotten.

Julie climbed off my face at last. I could feel her juices cooling on my skin, mixed with Megan’s, as I watched her step away from me. She was moving unsteadily on legs that wobbled with every step, and I felt a strange thrill of pride to know that I had done that to her. That it was me that had made her cum so hard, that had given her that pleasure she demanded. It wasn’t like I had a lot of opportunities to feel pride in the situation I found myself in. I would take them wherever I could.

I watched my beautiful wife walk over to her Megan sat on top of the cage. For her part, Megan looked fully recovered now, her pretty eyes shining with malicious glee as she smiled at her friend. Wearily, Julie climbed up onto the padded surface beside her friend. I saw Megan wrap an arm around Julie’s narrowed waist, hugging her, and Julie closed her eyes for a moment and smiled at this display of affection. The two of them looked ridiculously beautiful sitting there in their sexy outfits, but that show of friendship was like reality breaking through into the wild fantasy we had created together. Or something like that. It humanized my goddesses, I suppose. And in a strange sort of way, that made them even more desirable than they already were.

For a moment, they said nothing. And I said nothing too. There was nothing to say. There I was, their helpless victim, and the truth was I didn’t want to be anything other than that. It felt good to be at their mercy, to be their helpless sexual plaything. But it didn’t feel like something that required a lot of talking about. Besides, it wasn’t my place to say anything, really. I didn’t need to do anything, except exactly what I was told.

Still, this time, the wait was long. Megan and Julie had their little moment, and even when their smiling eyes opened again, even as they turned those bright smiles on me, they said nothing at all. I waited for a word, a command, a sign, and the longer I waited, the more my nervousness grew. After all, there was really no telling what these two were capable of or what they might have in mind for me next. They had already pushed me further than I would ever thought I would go, made me do things I never would have imagined. And the desire I had for them in their sexy outfits gave them almost limitless power to do with me as they wished. But in some ways, the waiting was the worst. My fear and doubts grew by the second, and they said nothing, letting my own mind torment me for a while.

I felt even more fear as I watched Julie lean over toward Megan. Her eyes were on me and so were her friend’s as she cupped her hand around her mouth and whispered something into Megan’s ear. The way Megan’s smile spread slowly across her face was at once gorgeous and terrifying, just like everything else about the woman. But still, there was nothing I could do but wait and see.

“Ok,” Megan said with a giggle. And as she spoke, Julie got to her feet. Her high heels cracked on the basement floor as she slid off the bench on top of the ominous cage. She began to walk toward me, taking her time, using that slow strut she had so recently perfected. As always, I couldn’t take my eyes off her body, even if I tried. She was just too hypnotically sexy, strutting along in her corset and ankle boots with the bracelet, that symbol of my captivity, shining brightly against the patent leather of her sexy footwear.

Once again, my wife stood above me, once again the conquering queen in complete control of me. And I looked up her with that same sense of wonder and disbelief, that same feeling of being completely overwhelmed by her beauty and powerless to resist whatever she wanted. It was all about to happen all over again, and I was going to let it.

But then Julie surprised me.

“Sit up,” she said in a soft voice that nevertheless rang in my ears. Without questioning for a moment, I did what she said. And as I sat up on the floor of Megan’s basement dungeon, my wife circled around behind me and crouched down. I felt her take hold of my cuffed hands, and a clip rattled as she released them. Rising to her feet, she circled around to stand in front of me again, and I watched, just as confused as ever, suddenly free but not feeling in any way capable of taking matters into my own hands as long as this dominant goddess was standing above me.

Julie’s breasts swelled once again in the cups of her corset as she leaned forward, her movements restricted by the tight garment that gripped her torso so jealously. She slipped a finger into the steel ring on the front of the embarrassing leather collar I wore, and pulled on it gently but forcefully. Taking the message, I rose to my feet, using my newly free hands to push myself up from the floor.

And once I was standing, Julie turned. All she needed was that finger hooked into the collar to make me obey, to make me follow her submissively across the basement floor to where Megan sat. I didn’t even try to disguise the lustful looks I gave her body as it swayed in front of me, tormenting me all over again with its almost unbearable beauty. It didn’t matter how many orgasms I had had been made to eat. It didn’t matter how much these women put me through. Nothing was going to stop me being attracted to my wife in that outfit, her new dominant persona fully on display. She was like some creature that had been purposely designed to drive me out of my wits with sexual desire, some almost supernaturally sexy demon that I couldn’t keep myself from worshiping.

And when we reached the cage where Megan waited, Julie stopped. Sliding her finger out of the ring on the collar, she turned, her back to the cage. Placing her hands on the padded top, she boosted herself back up to sit on it again. Then she reached out toward me. Her hand took my arm, and she pulled me gently toward her, sitting with her legs spread so that her pussy showed beneath its red crown of hair. I stepped toward her, and Julie reached forward and down, pushing down the panties the women had made me wear to add to my disgrace.

“Poor pussy boy,” Julie gently mocked, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. “You want me so badly, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I panted immediately. After all, there was no point denying it. If that hadn’t been the case, none of this would have worked. But I was addicted to this. To this domination, this helplessness, this shame and embarrassment and fear. They had me hooked. I couldn’t think straight, couldn’t think of anything but their beauty and their bodies and how badly I needed them. And if this was what captivity looked like, why would I ever want to be free? What Julie and Megan had done to me was beyond embarrassing. It was deeply shameful, and I had no idea how I would ever be able to look at myself in the mirror again. But at the same time, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single moment of it. These two women had shown me something completely new, a side of their sexuality and my own that I had never before been aware of. And now, I needed it. Now, there was no doubt in my mind that I could never go back to the way things were. As satisfying as my sex life with my gorgeous wife had been, it had never been anything like this. She had me completely, and both Julie and Megan knew it, and the two of them gloating over me only served to confirm what we all already knew. I would do anything for them, now and forever. All they had to do is command, and I would give them everything.

“Then show me,” Julie said in that same soft voice. As she spoke, she reached down and forward, and I felt her sliding off the panties the women had made me wear to humiliate me. My cock was hanging heavy between my legs, drained and tamed by our kinky exploits. Though with these women around, behaving like this, arousal was never far away. Julie’s voice, the way she was looking at me, the movements of her beautiful body, the way her toned thighs parted and her breasts swelled invitingly in her corset – all of it combined to get desire roaring inside me again. Like the volatile heart of a volcano that burns for million years, it seemed like there was no end to my lust, my desire, my need for her. And therefore no end to my submission to these incredible women.

And yet, now I was free. And there was Julie, the woman I loved, right in front of me, all dressed up in an almost painfully sexy outfit that I couldn’t stop looking at. And after all the doubt and fear and humiliation of what I had been through, the old instincts were still intact. Julie’s bright blue eyes took me in completely, and I felt almost as if I could drown in them as my cock throbbed in anticipation. I wrapped one hand around it, feeling the unbelievable beginnings of yet another erection, and I pressed my lips against those of my wife. I kissed her forcefully, my long-diminished confidence growing by the second, and she kissed me back. Not thinking about where my mouth had been that day, or not caring. It didn’t matter which. My tongue invaded her mouth, and for the first time all day, she yielded to me, and my cock swelled even more.

Julie gasped as I guided my manhood inside her. At the touch of her snug pussy, my erection bloomed to full hardness, and she felt it just as I did. I was inside her once again, and familiarity did nothing to dampen the magic of that experience. Finally free, I thrust my cock into her, and she groaned as she felt it, and that spurred me on to do more. A new aggression growled inside me, desire making me an animal, and I wrapped my arms around Julie’s waist again, holding onto her tightly as though afraid she might otherwise escape as I plunged my cock into her over and over again.

Julie moaned. Beside us, Megan was watching, but I barely even thought about that for now. My mouth trailed kisses down the side of my wife’s face, down her long neck, moving inevitably toward her boobs. And Julie wrapped her arms around my neck, throwing back her head, surrendering to me for the first time that day that had been all about her power, not mine. But now, I was able to do what I wanted. Able to use her body the way she had used mine. I held nothing back.

Soon, my cock was plunging in and out of her rapidly, the motion almost blurred with my desperate speed. The solid cage we sat on rocked and shook to my movements, and Julie’s passionate cries filled the air around us. Megan simply watched, the queen in her dungeon reduced for now to an audience as I showed my wife just how badly I wanted her. And Julie’s pussy tightened around my invading cock once again, another orgasm building inside her while I growled and snarled with my face buried in her juicy breasts, squeezing her more and more tightly, my hands running over that incredible body as I tried my best to possess every single inch of her.

Julie came. But I didn’t. The many orgasms I had already had that day held the next one at bay, and that was fine with me. Desire made an animal of me, and I was willing to let it happen, and so was my wife. In the end, it was what she wanted. As big a thrill as she got out of being in charge, I knew better than anyone that it’s nice every now and then to surrender to someone else. And that what was what Julie did as I stood there in front of the cage she sat on and fucked her roughly.

I didn’t count my wife’s orgasms. It didn’t matter how many times I made her cum. But every time I did, I felt another surge of excitement, another burst of growing confidence. It made me fuck her even harder. I was relentless, possess with an energy I hadn’t felt in years. I felt as though nothing were more important than this. I fucked her as though it were the first time, as though the last time, as though I might never be allowed this blessing again. For all I knew, that might be the case. Julie and Megan’s newfound sexual dominance seemed to have no limits.

At last, my cock exploded inside my wife one last time. She moaned at the feeling of me coming inside her, and I moaned too, my head slumping against her shoulder. She leaned back against the wall behind her, those incredible breasts rising and falling as she panted for air. And I felt fatigue sweep through me, my legs turning suddenly to jelly, every muscle in my body reporting strain and fatigue that I hadn’t felt in my mad quest for yet another sexual release. It was all catching up with me now, and not just the physical side of things. The pure craziness of how we had spent that day crashed in on me like a wave.

I opened my eyes. After a moment, Julie opened hers. It was hard to describe the expression on her face as she looked at me. It was almost as though she had never seen me before. Maybe she had never before witnessed this side of me, just as I had never witnessed this new side of her. But I loved it. And after a moment, a slow smile spread across my wife’s face, and I smiled back at her, and after everything we had done with and to one another, it felt like everything was okay. As crazy as things had gotten, there we still were, the two of us together, still in love, still married, still excited for what the future held an eager to learn more about each other and ourselves.

“That was awesome,” Julie said. She spoke in a soft voice, and despite our surroundings, the moment felt strangely intimate.

“Yeah, it was,” I said, and my wife chuckled. Still sitting beside us, Megan cleared her throat, and I almost jumped as Julie turned her eyes to her friend. I hadn’t exactly forgotten that Megan was there. Then again, in the heat of the moment, I hadn’t exactly remembered it, either.

“Told you,” Megan said with a smug and satisfied smile on her beautiful face. “I never thought you guys were so kinky. You have to admit, it’s pretty fucking awesome.”

“Yeah, it is,” Julie said with a smile. And then she turned to me. Her eyes moved as she studied my face, watching my expression. Her red hair hung in one long strand from her flushed cheek, the glow in her eyes more beautiful than ever. She wanted something from me, I knew. Needed it, maybe. I knew that what she wanted to hear was nothing more the truth.

“Yeah. It was awesome,” I said. It was. In every sense of the word. And the way Julie’s face light lit up as I spoke, the way her eyes shone with even more delight to know that I was on board with this game, that she hadn’t pushed things too far, that I was as willing as she was to keep playing like this, filled my heart in that moment. It was a strange road we had traveled. There was no going back. And even if such a thing had been possible, I had to confess that I wouldn’t want such a thing anyway.

“Thanks, Megan,” Julie said as I stepped back from her, my cock sliding easily out of her dripping pussy. For once, I wasn’t being ordered to clean her up. Somehow, I sensed that the game was over, even though that made me feel a stab of disappointment, my tired body couldn’t deny that it was probably time. “Thanks for showing me the ropes.”

“Any time,” Megan said with a devious smile that she turned on me. “Any time you guys want to play again, I’m here. And so is my dungeon.”

Julie laughed. I stepped back as she slid off the bench, standing on her own feet. Reaching up under the corset, she pulled down her stretchy black skirt to cover herself. Her eyes were still shining happily as she turned to me.

“I’m exhausted,” she said. “Let’s go home, pussy boy.”

“Sounds good to me.”
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