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Riley’s Lesson: Parts 1 to 6

1. The Argument

“Sounds about right.”

Riley snorted as she spoke, her blue eyes reflecting the glow of the TV she was watching. Sitting beside her on the sofa, my wife Kate snorted too. Silently, I rolled my eyes.

I knew exactly what they were thinking. It was a conversation we had had plenty of times before. And now, some overpaid actor on the screen had made some comment about the gender wage gap, and Riley, true to form, was fully on board with what she would no doubt see as another example of rampant patriarchy.

It wasn’t like I wanted to watch the awards show in the first place. Honestly, the whole thing seemed ridiculously pretentious to me. A bunch of millionaires getting dressed up in the latest fashions, getting their photo taken the red carpet, then complaining about social justice from the podium while they received an award just for doing their jobs. The most privileged people in the world, complaining about how unfair everything is. I’d rather watch just about anything else.

But this was a tradition with Riley and Kate that went back long before I ever met my wife. The two of them used to be roommates, and watching the awards was a well-established tradition before I ever arrived on the scene. It was one that continued after Kate and I started dating, after we got engaged, after we got married. Now, it was a yearly ritual for the girls to get together and criticize the outfits of the female stars, then agree with them about their half-baked vision of feminism.

Really, I should have gone and done something else. Read a book in the bedroom or gone to bar rather than inflicting this on myself. I don’t know why I stayed. And given everything that followed, maybe I shouldn’t have

“it’s just ridiculous in this day and age,” Riley said. Addicted to outrage, I called her. We all have our political views, but not all of us feel a need to share them with everyone all the time. Riley did. She genuinely believed she was on the right side of history, genuinely believed that everyone who didn’t disagree with her was at best ignorant and at worst downright evil. But to me, she seemed impossibly naïve and easily led. To me, it seemed like she was ready to believe just about anything as long as the right person told her to believe it. She wholeheartedly swallowed everything she was told, so long as the gender or skin color of the person telling her matched up with her idea of an oppressed class.

White men like me, on the other hand, could only ever be wrong unless we were apologizing.

Fortunately, Kate didn’t share too many of her views. All my wife usually asks of me is that I spare her my political views, just as she asks Riley to spare her hers. But Riley can’t help herself. And for once, it seemed my wife agreed with her.

“I mean, it’s 2024,” Riley went on, folding her arms where she sat on the sofa glaring at the TV screen. “The idea that women make less than men for the exact same job is just ridiculous.”

“I know,” Kate said, shaking her head.

“Yeah. It is a ridiculous idea,” I said.

I knew I shouldn’t. I knew I should just keep my mouth shut and avoid the inevitable argument. But part of me bristled at that. Why should I? Why did Riley get to come to my house and spew her half-baked views everywhere, and if I disagreed even mildly, I was somehow the bad guy? For my wife’s sake, I tried to keep the peace. But I have my own views, and I have my limits.

“Let me guess. You’re totally fine with it.”

The funny thing is, most of the time, I get along great with Riley. She can be funny, and she’s a fundamentally kind person. If she could just keep her views to herself, we’d get on a lot better. But she’s an evangelist for the things she believes in, and I don’t agree with my wife that you should just let people say whatever they want without opposition. Maybe that’s a failing in me, too. Certainly, given what ended up happening, my opposition to Riley’s views has cost me plenty.

“I didn’t say that.”

Riley looked at Kate, who shrugged. She smiled, but there was no warmth in that smile. More like exasperation at yet another evil patriarchal man who just didn’t get it.

“So you don’t agree? You think women shouldn’t get paid the same for doing the same job?”

“They are paid the same to do the same job.”

“How can you say that after what she just said?”

Riley pointed to the TV, her eyes wide with outrage. It was a shame. She was a pretty girl, but she got a lot less attractive when she got on her favorite subject.

“Because they’re not doing the same job. Look, she was in that movie by choice. She signed a contract before they shot a single scene. She agreed to the pay. Now, everybody knows when it comes to things like movies, everyone gets paid differently. The guy she was in that movie with is a much bigger box office draw. People go to see movies just because his name is on the poster. All due respect to her, but no one is going to see a movie just because she’s in it.”

“That’s not the point at all,” Riley said, her eyes narrowing as she scowled at me. “She starred in a movie he got paid millions for doing, and she got less just because she’s a woman.”

“No, she got less because she’s not as popular as he is,” I insisted. While Riley spluttered with outrage, Kate shrugged again.

“It always seems to go that way, though,” my wife said softly, turning toward me. “Never the other way.”

“Or, we just don’t hear about it when it goes the other way,” I said. “Because nobody cares if it’s a guy getting paid less. It’s just that it’s popular now to say that everything is sexist oppression, and these actors, who make millions for doing absolutely nothing, want to make themselves seem like victims when they are the most privileged people in the world.”

My little rant finished, I shifted in the armchair where I sat. Both Kate and Riley were staring at me now. Riley looked furious, while Kate just seemed disappointed. And I’ll admit, even though I stood by my views, I felt a little stab of regret to see the look of my wife’s face. I knew she just wanted me to get along with her friend, and usually, I did. If Riley could kept her feminist views to herself, things would’ve been so much easier.

The atmosphere in the room was hideously uncomfortable now. Shaking her head in fury, Riley turned her eyes back to the TV, but she didn’t seem to be watching the award ceremony anymore. Instead, she was chewing over what I had just said, unwilling to concede even the faintest possibility that I might have a point. And Kate looked from me to her friend and back again. Whenever her eyes were on me, she glared, and I shrugged. But as much as I tried to pretend it didn’t bother me, as much as I felt sure I was in the right, part of me felt bad for opening my mouth. Not because I regretted my views, but because I knew it had made things harder for Kate.



“I’m sorry. I probably should’ve kept my mouth shut.”

For a while, Kate said nothing. She didn’t even look at me. She was in the kitchen, cleaning up some of the dishes after her and Riley’s little viewing party. Riley had gone home shortly after the awards ceremony ended, and although she had plastered a smile on her face, although she had said her goodbyes in as bright and cheerful a way as she could, I couldn’t help feeling there was a note of bitterness to the parting. I knew it was my fault. Not completely. Not exclusively. A huge part of me still maintained that if Riley could’ve kept her own mouth shut, we could’ve had a very pleasant evening. And why was I held to a higher standard of behavior than she was?

But I knew my wife wouldn’t see it that way. And in a way, even if I was right, I was still wrong. I probably should have been the bigger man. What did I care if her friend had her bullshit views? I should just ignore it. I’ve never been good at that. Maybe it was time to learn.

Kate still said nothing, and her silence worried me. Stepping toward where she stood at the sink, I gently placed one hand on the small of her back. I could feel the tension in her muscles.

“I mean it,” I said softly.

Setting down the sponge, Kate turned toward me at last. Her blue eyes found mine, framed by her chestnut hair cascading in gentle waves down over her shoulders. She’s still a beautiful woman. She always was. And her beauty never failed to have a predictable effect on me whenever I looked at her. Even now, after all these years of marriage, my heart still makes a little leap at the sight of her. I never could stand the thought of making her unhappy, even if it was only partially my fault.

But to my relief, Kate let out a small sigh, and the corners of her lips lifted in the beginning of a smile.

“It’s okay,” she said.

“It’s just… Well, I get it. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No, you probably shouldn’t,” Kate agreed. “But it’s done now. Anyway, Riley knows what you’re like. She’s used to it by now.”

“What I’m like? What does that mean?”

“Oh, you know. Unevolved in your views.”

“Unevolved? Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Kate said. But the smile that now lit up her face suggested anything other than that she was really serious about what she was saying. “Real knuckle dragging, caveman, patriarchal views on you, mister.”

“Caveman, huh? Come here, woman. Me want.”

Kate shrieked with laughter as I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her toward me. Grabbing a dish towel from beside the sink, she dried off her hands and tossed the towel carelessly on the kitchen counter. She placed her hands on my chest as I held her close, almost lifting her off her feet. Leaning forward, she kissed me, and I kissed her back. All was well in our little world, it seemed. Maybe I had upset her friend, but it was nothing we couldn’t get past.

Kate was still laughing as I picked her up and carried her across the floor. She wrapped her arms around my neck, beaming with joy as I carried her down the hallway toward the bedroom. Her body bounced as I threw her down on the mattress, and as she gazed up at me, I felt my cock hardening. She smiled up at me, her arms above her head, seeming receptive to what she had to know I had on my mind. And I climbed onto the bed, lowering my face down toward hers to kiss her again, letting her feel the swelling lump of my erection pressing against her thigh as she groaned.

I kissed her, and she kissed me back, and soon, the air in our bedroom was crackling with familiar sexual tension. Reaching down for the bottom of her shirt, I lifted it over her head until her brown hair sprang free. She smiled as I took her breasts in my hands, cupping and squeezing them through the bra she wore. At the same time, she was reaching for the front of my pants, quickly unfastening them and using her feet to push them down my legs. By now, my cock was fully hard, and I lifted my own shirt off over my head, tossing it carelessly across the bedroom. Next, I took hold of her jeans and pulled them off while she kicked her legs to help me. We undressed each other, punctuating our movements with kisses, feeling that same old desire for one another filling us both.

Naked now, I kneeled on the mattress above her, and Kate parted her legs to receive me. I leaned forward, taking my cock in my hand as I guided it into her welcoming pussy. She moaned softly as I pushed apart her damp lips, and I moaned too, feeling pleasure filled my body at the warm snugness of her sex. I kissed her again as I began to rock my hips back-and-forth, our pleasure increasing with every thrust.

Soon, Kate was moaning in pleasure. And as she hooked her shoulders around my arms, I felt her wrap her legs around my waist, taking me ever deeper. Then, disentangling her legs from me for a second, she placed her feet on the mattress and pushed, rolling me over onto my back. I chuckled as she climbed on top of me, her dark hair falling around both of us, her face lit up with a smile of pleasure and joy as she placed her hands on my shoulders, pinning me down on the mattress. At the same time, she rocked her hips back-and-forth, riding my cock as she sat astride me, her breasts bouncing free and unhindered above me. She looked fantastic. She looked so unbelievably beautiful, so amazingly sexy, and my cock throbbed and surged inside her as I placed my hands on her hips, feeling the steady motion of her body on top of mine taking her pleasure from me.

“I think I’m going to have to teach you how to act around my friends, though,” Kate said, her voice breathless with pleasure as she continued to bounce on top of me. “I can’t have you embarrassing me like that. I’m going to have to teach you to agree with them when they talk about sexism.”

“Oh really? You want me to agree? And how you intend to do that?”

Still smiling, Kate sat suddenly upright. She stopped riding my cock, instead just sitting on top of me with my member buried deep inside her wet pussy. And as she smiled down at me, she clenched her sex around me, making me groan with pleasure and desire as I gazed up her. I reached for her, but she slapped my hands playfully away.

“Easy,” she said. “No sex for you until you admit that the patriarchy exists.”

“What? You’ve got to be kidding.”

But Kate’s gorgeous eyes flashed dangerously as she continued to smile down at me. And, sitting on top of me, she reached out and took my wrists in her hands. Playfully, she pushed my hands above my head, pinning them down to the mattress as she leaned over me.

“No, I’m not kidding,” Kate said dangerously. “I’ve been thinking. I think Riley makes good points. I think men have had all the power in this world too long. I think it’s time to set things right. Time for you to atone for your male privilege.”

“And this is how you want me to do it?”

“For now,” Kate smirked. “We can get to the other stuff later.”

“Other stuff? What other stuff?”

But Kate didn’t answer. She just smiled, and I groaned again as she tightened her pussy around my cock.

“It’s really quite simple,” she said. “If you want pussy, you’re going to have to admit that women have it tough. That’s all. It’s really not that big a deal. You’re getting off lightly, really. You should hear the things Riley gets men to say.”

“Riley? Why am I not surprised that this is one of her ideas?”

Kate giggled at my words.

“What can I say? She has good ideas. So, you know what you have to do. Say it, or we are done here.”

I looked at my wife, still barely believing what she wanted from me. But although the smile never left her face, I could tell she wasn’t joking. My pride warred against my desire as I tried to tell myself I was stronger than that, that I would not be bribed or blackmailed into losing this argument that now felt like some strange sexy continuation of the talk I had with Riley earlier in the night. But Kate wasn’t going to give up. She could be an incredibly stubborn woman when she wanted to be, and that night, it seemed she was determined to win.

And maybe part of me already knew that she was going to. Already I knew I couldn’t hold out. Desire was raging inside me and far too strongly, and what she wanted seemed like such a small thing.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh. “The patriarchy exists.”

“There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Kate said. And she kept moving up and down top of me, riding my cock again. But more slowly this time, teasingly, gyrating her beautiful body above me as she smiled down at me. She knew she had won, and she didn’t make any attempt to keep that knowledge off her pretty face. She was positively beaming with a newfound sense of power. And honestly, I found it sexy. I had never seen this manipulative side of my wife before, but I have to say, I liked it. It was a turn-on.

It seemed to have the same effect on her. For a while, Kate said nothing, just moaning softly as she continued to ride up and down on me. And my moans merged with hers, the sounds of our mutual pleasure filling the bedroom as we had sex. But then, my wife surprised me. Leaning forward, she took hold of my discarded shirt. And before I could stop her, she pulled it over my wrists above my head and then twisted it, binding them together. Using the shirt like a makeshift rope, she quickly tied my hands to the headboard about that. And I gazed up her in astonishment, unable to believe what had come over my sweet wife. We had never done anything like this before. And I could blame that sense of shock for my lack of resistance. But also, there was no getting around the fact that it was really sexy. I had never had any desire to be tied up by any woman, but now that I was, I had to admit, this newfound aggression in my wife was exciting.

With my arms immobilized, Kate sat back. I groaned as she stopped again, smiling down at me, enjoying the newfound sense of power she had.

“I wonder what else I can get you can say?” she said.

“Kate, come on,” I said halfheartedly. The truth was, I was as curious to see where this was going as she seemed to be. After all the years of our marriage, it seemed she was still capable of surprising me, and I wanted to see where this might lead us.

“Tell me how it’s not fair that women get paid less than men for doing the same job,” she said with a challenging smile.

“But it’s not true,” I stupidly said.

Kate’s smile never faltered. Instead, she just lifted one leg and slowly climbed off me. I groaned in disappointment as my cock slid easily out of her pussy, and she kneeled naked on the bed beside me, one hand on my stomach. I struggled against the shirt tied tight around my wrists, but Kate had done her job well. I couldn’t free myself, and for the first time, a hint of nervousness entered my heart.

“I guess you don’t really want to get laid that badly then,” Kate said. And I groaned as she reached out toward my throbbing cock, running two fingers teasingly over its wet surface.

“I do,” I panted, while my suddenly cruel wife laughed at me.

“Well, then you have to say it,” she said. “Go on. Admit it. Admit that Riley was right.”

“Women… Get paid less than men,” I said.

“For doing the same job,” Kate prompted, her sculpted eyebrows climbing slowly up her forehead.

“For doing the same job,” I said through gritted teeth. And my pretty wife laughed at my submission.

“Good. This is easier than I thought. Maybe I should have done this to you while Riley was still here. I wonder what she would have thought of that?”

“You wouldn’t.”

“No, I wouldn’t. But it’s fun to think about, isn’t it? Now, you’re not done yet. Tell me Riley was right.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously. Do it. Or no sex for you.”

I hesitated again. But really, the contest was already won. My beautiful wife was in complete control, and I wanted her so badly that I would say just about anything to have her.

“Okay. Riley was right.”

“What was that?”

“Riley was right!”

“Oh my God, she’d love to hear you say that right now,” Kate said, shaking her head as she grinned at me. “Actually, you know what? Wait there.”

As if I had any choice. The mattress bounced underneath Kate’s slight weight as she moved toward the edge of the bed and stood up. I watched her naked body walking away from me as she stepped out of the bedroom, returning to the living room without a hint of self-consciousness. After only a moment, she reappeared, climbing back onto the bed with something in her hand. As I looked down, I saw that my wife was holding her phone.

Kneeling close to my chest, Kate took the phone in her hand and held it up, pointing it at me. Fear fluttered in my heart, knowing what she was up to. Continuing to hold the phone, her eyes on the screen, she reached out with her other hand and closed it around my cock. She stroked me gently, just a few strokes, just enough to keep me trembling with desire, to keep me hovering on the edge of pleasure while she got me to do what she wanted.

“Now, say it again,” she said. “Nice and loud and clear for the camera.”

“What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to say… Riley was right about the patriarchy. Women deserve better, and as a man, you apologize for all the oppression we’ve suffered.”

“Oh, come on!”

But at my protests, Kate just burst out laughing. She squeezed my cock again, stroking it a few more times, toying with it until I groaned in frustrated desire again.

“Come on. You know I’m going to win. You know I’m going to make you say it sooner or later. May as well just get it over with now, and then we can have fun.”

“Okay,” I groaned, steeped in defeat.

“Okay. Action.”

“Riley was right,” I said, looking straight into the camera of my wife’s phone while she grinned behind the screen and feeling like the most pathetic loser in the world. “Women deserve better. As a man, I apologize for the oppression of women.”

Kate turned off the camera of her phone and let it fall to the bed. Only then did she burst out laughing. Leaning over me, she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply.

“Oh, baby, that was amazing,” she murmured, her eyes flickering over my face from close range as she hovered above me. “I can’t wait to show her.”

“You’re not going to show her that, are you?”

“Of course I am,” Kate said, a faint furrow appearing on her brow as if she didn’t fully understand the question. “Why do you think I recorded it? It’s going to be so fun. She’s always bragging about the adventures she has, and I’m married, so I don’t get to do the crazy stuff she does. But this, I think, is going to go a long way to evening the score. She’s going to love this.”

“Don’t show her that.”

“Awww,” Kate said, rising up on her knees. Lifting her leg over me, she straddled me again, and I felt the warmth of her pussy as she sat down on my hips, my cock trapped underneath her. I still wanted her. In fact, if anything, I wanted her more than ever. This new vein of cruelty and malice in her was something I had never even suspected, but it made her sexier than ever. I meant it, that I didn’t want her to show her feminist friend how easily she controlled me. But at the same time, there was something so deliciously hot about it. Something glittering in the dark that it seemed neither of us could resist.

“Are you scared my friend is going to think less of you if she sees you agreeing with her arguments?”

“Yes,” I admitted, as Kate laughed.

“Yeah, she probably will,” my wife said. “But she’ll think more of me. And that’s what I’m more concerned about.”

Reaching down underneath herself, Kate took hold of my cock. Rising up on her knees, she guided it back inside her dripping pussy. We both moaned at the feelings of pleasure that filled us as she impaled herself on me again, her eyelids fluttering for a moment with the physical pleasure she was feeling. Then her eyes opened fully again as she smiled down at me.

“I bet I can get you to say all kinds of crazy things,” she said. And her long hair began to bounce on her shoulders as she moved up and down, sending jolts of desire racing up and down my spine as I lay helpless beneath her. “Who knows what kind of crazy things I could get you to do? She has some pretty wild ideas, you know. Maybe I should ask her what I should do with you. Yeah, that’s a good idea. Maybe she could even help me come up with a punishment for you, for daring to argue with one of my friends like that.”

“Kate, what’s got into you?” I asked, my voice breathless as my wife continued to ride up and down on top of my cock. And for a moment, she didn’t answer. For a moment, the only sound in the room was that of our moans of pleasure as she moved on top of me.

Then, breaking her rhythm, she leaned forward, her hands on my chest, her eyes shining as they looked deep into mine.

“I don’t know,” she said with a smile. “But it’s fun, isn’t it?”

I couldn’t argue with her there.


2. Kate’s Surprise

What’s said in the heat of the moment can safely be left there. At least, that was what I hoped. That was what I told myself. Because after that weird sex session with Kate, I felt extremely embarrassed about what had happened.

Not that it wasn’t fun. It absolutely was. And honestly, Kate had never been sexier than she was when she took charge and made me say things I didn’t necessarily want to say, things I didn’t necessarily agree with. Intoxicated with power, she looked unbelievably beautiful as she sat on top of me, tying me to the bed and using me for her selfish pleasure.

It wasn’t something I had ever thought I wanted. But now that I had had it, I couldn’t get it out of my mind.

At the same time, another thing I couldn’t get out of my mind was the fact that she had a video of me admitting Riley was right. In the heat of the moment, it was kind of sexy, the way she had made me submit to her power. But afterward, it was just embarrassing.

But I didn’t even dare ask her about it. Honestly, I was nervous to even bring it up.

And after that wild night, something seemed to have changed in Kate. It was subtle, at first, but it was there. A new confidence, maybe. Or just the fact of having a secret. Having this ammunition against me. It’s not like my wife doesn’t love me. I know that she does. But this newfound power she had over me seemed to excite her. It seemed to energize her, to keep her vibrating with excitement even outside of the bedroom.

And it didn’t take long for her to push things forward once again.

It was the weekend, and we had no major plans. We were both just sitting around the house, watching TV. Kate had been out grocery shopping earlier that day, and I had tidied the house. Now we were just relaxing, hanging out, not doing much of anything.

So I was surprised when I heard a knock at the door of our house.

Kate sprang to her feet. That was unusual in itself. Ordinarily, she always let me answer the door on the rare occasions when somebody knocked. But this time, she seemed to know exactly what it was. She practically flew away from the living room and down the hall to the front door, and I heard her talking briefly with a man. Then she closed the door behind her and returned to the living room, now carrying a cardboard box in her hand.

“You bought something?”

“I did,” she said. And there was something in the way she said it, some repressed smile on her gorgeous face, some strange energy in her voice and in her movements that made me feel a little nervous.

“What did you get?”

But Kate didn’t answer me right away. Instead, she stepped past me and sat down on the sofa beside me, placing the small cardboard box on her knees. I waited while her blue eyes looked straight at me, as if she was trying to guess what my reaction might be ahead of time.

“I don’t want you to freak out,” she said finally as she pulled open the box she held.

“Well, I’m more likely to now, aren’t I?” I said.

Smiling faintly, she reached inside the box and produced a small box, this one with a picture of what it held inside. But I didn’t pay much attention to that. Already, Kate’s nimble fingers were picking apart the tape that held the box together and opening the top. Turning it upside down, she slid the contents out into the palm of her waiting hand. And as I looked at what she held, I didn’t immediately understand what I was seeing.

“You know what it is?”

“Honestly, I have no idea.”

Kate giggled at that, as though I had said something funny. Setting aside the two empty boxes, she tore open the cellophane around the item so that I could get a better look. And she held it out in front of me, flexing her palm and extending her fingers as if to frame what she held.

It was small. Some metal contraption that fit easily in her hand, made mostly of shining silver bars. Something about its shape tugged at my brain, sparking some kind of recognition, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

Kate looked at me, her eyes moving over my face as if she were studying my expression, trying to read my emotions off my face. It was as if she thought I should recognize the item, but I didn’t. She seemed nervous now, maybe second-guessing her decision. But after all, she had done what she had done. She had ordered this thing, whatever it was. She was going to have to explain herself to me.

“It’s a chastity device,” she said, her voice suddenly quiet. I frowned as she spoke, still not fully understanding. But as I stared at the object, trying to understand, I felt again that kind of tugging at my brain, that strange feeling of recognition of something I had never seen before.

“A what?”

“Well, the idea is, you put on,” Kate said. As she slid her finger into the steel tube, realization dawned about just what my wife had in mind. “Then, we lock it. And I keep the key.”

She smiled at me as she finished speaking, as if what she was saying were no more than obvious. But I stared at my wife in disbelief, hardly able to even process what she was saying to me.

“Are you serious?” I managed to say.

“Yes,” she answered. “I saw it online, and it looked like fun. I mean, just imagine it.”

Shifting her position on the sofa, Kate reached out and placed the device down on the coffee table. Then, she rose up onto her knees. She leaned forward, placing her hands on my thighs, her eyes looking straight into mine now.

“I would have total control of your cock,” she said in a soft voice, a smile lifting the corners of her lips as she spoke. “You know how big a turn-on that is for me?”

“What? Really?”

“Oh yeah,” Kate said, her brown hair bouncing around her shoulders as she nodded vigorously. “It seems so sexy to me. I mean, imagine the power. Imagine if you had to depend on me completely for any orgasm you might want to have. I bet pretty soon, you’ll be begging me for sex. And that turns me on.”

“Where is all this coming from? You were never into this kinky stuff.”

“Yeah, but things change,” Kate said with a shrug. “I mean, we’ve been together for a while now. I’m not saying things are boring. I’m saying it never hurts to spice things up in the bedroom, does it? This is just something I want to try. I think it will be fun. If it isn’t, okay. There’s no harm in trying something once, is there? If it doesn’t work for us, no harm, no foul. We’ll just go back to the way things were.”

“So what will we do? I mean, if I’m locked into that thing.”

Kate laughed. It was a musical sound that filled living room where we sat, bouncing back from the white walls as she fixed her eyes again on me.

“That’s the best part,” she said. “There’s lots of different ways to please a woman. Who knows? It might even do you some good to learn that there’s more to sex than just sticking your dick in me.”

“So you get whatever you want, and I get what, exactly?”

“You get me, more turned on than ever. Yes, I’ll be in charge, but that’s going to turn me on so much. In fact, we’ll probably have more sex than ever.”

“You think so?”

My wife knows me well. She knew exactly what buttons to press. After all, it wasn’t that complicated. I always wanted her, and she knew it, and when she wanted to, she knew exactly how to use it to get around me. I knew she was doing it. I knew I was being manipulated. But honestly, I didn’t care. What she was suggesting was crazy, obviously. But after the kinky night we had had recently, I couldn’t deny that there was some appeal to trying something new. Maybe Kate was right, that our relationship could use some spicing up. I was happy with our sex life, and I assumed she was too, but clearly, my beautiful wife had some ideas she wanted to try out. Why would I stand in the way? Sure, what she suggested sounded like it might be a little bit uncomfortable, a little bit humiliating. But that, I supposed, was the point.

And there was something so sexy about the idea of giving up control. About being in her power the way she wanted. If I turned this down now, I had a feeling I might regret it. Because Kate might never be this open with her fantasies again, and that would be a real shame.

“Yeah, I think so,” Kate said. “Can we try it on?”

“I guess we can try it,” I said cautiously as the smile spread across her pretty face. “But it comes straight off if it hurts or anything.”

“Of course,” Kate said, nodding rapidly as she reached for the toy. “Let’s just try it for today, okay? If it hurts, I’ll take it straight off. And either way, I’ll take it off tonight so we can decide if we want to go ahead with it.”

I nodded slowly. I could barely believe what I was agreeing to. But as always, Kate had a way of getting around me, of getting me to do what she wanted. Looking the way she did, desirable as she was, it was easy for her.

With the device in her hand, she turned to me. Her eyes were shining as she looked me up and down, excitement bubbling just beneath the surface.

“Take your clothes off,” she said in a soft voice.

And I did. Shifting my position on the sofa, I pulled my T-shirt off over my head and threw it down to the floor. Next, I pulled off my socks and pulled down the sweatpants I was wearing, along with the underwear beneath them. As my cock sprang out into the empty air, fully on display, Kate laughed again. She could clearly see how much this was turning me on, and it seemed to make her even bolder. But as I sat on the sofa in front of her, completely naked while she remained fully dressed, she held the chastity device close to my manhood, and her brow furrowed.

“I don’t think there’s any way I can get that in there like it is now,” she said.

She was right. The device looked absolutely tiny. And by now, I was at full salute, my cock as hard and rigid and swollen as ever as I looked at my beautiful wife with her face shining with kinky excitement. Slowly, she set the toy down on the coffee table again.

Then, she rose up on her knees. I watched with growing excitement as she gripped the bottom of her T-shirt and pulled it off over her head. Her breasts swelled in the bra she wore as she moved, pulling down her own pants and panties and kicking her way out of them. Climbing on top of me where I sat back on the couch, she shed her bra, dropping that carelessly to the floor along with the rest of her clothes, and she reached down between her legs to take hold of my cock and guide it into her waiting pussy, both of us groaning with pleasure as her wet lips spread apart to receive me.

Taking hold of my shoulders, Kate began to ride up and down on top of me. And with every bounce of her gorgeous body on top of mine, I felt greater pleasure running through me. Even this was out of character for Kate. This kind of aggression, this kind of hunger for sex in the middle of an otherwise ordinary day. Already I could see that this new direction we were taking was having an interesting effect on my wife. And if this was what it meant, I welcomed it. I would have to be a fool to argue against it if this was the result.

Kate moaned right along with me, bright sounds of her pleasure filling up the air in the living room as she bounced on top of me. I reached out for her and took her breasts in my hands, feeling their satisfying weight as they bounced in my grip. She moaned, biting her lip as I ran my thumb over her swollen nipples, grinding her hips more aggressively against mine as she rode my cock.

Orgasm was already boiling inside me. Sitting on top of me, Kate just looked too beautiful to be believed. But I held back. I wanted to please her. I wanted to see and feel that soft explosion of her bliss, to see her beautiful body lit up by the ecstasy of orgasm the way I had seen it so many times before.

And I didn’t have to wait long.

Soon, Kate was tipping back her head, closing her eyes as she screamed in pleasure. Her breasts shook in my hands, her shoulders shaking with the force of her pleasure. I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, felt a sudden rush of her warm juices spilling over my skin as I lay beneath her on the sofa, my cock buried deep inside her pussy that was suddenly spasming with pure pleasure. She screamed, and I groaned too at the bliss we shared, the rhythmic contractions of her sex drawing my own orgasm out of me. She was still howling in pleasure as I came, my cock exploding inside her and spurting my orgasm deep into her waiting body while she growled in ecstatic joy.

Finally, Kate opened her eyes. As she looked down at me, I saw the flush in her cheeks, the glassy look in her eyes, and I knew I had done my job. I had pleased this gorgeous woman once again, and in doing so, had pleased myself. And for a moment, we both just lay there, basking in the afterglow of the orgasm we had shared, once again brought close together by the sex we had shared.

But it couldn’t stay that way forever. Eventually, Kate moved. Shifting her weight on her knees, she climbed off me, and my cock slid easily out of her body to lie, spent for now, on my thigh. Climbing off the sofa, Kate walked naked across the living room, heading toward the bathroom. I lay back on the sofa, staring up at the ceiling, my mind deliciously free of any significant thoughts as I savored the residue of orgasm.

Once she had cleaned herself up, Kate returned. I lifted my head to follow her progress across the living room as she approached me, still completely naked, her skin still glowing with the flush of pleasure. Bending over the coffee table, she snatched up the chastity device and sat down on the edge of the sofa next to me. She had brought a washcloth with her from the bathroom, and as I sat up straighter on the couch, she ran it over my cock and balls, cleaning up her own juices from my warm skin.

“Ready?” she asked with a smile as she set the washcloth aside, holding the tiny device in both hands.

“As ready as I will ever be, I guess,” I said.

Kate fumbled with the device, as new to it as I was. Finally, she figured out how to take it apart. I grunted as she took hold of my softened genitals, pushing them through the cool steel ring while I squirmed uncomfortably on the sofa. Then, she began to push the metal down over my cock, packing me inch by inch into the device.

“This is really uncomfortable,” I said as she kept pushing, the resistance growing as my cock stuffed inside the tight tube.

“Just a bit more,” Kate said. And as she pushed, the metal tube locked onto the ring around my balls, the faint click of the lock unexpectedly loud in the quiet of our living room.

Slowly, carefully, as if she were afraid the whole thing might explode at any moment, Kate lifted her hands away. Her eyes were fixed between my legs, staring at what she had just done. And I looked down too, looked down between my legs to see my body transformed. Where once my cock had hung free, now there was this tiny metal tube with my most sensitive organ packed into it, the bright metal shining and reflecting the light as if to draw attention to itself and my ridiculous predicament. I could hardly believe what I was seeing. And after the orgasm I had just had, Kate’s kinky idea seemed a lot less appealing. But now, it was too late. It was already done. And from the look of pure delight on her face, my wife was thrilled with what she had made happen.

Kate burst out laughing. She clapped her hands together, giddy with glee as she looked me up and down, enjoying the sight of my manhood locked away and packed into the chastity device. Reaching toward the coffee table again, she picked up something small, and my heart skipped a beat as I reflected that she had the keys. The power she was craving, the total control over my body that seemed so outrageous and so exciting at the same time, was now very real.

Suddenly, Kate sprang up from the sofa. I watched without understanding as she hurried across the living room, racing down the hall toward the bedroom. She was gone for a while. When she returned, I saw she had wrapped her bathrobe around herself, hiding her naked body from me as she came and sat beside me on the sofa again.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Small,” I replied, and Kate burst out laughing again. It was a sound of amusement that to me seemed disproportionate to what I had said. But Kate was absolutely giddy with what had happened now, seemingly drunk with all the possibilities for kinky sex that had opened up in front of us. It was all so funny to her, so exciting, so delicious. While to me, it was shameful and embarrassing and deeply uncomfortable.

And yet. The chastity device was tight anyway, but as I sat there looking at my wife smiling down at me, I could feel it growing tighter. Somehow, already, my cock was trying to harden. Despite the orgasm I had only just had, excitement was rising inside me again. And as it did, the chastity cage only seemed to grow smaller. Soon, I was wincing uncomfortably, running a hand over the unyielding steel. It was no use. I could see right away that there would be no escape, not without causing myself serious damage. My wife might call the chastity device a toy, but from where I was sitting, it seemed horribly real.

“Maybe you’ll get used to it,” she said. “Or not. I had to kind of guess at your size, so I might have got it a little wrong. But they say to go too small, if anything. Too big, and you might be able to get out of it. We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

“Where are the keys?”

“Don’t worry about that,” Kate said with a smile. “You don’t need to know where the keys are. Only I know where they are. And when I decide to let you out, I’ll use them. But until then? That cock belongs to me.”

I winced as she leaned toward me, tapping one fingernail against the shining metal tube that encased my cock. And inside the device, my cock seemed to surge to meet her, swelling even more at her touch that I could barely feel. Already, I could see just how difficult this captivity was going to be. Already, I was experiencing the weird feedback loop of being turned on by the fact I couldn’t even get an erection. Kate’s newfound power wasn’t exciting only to her. I didn’t know why, didn’t know how to explain it, but I found it so unbelievably exciting to be completely in her control like this. And her words only emphasized that. She had never been so aggressive, so commanding, and I loved it.

“So… What do we do now?”

Kate smiled at me again as she shrugged.

“Whatever. Nothing. Go on with your day, and I’ll go on with mine,” she said. “The only difference is that I’ll know you can’t even get hard unless I decide to let you. And I don’t think I’m going to let you, for a least a few hours. I mean, that’s the whole point of this. You need to learn that from now on, it’s up to me whether you get turned on, and up to me whether you get to do anything about it. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“For you, maybe,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Yeah, for me,” she said.

Again, my wife moved on the couch, the furniture shifting slightly under her changing weight. On her knees again, she leaned over me, and her brown hair hung down around us both as she pressed her lips against mine. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, feeling again that surge of discomfort as my cock pressed itself against the steel confines of the chastity device. I wanted her so badly. I wanted her as though we hadn’t just had sex only moments before.

“I don’t see how I’m just going to be able to go with a normal day like this,” I said.

“Really? Then what you want to do about it?”

“Well… You know…”

I smiled up at Kate as I spoke, and she smiled back at me. Of course, she knew exactly what I was getting at. She knew exactly what I wanted. And the look on her face lulled me into a false sense of hope. Maybe she would relent. After all, this chastity idea was sexy, but to me, it seemed almost counterproductive. It seemed to limit the fun we could possibly have together, and no matter what Kate said, I couldn’t help feeling that it was going to cramp our style. Maybe I could convince her of that. Maybe, if she got horny enough, she would realize that she would have a lot more fun when I was unlocked than when I was caged.

But the keys stayed hidden wherever she had taken them. She smiled down at me, but she didn’t relent. Instead, lifting her lips from mine, she swept her brown hair back from her face and straightened up.

“Well that’s just too bad,” she said with that same infuriating smile. “Because, I mean, that’s the whole point. You’re in chastity now, and you don’t get any say in whether you get any pleasure or not. It’s all up to me. And I fucking love it.”

She swung her leg over me as she spoke, her feet finding the floor. Then, she rose to her feet. I watched her in her bathrobe as she gathered up her discarded clothes from the living room floor and carry them toward the bedroom. I kept watching until she vanished from my sight, disappearing down the hallway.

Then, I sat up myself. I thought about following her, but clearly, this was what she wanted. She was getting off on denying me, on teasing me with what I couldn’t have. She was getting off on knowing she had the power to decide my fate, to decide whether I could have any pleasure or not.

It was working. With her gone, I fumbled with the chastity device again, but all I managed to achieve was to prove to myself that it was firmly locked onto my body. There was no escape. In the bedroom, I could hear her getting changed, going about her day. Just another normal weekend, except for the knowledge we both had. The knowledge of her inarguable sexual power over me.

Picking up my own clothes from the living room floor, I pulled them on. There was a dull ache spreading out from between my legs from where my cock lay under my wife’s lock and key, never letting me forget how I had given into her. Never letting me forget the power she had over me.

Lacking anything else to do, I switched on the TV and began mindlessly scrolling through the channels. Anything to distract me from the reality of what was going on. Anything to distract me from the fact that my wife now, quite literally, owned my cock. But nothing worked. Nothing could penetrate the fog of desire and shame and humiliation and lust that floated around my teeming brain.

And while I tried to pretend this was just another normal day, I could hear Kate going about her own business in the bedroom. Locked in chastity, it felt as though my body was attuned to every single movement she made, reconstructing an image of her in my mind as I imagined her going about her business.

And then, she reemerged into the living room. She had put her casual clothes back on, but the outfit never looked as good to me as it did in that moment. She looked practically radiant as she appeared in the living room, standing above me where I sat on the couch, gazing up at her with a desire that was already hard to endure.

“How’s it going?” she asked.

“Okay,” I said cautiously. “It’s a tight fit.”

“Awww, are you trying to get hard in there? Is being locked up turning you on as much as it turns me on?”

“It really turns you on, huh? This stuff?”

“It really does,” Kate beamed at me. “More than ever thought it would.”

“So let’s have sex then.”

Kate laughed out loud at that, as if I had been joking. As if I wasn’t absolutely serious about what I wanted.

“No, I don’t think so,” she said. “I mean, the whole fun is denying you. But you know what? I think Riley needs to hear about this.”


3. The Big Reveal

“Yeah. Yeah, I know. No, seriously. Yeah. No, I mean it.”

Kate couldn’t keep herself from laughing loudly as she spoke on the phone. From the living room sofa, I watched her pace back and forth, and there was no doubt in my mind who she was talking to. Riley. Just like she had promised.

I had begged her not to. My head was still swimming with how embarrassing this all was, and that was before my ridiculous predicament was exposed to anyone other than my wife. But that was exactly what Kate was threatening me with. And clearly, it was exactly what she intended to do.

And yet somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to try and stop her. Maybe there was no way I could. After all, what was I going to do? Lock her in the bedroom and prevent her from ever talking to her friend again? Still, part of my brain screamed at me that I should be doing something, anything. Anything to stop my shame and disgrace being revealed to Kate’s friend.

But I didn’t. And I didn’t know why. Sitting there in the living room, I felt this strange passivity coming over me. It was almost like it was all a dream, like what was happening wasn’t really real, and if I just ignored it, it would go away. Of course, I knew that wasn’t true. But I acted as though it was, simply sitting there, still naked with my cock under lock and key, waiting to see what happened next.

“Oh, really? Yeah, if you like. No, it’s fine. I’m sure you’ll be okay with it. Not like he has any choice, anyway.”

In case there was any doubt who she was speaking about, Kate’s blue eyes drifted across the room toward me as she held the phone to her head. I gulped nervously. I didn’t know what she was talking about with her friend, but I knew they were talking about me. And the next words out of Kate’s mouth confirmed my biggest fear.

“Okay. Sounds good. See you soon.”

Kate sighed as she finally lowered the phone. Now, she turned her full attention on me. Her eyes were shining with strange light, lit up from within by a glow of excitement or malice or I didn’t know what. I only knew that I was in real trouble. I only knew that for whatever reason, I felt incapable of doing anything about it.

“Riley said she wants to see this,” Kate said, not even bothering to suppress the smile that bubbled up from within her. “So she’s coming round.”

“Now?”

“Yes, now,” Kate grinned. And then she laughed out loud as I jumped to my feet with a muffled curse word. I hurried around the living room, gathering up my discarded clothes and pulling them on. And my wife just watched, laughing at me, thrilled beyond belief by what she was doing to me.

“There’s not much point getting dressed,” she called to me as I pulled my T-shirt on over my head. “She’s coming round to see your chastity device. You’re going to show her everything when she’s here.”

“Oh really? What makes you so sure of that? ” I said, faking a defiance and self-assurance I in no way felt. And Kate wasn’t fooled. The smile never strayed from her pretty face as she looked me up and down.

“Because that’s how this all works,” she said, as if her point was entirely self-evident, and only total foolishness on my part made it in any way questionable. “I’m in charge now. I’m in charge of your orgasms, and if you ever want to cum again, you have to do exactly as I say. And that means showing my friend exactly what I’ve done to you.”

Standing there in the living room, I paused for a moment in horrified shock. In a way, I had known this all along. I’m not stupid. I had understood the implications the minute my wife locked my cock away, but I guess I hadn’t thought them through in this level of detail. It all happened so fast, and I was so turned on and excited by everything that there wasn’t really time to think through every detail. Now, though, I was confronted head-on with what I had only thought about in passing up to that point. The power this metal cage gave my wife was incredible. The only thing that had ever been in doubt was exactly how she was going to use it. And now, even that doubt seemed to be withering away. Kate was showing a side to herself I had never encountered before, had never even guessed. And she seemed so totally pleased with herself, too. So utterly delighted with the direction everything was going in that she didn’t try to hide it, didn’t attempt in any way to pretend things were other than they were. She just reveled in her newfound power as she stood in the living room, smiling at me, the look on her face practically challenging me to do something about it.

I paused for a moment. It’s hard to even describe the thoughts that ran through my head as I stood there looking at my wife. I was terrified of exposure to Riley, and part of my brain screamed at me to do anything to prevent it. But of course, I couldn’t physically force Kate to do anything. I’m just not that kind of guy. In fact, it never even crossed my mind to try. About the best I could come up with was to tear the house apart, looking for the key to free myself before Riley arrived. But I knew Kate would have hidden it well. We didn’t have to have played games like this before for me to know that my beautiful wife had brains to match her beauty and would have anticipated something like that.

Still, there wasn’t much else I could do. So I stepped past Kate, who stood still watching my every move, and rushed to the bedroom, where I began pulling open drawers as I frantically searched for the key to my freedom.

Kate followed me to the bedroom. For now, she seemed content to watch. She stood in the doorway, her arms folded, leaning on the doorframe as she watched my increasingly frantic movement. Her confidence irritated me and excited me all at the same time. After all, that was a big part of what I found so sexy about all this. The idea that my beautiful wife had the sexual power to make me basically a prisoner of my desire for her. It was a turn-on unlike any I had ever experienced. But I didn’t like what it said about me, or what she thought about me. It was infuriating to think that Kate was so confident that I wouldn’t find the key to the chastity device that she wasn’t even going to try and stop me from looking for it.

But she didn’t watch in silence, either.

“This is no good, you know,” she said, her voice calm and even, infuriating me further as I headed to the closet and started fumbling through the pockets of clothes, both hers and mine. “You’re not being a very good boy right now. And I guess I could let it go, since you’re new to this. But I don’t want you to embarrass me in front of my friend, okay? I want you to show her just what a good boy you can be. Just how under my control you are.”

Tearing my eyes away from the closet for a moment, I glanced over at her, but didn’t say anything. Let her talk, I said to myself as I ransacked the room. All that mattered was finding that key before her friend got there. And Riley’s house wasn’t far away. I knew I didn’t have much time. Certainly not enough time to get into an argument with my wife.

But was that really all that was going on? Looking back now with the benefit of hindsight, I wonder. I like to think that if I demanded to be let go, and really meant it, Kate would oblige. I mean, she would have to. She loved me, despite this strange new development. She might play at being some evil witch, but fundamentally, she remained the love of my life, and I hoped I was hers, too. If asked for freedom, she would have to give it to me.

But I didn’t. I never asked. And in the heat of my rising panic as the minutes ticked away, I didn’t think too much about what that meant. If Kate did, she gave no sign of it. But I’ve had plenty of time to think about it since. And the only way I can explain it is to say, once again, that something about this insane game excited me more than anything we had ever done before. Something about what Kate was doing to me lit a fire inside me unlike any I had ever experienced. I always wanted my beautiful, sexy wife. But never before had I wanted her quite this much, now that I couldn’t have her. And judging from the look on Kate’s face and the way she was talking to me, the way she was treating me, I knew that the same thing was true for her.

“She’s going to be here any minute,” Kate said, not bothering to hide the teasing tone that came into her voice. “Better be quick if you want to escape before she gets here.”

From the tone of my wife’s voice, it was abundantly clear that she was having a great time watching me scramble. And for reasons I could barely guess, she seemed to be getting an enormous amount of fun out of teasing me with my own helplessness. All part of the game we were playing, I supposed. But I had never imagined playing a game like this, with her or with anyone else. Certainly not with Riley, a woman with whom I already had a somewhat complicated relationship.

I tore the bedroom apart. But it didn’t matter. I could feel Kate’s amusement and delight rising by the minute as Riley invisibly drew closer. And I still couldn’t find what I was looking for. Until finally, there was a knock at the door that could only be one person, and I froze to the spot. Kate seemed to freeze too, just for a moment, her blue eyes wide as she looked at me. She wasn’t surprised; after all, she was the one who had set these events into motion. But just for a moment, I thought I glimpsed something in her expression, a faint hint of doubt or uncertainty that didn’t mesh with the dominant persona she had so recently adopted.

But it was fleeting. So quick, in fact, that I wasn’t even sure it was there at all. Because almost at once, a smile reasserted itself on my wife’s pretty face.

“Be good in front of Riley,” she said. “Do what I say, and you’ll get a reward.”

She didn’t have to say any more, and she didn’t. Neither did I. We both knew what kind of reward she meant, and in case there was any doubt, my cock pulsed inside its new captivity at the thought of what she was offering me. Frozen to the spot with fear and panic, I watched her turn and stride out of the bedroom, heading toward the door, bringing my complete humiliation closer with every step.

I heard her open the door. I heard Riley’s voice responding to Kate’s greeting. I heard the door close again as Kate ushered her friend inside. Somehow, even in that moment of anxiety, I knew my life was about to change forever. Maybe I didn’t realize how much. But there was no escaping the realization that what was about to happen represented a kind of dividing line between the old life I knew and the new one emerging right before my eyes.

And still, I did nothing to stop it.

“Dan, come out here and say hi,” I heard my wife call from the living room. Her tone irritated me. Already, I had a premonition of what I could expect next. She was like a kid showing off her new toy to a friend. And I was the toy, my shame about to be exposed before I’d even had time to process it myself.

What choice did I have? That barely spoken reward hovered in front of me, casting its dark radiance on everything that followed. The promise of sex had rarely exerted such a powerful pull on me as it did in that moment, as I drew a deep breath and stepped through the open door of the bedroom to meet my fate. I wanted Kate so badly, and she knew it, and for really the first time in our marriage, she seemed committed to using it like a weapon. In a way, I was almost surprised it had taken her this long.

They were waiting for me. Kate and Riley was sitting on the sofa, two sets of blue eyes turning to look at me as I emerged from the bedroom. Riley’s eyes were a darker shade than my wife’s, gleaming like jewels between her thick dark lashes. Her hair, the red color that comes only from a bottle, not from nature, hung down to her shoulders, framing her pretty face with the nose ring that glittered in one nostril and her lips a vibrant red to match her hair. She was wearing a yellow sundress that flattered her figure, paired with wedge sandals that showed as she sat on my sofa with her legs crossed.

And as I emerged into the room, a smile spread across her face, showing her white teeth. I didn’t know how much Kate told her on the phone. But my stomach fluttered at the sight of her, knowing what was coming. And, even more humiliatingly, my cock surged inside the tight confines of the chastity device. Riley was an attractive woman, and I was always aware of that. But she was my wife’s friend, and I had never imagined that anything would ever happen between us. I still didn’t. But the thought of being exposed to her mockery and scorn was doing interesting things to me and my desire. I didn’t even dare to contemplate the possibilities, but that didn’t mean they weren’t rattling away in some low level of my brain. And as I stepped further into the living room, I felt the eyes of both women upon me, and my heart fluttered in my chest as my cock throbbed inside its prison, the strange unreality of everything that was happening making me feel like I was walking through a dream.

“I’ve been telling Riley about your new… situation,” Kate said, her eyes looking me up and down as she spoke. “Now, I want you to show her.”

I hesitated for a moment. Even though I knew this was coming. Even though I knew it was the whole point, and clearly, my wife wanted to get straight to it. Still, I felt like I was about to cross a line that could never again be uncrossed. It was only natural that I should have some doubts. But Kate’s eyes burned into me as she sat on the sofa, and I couldn’t even describe the expression that showed on her gorgeous face. She was excited, I could tell. But there was a threat there, too, a threat that turned the roaring blood to ice in my veins as I contemplated what it might mean. Unless I could find that key – something I had completely failed to do despite my best efforts – her power over me was absolute. She had full control over my desire, and only she could give me what I so desperately craved. She was irresistible. And she knew it. She knew exactly the power my desire for her gave her.

“Yeah, go on,” Riley said, and I tore my eyes away from Kate for a moment to look at her friend. Riley was beaming, her eyes glowing with the same excitement that showed in Kate’s. She couldn’t wait to see me humiliated, disgraced, and completely under the control of her friend.

They weren’t going to stop. That much was obvious. I couldn’t see any way out of my predicament except do what they wanted. Besides, clearly, Riley already knew the truth. Kate had told her everything. Any sense of pride or dignity I might have had in front of this woman was already gone forever.

So standing there in my own living room, I pulled down my pants and my underwear. The chastity cage shone in the light, my aching cock visible through the bars as it strained against the unyielding steel. And at the sight of my constrained manhood, both women howled with laughter.

“Oh my God!” Riley said, pressing both hands to her open mouth as her shoulders shook with laughter under the straps of her sundress. “Oh my God, I can’t believe you did this to him! I mean, I know you told me about it. But it’s so much funnier seeing it in person.”

“Isn’t it amazing?” Kate said, leaning against her friend on the sofa as she shook with laughter. “The best part is, it wasn’t even that hard to get him into it. And now that he’s locked away… God, the power. It’s amazing.”

“Does it hurt?”

It took me a moment to realize that Riley was talking to me. She was looking at me as she spoke, but that didn’t mean anything. Ever since the big reveal, she had seemed unable to take her eyes off me.

“Yeah, a bit,” I said. And I felt the red heat of a shameful blush rising to my cheeks as Riley’s eyes dropped below my legs again, staring right at my cock. She didn’t seem to feel the slightest bit of awkwardness or embarrassment herself. She was far too amused for that. In fact, she seemed to love what she was seeing, her whole face lighting up at my shameful exposure. The two of them were in their element, two beautiful girls enjoying my discomfort. I couldn’t explain why that seemed to make my cock strain even more to get hard inside the tight device.

“It hurts him when he tries to get hard,” Kate said. “That’s what it says on all the forums I read. So, you know. Turning him on would be the cruelest thing we could do.”

“I guess so,” Riley said thoughtfully. And the tone of her voice sent a shiver of fear racing up and down my spine as I stood in front of her, on display. But apparently not on display enough for my cruel wife.

“Take the rest of your clothes off, babe,” Kate said. She didn’t ask, I noticed. She ordered. She was slipping so easily into her dominant role, giving out orders as though she never questioned her right to do so. As if she never doubted I would obey. And the worst part was, she was absolutely right. My desire was growing by the minute, and that meant her power was growing too. The more badly I wanted her, the more under her thumb I became. That much was obvious.

And so I did as I was told. I took off the rest of my clothes completely, standing naked in front of the two women, my cock straining uselessly against the metal. They looked me up and down again, still chuckling, enjoying the view. Enjoying the feeling of power it no doubt gave them to sit there fully clothed and looking as pretty as they did while my shame was completely exposed to their amusement.

“So Kate tells me you’ve been learning a little bit about feminism,” Riley said through the smile that hadn’t left her face from the moment she saw me. “She showed me the video of you admitting the truth. That men have been oppressing women for far too long. Don’t you think you should apologize for that?”

I bristled, clenching my lips hard around the scornful reply that wanted to spring from my throat. Inwardly, I cringed at the thought of Kate sharing that video she had taken with her phone, even though I was hardly surprised that she had shown it to her friend. And this, I could see at once, was part of the appeal for Riley. I had always been the one to stand up to her wacky theories, the one to deny her cheesy feminist arguments. But now, thanks to Kate, the contest was completely unfair. Now, these women had the leverage to make me say anything they wanted to hear. And I resisted, my pride rebelling against the awful truth. But with my cock aching so desperately inside the cage which only Kate could free me from, I knew I didn’t stand a chance. I knew I was going to have to go along with whatever they wanted, no matter how much I might privately disagree.

Just say it, Dan, I thought to myself, cringing inwardly even as my brain formed the words. They’re just words. You don’t have to believe it.

“Sorry,” I mumbled. Unable to meet the challenge in Riley’s eyes, I lowered my eyes to the floor as I spoke. There was a pause after my words, a pause that crackled with doubt and expectation.

“That’s not much of an apology,” Riley said, turning her face toward my wife again. I raised my eyes from the floor to see the two women smiling at each other, both beautiful, both glowing with confidence and power, both thoroughly enjoying humiliating me.

“No, I guess not,” Kate said. “What do you want him to say?”

Riley turned her shining eyes back on me. For a moment, she didn’t say anything, just looking me up and down again. Enjoying the sight of me standing in front of her with my cock under lock and key, my manhood imprisoned and rendered useless until my wife decided otherwise. I could hardly look more pathetic, more whipped, more completely owned by the woman sitting in front of me. And that, I guess, gave Riley the confidence to push things further.

“Say, ‘sorry for the oppression women have faced over the centuries’,” Riley said. “Say, ‘women are superior to men in every way’. Say, ‘women should rule the world.’”

She cracked up as she spoke the last words, unable to contain her amusement. But all the same, I didn’t doubt that she was serious in what she said. And her shining eyes showed her amusement, but they also showed the steel underneath it. They showed her desire to hear those humiliating words come out of my mouth.

I looked at Kate. My wife looked back at me. She was still smiling, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip with excitement. Just like Riley had, she looked me up and down, her eyes lingering predictably on the cage hanging from between my legs that contained my aching cock and gave her the ferocious power she had.

“Go on, babe,” she said, while her friend giggled beside her. “You may as well say it, if that’s what Riley wants to hear. I mean, if you ever want to cum again, you’re going to have to get used to doing what women tell you.”

Again, both Kate and Riley laughed at that. And I was practically trembling where I stood on the spot at the thought of it. But after all, Kate was absolutely right. She knew the power she held, just as well as I did.

“I’m sorry for the oppression women have faced over the centuries,” I said, and found I had to raise my voice to make my words audible over the wild yells of laughter that emerged from the listening women. “Women are superior to men in every way. Women should rule the world.”

“We so fucking should,” Riley said, forcing her words out through the gales of laughter that made her body shake where she sat on the couch.

“What are you talking about?” Kate giggled to her friend. “We already do!”

“You should be begging for our forgiveness,” Riley said, turning her flashing eyes on me, the smile never leaving her face even as she got her laughter under control.

“Yeah, you should,” Kate added. “Go on, Dan. Be a good boy and do what my friend tells you.”

“Please forgive me,” I said slowly, my lips stumbling over the words I didn’t want to say. But that wasn’t enough for Riley. Now she was fully in the grip of her own sense of power and dominance, completely lost in the role Kate was helping her to play.

“That’s not how you beg,” she said, shaking her head to make her red hair brush against her shoulders, and her nose ring catch the light. “If you’re going to beg, you should be on your knees in front of us.”

“Oh my God, yes!”

Kate clapped her hands together with sheer joy. I already knew she loved having the power to make me do whatever she wanted, but clearly, she was thoroughly enjoying the ideas her friend was giving her, too. Again, I hesitated, not wanting to follow this latest humiliating command. Really, in the circumstances, I shouldn’t have had any pride left, but there was still part of me that resisted this disgraceful treatment. There was still part of me that wanted to prove them wrong.

But it was eclipsed by the part of me that throbbed and ached between my legs, straining against the unyielding metal of the chastity device that gave my wife the power to make me do whatever she wanted. The threat in front of me was just as real as the promise she held out, the promise of the sex I now wanted more than I could even believe. That part of me screamed that no price was too high to pay for what I wanted, that it was worth doing whatever I had to do to please these two crazy women and get what I needed from my wife.

So I did it.

Right there in my own living room, I lowered myself to my knees. Kate and Riley couldn’t stop laughing as they watched me, looming above me now as I lowered myself before them. And yet they both looked so beautiful, so sexy, as they sat above me radiating confidence and power, sadistically enjoying my humiliation and debasement, secure in the knowledge they could make me do whatever they wanted.

“Please forgive me,” I said again. Riley leaned forward, her arms on her knees, her blue eyes peering straight into mine as though she wanted to savor every moment of my embarrassment and shame.

“For what?” she said, speaking the words slowly and deliberately while Kate continued to chuckle beside her.

“I… I don’t know,” I said. Riley rolled her blue eyes, glancing over toward Kate for a moment before returning her gaze to me.

“Silly boy,” she said, shaking her head again. “I’m going to make you sorry for being a man.”


4. Humiliated By The Girls

“Say it again.”

“I’m sorry for being a man.”

“Again.”

“I’m sorry for being a man.”

“Who is the superior gender?”

“Women are, Riley.”

“Goddamn right we are,” Riley said, collapsing back on the sofa in a fit of giggles. Sitting beside her, my wife laughed too. They were thoroughly enjoying themselves, enjoying every moment of my humiliation. I had given in so easily to them, but what choice did I have? My wife had hidden the key to my chastity device far too well for me to find it, and I knew that the only way to get the orgasm I craved was to do what Kate, and therefore Riley, wanted.

But there was more to it than that. I had never felt more turned on in my life as I kneeled in front of these two women, fully clothed and lording their sexual power over me. I wanted Kate desperately, but I was almost surprised to find I wanted Riley just as much. And the more she mocked me, the more she tormented me, the more she made me say humiliating things that I would never otherwise have said, the sexier she became to me. I had never really understood the appeal of dominant women, even if the costumes I saw on the occasional dominatrix on TV appealed to me in a visual sense. But now, it all became shockingly clear to me. There was something so sexy about the power these women had, and the swaggering confidence with which they used it.

Kneeling there naked on the floor except for the shining chastity device locked around my cock, I felt as though they could make me do anything. They could make me admit to the most outrageous ideas, make me say whatever I had to in the hope of getting laid. And even then, I knew, there were no guarantees. Kate had promised to unlock me at the end of the day. But that was before Riley came around. To me, it seemed the two women were encouraging each other, each of them going further than they otherwise might to impress the friend sitting beside them. At least, I was sure that was true of Kate. As for Riley, it was hard to tell. Who knew what strange games she had played with men in the past? I had never really given it any thought. But I was thinking about it now, that was for sure.

“This is amazing,” Riley said as she turned to her friend.

“I know. I should’ve done this years ago.”

“And you heard about this online?”

“Yeah. I read a few forums. Honestly, it’s mostly a male fantasy. But from what I read, what usually happens is that a husband talks his wife into locking him up, and then she ends up enjoying it more than he does.”

“I bet,” Riley said, turning her beautiful grin back on me. “I can already see the possibilities. And he really can’t get out?”

“If he could, I think he would have by now,” Kate said. “Isn’t that right, Dan?

“Yes,” I grudgingly admitted, making the women laugh again.

“Can I… touch it?” Riley asked. But she didn’t ask me. I couldn’t help noticing that it was Kate she asked, as though my body belonged now completely to my wife and not to me. As if I had no say at all in what would happen next. And of course, that only turned me on more. The chastity device felt unbelievably tight as I kneeled there on the floor in front of them, waiting to be used like some kind of living toy. Waiting to be teased and humiliated and dominated by two women who now, it seemed, had absolute power over me.

“Okay,” Kate giggled, her eyes darting toward me just for a moment. The expression on her face seemed to suggest that she felt she was being deliciously naughty by letting her friend touch her husband, and I guess she was. Certainly, we had never done anything like this before, and had never talked about doing it. I had never even allowed myself to imagine such a thing. Though if I had to choose one of Kate’s friends to fool around with, Riley probably would have been at the top of the list. I might hate her feminist views, but there was no denying that she was an attractive woman. Not as beautiful as my gorgeous wife, of course. Still, I had always thought there was something sexy about Riley. And now, I was seeing it in a way I could never have imagined, even if I tried.

She sat above me in her feminine dress, beaming down like the summer sun. Her eyes were lit up from within by the same light that shone in Kate’s, the light of conquest and triumph and excitement I could only hope was sexual. Strange as it might seem, it was only then that it really dawned on me that I was naked in a room with two beautiful women, and even if I couldn’t do what I wanted, that presented certain possibilities. Kate and I had never talked about bringing anyone else into our sex life. But now, in a way, that was exactly what she had done. And maybe, just maybe, this reward my wife was using to keep me under her thumb could be even more incredible than I had hoped.

Still, I knew there was a long way to go from here to there.

Riley shifted on the sofa, adjusting her sundress as she moved. Her legs still crossed, she moved her raised foot and tapped the toe of her wedge sandal against the steel bars of the chastity device that encased my cock. Grunting slightly, I looked down, noticing the red paint on her toenails. And Riley held her foot there for a moment, looking down too, both of us momentarily transfixed by the sight of her foot resting on my cock like some kind of symbol of the female supremacy she preached.

“What’s his cock like when it’s not locked up?” Riley asked Kate, tapping her shoe against the device again.

“Not bad, I guess,” Kate shrugged.

“That’s not exactly a ringing endorsement,” Riley said, turning her head to face my wife.

“It does the job,” Kate said.

“Oh no!” Riley said, her voice dripping with delight as she spoke. “That means it’s small!”

“No, it’s not small,” Kate said, shaking her head.

“Oh, let me guess: it’s just the right size?” Riley said scornfully. “That’s what women say when their husbands are too small.”

I could hardly believe the conversation I was listening to. I cringed with embarrassment as I kneeled on the floor, Riley’s foot still tapping idly against my caged cock. I wanted to protest, but something told me it was a bad idea. Something told me that in that moment, neither of them wanted to hear from me. And so I just kneeled there, letting them discuss the most intimate details of my body while I bathed in the shame of being controlled like this.

“He’s not too small.”

“Is he bigger than your last boyfriend? Don’t lie.”

Kate didn’t answer right away. Instead, her eyes darted toward me, just for a second. She saw me looking straight at her, my mouth slightly open, frozen with shock and disbelief. Still, I didn’t say a word. Still, I just waited, letting these women humiliate me while my cock throbbed and raged desperately against Riley’s shoe.

Kate still didn’t answer. And Riley turned her shining eyes on me, absolutely delighted with the way things were going, thrilled with the power she had and the sick pleasure she seemed to get out of embarrassing me.

“That means no,” she giggled. “Why did you marry a guy smaller than your ex?”

“Because there’s more to a guy than the size of his cock,” Kate said.

“Yeah, right. Next you’ll be telling me he can please you in other ways.”

“He can!” Kate protested. But I could see the amusement on her face as she spoke. She might not be enjoying this degrading conversation as much as Riley was, but she didn’t exactly hate it either. And as I watched her, I could see how she kept glancing over at me, gauging my reaction. Checking on me, I supposed. But I stayed right where I was, kneeling naked on the floor, allowing these women to belittle me. I didn’t know what else to do.

“I hope so. How big is it?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never measured it.”

“How big is your cock, Dan?” Riley said, turning her shining eyes on me.

There wasn’t the faintest trace of embarrassment or hesitation in her words. She asked the extremely personal question as if she was asking what the weather was doing outside. But that, I knew, was what Riley was like. She had never been the most inhibited person, and over the years, some of the conversations I had heard her having with my wife had startled me with their candor. Even though I didn’t feel I had anything to be ashamed of, I often found myself hoping that Kate was a little more reticent about her sex life with her friend. Back then, I didn’t want Riley knowing all about the sex life Kate and I shared. Of course, that was all over now. Now, Riley knew everything, every humiliating detail of what Kate had done to me. And kneeling there in front of both fully clothed women, I had the sense that this new chapter of my life had only just begun.

“I don’t know,” I mumbled. But Riley was having none of it. Her deep blue eyes stared challengingly into mine as she paused for a moment before speaking.

“Yes you do,” she said, softly but firmly. “Every guy knows how big his cock is. Don’t tell me you haven’t measured it. Be honest, now. I’ll find out if you’re lying. How big is it?”

“About six inches,” I said, while Kate giggled again as she sat beside her friend.

“That’s what small guys always say,” Riley said, sitting back on the sofa with a smug smile on her face. “It’s like guys on online dating who say they’re six feet tall. Then you meet them and they’re, like, five foot six. Is that the deal with you, Dan? Have you got a little five-incher in there? Or maybe even less?”

“No,” I said with a scowl.

“Well, I guess we’ll see. Does that sound plausible to you, Kate? Six inches or so?”

“Yeah, sounds about right,” Kate said.

“Well, it’s not terrible,” Riley said, again tapping her shoe against the bars of the chastity device. “But it’s not great, either. Certainly nothing to show off about. Maybe it’s better that it’s locked away. Maybe all small cocks should be locked away so that they can never disappoint another woman again.”

“He’s not that small,” Kate said. And as strange as it might sound, my heart contracted with a momentary burst of love for her. In my state of deep humiliation, even that tiny kindness seemed like a blessing.

“Well, you just said he’s not the biggest you ever had,” Riley went on. “Where does he rank? I want to know.”

“I don’t know,” Kate said, squirming uncomfortably on the sofa.

“In the middle, of all the guys you’ve had? Or lower?”

Kate still looked uncomfortable, but she was smiling again as she looked at me, then back at Riley. Riley was waiting for her answer, tapping her toe idly against my caged member. And I waited too, hardly daring to breathe, terrified of what my wife might say and yet in some strange way aching to hear it.

“Lower,” Kate finally said, while Riley burst out laughing. And my heart contracted in my chest, shame branching through me like veins of fire as I trembled where I kneeled on the floor.

“Lower? I don’t know why you married him then. If he’s below average, he deserves to be locked up like this. I think you made the right choice.”

Kate chuckled again. This line of conversation seem to be making her a little uneasy, but she was doing nothing to redirect it. In fact, she was playing along with Riley’s cruel teasing of me. Maybe Riley was pushing Kate’s boundaries just as much as she was pushing mine. Or trampling over them, really. And I didn’t know how to explain it, but hearing them talk like this, hearing this humiliating conversation, was turning me on more than I could believe.

“Maybe this will become a new trend,” Riley went on. “Small guys like him should be kept under lock and key by a dominant woman. It will really help them learn their place.”

“Riley, you’re crazy,” Kate said, shaking her head.

“Visionaries are always called crazy at first,” she said. “You’ll see. You already know I’m right. I mean, you can’t tell me the best sex you ever had in your life was with your husband, was it? Be truthful.”

Again, Kate hesitated. Again, her eyes turned toward me, trying to guess how I was feeling. But honestly, I barely knew myself. Everything these women were saying was incredibly humiliating, but at the same time, it was unbelievably erotic. All I could do was wait, waiting for Kate’s response like a condemned man waiting for the blow of the axe. And when it came, it felt as though my heart had stopped in my chest for a moment, the breath squeezed out of me by some invisible hand.

“No. It wasn’t,” Kate said quietly. And Riley slapped her knee as she burst out laughing, absolutely delighted with what she had gotten my wife to admit.

“Amazing,” Riley said as she slowly got her laughter under control. “How does it feel, hearing that?”

Her eyes were on me again now, peering deep into my own in that unsettling way she had. I tried to meet her stare, but in the position I was in and after what Kate had just said, it was virtually impossible. Instead, I lowered my eyes again to where her foot still tapped against the chastity cage, driving me crazy with submissive desire as I gave in to my wife’s friend.

“Embarrassing,” I said.

“I bet,” Riley said. “But that’s just the reality. Every woman knows that boyfriends are better in bed than husbands. That’s why I’ve never married. I have way too much fun being single. But I have to say, this is kind of fun too. This is pretty awesome. I’ve never seen a man locked in chastity before, but I approve. I bet your wife can get you to do anything when she had you locked up like this, can’t she?”

“I… I don’t know about anything,” I said. The women shared another laugh as they looked at each other across the sofa.

“Yeah, right,” Riley said. “We’ve already got you to admit that men are inferior and made you apologize for being one. And she only just locked you up. Imagine what we can get you to say or do after a week of being locked in that thing? Or a month?”

As Kate laughed at her friend’s words, I felt panic grip my heart again. Raising my eyes, I looked from Riley to Kate and back again. I didn’t dare to plead with them, didn’t want to give them the satisfaction. And somehow, I was still trying to hold onto the tattered remnants of my dignity. But there was no denying the threat in her words. And there was no denying the truth, either. She was right. Already, I felt horny enough to go along with just about anything to get what I craved. I could only imagine what it would do to me to be locked up long-term. And the terror implicit in that thought radiated through my chest once again as Riley smiled down at me, thoroughly enjoying every moment of her newfound power.

“I bet you’d beg to be released, wouldn’t you?” she said. “Imagine that. Imagine having to beg your wife for your next orgasm. No more sex. No more jerking off like you guys do all the time. You know, the more I think about it, the more I think this is exactly how it should be. This is how women can control men and get what they deserve. Just imagine it. Imagine if no man could ever have sex without a woman allowing it. No more rape. No more sexual harassment. Sounds like a perfect world to me.”

“You know what? You might have a point,” Kate said. She was talking to her friend, but she was looking straight at me as she spoke. And I could only hope that she was saying it for effect. That she, like Riley, was enjoying teasing me, enjoying the sense of power they both had. I hope she wasn’t serious. As fun as this game undeniably was, it scared me like nothing else. It scared me to think of the power Kate would have over me if she made this permanent. It scared me to acknowledge that Riley was absolutely right.

“Or maybe you’d have to beg me for orgasm,” Riley went on, still looking straight at me as though Kate had never spoken. “You’re lucky it’s Kate and not me that has your key. Because if I had it… Well, I’m not sure I’d ever let a little cock like yours out. I don’t think it deserves that. But I’d let you beg me for sex sometimes, though. If I was feeling generous. I’d let you grovel and give you hope that I might let you out, only to deny it just because I think it’s funny.”

She laughed again as she spoke, and this time, there was no missing the wildness in her laughter. I had never suspected there was this side to Riley, but in hindsight, it wasn’t that surprising. Certainly, it seemed to tie in nicely with her progressive views. But this was more than that.

This was beyond politics now. This was pure madness, and the maddest thing of all was that it seemed so exciting and bewitching to me. The maddest thing was that, in my way, I was going along with it. I could tell myself I had no choice, that I had to do what these women wanted, and there was a lot of truth in that. But at the same time, I was putting up no resistance, and I knew why. Because the things I was saying excited me, even as they terrified me. The thought of being at the mercy of these two, both Riley and Kate, turned me on like nothing else ever had.

“In fact, I think you should get some practice now,” Riley said, shifting slightly in his seat again. “What do you think, Kate? What do you say we make your husband beg us for his next orgasm?”

“Oh my God, Riley, you’re so wild,” Kate said, shaking her head again as she spoke. But from the tone of her voice, I already knew her decision. I already knew what she wanted. She wanted to do what her friend said, to give in and let Riley direct what was happening between all three of us now. And that’s exactly what she did.

“Go ahead,” Kate said indulgently as she smiled at her friend. And Riley’s grin only grew wider as she turned back to me.

“Okay then, Dan,” Riley said, her breasts rising and falling underneath the thin fabric of her sundress as she breathed slowly. “Beg me for orgasm. And you better make it convincing. I’m not really inclined to let you have one, but if you beg me really nicely, maybe I’ll change my mind.”

Kate laughed out loud at that, but Riley didn’t. She was smiling, but I didn’t doubt that when it came down to it, she was 100% serious. I could only imagine the thrill this was giving her, especially since the last time I had seen her, we had had our stupid argument about women’s rights or whatever. Now, I must look like such a pathetic specimen as I kneeled on the floor of the living room, naked and horny and forced into the most depraved acts just to amuse the women who had such tremendous power over me. I was like living proof of Riley’s arguments about the superiority of women, and there was nothing I could do about it. Nothing I could do but obey.

“Please, Riley,” I started, forcing the words out against my own resistance. “Please let me cum, please.”

“That’s terrible begging,” Riley said, shaking her head. “I don’t believe you at all. But that’s fine, if you don’t really want to cum. We’ll just keep you locked up then.”

“No!” I cried out, surprising even myself with the ferocity of my words. Riley’s eyebrows rose on her smooth forehead as she smiled down at me.

“No? You don’t like that idea?”

The couch creaked underneath her as she adjusted her position again, leaning toward me with her elbows resting on her knees again. Her face was mere inches from mine, and I watched her eyes flicker over my face, studying my expression just like Kate sometimes did. As if she wanted to read my inner turmoil off my face. Or else she wanted to memorize the way I looked as I gazed up her, completely under her control but still trying to fight against it.

“Well beg me properly, then,” Riley said as that smug smile reappeared on her face. “In fact, you know what? Why don’t you kiss my feet right in front of your wife to show me you acknowledge the superiority of women?”

Kate spluttered in disbelief as Riley sat back on the sofa again. The toe of her shoe tapped lightly against my chastity device once more, and she wiggled her painted toes at me as I looked down at them. In that moment, I felt almost as though I could hate her. For the things she was saying and the things she wanted to make me do, it would be easy to despise this woman. But at the same time, something held me back. And it wasn’t just my attraction to her, although that was certainly a factor. I had never felt this way about Riley before. I knew she was pretty, but I had never wanted her like this. Just like Kate, she was so sexy when she was in charge, so attractive when she was being demanding. And even though I cringed at her idea and cringed even more at the thought of my wife seeing my debasement, my cock pressed stubbornly against the inside of the chastity device, reminding me just how much this was turning me on.

I hesitated. Maybe I thought that if I waited, Riley might change her mind or decide to do something else with me. But I wasn’t that lucky. She seemed willing to wait too, barely moving. Just her breasts rising and falling in that sundress and the toe of her wedge sandal tapping against my caged cock. She could wait forever, and it seemed that was what she wanted to do. Or at least that was what she was willing to do, knowing that the silence was working against me now. Just another weapon in her arsenal.

And Kate was waiting too. Without looking at her, I could feel my wife’s attention on me where she sat beside her friend on the sofa, hardly daring to breathe. Once again, I got the feeling that we were about to cross a significant line, that beyond this point lay a world I could barely imagine. And that once I stepped over the line, there would be no going back. All three of us would always know what I had done. We would always know I had given in to Riley’s outrageous demand and allowed her to treat me like this. Even if we decided to end this kinky game right here and now, there would be no undoing what I had already done.

But I had no choice, really. And besides, as hard as it is to admit even now and as impossible as it was to acknowledge then, there was that part of me that wanted this, too.

I inched back on my knees, feeling the watchful eyes of both women on me. My hands on the floor, I lowered my face to Riley’s raised foot. I heard her laugh viciously as I gently pressed my lips against her warm skin, my cheeks burning with embarrassment the whole time and my cock throbbing with desperate and submissive desire.

“Oh my God, he’s doing it!” Kate said, pressing both hands to her mouth as she spoke.

“I know,” Riley chuckled. “And he looks so pathetic doing it, too. Keep kissing, Dan. Kiss my foot like it’s the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen, and maybe, just maybe, your wife and I will decide to let you have an orgasm.”

That’s what I did. Even though I couldn’t summon the enthusiasm for the shameful task that Riley seemed to require, I did my best. I kissed her foot over and over again while she sat above me, basking in her newfound superiority. And beside her, my wife couldn’t contain her hilarity. She laughed and laughed, her laughter becoming the soundtrack to my cringing submission as I groveled at the feet of her friend, desperate to earn the orgasm that filled my thoughts to the exclusion of all else and made even this shameful act seem somehow acceptable if it got me what I wanted.

“I don’t hear much begging,” Riley prompted.

“Please, Riley,” I mumbled against her twitching foot. “Please, let me cum. Please. I’ll do whatever you want. Women are superior, I admit it. I’m sorry for the oppression of women. I’m sorry for being a man. Please, please, just let me cum!”

“How long did you say you’ve had him locked in this thing?” Riley asked my wife, ignoring my desperate pleas for now.

“Just a few hours,” Kate said, and I could hear the astonishment in her voice. I was hardly less surprised than she was. The moment she locked me way, I had known I was in trouble. But I hadn’t anticipated just how quickly the device would do its work to bring me under her control.

“Really? That’s amazing,” Riley said. “Just imagine all the things we’re going to be able to get him to do if he ever wants to cum again. This was a brilliant idea, Kate. I’m going to have so much fun breaking your husband.”


5. A Painful Admission

Riley’s eyes burned with blue fire as she stared down at me where I kneeled on the floor. I couldn’t tell how seriously she was taking the things I was saying, the things the girls were making me say. After all, I didn’t believe a word of it myself. I just knew what I had to do to get what I wanted. And Riley and Kate had me so turned on by now that it seemed a relatively small price to pay for one hell of a reward. But as for Riley? Who knew what went on behind that pretty face of hers? Her feminist beliefs were more than just the posture, I knew that. She held them sincerely, even if I found them mostly fairly ludicrous. She had to know that this wasn’t really changing my mind, that all I was doing was saying what I felt I had to. But for her, for now, at least, it seemed like that was enough.

And it was exciting. There was no denying that. I didn’t imagine that Riley and Kate were as excited by all this as I was. But maybe they weren’t far off. Or maybe they were every bit as excited as I was, every bit as turned on by this wild and strange turn of events. I couldn’t say. But I could see the amusement of the women who now so comprehensively ruled me. I was theirs, completely, to do with as they wished. That thought excited me at least as much as it scared me. I didn’t know what was coming next. I only knew what I wanted. A kind of empty hope that I didn’t imagine had much basis in reality.

But it turned out I was wrong about that, too.

“God, he wants us so bad,” Riley chuckled, looking me up and down before turning her eyes and Kate.

“I know,” Kate agreed. “What a naughty boy, lusting after my friend like that.”

“Well, that’s what men are like,” Riley said with a shrug. “Doesn’t matter who they are or who they are with. All they can think about is sticking their dicks in someone new. I think this is a brilliant idea, Kate. Owning his sex. I really think it would be a better world for everyone if more men did this.”

The girls giggled together while I went on groveling before them. Without any further instructions from them, it felt like the safest thing to do. Certainly, I could see that the girls were enjoying it. Whatever dark impulse made them take pleasure in my humiliation and embarrassment, it seemed to register with them both. And I knew that was my best shot of getting something I barely even dared to dream was possible. Just keep kissing Riley’s foot, keep doing what you’re told. Who knows what incredible experience might follow from that?

“It took some convincing to get him to where he is,” Kate said. “We’re just trying it out. So I don’t want to make things too hard on him, otherwise he’ll never wear it again. I want him to understand that even though it’s hard being locked away, there are some good sides to it. Things he might actually enjoy.”

It only added to my humiliation to have my wife talking like that about me right in front of me, as if I was some dog she was trying to train. Her eyes traveled over my body again, and I could almost see the thoughts forming inside her head. That didn’t mean I could guess what they might be, though. By now, it felt like these women had entered some different realm of experience where I couldn’t follow, creating between themselves a world I could barely understand. I felt like a passenger in my own life, and it was thrilling, but it was scary.

“So you think he’s been a good enough boy to earn a reward?”

it was Riley who said that. She was talking to Kate, but her eyes never strayed from me. And I felt the breath freeze for a moment in my chest as I gazed up at her. I guess I hadn’t expected any sort of kindness or mercy from her. It was my wife, the woman who loved me, that I looked to for encouragement now. Riley, with her strong views, was more a figure of fear than anything else. But now, even though I hardly allowed myself to believe it, it seemed as though she was throwing me a lifeline. And my heart beat slowly my chest as I waited to see where all this would lead.

“Well, he has done everything we’ve told him,” Kate said slowly, looking at Riley as she spoke. I got the sense that she was trying to say in character, even though she was almost as uncertain of where things were going as I was. She had more control than I did, admittedly. Everyone did. But now, Kate, too, seemed to be caught by surprise. I had no idea what she had expected or hoped for when she brought her friend into our kinky game. Something told me, however, that she hadn’t expected this. And yet she was playing along, just like me, as if all three of us were now in the grip of something bigger than any of us. Some wild impulse that had its own dark presence in the room, that kept us all vibrating on the same strange wavelength of deviant desire without any of us really knowing what came next.

“Where’s the key?” Riley said, turning her smiling face toward my wife. And Kate smiled back, her own suspicions confirmed by her friend’s words.

“I won’t say,” Kate replied. “I don’t want him to hear. But I can show you.”

“Okay,” Riley chuckled. She uncrossed her legs, and I couldn’t keep myself from trying to sneak a peek up her sundress as she stood. There was no denying she had a great body. Like Kate, she was curvy in all the right places, maybe even a little more voluptuous than my wife. In all the years I had known her, which was as many years as I have known Kate, I had always done my best not to think of Riley like that. Desiring my wife’s friend seemed like a one-way ticket to frustration and trouble at home. But now, I basically had no choice. And now that was the case, it seemed like all my pent-up desire over the years was coming back stronger than it would otherwise have been. Finally finding an outlet, finally given permission, I was burning up with desire for Riley, and for Kate. And of course, this talk of the key to my chastity only made it worse. Or better, depending on how you look at it.

Kate stood at the same time as Riley did. Now both women practically loomed over me, looking tall and regal and completely unattainable in a way that only made them more desirable to me. It was really my first taste of the complex arrangements of desire that was part and parcel of these games, the weird relationship between lust and denial that only served to make lust stronger. I didn’t know it then, though I might have guessed, that I was going to become more familiar with that strange magic in the coming weeks and months.

“Stay,” Riley commanded, no longer smiling for now as her blue eyes stared into mine. She issued her command as if I were a dog trained to obey her. Kate laughed at the sound of her friend’s voice, obviously not missing what I had noticed. What made it so much worse, so much more humiliating, is that I did stay. I stayed right there, kneeling on the floor where they left me while both women headed to the bedroom. Desperate as I was for any form of release, I knew I had to do what I was told. And I listened hard to their movements in the next room, trying to guess where Kate might have hidden the key. But the sound of their voices didn’t enlighten me any on that score.

After a while, they emerged back into the living room. Again, they were both grinning as they came, both completely delighted with the turn the day had taken. I didn’t see the key to my chastity, but it was small enough that it could be in anyone’s hand. What I did see, though, was that Riley was carrying a belt in her hand. One of those braided fabric belts, the kind that doesn’t have any holes but instead has a clasp with teeth that grip the material. One of my own belts, fetched from my closet. I didn’t know what she intended to do with it, but I knew that as usual, I would have no choice except to go along with it.

Riley stood next to me where I kneeled on the floor, Kate just a step behind her. I turned on my knees to face them both, overcome all over again by the ravishing beauty of these gorgeous goddesses. They weren’t wearing anything special; no lingerie or dominatrix gear. What they were wearing was still enough to light me up with that same desire that gave them such ferocious power over me. It was all they needed.

“If we’re going to unlock you, we’ll tie you up first,” Riley said, as if it were all that simple. To her, I suppose, it probably was. Of the three of us, she had probably adapted best to this insane new reality, the closest any of us were to being able to behave as though this was somehow normal. As though this were right. Somehow, that seemed to make her even more authoritative when she gave her outrageous commands.

“I don’t trust you not to do something stupid,” Riley went on. “So stand up and put your hands behind your back so we can tie you up.”

I looked at Kate. Both women looked back at me. There was a sly smile on Riley’s face, but her expression didn’t seem to allow for any possibility of me arguing with her. She gave orders as if she never doubted her right to do so, as if she never questioned whether I would obey. And maybe she was right.

Meanwhile, Kate stood just behind her friend, smiling at me. She didn’t say a word, but I knew what she wanted. The expression on her face said everything. She wanted this, badly. She wanted to see what would happen next, to see what her wild friend would do to me. It was beyond belief, my sweet and loving partner transformed into this demanding goddess. But having Riley there with us, I could see already, was only encouraging Kate in the sexy game I had no chance of resisting, even when it was just my wife giving the orders. There was two of them to deal with now, and I was completely overmatched. And their beauty and sex appeal gave them all the muscle they needed. I was theirs, completely, and one way or another, we all knew it. All that remained was to navigate what that truly meant.

Without a word, I rose to my feet. Riley’s smile never faltered, not for a moment, as she circled around behind me with the belt in her hands. Unable to watch her, I instead turned my attention to Kate. Her blue eyes were shining much like I knew Riley’s were, her teeth showing as she bit her lip in excitement. She looked so incredibly beautiful, so unbelievably desirable, that it helped at least a little with my doubts and fears. Yes, what we were doing seemed insane, beyond all normal or reasonable bounds of a married relationship. But it was turning my wife on. That was worth it, I told myself. That was the whole point. And of course, the fact that my cock was throbbing as wildly and desperately as ever inside Kate’s chastity device didn’t exactly hurt, either.

Riley took my hands in hers and pulled them behind my back. Her touch was gentle, but firm. She didn’t seem to expect any resistance from me, and I gave her none. I just kept my eyes on Kate the whole time, relying on her beauty and my desire for her to see me through. It was like a magic spell that wove this whole strange world together, the driving force behind everything we did. That desire filled me completely now as I felt my own belt tighten around my wrists, felt Riley pulling the fabric tight and snapping the buckle into place.

And then, it was done. With the belt looped several times around my wrists, pulled tight, and buckled shut, I was helpless. My wife and her sexy friend had me right where they wanted me. I guess I was just lucky that for now, that was exactly where I wanted to be, too.

Once she had me tied up, Riley stepped away from me. Her smile was broader now, more self-satisfied than ever as she stepped back to stand beside my wife. Again, they both looked me up and down, basking in the fearsome power they had over me.

Then, Kate stepped forward. As she opened her hand, I saw without much surprise that she was holding the key. And she swept her hair back from her ears as she bent over me, all her attention now between my legs as she slid the key into the lock of the chastity device.

I waited. With all the patience and forbearance I could possibly muster, I waited to be released. A flawed release, maybe, from my point of view. Now that I had my hands tied behind my back, I was in no more of a position to do anything about my monstrous lust that I had been before. Still, it felt like progress, if nothing else. And as Kate unlocked the chastity device and slid it off my cock, fumbling with the device that she was still learning how to use, my erection swelled dramatically in the air in front of us. I felt my cheeks burning as both women watched, left in no doubt about my state of desperate arousal. It was one thing to have Kate look at me that way. It was something else entirely to have her friend staring right at my cock. Especially fully clothed as she was. And there was nothing whatsoever I could do about it. Nothing to do but wait and hope and do everything I was told like their humble servant, all in the hope that it would get me what I wanted.

The chastity device removed, Kate set it down on the arm of the couch and then stepped back. Riley looked me up and down, her eyes lingering without even the faintest hint of embarrassment or awkwardness on my cock. With my hands tied behind my back, I had nowhere to hide. My wife’s best friend was staring right at my cock with a full erection, and all I could do was stand there and take it.

“Not bad,” Riley said critically as she continued to stare at my manhood. “It’s not exactly what I imagined, but I’ve definitely seen worse.”

“Not what you imagined?” Kate said, sounding surprised as she looked at her friend. “When were you imagining my husband’s cock?”

“Oh, you know,” Riley said evasively, the smile never leaving her face. “Not like it was a regular thing. You just wonder sometimes, don’t you? Don’t you wonder sometimes about what the guys you know are packing?”

“No,” Kate said, shaking her head as she spluttered with laughter.

“No? Well, you probably will now,” Riley said, grinning. “I mean, you never know what’s going on down there. Just think. Wherever you bought this chastity thing from, they obviously sell enough to make a viable business out of it. I wonder how many men we pass in the street every day have their dicks under lock and key?”

Kate laughed out loud at that, and after a moment, Riley joined her. They were both having a great time, both getting tremendous fun out of my helplessness, my embarrassment, my desperate desire for both of them. It was everything they wanted from this kinky game, I supposed. Power and control and deep humiliation for me. And for all three of us, the game had only just begun.

“He definitely looks pretty excited, anyway,” Riley went on. Glancing for just a moment at Kate, she turned her attention on me again as she stepped forward. Maybe in that wordless glance, she had obtained my wife’s permission, or maybe Riley just didn’t feel like asking anymore. Because she reached out and took hold of my cock, her fingers moving gently over my boiling shaft, and I trembled at her touch. It was something I had never imagined I would experience, something so completely outside the bounds of our normal day-to-day life. But she was a beautiful woman, and she was touching my most sensitive spot, and the events of the day had me so turned on, every touch seemed to crackle like lightning, sending shockwaves of desire up and down my spine while Riley casually manipulated me.

“Does it turn you on, you little loser?” Riley said. Her eyes were staring deep into mine now, her face so close to mine that her features blurred. I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin as it boiled out from between her pink lips. Oddly intimate, close enough to kiss, closer than I had ever been to her before. I could smell the faint hint of perfume rising off her, and beneath that, feel the warmth of her beautiful body in her pretty dress. It was driving me crazy. I was trembling with unbelievable lust for her, on fire with the desire I could do nothing about. Again, Riley had me just what she wanted me.

“Yes,” I shamefully admitted, while both Kate and Riley laughed at me.

“That’s so pathetic,” Riley said. “Imagine getting turned on by not being allowed to have sex. You know what? Maybe it just shows your rightful place as a man. Beneath us. Under our control. That’s where all men belong, and the sooner you admit it, the better.”

“I admit it,” I said straightaway, making both women burst out laughing again. “I admit that women are superior. You’re right about everything, Riley. Women are oppressed, and men deserve to be punished.”

“Oh, this is too funny,” Riley said, shaking her head to make her dyed red hair dance over her shoulders while her hand continued to move gently up and down my cock. “You’ll say absolutely anything. You must want to cum really bad.”

“I do, Riley,” I gasped. “I really do. Please, please let me cum!”

“That’s the first time I’ve ever had a man beg me for orgasm before,” Riley said, turning to look over her shoulder at Kate for a moment.

“I bet,” Kate said with a sly smile. And Riley turned back to me, the smile never leaving her pretty face, seeming to warm by the minute to her task and newfound sense of sexual superiority.

“I might let you cum,” Riley said, slowly and teasingly, drawing out every second of my humiliation and submission to her. “But only if I’m convinced that you really have learned your place beneath us. That you’re going to do everything you’re told from now on. After all, it’s only fair. Payback for years of the white male privilege you’ve enjoyed.”

While Kate giggled again, I hesitated. But not for long. Riley gently squeezed my cock as she spoke, sending another fearsome jolt of pleasure through me. There was really no resisting her, no way to stand against her. She had my desperate desire on her side, and that meant she could say and do whatever she wanted. She could make me say the most outrageous things to get what I needed. I might not believe them, but that hardly seemed to matter. The point was making me say it, humiliating me with my total inability to stand up to her. It was working so well.

“Yes, Riley,” I said with a sigh, my self-respect at an all-time low as I gave in once again. “I’ll do whatever you say.”

“And?”

Riley squeezed my cock again as she spoke, and every coherent thought seemed to drain out of my fevered brain. I didn’t know what she wanted. All I knew was what I wanted, with a purity and passion unlike any I had ever known. It almost felt as though I might explode if I didn’t get an orgasm soon, as if the desire for sex was more important even than the desire for life. I craved the beautiful female bodies in front of me more than I craved air to breathe. I could think of absolutely nothing else.

“Apologize for your white male privilege,” Riley prompted, squeezing my cock again as she spoke. And again, my pride bristled at the very idea, my personal politics completely at odds with hers. But she was holding me by the cock, standing there naked while she stood in front of me fully dressed, my wife watching. And the chastity device still lay on the arm of the sofa, immediately accessible to either of them. With my hands tied, I wouldn’t be able to stop them locking me up again. Once they did, who knew how long they would keep me that way? Who knew what other depraved and humiliating admissions I would have to make to earn even the constrained freedom I had now?

“I’m sorry for my white male privilege,” I said softly. And the grin that spread across Riley’s face was both beautiful and terrifying. Hearing those words from me seemed to light her up even more, thrilling her in a way almost scared me.

“That’s good to hear,” Riley said. Her voice was little more than a whisper now, but I heard every word, as it were burning itself onto my brain as she spoke. “It’s good to hear you finally admit the truth. And you’re going to be admitting it over and over again, I think. By the time we’re through with you, we’ll have you apologizing for ever being born with this worthless cock.”

Again, Riley squeezed my manhood as she spoke, and again, Kate laughed out loud as she stood behind her friend.

Then, Riley turned. The light fabric of her sundress skimmed her thighs as she stepped away from me. But she was still holding my cock. I grunted as her grip tightened, and I had no choice but to follow her. Beside us, Kate pressed both hands to her mouth in shock as she watched something I knew she had never imagined seeing before that moment, the sight of her friend leading her husband by the cock as if it was some kind of leash.

Riley led me passed Kate, through the living room, toward the bedroom. I shuffled along behind her, my excitement growing with every step we took. It was all for this. All the humiliation, all the embarrassing submission. And as my cock throbbed embarrassingly in Riley’s hand, I didn’t doubt that it would all be worth it. I doubted everything else. I doubted the wisdom of what we were doing, doubted that this was a good idea. I doubted that these women would ever give me what I wanted, no matter how ready they seemed to do just that. But I never doubted my desire. I never doubted that if Riley and Kate were generous enough to finally give me the orgasm they had been dangling in front of me for so long, it will be worth all the humiliation they had put me through to get it.

We were in my bedroom, but for now, it didn’t feel like it. The way Riley had taken charge, it felt more like it was her space, and I was just visiting. She led me toward the bed as if she owned it, as if she owned me, with me shuffling wordlessly along behind her and Kate bringing up the rear. Reaching the bed, Riley finally released her grip on my member. Instead, she took me by the shoulders and pushed me down onto the mattress. I sat in front of her, my cock seeming to reach up toward her with desperation for the woman who had taken such effortless control of it. And Riley’s dress swayed around her again, doing nothing to hide the exquisite shape of her beautiful body as she climbed onto the mattress on top of me.

She pushed down on my shoulders again, and I lay down on the mattress underneath her. She was straddling me now, sitting in my lap, and all that kept my cock from the pussy of my wife’s friend was whatever underwear she was wearing under her pretty dress. I stared up at her wide-eyed, each moment seeming to bring the unthinkable closer, and I finally allowed myself to believe that I might get what I wanted. That I might actually get to have sex with Riley right there in front of my wife.

But for now, Riley had other ideas. Once I was lying down on the mattress, she swung her leg over me, climbing out of my lap. Instead, she kneeled on the mattress beside me, her slight weight sinking a little into the springs. While I gazed up at her with desperate longing, unable to keep my eyes off the beautiful body was at once so close and so teasingly far away, Riley turned to address my wife again.

“Your husband looks so horny right now,” she giggled girlishly. “What’s his stamina like? How long you think he’ll last if we start fucking him?”

From the expression on her face, Kate clearly found Riley’s words every bit as outrageous as I did. But she didn’t argue. She didn’t waste time being shocked. She played along, just like she had been doing all this time.

“Probably not very long,” she admitted with a shrug.

“That’s what I thought,” Riley said. “So maybe we need to give him a hand to last longer and have a chance at actually pleasing a woman.”

Reaching toward me, Riley wrapped her hand around my cock again. I groaned as she started to stroke, faster this time, her grip tighter. Soon, pleasure was coursing through my body and I gasped as I looked up at Riley, smiling down at me, in total control.

“Look at you,” Riley said, a mocking pout on her face as she looked down at me. “So needy. So desperate. Apologize to me again”

“I’m sorry, Riley,” I cried out, raising my voice so that the humiliating words could be heard over the wild laughter of the watching women. “I’m sorry for white male privilege! Just please, please let me cum!”

“Go ahead,” Riley smiled indulgently. And embarrassingly, at her words, I exploded in her hand. My throbbing cock, so long denied, since several hot jets of my fluids into the air to splash back down on my skin as I trembled with the power of orgasm, and Riley milked my cock of every last drop.

“There we go,” Riley said while I trembled wordlessly with passion. “That’s that out of the way. Now maybe we can have some real fun.”


6. The Reward

I lay beneath Riley, astonished. I was still breathless from orgasm, my semen still cooling on my skin. And Eve the orgasm she had given me was not the way I would have chosen if I had had any choice, there was still no denying that it did the job. It’d only been a few hours since Kate locked me in chastity, but somehow, it felt like a lifetime. Maybe because the mere fact of what she was doing to me turned me on so much, my desire weaponized against me to make me compliant with Kate and Reilly’s outrageous demands.

But now that I had cum, rationality returned, at least a little bit. As I lay there, trying to recover my breath, completely naked in the bedroom with two beautiful but fully clothed women, I felt the enormity of the situation washing over me. Even in the heat of the moment, what we were doing had seemed completely outrageous. But now that my desire was dampened, at least for a little while, the full unbelievable disgrace of it all came crashing down on me. As ashamed as I had felt before while Riley controlled me, while she made me say ridiculous and embarrassing things, I felt ten times more ashamed now. Without monstrous lust to hide behind, I had to confront this strange new reality. And I couldn’t escape the feelings of pure humiliation it gave me.

After my orgasm, everything seemed different. But for the women who controlled me, nothing had changed. And I still had my hands tied behind my back with one of my own belts, now pinned beneath the weight of my body, too. I was just as helpless as ever. And as Riley released her grip on my softening cock, she smiled down at me with a look in her eyes that told me that fact had not escaped her for even one minute.

Shuffling away from me on her knees, Riley moved toward the edge of the bed. Turning, she sat down on the edge of the mattress, looking at Kate. And Kate looked back at her friend, her eyes shining, not sure what to make of this strange development, but undeniably excited by it.

“How long you think we’re going to have to wait for him to get hard again?” Riley said. She had a way of speaking about me as though I wasn’t even there, as though my thoughts and opinions were completely irrelevant to her. And I supposed they were. She was going to do whatever she wanted, knowing I couldn’t stop her. Knowing I didn’t want to.

“I don’t know,” Kate said thoughtfully. “He’s usually pretty quick. But we’ve never done anything like this before. I’m not sure I’ve ever gotten him this turned on before.”

My wife knew me well. I hadn’t told her that, but she could see clearly see it for herself. The pure kinky pleasure of being under her control, of being helpless before both these women, was the sexiest thing that had ever happened to me.

And she was right. My cock was still soft, momentarily tamed by Riley’s skillful hand. But even though desire now burned less bright and urgent within me, it hadn’t gone away. How could it, under the circumstances? With two gorgeous women exerting their dominant desire over me, I was as turned on as ever. The body has its limits, but I knew it wouldn’t take long before my cock began to swell back to erection. Already, I could feel a faint thickening between my legs that told me what was coming.

“Well, I guess we’ll see. But luckily, there’s more than one way a guy can please a girl. Want to do the honors?”

Kate didn’t seem to know what Riley meant by that, and neither did I. We both looked at her, a married couple completely overcome by the sexiness and kinkiness of Kate’s friend. In this new uncharted territory, neither of us could tell immediately where Riley was going with this. But she had no interest in leaving us in doubt.

“You should sit on his face,” Riley said. Kate gasped at the outrageous suggestion, but Riley said it as though there were nothing more obvious in the world. As if it were completely matter-of-fact, as simple as going for a drink or having a meal. I didn’t gasp, but I was no less shocked than my wife was by Riley’s suggestion.

Of course, that doesn’t mean I hated it.

The truth was, I loved giving Kate oral sex. Her pussy was beautiful, and the orgasmic responses of her body never failed to turn me on like nothing else. But my wife, though not exactly shy, was clearly not as sexually uninhibited as Riley was. In the normal course of our sex, Kate was happy to let me go down on her, but she had never before sat on my face. That was a level of aggression and dominance she just didn’t seem to have in her.

Though of course, that was then. Thanks to the chastity device, I already knew that now, I was dealing with a completely different version of the woman I had married.

And true to form, Kate surprised me again. For a moment, she just stood there, close to the door the bedroom, taking in the scene in front of her while her mind raced with all the wild possibilities the scenario presented. But then, the grin spreading across her face, she stepped forward, closer to the bed.

“Okay,” she giggled.

“Attagirl,” Riley smiled.

Standing at the foot of the bed, Kate began to strip off her clothes. If she had any hint of self-consciousness about undressing in front of her friend, she didn’t show it. In less than a minute, she pulled her T-shirt over her head and shed her tight pants, standing in front of me in her underwear. And then, she unfastened her bra, letting her beautifully-shaped breasts hang free from her chest. She pulled down her panties and stepped out of them, leaving them lying on the bedroom floor. Now, she was as naked as I was. The only difference was, my wife was free to do as she pleased, while I had to wait and do what I was told.

And as Kate climbed naked on the bed, crawling slowly toward me, her beautiful nude body fueling my growing arousal as my cock thickened steadily against my thigh, I could see exactly what would be required of me next.

Reaching my head, Kate rose up on her knees. For just a moment, she paused, looming above me again in all her erotic power and glory. I was almost speechless with desire as I gazed at her, desperate lust growling inside me again, as though I hadn’t just had an orgasm that left me shaking with its power. I wanted more. I wanted her, and as Kate smiled down at me, not saying anything, I knew I would do what she wanted. I would do what Riley said. I was there to please the women who controlled me, and just the thought of it sent those tremors of lust racing through my body all over again.

Positioning herself carefully on the mattress, Kate lifted one leg and swung it over my head. I gazed up at her pussy at close range, almost groaning with the desire she inspired in me. My heart was pounding my chest, my cock starting to rise between my legs as Kate’s pussy hovered above me, sinking slowly down toward me. And as her body blocked out the light, as the fragrant smell of her sex filled my nostrils, I raised my head and pressed my mouth against her.

As I ran my tongue over the soft folds of Kate’s womanhood, I heard my wife sigh in pleasure. And, sitting on the edge of the bed watching us, I heard Riley laugh. Now that Kate was sitting on my face, I could no longer see Riley. But it wasn’t like I had forgotten the other woman was there. That was impossible. And as I continued to lick my wife’s pussy, the fact that her friend was seeing everything added a strange thrill to what was already an exciting activity. I didn’t know exactly what Riley was getting out of all this, except for the pure rush of sexual power, but in that moment, I hardly cared. Again, I was caught up in desire, barely able to believe what I was doing but totally thrilled by it, and lying between my wife’s legs, there was nowhere I would rather be.

Let Riley watch. In fact, if anything, it encouraged me to try harder, to show Kate’s friend that I knew exactly how to please my wife. I slid my tongue up into the warmth of Kate’s body, kissing and licking her with wild enthusiasm, and before long, Kate was responding exactly how I hoped she would. Moaning and gasping in pleasure, howling out her bliss as it swept over her, leaving none of us in any doubt just how incredible she felt. It might sound strange to talk about pride in the submissive position these women had put me in. It felt strange, even in the moment, even to think along those lines. But the fact was, I did allow myself some small measure of pride to know that I was pleasing Kate. To know that Riley was seeing it. So that, whatever else she might mock me for, she couldn’t say that I didn’t know how to pleasure my wife.

For a while, Riley seemed content to watch. And I focused on the job I had been given, doing everything in my power to make Kate cum. Soon, she was moaning and groaning steadily on top of me, her voice getting ever louder, the bedroom air vibrating with her cries of passion. Soon, I felt her pussy spasming against my lips and tongue, and I knew she was close. I felt her moving above me, grinding her hips to increase the pressure against her sensitive sex.

Kate let out a long moan that seemed to pour gasoline on the desire I was feeling. My cock lurched heavily upright, swelling in the empty air of the bedroom, and Kate howled her bliss at the ceiling. A great wave of pleasure seemed to roll through her, setting her body ablaze just as mine burned under her.

Kate’s orgasm swept over me. I felt it coming in the way her pussy tightened around my invading tongue, the way it spasmed against my lips. And I felt it in the hot flood of juices that poured out of her, soaking my face in her liquid lust. My wife practically exploded above me, and never in all our years together, I knew, had I been able to make her feel like that with just my mouth. Usually, this was just a prelude to sex, a way of getting her in the mood and prolonging the pleasure we shared. But now, thanks to Riley, this felt almost like the main event. There was enough passion and pleasure and excitement in the oral sex I was giving her to make both our heads spin. Certainly enough to push my wife over the edge into a pleasure that made me want her even more, that made my cock throb with ferocious jealousy and desire as I lay underneath her.

“Nice,” I heard Riley say from her position at the side of the bed. And Kate shook with the afterglow of pleasure, sighing slowly as she climbed off my face. I blinked in the light, my face coated with her juices, lying back in astonishment at the direction the day had taken. By now, after having Kate use my mouth like that for her selfish pleasure, I was back to full hardness. My cock rose up from between my legs, once again hard and ready, once again teased to full erection by the presence of these two beautiful and selfish woman that I still could barely believe I was enjoying.

“Looks like he knows what he’s doing with that, at least,” Riley said. Never willing to give me a compliment that wasn’t qualified in some way, never willing to actually praise me. All part of the act, I supposed. All part of what made her so unbelievably sexy to me. The surprising truth was that I liked that she was mean, liked that she was committed to never being impressed by anything I did. As if I would have to keep working to earn anything from her. As if I had to prove myself constantly to my wife’s friend.

“He does,” Kate said, a giddy grin on her face, her voice breathless with pleasure. I could see the flush of orgasm in her cheeks, could see the expression of bliss and lust on her face, and it felt good to know I have pleased her, even if it was at Riley’s command.

“You mind if I…?” Riley said, her words trailing off. Once again, she was looking straight at Kate as she spoke, not at me. Not asking me. Never asking me. Always, it was up to the women what happened to me, and I had no choice in it at all. No more choice than any other object they decided to use.

“Are you serious?” Kate said. But she wasn’t outraged by the suggestion. Surprised, certainly. But she wasn’t angry.

“Why not?” Riley said with a shrug. “It’s been a while, and watching you with him has got me going. I could use an orgasm of my own.”

“Ok then, if you want,” Kate said. And just like that, I was handed over by my wife to another woman. Just like that, I was made to take part in the first sex act I had done with any woman besides Kate since the day the two of us met.

Grinning, Riley rose up onto her knees. She shed her light sundress, pulling it over her head and dropping it to the floor. Then she reached behind herself to slide her sandals off her feet. Stripping off her bra and panties, she kneeled naked at the side of my bed, and I watched her, taking it all in. I had always been attracted to her, even if I never wanted to admit it. I had never imagined acting on that attraction. But seeing her naked body now, her pink nipples hard and swollen in the middle of her large breasts, her lean stomach tapering toward the swell of her full hips, her dark pubic hair pointing the way down to her pussy between her legs, I was overcome with desire for this woman. And the fact that Kate was allowing it, the fact that she was into it, had desire warring with disbelief in my mind while I gazed at the two naked women kneeling on the bed with me. Completely beautiful, completely in control, completely unashamed about what they were doing. Not even hesitating. Not even blinking. Willing to use me and abuse me and order me around. Willing to make me do whatever they said. Willing to be completely selfish, completely demanding, and unbelievably sexy.

Riley crawled across the bed toward me. Just as with Kate, her breasts hung down from her chest, full and inviting and even bigger my wife’s were. On the other side of me, Kate kneeled, watching everything, again biting her lower lip with obvious arousal. She was watching her friend about to use me for sex, and I don’t think any of us had ever imagined doing anything like this. But now that it was happening, practically by itself, the desire that hovered in the room was obvious. You couldn’t miss it. You couldn’t ignore it. All you could do was give in.

And that’s what I did. Riley climbed on top of me, without even thinking of asking permission. Just as Kate did, she straddled my face, her knees on either side of my head, her pussy hovering above my waiting mouth. And then, spreading her legs further, she lowered her sex down onto me, fully expecting that I would do what she wanted and pleasure her as I had just pleasured my wife.

And I did.

She didn’t even have to tell me. The way she was using my body, the sheer confidence and insolence of it all, only made me want her more. I stuck out my tongue and ran it over Riley’s lips, tasting her pussy for the first time and noticing how different it was from the taste of my wife. But it was still delicious. And the situation I was in was delicious too, the unbelievable excitement of being used like this, basically forced to do what I wanted anyway. I slid my tongue between Riley’s lips, and I heard her give out a quiet moan of pleasure, and I knew I wanted to please her. I wanted to prove something to her, too, to show her what I could do. And I knew that that would only play into her hands, that I would be giving this newly dominant woman exactly what she wanted. But I didn’t care. For now, at least, Riley and I wanted the same thing. Or close enough, at least, that it made no difference.

She moaned again, and just like Kate had done, she began to move above me. She began to rub her pussy against my face, increasing the pressure, enjoying the feeling of my mouth working against her sex to bring her pleasure. My cock was throbbing with desperate desire, no longer aching in the tight confines of the chastity but able to get fully hard. Not that that did me much good. For now, it was ignored, surplus to requirements. For now, it seemed all these women wanted of me was my mouth.

But almost as I thought it, that proved to be untrue. While Riley rocked above me, her moans of pleasure filling the bedroom, I felt more movement by my side. Kate was crawling across the mattress, her weight shifting on the bouncing springs. And as she climbed across my body, reaching down to take my cock in her hand, I moaned in pleasure that vibrated through Riley’s pussy.

Everything was dark to me, but somehow, that just seemed to enhance the pleasure I was feeling. Every touch seemed to send shockwaves of ecstasy through me, Kate’s hand by itself enough to make me squirm underneath the two women. And as she guided it into her pussy, letting me feel the warmth and tightness of her sex as she slowly impaled herself on it, I cried out. The sound of my voice vibrated through Riley’s body as I continued to lick her, making her shout too in pure pleasure as the vibrations passed through her.

And in my lap, Kate was still moving. Moving, in fact, with an aggression and passion I had rarely seen in her. She was hungry, as if the orgasm I had given her with my mouth only fueled her desire for the next. Her pussy clenched around my cock as she rode up and down on top of me, the bed shaking beneath our combined weight as her movements made the mattress bounce. She was lost in her own world, and I could tell from the cries of passion that rose from her throat that there was nothing on her mind except the pleasure she was feeling. Her pussy was well-lubricated by the juices I had coaxed out of her, and it slid up and down the length of my cock as she rode me hard, making pleasure explode inside my brain with every thrust. Making us both lose ourselves in the pure passion of the moment.

With everything Kate was making me feel, it was hard to focus on pleasuring Riley. But I did my best. I kept licking and sucking at her pussy, and soon, I could hear that she was wailing just as much as my wife was. Soon, I could feel her pussy spasming around my tongue, her juices flowing thicker and faster out of her as orgasm approached. I grunted as her thighs squeezed my head, struggling to breathe as Riley pressed her dripping pussy hard against my face.

Her orgasm seemed to tear through her, leaving her gasping as she yelled her bliss at the ceiling. I drank down her juices just as I drank down Kate’s, having no choice in the matter as one woman after another came in my face. I slurped up every drop I could, feeling more of it pouring over my cheeks and chin, until I was practically drowning in female pleasure.

Riley’s orgasm came and went, sweeping through her and leaving her shaking and trembling above me. On unsteady legs, she climbed off me, sitting heavily down on the mattress beside me. Again, I blinked in the light, my eyes slow to focus. But I never wanted them to focus more. Because Kate was still riding my cock, her naked breasts bouncing with every move she made, her eyes closed and her brown hair flailing around her as moans and shrieks of pleasure burst from between her parted lips.

I had never seen her like this. All the sex we had enjoyed over the years, all the great experiences we had had together in that bedroom and elsewhere, but somehow, this was more. More wild. More intense, more passionate than anything we had ever done before. And far kinkier, too. Lying there underneath my wife with my hands helplessly bound while she used my body for her own pleasure was a thrill unlike any I had ever experienced. And having Riley watching it all, the taste of her pussy hovering in my mouth while she recovered from the orgasm I had given her, took things to an unbelievable new level. Riley was right. If she hadn’t given me the orgasm she did earlier, I wouldn’t have been able to contain myself. As it was, it was still a challenge. But I held back as I watched Kate ride my cock, groaning as I felt her pussy spasming around my shaft as another orgasm swept through her. And I watched her body light up with pleasure, watched her breasts rise and fall on her chest as she sucked in air only to let it back out in a long scream of ecstasy. It was so unbelievably beautiful, so sexy, so teasing. Kate screamed her pleasure at the ceiling, then opened her eyes to stare down at me. And the wild look on her face made me tremble. The pleasure that radiated from her, combined with a hint of cruelty in her expression. She didn’t have to say a thing; we both knew that we had just had the best sex we ever had. And in that moment, I knew my fate was sealed. I hadn’t seen the last of the chastity device. After all, my wife and her friend were getting far too much out of this game to stop now.

Kate’s pussy slid easily off my cock, dripping with her juices. I was rock hard now, my shaft glistening in the empty air, pulsing in time with my heartbeat as I gazed at the two beauties kneeling on either side of me. They were both glowing with pleasure, their cheeks flushed, their eyes glassy, and I watched as they looked at one another, the same goofy grin spreading across both their faces at the thought of what they had done together. They had always been close, but as far as I knew, they had never done anything like this. Certainly not with me. And it seemed to make them almost giddy, practically intoxicated with the pure wildness of what we were doing together.

“My turn,” Riley growled. And I watched her bare ass as she crawled on the mattress, turning once she reach my hips. Just as Kate had done, as Kate watched, Riley lifted her leg and straddled me, then guided my still-hard cock inside her. Riley moaned as the head of my member pushed her wet lips apart, and I moaned to the feeling of a different pussy closing around my shaft.

Kate shook her head as she turned her attention to me. But she loved what was happening. It was more a shake of disbelief, as though she couldn’t believe herself what she was doing and allowing to be done to me. And as Riley began to move up and down on top of me, her moans of pleasure steadily growing as she rode my cock, Kate crawled toward my head. Kneeling there beside my face, she swept her dark hair back behind her ears again, then leaned forward, smiling down at me.

“Fuck, this is amazing, isn’t it?” she said.

“Yes!” I moaned, as Riley plunged up and down on my cock, riding me with every bit as much passion and desire and hunger as Kate had just moments before.

“Look at you, fucking my friend,” Kate said, looking down my body for a moment to where Riley howled in pleasure above me. When she turned her eyes back to me, I saw again the strange bright glow within them. “I can’t believe we’re doing this. I can’t believe you just ate Riley out, and now she’s riding your cock.”

“I know,” I groaned, as Riley screamed again. Kate wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t already know. But somehow, her words seemed to echo in my skull and make everything even more erotic. Her voice was soft, but loud enough to make itself heard over my groans of pleasure and Riley’s ecstatic screams. Kate was driving it all home, not letting me forget for a moment what was happening, as if that was even possible.

“I bet that feels so good, having her ride your cock, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” I babbled, squeezing my eyes shut for a moment as another wave of pleasure washed over me, “yes, it does!”

“Well, you have to be a gentleman, you know,” Kate said softly. “Don’t cum until she does. Make sure she has an orgasm. Then you can cum. But you know what happens after that?”

Somehow, I did. Even in all the confusion, the pleasure that flooded my brain and drove out every bit of rational thought, the pure ecstatic bliss of what was happening to me, somehow I knew what Kate was driving at. Even if I didn’t want to admit it. But the knowledge hovered in my brain, merging with the pure pleasure I could feel until I couldn’t separate desire from fear, until even the most insane ideas seemed to me like just one more facet of the wild sex we were having.

And Kate didn’t keep me in suspense. Lowering her face to me, she whispered in my ear, her voice clear above Riley’s ever more rapid screams and groans.

“When we’re done with you, we’re locking that cock away again, slave boy,” she said, and I could hear the pleasure in her voice as she spoke. “Because you need to learn that your manhood belongs to me now. Me and Riley. We own you, Dan.”
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7. Locked Up Again

I had never had sex like that before. In fact, I had never experienced anything even close to what I experienced that day with both Riley and Kate in my bed.

It was incredible. It was genuinely beyond belief. They rode my cock and my face over and over again, the two of them using my body like their own personal pleasure toy, and I just lay there beneath them, doing exactly what I was told, experiencing pleasure that made every other sexual experience of my life pale in comparison.

Even as it was happening, I could barely believe it. And I knew for a fact that when it was over, I would barely be able to trust that it had happened. But in the moment, it was pure ecstasy, pure bliss. An experience unlike any I had ever had, and one that I knew, no matter what followed, was always going to remain a kind of high point of my life.

I came several times. I came inside Riley and I came inside Kate, and any time I did, they just laughed and carried on teasing me. I was so unbelievably turned on that no matter how many orgasms I had, it didn’t take them much effort to coax me back to hardness so that they could use me again. And that’s exactly what they did. It was almost like they were drunk with sex and with the possibilities that lay ahead of them, intoxicated by their own beauty and by my helplessness, my inability to stop them from doing whatever they wanted. All the normal rules of behavior seem to be suspended. I had known Riley for a long time, and I knew that she was relatively uninhibited, but I had never imagined a scene like this. I had never imagined just how cruel and dominant, how teasing and sexy, she could be when she wanted to.

My wife was the biggest surprise. I’m not saying Kate wasn’t already a good partner in the bedroom, because she was. She was generous and sexy and open-minded. But I had never seen her like this. I didn’t know if it was because she was showing off for her friend or just because she was so desperately turned on by this insane situation she had manufactured, but she seemed almost possessed. She was greedy and demanding in a way I had never known her to be before, and I never knew that it would turn me on so much. I watched her move above me, feeling the softness of her skin against mine, seeing how she used my body as if my own feelings didn’t matter at all, and it was incredible.

And all the while, her mocking words vibrated inside my head. All the while, I remembered what she had said about locking me back up, and I knew just how serious she was about it. I was in her grip, totally under her thumb, and in many ways, there was nowhere else I wanted to be. At the same time, I was terrified of what this all meant. Now that I had had a taste of chastity, I knew exactly what it meant. It meant a total loss of power and control. It meant being completely at the mercy of my wife, a woman who was showing very little mercy toward me at the time. It meant losing all sexual power, becoming nothing more than an object for them to use. It meant becoming their horny and frustrated plaything with no choice but to do whatever I was told by either my wife or her friend.

Lying there in bed while the two of them used me for their selfish pleasure without a hint of self-consciousness or pity, it sounded like heaven.

I came several times, but that was nothing compared to the women. As the used my cock and my face, they reached ever greater heights of pleasure, each orgasm seeming to come easier than the last. They were absolutely on fire with pleasure, the walls of our bedroom ringing to a sound they had never heard before: two gorgeous goddesses taking exactly what they wanted.

Eventually, even they had enough. The body has its limits, after all. I didn’t even try to keep track of how many orgasms each of them had, but I knew it was a lot. Certainly, I could speak for Kate. I knew she had never cum so many times in a single night, never experienced a night as wild and pleasurable as this. I could see it in her gorgeous face and in every curve of her tired body as she finally climbed off me and lay down on the mattress beside me.

Riley did the same, lying down on my other side. I could feel both women’s bodies pressed against mine, the softness of their skin and the warmth radiating off them continuing to fuel my desire. I was tired too, even though all I had had to do was lie there. Sex takes it out of you, even when you’re not the most active participant. And I stared up at the ceiling in a kind of daze, still unable to believe what had happened, already reliving the memories of just a few moments ago, my brain on fire with lust and confusion and doubts and fears and, still, somehow, desire. Because as spent as I was, I still wanted them both. As drained as they had me, I was still excited by the thought of playing with these two women. I didn’t know what the future held, but I could only hope that it meant more of this. More teasing and frustration, probably. Especially if my wife was to be believed. But underneath that, this monumental pleasure that was unlike any I had ever known. If this was what it meant to submit to my wife, I couldn’t have been more on board.

I felt Kate’s hand on my chest, slowly rising and falling in time with my breathing. I turned to look at her and saw her beautiful smiling face looking back at me, those blue eyes locked on mine, her skin flushed with the pleasurable glow that follows multiple orgasms. She almost didn’t need to say anything. The look on her face said plenty. She had had the time of her life, just as I had. And I would be frankly amazed if she didn’t want to do it again one day.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Kate said. It was almost redundant, with the echoes of our wild sex still hanging in the air. But I nodded as I breathed slowly, acknowledging the truth of what she said.

“Yeah, it was,” I said, watching the broad grin widen even further on her face.

“Not bad at all,” I heard Riley say on the other side of me. And, almost as if in mockery of the tender moment I was sharing with my wife, she put her hand affectionately on my chest too. But this was Riley, after all, and not Kate. I knew the difference right away as the other woman reached out for one of my nipples and pinched it painfully, tugging on it until I yelped in discomfort. Riley, at least, didn’t ever want to let me forget what she could do to me. As if that was even remotely possible.

“Oh please. Like you’ve had better,” I heard Kate giggle on the other side of me. Riley shrugged, and I felt the movement of her shoulders transmitted by the springs of our mattress as she lay beside me.

“You don’t know what I’ve had,” she said to my wife.

“Yeah, right. You tell me absolutely everything about your sex life.”

“You never tell me anything about yours.”

“Yeah, well. Until today, there really wasn’t that much to tell.”

“Well, there is now,” Riley chuckled. “This was fun, I’ll give you that. Now, are we going to lock this little bitch’s pecker way again, or what?”

On the other side of me, I heard Kate giggle. And I felt a strange feeling I didn’t have a name for. It was a kind of despair, in some senses, certainly a deep fear of what lay ahead, a fear of being totally and completely under my wife’s control again. But it was more complex than that. Yes, I was scared. I’ll admit that now. I was also excited. In fact, I was turned on beyond belief. My cock lay limp on my thighs, drained by the athletic exertions of the women who had so comprehensively used me. But that didn’t mean that lust wasn’t burning once again deep inside me, sending its shockwaves all through my body while I lay between them both. It was sexy. I didn’t know why, and couldn’t even begin to explain it even to myself. But the thought of having my power taken away once again by Kate, the thought of being her plaything again, seemed unbelievably exciting to me, even as it scared me. Lying there between them, I didn’t know what to say. Not that it mattered. I knew from experience that I couldn’t change the outcome anyway.

“Yeah, I think so,” Kate giggled, and my heart sank at her words, even as desire throbbed again. “But we should probably clean him up first, no?”

Beside me, Riley lifted her head from the pillow. Her dyed red hair hung down on one side of her face, her eyes gleaming to match her nose ring as she grinned across my body at her friend. She still had that hand possessively on my chest, just as Kate did, and it added to my feeling of being trapped between them, being helpless to influence my fate. A feeling that was absolutely accurate, I knew. A feeling that was nothing more than the simple, unadorned, and unbelievable truth of the life I now led.

“Yeah, I guess we should,” Riley said. And she moved beside me on the bed, sitting upright, then shuffling toward the edge of the mattress. I watched her go, still as caught up as ever in helpless lust, still desiring her naked body that she displayed in front of me, the swell of her breasts and her hips and her thighs calling to me with that familiar music of desire that I could never ignore. With her feet on the floor, she stood up, placing her hands on her hips, completely unselfconscious about her nakedness in front of me. After all, we had just had such vigorous sex, there wasn’t much point in being coy anymore.

“Let’s not untie him, though,” Riley said as her blue eyes flickered over my body, looking me up and down. “I still don’t trust him to not try to escape his fate. Besides, he’s easier to manage like this.”

“Okay,” Kate said with a smile and without the faintest trace of argument or doubt. I already knew she would happily hand me over to Riley just like that, just for the thrill of knowing that she could. Just to reinforce the fact that she controlled me so completely by now.

Just as Riley had, Kate crawled toward the edge of the mattress. And just as I had with her friend, I watched my wife in silence. Her body was as spectacular as ever, fueling a desire inside me that didn’t need any extra help. It didn’t matter how many times I had her. It didn’t matter how many times she rode my cock or sat on my face. I was always going to want her. Even after multiple orgasms, after the best sex of my life, I still ached for her. Especially now, seeing this dominant side of her. I didn’t know why it pushed my buttons the way it did, but there was no denying the truth.

Kate stood beside Riley at the foot of the bed, both women looking down at me. Just like her friend, my wife seemed completely unbothered by standing there on display like this. And it didn’t matter how many hundreds of times I had seen Kate’s gorgeous figure naked before. I still wanted her. Especially because now, I had the strange feeling that somehow, I was dealing with a different woman from the one I had married and loved all these years. The gorgeous creature standing in front of me had my wife’s face and her mouthwatering body. But she was revealing new sides to herself all the time, and I could barely keep up.

“Come on, Kate said brightly as she looked down at me. And then, a new idea occurring to her, she patted her thigh as though she was summoning a dog. Beside her, Riley burst out laughing, her beautiful breasts bouncing on her chest with the motion of her shoulders as she enjoyed yet another humiliation of me.

I felt ridiculous. Just as my cruel wife intended. But it wasn’t like I had any choice in the matter. My hands were still tied behind my back with my own belt, and there were two of them. They had all the power, and we all knew it.

So I sat up in the bed. Awkwardly, without the use of my hands, I shuffled toward the edge of the mattress. The girls watched me move, not offering a hand, content just to keep smiling down on me with those maddening expressions on their beautiful faces.

And when I finally reached the side of the bed, rising to my feet, both Kate and Riley stepped forward. I felt their soft warm hands on each of my arms, just above the elbow. Gripping me tight just like that, they marched me out of the bedroom, down the hall, guiding me into the bathroom.

Letting go of her grip on my arm, Kate stepped toward the shower and turned it on. Meanwhile, Riley kept holding me where I was. Still standing in the shower, Kate reached out to me, bracing herself with one hand on the wall while the other reached for me. Taking hold of my free arm again, she pulled me toward her, and Riley followed. Together, the women pulled me into the shower, and as I stepped onto the tiled floor, Riley spanked my ass hard.

Then, I experienced the most erotic, most teasing, and most frustrating shower I had ever had.

The belt around my wrists quickly got wet under the streaming water, but nobody seemed to care about that. Instead, both Riley and Kate were absorbed in cleaning me from head to toe. And in the small space of the shower, there was only just room for the three of us. I felt their bodies constantly pressed against mine, boobs or ass or hips or thighs rubbing against me from every angle as the women worked. They ran their soapy hands all over me, covering every inch of me with suds. Predictably, they paid special attention to between my legs. And predictably, I felt my cock growing steadily to their touch, swelling and rising through the clinging soap until I was fully erect again.

“What a horny boy,” Riley chuckled, running her hand along the length of my shaft as she spoke. “He just can’t get enough of us, can he?”

“Seems that way,” Kate replied, looking me up and down with a critical gleam in her eye. “But he’s going to have to get used to going without.”

“That’s true,” Riley said with a sigh. But her hand kept moving up and down my cock, her other reaching out to cup my balls and tease them until I groaned. My wife watched the whole time, the smile never leaving her face. She didn’t seem even the slightest bit jealous. Instead, she seemed excited by the whole experience of watching her friend touch me like that. Watching Riley play with me seemed to excite Kate in a way I couldn’t understand and didn’t even try to wrap my head around. All that mattered was what felt good. And as I stood there under the warm water with Riley stroking my cock slowly but steadily, I had to admit it felt very good indeed.

“Don’t you think you’re going to miss it? His cock, I mean. Once we have him locked up. I mean, what’s it going to be liked to be married to a guy who basically doesn’t have a cock anymore?”

Kate laughed at Riley’s question, and after a moment, Riley laughed too. I trembled faintly as I stood between them, partly with desire, partly with fear.

“I’m sure it’ll be a challenge,” Kate said thoughtfully. “But I mean, I can let him out whenever I feel like it.”

“Yeah, technically,” Riley said, making me moan again as she gently squeezed my shaft. “But I mean, the whole point is to keep him horny and frustrated, isn’t it? I mean, I would imagine that the longer you keep him locked up, the more obedient he’s going to become. And I very much want to see what that’s like. So I’m really hoping you don’t let him out too often.”

“Well, I guess we’ll see,” Kate grinned. Again, she seemed drunk with power and the possibilities of what lay ahead, the kinky excitement that came from knowing just how easily she could control me. “Besides, there’s other ways a guy can please a girl that don’t involve using his cock.”

“Ain’t that the truth,” Riley smiled, shifting her gaze from Kate to me as she continued to stroke my throbbing cock. Then, she lifted her hand away, and it took all the willpower I had not to cry out in frustration and despair. I was fully erect now, absolutely desperate for her touch, dying to step over the edge of lust into the orgasm her touch seemed to promise. But Riley had other ideas.

“In fact, I think I could use a little of that right now,” Riley said. As she stood under the water of the shower, her bright red hair was slicked back from her face, clinging flat to her scalp. Somehow, it seemed to accentuate her features, making her bright blue eyes glow even more in the tight space of the shower as she looked at me. Placing a hand on my shoulder, she tapped gently on my skin.

“Get down on your knees, slave boy,” she ordered with a grin.

I paused. I didn’t particularly enjoy being talked to that way. But of all the things to complain about, that seem like a fairly insignificant one. Besides, I thought to myself, and cringed inwardly at the thought, it was kind of true. I might not want to admit it. But these women had me exactly where they wanted me. They could do anything they liked with me. I was their slave, for now at least. And for as long as my wife decided to keep me in chastity, I knew that would remain the case.

So I did as I was told. I shifted in the shower, feeling once again the soft warm skin of the women and their beautiful bodies pressing against me. I lowered myself down onto my knees, Kate stepping aside to make room for me. I faced Riley as she towered above me, her hands on her hips again. The cascading water made her skin shine, drawing my eye to every fantastic curve of her voluptuous figure. Her nipples were hard in the middle of her juicy breasts, and a thin river of water ran down her toned stomach to vanish between her shapely thighs. The spread of her hips and her big round ass entranced me, and I couldn’t keep my eyes from following that cascade of water down over her slick pubic hair to her pussy, now at the level of my face.

For a moment, Riley let me look. She just stood there, beaming down at me, enjoying the moment. Enjoying her total control over me, and the way I was forced to look up her as she stood above me like some sex goddess.

“Look,” Riley said at last, her voice soft and difficult to hear over the noise of the water. And as she spoke, she pointed a finger down between her legs, the fingertip resting on the triangle of her pubic hair. “Just look at it,” she ordered in the same soft voice. “You can’t touch it. Yet.”

I could hear Kate laughing behind me, her hilarity somewhat undercutting the solemnity of the moment. But I did as I was told. I couldn’t help myself. I looked, admiring the shape of the lips of Riley’s pussy right in front of me, craving all over again what I had so recently had. Somehow, she seemed to know that. Somehow, she seemed to know the power she wielded over me now, the power my desire for her granted. And she was determined to enjoy every scrap of it.

“I want you to worship my pussy,” Riley said slowly while Kate spluttered again behind her. “I want you to show us that you know it rules you. Pussy rules your life, doesn’t it? Which means that women rule your life too. You’re going to show me you agree that women are the superior gender by worshiping the pussy that owns you.”

“Oh my God, Riley!” I heard Kate say behind me. But I didn’t turn around to look at her. For now, my focus was all on Riley and her cruel yet strangely hypnotic words.

I didn’t want to admit it, of course. I didn’t want to say the magic words and give Riley what she wanted. After all, it was her feminist beliefs that caused friction between us in the first place, that had gotten me into this mess in a roundabout way.

But I also knew I didn’t have much choice. Because the worst thing of all, the most humiliating and disgraceful aspect of what it already been the most humiliating day of my life, was the fact that she was right. In a way, anyway. I wanted her so badly. It didn’t matter how many orgasms I had had in the bedroom so recently, how many times both these women had made me please them. I still wanted them, and maybe more than ever now that I had seen the cruelty and dominance they were capable of. The more they took from me, the more power it seemed to give them.

"Say it,” Riley hissed between her teeth, her voice softer than ever but somehow more menacing because of that. And she ran her fingers through my wet hair, seizing a fistful of it and holding me in place.

"Tell me that women are superior. Tell me that pussy rules you,” she said. "Because if you don’t, guess what? You're not going to get any. And I'll talk to your wife, and I’m sure I can convince her not to give you any either. You're going to stay pussy-free unless you learn your place and admit your inferiority to us, right now.”

I stared up at Riley, and she smiled down at me. If she had any doubt at all about what she was doing, any hesitation about treating me this way when I had done nothing to her, she didn’t show it. And of course, that just made her more sexy and desirable as far as I was concerned. I didn’t understand it, but I wasn’t in any position to analyze my feelings. I had to react.

And I knew, as I kneeled the streaming water deflected from Kate and Riley’s gorgeous bodies, that I had to do what she wanted. I had to give in. The greatest threat she could give was that, the idea of denying me what I most craved. I wanted her and I wanted Kate, I wanted them separately and together, and part of me wanted to worship those beautiful bodies just the way Riley said. I already knew I was beaten. I already knew the tremendous power their beauty gave them. As reluctant as I was to admit it, I knew I didn’t have a choice.

"Women are superior," I said in the echoing space of the shower. "Pussy rules me.”

Behind me, Kate burst out laughing, a shrill shriek of disbelief and pleasure rising from her throat to echo between the tiles. But Riley didn’t laugh. She just stared me down, those blue eyes burning now with a cool fire, her pink lips rising a little more at the corners as a smile of smug satisfaction spread across her face. The shower had washed away what little makeup she might been wearing, and I could see the faint freckles that spanned the bridge of her nose like a tiny constellation. She was still beautiful au naturel. And my cock throbbed and raged at this ridiculous situation, as hard and desperate as ever as I kneeled before my wife’s friend.

"Beg to worship me,” Riley said, prompting another howl of laughter from Kate.

“Please, Riley, please let me worship you,” I stammered, almost choking on the disgraceful words but knowing I had no choice. Her sex was right in front of me, practically calling to me, and my cock was pointing up at this goddess as if to identify just who it was I wanted in that moment.

“Keep going.”

“Please, I’m begging you,” I said, while Kate laughter left behind me. “Please! I admit it. You are right. About everything. Women are superior. Men are worthless. Please, let me worship your beautiful pussy!”

“Wow,” Riley said. Tearing her eyes away from me for a moment, she looked over my head to where Kate stood, and my wife and her friend shared a meaningful look. I couldn’t even imagine what was passing through both of their heads in that moment, and I didn’t even try. After all, I was too locked into my own experience, on fire with lust and alive with shame, my cock raging and my mind racing with the utter disgrace of what Riley was turning me into.

“Okay, you can kiss it,” Riley said, turning her glowing eyes back to me. “Just once. Nice and tender. Show me how much you love it, how much you worship it.”

I leaned forward, and Riley continued to hold me by the hair as I pressed my lips against her pussy. I kissed it gently, tenderly, trying to channel every bit of lust and desire I felt, to let her know just how badly I wanted it. And when I lifted my lips away, looking up at my new mistress to see if she approved, I could see the wide grin of delight on her face, the look of excitement in her eyes.

“Good boy. That’s a good boy. Maybe you’re finally learning your place. Okay, go ahead. Go ahead and give me an orgasm. And then, guess what? We’re going to lock your little cock away again, and not let you out for a very long time.”


8. Serving Kate

The pressure was constant. There was no relief, no escape, no way to minimize what was happening. And no possibility of ever forgetting the truth. Throughout the day, almost constantly, my cock pressed against the tight confines of the chastity cage, and every time it did, I was reminded of the position I was in. I was reminded that my wife and her friend now owned my cock, controlled my sexuality, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

And that knowledge only made it worse. For whatever deviant reason, the thought of having my manhood controlled by these two women turned me on, and that only made the cage seem to grow tighter around my aching cock.

And it didn’t take me long to realize just how much trouble I was in.

Kate had promised to unlock me at the end of that first day. And technically, she did. But once she and Riley had had their fun with me, once they had showered me and cleaned their own juices of my body, they had locked me back up again. And this time, I noticed that there was no promise about how long it would last. Not a word was said about that.

Even worse was that once I was locked, but my hands were still bound behind my back by the wet belt they had used to tie me up, Kate separated the two keys of the chastity device. Grinning wolfishly, delighted with her own devious ideas, she had handed the other key to Riley. And Riley gratefully took it, slipping it into her bra as she got dressed. The implication was inescapable. Not only did my wife have more control over my body than I did, but now even Riley did, too. And unlike Kate, Riley didn’t love me. Already, I got the sense that Riley was meaner and crueler than my wife was, although surprisingly, it wasn’t by a very big margin.

Once they had me locked up again, they untied me. I won’t deny the thought flashed through my mind that for the first time since the chastity device arrived, I knew where the keys were. Maybe I could try and take them by force. But I didn’t. The thought vanished from my mind almost as quickly as it had appeared, rejected immediately. What was I going to do, get into a fight with a woman? Besides – and this was hard to admit – I didn’t want that. I wanted the keys, of course. But I also didn’t. I wanted the women to have them, to use them to control me. After all, this chastity device had already given me the best sex I had ever had in my life. There was a part of me, a huge part, that wanted nothing more than to see where else this kinky game might lead us.

But for that day, it seemed the girls had had their fun. Riley left, once again looking pretty in her sundress, the key to my manhood hidden in her bra and giving no sign of the kinky experience she had just had with me and Kate. And Kate changed back into casual clothes, heading to the living room to watch TV as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe what had happened, could barely process this new development in our relationship. Part of me wanted to talk about it with Kate, and part of me didn’t. In the end, that was the part that won. I didn’t even know how to broach the subject, didn’t know what I wanted to say. After all, what was there to say? My wife and her friend had taken control of my cock, and this time, I had no idea how long it was going to be until they allowed me pleasure again. As unbelievable as the situation was, I knew there wasn’t much I could say about it.

So I got dressed and went and sat on the couch with my wife, as though nothing out of the ordinary was happening. But immediately, I could see the trouble I was in. Just being around Kate, just knowing she had this kinky dominant side, kept my cock pressing remorselessly against the steel of the device, never allowing me to forget, even for a moment, that I was owned.

The weekend passed without any further notable events. For Kate, at least, it seemed as if everything was back to normal. But for me, it was a constant tease, a constant reminder of just how weak I was. And after the incredible threesome we had had, I couldn’t keep my thoughts off sex. If I had been free, I wouldn’t have been able to resist the urge to pleasure myself. But locked in Kate’s cage, there was no possibility of that. I really was caught. She really did have total control over my sexuality. And she had made her intention to use that control more than clear.

I had never really thought about how often I masturbated until the ability to do so was taken away. But by the time Monday came around, I was brimming over with desire. It was like being a teenager again, unable to keep my mind off sex, unable to control the constant throbbing of desire between my legs. And as I went to work, I felt the weight of the chastity cage inside my pants, reminding me all over again of the humiliating position I found myself in, fueling my desire all over again.

I was determined not to beg. I had already disgraced myself enough in front of Kate and her friend, already completely debased myself for their amusement. I wanted to salvage what little of my pride I could by staying strong, by not giving in, no matter how hard it became. But with every day that passed, my resolve weakened. As my desire grew, it overpowered my pride. Just ask her, I told myself. Beg her if you have to. It’s no big deal. She’s going to make you beg anyway. Besides, it’s fine. It’s just some kinky game to spice up your married life. It doesn’t mean anything. Just beg her for sex, and she’ll probably let you out.

I was at war with myself. And for Kate, it seemed so easy. She just went about her day the way she normally did, as if she was totally unaware of the power she had. Except I knew that wasn’t true. I knew that Kate had not forgotten what was going on between us anymore than I had. She might not have the physical reminder that I had to deal with every moment of the day and night, but now and then, I felt like I detected a little sly smile on her face, the odd darting glance in my direction when we were at home together. In those moments, I knew she was thinking about me and the position she had me in. And like seemingly everything else, that only turned me on more.

I made it to the middle of the week. Just a few days of frustration and desire before I cracked. It was the evening, and we were both home from work, and I had had a particularly challenging day. Kate had changed out of her work clothes into more comfortable attire, her regular outfit of T-shirt and yoga pants. But it had never looked so good to me as it did in that moment. She was scrolling on her phone, the TV playing unnoticed in the background, her brown hair held back behind her head in a casual ponytail. She wasn’t trying to look good. But to me in my state of pure arousal, she looked absolutely radiant. I found I was practically trembling as I sat down on the sofa beside her, not knowing how to start the conversation that I knew I had to have.

“Kate?” I said.

Setting her phone down, she turned to look at me, and just the gaze of those gorgeous blue eyes was enough to send a tremor through my entire body.

“Yeah?”

“I… I don’t how to say this, but this cage… It’s driving me crazy.”

Slowly, a beaming smile spread across her pretty face. Her eyes flickered over my body, and even though I was fully clothed in my own after-work attire of T-shirt and sweatpants, I knew she was thinking of what I looked like underneath. Thinking of that cruel steel locked around my manhood to prove her complete and total ownership of my body. Kate was thinking about the power she had, and it made her smile. And that, of course, only made her even sexier to me.

“Well, it’s supposed to,” Kate said. “That’s the idea. It’s supposed to stop you from jerking off and force you to dedicate all your sexual energy to me. Well, me and Riley, I guess. But since she’s not here…”

“Please, Kate,” I said, trembling even more as I spoke, the tattered remnants of my pride screaming at me to stop but my desperate lust overpowering them. “Please take it off. Just for tonight. Please. You look so good, and I want you so bad. Come on. Let’s go have some fun.”

She was sitting on the sofa with her legs curled up underneath her, and as I spoke, I reached out toward her and placed my hand on her calf. I could feel the firm toned muscle of her legs through the thin fabric of the pants that stretched around her gorgeous body, and predictably, it turned me on more. Kate’s eyes flickered down to my hand, just for a moment, and it was as if she could feel my desperate desire for her in that single touch. Frankly, I hoped she could. My best chance of getting what I wanted was to hope that my wife, the woman who loved me, would take pity on me in my desperate state and give into what I wanted.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Kate said, her words making my heart vibrate in my chest with a kind of secret fury. “It’s only been a few days. I mean, I knew you’d break eventually. But I didn’t think it would be this quick.”

“I can’t help it,” I said, despising myself for whining but unable to do anything about it. “You’re so sexy. And that stuff we did on the weekend… Oh my God. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Yeah. Yeah, that was fun,” Kate said softly. Turning away from me, her eyes gazed for moment into the middle distance, the smile never leaving her face as she remembered what I was remembering. When she turned those eyes back to me, she had dropped her smile. Now, there was a new hardness in her blue gaze as she stared me down.

“You fucked Riley,” she said. “And I could tell you loved it. And after doing that, after having sex with my friend, you think you can come and beg me for more?”

“It wasn’t my fault,” I protested. “I didn’t have any choice.”

“Awww, did the pretty girl make you do it?” Kate said, sticking out her lower lip in a mocking pout. “I would have thought a big strong man like you would be able to defend himself against a couple of girls. So the only conclusion I draw is that you didn’t want to. That you wanted to have sex with Riley.”

“What? This was all your idea!” I protested. “You can’t be mad at me for what you guys did to me!”

For a moment, Kate said nothing. She just kept looking at me, her eyes turned to hard sharp points. I felt a new fear spreading through my guts, a fear of something I hadn’t considered before. It was irrational for Kate to be mad at me. After all, the whole point was that I had no control over what happened. But she didn’t have to be rational. She had all the power in our relationship now, and she could wield it in any way she chose.

Then, she smiled. The skin crinkled at the corners of her eyes, and her lips rose and spread until her white teeth showed in a grin. I sighed with relief as she chuckled under her breath. She was just messing with me.

“No. I’m not mad,” she said, reaching out to place a hand on mine. Even just that, just a touch of her hand, was enough to have me trembling with desire for my beautiful wife. “In fact, as crazy as it is, I have to admit, that was really hot. Seeing you with her… I couldn’t believe it, even while it was happening. But it was sexy. And seeing her order you around like that, seeing her make you submit to her… Damn.”

Still smiling, she shook her head as she spoke, her brown ponytail sliding over her shoulders.

“So what about it?” I persisted. “You’re right. It was sexy. And you were amazing. Come on, I’ve been locked up for days now. I can’t focus at work. This is all I think about. You can lock me up again right after, I promise.”

“But the whole point of this is that you have to earn it,” Kate said. “And I don’t think you have. What have you done to deserve an orgasm? Tell me that, and I might consider giving you one.”

I stared at Kate in astonishment. I still couldn’t believe how easily she was adapting to this new dominant role, but there was no denying it. Somehow, my sweet and loving wife was a natural when it came to this.

“I… I…”

I stammered helplessly, caught off guard by her question. I racked my brain for something, but nothing came to me. I guess she was right, in her way. I hadn’t done anything out of the ordinary in the few days since I had been locked back in chastity. I hadn’t realized I was required to. Kate asked nothing exceptional of me, content to just go on with our life the way we normally did. Now she was dropping this on me, and I had no idea how to respond.

“Exactly,” Kayla grinned, flashing me that maddening smile again. “So I don’t feel any need to unlock you. From now on, you’re going to need to earn every orgasm you have.”

“Then just tell me how!”

I was with desire and frustration. Pride seemed very much like a luxury I could not afford. And Kate’s  smile never faltered as she looked at me, still holding her phone in one hand, pausing for a moment as she thought.

“Okay,” she said, shifting on the sofa as she spoke. She sat up straight, setting her phone down on the arm of the couch as she placed her feet on the floor. Suddenly, she seemed to be all business, her face taking on a more serious expression as she pondered her response.

“My feet are sore,” she said at last. “Give me a foot rub.”

“Sure,” I said without hesitation, and Kate laughed a little at my eagerness to please. Rising from the couch, I pushed the coffee table aside and kneeled down on the floor at her feet, reaching out for one of her legs. But she raised her foot from the floor and pressed it against my shoulder, stopping me in my tracks. I looked up at her expectantly.

“Not like that,” my wife said softly. “Take your clothes off first. I want to see it.”

I didn’t need to ask what she meant by that. I knew exactly what was she wanted to see. And I barely hesitated before undressing right there on the floor of our living room. After all, what did it matter? I had already been so humiliated by her and her friend, and I was so desperately horny. I stripped off my clothes and tossed them aside until I was kneeling on the floor at my wife’s feet completely naked, the steel of my chastity cage shining in the light. And inevitably, Kate’s eyes dropped between my legs, her smiling eyes finding the cock she now controlled and thoroughly enjoying the sight of it.

“That’s more like it,” she said. And she lifted her bare foot off my shoulder to tap her toes against the steel, making my throbbing cock bounce slightly while she giggled in pleasure.

I took her foot in my hand. She settled back on the sofa, her blue eyes watching my every move as I began to rub. I pressed my films into the sole of her foot, rubbing the tired muscles and tendons. And above me, Kate sighed happily, resting her cheek on her fist and her elbow on the arm of the sofa next to her phone while she enjoyed the show.

If my wife wanted a foot rub, I would’ve given her one, chastity or not. Those are just the kind of things you do for the people you love. But doing it like this, with me naked and locked away and her fully clothed and looking down at me, enjoying the show, turned it into a kind of ritual of humiliation, of domination and submission. I’ve never been interested in feet in a sexual way; it’s not a fetish I’ve ever understood. But as I continued to rub Kate’s feet, I couldn’t deny how much it was turning me on. Not because of the feet themselves, I supposed, but because of what it represented. There I was on my knees, doing exactly as I was told, serving my wife like the slave boy Riley had called me. All in the hope of being allowed an orgasm. All in the hope of having my cock unlocked and used for my wife’s pleasure. It was unreal, the change that had taken place in our relationship in just a few days. But somehow, as I kneeled there on the floor of my own living room with my wife’s bare feet in my hands, I got the feeling that this was the new normal. I was going to have to get used to this kind of power exchange, this kinky and deviant scenario. Because Kate was enjoying the power she had over me far too much to let it go now.

“That’s good,” my wife said in a voice thick with pleasure and relaxation. “I should have you do this every day.”

“If you like,” I said, smiling up her as I spoke. I meant it, too. If this was what it took to get on her good side, it was a small price to pay. I kept massaging her feet, switching from one to the other, and from the faint sighs of pleasure she gave, I knew how much she was enjoying this service.

“You know, I was thinking of having Riley over again on the weekend,” Kate said, studying my face as she spoke to gauge my reaction. I did my best to keep my expression neutral, not letting my wife know about the inner turmoil her words created. Of course I wanted to see Riley again. Of course I wanted a repeat of what had happened on the weekend, and the thought of being together with those two women again made me practically tremble with unbelievable desire as I kneeled at her feet. Still, I felt like it wasn’t wise to show myself as being too keen.

“Okay,” I said. But Kate saw right through me. She just grinned again as she looked me up and down, knowing exactly what I was thinking.

“Don’t act like you wouldn’t love that,” she said. “The only thing is, it might not go the way you think. I mean, we all had fun on the weekend. But that doesn’t mean you’re going to get that kind of pleasure again. In fact, you know what? I’m going to tell her what you’re doing right now. Here, smile for the camera.”

Picking up her phone, Kate pointed its camera at me. The phone clicked, capturing the sight of me kneeling naked except for my chastity with Kate’s barefoot in my hand. Turning her eyes to the screen, she tapped her phone a few times, while I cringed at the thought of what Riley was about to see.

“There,” Kate said as she turned her attention back to me. “I’ve told her how obedient you’re being, how you’re doing exactly as you’re told. I’ve asked her if she thinks I should unlock you.”

“Kate…” I said, shaking my head.

“What? You don’t think she’ll say yes?”

“No. I don’t. She’s mean.”

“Yeah, she is kind of mean. To you. But it’s funny. Let’s just see what she says.”

And just a moment later, I heard Kate’s phone vibrate. She picked it up, tapping again on the screen. And the look of excitement on her face as she turned to me was both thrilling and nerve-racking as they waited for her response.

“I guess you wre  right,” Kate said, the expression on her face suggesting she was trying to suppress laughter as she spoke. “She said no.”

“Oh, come on!” I protested, anger rising within me. And now, Kate did laugh. She seemed to find the whole thing absolutely hilarious as she looked down at me, trapped in my little prison of desire, unable to do the most natural thing in the world without the permission of the women who ruled over me.

“That’s just the way it is. Sorry, baby,” Kate said with a shrug that suggested she wasn’t in the least bit sorry. In fact, I knew she was absolutely thrilled by this new twist on our game. “I don’t want to do it without her permission. I mean, she has your key too. I think it should be unanimous between us if we decide to let you out.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I protested. “She’s never going to let me out. Why would she?”

“Well, sorry, but to be honest, that sounds like a you problem,” Kate said, chuckling again. And my cock leapt inside the chastity device again at her cruel words. This woman loved me, and I loved her. But hearing her talk to me like that, hearing her treat my desperate desire with total indifference, was unaccountably arousing to me. It made her seem so powerful, so dominant, so cruel and unapproachable. I had never found stuff like that sexy before she locked me in the device. But clearly, already, being kept in chastity by my wife and Riley seem to be rewiring my brain.

“And I don’t remember saying you could stop rubbing my feet, either,” Kate said.

I hesitated, just for a moment. After all, the whole reason I was doing what Kate said was for the hope of being unlocked. If she wasn’t going to do that, why should I play her game?

But straightaway, I knew the answer. Even if my wife wasn’t going to unlock me tonight, she still had the key to my desire hidden somewhere out of my reach. My next orgasm, whenever it came, depended entirely on her and on Riley. And being defiant wasn’t going to help.

I choked down my anger along with my humiliation and continued to rub my wife’s feet. After all, she was absolutely right. And we were both realizing the terrible power she had at more or less the same time. She could treat me any way she wanted, and I would keep worshiping the ground she walked on as long as she controlled my cock the way she did.

“Sounds like she’s up for the weekend, though,” Kate said. “She said she can’t wait to play with you again. Oooo, you’ll like this. She’s talking about outfits.”

“Outfits?”

“Yeah. She says we should dress up sexy to get you all excited and submissive. I think she’s been reading up on chastity and things like that, because she seems to think that the hornier you get, the more obedient you’ll be. Which, let’s face it, is probably true.”

Kate’s eyes were on her phone as she spoke, caught up in her conversation with Riley. She wasn’t even looking at me anymore, tapping away on the screen in front of her instead. And I continued rubbing her feet, not knowing what else to do, not having any other choice. My mind was buzzing with all the possibilities that lay ahead, for both pleasure and frustration. The thought of the two of them dressed up in sexy outfits wanted me, making my cock ache inside the cruel chastity they both kept me in. But the promise of having the two of them again, the promise of re-creating the best sex I had ever had in my life, hovered in front of me, tormenting me with its power. I was going to have to do it. I was going to have to do whatever they wanted and submit to whatever outrageous stunts they decided to pull next, just because it was the only way I could see to have a repeat of the most erotic weekend of my life.

“What do you think of this?”

Raising her eyes, Kate turned her phone in her hand so that I could see the screen. She was shopping online, on some website I didn’t recognize. But my attention was focused on the model in front of me, wearing some extremely sexy lingerie. It was a complete set, a push-up bra, tiny panties, garter belt, and stockings, all in a bright and eye-catching red. Just looking at it was enough to make my cock ache even more inside the steel device. And thinking of my wife wearing such a thing, thinking of Kate’s beautiful body both hidden and displayed at the same time in such a provocative way, was almost enough to make me gasp at the desperate surge of my cock inside the painful cage that contained it.

“On you? That would look amazing.”

“Really? Would you worship me in that? Would you fall to your knees and admit that I own you?”

Kate’s eyes were burning now as they looked into mine, her teeth shining as she bit her lower lip. She was excited, and so was I, and knowing this was turning her on only added to my outrageous desire.

“Yes,” I admitted. “I absolutely would. You do own me, Kate. I already do worship you.”

Kate paused for just a moment, looking me up and down. Then, without a word, she tossed her phone carelessly aside. Pulling her foot out from between my hands, she slipped her thumbs under the waistband of her tight pants and pulled them down.

I stayed on my knees, my eyes feasting on her beautiful body as she pulled down both her pants and underwear. Kicking her way out of them, she tossed them carelessly on the floor beside me. Then, reaching forward, she placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled me toward her, spreading her legs at the same time.

I crawled forward. There was no need for any words, no need for her to give me the order. I already knew what she wanted. And as I pressed my lips against her pussy, sliding my tongue over the sensitive folds that were already wet with moisture, I heard my newly dominant wife sigh in pleasure.

I might not be getting what I wanted that night. But as the sexual tension grew in the room, as I humbly licked my wife for her selfish pleasure, I knew I couldn’t resist playing this game.


9. Riley Returns

“What do you think?”

I was nervous that day. Who wouldn’t be? In fact, nervous was a massive understatement. I can’t say I was terrified; after all, I expected the day to bring me some unbelievable pleasure, and it was hard to be scared by that. But at the same time, I had no real clue what was going to happen. All I knew for sure was that I was going to be at the mercy of two sexy women once again, two women who seemed to have very little concept of mercy when it came to me and sex.

And of course, I knew about the outfits, too.

Kate’s lingerie had arrived in the mail shortly after she ordered it, and she immediately whisked it away to the bedroom. I was eager to see her all dressed up in a way she rarely had been before, but my wife insisted I was going to have to wait till the weekend. Just another example of her power, her ability and willingness to tease me. Just another example of the kind of treatment I was having to get used to.

Then the weekend came, the day buzzing with the promise of what was to come, and Kate busied herself with preparations. She took a long shower, and I tried to watch TV while I listened to the noise of the water running through the pipes, trying without much success not to think of my wife’s gorgeous body under the streaming water. Trying not to remember what had happened in that shower the last time Riley was around, when I had served them like the slave I was, the slave these women had turned me into.

It was useless. The chastity device had never felt tighter around my throbbing cock as I sat there thinking about what, for now at least, I couldn’t have. This was the longest I had gone without orgasm – well, maybe ever. Certainly, I felt like I had never been more turned on than I was. My desperate desire was rapidly becoming a permanent fixture of my life, an inescapable fact I couldn’t even hope to forget, not even for a moment.

Finally, Kate emerged from the bathroom. I only got the briefest glance at her as she headed toward the bedroom to get dressed. She shut the door behind her, a signal I read loud and clear. For now, my help was not required. All she wanted from me was to know I was waiting for her.

She was in the bedroom a long time. And with every minute that passed, I only got more anxious, more nervous, and more excited. I had seen the outfit she had planned, and I couldn’t keep myself from thinking about it in the days leading up to this new adventure. I knew my wife was going to tease me, going to make me work for any pleasure she saw fit to give me. But that was fine by me, so long as I got what I wanted. So long as I got to worship at the altar of her beauty once again. Hers and Reilly’s.

And finally, Kate emerged from the bedroom transformed.

I heard her coming, felt the click of her high heels on the floor as she stepped out. Emerging from the hallway, she stood tall in the living room, striking a pose as she allowed me to admire her body in the sexy new outfit she had dressed herself in.

“Oh my God, Kate,” I said, feeling my eyes growing wide with disbelief and desire as I looked at her. “You look absolutely amazing.”

Kate giggled, shifting her weight from one foot to another as she balanced seemingly effortlessly in her high heels. They were red, like the rest of her outfit, red patent leather pumps with a rounded toe and what I guessed to be a six inch heel that made her walk with a seductive sway, made her stand with boobs and butt thrust out to counterbalance one another, made her already long legs seem even more impossibly long.

My eyes traveled slowly up her body from her feet, taking it all in. Her legs were encased in the fine red mesh of a pair of stockings that rose to the middle of her thighs. Above that, the bare skin of her legs invited me, emphasized by what she was wearing. Suspenders ran up her thighs, holding her stockings on to the red garter belt wrapped around her waist. And underneath that, I could see the red lacy triangle of the tiny panties she wore, barely hiding the pussy from my view as I stared hungrily at her.

Above that, above the faint lines of muscle that showed on my wife’s toned stomach, my eyes reached her breasts. Those mouthwatering orbs of flesh were held high on her chest by a red push-up bra that matched the rest of her outfit, her boobs rising and falling with every breath she took and almost threatening to spill out of the lace-edged cups that could barely contain them.

And above that, her beautiful face.

Her brown hair cascaded in soft waves down around her shoulders. It framed her face, her natural beauty enhanced by a careful application of makeup that made the blue of her eyes sparkle. But it wasn’t just that, I knew. It was also the pure pleasure of the moment, the absolute thrill of what she knew she was doing to me. I didn’t know what she was going to do, but as I stared in total astonishment at the gorgeous creature my wife had become, I could see everything in her. The sweet and loving woman I had been lucky enough to marry, and the dominant goddess who now ruled my life. This, maybe, was what attracted me to her the most, despite her obvious physical gifts. It was that enticing combination, that endless mystery of who she really was, of everything she could be. She was magnificent, and as much as I had always loved and desired her, I was finding entire new levels to my enchantment with my wife now. I was finding her absolutely irresistible, unbelievably enticing, and hypnotically attractive. She was, in every way, a woman worth worshiping. And as I sat there on the sofa, my eyes running hungrily up and down that incredible figure, I felt as though there wasn’t a single woman in the world who could compare with her. I felt somehow that I had married the sexiest woman alive, as if my sweet wife had transformed herself into a living goddess, sex incarnate standing there in front of me in red lingerie that complemented the tone of her skin and the color of her hair and eyes beautifully.

The cruel chastity squeezed my cock as my manhood inevitably tried to harden. And that reminder of the power my beautiful goddess had over me only made the whole situation more arousing. I genuinely did feel some wild urge to worship her, to throw myself at the feet of a woman who really did look divine in that moment.

Then again, I told myself, it was practically a certainty that sooner or later, gorgeous Kate would make me do that all by herself.

“Well, thank you,” Kate said, giggling again. And then, she stepped forward. In motion, her body was somehow even more desirable, even more outrageously provocative as she stepped toward me, her body swaying hypnotically from side to side, her hips swinging and her breasts bouncing and her eyes shining as she smiled down at me. I watched her come, taking it all in, feeling totally helpless before the flood of her beauty and the wild rush of my own desire for her. All I could do was watch and wait. And that’s what I did as my wife slowly walked across the room, seeming to move in slow motion, the seconds drawing themselves out to torment and entice me further with everything I wanted, everything I couldn’t resist.

Finally, Kate stood above me. Still smiling, my wife nothing if not a kind and benevolent goddess, she raised one foot from the floor. She placed her knee on the sofa and climbed onto the cushion, climbing on top of me, her toned thighs straddling my hips as she sat in my lap.

I was breathless just from watching her. Automatically, without needing my conscious brain to direct them, my hands reached out to hold onto her hips through the lacy underwear that decorated her body. I was practically trembling with desire for her as she smiled down at me, her breasts rising right in front of my face, the softness of her skin sending shockwaves of lust through me as I held her in my arms. I had always been attracted to her, of course. I was supposed to be, as her husband. But this, I knew, wasn’t normal. This unbelievable desire that told me that all I needed in life was to do what she said. All I wanted was to be with her in whatever way she would allow. Nothing else mattered. Nothing else meant anything. It felt like I was falling into an obsession with her, and maybe the worst part was that I didn’t care. When she looked like this, when she acted like this, she could have all of me. Every part, my body and my mind, too. In the bright circle of my restless lust for the goddess I was married to, there was only room for her.

Kate smiled down at me like the summer sun. Her breasts rose and fell right in front of my eyes as she breathed slowly. For a while, for what felt like a long while, she didn’t say a word. She just kneeled there, enjoying the moment, enjoying my total helplessness in front of her. I could hold her. I could kiss her. I couldn’t help but to desperately desire her. But what I couldn’t do was what I wanted most in that moment. I couldn’t truly have her. That was the twisted thrill that animated us both, the unspoken bond that made this whole game work.

Still holding Kate by the hips, I leaned forward and buried my face in her breasts. She chuckled under her breath as she felt my lips against her soft skin, kissing and worshiping those mounds of delightful flesh. She ran her fingers through my hair, gently caressing my head, and my hands moved over her hips, reaching down underneath her, my fingertips sinking slightly into the toned muscle of her buttocks while she sat on top of me.

“Poor chastity boy,” she said softly, the tone of her voice cruelly mocking me as I sat enraptured by her. “You want me so bad, but you just can’t have me, can you?”

“No, I can’t,” I said truthfully while she laughed again. After all, by now, I knew my role in this game. I knew what was expected of me, what was required. I knew I was there to be humiliated, disgraced, teased and taunted and made to suffer. I didn’t know why I wanted that so badly, but I couldn’t deny that I did.

And Kate wanted it, too.

“Oh, we’re going to have so much fun with you today,” Kate said. “I mean, look at you. You’re already practically begging, and we haven’t even started.”

“Oh, I’ll beg if that’s what you want me to do,” I said earnestly. In response, my sexy wife just laughed.

“Save that for later, when Riley gets here,” she said. “You know she’s going to make you beg, over and over again. And even if you do, she probably won’t give you anything anyway. She’s so mean, isn’t she?”

“Yes, she is,” I said truthfully. But I knew what Kate was doing. The thought of her friend being mean to me turned her on, for whatever reason neither of us ever bothered to analyze. She was right. It was sexy. I didn’t know why, and still, I barely understood how I had been dragged into this kinky world of teasing and torture. But even if I had known, it wouldn’t change the facts. Here we were, and this turned all three of us on more than anything, and what it said about us and our true selves was far less interesting than what was about to happen.

“Let’s get you undressed,” Kate said softly as she reached for the T-shirt I wore. And of course, I let her. I raised my hands over my head as she pulled my T-shirt off, throwing it carelessly to the living room floor.

Then, she shifted her weight in my lap, climbing off me. Instead, she kneeled beside me on the sofa, the smile never leaving her pretty face as she reached toward the elasticated waistband of the sweatpants I wore.

Together, we pulled them down. I wriggled out of them, both them and the boxers underneath, immediately revealing the cruel chastity device that kept me her slave and never allowed me to forget who now owned my body. As always, Kate’s eyes found her favorite toy right away, widening slightly the moment she saw it. She never seemed to get tired of looking at it. She never seemed to get tired of thinking about what it meant, of being reminded of the outrageous power she had over me. As if a part of her suspected that I might somehow have freed myself from my prison, might’ve taken back the freedom I used to have. No chance. As far as I could tell, the cage was inescapable. The only way out was one of the keys that she and Riley held.

With my clothes removed, Kate moved again on the sofa. She sat down, facing me with her back to the arm of the couch. She stretched out her long legs, laying them across my lap. And, bending one knee, she lifted her foot to tap the slender heel of one shoe against the steel that encased my manhood. I groaned in desperate desire and humiliation, and Kate laughed at me.

“Such a horny boy,” she said. “I probably should have done this years ago. Imagine that. Imagine if you had been locked up for, like, five years now.”

“I honestly can’t,” I said. And for a moment, Kate didn’t respond. She just looked at me, her blue eyes flashing, and I swallowed nervously as I imagined what she was thinking. After all, it didn’t take a genius. She was imagining having had that power she now had throughout our marriage, imagining having me at her mercy from day one. There was no going back, of course. No way to go back in time and make that reality. But the future was wide open. And in this house, now, thanks to Kate’s discovery of chastity, the future was entirely up to her.

“What would you do to have me unlock you right now?”

“Oh God, Kate, anything!” I gasped, while my wife chuckled at me again. “I promise, I’d do anything you say.”

“Well, that’s good to hear,” Kate smiled. “But I mean, you kind of do whatever I say already, don’t you? So I really don’t see what’s in it for me.”

She was teasing me. Of course I knew that. But somehow, that didn’t make it any less effective. In fact, if anything, it helped. Knowing she had this maliciousness in her, knowing she had this dark desire to make me suffer, only made her more outrageously sexy to me. By now, of course, I was practically gasping with desire for her, and Kate knew it, and clearly, she intended to absolutely make the most of that fact. And I sat there helpless and horny, able to do nothing except go along with her evil schemes.

“Sex,” I blurted out hopefully. “If you unlock me, I’ll give you the best sex you ever had.”

“Oh really?” Kate said, her carefully sculpted eyebrows rising on her smooth brow in an expression of disbelief. “And how would you do that? I mean, I’m not saying you’re bad in bed or anything. You’re not. You definitely try hard, and that counts for a lot. But… Well, let’s just say I’ve had some pretty great sex in my life, and not all of it was with you.”

I stared at my wife in disbelief as she spoke. Once again, that unbelievably sexy confidence was flowing through her, that mood she got when she seemed to believe she could say or do anything she wanted. And what made it so much worse was that of course, she was absolutely right.

“I promise,” I croaked. But Kate was way ahead of me. I was on fire with desire for a woman I couldn’t have, and that desire filled my brain to the exclusion of all else. My wife has always been a smart woman, but now, she was a thousand times smarter than me. As always between us, it wasn’t a fair fight. As always with Kate, I was completely outmatched. She’s always several steps ahead, and never more so that times like this, when I wanted her more than even I could believe.

“And you probably mean it, too,” Kate chuckled. “That’s sweet. But no, I don’t think so. I’m not going to unlock you just to have sex. I mean, let’s face it. I can have sex anytime I want.”

There was no denying the truth of what Kate said. Especially looking like she did in that moment. But I had no time to ponder any deeper meaning behind her words, no time to contemplate what it might signify for the changes that were so clearly taking place in our previously equal relationship. Because there was a knock on the door, and as the wicked smile spread even further across my wife’s pretty face, I felt my fear and nervousness growing with the thought of what it meant. There was only one person it could be at the door in that particular moment, and I knew all too well who it was. I wanted it and feared it at the same time, dreading what might happen but unable to resist the erotic pull of what it meant.

Kate swung her legs down out of my lap and stood. Again, I watched, completely transfixed, as she moved toward the front door. Again, her body swayed seductively from side to side. I saw that the panties she wore had a thong back that exposed her ass completely. It was all I could do not to groan as my cock predictably tried to swell inside the chastity device and was once again denied full erection. My wife was driving me crazy, and it hurt me physically, and she knew that. She wanted that. That thought alone was enough to make me want her more than I ever had before.

Reaching the door, Kate flung it open wide. Sunlight streamed in, the daytime at odds with my wife’s sexy lingerie. But Kate didn’t seem to care. Instead, she stood proud in front of the open door flaunting what she had, and given how good she looked, I couldn’t say I was surprised.

From where I sat on the sofa, I could see Riley standing on the other side of Kate. I could see her look my wife up and down, with no more embarrassment or self-consciousness than Kate displayed. I could see her smile as my wife stepped aside, letting her in. Riley stepped over the threshold, and Kate closed the door, and Riley, casually dressed in shorts and a T-shirt with a bag thrown over her shoulder, took the opportunity to look at my wife’s body once again.

“Damn, you look amazing,” she said. “I bet you’ve been driving your chastity boy crazy, haven’t you?”

“Thanks,” Kate beamed. “Yeah, I guess I have. He looks so frustrated and horny all the time. It’s so much fun.”

Kate giggled, and Riley laughed too. And not for the first time, I detected a kind of wildness in their laughter. A kind of edge in their voices I had never noticed before I was locked away like this. They combined cruelty and beauty so well, and until they did, I had had no idea how exciting that could be. As Riley turned her shining blue eyes to me, and Kate did the same, I felt almost like I was shrinking underneath their joint attention. Growing smaller and more powerless all the time because of their beauty and their dominant desires, and the fact that I wanted this just as much, if not more, than they did.

“Well, I hope you haven’t let him cum,” Riley said, still speaking to my wife even as she looked straight at me.

“No, I haven’t,” Kate smirked. “Even though he’s been begging me all week for an orgasm. I stayed strong.”

“Glad to hear it,” Riley said. “But you’ve still been having orgasms, right?”

“Oh, yeah,” Kate said, nodding emphatically. Both girls laughed again, drunk all over again with their power and dominance. And it had its usual effect on me, too. Again, I felt my cock surging against the remorseless steel that contained it, uselessly trying to harden even though I knew there was nothing I could do, no way to get what I wanted. Only total obedience to my wife and her friend gave me even the slightest chance of getting the pleasure that it felt like I had been denied for a lifetime.

“Good. That’s the way it should be. Lots of sex for women, and nothing for useless men,” Riley said. Her teeth shone as she smiled at me, her nose ring catching the light just as her glowing eyes did. She loved all of this stuff, I knew. Loved playing these silly gender games, never missing a chance to taunt me with her feminist ideology, knowing that now, there was nothing I say back to her. The days of arguing with her about her political beliefs were over, since the moment Kate locked the steel chastity device onto my cock. Now, powerless, I had to simply sit and listen while Kate’s friend disgraced me.

“I need to change,” Riley said, turning her attention back to my wife.

“Yeah, go ahead,” Kate said. “You can use the bedroom.”

“Thanks.”

Riley stepped past me and past Kate, heading across the living room, disappearing down the hall toward our bedroom. Like Kate, she closed the door behind her. And as I turned my eyes to my wife, she turned hers to me, placing her hands on her hips in a way that further exaggerated her beautiful hourglass figure. She looked me up and down as I looked her up and down, frustrated desire crackling in the air between us, my cock aching maddeningly for release I suspected wasn’t coming anytime soon. Her breasts rose on her chest as she took a deep breath, then let it out in a long sigh.

“Well, this is exciting, isn’t it?”

Stepping forward, she walked across the living room to sit down on the sofa again, draping her legs across my lap just like she had before Riley arrived. And I couldn’t keep myself from placing a hand on her stockinged shin. I ran my hand up and down her leg, feeling the smoothness of the material, and Kate allowed it. In fact, sweeping her brown hair back from her face, she relaxed a little against the arm of the couch behind her, smiling at me as she allowed me to caress her. She knew just how badly I wanted her. She knew just how desperate I was to touch any part of that gorgeous body. And she knew that inside the steel chastity device hidden for now under her legs, my cock was vibrating with desperate desire, aching for release that I had no idea when or if I would get.

“Now, you’d better be a good boy for us today, okay?” Kate said. “I can’t promise you’ll have as much fun as you did last weekend. Then again, you never know. If you play your cards right and do everything we tell you, maybe you’ll get to cum again. But I don’t want you focusing on that. I want you focusing on keeping me and Riley happy, okay?”

“Yes,” I breathed, hating myself for my easy capitulation but knowing that I had no real choice. Desire was like a force inside me, a ten-ton weight pressing down on me at every moment, and there was nothing I could do about it except what my gorgeous wife said.

“Good boy,” Kate said with a condescending grin. And it sent another tremor of desire through me to be talked to like that, to be treated so badly and yet so thrillingly by the woman I loved.

The bedroom door opened, and Riley emerged. As with Kate, I could feel the vibration from her high heels as she walked down the short hallway toward us. And when she stepped out into the living room to let both me and Kate get a look at her, we both gasped with surprise and delight and, at least in my case, desperate desire for a woman who was in every way out of my league.

Unlike Kate’s sexy red lingerie, Riley’s outfit was entirely black. Black knee-high boots shone on her feet, the gleaming leather adorned by silver eyelets that ran from the top of her foot all the way up to her knee, with laces holding the boots tight around her legs. Above that, she wore a pair of shiny black pants that were even tighter. They looked like latex, gleaming and reflecting the light in a way that emphasized the delicious curves of her hips, her thighs, her beautiful body at once covered and revealed by the pants that was so tight they looked to have been painted onto her.

Above that, she wore a black top with short sleeves and a plunging neckline. The top fitted her much more loosely, in a way emphasizing the tightness of what she wore below the waist as it was tucked into the skintight pants. The deep Be of the neckline revealed a tempting glimpse of her boobs as I looked her up and down, her flame-red hair contrasting sharply with the all-black outfit, her eyes shining with delight. She knew exactly how she looked. She knew she looked like a gorgeous goddess, like a dominatrix, like a woman any man would be willing to worship.

And as I stared at her, I noticed something else. In the deep neckline of her top, Riley was wearing a long silver chain around her neck. And dangling on the end of that chain, just above the swell of her breasts, I saw a key, and I knew immediately what it was for it. I felt lightheaded, once again short of breath to be reminded of the outrageous power this woman had over me. And looking the way she did, I knew, only made her more powerful.

“Oh my God, Riley, you look amazing,” Kate said beside me. Riley’s shining eyes never moved from me as I gazed at her with helpless, unstoppable, irresistible desire.


10. Worshiping Riley

Riley stood in our living room, dressed like the dominatrix she had undoubtedly become. Her glossy black boots and black latex pants shone in the light, emphasizing every curve of the body I ached to touch. She placed her hands on her hips, looking confident and commanding, looking like exactly what she was: a woman in total control of me and my desire. And the key to my chastity hanging around her neck, just above her boobs in the low-cut neck of the loose top she wore, only served to remind me of just how much trouble I was in. Sir George your loud your arms right

“What do you think, chastity boy?” Riley said. Her blue eyes looked straight into mine, and not for the first time, I got the feeling that she wanted to know every detail of how I was feeling. She wanted to drink in my humiliation like it was a fine wine, to savor my disgrace and powerlessness as a way to fuel her own arrogance and sadistic desire.

And I was going to let her. That was already a foregone conclusion. I couldn’t stop her. I couldn’t stop either of them. I couldn’t resist this tide of powerful femininity that was seemingly rewiring my brain, making me say and do the most outrageous things all in the hope of getting some kind of release from the nearly unbearable sexual frustration I had been feeling for a full week now.

“You look incredible, Riley,” I said. And Riley’s smile deepened, her full pink lips lifting at the corners as she stared me down. It was true, of course. But it was also exactly what I had to say in that moment. I had to kiss ass with these women, had to give them whatever they wanted whenever they ask for it. The constant aching of my cock inside the chastity device demanded nothing less.

“You want to fuck me right now, don’t you?”

Her crude question caught me by surprise, but only a little. Hesitating, I glanced toward my wife, sitting pretty in her bright red lingerie on the sofa next to me. She was simply smiling, just watching me, her eyes moving from me to her friend and back again as she enjoyed this wild sexual drama playing out. Clearly, Kate wasn’t nearly as jealous as I once might have believed she was. After all, she had shared me with her friend just a week before. But it still felt weird to look with such obvious hunger at another woman while my wife was in the room. It still felt weird to admit that I had these strong desires. But after all, there wasn’t much point denying the truth. Besides, I knew what I had to say if I wanted to get a release anytime soon.

“Yes, Riley,” I said. Beside me, Kate laughed, and Riley chuckled a little too.

“Of course you do,” she said. “But I don’t think that’s really acceptable, do you? I mean, you sitting there, thinking about my body. Objectifying me. Don’t you think that’s a little misogynist?”

“I can’t help it,” I protested. But the smile never left Riley’s face. And beside me, Kate, too, was beaming, delighted with her friend’s easy manipulation of me.

“You know, now you mention it, it kind of is, isn’t it?” Kate said. Riley’s glowing eyes swiveled toward my wife for only a moment before turning back to me.

“Of course it is,” Riley said. “Looks like you’re married to a sexist pig, Kate. Luckily, I’m here to help. I’m sure if we tried, we could retrain him to be an ally.”

“Yeah? What do you suggest?”

I could hear the excitement in Kate’s voice, as clear as day. She was absolutely thrilled with where this was going, completely swept up in and delighted by her friend’s devious mind. Kate wasn’t as steeped in feminist theory as Riley was, but clearly, she was enjoying this new direction the other woman was taking. And sitting there naked except for the chastity device on my cock with these two gorgeous goddesses dressed in their sexy outfits, it was impossible not to feel inferior. I might not subscribe to Riley’s brand of feminism, but it was hard to argue with the women in that moment. There was no question over who had the most power now. And there was no question, in my mind at least, that Riley was going to be able to make me say and do absolutely anything she chose.

“Well, we need start with the basics,” Riley said, her voice taking on a lecturing tone as she continued to stand with her hands on her hips in the center of the living room. “He needs to learn to show women the proper respect. For a start, no more of this Riley business. You don’t get to call me by my first name. Instead, you can call me… Miss Cooper. I think that will show the proper respect and that you recognize that I’m above you.”

“Oh my God, that’s too funny,” Kate laughed, pressing both hands to her open mouth as she sat beside me. “Oh my God, honey, you should totally do that.”

“Go on. Say it.”

The smile never left Riley’s face as she made her demand of me. And I looked at her, not exactly shocked by this new development. After all, it went hand-in-hand with the kind of game this was, a game of teasing denial, a game of submission and domination.

Again, I felt like I was about to cross some threshold into a deeper level of submission to these women. But as usual, I didn’t feel like I had any choice. They were just too beautiful and too powerful, and with that key hanging around Riley’s neck, my inability to say no was being almost literally dangled in front of my face.

“Yes… Miss Cooper,” I said, my voice catching just a little on the words as I spoke them. Riley’s smile of conquest was almost chilling, but undeniably beautiful at the same time. She knew she had won. She knew she could do whatever she wanted. And clearly, she had every intention of using that power as much as possible.

“Good. Good boy. Now, the question is, what are we going to call you?”

As she spoke, Riley lifted one hand from her hip. I watched as she tapped a single finger against her chin thoughtfully, just under those lips that were tempting me as they smiled at me.

“You know what a simp is?” she said.

I didn’t answer, but Kate did.

“I think I’ve heard that before, but I’m not too clear on what it means.”

Riley grinned before answering.

“It means a man who’s so desperate for sex, so totally pussy-whipped, that he’ll basically worship a woman in the hope that she will sleep with him,” Riley said. “I think it fits, don’t you?”

“I mean… Yeah, kinda,” Kate said. And I tore my eyes away from Riley for a moment to stare at my wife in disbelief. Far from protecting me from the more humiliating whims of her friend, she was right into this. She was caught up in the same excitement, drunk with the same power as Riley was. And as she had already told me, she loved watching Riley wield that power over me to make me submit. The thought that this was turning the two women on, the thought that my submission excited them, at least helped justify what I was doing. But it was never going to make the humiliation of bending so easily to that will go away completely.

“Good. That’s what I’m going to call your husband from now on. Simp. Is that okay with you, Simp?”

Riley’s eyes practically burned holes in mine now as she looked at me. Her teeth were shining in her smile, her bright red hair framing her gorgeous face that was lit up from within by pure pleasure what she was doing to me.

“Not really,” I said truthfully. But in response, Riley simply laughed.

“Well, that doesn’t matter, does it?” she said. “Because that’s what I’m going to call you. And you’re going to call me Miss Cooper. Now, Simp, you’re going to do something even more humiliating. I want you to crawl over here on your hands and knees and lick my boots while you apologize for your white male privilege.”

Beside me, Kate shrieked with laughter. I felt the weight of her legs rise out of my lap for a moment as she rocked back on the sofa, her breasts bouncing in her push-up bra as she convulsed with delight. But I kept my eyes on Riley, and she kept her eyes on me. Staring me down, a challenge in her look, as if she was daring me to defy her. I didn’t know what would happen if I tried. But I had an idea. After all, there was that key, dangling just above her delicious boobs and reminding me of the power I had relinquished to them. All they had to do, either of them, was decide not to let me out, not to let me have an orgasm. I couldn’t even imagine a bigger punishment in the desperately aroused state I was in. And Riley knew that, and Kate knew that, and I knew that. We all knew that I had no choice.

I hesitated, as though Riley might change her mind. But I should’ve known better. She was happy to wait, her hands on her hips again, one foot slightly forward, letting me look at her gorgeous body and know I couldn’t have it unless I did exactly what she said. The way the light shone on her pants, emphasizing every curve of hips and thighs, sent desire vibrating through me all over again. She looked so sexy, and I wanted her so badly, and shamefully, part of what I wanted was to do exactly what she said. To give in and allow myself to be controlled by this goddess and by my wife, to surrender my will completely to these two beautiful women who took such pleasure in disgracing me.

So I did. With my wife still howling with laughter, I slid off the couch and dropped to the floor. On hands and knees, I crawled like a beaten dog toward Riley as she stood above me, and as I drew closer to her, she seemed to grow taller and taller, towering over me as I kneeled cringing me at her feet. Closer to her now, I could smell the faint hint of perfume rising off her body, mingling with the smell of leather and latex from the sexy outfit she wore. Her crotch was right in front of my face, and through the pants that fit her like a second skin, I could faintly see the shape of her sex, and again, it sent a desperate wave of desire and arousal through me. She smiled down at me, looking infinitely pleased with herself, delighted with the way everything was going, the way I was bending so easily to her will and allowing me to humiliate me so badly.

And then, reluctantly, I tore my eyes away from what was between her legs. My cheeks burning with shame, I lowered my face to the floor and ran my tongue over the toe of her boot. The leather tasted bitter as I licked it, and I cringed with shame. I had never done anything so humiliating, so pathetic. I felt Riley’s toes move under the leather as she enjoyed my worship, and I heard her laughing far above me, completely thrilled with the power she knew she had over me.

“There’s a good simp,” she said. “You know what? You should be doing this every time you see me. This should be how you greet your mistress. By dropping to your knees and worshiping the ground I walk on. Now, what do you say, Simp?”

“I’m sorry for my white male privilege, Miss Cooper,” I said, prompting more howls of laughter from the watching women. They loved this. I couldn’t even imagine how it felt to be them in that moment, to know the ferocious power they had over me and to be turned on by it. That again, I could barely understand my own feelings. I had never imagined it would feel this good to be so embarrassed, so ashamed, so humiliated and controlled. I couldn’t explain it or understand it, but it was a thrill like no other. As I licked Riley’s boots, the leather shining from the action of my tongue, I was mildly grateful at least for the chance to hide my face for a moment from the shining blue eyes of the women. But I knew it wouldn’t last long. Sooner or later, I was going to have to face it again, look up into those beautiful faces and see how amused they were by my pathetic submission, and in a way, I dreaded it. But my cock simply would not stop throbbing inside the steel chastity device my wife had locked it.

“Well, we don’t forgive you, do we?” Riley said.

“No,” Kate said faintly from the couch, her voice still ringing with laughter as she spoke.

“You need to really beg our forgiveness. You need to really earn it,” Riley said. “And you need to atone for it. Keeping you in chastity is a good step. You can’t use your cock to get into the kind of trouble men do. But maybe you’ll have to spend the rest of your life locked up to make amends for all the bullshit men have put women through over the centuries.”

“Oh my God!” Kate yelped on the sofa behind me, unable to control her hilarity. But I was terrified. I didn’t doubt for a moment that Riley, at least, would happily keep me in chastity forever. Maybe genuinely as some kind of weird gender-based payback. Or maybe just because it clearly excited her. From my point of view, the reasons hardly mattered. What mattered was that I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop her. And so I groveled at her feet, licking her boots and apologizing over and over again for crimes I didn’t believe I had committed.

“Please forgive me, Miss Cooper,” I said. “Please forgive me for my white male privilege. Please forgive me for my misogyny.”

“Tell us what you are, Simp,” Riley demanded, my wife hanging on every word.

“I am a simp, Miss Cooper,” I said, prompting even more laughter from the women. “I’m a simp who begs your forgiveness for my privilege.”

“Well, you’re still not forgiven,” Riley said. “But it’s a start. Remember how you used to argue with me about feminism? How you used to deny the patriarchy?”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I babbled. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for arguing with you about that stuff.”

“I bet you are,” Riley said. “But not as sorry as you’re going to be. Now, keep licking my boots while I decide what to do with you. I want your wife to see. I want her to see what a pathetic simp she married, and how willing you are to debase yourself for just a tiny chance that you might get some pussy.”

“Yes, Miss Cooper.”

And I did. I felt the full shame and disgrace what I was doing, the unbelievable humiliation of giving in so easily, right there in my own living room. But I did what Riley said. I licked her boots, working my way up the toes, over her ankles, over her shins and calves, moving slowly toward her knees. And she let me, watching me grovel, her hands still on her hips, enjoying the show. I couldn’t see Kate, but it was almost as though I could feel her eyes on me, watching this pathetic display. Certainly, I could hear her laughing, the mixture of joy and disbelief bubbling out of her as she saw what her friend could do to me.

“This is so pathetic,” Riley said. By now, I was close to the top of her boots, almost at her knees, licking the smooth leather with my tongue that now felt dry and sore. But Riley, I knew, didn’t care about that. All she cared about was the thrill of ordering a man around, the joy of having me under her control.

“Have you learned your place, simp?” she asked. From her knees, I glanced up at her to see her leaning slightly forward, looking down at me over the swell of her breasts in her loose top. The key was dangling more prominently than ever from her neck, and her dyed red hair hung down around her face, framing those glowing blue eyes, those full lips, that shining nose ring. That face I had seen a thousand times, but never pictured in a situation anything like this. My wife’s friend who I sometimes disagreed with on politics, transformed now into some beautiful but vengeful dominatrix, her boots shining with my saliva. It was an unbelievable twist in our lives, and I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around it. Then again, I knew I didn’t need to. All I needed to do was what I was told.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said shamefully. Only the faintest hint of a smile lifted the corners of Riley’s pink lips as she looked down at me.

“I hope so,” she said. “But you have a long way to go before you atone for your privileges. Now, I think it’s time you did what every simp does.”

Riley stepped away from me. Sitting up on my knees, I watched her march across the living room, toward the sofa where Kate waited. Kate was sitting upright now, her feet on the floor, her body still looking infinitely desirable in the sexy red lingerie she had dressed herself up in. As I watched Riley approach her, I couldn’t decide which of them I wanted more. Riley’s shining pants clung as tightly to her round ass as they did to every other part of her, and the way the light shone on the clinging fabric made her body look somehow even more desirable than she would have with nothing on at all. My eyes darted from Kate to Riley and back again, taking it all in, unable to keep myself from staring at the two women who got such pleasure from controlling me, from denying me those amazing bodies.

Reaching the couch, Riley stopped. She placed her hands on the arm of the chair close to Kate’s feet, bending forward at the waist and standing with her feet apart. Her red hair brushed her shoulders as she turned to look back at me, raising her eyebrows as she spoke.

“Get over here and kiss my ass, Simp,” she said.

Again, Kate burst out laughing. And this time, I could see my wife exploding with mirth at her friend’s suggestion. Kate’s boobs bounced in the red bra that barely contained them, the lean muscles of her stomach showing as she giggled. Again, she leaned back on the sofa, her shoulders shaking, unable to stop laughing. And her amusement only seemed to grow louder as I began crawling toward the sofa.

Shame weighed down on me, of course. Just the way the women wanted it to. It was so unbelievably humiliating to be treated like this, to be ordered around, especially in front of my watching wife. But I had no choice. Riley watched me approaching, a beautiful smile spreading across her face as I once again obeyed her commands.

And her ass shone in front of me. Dressed up in the tight latex pants, it was flawless, beautiful, almost hypnotic. The shining pants strained against her body as she arched her back, the latex seeming to sculpt her backside into something even more desirable than it already was. I reached up toward this vision of female beauty in front of me, placing my hands on her hips. Then, glancing up at Riley again and seeing her eyes shining at me as she peered down over her shoulder, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against one cheek of her ass.

“Oh my God, he’s actually doing it!”

“Of course he is,” Riley said, as though she had never for a moment doubted that I would do as I was told. “I’m telling you, he’ll do whatever we say for an orgasm. Now, Simp, kiss it with passion. I want you to show me and Kate just how much you worship women now, and how you’ve learned that men are inferior to us in every way. Go ahead. Show us. Worship my ass and tell me what you’ve learned.”

It was outrageous. Absolutely outrageous. And yet, I couldn’t stop myself. Holding Riley by her full hips, I pressed my lips against her latex-covered ass over and over again, and every time I did, I left a faint mark of moisture that slowly faded as I kissed her again. I showered her entire ass with kisses, pressing my lips over every inch of her buttocks. All the while, my cock screamed for freedom inside the chastity device, reminding me why I was doing this. Reminding me how little choice I had, how desperately I wanted to be released. And I did as Riley said, groveling and submitting and literally kissing the ass of a woman I used to argue with, but now could only serve.

“I worship women, Miss Cooper,” I said. “You are superior in every way. Men are completely inferior, and we’ve treated women terribly for centuries. I’m sorry, Miss Cooper. I’m sorry for my white male privilege, and I will be your ally and your simp from now on.”

“This is amazing,” Riley said, shaking her head slowly as she continued to watch over her shoulder. Her leather boots creaked slightly as she adjusted her footing, spreading her feet a little wider. And I went on kissing, my lips on the crack of her ass now, bifurcated by the clinging latex pants that went right up between her cheeks. I kissed her ass and mumbled pathetic apologies against her body, and I felt her hips swaying slightly from side to side as she moved her body, taunting me with the backside that shone in front of me.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Riley said. “Honestly, this has been easier than I thought. We’re going to have you trained as our pathetic simp in no time. Now, you’ve been a good boy, so I guess you get a little reward.”

Joy almost exploded inside me at her words. My first and obvious thought was that maybe now, after this disgraceful display, the women would unlock me. Maybe now, I would get to enjoy these beautiful bodies that had been taunting me for what seemed like forever.

But I should have known I wasn’t going to be that lucky. I should have known Riley wouldn’t be that merciful.

Instead, she leaned even further forward on arm of the sofa, spreading her legs even wider. She kept leaning forward until her head was on the couch, arching her back and spreading her legs, thrusting her ass back against my face.

“Lower, simp,” I heard her say, her voice slightly muffled by having her face on the arm of the sofa. “Kiss me lower.”

I did. Slowly, I lowered my mouth, following the crack of her ass and leaving a trail of kisses behind. I kept moving, and now I realized what she was up to. My mouth sank between her legs, and through the thin layer of latex that was all that separated us, I could feel the shape of her pussy.

I kissed it, and I heard my new mistress groan. I kissed again, running my tongue over the shining latex. Again, Riley moaned, and I felt again the unmistakable feeling of my cock surging inside the tight chastity, my desire tormenting me again with my helplessness. But it only spurred me on. Again, I kissed Riley’s pussy through her pants, and I heard her sigh in pleasure.

“That’s right, Simp,” she said in that muffled voice. “Lick my pussy through my pants. Worship my femininity and admit that you don’t deserve us.”

“I don’t deserve you, Miss Cooper,” I said before delivering another kiss to Riley’s pussy. “I don’t deserve either of you.”

“Simps don’t deserve pussy,” Riley said in that muffled voice from above me.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said, swallowing my pride along with the taste of Riley’s beautiful latex pants as I continued to lick and kiss her lips through the fabric. “Simps don’t deserve pussy. And I’m sorry for my white male privilege, Miss Cooper.”

“Oh my God,” Riley hissed between her teeth. It was the first real indication of what I was doing to her, the first unignorable sign of how much this was really turning her on. And predictably, it excited me. I had so little power in this situation, and about the only time I had anything that look like control was when I got to please these women. Though given that I was doing it under their orders, it was impossible to forget who was really in charge.

Still, it felt good. And Riley’s latex-covered lips felt good against my mouth as I kissed and licked, craning my neck awkwardly as I kneeled behind her, my head between her thighs. My nose was buried in the crack of her ass, inhaling the smell of her latex pants with every breath I took, and I felt her tremble as I ran my tongue again over her swollen lips inside her provocative pants.

“I’m sorry, Miss Cooper,” I said again, and again. Lost in submission and desire, I was abandoning all self-respect,, willing to tell this goddess whatever she wanted to hear. “I’m sorry for the patriarchy. I’m sorry for oppressing women. I’m sorry for being misogynist. I’ll do better from now on. I’ll do whatever you say. I’ll be your simp. I’ll worship you and Kate forever.”

“That’s right you little bitch, you will,” Riley growled. But her voice was dripping with pleasure as much as it was with cruelty. Licking and lapping at her pussy, I could feel it starting to convulse underneath her pants, and I knew I was doing my job. If my cock had been free, I knew I wouldn’t have been able to resist the urge to grab it, to start stroking it, to give myself the pleasure I was denied. But as it was, I couldn’t do that. So I just held Riley tight by the hips, experiencing the feel of the smooth latex under my hands and against my tongue. And Riley panted in pleasure, growing short of breath as I did everything in my power to please her.

And all the while, my wife watched. Not saying anything anymore. With my face between her friend’s legs, I couldn’t see Kate, but I knew she was there. I knew she was watching. I could only imagine what my wife must think of me now, to see me surrender so easily to another woman.

But when Riley came in those tight latex pants, nothing else seemed to matter. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, and I kept licking and kissing while she howled in bliss. Kneeling there on the floor with my face buried in her ass, it was impossible to forget who owned me.


11. Male Privilege Denied

Sexual energy was vibrating in the air of the room now. Riley’s cries of pleasure faded as her orgasm came and went, but somehow, they seemed to still hang in the air, charging everything with that same wild energy. Of course, I was absolutely burning up with desire, my cock raging and throbbing like never before inside the chastity cage. The feel of her pussy through the latex on my tongue had been absolutely fantastic, to feel it spasming to my touch, so close and yet so agonizingly denied to me. Her latex pants were shining between her legs from where I had licked them, and I could taste the rubbery material in my mouth, and as I kneeled behind Riley, still shaking with pleasure, her ass filled my vision almost completely.

But not entirely. Because Kate was still sitting on the sofa, watching her friend. Watching me pleasure her. And as I sat back on my heels, I got a better look at my wife. She looked like an absolute goddess in her sexy red lingerie that flaunted every curve of her beautiful body. But the most striking thing about her was her eyes. Her bright blue eyes burned with a deep passion I had seen in them before, one that invariably meant that she was turned on. One that infallibly told me that something very exciting was about to happen.

And it did.

Kate rose to her feet, the red stockings stretching over her legs and her red patent leather pumps creaking as she stepped toward me. She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to. In a way, that made it even sexier she reached out and grabbed a fistful of my short hair. Turning, she started walking across the living room, and I had no choice but to follow. I crawled alongside my wife, dragged by the hair across the living room, down the hallway, toward the bedroom. And behind me, I heard Riley laughing out loud, the residue of her pleasure still audible in her voice as she enjoyed the sight of my wife dominating me.

But for now, I was concentrating on Kate. She led me to our bedroom and, still holding me by the hair, climbed onto the bed. I jumped up onto the mattress after her, and she smiled in satisfaction as she lay down, propping herself up against the pillows. Using her grip on my hair, she guided my head down between her legs. And I didn’t hesitate. I knew exactly what she wanted from me, and I wanted to give it to her.

She wore her panties on top of the suspenders that held up her stockings, a detail I hadn’t noticed until that moment. It made it possible to remove her underwear easily without taking the suspenders off, and knowing my wife planned ahead like that, knowing she had thought to prepare that way, added a little erotic thrill to the wild desire I was already feeling. I pulled her panties down her legs, and she lifted her high heels off the bed to let me remove her underwear completely. Then I set it down on the mattress and lowered my face between her thighs.

Kate’s pussy tasted amazing. It always did. But the more I desired her, the more desperate I was for sex, the better it felt to please her. I heard her let out a long sigh of desire, and that motivated me more. I slid my tongue between her silken folds, tasting the pleasure I was giving her. Her sighing became more frequent, heavier, slowly turning to panting, moans and groans rising out of her throat. She squirmed to my touch, her high heels catching slightly in the bed sheets, and I kept on licking, devoted for now to my duty while my cock continued to rage in its tiny prison.

I held Kate’s thighs in my hands as I lay down on my stomach, running my tongue up and down her streaming pussy as she convulsed with bliss. I could feel the softness of her skin along with the smooth fabric of the stockings she wore as I ran my hands up and down her legs, every sense I had trained solely on her and her pleasure.

That didn’t mean I didn’t notice that Riley had entered the room. I could hear her coming, the high heels of her boots loud on the floor. It sounded as though she stopped just inside the doorway of the bedroom, standing there and watching the show. I didn’t turn my head to look at her, although I wanted to. Instead, I kept focusing on Kate, focusing on licking her, and the fact that her friend was watching only encouraged me to do an even better job. I didn’t bother to analyze why I wanted Riley to know that I could please my wife, why I wanted her to know what I do with my mouth. After all, she already knew herself from experience. I had just made her cum in the living room, and now I had every intention of making my wife cum in the bedroom, and the fact that I was doing exactly what they wanted wasn’t lost on me, but it did add another layer of excitement and humiliation to what was going on between the three of us.

Kate cried out. From where I was between her legs, I couldn’t see her face. But I could see her stomach, fluttering with pleasure as she moaned and groaned. I could see her breasts, rising and falling rapidly in the red bra that still contained them. From any angle, she was absolutely beautiful. No matter how I looked at her, I couldn’t get enough. And even if my cock aching in its cage was a constant reminder that I couldn’t quite have her the way I wanted, I took great pleasure in pleasing her like this. There was something so deliciously submissive about it, something so kinky about being used for the pleasure of both these women, one after the other. Like I was just an object to them, just a thing to be used. It felt incredible.

And clearly, Kate felt the same way. Because it didn’t take long for her cries of pleasure to strengthen, growing louder and more urgent all the time. Her convulsing body convulsed even more as she surrendered to orgasm, the bedroom once again ringing out with her ecstatic moans. I was doing it. I was going to make her cum. And the tightness of my jaw and tongue was easy to ignore as I focused completely on female pleasure.

Kate’s hands gripped the sheet she lay on, forming fists. She arched her back, thrusting her clenching pussy against my face. I plunged my tongue deeper into her than ever, keeping it rigid as I pressed my face against her bucking body. Her orgasm tore through her, wild and irrepressible, and I tasted every drop of her wet explosion as I hungrily licked it up. I could feel the wild trembling of the muscles of her thighs as I pleasured her, and even in my humiliated state, I allowed myself to feel just a little pride at what I had done, what I had been able to do. I had made both these women cum in a relatively short space of time, with nothing more than my mouth to make them happy. They could say what they wanted about me, make all kinds of mocking jibes and insults, but there was no denying the way I made them feel.

Just as there was no denying the way the two of them made me feel when they made me into their humble servant like this.

As Kate’s cries of pleasure softened back to moans and whimpers, as I lifted my dripping face from her pussy, I heard Riley move behind me. This time, I did turn to look at her, craning my neck to watch over my shoulder as she moved across the bedroom. Once again, I noticed that she moved through the room as if she owned it, as if she never felt even the slightest hint of hesitation or self-doubt. After all, that was part of what made her so sexy. The way she just took charge and never stopped to even wonder if what she was doing was right.

The bag she had brought with her sat on the floor on the other side of the bed, and I watched her crouch down to reach into it. I was painfully aware of the key still dangling around her neck, and somewhere in this room, I suspected, was the other key to my chastity device, the one that my wife kept and hid. I knew that I had to do everything in my power to earn my freedom, do everything the women said and devote myself to pleasing them completely. And I was starting to understand the twists and turns of this game, the depths of their cruelty, well enough to know that didn’t guarantee me anything. My fate was still entirely up to the whims of the beautiful goddesses I served. But that didn’t stop hope swelling inside me along with my unending excitement. The hope that maybe, finally, the two of them would take pity on me.

Retrieving some items from her bag, Riley stood and turned. From where I kneeled on the bed, I didn’t get a good look at what she was holding before she stood behind me. Reaching out, she grabbed one of my wrists, pulling me back toward her. And as I rose up on my knees, she reached out and took the other arm too, pulling both my hands behind my back.

Straightaway, I knew what she was doing. And as usual, for a moment, I thought of resistance. I was stronger than her, at least physically. I didn’t have to let her do what I knew she was about to do.

But of course, I knew that I did. At least if I wanted the pleasures of release. And as usual, I tried not to confront the fact that there was more to my feelings than that, as well. That some part of me wanted exactly this. As Riley fastened leather cuffs around my wrists and locked them together, I felt a shiver of desire pass through me to know that once again, she had taken a little more of my power away. In its own weird way, it was a relief. When I was tied up like this, made helpless, I didn’t have to think so hard about why I was doing what I did. I had no choice. It made things easier as I continued to submit to these wild women.

Riley took her time, as if she knew that I wouldn’t put up a fight. She made sure my cuffs were securely fastened around my wrists, my arms locked helplessly behind my back, before she made her next move. She climbed onto the mattress with us, and my wife sat up, rising against the pillows that supported her to watch her friend. I watched too, seeing that Riley held something else in her hand, a wide strip of pink leather and another of black. As she set the black one down on the bed close to her knees and held up the pink one, I could see it was a collar, like something you would put on a dog. Except I knew, with a shiver of shame and humiliation, I was about to end up wearing it.

“I bought this for you,” Riley said, holding out the collar in front of me. “Well, actually, you bought it for you. Kate gave me your credit card details. She said I shouldn’t be spending my own money on toys to train you to serve us, and I agree. I mean, men make more money than women to do the exact same job anyway, so the least you could do is buy us the things we need.”

Kate giggled at Riley’s words, but Riley didn’t laugh. Instead, she looked at me with her eyes burning in that familiar expression of excitement and malice I was getting to know so well. And that look on her face never failed to get me excited all over again, as if it needed any help.

And I knew not to try and argue with her. After all, that was what got me into this mess in the first place. Arguing with Riley’s feminist views was a luxury I could no longer afford. I just had to sit there and take it.

And of course, as almost always happened with Riley, things got worse.

“What does it say on the collar, bitch boy? Read it out loud.”

It was hard to miss. The pink leather of the collar was decorated with big black letters that went all the way around the strap itself, big enough to be seen from a good distance away. As Riley held the collar out flat between her hands, I read the words and felt that sense of shame and humiliation growing with every syllable.

“White male privilege denied,” I read. Kate burst out laughing again, and this time, Riley allowed herself a twisted little smile of triumph and malice.

“That’s right,” she said. “We’re taking away your white male privilege now. We’re going to treat you the way guys like you have been treating minorities and women for centuries. And there’s absolutely nothing you can do about it. Is there?”

There was a challenge in her voice as she spoke, a challenge that matched the look in her eyes as she stared into mine. Of course, I already knew the answer. And humiliatingly, it was nothing more than the truth. I couldn’t stop her. I couldn’t stop any of this, and I wasn’t even allowed to complain. I wasn’t even allowed to argue, to point out that I didn’t agree with her bullshit concepts of privilege and oppression. Having views that didn’t conform to Riley’s was now a luxury I had been denied, along with the white male privilege she was so adamant about taking away from me.

“No, Miss Cooper,” I said, making both the women laugh.

Then, Riley moved toward me. Reaching out both hands, she wrapped the collar around my neck. Kate was watching me with burning blue eyes, taking in every detail of this latest humiliation, and as Riley buckled the collar around my neck, I found I couldn’t meet my wife’s gaze. It was just too humiliating, too disgraceful, too embarrassing. Yet another fact that couldn’t be changed now, another thing that would always have happened between us. Not for the first time, I thought of how even if we stopped playing these games the very next day, my wife and her friend would always know what they had done to me. They would always know what was possible, the depths of humiliation and depravity I would sink to just for the faint promise of orgasm they teased me with. Sometimes, it felt as though I would never be able to look at either of these women in the eye ever again. And that, I knew, was something they enjoyed as they continued to push me beyond my boundaries, again and again and again.

Once she had the collar buckled around my neck, Riley sat back on her knees. I watched as she reached down for the other leather strap beside her knees, and I she picked it up, I saw that in fact, there was two of them. She tossed one to Kate, who picked it up from where it landed on her stomach, her brow furrowing slightly as she looked down at it. And I looked at the item Riley held out in front of me, wanting me to see it.

“We have collars too,” she said slowly, wanting me to hear and understand every word. “Except in our case, they aren’t about ownership. They’re more decorative, like chokers. And I think they will help remind you of the situation you are in.”

As she spoke, Riley tossed her head so that her dyed red hair fell away from her neck. Her eyes never leaving mine, she wrapped the black leather collar around her own, buckling it shut. I could see the letters on it, not block letters like the ones on my collar, but instead cut out from the black leather so that her skin showed through. FEMINIST, the word on the collar read. And Riley smiled as she fastened it in place, Kate doing the same as she sat up on the bed. As if I needed a reminder of Riley’s political views, the ones that had got me into so much trouble in the first place. As if I needed a reminder of Riley’s apparent belief in female superiority, and my own inferiority toward her and my wife. But that, after all, was Riley’s lesson, and she was willing to repeat it and reinforce it just as many times as she felt she needed to. As a man, I was inferior to her, to Kate, and presumably to all women, in every way possible. And now, I was collared like an animal with a humiliating slogan around my neck to make me look even more ridiculous in the eyes of the women I wanted so unbelievably badly.

Riley’s black leather collar kind of suited her dominatrix outfit. On Kate, on the other hand, the collar clashed with the soft femininity of her red lingerie. But that only made it more noticeable, more unmissable. And as different as the two of them looked in their sexy outfits, the collars they wore kind of united them. It made them look more like a team, a beautiful team dedicated to disgracing me and putting me in what they had decided was my place. It was sexy. There was no denying that. And as Riley smiled at me, she seemed, as usual, to know exactly how good she looked.

Then, she moved again. Without climbing off the bed, she turned, reaching down off the mattress toward her bag. I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her latex pants shone on her round ass as she bent forward, my mouth practically watering at the sight of her curves in the garment that left almost nothing to the imagination. But I wasn’t treated to that view for long. Soon, Riley found what she was looking for and straightened up, turning toward me again. As she advanced toward me on her knees, the motions of her body transmitted through the springs of the mattress, I saw what she had. A leash made of pink leather that matched the collar I wore. And, in her other hand, a menacing black riding crop.

Riley’s breath was warm against my skin as she leaned close to me, the details of her pretty face blurring momentarily. She clipped the end of the leash onto a ring at the front of the collar, smiling as she gave it a gentle tug.

“There,” she said, turning her face toward my wife for a moment as she continued to hold the leash. “You’re our little pet now, so you might as well look like it.”

Both women giggled at that. As usual, I didn’t laugh. I felt all kinds of conflicted emotions about what was happening to me, but one thing I didn’t find it was funny. Not that it mattered, course. It wasn’t like I had a choice. And I knew, of course, exactly who that riding crop was going to be used on, and I feared it. But I still didn’t even attempt to stop it from happening. I knew there was nothing I could do.

But Riley didn’t use her weapon straight away. Instead, she turned to face me again. I watched, hardly daring to breathe, as she leaned forward, bending at the waist. The front of her black shirt fell open as she did, giving me an even better view of her cleavage that made my cock surge and throb predictably inside the chastity device. But that wasn’t why Riley was bending over in front of me. I watched with unbelievable excitement as she slid the key that hung from a chain around her neck into the lock of the chastity device. She twisted it, and the lock clicked open, and slowly, she began to remove the cruel device.

I groaned. As Riley removed the steel tube that contained it, my cock swelled rapidly in front of her, quickly rising all the way to full erection. Riley chuckled at that, and so did Kate, as if the two of them had any doubt just how much this all turned me on. Riley put the chastity cage down carefully on the bed next to her, and then, grabbing my leash again in one hand, she wrapped the other around my shaft. I groaned again, loudly, not holding anything back as she stroked me right there in front of my wife. And Kate didn’t protest. She just watched, one finger at the corner of her mouth, her bright blue eyes taking in absolutely every detail of the scene in front of her as if she wanted to preserve it in her memory forever. And I knew she would, too. I knew that neither of us was likely to ever forget what was happening here.

I groaned to Riley’s touch, all the frustration the women had put me through now finding some kind of vindication in the pleasure that surged through me. I closed my eyes for a moment, clenching my teeth, my whole body shaking with the force of the pleasure she was giving me. But of course, Riley knew what she was doing. Before the pleasure became too great, before I tipped over the edge into orgasm, she stopped stroking me. As she took her hand away from my cock, I opened my eyes, seeing both women smiling wolfishly at me again in the bed, knowing I was under their total control.

“You’re going to cum quick again, aren’t you, you little premature ejaculator?” Riley said, making Kate laugh viciously again.

“I don’t know, Miss Cooper,” I said honestly while my cock continued to throb in the empty air. It’d only been a week since I had the best sex of my life in that same bed with those same two women. But what a week it had been. After everything Kate had put me through over the past seven days, it felt like an eternity since I had last been allowed sexual pleasure. And already, I could feel it building inside me now that I was released, the possibility of what lay ahead exciting me more than I could say. I knew there were no guarantees. And I wasn’t stupid enough to contemplate promising Riley something I had no idea whether I could deliver or not.

“Well, at least you’re honest,” she said. “Now, I could give you a quick handjob to get that first worthless orgasm out of you and give you a chance of actually pleasing woman for once in your life. But I don’t think I want to do that. I think I want to try something else. After all, I have other ways to incentivize you, too.”

Riley picked up the riding crop lying on the bed beside her. While I watched fearfully, she tapped the leather flap against the palm of her open hand, just lightly. But as light as her movements were, you couldn’t miss the sound of the whip in the air of our bedroom, and you certainly couldn’t miss what it meant. I couldn’t, anyway. I had never understood people who take pleasure in pain. I had never wanted to experience pain in the bedroom in any way. But as always, what happened next wasn’t up to me. What Riley wanted, what Kate wanted, was all that mattered. If Riley wanted to hurt me, I knew she would. And I knew I couldn’t expect my wife to lift a finger to stop her.

“How bad do you want to fuck your wife right now?”

Riley’s voice was soft, but loud enough for both Kate and me to hear it. I looked at Kate as I spoke, feeling the full humiliation of having my wife see me there naked with my hands cuffed behind my back and a humiliating collar around my neck while her friend held the pink leash.

“So badly, Miss Cooper,” I said. “She’s so beautiful and so sexy, and I want you both so badly. Please, Miss Cooper, please let me fuck my wife.”

Both women burst out laughing. Maybe I had said more and gone further than they expected me to. But to me in that moment, it hardly mattered. I wanted sex so badly, and once again, that primal part of my brain was telling me to do anything it took to get it. If I had to disgrace myself completely, if I had to say humiliating things and beg these women for what any normal man might feel entitled to, so be it. I would do whatever it took.

“But beta boys like you don’t deserve pussy, do you?” Riley said in that same maddening soft tone, as if her crazy words were obvious. And again, it made Kate shriek with laughter to hear her friend embarrass me like this. Of course, I knew the right answer, knew what I had to say. I cringed with shame, but I did what was demanded of me.

“No, Miss Cooper,” I said as the women continued laughing. “I don’t deserve pussy.”

“You don’t. Never forget that,” Riley said. “It’s only your white male privilege that makes you think you do. And that’s what we have to break you off. That sense of entitlement that all men have to women’s bodies. We’re going to train you to think differently.”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said, my cheeks burning with the heat of embarrassment as I submitted once again to these women. Holding my leash, Riley turned her face toward Kate.

“What do you think, Kate? Want to take pity on your husband and let him squirt his pathetic load?”

“Yes,” Kate said, smiling indulgently. “But only because he asked so nicely.”

“Alright then,” Riley grinned. Holding the leash, she moved on the mattress, inching toward Kate. And as she tugged on the leash, I followed. Smiling at me, my wife bent her knees and spread her legs, and my eyes dropped inevitably toward her pussy as I was led toward her like an animal.

Once I was in position, Riley reached over Kate’s leg and took my cock in her hand again. Tugging on it, she guided me into my wife’s pussy, both me and Kate moaning with pleasure and the humiliation of having her friend so intimately involved in our sex life.

And once I was inside, Riley took my leash again. She moved behind me until I could only see her as a black shape in my peripheral vision as I kept my eyes on Kate. The riding crop whistled through the air, and I jumped at the loud crack it made as it slapped against my backside. Then I groaned as red-hot pain spread across my skin.

“Fuck her then,” Riley growled, striking my other cheek with her whip as she spoke, holding my leash with the other hand. “Fuck her, and don’t you dare cum until I say you can.”


12. Humiliated By Miss Cooper

It was yet another unbelievable situation I found myself in that day. As wild as this whole adventure had been, it seemed to keep getting wilder. This was the craziest experience yet. Not just having sex with my wife while Riley watched. But being made to have sex with her, being punished with Riley’s riding crop while I did, and being warned and threatened not to cum until Riley decided I had earned it.

I had never imagined anything even close to this crazy. Clearly, my imagination was nowhere near that of Riley. She had constructed this whole situation, buying toys and tools in advance, and I remembered with another shudder of shameful desire that the women had even made me pay for these implements of my sexual humiliation. Somehow, like practically everything Kate and Riley did, that only made it hotter.

And it couldn’t be much hotter than it was now, sliding my cock in and out of Kate’s pussy. My wife lay back against the pillows that supported her at the head of the bed, her eyes locked on me, her face locked in an expression of deep sexual pleasure. She was moaning steadily, and those moans grew louder and more frequent all the time as I thrust my cock in and out of her. I was moaning myself, unable to resist the feeling of her wet pussy tightening around my cock with every thrust, the warm juices spilling out of her to anoint my cock and balls and soak the bedsheet beneath us.

And I noticed that those juices were running more freely than ever, that my beautiful wife was being more vocal and passionate and swept away with pleasure than perhaps I had ever seen her.

That fact wasn’t lost on me. In fact, it added an extra dark thrill to know that this turned her on. The woman who I never doubted loved me was also taking great pleasure in my humiliation, my captivity, my shame. I already knew that she loved watching Riley dominate me, loved watching me say embarrassing things and beg for sex like a loser. But to feel the evidence of that, to feel how hot it made her in a way that went beyond words, was unbelievably arousing.

You would think, with everything that was going on and with the unbelievable teasing I had been put through by these two women, I would cum quickly. And at first, in a way, it seemed as if that was exactly what would happen. Just the act of having my cock free from chastity at last was exciting by itself. And then having Riley guide it into my wife’s pussy was an unbelievable thrill that sent shockwaves of desire racing up and down my spine. Then, there was the silken feel of my wife’s sex itself, the unbelievable pleasure of being inside her and knowing what I was doing to her. Feeling and hearing the evidence of her greedy bliss as she moaned in delight, projecting her cries at the ceiling of our bedroom and letting all of us know just how good it felt to watch me get forced to have sex like this. Not that there was anything else I would rather do in that moment.

But whether Riley had planned it this way or not, I soon saw that she was helping me hold back. As I fucked Kate, Riley whipped my ass with her riding crop, and every time I yelped in pain, Kate groaned in pleasure. But as that pain spread through my body, as the red glow of Riley’s blows spread across my ass, somehow, it helped me to hold back my orgasm. I was teetering on the edge, my whole body on fire with the need for release. But the pain somehow helped to keep me grounded, keep me focused. Plus, of course, it reminded me of what Riley could do and the lengths she was willing to go to. She was beating me just for fun, just because it turned her on. But if I actually displeased her, if I disobeyed her command to hold back my orgasm, I could practically guarantee that I would have far worse punishment coming. And that thought turned me on its own strange way, but it also helped me hold back. It helped motivate me to fuck Kate to the best of my ability, to focus everything on pleasing her, and yet fight the powerful urge within me for sexual release.

Kate came. There was no way for me not to notice that as I plunged my cock relentlessly inside her. Her high heels caught in the bed sheets, her eyes rolled in her head, and her voice bounced back from the walls of her bedroom, letting me know just how much fun she was having. Her pussy clenched around my cock, and I groaned in pleasure, a groan that soon turned into another growl of pain as Riley whipped my ass once again, never letting me forget that I was owned. Never letting me forget that I was here to provide pleasure, not experience it. Meanwhile, Kate howled at the ceiling, her eyes closed, her head thrown back, and I rode the waves of orgasm rolling over her beautiful body while her friend kept tormenting me.

“Don’t get lazy,” Riley warned, giving me an even more stinging blow from the riding crop. I was breathless with effort, but I knew I had no choice. She was making me work like a draft animal, not letting me take even a moment to recover. And as Kate slowly recovered from her climax, she moaned again at the feel of me continuing to fuck her right through her orgasm, continuing to plunge my cock in and out of her streaming pussy and bring her wild pleasure while Riley kept beating me.

Soon, Kate was howling again in ecstasy. The mattress bounced underneath us, the springs groaning with the force of my thrusts. Fatigue was starting to set in, and my muscles were beginning to ache, but I ignored it as the blows from Riley’s riding crop continued to rain down on my exposed ass. By now, my whole backside was one giant throb of red pain, and Riley kept adding to that pain until I was whimpering. But again, it helped me to focus on the pleasure I was giving Kate. It hurt, and even in the heat of the moment, I knew it was going to hurt even more once we stopped. But I had no choice. Riley kept a tight grip on my pink leash with her free hand as she whipped me, and even though I was focused on Kate, I could feel her eyes locked on me, enjoying what she was doing to me. Enjoying having that kind of power and control, to decide how and when I would have sex with my wife and how and if I would be allowed to cum.

Kate came again. Her next orgasm followed quickly after the first, and if anything, it seemed even more powerful. Her whole body trembled with the force of it, every muscle seeming to spasm at once underneath her red lingerie. She looked absolutely gorgeous, and it took a flurry of rapid blows from Riley to keep me hovering just this side of orgasm, my cock pulsing inside my wife’s spasming sex and sweat running down my face as I trembled between her legs.

But Riley wouldn’t allow me to rest. She was like a woman possessed, like some kind of sexual demon completely absorbed now in her dominant role. She wanted to hurt me, to punish me for all my alleged crimes of being male, and that was exactly what she did. She seemed never to grow tired, the riding crop rising and falling with the same force, the rhythm only increasing as she whipped backs of my thighs, too.

“Fuck her, Simp,” I heard her growl, and felt her tug more firmly on the leash as the riding crop fell again.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said through gritted teeth, and heard my wife cry out at the submissive words, her pussy clenching again around me to remind me once again just how much this turned her on.

I don’t know how long it went on. I had never had sex like that in my life. I only knew that I had no choice, and that I didn’t want anything else. I kept pounding Kate, and she absolutely loved it. She moaned and screamed in bliss, completely overwhelmed by what I was doing to her. Pain and pleasure merged inside my noisy brain until I could barely tell which was which. One woman was punishing me and the other was giving me pure physical bliss, and in that moment, it was almost as if I forgot which I wanted more. For me, for now, as Miss Cooper’s simp, they were exactly the same thing.

I lost count of Kate’s orgasms, but there were plenty of them. I knew I had never made her cum that many times before, and that thought only added to my humiliation as I continue to slide my cock in and out of her. The fact that the best sex of our married life involved Riley, the fact that she was making me do something to Kate I had never done before, only reinforced my inadequacy, my inferiority, and the superiority of the women I served.

And as Kate thrashed beneath me in orgasm, once again caught up in pure and wild pleasure, I growled like an animal, gritting my teeth as the blows continued to rain down from Riley’s riding crop. But as I hovered on the edge of pleasure, the blows finally stopped.

Riley shifted on the bed, and the mattress sank beneath the heels of her boots as she slowly rose to her feet. One hand on my shoulder for balance, still holding the riding crop in my leash, she walked on our bed and stepped over Kate, turning to face me as she stood with her legs spread. She smiled down at me, her eyes glowing, blocking out my view of my wife. My cock was still buried inside Kate’s still-spasming pussy. And she looked absolutely amazing standing there above me in her dominatrix gear, her black collar proclaiming her a Feminist while mine reminded her how she had denied what she saw as my white male privilege. She couldn’t look much more regal or in control, and I couldn’t have been much more turned on, and as always, Riley knew exactly how to use that to her advantage.

“Don’t cum,” she ordered as I gazed up her. And then, she placed her riding crop on the back of my head, using it to pull my face toward her.

“Kiss it,” Riley said. “Kiss my pussy and thank me for teaching you how to fuck your wife properly.”

Beneath her, Kate cried out with laughter that still dripped with the residue of her multiple orgasms. But I knew I had to do as I was told. Tenderly, I placed my lips against the tight latex of Riley’s pants, right where the lips of her pussy showed through the clinging fabric. She giggled as I did as I was told, resisting the urge to lick her, contenting myself with a single worshipful kiss just the way Riley wanted.

“Thank you for teaching me how to fuck my wife properly, Miss Cooper,” I said, looking up at her. And Riley’s ample breasts rose and fell inside her low-cut black shirt as she took in a deep breath and let it out with a satisfied sigh. It was impossible to imagine a way for her to feel more in control, more powerful and desirable than she was in that moment.

“Does your ass hurt, Simp?” Riley asked with a sneer.

“Yes, Miss Cooper.”

“And yet here you are, kissing me and thanking me after I just beat you. You see how whipped we have you? You see how pathetic you are?”

“Yes, Miss Cooper.”

She was right, of course. And that only made the sting of the words greater, to know how true they were. Riley paused for a moment, still smiling down at me, seeming to savor this latest moment of capitulation. And then, her smile spread even further. Her teeth glowed white between her painted, parted lips, and I felt a new wave of nervousness washing over me. It seemed a new idea had occurred to my mistress, and I had no doubt it was going to mean more suffering for me.

“How badly do you want to cum right now?”

“Oh my God, Miss Cooper, so badly! I need it, please! I’m right on the edge, and I don’t think I can hold out much longer. Please, you and Kate are so sexy, and I need you both so badly! Please, Miss, I promise I’ll do whatever you say!”

“Oh, really?” Riley smiled, her eyebrows rising in surprise as she looked down at me. “Anything?”

Of course I knew how much trouble I was in. Of course I knew it was foolish to write a woman like Riley a blank check like this. But I also knew I didn’t have any choice. And better, in a way, to be manipulated by her with the promise of pleasure than forced to submit through pain. My ass was absolutely burning from the constant blows of her riding crop, and tied up and leashed like I was, I knew there was no escape from this cruel goddess. She could hurt me in so many different ways, and she had already proved that she was willing to do so. Plus, Kate proved she was no help. She wasn’t going to defend me from Riley’s dominant urges. So maybe my promise to Riley was dangerous, but everything about the situation we were in was dangerous now. The truth was, Riley could already make me do anything she wanted me to. Me promising to do it was just an outward sign of that inner truth.

“Anything, Miss Cooper.”

And even as Riley’s sinister smile chilled my blood, my cock continued to vibrate inside my wife’s still-twitching pussy.

“Okay. I’m going to let you cum. Just to show you I’m not a total bitch. Once I do, you have to do something for me.”

Riley leaned forward as she spoke, her red hair hanging like two curtains around her pretty face she locked her eyes on mine.

“You have to eat it,” she said.

I heard Kate explode with laughter. I grunted as I felt her pussy clench even tighter around my still-frustrated cock. A wave of shame washed over me, along with a total devotion at what Riley was saying. I understood her immediately, and the very idea terrified me. I couldn’t imagine something more humiliating, more disgraceful, and to be forced to do it in front of these women, including my wife, reminded me that whatever happened between us after this, I would never be able to erase the shame of what we had done. They were never going to forget the control they had over me, and making me do something so disgusting would always remind all three of us that when it came to them, I had no dignity and no self-control.

But that orgasm I still hadn’t had wasn’t going anywhere. It was still vibrating through me, still warping my mind with the pure pressure of what I wanted so badly. My body was screaming for release, and I couldn’t help myself. I knew I had no choice. I already knew I was beaten. And even if I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth, I had to accept that this was the position Riley and Kate had me in. I couldn’t resist them at all, couldn’t stand up to them in even the smallest way. They really did control me. Whatever privilege Riley believed I had once had had been firmly and finally revoked as I submitted completely to their feminine beauty.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said. And Riley laughed with joy, sheer joy and triumph and disbelief at what she was making me do and how easily she was making me do it vibrating in the air of our bedroom that was still heavy with sex.

“Oh my God, you’re such a pathetic loser,” Riley said through her laughter. “Okay then. Let’s do this.”

She turned as she spoke, stepping carefully on the mattress that sank under her high heels. Dropping to her knees, she lay down on the bed next to Kate. But Riley lay on her stomach, lifting her head to look at me over her shoulder as she pulled on the leash she still held. And as I crawled toward her, I felt the eyes of both women on me, watching every move I made.

Riley pulled me toward her. She lay with her legs together, her ass rising in the air and the latex that covered her shining in the light. As I got closer, she lifted the riding crop in her other hand and tapped it gently against her ass.

“Kiss my ass, beta,” she ordered, while Kate giggled beside her.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said. Awkwardly and without the use of my hands, I leaned forward. The tight latex pants perfectly shaped the cheeks of Riley’s ass, plunging into the crack between them. And that’s exactly where I placed my lips, guided by Riley, kissing her right on the hole that I knew was just underneath that gorgeous latex.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Riley said. She ordered me to straddle her legs, to kneel with my knees on either side of her hips. My cock ached and throbbed in the empty air as I stared down at her body, and she smiled at me over her shoulder, knowing what I was looking at, knowing what I was feeling.

“Now, you can hump my ass,” Riley said, raising her voice so that I could still hear her over Kate’s outraged laughter. “Like a little puppy. Go on. And then, once it’s done, you’re going to have to clean up your mess.”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I groaned. Again, it wasn’t like I didn’t know just how disgraceful and humiliating this act was going to be. But I couldn’t help it. I was driven on by my own desire, a prison of my own lust as much as I was a prisoner of Riley. Any promise of pleasure was enough to convince me to throw away any semblance of dignity and self-respect. And I groaned with pleasure as I pressed my cock against Riley’s ass, the shaft sinking into the cleft between her cheeks wrapped in shining latex.

I could feel my wife watching me as she lay beside us, not saying anything. I couldn’t meet her eyes. My cheeks burned with shame and humiliation, but I couldn’t resist. And I groaned in deviant pleasure at the smooth feel of Riley’s latex-covered backside rubbing against the underside of my cock.

Riley clenched her cheeks together, making me moan as they tightened around my shaft. At the same time, she set the riding crop aside and reached underneath herself. She placed her hand between her body and the mattress, her fingers reaching up between her legs to stroke her pussy through the tight fabric of her pants. She moaned softly, enjoying the moment. And as she did, she tugged on the leash attached to my collar, and I kept rubbing my cock against her ass, getting more and more carried away by the pleasurable sensations that raced through me.

And as I continued to hump Riley’s beautiful ass, she continued to play with herself. Her fingers moved carefully over the latex that covered her pussy, and she closed her eyes as another gasp escaped her lips. It was so unbelievably sexy, so outrageous, so deviant and humiliating and yet so believably thrilling. I couldn’t help myself.

With a loud cry, I came. My pulsing cock spurted my cum all over Riley’s ass, and she opened her eyes, smiling at me over her shoulder as she watched me tremble with the force of an orgasm that felt like it been denied forever.

As my long-awaited climax subsided, I was filled with an unbelievable sense of shame and dread. What she had told me I was going to have to do was humiliating even in the heat of the moment, but now, it was so much worse. My cock slowly softened, the last remnants of my orgasm dripping out to shine on Riley’s latex pants, and I shivered with horror to think of what was going to happen next.

But I knew it was going to happen. After all, it was what my feminist mistress wanted.

“Okay, Simp,” Riley said, tugging playfully on the leash again. “Get to work. And make sure you get every drop. Kate, can you do me a favor?”

“Sure,” I heard my wife giggle as she sat on the bed beside her friend. Riley picked up the riding crop that lay beside her and passed it to Kate over her head. My wife took it, turning the implement to hold it by the handle and bending the flexible shaft between her hands. Terror gripped me as I looked at her shining eyes studying the whip, and then rising to meet mine as a smile spread across her face. I had never seen my wife holding something like that before, but the way it made her smile scared me.

“Make sure he stays motivated,” Riley said. “And make sure he does a good job.”

Then, she closed her eyes. Her body wiggled enticingly as she settled down onto the mattress, heaving a big sigh as she relaxed. Ready to enjoy my worship. Ready to enjoy my latest and greatest humiliation.

“Well, you heard the lady, Dan,” Kate said with a shrug. She could pretend she was indifferent all she wanted, but I knew she wasn’t. I knew she was just as turned on by all this domination and submission as her kinky friend was. And even in my state of total humiliation and post orgasmic shame, I felt a tiny trace of fresh arousal at that thought. I loved knowing that my wife was kinky, loved that she enjoyed these games. I didn’t know why, but it filled me with unbelievable desire to know that the woman I was married to, the woman I loved, had this darkness to her.

And, resigned to my fate, I did what they wanted. Again, I lowered my face down to Riley’s ass and began to lick my mess off her latex.

It was terrible. The taste and texture repelled me, and the smell of my own ejaculate filled my nostrils. My seed slid easily over the latex, making it hard to scoop up with my tongue. And worst of all was the shame of knowing what I was doing. I nearly gagged, but Riley kept the leash tight, still controlling me even as she relaxed with her eyes closed. And after a while, I cried out as Kate whipped my ass with the riding crop.

“Do it, babe,” she said. “Clean all your cum off my friend’s ass like she wants you to.”

And Riley laughed, without opening her eyes, at Kate’s words.

So I did as I was told. I kept licking, kept sucking up my seed and swallowing it for the amusement of these evil women. I licked all over Riley’s ass, paying special attention to the crack between her cheeks where most of my semen had ended up. Then, I slowly moved lower, catching all the stray drops that had fallen on the backs of her thighs. When I was finished, her latex was shining with my saliva, the round shape of her ass sending shockwaves of fresh arousal through me as I kneeled above her. Already, unbelievably, my cock was starting to thicken and fatten again, teased back toward hardness in sheer humiliation of what I was doing and the dominant beauty of these women.

“Is he done?” Riley asked without opening her eyes. Beside me on the bed, Kate leaned forward, inspecting her friend’s skintight pants.

“Yeah, he got it all,” Kate said. And I moved as far as the leash would allow me, climbing off Riley’s body while she rolled over onto her back. She pushed herself up until she was leaning against the headboard of the bed, and with a little smirk, she tapped the toe of one boot on my half-hard cock.

“How’s that male privilege working out for you now?” she said.

“This is so humiliating,” I said. But that only made the women laugh more.

“Oh, we’re not even close to being done with you,” Riley said. “We’re not letting you go until you’ve fully learned your place as our submissive beta simp. By the time we’re done with you, you’re going to worship all women and acknowledge our rightful place as the rulers of the world. In fact, come with me. I have some other things I want to do with you.”

Riley swung her legs off the bed and stood. Still holding my leash, she used it to pull me toward her. As I crawled across the mattress, Kate lashed out with the riding crop again, laughing as she struck my beaten ass. And Riley pulled me off the bed, ordering me down onto the floor on all fours. Then, she snatched up her phone from the bedside table.

“Smile for the camera, Simp,” she ordered. As I looked up, she took a photo of me kneeling there, naked and leashed. Leaning forward, she adjusted my collar slightly, no doubt to make sure that the mocking words written on it were more clearly visible. Then she took another photo.

“Kiss my boots, Simp,” Riley ordered briskly. And I leaned forward to do as I was told. I heard her camera clicking above me as she took multiple photos of me worshiping her feet. Then, the clicking stopped, but she still held her phone in one hand, pointing down at me, and I knew she was taking a video.

“Apologize for your male privilege, Simp,” she ordered in a loud voice. “And tell me who has taken it away now.”

“I’m sorry for my male privilege, Miss Cooper,” I said as I cringed at her feet. “You have taken it away from me.”

“That’s right,” Riley said, a grin spreading across her face. “I have. I own you now, and you’re not getting any more of that male privilege. From now on, you’re a worthless Simp who lives to worship his mistress. Now, what do you say, beta?”

“Thank you, Miss Cooper,” I said, raising my head from her feet and looking right at the camera as I spoke. After all, it didn’t matter any longer. The women had me right where they wanted, and could do anything they chose to. And this was what they chose, to disgrace and humiliate me and record it all for posterity.

“That’s a good Simp,” Riley smiled. “But don’t think that’s going to get you any special favors.”

I wouldn’t dream of it.


Riley’s Lesson: Parts 13-18

13. On Riley’s Leash

It was another wild weekend. The kind of weekend that, by the time the week came around again, felt completely unreal. If it hadn’t been for the relentless chastity device I was once again locked into, combined with my wife’s teasing dominance that she displayed in the evenings after work, it would have been tempting to believe that it never happened at all. That I had somehow made it all up, crafting an unbelievable story of sexual domination and submission unlike anything I had ever experienced.

Except I knew I didn’t have the imagination for that. The things Kate and especially Riley did to me were beyond anything I could have come up with myself, beyond anything I had ever even imagined. I had certainly never imagined how good it would feel to submit, how deliciously kinky it was to be degraded and humiliated by these two beautiful mistresses. I still wasn’t used to it. I still wasn’t over it. And maybe I never would be, and maybe it was better that way. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew I wanted this to continue. Even though it scared me. Even though I knew that Riley was almost certainly going to escalate things and keep pushing my boundaries, the way she always did.

The photos and video she had taken were what worried me in particular. She could do anything with them, and I couldn’t stop her. For all I knew, she had already posted them online for all the world to see, sharing my total disgrace with strangers.

I could only hope that wasn’t the case.

But like everything Riley did, no matter how cruel and humiliating it might be, there was always an edge of sexiness about it, too. Because when I thought about it, when I wondered in the despair of my frustrated nights what she was doing after the weekend was over, the thought occurred to me that she had taken those pictures and that video for her own amusement. Maybe even now, I thought to myself after Riley had gone home, she was watching them back and getting turned on by them. Getting turned on by me, in a weird way. Yes, she loved to humiliate me. Yes, she got a sadistic kick out of embarrassing me, destroying my ego, disgracing me as a man. None of that changed the fact, though, that my wife’s sexy friend was turned on by me. Even if really, it was herself she was turned on by, and her complete domination of me. I would take that too, all for the thought of Riley’s delicious pussy getting wet as she thought about the things we had done, her nipples hardening in whatever underwear she was wearing at the time, that sly smile appearing on her pretty face as she watched the whole sorry spectacle all over again.

I’ll admit it; I was getting obsessed. I love my wife more than anything, and to me, she remains the most beautiful and sexiest woman in the world. But now, Riley was gaining on her. It was as if, after having ignored and suppressed my natural attraction to my wife’s friend for so many years, I was now making up for lost time. I couldn’t stop thinking about her, day or night. And I knew it wasn’t just about the way she looked. It was about the way she was, so cruel and dominant, so evil and alluring. Again and again, I thought back to the arguments we used to have, and her feminist point-scoring still annoyed me. Except now, with each passing day, it was harder to argue with her political beliefs. Not just because I was absolutely forbidden from contradicting my mistress, although I was. But also because in a way, these kinky games proved her right. If she wanted to argue men were inherently inferior to women, it was difficult for me to mount any kind of protest while I was forced to grovel at her feet. And ultimately, as much as it sometimes pained me to admit it, that was far more important to me than winning some unwinnable argument with a woman I knew was never going to let it go.

It’s hard to explain. I didn’t know why our previous philosophical arguments added a delicious thrill to what we were doing now. They just did. I had always resisted some of Riley’s more outrageous claims about the politics of gender, and it wasn’t like I truly agreed with them now. This was just a game, not reality, I insisted in the privacy of my own head, knowing I never would have said this out loud to either Kate or Riley. I wouldn’t dare. And of course, just acknowledging that brought home all over again just how easily they had beaten me and just how scared I was of these women who I couldn’t stop desiring.

It was all just a kinky game that led to amazing sex. That was what I told myself to make things easier, to take the sting out of the humiliating things Riley had made me say and do. And that was true. That was undeniably true. I had never had sex like this, never in my life. I had barely even dreamed such excitement was possible.

Riley and Kate, naturally enough, weren’t going to be satisfied with having me hump Riley’s latex-covered ass like a dog. And even though I had had sex with Kate, under the remorseless blows of Riley’s riding crop, my wife wasn’t done with me either. Sometimes, it felt like the two of them were in a kind of competition. Each of them determined to get as much as they could from me, struggling with one another to see who could demand more pleasure from me. Sometimes, it felt like I was the ultimate winner of that competition. Other times, I felt like the biggest loser in the world.

But not on the weekend. Because once I had had my embarrassing explosion on Riley’s ass, once I had humiliatingly cleaned up my mess and bitterly swallowed down every mouthful of my own orgasm, the girls weren’t done with me yet. And my own body seemed to be on their side, cooperating with them. The things they were doing were so unbelievably sexy, I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t control my monstrous lust, and after a week of being locked in chastity and teased by my gorgeous wife, maybe it shouldn’t have been much of a surprise. But by the time I had Riley’s ass cleaned to her exacting standards, I was rock hard again. The feel of her body under the latex, the sound of her moaning in pleasure as she touched herself, the pure humiliation of what I was doing, all combined to get me worked up into a state of pure and almost demented lust, all over again. There was no escape. I knew that. There was no escape from these women and what they did to me, no possibility of resisting. Even when I wasn’t locked in chastity, it felt like they still had more control over my body than I did. They had made me nothing more than an instrument of their pleasure, and somehow, it had worked perfectly. Something that few weeks ago probably none of us could have imagined was now our undeniable reality, yet somehow, I felt like I was the only one struggling to keep up. For Kate, and even more so for Riley, this seemed as if it were perfectly normal and natural. They both slipped into their new dominant roles as easily as they slipped into the sexy outfits they used to fuel my deep desire all over again.

There was a kind of genius in it. Or at least some form of dark magic that kept me enthralled to them. I didn’t know, couldn’t know, how conscious they were of what they were doing to me and why I submitted to it and how powerful they really were. But the way they acted in those moments made it seem as if they never for a moment doubted that I would give in. They never doubted their right as women to control me completely. In the end, that was part of what made them so sexy.

Once again, they used me well that day. I fucked Riley. I fucked Kate. I fucked them both, over and over again, one at a time and both together. I fucked them until my muscles ached, until my cock throbbed painfully from overuse, and yet I never made a single sound of complaint. I did as I was told, frantic with desire and the fear they came from knowing that any moment, this could all be taken away. Any moment, they might change their minds and decide to deny me, and there would be absolutely nothing I could do about it.

And in the end, that’s exactly what happened.

Kate and Riley used me completely, until I had nothing left. By the time they decided they would done with me, I was absolutely drained, muscles dancing with fatigue, every nerve in my body saturated with unbelievable pleasure. And then? Then they locked me back in the chastity device again.

Kate did it. While I lay there exhausted on the bed, she kneeled above me. From her sluggish movements, I could see she was no less tired than I was. But after all, she had a job to do. Sweeping her brown hair back from her face, she leaned over me, the gleaming metal toy in her hands. And I opened my mouth, about to beg her not to. About to plead with my wife to let me go free, to let us keep doing what we had been doing. After all, hadn’t I them pleasure? Hadn’t they enjoyed this wild day of sex with me finally uncaged? Hadn’t it been everything any of us could have wanted?

I knew all that. But I also knew it didn’t matter. I knew that the whole point of the game we were playing with that these women were going to do whatever they wanted to. Whatever was cruel and humiliating and frustrating for me was exactly what gave them pleasure. That imbalance of power was what gave these games that unbelievable thrill. And from the way my wife’s eyes shone as she pulled my cock and balls through the steel ring, as she pushed the tube down onto my manhood and locked it in place, I could see that for her, this was just as good as any sex I give her. The feelings of power that flowed through her in that moment were something I could only imagine, but I could see what it did to her. I could see the fire it lit in her eyes, the wild joy that bubbled out of her, as if laughter was always hiding just behind that pretty and sadistic smile. There was no way to stop her. And sometimes, when I saw her face lit up with joy at what she was doing, I didn’t want to stop her. I didn’t want to deny her the sick pleasure she got from treating me like this, even though it was at my own expense.

To call it complicated didn’t even do it justice. It was far more than that. But it was also sexy and thrilling and unbelievably exciting, and even though I feared being locked in the cage again, even though I was terrified of the power it gave these women over me, part of me welcomed it too. Part of me wanted this, exactly this. This shame, humiliation, this wild adventure of being their slave.

Once Kate had my cock locked back in chastity, she sat back on her heels. I could see her looking down at me, enjoying the sight of me at her mercy again. And on the other side of me, Riley sat up against the headboard. She, too, looked tired. I won’t deny that I felt a strange flush of pride to know that somehow, I had tired both of these vixens out. Inspired by their control of me, they seemed practically insatiable at times. But my own desire was like some demon inside me that kept pushing me on, pushing past fatigue, pushing past what I once thought were the limits of my body. And even now, exhausted as I was, I could still feel that demon clawing at me. Now that I was back in the cage, the authority of the women reasserted – though of course, it had never really gone away in the first place – I was feeling just as turned-on as ever. This wild desire wouldn’t give me even a moment’s peace. For once, my cock was sore from pleasure, not from being denied. But I could feel it once again throbbing inside the cage, and I knew all too well what lay ahead. More teasing, more frustration, more shame.

With a sigh, Riley climbed out of the bed. By now, she was naked, her clothes shed piece by piece so that we could have wild and passionate sex. And I watched her naked body move and start to gather them up. After all, there was no point being coy anymore. I had had sex with this woman multiple times, with my wife’s enthusiastic participation. No point pretending I wasn’t looking at her. No point pretending I didn’t desire her, after everything we had done.

I watched her get dressed. With some effort, she pulled her skintight latex pants back on over her legs, the rubber fabric gripping every curve and somehow making her look even more desirable than she did with no clothes on at all. I already knew she wore no panties underneath, that she had come to our house ready for sex. I watched as she guided her big boobs back into her bra and fastened it behind her, then put her black shirt back on. She still looked stunning. In fact, maybe she looked even better, now that she was glowing with the evidence of the sex we had had. Her blue eyes were shining in that irresistible way they had, her cheeks flushed almost as red as her dyed hair. She looked like exactly what she was, a gorgeous woman who knew exactly what she wanted from life and had just gotten exactly that. Fully dressed, she grinned at me, and I gazed at her with a desire that was starting to seem like it could never be fulfilled. After all, I had just had exactly what I wanted. I had just had as much sex as I could possibly handle. Somehow, now that I was locked back in chastity and at the mercy of these women, I knew it was never going to be enough.

Beside me, Kate moved too. Just like Riley, she had discarded the sexy lingerie she had bought for the occasion, the matching red set that drove me wild with desire. Now it was Kate’s naked body that I watched with undisguised hunger as she stepped onto the floor. I watched my wife head toward her closet and pull out some clothes, not sexy lingerie this time. Instead, it was the kind of thing she always wore around the house. A bra, panties, a T-shirt, some yoga pants. She dressed quickly, almost carelessly. And once she was dressed, she stood beside Riley for a moment, looking down at me with a grin that was strangely similar to that of her friend.

“I’m exhausted after that,” Kate said, stating the obvious. “Come on. Let’s go relax.”

“Okay,” Riley said, her breasts bouncing in the low-cut neck of her shirt as she shrugged her shoulders. Kate turned, and Riley followed her. I watched, feeling somehow abandoned and forlorn as their two beautiful asses, one gripped by tight yoga pants, one shining with skintight latex, moved away from me.

But I should have known better. I should have known that the women got weren’t going to leave me alone for long. Because even when we weren’t having sex, even when their tormenting of me was over, it seemed like they never stopped getting a kick out of bossing me around.

“Get us something to drink,” Kate said. She didn’t say please. She didn’t ask. She didn’t even turn to look at me as she spoke, continuing to walk down the hallway toward the living room with her friend following her. It was Riley who turned to smile at me over her shoulder as Kate spoke, not my wife. It was Riley who wanted to see the look on my face, wanted to see how I would react to being bossed around like this. As if she didn’t already know.

I sat up in the bed. My hands were no longer tied, released at some point during the endless hours of sex we had just had to allow me to fuck them better. But I was still wearing the humiliating collar Riley had put on me, the one that proclaimed that my male privilege had been denied. The pink leash dangled down on my chest as I sat up in the bed, reaching for the buckle of the collar. Riley, still watching me, slowly shook her head. Her red hair swayed, brushing her shoulders, as she silently told me to stop.

I lowered my hands. Of course I still felt shame at being controlled so easily by these women, so that all my new mistress had to do was shake her head, and I would instantly stop trying to free myself. But that was the way it was. And honestly, I would defy any man to do better in the situation I was in. These women owned me. They owned my manhood, my sexual pleasure, and that gave them total control over me. They knew it, and so did I.

So I kept the shameful collar on as I rose from the bed. I threw the leash back over my shoulder so that it wasn’t in the way as I made my way toward the kitchen. By now, Kate was sitting on the sofa, and Riley joined her, and I could feel the bright eyes of both women, bright blue with the same strange fire, following me with amusement as I did what I was told.

In the kitchen, I poured them both a drink. I was naked still, except for the chastity device and the humiliating collar I wore, and I knew that just made it funnier for the women as I brought them their drinks. Again, I felt those eyes on me as I walked across the room, moving up and down over my body to take in exactly what they had turned me into. They could hardly contain their laughter, either of them. And of course, neither of them thanked me as I handed them their drinks.

With no further instructions for the moment, I wasn’t quite sure what to do. I just stood there, feeling unbelievably awkward and self-conscious, while my wife and her friend sipped from their drinks and chatted as if I wasn’t even there.

“You know what?” Riley said, turning her face toward Kate as she sat crosslegged on the sofa, the latex that covered her thighs shining in the light. “I think this might even be better than the sex. I mean, don’t get me wrong. The sex is pretty great too. But imagine having a slave boy to order around and do whatever we say, whatever we like. That sounds pretty fun to me.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Kate said. And she looked at me again, smiling with delight, her teeth showing between her red lips as she grinned at me.

“What do you think about that, Dan? Want to be our slave boy?”

“Do I have a choice?” I asked. Both women laughed at that, looking at one another for a moment, enjoying my capitulation.

“No, I guess you don’t,” Kate said. “Not as long as we have those keys, anyway.”

And as she spoke, she reached out toward Riley, sliding her fingers underneath the thin chain that hung around her friend’s neck. Riley smiled as Kate gently lifted the chain, letting the key dangle, shining in the light like a caught fish. But I was the one who was caught. And Kate played with the key as if to remind me it was there, as if I could possibly ever have forgotten the source of all their power. But of course, I hadn’t. I wasn’t going to. It kept me up at nights, my brain on fire with disbelief and desire and disgrace. I wasn’t going to forget, anytime soon, that these women owned me.

“Then it’s settled,” Riley said, wiggling her hips slightly as she settled further into the sofa. She hadn’t put her boots back on, and her bare toes wiggled too, her whole body sharing in the delight she felt at being in charge. “It’s about time you men got put in your place. And that’s naked, on a collar and leash, kneeling at our feet and serving us. In fact, why didn’t you get down on the floor right now?”

Riley pointed to the floor at her feet as she spoke. She might have phrased it as a question, but we all knew it wasn’t. I knew a command when I heard one. And the smiles of both women mocked me as I dropped at once to the floor at Riley’s feet.

“Give me your leash, simp,” Riley said, and I could hear the sneer in her voice, all her dominant tendencies coming right back to her as she lorded her power over me. Pulling the pink leash from over my shoulder, I reluctantly handed it to the goddess sitting above me, and her smile only grew as she pulled on it, twisting it around her hand to keep it tight between us. I looked at her, shame burning my cheeks, the humiliation of being treated like this flowing unstoppably through me and once again feeding the arousal I couldn’t control. But for now, I knew, the girls had had enough sex. Now, it was my total emasculation they were after.

“Are you one of those pathetic guys who likes feet, Simp?” Riley said, while Kate giggled beside her. “Have you ever jerked your worthless cock to a girl’s toes before?”

“No, Miss Cooper,” I said, remembering the mocking title Riley had given herself.

“Well, that’s too bad,” Riley said. “It would have been fun to tease you with our feet. But either way, you’re going to do what we tell you from now on. And you know what I want you to do right now, Simp? I want you to lick my feet. Go on. Right here in front of your wife, so she can see what a pathetic loser you are. Lick my feet and show me you know that you’re a worthless excuse for a man who’s lucky to even be in the presence of women like us.”

Her words stung, just like they were meant to. But as always, how I felt about what was happening was more or less irrelevant. It was what Riley and what Kate wanted that mattered.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said. And I leaned forward, placing my hands on the floor of my own living room to run my tongue over the feet of my wife’s best friend.

I could taste the sweat on her skin. I could feel the warmth of her body against my tongue. I could feel the total shame and disgrace of what I was doing, radiating through my body like a bell that has been struck, but I did what I had to do. Riley let out a little slack on the leash, but only a little bit. Only as much as she had to to allow me to perform my humiliating duty. She wanted to keep it tight, wanted to remind me that I was still very much under her control.

“How does that feel?” I heard Kate ask as I continued worshiping the feet of my new goddess.

“It tickles,” Riley said, with laughter in her voice. “But it’s fun. Ever been with a foot slut?”

“No,” Kate said slowly.

I knew the basic outline of my wife’s sex life before we met. I knew as much as I care to know. She was a gorgeous woman, after all, and she was certainly no virgin when we started dating. It was better, I usually found, not to think about things like that. Except now Riley was throwing it in my face, once again reminding me that my wife had had other lovers before me. And maybe, just maybe, some of them were better than me. My cheeks burned with a fresh flush of humiliation as I crouched at Riley’s feet, licking and kissing while she ignored me for now.

“So you mean no one’s ever worshiped your gorgeous feet?”

I couldn’t tell if the shock in Riley’s voice was genuine, or just part of the act. I supposed it didn’t matter, really.

“No,” Kate said, and I heard the laughter in her voice, and I saw what was coming, as clear as day. As clear as I could see the dim reflection of myself, bowing and groveling, in the skintight rubber that covered Riley’s sexy legs.

“Well, here you go, then,” Riley said. I felt the leash grow slack as Riley handed it over to my wife, as if it was just that simple. Just that easy to hand control of me to another woman, to pass me back-and-forth between the two of them like the object they had turned me into. And for the first time in all the years of our relationship, I looked up to see my wife holding a leash connected to a collar around my neck, her beautiful eyes staring directly into mine, the smile never leaving her pretty face. I felt another wave of shame and disgrace, more powerful than the last. Was it worse to submit to Riley, a woman I had always had a somewhat strained relationship with? Or was it worse to submit to Kate, the woman I loved, the woman who I never doubted loved me back, but now clearly loved controlling me just as much as her friend did? I didn’t know the answer. These are the kind of questions I was forced to confront over and over now that we were playing these games together, and although I never got any answers, it didn’t stop me asking.

Kate’s eyes burned. For a moment, she looked a little hesitant, a little reluctant to control me and dominate me the way Riley had so easily. But that only lasted for a moment. I could practically see the change come over her, the blue glow once again lighting up her eyes at the knowledge that she could do whatever she wanted with me.

“Okay, Simp,” she said, smiling even more as she adopted Riley’s mocking term for me. “Time to lick my feet and show me how you worship your wife.”

“Yes, Kate,” I said, while both women laughed. And, weighed down by my own sense of shame and humiliation but unable to ignore the desire that burned inside me, I crawled toward my wife’s feet and began to worship her, too.


14. Being His Wife’s Simp

My hands trembled. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t control myself as I kneeled in the shower, the warm water cascading over me.

I did everything I could. I concentrated on the motions of my hand and on the task in front of me, trying to block out the implications, trying to block out the desire that, as always, surged inside me at the sight of my wife’s body standing naked in front of me. It was no use. More and more these days, it seemed like I was losing control of myself, losing even the most basic control of my body. I couldn’t stop my cock from pressing painfully against the unyielding steel of the chastity device that contained it. And now, I couldn’t stop my hand from shaking, even when I wanted nothing more than to keep it steady.

Kate watched every movement. She stood tall above me in the shower, the water rolling over her body and making her smooth skin shine, tormenting me all over again with deep desire for her. I never stopped wanting my wife, even before we started playing this twisted game. But now, that desire was something else. It was like it had taken on weight and mass, becoming something unignorable, irresistible, sometimes virtually unbearable. It felt like, if I couldn’t have Kate, I would die from frustration and desire. And even if I knew that wasn’t true, that knowledge did nothing to mitigate the pain of not being allowed what seemed at that moment and in many others like it to be like the most precious prize the world could offer.

And Kate knew all that, of course. It was part of why she did what she did. It was exactly why she had me kneeling in front of her in the shower, shaving her legs for her. The woman just loved to drive me crazy.

Since the weekend, our relationship a changed a little again. Kate was still firmly in charge, of course. Even after Riley went home, after making me endure several more humiliations, making me apologize for my male privilege and thank her for revoking it, Kate stayed in charge. She still had that chastity key hidden somewhere, and I had no idea where, but as long as she held it, I was helpless to resist her. I had to do what my wife said.

She was just as teasing as ever. Just as excited by the game we were playing. But now, if anything, she was even more dominant. On the weekend, Riley had given her an idea. They had talked about how easily they could dominate me, how much fun it was to have a man who had no choice but to serve their every whim. Together, they had made me do exactly that. They had made me cook for them, watched me clean the house, enjoyed every moment of my total submission.

For the rest of that week, our evenings fell into a strange new pattern. When we came home from work, it was like stepping out of the real world and into this strange concoction of fantasy and desire we had created together. Kate wanted me naked, wanted to see the chastity shining between my legs as I served her. And she made me wear the collar, too, the shame collar, as Riley called it. The pink leather collar with MALE PRIVILEGE DENIED written on it in tall unmissable letters, designed to remind us both of the ridiculous position I found myself in. Kate, thankfully, had never been as invested in Riley’s feminist views as her friend was. But clearly, she got a kick out of playing that same game with me. And maybe, seeing the way her friend ordered me around, seeing how Riley had completely and totally dominated me and taken ownership of my sexuality and my body, maybe it was getting hard for Kate to deny the truth of at least some of what Riley said. When she talked about male inferiority and the obvious superiority of females, I wasn’t allowed to argue. But as I groveled at the feet of both of them, I knew I couldn’t exactly make a compelling argument anyway. Not as long as I was weak enough to let them treat me like this, so overcome with desire that I would bow and scrape and fulfill whatever humiliating task they wanted me to do next.

I had learned Riley’s lesson well.

And for all that week, like the one before, Kate did not release me from chastity. She bossed me around, made me cook and clean, made me kneel before her and rub her feet to ease the pain of wearing high heels all day at work. But she wouldn’t let me fuck her.

What she did allow was for me to kneel and go down on her. In fact, she demanded it, and that alone was enough to make my cock press painfully against the chastity device all over again, desperately trying to harden as I experienced this new dominant, demanding, selfish side of my wife’s personality.

She had me lick her to orgasm every single night that week. And when I was done, I was dismissed. Told to leave her alone and go to bed, to spend another sleepless night lying beside my wife and listening to her breathe heavily, completely content with this wild new life we were living. And as I lay there, wild thoughts buzzed through my head. Of course, I thought of ransacking the bedroom once or twice, tearing the place apart to find the key that could release me and free me from this strange mixture of heaven and hell I was living in. But I didn’t do it. For one thing, I didn’t know that the key was there. For all I knew, Kate could’ve given the key to Riley and let her take them both home to make sure I would never find it. All she might have hidden it elsewhere outside the house.

And of course, by now, I knew that while all of those things were true, but they were also release partially excuses. They were ways for me to not take action, to not jeopardize this wild game we were playing. It drove me crazy, especially at times like that, when I lay alone in the night, with nothing to do except think about everything that had happened. But I knew that the minute Kate started playing with me again, or the minute I saw Riley, I would be right back into it 100%. It was too exciting to do anything else. That strange part of me I didn’t fully understand loved playing this game with them. Some part of me, and not an insignificant one, wanted nothing else.

Then, in the morning, Kate would remove my collar, but not my chastity. If we had time, she would have me give her another orgasm with my mouth. And then we would rush off to work, both of us, her glowing with sex and completely content with her new position as the undisputed head of the household. And I would slink off to the office, feeling the weight of the chastity device hanging between my legs to remind me I was owned, every minute of every day, the submissive slave of a wife who seemed only to be growing into her female sexual power. Not to mention her kinky feminist friend who got an unbelievable kick out of bringing me to my knees.

That was my life now. As difficult as it was to believe, this was reality. And every day and every night was lit up by desperate desire, every minute of every day keeping me turned on and brimming over with sexual energy. I had never experienced anything like it. It was like being a teenager again, only even more so. I couldn’t even masturbate to relieve the pressure. Only Kate or Riley could give me orgasms now. And I had never felt a week to be as long as I now did, longing desperately for the weekend and hoping for another kinky threesome with the women who owned me. I knew I couldn’t expect it. I knew I couldn’t make it happen, no matter how badly I wanted it. But I also knew that Kate and Riley enjoyed using me that way, and that was part of what kept me going. The wild excitement of knowing that my sex life was more pleasurable than it had ever been, of knowing that I had never had sex like this with anyone. Of course, that thought only added to my frustration and torment in the lonely nights or while I was trying to work. But it didn’t change the fact that it turned me on.

And toward the end of the week, Kate announced what our next adventure would be. Of course, she wasn’t asking me for my input. She was telling me what would happen. But the thought of it sent a jolt of excitement through me, along with the usual complement of fear and nervousness and doubt and shame. This kinky adventure was like a workout for my emotions, my brain buzzing with feelings that half the time, I struggled to even name.

“We’re going on a double date,” Kate said on Thursday.

“A double date? With who?”

“With Riley,” Kate said with a smile. “She’s met this new guy, and I want to meet him.”

She laughed as she spoke, the whole idea endlessly amusing to her. My thoughts buzzed inside my brain, almost too fast for me to follow, and it was Kate, not me, who managed to pick out one startling strand of the ideas going through my head.

“Are you jealous?”

“No,” I said immediately. But Kate just smiled, as if she knew better. Maybe she did. Because the truth was, she was right. The thought of Riley with somebody else did make me jealous. I knew it didn’t make sense, on any level. But the three of us had been so intimate lately, and there was nothing I loved more than spending the weekend with both my sexy mistresses. The thought of anyone intruding on that was never going to be welcome to me.

“Yes you are,” Kate said, laughter spilling out of her and lighting up every word she spoke. “I can’t believe this! What, did you think she was going to be exclusive? To you? Do you think she’s your girlfriend or something? You’re a married man!”

“I know,” I muttered. Strange to say after all the humiliation I was put through on a daily basis, but this embarrassed me, too. My feelings for Riley were anything but straightforward. Of course I didn’t think of her as my girlfriend. I had never bothered to think about whether we were exclusive or not. I was just enjoying the ride. But now, forced to confront reality, there was no getting away from the fact that I didn’t like the thought of her being with anyone else. Even though I knew I couldn’t stop it, even though I knew this was all part of the kinky game we were playing. Riley was always going to do whatever she wanted, and I had no right reason to expect anything else. Still, I felt the way I felt.

“You’re so silly,” Kate said. “Have I been letting you get too close to her lately? Are you in love with Riley?”

“Of course not,” I said. That much I was sure of. No matter how strong the feelings I might have for my wife’s friend were, they were nothing like the way I felt about Kate. And thankfully, Kate seemed to understand that. She was still smiling, showing no trace of worry, doubt, or jealousy over my attraction to her friend. That was good. After all, it was basically her fault.

“Good. Then you won’t mind us going on this little date. And I want you on your best behavior. Be a good boy for me, and for Miss Cooper.”

Kate laughed again as she spoke. It was all so incredibly funny to her. But to me, it was just another confusing episode of this new life we were living, another chapter in the story of humiliation and subjection to my wife and her feminist friend. I didn’t know what it would mean. But I didn’t have long to wait to find out.

Friday came. As usual, when Kate came home, I was ordered to strip and put on my shame collar. Then, my wife hooked her finger through the steel ring at the front of the collar, not needing a leash to guide me toward the bathroom. She shed her work clothes, once again making me weak with lust as I stared hungrily at her beauty. And she stepped into the shower and ordered me to join her, to bathe her tempting body and get her ready for the evening ahead.

And as always, I did as I was told.

The razor slid over her legs as she stood above me, enjoying the view. I used both hands as I tried to hold it steady, terrified of what might happen if I accidentally cut her. Kate wasn’t nearly as big on physical punishment as Riley clearly was. But I had learned over the past few weeks not to put anything past my life, especially once she got into a dominant mood. There was a time not too long ago when I wouldn’t have thought her capable of any of this. Almost every day, Kate found some new way to surprise me.

So I did what I was told. Once my wife was satisfied that I had gotten her legs smooth and hairless as she wanted them, she had me carefully trim her pubic hair. It was a strange kind of torture to have her pussy shining in front of me, wet from the shower, her lips puffy and swollen with desire – because I knew this turned her on as much as it did me. The only difference was, she was in control. There was nothing I could do except follow her orders and hope to be allowed to pleasure her.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she said when she was finally happy with my work. Turning off the shower, she stepped out, grabbing a towel to dry herself off. I followed, grabbing my own towel and quickly drying before following my naked wife toward the bedroom. She tossed her towel carelessly aside on the bathroom floor as she went, and I felt another stab of humiliation and desire to think that she knew she wouldn’t be the one who had to pick it up and clean it. That, I already knew, would be my job.

But that was for later. For now, my attention was locked onto her sexy body that swayed in front of me with every step as she led me into the bedroom that had seen so much wild adventure over the past couple of weeks. Standing in front of her dresser and its large mirror, she turned to look at me.

“Get over here, simp,” she said, a provocative smile on her face as she used the mocking title Riley given me. “Get down on your hands and knees and crawl.”

Of course, I did it, just as she knew I would. Like a dog, I crawled on hands and knees across the floor of our bedroom to my wife’s feet.

She positioned me in front of the dresser. And then she sat down on my back. The warmth of her body and the softness of her skin added to my despairing desire as I crouched beneath her, and as I heard her moving above me, I realized she was doing her makeup. My cheeks burned with humiliation at the thought of being used like this, no more than a stool for Kate’s convenience. But as usual, I did nothing about it. I couldn’t do anything about it. I just had to take it.

Kate took her time beautifying herself, not that she needed it. But it had been a long time since we went out on a real date, and clearly, my wife was keen to look her best. Sitting in front of the mirror, she transformed herself, and by the time she climbed off my back, she looked even more like a goddess than she naturally did. Her lips were red and impossibly full, her blue eyes shining between thick dark lashes, their color brought out by the eyeshadow and mascara she wore. She looked incredible. I turned my head to watch her go as, without a word, she stepped away from me and the dresser and moved toward her closet, pulling out some clothes.

I watched. I watched as she maneuvered her breasts into a bra, a seamless, strapless one that by itself, wasn’t overly exciting. But when I saw the dress she had planned for the night, I felt my cock surge all over again inside its steel prison. I had never seen it before, but I could tell straightaway how good it was going to look on her. It was made of silk that was a vibrant red color to match her lipstick, and it looked tiny as she pulled it off the hangar. As Kate pulled it onto her body, I watched the shining fabric stretch around her, embracing every curve of her gorgeous figure. The dress was strapless, bearing her slender shoulders, and her breasts swelled magnificently under the fabric as it swooped in toward her narrow waist. The dress went no lower than her mid thighs, squeezing her legs tightly, clinging to her hips and her ass, revealing that incredible body that I could never get enough of.

“Do you like it?” she asked, posing with one hand on her hip as she stood in front of me.

“Kate, you look amazing,” I said. And she smiled.

Moving back toward the closet, she pulled out a pair of high heels. Stilettos, in fact, strappy things that exposed her toes as she slid her feet into them and buckled the tiny buckles. Then, she stepped toward me, and the sultry sway of her body in her high heels made me tremble all over again as I looked up at her from my hands and knees, the conquering goddess in red who haunted my dreams and made my every waking hour an agony of arousal and desire.

“Good,” she said in a soft voice. She stood right in front of me now with her feet apart, her long legs disappearing under the tight dress right in front of my desperate face. I could smell her perfume rising around her like a cloud, and the sight of her like that, her warm brown hair tumbling over her shoulders, her breasts rising and falling with every breath she took, reminded me all over again what an incredible beauty I had married. Like I say, it had been a long time since I had seen her all dolled up. And seeing it now was practically enough to take my breath away.

“Now, panties,” she said, capturing my attention immediately. “With a dress this tight, it’s hard to find the right underwear. Would it be really naughty if I didn’t wear any?”

“Oh my God, Kate, what are you doing to me?” I groaned, while my wife giggled above me. Shifting her weight, she put her feet together, bending her knees and bending at the waist and placing her hands on her thighs as she leaned down toward me. Her red silk dress seemed to strained to contain her incredible curves as she looked down at me, blue eyes shining under half-closed lids, red lips moving sensually around the words as she spoke them.

“Is that something you want? You like the thought of your wife running around out there without any panties on?”

“Oh my God, Kate, yes!” I groaned, making her laugh again. And, caught up in the moment, swept away with desperate desire, I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against her feet, kissing them both with desperate passion. Above me, caught by surprise, Kate burst out laughing. She never could quite get used to my total submission to her. She loved playing these games, and in many ways, she was a natural dominatrix. She took control of me so easily, so effortlessly, that it seems strange neither of us had ever thought of this before. But every now and then, this other side of her showed through, the total shock and wild delight of knowing just how badly she had me whipped.

“Why? Are you hoping you’ll get a peek? Or are you hoping somebody else will?”

“I don’t know, honestly, Kate. It’s just a really sexy idea to me. I don’t know why. Just the thought that there’s nothing between you and the world except that dress… It turns me on.”

“Well, you know how much I love to tease you,” my wife said, straightening up. “But what are you going to wear? I mean, if I’m not going to wear my panties, I feel like someone should.”

My head jerked up at that, no longer kissing her beautiful feet. Of course I knew where she was going with this. My heart buckled with shame, and my head was spinning, and as always, my cock was throbbing wildly inside its steel prison. I was speechless as I gazed up her, terrified of what was coming but as always, turned on by the thought of surrendering to such control, too. And Kate was absolutely in her element. Delighted with her power over me, she couldn’t stop smiling.

“That’s the deal, simp,” she said. “If you don’t want me wearing panties, you have to wear them instead. Besides, I think I’ll be fun. I mean, for a moment, I contemplated making you wear your shame collar to dinner. You know what a kick Riley would get out of that. Then I thought, that’s too mean, even for me. So think of this is a compromise. No one will be able to see. No one will know, except me. But it will turn me on so much, knowing what you’re wearing under your pants. And who knows? If it turns me on enough, maybe you’ll even get lucky tonight.”

That was all she needed to say, and Kate knew it. The promise of release dangled in front of me every hour of every day, the unspoken motivation behind almost everything we did. But hearing her vocalize it like that only made it more powerful. I wanted her so badly as she stood there in her sexy dress, and I would do anything to have her. She knew that just as well as I did.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll wear them.”

The grin that spread across Kate’s pretty, made-up face was heart-stopping in its beauty and cruelty.

“That’s a good boy,” she said. “What a pathetic simp you are. Okay, let’s get you a nice humiliating pair. Pink, of course, because you’re not a real man, are you? Nice and small, too, like the ones I was going to wear. We don’t want you being too comfortable, do we?”

I didn’t answer. For now, my wife didn’t seem to require an answer from me. She stepped toward her dresser, opening her underwear drawer, and I watched, not rising off hands and knees. Again, my skin was on fire with shame and humiliation, and as always, there was nothing I could do about it.

Finding the panties she wanted, Kate tossed them toward me. I picked them up off the floor, sitting back on my heels as I stared at the tiny scrap of pink fabric in my hands.

“Put them on now,” Kate said, folding her arms to make her breasts rise under the red silk fabric of her dress. “Model them for me. I want to see what they look like. I want to see how pathetic my simp husband looks in my panties.”

I rose to my feet. Again, I had the strange feeling of having stepped into some kind of kinky dream. Maybe it was an attempt to make things easier myself, to pretend this wasn’t really happening, though of course, I knew that it was. I stood in front of Kate, and she looked at me expectantly, confidently waiting for me to obey her command. She was right. Honestly, as shameful as it was, as shameful as it is even now to admit, it never really even occurred to me to try and deny her. I knew I had no choice and no power in the situation I found myself in.

So I pulled on my wife’s panties, struggling to get them into position on my bigger body. The panties had a thong back that dug into my ass, and the waistband dug into my skin, and my caged cock showed clearly through the thin fabric that could barely cover it. Already, I could see how horribly uncomfortable the underwear was, made for a body very different from mine. But the smile on Kate’s face as she looked me up and down told me already that there would be no escape for me. She liked what she saw. She liked what she had done to me. And I knew that she would get an enormous thrill from knowing I had this little secret out in public.

“I love this,” Kate said, stepping forward. I groaned as she pressed her hand lightly against the bulge in the front of the panties, her fingers tracing the shape of the chastity cage as she played with it. As if reminding herself of the source of her power, reminding herself why I did what she said. As if either of us could forget. Then, lifting her hand away, she stepped aside. She sat down on the edge of our bed, and I watched the whispering silk of her dress slide even higher on her thigh, baring acres of soft skin as she crossed her legs.

“Hurry up and get dressed,” she said. “We’re going somewhere nice. Put on some slacks and that blue shirt I like you in.”

And of course, I did exactly as I was told. Moving to the closet, I picked out the clothes she wanted to see me in and pulled them on, grateful at least that I could hide the humiliating panties I wore. I could tell right away that just like the chastity cage, there would be no forgetting that they were there. The underwear was uncomfortable enough that I would not forget, even for a second, what my sexy wife had done to me.

And while I dressed, Kate moved over toward the dresser. I watched her body bend, entranced by the round shape of her ass straining the stitching of the dress as she pulled a drawer out completely. She reached up underneath it, and I realized with a dull sense of shock that she was grabbing something she had taped to the underside of the top of the dresser. By the time she turned around with the key to my chastity in her hand, I already knew what it was.

But she didn’t unlock me. Instead, Kate opened the jewelry box in the top of the dresser and took out a short thin chain. Threading it through the top of the key, she wrapped the chain around her left ankle. The key shone next to her foot, tempting me with my total powerlessness, my inability to do anything about it. And my wife adjusted her tight dress as she straightened up again, beaming at me, thrilled with how the night was going so far.

“Okay, Simp,” she said brightly. “Time for you to take me out on a date.”


15. Riley’s New Toy

It had been a while since Kate and I went out on a date. But we had never been out on a date like this.

I couldn’t forget the position I was in, just as my wicked wife had planned. The weight of the chastity cage hanging from my cock, along with the discomfort of the pink thong panties I was wearing, combined to make sure I couldn’t forget even for a moment my inferior position. It sapped any confidence I might have had, eroding my self-esteem, making me feel like some pathetic loser who had inexplicably married an absolute goddess.

That was exactly what Kate looked like. With the shining red silk of her dress clinging to every curve of her body, she was absolutely stunning. And wherever we went, I knew, she was found to be the center of attention. I guess that was a kind of relief, in a way. With her by my side, no one would be looking at me.

I drove us downtown. In the parking lot of the restaurant, Kate’s high heels rapped loudly on the concrete floor as if announcing her arrival. And as she walked toward the door of the restaurant, I followed behind her, as bewitched as always by the rhythmic sway of her body, her ass straining against the shining red silk that gripped just as tightly as I wanted to, her incredible hourglass figure fully on display. And of course, without my conscious brain intervening, my eyes drifted down to the high heels that were making her walk that way and the thin chain around her left ankle, the tiny key swinging and swaying with every step she took. As if my manhood and my sexual pleasure were the most insignificant things in the world. The key that owned me was just a piece of jewelry for her to wear, a thing to enhance her fun and her sense of power. Just like it, I, too, was basically an object at this point, an accessory. We might be on our first date in a long time, but of course, I already knew that really, tonight was going to be all about the women.

They had made a reservation. Kate stepped toward the pretty hostess and gave her name calmly and confidently. The host gave her a professional smile as she led us to a table. We had got there first. As Kate lowered her lovely body down into her chair, I felt as if my whole being was throbbing desire as I watched her every move as if trying to study her. Now her lovely legs were hidden under the table, but I couldn’t miss the shape of her breasts pressing against the top of her silk dress, or the way the cascading waves of her brown hair framed her pretty face. And of course, I couldn’t miss the glow in her eyes. It was the first time I had seen it out in public, that look she got on her face when she was dominating me. Until that moment, it had always been confined to our house, and seeing it now, in this context, made it somehow even more wildly exciting. This insane new development in our sex life, this wild new adventure we were having, was now taking over even more of my life. We were going public, in a way, and that thought terrified me. Even if what was actually happening was mostly hidden. No one knew I was wearing my wife’s panties under my clothes. No one knew, except for Kate and Riley, when she arrived, that I was locked in chastity. Someone might notice the key hanging around my wife’s ankle, but it was a big leap from that to figuring out what it actually was for.

Or so I hoped, anyway. But still, just the thought of its was enough to send fear lancing through my body all over again. I knew what was going on, and so did Kate, and that, I guess, was the point. Neither of us could forget the humiliating predicament she had me in, the power she had over me, and that was what gave the night its wild thrill. And as a waitress appeared to take our drink order, I knew that my nervousness was entirely justified. After all, I knew from crazy experience what these women were capable of.

We tried to make small talk while we waited for Riley and her date to arrive. It wasn’t easy. With my wife sitting there in front of me, her unbelievably tempting body tightly wrapped in shining red silk, sex was all I could think about. Pain spread out from between my legs as I tried, as usual, to get hard inside my chastity device, and met the usual painful resistance from the steel cage. Another unnecessary reminder of the trouble I was in. And just as it always did, the feel of the chastity only made things worse, reminding me of the unbelievable truth. Reminding me unnecessarily of how my wife owned me, how she controlled me completely, and how much I enjoyed that unbelievable fact.

Soon, Riley arrived with her companion. I was facing the entrance to the restaurant, so I saw them first. Well, I say them. What I saw was her. I barely paid any attention to him.

Riley had her hair down, the artificially red blaze of it falling just short of her shoulders. There was a slight wave to it that gave it texture, shining faintly in the restaurant’s tasteful lighting as she walked toward us. She was wearing a dark green dress with a low neckline that showed the beginnings of what I knew from experience to be truly fabulous cleavage, her breasts rising and moving with every step she took toward us. The dress was every bit as tight as the one my wife wore, the green fabric clinging to Riley’s beautiful body and straining around her legs with every step she took. She was wearing high heels, too, strappy stilettos similar to the ones Kate wore that showed off her toes. She smiled at the sight of us, at the sight of me. Back before this crazy game started, back when we were just friends, seeing me didn’t make her smile like that. But now it did. Now, it seemed as though it filled Riley with joy just to look at me, and I knew exactly why. It wasn’t because she took a great delight in my company; of course not. It was because she knew the shameful truth. I wondered, as I looked at her and my brain helplessly flashed back to all the wild events of the past few weeks, if the same thing happened to her. When she looked at me, did she think of all the outrageous things we had done together, all the kinky sex we had had that, to be honest, I don’t think either of us ever really expected? Probably that was exactly what happened. And to think of her, this gorgeous woman, thinking about sex when she looked at me, added another throb of frustration and desire to the remorseless pain between my thighs.

As they reached our table, Riley’s date pulled out a chair for her, and she smiled up at him as she sat down. Her dress grew even tighter around her as she moved, twisting slightly in her chair to hang her tiny purse off the back of the seat. Her date was a fairly nondescript young man, as far as I tell from the occasional glance I took at him. Dark hair, brown eyes, a couple of days worth of stubble showing on his cheeks. No visible tattoos, no obvious piercings. I guess in a way, I was little bit surprised. Maybe I had expected Riley’s taste to be less conventional, less conservative. After all, she always had a kind of alternative edge to her, and I guess I expected the same in any man she would be with. But I didn’t see any of that in him.

“Travis, this is Kate and her husband Dan,” Riley said, making introductions. “Guys, this is Travis.”

“Hi, Travis,” Kate said with a welcoming smile, and I echoed her greeting, though with less enthusiasm. This was something the women wanted, I knew. Even before all this kinky stuff, my wife always took a real interest in her friend’s love life. To me, it was far less absorbing. But after all, I had no choice but to be there and to go through the motions, so that’s what I did. I said hello like I was supposed to, and I kept mostly quiet while Riley and Kate led the conversation, with Travis doing his best to stay involved. It was the women’s show now, and Travis, I knew, could have no idea just how true that was, how much trouble he was in. Or maybe he did. Maybe he did, and the temptation of kinky sex with Riley was just too great to resist. If that was the case, I could hardly blame him. I had had plenty of occasions over the last few weeks to ask myself what I would have done if I had known all along where things would lead us. What would I have done if I had known what Kate was going to turn me into? Again and again, the terrible thought occurred to me that I would have done nothing different. I would have done exactly what I did, would have gone along with her every scheme and suggestion. The sex was just too good to do anything else. It was another humiliating admission to add to the list of shameful truths about myself I had been forced to confront lately. All part and parcel, of course, of my wife’s total domination of me.

I barely listened to the conversation they were having. When the food we ordered came, I barely noticed. I ate it mechanically, without any real appetite. And even though my focus was completely locked on the two gorgeous women I shared a table with, I hardly heard a word they said. Inconsequential things, learning more about Travis, who I didn’t much care about, and telling him more about Riley. My wife was a good friend, of course, only telling stories about Riley that showed her in a flattering light. But given the way she looked, I didn’t imagine that Riley’s date needed any further encouragement to like her. We men are simple creatures, really. If a woman is sexy enough, we will overlook all kinds of flaws in her personality. I, with my cock under lock and key for these two women, was living proof of that humiliating fact.

Once upon a time, I used to argue with Riley. I used to contradict her badly-thought-out feminist views and predictable so-called progressive stances. Not anymore. Now I agreed with every word she said. Now I submitted myself to her completely, groveling at her feet while I agreed that women were inherently superior to men and proved it with my total submission to her and to Kate. In a situation like that, personality no longer seem to count for much. The desire I felt for Riley and for Kate was the driving force behind everything we did, the strange magic that made all this possible.

And as I sat there, pretending to listen, adding the odd noise of agreement whenever my wife seemed to require it of me, I had to face another humiliating truth. I was jealous of Travis, just as my wife had said. Even though I knew that was ridiculous. Even though I knew that my relationship with Riley, whatever it was, was a long way from being any kind of conventional romantic entanglement like the ones I had had before. It was about sex and it was about power and it was about humiliation, but it certainly wasn’t about love. With Kate as my mistress, as cruel and demanding as she undoubtedly was, love was still a major force behind everything. But it wasn’t that way with Riley. She owed me nothing, just as I was not beholden to her, and all that kept us together with the pleasure we took in having kinky sex with each other. I had no claims on her, just like Kate said. To even think that I might was ridiculous.

And yet I did think it. Sitting there in the restaurant looking at her body tightly wrapped in that green dress, watching her breasts rise and fall in the low neckline as she breathed, watching her eyes flash and sparkle like the jewelry she wore as she smiled and laughed and flirted with another man, I felt an unwarranted and undeserved jealousy bubbling inside me. I wanted her badly, and I wanted her to myself. I wanted us to carry on playing the crazy game we had been playing, doing what we had been doing up to that point. It might be embarrassing, humiliating, disgraceful. But it was the most fun I had ever had in bed, with anyone. I didn’t want anything to change that. And I didn’t want any other man, no matter who he was, getting a taste of that. I wanted Riley to keep being my dominant mistress, and I didn’t want to share her with anyone. I knew it was ridiculous, and I would never say anything about it, not even to Kate. I would keep denying it with my last breath. But you can’t lie to yourself. You can’t hide the truth from your own mind. I was jealous of Travis, and it made me inclined to dislike the guy. Even though I knew how unbelievably unfair that was, how ridiculous and absurd, it didn’t change anything at all.

After all, if we could help the way we feel, I never would have ended up in this unbelievable position in the first place.

Finally, the meal ended. The bill arrived, and I paid our share without thinking, barely even looking at the numbers. After all, it wasn’t like it mattered. It wasn’t like I had any choice. If Kate and Riley wanted to eat here, we all knew that was exactly what would happen, and nothing I might say or think about it would make any difference.

But I did notice what Riley said next. I’ll admit that my ears pricked up at her words, that increasingly familiar combination of hope and fear and desire spreading through my chest all over again. The game we were playing never really stopped, not with me locked in inescapable chastity and forced to submit to my wife on a daily basis and to Riley whenever she found the time to play with us. But as Riley spoke, I knew it was about to go to another level.

“Let’s go back to my place,” she said, her teeth showing white in a wide grin as she spoke. And Kate smiled too as she looked over at me, not asking for my permission, my consent, or my input. She already knew that she had those. She just looked over at me to smile at me for a moment, perhaps to enjoy another demonstration of the power she had to make me do whatever she wanted. Then she turned her smile back on her practically giddy friend across the table.

“Okay,” Kate said. And Riley all but clapped her hands together in girlish glee at the possibilities the night now held.

Travis drove ahead of us in his car, and I followed in ours. Neither Kate nor I said much along the way. At one point, she commented that Travis seemed nice, and I grunted a noncommittal sound in answer. I felt Kate looking at me, and without taking my eyes off the road, I could imagine the expression on her pretty face. I was just confirming what she had said about me being jealous of her friend, but I couldn’t help it.

“You’re going to be a good boy tonight, right?” Kate said at another point as we drove, more or less out of nowhere. Tearing my eyes away from the road just for a second, I glanced across at her.

“Yes,” I said reluctantly. After all, there was no point flattering myself that I had any chance of resisting them. I had no idea what they had in mind, but I knew how impossible it was for me to say no to them. And I absolutely dreaded the idea of another man being involved. It made me breathless with humiliation to think of someone other than Riley and Kate learning about these newfound submissive tendencies I apparently had. But I also knew that as usual, I had no choice in the matter. As always, I was going to have to go along with whatever they said. And as always, thinking along those lines only turned me on more, only made me want these vixens even more than I already did.

Finally, we arrived at Riley’s place. She lived in the basement suite of an old house in one of the nicer parts of town, a place she had occupied for years. But in all the times I had been there before, I had never felt anything like this sense of nervousness, fear, doubt, and trepidation. I had never before seen the door of her house as what it appeared now, the gateway to a realm of potentially incredible pleasure, but undoubtedly deep humiliation as well. Part of the excitement of playing with these women was never knowing what you’re going to get, ecstasy or torture or both. Part of the thrill came from knowing that in the end, it didn’t really matter. To get what I wanted from them, I had to take whatever they decided to give me.

Travis’s car was already in the driveway, and he and Riley were standing beside it, waiting for us. Riley waved, flashing that dazzling smile that caught the headlights of my car as I pulled up next to hers and shut off the engine. Kate swung her long legs out of the passenger seat, adjusting the skintight dress that had ridden up her body as she sat. And I followed behind, taking another look at my wife’s gorgeous body in that scandalous dress, heading into Riley’s apartment for who knew what fresh adventure.

Inside, Riley turned on the TV, setting it to a music station. She sat down on the sofa, crossing her legs in the dress that seemed almost too tight to allow it, and Travis sat beside her, a goofy grin on his face. He put his arm around her as she put a hand on his chest, snuggling her body up against his, and again I battled against the flood of my own jealousy as I thought about what lay ahead.

“It’s been such a fun night,” Riley said, the smile never leaving her face as she snuggled up against her boyfriend. He held her tight, his arm around her waist pulling her hourglass-shaped body against him, her bare leg resting on his. I could see how badly they wanted each other. That wild sexual energy seemed to crackle in the air once again, as unmistakable as always, and in my weird state of jealous desire, it felt like a defeat.

“It’s not over yet,” Travis said, turning his head to look at Riley. And Riley didn’t say anything right away, simply smiling up at the guy with a look of pure delight on her face.

Then she moved. Uncoiling herself from where she sat on the sofa, she rose to stand on her high heels, looking carefully at the tight dress that had slid up her body just like Kate did while we were driving. Still without saying a word, Riley extended a hand out toward Travis, fingers outstretched, palm facing down. He glanced over at us, just for a moment, before taking her hand. And she pulled him to his feet, still saying nothing as she turned and led him across the living room right in front of us. There was a smile of something like triumph on her pretty face, a smile of excitement at what she was about to do. As they disappeared into her bedroom, I looked with astonishment at my wife, and Kate smiled back at me.

“Are they – you think they’re going to have sex right now?” I said in a hushed voice. Kate shrugged, her breasts rising and falling under the shimmering red silk of her dress.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I mean, it’s Riley. I wouldn’t put it past her. Besides, he’s cute. Good for her.”

“Oh, you think he’s cute?” I said. But my wife didn’t answer. We were both interrupted by a noise from the bedroom, the creak of bed springs, and the sound of Riley’s voice muttering words we couldn’t quite make out.

“Should – should we leave?”

“Not yet,” Kate said. “We only just got here. Let’s see how it plays out for a minute.”

“We’re just supposed to sit here and listen to them fuck?”

“Why? Worried you’ll like it?” Kate said, fixing me with her cool gaze. “Are you just jealous that he gets to fuck Riley and you don’t? I’m not sure I like this jealousy in you. I’m not sure what it says about you and Riley.”

“Oh, please,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re the one who brought her into our sex life.”

“That’s true,” Kate said softly, smiling a little as she spoke. “And it was a good idea, wasn’t it? Just wait. Let’s see what happens.”

I didn’t get the impression they had worked this out before. Obviously, Kate knew more about what the night might hold than I did, but that wasn’t saying a lot. Maybe the two women had some idea of what they wanted to happen, but I got the impression that for the most part, they were winging it. Certainly, in that moment, I believed my wife didn’t know what would come next. Of course, that was part of the excitement of doing what we did. Maybe none of us were really in control. Maybe we were all just riding the same wild wave, guided by nothing except our own desires and inclinations.

“Kate? Can you come in here for a second?”

Riley’s voice rang out through the closed-door of her bedroom, and Kate’s eyes went wide as she looked at me. More than ever, fear bloomed in my heart, my mind racing with wild ideas I didn’t want to think about, but had no choice. Kate paused a moment, looking at me wordlessly, perhaps rendered speechless by the unexpected request.

Then, without a word, she stood.

Her dress shone in the light as she moved across the living room. Her long legs made even longer by her high heels, she practically strutted, her body looking infinitely desirable as I helplessly watched her go. The key to my chastity bounced against her foot as she walked. Before entering Riley’s bedroom, Kate turned to look at me again. She was smiling, and in her eyes I could see again the bright blaze of lust.

And then, without a word, she was gone. I heard the door to Riley’s bedroom open and close, shutting me out. Shutting my wife in, along with her sexy friend and some unbelievably lucky man we had only just met that night.

I sat on the edge of the couch, my elbows on my knees, my hands clasped anxiously between my legs. I stood up, paced across the living room for a moment, sat back down again. I didn’t know what to do. My fears and doubts gave me this unrelieved energy, made me want to do something without knowing what. Should I barge in there? Put a stop to what was going on? Even though I had no way of knowing what was actually happening in the bedroom. All I knew was what I feared, and my fear was enough to light my blood on fire.

But I didn’t go in. Something stopped me, though I didn’t know what. As fun as it was to submit to the women, there had to be some line somewhere, didn’t there? And maybe this had to be it. Maybe it was time for me to stand up, to reclaim some sense of personal power, no matter how hard it might be.

Or maybe, just maybe, this was the gateway to fresh delight and excitement.

I heard noises from the bedroom. The voices of the women, and Travis’ voice answering. I didn’t hear what I most feared, the sound of sex drifting through the door. Not yet, anyway. And I tormented myself with asking what I would do if it started, without finding an answer.

It seemed to go on forever. Frozen in fear and doubt, I waited, trembling, just waiting to hear that sound that I feared most. But in the end, it didn’t happen.

Instead, at last, the bedroom door opened. And what I saw as I sat on the couch, the strange procession that emerged from Riley’s room, sent a shockwave of wild lust racing through my body.

Kate came first. Walking with that same long-legged strut, that same smile still on her beautiful face. Her eyes found mine across the room, and she moved toward the couch, standing beside where I sat. Close enough to touch, if I reached out and placed a hand on the smooth skin of her leg. But I didn’t. For now, my attention was all on Riley.

She emerged from the bedroom looking like a goddess. She had changed into an unbelievable outfit, a black latex catsuit that clung to every curve of her body as though painted on, shining in the light. It covered her from neck to knees, where the suit disappeared into the top of tall black leather high-heeled boots, the sleeveless suit leaving only her arms and shoulders bare. In the top of one of those boots, I saw she had a riding crop tucked in against her leg. In her hand, she was holding the end of a leash.

And on the other end of that leash was Travis.

I barely looked at him. My attention was all on the mistress leading him along like a dog. Still, I could see that he was naked. His cock rose up from between his thighs, rock hard, clearly excited by being humiliated like this. And he walked along obediently at the end of Riley’s leash, his head down, looking completely defeated, completely emasculated, totally owned. I didn’t know what I felt at this unexpected sight. In some strange way, part of me was relieved. At least he wasn’t having sex with my wife. Or Riley, for that matter. But as Riley led her new captive to the middle of the living room, standing in front of me in her shining latex, I knew that the night only just begun.

“Get naked, Simp,” Riley ordered, her blue eyes gleaming as they looked straight into mine. “It’s time to teach both you beta boys a lesson.”


16. Riley’s Lesson

I paused, but only for a moment. After all, I knew how little chance I had. The thought of undressing in front of Riley and Kate was nothing new to me, but what was new was having another man in the room with us. And even if he was already naked and clearly very excited, that hardly made it better for me. Fear bloomed like ice in my veins, fear of what these women might do once they had us both completely in their power. Travis, Riley’s new boyfriend, was already fully under her control, his hands cuffed behind his back, wearing a collar and leash. And as I looked at him, I saw that his collar looked exactly the same as mine. What Riley called my shame collar, the one that proclaimed MALE PRIVILEGE DENIED on the pink leather in tall black letters. Travis had the same humiliating words on his collar, I saw. And from experience, I knew that Riley meant it. Her feminist views were all tangled up with her dominant sexuality, and maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised that she would play a similar game with her new boyfriend as she did with me. But that did nothing to lessen the shock of what I was being ordered to do.

“Go on, do it,” Kate said in a soft voice, looking down at me from where she stood next to me as I sat on the sofa. She smiled, a smile that she knew I couldn’t resist. And I could see the light shining in her eyes, could see how much this excited her. I didn’t know what the girls had in mind, but I could guess. I knew what they did with me at their mercy, and I didn’t imagine it would change much when they had another boy toy to play with. But I couldn’t resist. Just the idea of it was so unbelievably exciting, the imagery unforgettable. There was Riley looking every inch the dominatrix she was in her black latex catsuit with a naked man on a leash, the ultimate expression of female power and the proof of all the things she had said about the superiority of women. We were about to prove them right again, I knew.

Because I did it. Of course I did it. These women, both of them, had such a gift for giving me orders that, at least on some level, I wanted to carry out. Of course I wanted to play with them, looking as beautiful and dominant as they were. Of course I wanted to submit to them. I wanted to do as I was told, to abandon the burden of free will and let these gorgeous goddesses boss me around. And I hoped, after the adventures of the preceding weekends, that if I did as I was told, I would get what I wanted. Kate had that key to my chastity hanging from her ankle, and I knew it was there to humiliate and embarrass me, but that didn’t change the fact that it was there. It could be used, if I did exactly what my wife wanted. She wanted me to be a good boy, as she had said in the car on the way over. And that hope for reward drove me onward as I rose from the couch and stripped off my clothes.

Both Kate and Riley watched, their eyes shining the way they always did, their faces smiling as they looked for a moment at one another, then back at me. Travis, meanwhile, looked at the floor, just as embarrassed and ashamed of his predicament as I was. But he was seeing now what I already knew, the terrible power these women had, the total control their beauty gave them. He was seeing now that he wasn’t the only man to fall for their tricks, to allow them to control him like their little pet. And as I pulled off my clothes, Riley saw what I wore underneath, and burst out laughing. Kate grinned at her friend, pleased with what she had made me do, pleased any time she could show Riley that she could be just as cruel and dominant as her friend.

“Oh my God, what the fuck is he wearing?”

“My panties,” Kate said, as though it was the most obvious thing in the world. Standing next to me, she reached out her hand, and I suppressed a groan of frustration as she ran her fingers lightly over the shape of the chastity cage that bulged visibly in the pink fabric of her underwear. “We made a deal,” Kate went on. “In return for me not wearing any panties under this dress, he had to wear them instead.”

“You’re going commando? Sexy,” Riley said. “But your husband looks ridiculous.”

“Turn around, Dan,” Kate said, in a tone of voice that suggested it never so much as occurred to her that I wouldn’t immediately obey her command. And of course, as always, she was dead right about that. My face burned with shame, but I did what my wife wanted. I turned around until her hand, light on my shoulder, stopped me. I was facing toward the sofa now, my back turned on Riley and the rest of the room. I knew what she was seeing. And I cringed in shame as I heard Riley burst out laughing to see that I was wearing my wife’s pink thong.

“Nice and uncomfortable for him,” I heard Kate say beside me. And while one hand stayed on my shoulder, the other slapped the bare cheek of my ass, making a loud sound that reverberated in Reilly’s living room as she burst out laughing again.

“Oh, that’s so pathetic,” Riley said, her voice bubbling with laughter as she spoke. “Spank him again, Kate.”

And Kate did. Shifting slightly on her feet, she brought her hand down on the other cheek of my ass, making me jump at the sudden pain. But I took it. Of course I took it, standing there in Reilly’s living room completely emasculated, completely disgraced. Kate spanked me again, and again, and every time, Riley howled with laughter. Then, Riley took hold of the back of the underwear and pulled it savagely up. I grunted with pain as she pulled hard on the thong, the front of the panties pressing my caged cock back against my body. Letting go of the underwear, Kate adjusted it on my body, her nimble fingers making sure it sat just right, just the way she wanted it to, before slapping my ass again.

“Look at him,” Riley said, and now I detected something else in her voice other than laughter. The low growl of desire that sent a shiver racing up and down my spine. “Just a piece of meat for us to enjoy. Men have been objectifying women forever. Now it’s our turn.”

I heard Riley move. The tight latex of her catsuit creaked, the high heels of her boots thumping on the floor with every step she took. Her hands still on my shoulder, Kate gently turned me around to face the other woman. She led Travis across the room toward me, and when he reached the sofa, she ordered him to sit down. Meanwhile, Kate pressed down on my shoulder, having me sit down beside him. There we both were, side-by-side, not looking at each other. Both enslaved by our desire for these women, both completely emasculated in different ways. And the women who owned us stood above us, Riley still holding the leash on Travis’s collar, Kate looking as sexy and radiant as ever as she stood above me.

“Did you bring your husband’s shame collar to dinner?” Riley asked Kate. But her eyes never left the sofa where Travis and I sat, flickering from one of us to the other, enjoying the sight of two men now completely at her disposal.

“Yeah, it’s in my purse,” Kate said.

“Get it. And get him some cuffs from the bedroom, too. Neither of these simps should be allowed to go free.”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” Kate giggled as she turned away from the sofa, heading toward Riley’s bedroom. And I knew she was mocking me and the way Riley made me address her, and I cringed again with shame as my cheeks burned with embarrassment. But it didn’t matter. I didn’t have a choice. I had to do as I was told, and I knew already that I would let Kate cuff my hands behind my back and put a collar around my neck just like the one Travis wore. After all, that was what Riley wanted. And that, as usual, was all that mattered.

While Kate was gone, Riley stood in front of us. Still holding Travis’s leash, she took a step toward me. She raised a foot from the floor, and I shifted nervously in my seat as she stomped it down on the edge of the couch, between my legs, barely an inch from my caged cock hidden inside my wife’s panties. The toe of her boot tapped lightly on the cage, and I gazed up her, not even trying to disguise my desperate lust, no longer lying to myself about how much this turned me on. In her skintight latex, she looked unbelievably sexy, the light catching every gorgeous curve of her body, and I remembered with another shudder of monstrous lust how she had made me debase myself and worship her ass through her latex pants. Now her whole body was encased in skintight fabric, and I wanted her desperately, and she knew it. It fueled her sadistic lust just like it fueled my own masochistic desires.

“Look at that, Travis,” Riley ordered, her eyes flickering toward her new toy just for a second before returning to me. “Look. Kate keeps her husband’s cock locked up in a cage. He never gets to have sex unless she wants him to. He doesn’t even get to jerk off. She controls him completely. She owns his cock. Doesn’t she, simp?”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said with a sigh. I knew what was required of me. I knew what was expected. I knew what was the only slight hope I had of getting the pleasure I wanted, and that was to submit completely to both these women and do exactly what they said. It was going to be embarrassing. It was going to be humiliating. At times, I thought with a quick glance at the riding crop tucked into Riley’s boot, it might be downright painful. But it was the only way. Both Riley and my wife had made that abundantly clear to me by now.

“Say it,” Riley demanded.

“Kate owns my cock, Miss Cooper,” I said, looking up at Riley who stood in triumph above me, her black latex catsuit shining on her breasts as she breathed in and out. “And so do you.”

Riley’s eyes flashed. Her teeth showed white against her red lipstick as she bit her lower lip, an expression of pure desire on her face. It always turned her on when I talked like that, when I capitulated to her completely and acknowledged my own powerlessness. And the thought that my words excited her worked the way it usually did to excite me, too.

“That’s right,” Riley said. And, her cruelty and dominance inspired by my words, she turned back toward her new boyfriend. The leather of the leash he wore creaked as she twisted it around her hand, pulling it tight. He looked up at her with his mouth open, his eyes wide, seemingly struggling to believe the wild situation he had stumbled into. I knew the feeling well.

“And soon, I’m going to own your cock too,” Riley said with a sneer on her pretty face. “I’m going to add it to my collection. Another man emasculated and owned by me, another man denied his pathetic male privilege. This is going to be so much fun. I can’t wait to have you locked in chastity, you fucking loser.”

She laughed as she spoke, and at that moment, Kate reappeared from the bedroom. She was holding the collar in one hand and a pair of leather handcuffs in the other. Smiling, she walked quickly toward where I sat on the sofa, and as she bent over me, I put up no resistance. Just like she wanted, I put my hands behind my back, allowing my wife to shackle my wrists together. I raised my head so that she could buckle it there, around my throat, feeling every ounce of the shame I was supposed to feel as my wife reduced me to nothing more than an animal, a possession, a thing for her and her friend to use for their own enjoyment.

“Okay, boys,” Riley said once Kate had my collar buckled in place and had straightened up to stand beside me again. “It’s time for you both to learn a little lesson. Believe me, this is a class you very much want to pass.”

Letting go of her grip on the leash attached to Travis’s collar, she took a step back. At the same time, she reached for the handle of the riding crop and pulled it with a menacing hiss out of her boot. It hissed again as she swung it through the air, tapping the tip against her leather boot. I didn’t know what Travis was thinking in that moment, but I knew that Riley was more than willing to use pain to get what she wanted. I knew how little choice we had, now that we were completely in the grip of these women. I knew we would both end up doing whatever Riley and Kate told us to do, no matter how degrading it might be. If he didn’t know that already, he was about to find out.

Riley lifted the riding crop, holding it in both hands and bending the flexible shaft. She stood now with her feet apart, her stance radiating power and control.

“Now, I want you to apologize for your male privilege,” she said.

“I’m sorry for my male privilege, Miss Cooper,” I said. I said it right away, not even hesitating. After all, we had been down this road before. That’s not to say I didn’t still feel the shame and humiliation of being made to say it. I still remembered how all this had started, when I argued with Riley about feminism and equal rights. But in this room, I knew, there were no equal rights. Riley and Kate had all the power, and Travis and I had no rights whatsoever. Like she said, we were just things to be used. Tools for female pleasure; objects to be tormented and humiliated. Travis didn’t know these women and their dark desires like I did. But he was about to learn.

“Say it,” Riley hissed, staring down at her new boyfriend. Travis opened his mouth, but no words came out immediately. He hesitated, and for that, Riley would make him pay.

The riding crop hissed through the air. As the tip made contact with Travis’s thigh, he yelped in pain, the sound of his voice echoing along with the loud slap of the whip. His skin bloomed red where Riley had struck him, and I winced in a kind of sympathetic pain, remembering how it felt to be beaten like that.

“Say it,” Riley insisted, and this time, Travis didn’t hesitate.

“I’m sorry for my male privilege,” he said. But it didn’t spare him pain. Riley whipped his other thigh with the riding crop, making him cry out again.

“What did you hear the other simp call me? That’s what beta boys call me from now on. Understand?”

And Riley whipped him again, making him yelp in pain before he gave her the answer she wanted.

“Yes…Miss Cooper.”

Finally, a chilling smile spread on Riley’s red lips. She was breathing more heavily now, her breasts straining against the tight latex that shone with every breath she took. The riding crop hung from her hand, a promise of pain and domination at the hands of this irresistible woman.

“Get down on your knees. Both of you,” Riley ordered, pointing to the floor in front of her with her riding crop. I could feel Kate watching as I slid off the couch to do as I was told. Again, Travis hesitated, but not for long. Slowly, he was realizing the hopelessness of his position, his inability to preserve any remnants of pride or self-respect. I knew just how easily Riley stripped those away. And so he kneeled, and Kate stood at my side, and Riley stood in front of us, looking down at us, completely caught up in her own sense of power and sexual superiority.

“This is going to be an old-fashioned kind of lesson,” she said. “You’re going to repeat after me until you get it through you stupid heads that women are superior in every way. And if you don’t get it right…”

The riding crop cracked loudly against her leather boot again as she brought it down. I stared up at her, a potent mix of feelings racing through my brain. She was beautiful, as beautiful as she had ever been, and I wanted her just as badly as I ever had. At the same time, I hated her obnoxious views and the way she made me agree with them. Probably I should hate her, for everything she had done to me. But somehow, I didn’t. Maybe because desire eclipsed all of that, because I couldn’t hate someone I wanted so badly. Or maybe it was because of whatever dark echo the things she said and did found in my own soul. I didn’t agree with her, even though I would say whatever I had to to spare myself her whip and perhaps get the reward I craved. But maybe on some level, I agreed with her, or at least agreed with her right to do this. I agreed that this was sexy. I agreed that it was unbelievably exciting to be at her mercy. That, I supposed, was enough all by itself.

“All women are superior to all men,” Riley said in a loud and clear voice. And in the silence that followed, she raised her eyebrows, and I understood what she wanted.

“All women are superior to all men,” I meekly said. And beside me, after another moment of hesitation, Travis said the same thing.

“God, you boys are dumb,” Riley said, giggling a little and shaking her head to make her flame-red hair sway above her shoulders. “Here you are, completely at my mercy, and you know I’ll hurt you if you don’t do as you’re told. And still you don’t get it.”

Suddenly, she stepped forward. She raised the riding crop, and Travis hardly had time to brace himself before she swung it viciously through the air, bringing it down on his ass. He cried out in pain, and that cry was still ringing in the air as she took half a step forward and struck me, too. I felt the pain bloom out from my ass, felt my cock pressing itself against the steel confines of the cage, and I didn’t bother to ask why I had been punished for doing what she wanted. It didn’t matter. Riley could do whatever she wanted to us in that moment, and that was what she wanted us to understand. That obedience might save us pain, might even help us get the release we both clearly craved. But there were no guarantees. Not when it came to a woman like her.

“Again,” Riley ordered. “But say it like you mean it this time.”

“All women are superior to all men,” I said, Travis echoing the words only half a beat behind this time. And for now, Riley looked satisfied. She stepped back in front of us again, the riding crop once more held in both her hands.

“Better,” she said. “Now, repeat after me, ‘we deserve to be punished for our male privilege’.”

Both Travis and I repeated the humiliating words. And with every phrase we said, every new surrender she made us submit to, Riley seemed to grow more and more into her dominant role. Not that she needed any help. She was a natural when it came to these kinky games. But having us kneel at her feet, making us repeat her mocking words, made her seem almost like she was growing in front of us. She towered above us, a vision of dominant female sexuality, and as much as I might disagree with what she was saying, it felt like she was proving her point right there in front of us.

“Good. I’m glad you agree,” Riley said with a smug smile. Then, her eyes fastened on Travis. She looked him up and down, and I could practically see a new idea forming in her mind, and I didn’t know whether to be jealous of him for getting more of her attention or be glad I wasn’t him, subjected to her whims and punishments. Extending the riding crop, she tapped its tip against his throbbing cock. It had not gone down even a little, I noticed. He was still just as hard and excited as he had been when Riley led him out of her bedroom on a leash. Whatever he had expected from this double date, I knew it wasn’t this. But I could also see that it was exciting him, just like it excited me. Was it coincidence? Or had Riley deliberately chosen a man she knew would be open to these kinds of games? Kneeling there at her feet while she stood above us in her dominatrix outfit, I didn’t find it in any way hard to believe that any man would submit to her. Any man would want her as badly as I did, and would say and do anything to get the chance to be with her. In that moment, it didn’t seem hard to believe at all.

“You call that a cock?” Riley sneered down at Travis. “And just what were you expecting to do with that?”

“I… I don’t know, Miss Cooper,” Travis mumbled.

“You don’t know? Then why is it all hard? Did you think you were going to get to stick that worthless thing inside me tonight?”

For a moment, jealous as I had been of him earlier, I felt sorry for Travis. No man wants to hear words like that, especially coming from a woman he’s interested in. At the same time, I was glad it wasn’t me on the receiving end of her cruelty for once.

“I… I guess I was hoping to,” Travis said honestly. As he spoke, he looked at the floor at Riley’s feet, overcome with the shame of what he was being forced to say and unable to look her in the eye. Again, I knew exactly how that felt. How many times now had I had the same overwhelming experience myself?

“Yeah, right,” Riley said with a burst of laughter. “No chance. A small cock like that doesn’t belong anywhere near a goddess like me. Kate, you have to see this thing. Come over and have a look at it.”

Beside me, my wife moved. Up to that point, she had seemed content to just be a spectator, to watch her friend work. And I knew how much that excited her. It always got her going to watch Riley be the dominant mistress we both knew she could be, even though Kate was no slouch when it came to domination herself.

And now she was involved again. Stepping out from beside me, she crossed the space of the living room in a few long steps, her shining dress torturing me as it both hid and revealed the shape of her incredible body. She stood beside Riley, the two of them equally beautiful, though their outfits could hardly have been more different. My gorgeous wife elegantly dressed for a fancy dinner, and Riley dressed like the dominatrix she was. But they both exuded the same air overall power, the same irresistible sexuality that made me feel weak and feel the shame of that weakness. And Kate’s eyes were between Travis’s legs, and I felt again the strange twist of jealousy in my heart as I watched her looking down at him. Seeing the first cock other than mine she had seen since we began dating. It was a strange feeling, to say the least. I didn’t know how I felt about it then, and I’m still not sure now. I only knew then, just as I know now, that there was nothing I could do to stop her.

“What do you think? Isn’t it pathetic?”

“It’s… not great,” Kate said. I could see that her natural urge to be kind and polite was doing battle with her desire to be as cruel and dominant goddess as Riley was. And it was clear which side of her was winning.

“How big is it, loser?” Riley said. As she spoke, she placed the tip of her riding crop under Travis’s chin, lifting it and forcing him to look up at her and Kate as they stood shining above him.

“I don’t know, Miss Cooper.”

“Of course you do,” said Riley. “Every man knows how big his cock is. Don’t tell me you’ve never measured it. But I guess as always, women have to do all the work. Kate, there’s a tape measure in the junk drawer in the kitchen. Go grab it for me, will you?”

Smiling, Kate turned to do as she was told. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she walked toward Riley’s kitchen, found the drawer she was looking for, and returned with a tape measure in hand. She held it out to her friend, but Riley shook her head.

“Measure him,” Riley said.

Kate paused, but only for a moment. Her blue eyes darted toward me, just for a second. Then, she stepped forward. Her dress whispered on her thighs as it slid up her legs while she crouched in front of Travis, and he stared at her in open-mouthed astonishment as she pulled the tape out.

She touched him. She couldn’t help it. And I kneeled on the floor, watching in helpless astonishment as my wife touched another man’s cock. She didn’t stroke it. She didn’t grab it. Just brushed against it as she pulled out the tape to measure his manhood, and Travis groaned in frustration and despair as he watched Kate’s every movement.

“About six inches,” Kate said, tossing her head to sweep her brown hair back from her face as she looked up at Riley.

“Six inches? That’s pathetic. I have high heels taller than that,” Riley said. “Anything less than eight inches should be locked in chastity. That’s just a fact. Don’t you think, Kate?”

Letting the tape measure slide back into its case, Kate stood. Again, she plucked at her tight dress that had risen high on her thighs, adjusting it before speaking. The attention of everyone in the room was on her now, and I knew how much my wife enjoyed that. She paused for a moment, letting us all wait, looking right at me as she spoke.

“Yeah, I think that’s a good idea,” she said. “Simps like these two don’t deserve to go free.”


17. Schooling The Simps

“Say it.”

Riley was absolutely in her element. I had seen her like this, many times before. I had seen that glow in her eyes, that look of pure triumph on her pretty face, and it never failed to send a familiar shockwave of desire through my body. But I had never seen her quite like this. I had never seen her quite this animated by her own sense of sexual superiority. It seemed to radiate off her like invisible light I could still somehow feel, could detect with every sparking nerve of my spinal cord. And of course, the more powerful she seemed, the more I wanted her.

But for now, all her attention was on her new boyfriend, Travis, and I had mixed feelings about that. She was being so cruel to him, such a ball breaker, and I didn’t want that for myself. At the same time, I was finding that I was jealous of any attention he was getting from her, even if it meant suffering. Even if it meant nothing but humiliation and mockery for him. Maybe especially then.

And he gazed up at her with an expression of astonishment on his face. I couldn’t blame him for that. It was all moving so quickly, and for all I knew, he had never submitted to a woman before. Women like Riley, women like Kate, don’t come along that often. Did he have any idea what he was getting into when he agreed to date her? I didn’t know. But the look on his face was familiar to me, or the emotions in suggested. That confusing mix of fear and nervousness and disbelief and desire that always filled me whenever Riley decided to boss me around. There was no other feeling like it. I was convinced of that. And the fact that she was now being cruel and teasing to another man filled me with all kinds of conflicting emotions as I kneeled there on the floor of her apartment, watching the whole unbelievable spectacle and unable, as always, to do a single thing about it.

“Tell me your cock’s unworthy of a woman like me.”

And she was going to make him say it, too. I didn’t doubt that for a moment. Whatever else you might say about Riley, you couldn’t say she was unclear about her desires, or even a little bit shy about expressing them. No, Riley saw nothing wrong in what she was doing, the things she put me and, apparently, other men through. She loved it. She absolutely reveled in it. That, too, was part of what made her so unbelievably desirable. She wasn’t doing this to please us, or because she thought it would turn us on, even though it did. She was doing this because it was what she wanted to do. And to me, at least, almost nothing was sexier than when these women did exactly what they wanted to, without caring even a little about what the consequences might be.

Travis hesitated. I couldn’t blame him for that, either. We all have our pride, and I knew that Riley was going to do everything in her considerable power strip that away from him, but he didn’t yet know her like I did. He was going to learn. That much was certain. Riley had set this whole night up like some kind of twisted lesson, like we were attending some kind of lecture by her on female superiority and male disgrace. And I hoped, with my heart pounding ferociously inside my chest, that our lesson had now entered its practical phase.

“I… My cock is not worthy of you, Miss Cooper,” Travis said. And both women, Riley and my wife, burst out laughing again at capitulation. But I didn’t laugh. I knew it was inevitable. I knew that when Riley and Kate got like this, there was no resisting them. They were going to get what they wanted, and what they wanted, as always, was complete power over us. To make us say and do whatever they wanted, to make us participants in our own disgrace. It was all so easy for them. After all, all you had to do was look at them. With Riley in her skintight black latex and my wife in her scandalous red dress, they looked like two very different but equal visions of female beauty. I didn’t know, in that moment, who I wanted more. But I did know that my only chance with either of them was to do exactly as I was told. And Travis seemed to be steadily getting the same idea.

“That’s right,” Riley said with a grin. “Don’t forget it. If you want anything from us, anything at all, you’re going to have to be a good boy and do exactly as you’re told.”

The usual deal, then. The same arrangement with Kate and Riley that had me submitting to them on a daily basis. It didn’t, couldn’t, come as any kind of surprise. And I was living proof that it gave these dominant women all the leverage they could possibly need to control men like me. Control men, apparently, like Travis, too.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” Travis said breathlessly. After all, he had no other choice. And as I kneeled next to him, I wondered with another twist of shame if that was how pathetic I looked and sounded when the women dominated me. I must, I thought to myself, cringing inwardly with shame. I must look just as hopeless and horny and inferior as Travis did, kneeling there wearing a pink shame collar that proclaimed his male privilege had been denied, just like mine. Riley love to talk about feminism, about how women are still oppressed and discriminated against in just about every walk of life. But not this one. In our lives, now, there was absolutely no way not to see where the real power lay. In our lives, now, beauty and sex appeal was power. And Riley and Kate had it all, while we men had absolutely nothing.

“You’re going to learn your place tonight,” Riley said, her flashing blue eyes fixed on Travis as she spoke. “This little bitch already knows the rules,” she added, with a quick flick of her eyes toward me as she spoke, “but you’re going to learn. You’re going to learn that a man’s true place is to serve, and a woman’s is to rule. And you’re going to pay for your male privilege and make it up to us for as long as we decide to keep you around.”

“Yes, Miss Cooper.”

I recognized the look on Travis’s face, even if I couldn’t see my own. I recognize the tone of his voice. He was overcome with desire, and his body was telling him the same thing mine was telling me: that any indignity was worth suffering if it meant getting a shot at Riley. The tight black latex shone on every curve of her body, revealing far more than it hid, and it made throbbing lust radiate out from between my legs as I gazed up her. I didn’t need to look over at Travis to know that he was still rockhard, the cock kept Kate and Riley found so inferior nevertheless rigid and desperate for them. It was hard to imagine a more obvious sign of their dominant power over us, their total superiority. The crueler they were to us, the more we wanted them. Riley and Kate knew that just as well as I did, and it would only encourage them to do more. To be more demanding, more teasing, more dominant. This wild game we were playing fed off itself. It ran by itself, a kind of perpetual motion machine of wild and desperate lust. Sometimes, it almost felt like none of us were really in control of it. Sometimes, for all their unarguable power, it felt like even Kate, even Riley, were along for the ride just like I was. As if this thing was bigger than all of us, and they were swept up in it as I was. As if this game of sexual domination had its own drive, its own momentum, and we were all just passengers waiting to see what happened next.

“Good,” Riley said. She was still holding the riding crop in her hand, and as she spoke, she swished it playfully through the air. An unnecessary reminder of what she could do if she wanted to. My own ass was still burning from the savage blows of her whip, and I knew the Travis had taken an even worse beating than I did. Not that that, of course, made either of us want her any less.

“Words are cheap,” Riley announced. “Actions speak louder. You’re going to have to prove that you know your place now. You know how you’re going to do that?”

“No, Miss Cooper.”

But there was no hint of resistance in Travis’s face as he gazed up at Riley. No suggestion that it even occurred to him to say no. He was all in now, completely humiliated, totally dominated, and learning to love it. This was Riley’s brave new world of female supremacy, a world in which we men were forced into an inferior position and made to enjoy it. If someone had pitched me this even as recently as a month ago, I would have thought it was completely insane. But that was before I saw how sexy Riley and Kate were when they were in charge. That was before they taught me the thrill of being humiliated, used like a toy, abused and punished just for existing. I might still struggle to believe what had happened, but I could never deny the way it felt. Clearly, as I watched, Travis was discovering the same strange magic that I knew.

“How gorgeous does Kate look tonight?” Riley said. And as she spoke, she turned her eyes toward my wife standing next to her. Kate smiled back at her friend, enjoying the praise. She couldn’t not know that she was a beautiful woman, but I knew that Kate never got tired of hearing it. And maybe it had never been proven to her quite as clearly as it was now, with two desperate men kneeling leashed and practically naked in front of her, ready to worship her beauty and do anything it took to get even the least bit of attention from her.

Travis’ eyes darted across to my wife for a moment, and again, I felt a little growl of some strong emotion inside me. As ridiculous as it might be in the situation I was in, I didn’t like him looking at my wife like that. Even though, dressed the way she was, it would be impossible to avoid. I loved seeing her look sexy, loved knowing that other men wanted her, and the way she turned heads in the restaurant sent lust racing through my body. Maybe it was different because Travis was naked, his cock fully engorged. Maybe it was different because Kate had already touched that cock, taking his measurements. I didn’t know exactly what I was feeling, and I didn’t bother to analyze it too closely. I just knew it made me feel uncomfortable. I didn’t know whether Riley knew that or not, whether she was deliberately playing on my insecurities while simultaneously teasing Travis with my wife’s beautiful body. But by now, I had learned to put nothing past her.

“Very gorgeous, Miss Cooper,” Travis said obediently. But for now, Riley didn’t even look at her new slave. Instead, she was smiling at Kate, her tongue making a slight bulge in her cheek and her eyes moving slightly as a new thought filled her brain.

“What should he call you?” Riley said. “I mean, it’s not appropriate for beta boys to use the first name of a goddess. Have you given yourself a title?”

“No, I haven’t,” Kate said thoughtfully.

“What those your husband call you?”

“He just calls me Kate.”

“Well that won’t do at all,” Riley said. Not for the first time, I felt as if I could see the wheels turning in her brain, some new and no doubt kinky thought forming right in front of me behind those blazing blue eyes of hers.

“I don’t think you should use your husband’s name,” Riley said at last, speaking through lips that wouldn’t stop smiling as she explained herself to my wife. “That’s a disgusting, outdated relic of the patriarchy. I think you should call you by your maiden name. Miss Murphy. Both of them should call you that.”

“Okay,” my wife giggled enthusiastically. Kneeling there on the floor, I cringed with shame again. But of course, there was nothing I could do about it. And I had to admit, Riley’s wild idea made a kind of sense. If we now lived in a world where men had no power and women had all of it, it didn’t make sense for her to have my last name. Even if that had been totally Kate’s choice. Even if I wouldn’t have cared, back when we got married, whether she took my name or not. Now, having her drop it after using it for so long brought a new kind of shame washing over me. And that was exactly Riley’s intention. To take everything from me, to take every last vestige of pride and dignity and self-respect until I barely had a thought in my head except how best to serve these women next. And the worst and most humiliating part of it all was that I couldn’t deny that it was working.

“Stand in front of him,” Riley said. Her voice was so different when she spoke to Kate than it was when she spoke to me or Travis. She spoke to her friend softly, making suggestions instead of giving orders. But of course, I already knew that Kate would do exactly as Riley said. After all, following Riley’s wild ideas had given us both the best sex of our lives. Why would she ever argue with that?

Kate took a short step across the living room. On fire with hunger, I watched her go, watched the shimmering fabric of her red silk dress shine on every curve of her body, like a more elegant and more publicly appropriate version of the way Riley’s dominatrix outfit made her completely irresistible, too. Kate stood in front of Travis, and he gazed up her with his mouth open, a look of undisguised and unrelieved lust on his face as he stared at both Riley and my wife. I remembered what Kate had said, how she had teased me for being jealous of Riley having a boyfriend, but that was nothing compared to the way I felt now. A naked man was looking at my wife, his cock visibly hard as he no doubt imagined what he would do to that incredible body if he could, and I felt a kind of detached rage building inside me.

After all, I knew it wasn’t Travis’s fault. I knew my wife was beautiful, knew that any man would want her. I knew that Travis had no more choice in what happened than I did, that he was a prisoner of his lust and the beauty of the two women standing over us. But as I had experienced before, I couldn’t hate them. Certainly not Kate, and not even Riley. I wanted them both too badly. Him, on the other hand, I was free to hate, to blame, to despise, if I wanted to. Ultimately, it didn’t matter. There was nothing I could do about whatever I felt. And if this was what my goddess Riley wanted, this was exactly what was going to happen.

“Show us you know your place,” Riley said, turning her attention back to the naked man on a leash kneeling at her feet. “Show us you recognize your male inferiority by kissing my friend’s feet.”

Kate burst out laughing at that, a rich sound that poured out of her throat as she stood, divine as ever, above their new plaything. Not too long ago, I knew, an idea like that would have shocked her. Not anymore. Now, this kind of humiliation was part of our lives. Still, my wife had never stopped enjoying it. And she enjoyed it now, I could tell, in a whole new way. As much of a kick as she got out of having her husband grovel at her feet, it must feel different when it was someone else doing it. A man she hardly knew, a man she had met for the first time that night. If I had to guess, I suppose I would expect that to make her feel even more superior, even more beautiful, even more powerful than when I did it. Because I loved her, and Travis didn’t know her at all. It was just her beauty making him bow to her like that. Just her beauty, and the threat of Riley’s riding crop.

“Yes, Miss Cooper.”

Travis put up no more of a fight than I would have in his embarrassing situation. With Kate standing in front of him, her feet slightly spread, her gorgeous thighs straining against the tight red dress that struggled to contain them, he bent at the waist. He lowered his face to the floor and pressed his lips against my wife’s toes, and while Kate laughed in wild ecstasy, I cringed in mortal shame. Another man was kissing my wife right in front of me, and there was nothing I could do about it. The only saving grace was that it was her feet he was kissing, and I knew my jealousy would have been even greater if his lips were touching any other part of her body. But I also knew, to my total shame and disgrace, that if Kate and Riley decided that would happen, there would be very little I could do about it, either.

“This is hilarious,” Kate murmured as the sound of Travis worshiping her feet rang out in the living room of Riley’s apartment. “They just do whatever you say. It’s amazing.”

“You know how it is,” Riley said, as if it was all no big deal. But the glow of pride on her beautiful face gave her away.

“They’re slaves to their libido. They do whatever their worthless little cocks tell him, so when a pretty girl bosses them around, they fucking love it. You know why? Because deep down, they know. They know we're superior to them in every way. They know that it’s only right and natural that they should bow down to us. It’s just centuries of patriarchy that have convinced everyone otherwise. But this is how things should be. This is exactly how the world should work. Women completely in charge, and men being our little bitches and doing exactly what a goddess tells them.”

Kate laughed again, a sound of genuine and almost outraged amusement bursting out of her. Riley smiled as she spoke, but she didn’t laugh. Part of the mystery with her was never really knowing how serious she was about all this. Her feminist ideas had become part of the game we played, part of her dominatrix persona. Still, she genuinely believed a lot of it. After all, it was my disagreement with those views that had started this whole crazy situation off. And in some ways, to my own surprise, I found it was sexier to believe that Riley really believed all this. That she genuinely believed that men were naturally inferior, and that women were born to rule. I didn’t know why I found that idea so exciting. I certainly didn’t believe it on any intellectual level. Intellectually, I believe what most of us do; that the sexes might be different, but we were ultimately of equal worth and value. But that wasn’t the game we played now, not at all. In this house and in my own, women were goddesses to be worshiped, and men were slaves to do as they were told.

And Travis certainly did. He kept kissing my wife’s feet, showering her with kisses from toe to ankle. And as he did, he gazed up her with obvious hunger in his eyes. It only made me hate him more. He was every bit as pathetic as I was, every bit as dominated and subdued, groveling away at my wife’s feet. And of course, that only made her sexier to me. But as I watched, hating him beyond what he probably deserved, I noticed how frequently he looked up the skirt of my wife’s dress. And again, more forcefully this time, I felt that strange twist of jealousy and anger and lust inside my body. She wore no panties under her dress, of course. I was wearing those, the pink fabric still buried uncomfortably in the crack of my ass, still straining over the modest bulge of my caged cock. Travis could see everything. I envied him even that, even just the glimpse of Kate’s pussy he was getting under the darkness of her short dress as she stood above him.

I watched her, too. She was staring down at Travis, watching his every move from under half-closed eyelids. Her white teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, leaving me in no doubt about the state of arousal she was in. It turned her on so much to be served like this, to be worshiped like the goddess Riley proclaimed them both. And not for the first time, I felt a sick feeling in my stomach as I realized that my wife knew what Travis was doing, and she didn’t care. She could see him looking up her skirt with obvious hunger in his eyes, and she knew what he was looking at. She knew what he wanted. She wanted him to see.

I cringed and trembled like a beaten dog where he kneeled on the floor, watching it all, unable to do anything. Not daring to even say anything. After all, Riley was still holding that riding crop, still more than willing to punish us for the slightest transgression. Besides, I had no doubt that if I said anything about this jealousy and insecurity, cruel Riley would only use it as another weapon against me.

“How does it feel to be down there worshiping a woman, simp?” Riley sneered. As she spoke, she bent toward the floor, her skintight latex outfit growing even more teasingly tight around her body before she straightened up again, tugging gently on the leash.

“It feels… So humiliating, Miss Cooper.”

“Well, get used to it,” Riley said with a smile. “From now on, this is your place. This is where you belong, on your knees worshiping all women. And just wait until we have you locked in chastity like this loser. Then, you’ll be begging to kiss our feet. Won’t he?”

With that, Riley turned her bright blue eyes on me. I trembled at the look I saw in them, that increasingly familiar look of pure triumph, pure conquest. It sent shivers of lust and fear through me the way it always did, but that was just another expression of her divine feminine power. Riley was right. In some strange way, Riley was right about absolutely everything. As truly ashamed as I was to admit it, even to myself, I couldn’t resist this woman and the terrible truth she made me acknowledge. She was superior to me. This was all part of the kinky game, the sexiest fun I had ever had. But it was impossible to be in the predicament I was in and still pretend that the two of us were equal. She was sexier than me, more beautiful than me. And, judging by how skillfully she had played and manipulated me, maybe she was smarter than me, too. All I had now, thanks to her, was obedience. All I could do was serve her and my wife as well as possible and hope, like the pitiful slave I was, for some kind of reward.

So that’s what I did.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said. And the breath left me in a long sigh as I said it, pride and self-respect draining away with the shameful words. Riley’s satisfied smile only grew as she took a step toward me, her heavy boots swinging dangerously as she moved, beautiful weapons designed, like seemingly everything else about her, to bring me under her control. The leather of the boots creak as she planted her feet in front of me, and the skintight latex of her catsuit creaked as she breathed, and as I gazed up her, this beautiful vixen standing above me, I was once again painfully aware of just how little control I had. She could do anything to me, to me or to Travis. Her beauty might not give her the right, but it certainly gave her the means. And for a woman like her, that was enough.

“That’s right,” Riley said with that smug smile still on her face. “That’s absolutely right. You’re both going to be our little chastity slaves, and you’ll do everything your mistresses say. Now, there you are, beta boy, kneeling at my feet. So I have to ask, even though I shouldn’t have to: why aren’t you cleaning my boots?”

I didn’t hesitate. I knew what she wanted, and I knew I had no choice but to give it to her. Just as Travis had, I lowered my face to the floor, and just as he did, I pressed my lips against the boots of the woman standing above me. I groveled at the feet of my goddess, my tongue sliding easily over the glossy leather of her knee-high boots. I didn’t look up, not this time. But I could feel my wife watching me just as Riley was watching me, taking in every moment of this latest outrageous humiliation. And for a little while, just a few moments, there was no other sound in the room than that of Travis and me worshiping at the feet of the goddesses who owned us.

But that didn’t last long.

“Is he looking up your dress?”

Beside me, I heard Travis stop, the movements of his tongue on my wife’s feet suddenly ceasing. And Kate giggled as she spoke, suspecting already, just as I did, what might come next.

“Yeah, he is,” my wife said softly, as though she wasn’t in the least bit surprised by what was happening. But Riley was a different matter.

“What? I don’t remember giving him permission to do that, do you?”

“No, I definitely didn’t, said Kate, playing along as usual.

“Little pervert. My God, these boys are just so needy, aren’t they? Well, you know what that means. We’re going to have to punish this beta for having the audacity to try and look at your body.”

And for the first time in a while, I actually felt sorry for Travis as he kneeled at my wife’s feet, helpless and ashamed, unable to do anything except go along with whatever fiendish plan Riley had in mind next.

But if I had known where this was going, maybe I wouldn’t have felt sorry for him at all.


18. Punishing Travis

Riley stepped suddenly away from me. I could feel the rhythmic thump of the high heels of her boots on the floor as she stepped across the living room to where Travis kneeled. He watched her coming, her new boyfriend completely overwhelmed by the strange world of domination and submission he had perhaps unwittingly stepped into. But he didn’t try to stop her. After all, he couldn’t. In handcuffs and on a leash, he was just as helpless as I was in the situation we found ourselves in. He couldn’t stop Riley from doing whatever she wanted, just as I couldn’t. That was what made it so thrilling.

And Riley’s jet black outfit, the latex catsuit and boots she wore, shone like polished steel in the light that moved over her every curve. She bent down toward the floor, grabbing the end of the leash that hung from Travis’s shame collar, and I didn’t even try to stop myself from looking at the way her ass strained against the skintight fabric. She looked amazing, like she always did, and even in her wrath, she was almost painfully desirable, almost infinitely sexy. My cock throbbed painfully inside the tight confines of the chastity device, and I thought of what Riley had said, about caging Travis too, about adding him to her collection. I didn’t want another man involved in our new kinky sex life. But I knew it wasn’t up to me. I knew that as always, I would do whatever Riley said.

Still holding Travis’s leash, Riley straightened up. She had tucked her riding crop back into one of her boots while she made me worship her feet, but now, she swept it out. Travis gazed up her with an expression of helpless lust on his face, that mixture of fear and desire that I knew so well, that Riley so easily inspired in both of us. She was like a force of nature, unstoppable and irresistible, as she brought the riding crop down against the bunched thigh of my fellow slave. And he hissed between his teeth at the bright pain that spread through his body, but he took the beating she gave him as she lashed out again. After all, it wasn’t like he had a choice.

Riley’s riding crop rose and fell, rose and fell, finding a vicious rhythm as she whipped Travis’s legs. And soon, he was groaning in pain, struggling against the handcuffs that held his hands behind his back and the collar and leash that kept him kneeling at Riley’s feet, unable to escape. By the time she finished punishing him, his legs were bright red down to the knees, his skin glowing from the beating she had given him. And still, from the way her eyes glowed, I wasn’t at all convinced that she was finished with him yet. I had learned the hard way the Riley always had another plan, another trick up her skintight sleeve. I didn’t imagine for a minute that she was done with her newest toy.

“How dare you so much as try to look at my friend’s pussy?” Riley said, and from the way she was talking, it seemed like she was genuinely upset. Though of course, with her, you never really know. She was so unbelievably good at playing the dominatrix, such a natural when it came to being in charge, that it was hard to know sometimes what was a game and what was reality.

“Pussy isn’t for beta boys like you,” she went on, berating poor Travis while he stayed kneeling at her feet, wincing with pain yet completely enraptured by her all over again. “That’s exactly why you’re getting locked in chastity. Because you deserve to be frustrated and denied. Because you don’t deserve sex. Because that tiny worthless cock of yours can only ever be a disappointment to women. Isn’t that right, loser?”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” Travis groaned in submission. I knew that the words she was making him say had the power to hurt almost as much as the whipping she had gave him, but I also knew that both were part of his life now. He was going to learn, as I had learned, that the power these women had was basically limitless, and that the more cruelly and unfairly they wielded that power, the more beautiful they became. He was going to learn, as I had, to crave that. To crave being ruled over and dominated, disgraced and humiliated, reduced to nothing but an object with the sole purpose of serving them. He had to have an inkling, at least, of the trouble he was in by now. But what I was sure he didn’t know, what I hadn’t known before these cruel goddesses locked my cock away, was just how impossible it would become to resist. Just how horny and frustrated he was going to get once he lost control of his sexuality the way I had. But Riley was going to teach him. That was obvious. And from the way her eyes glowed with malice as she stared down at him, his leash in one hand and the riding crop in the other, I could already tell that it was going to be a very painful lesson for him.

“Come with me,” Riley said sharply. And she knew she didn’t need to wait for a response. After all, it wasn’t like he had any choice. She turned, her latex-covered body glowing temptingly in the light, and began to stride across the living room of her apartment.

Travis followed. The short pink leash grew instantly tight between them, and he was almost pulled to his feet by Riley’s momentum. Kate stepped back, a gentle smile on her face as if she was completely blameless in all this, as if it was something that didn’t concern her at all. We both knew better. We both knew that her beauty and her unstoppable sex appeal had got this man we had only just met into trouble with his dominant lover. And the look on Kate’s face as she watched Travis rise to his feet and stumble after Riley was an absolute picture of pleasure and excitement as we waited to see what happened next.

Riley led Travis toward the bedroom. She didn’t stop, her rapid stride quickly covering the distance to the other room, and he had to hurry to keep up. But before she disappeared through the door, Riley called out to us. She didn’t pause. She didn’t stop. She didn’t even turn her head. But we heard what she said, loud and clear.

“Kate, bring your pathetic simp husband in here.”

And then she was gone. The lovely latex-covered vision of her body disappeared from sight, and so did the pathetic spectacle of Travis hurrying after her.

Kate turned her smiling face on me. If she noticed that I had been watching Riley intently, probably with a similar look of lust on my face as Travis had when he gazed at his mistress, she chose to say nothing about it. Instead, she paused for a moment, just looking at me. And I looked at her, saying nothing. Just waiting. After all, there was nothing I could say. We both knew why we were there, both knew the rules of the game. Kate loved to be in charge, and I loved to be bossed around by her, and as she stood in front of me in the sexy dress she had worn to dinner, I felt again that ever-present surge of desire that made me a prisoner of her beauty. For a moment, she placed both hands on her tiny waist, a pose that accentuated every curve of her body wrapped in the bright red silk of the minidress. Maybe she was letting me look, teasing me with the body she knew I couldn’t have. Or maybe she was just thinking to herself what her next move might be. But as far as I was concerned, we both knew exactly where this was heading. She would do what Riley said. She would do what Riley wanted, just like I would, and lead me to the other woman’s bedroom to be used and abused all over again.

“Stand up,” Kate said. Again, I couldn’t help but notice that it was not a question, but in order. And that was how the women spoke to me these days, after all. That was the treatment I got for being their simp.

So I did what I was told. I rose to my feet, and my wife smiled as she watched, almost the same height as me in her tall heels. Everything about her was unhurried, unflustered, completely and totally in control. Everything about her was radiantly sexy, her beauty washing over me once again like the weapon it undoubtedly was, all the ammunition she would ever need to turn me into whatever she wanted me to be.

Kate’s smiling eyes found my collar, and again, I cringed a little inside to think of her reading the words it said. ‘Male privilege denied’, a phrase that had never seemed more true than it did in that moment as I stood helpless in front of the woman I loved, ready to submit all over again.

Then, Kate slid her finger under the steel ring of the collar where a leash could be attached.

“Come on… Simp,” she said with a smile. And a shiver of submissive desire swept through me to hear her say the words. It was so sexy to be mocked and teased by Riley, so deliciously deviant to be under her thumb. But somehow, it felt different when Kate did it. Even though she was the dominant goddess I lived with, even though she made me serve her every single day since I had been locked in chastity. I still wasn’t used to it, and part of me hoped I would never get used to it. And when she was cruel to me, it added an extra little stab of kinky pleasure to know how much I loved this woman, and to know she could treat me as mean as she wanted to.

“Yes… Miss Murphy,” I said. I cringed in submission even at the thought of it. Like everything else about this wild situation, it turned me on too. And the smile that spread across my wife’s face to hear me use her maiden name made it all worthwhile. I could almost see the sense of power that filled her now, could almost feel the aura of radiant dominance that spread out from her beautiful body. She knew the power she had, of course. How could she not, when she ruled over me every day at home? Still, every new submission like this was enough to make us want each other even more. It was enough to make this already thrilling game even more unbearably exciting, to make me feel even more weak and submissive toward her, to make me desire her even more.

“Good boy,” Kate said softly, her red lips moving voluptuously around the words. Her eyes were half closed again, looking slightly down as she studied my face. And then, using her grip on my collar for leverage, she stepped closer toward me and pulled my face closer to her. She kissed me, and after just a split second to process my surprise, I kissed her back. Passionately, forcefully, desperately. I wanted her to feel every moment of my sexual frustration and desire in the kiss I gave her, wanted her to feel just how badly I wanted her, as if I couldn’t live without her. In that moment, that was exactly how it felt. I kissed her with a passion I couldn’t remember kissing her with in years, and she kissed me back just as desperately, and the force of our passion was almost enough to make us forget where we were and what was happening.

Almost, but not quite. Because my cock was still throbbing painfully inside its chastity device, and our kiss had only poured more unnecessary fuel on the conflagration of my desire. And in the next room, Kate’s dominant friend was waiting, and neither of us knew what lay ahead, but both of us, in our separate ways, wanted it. In our separate ways, we wanted nothing more.

So Kate lifted her full lips from mine. Still smiling, still holding the ring on my shame collar, she turned away from me. Her red dress grew even tighter as she stepped forward, stalking across the living room on her long legs, and I hurried after her just as Travis had hurried after Riley. Like a dog, she led me across the room, pulling me toward the bedroom and the next scene of near-unbearable sexual excitement that we both somehow knew Riley had planned.

As Kayla led me through the door of the bedroom, I saw Riley, standing beside the bed in all her dominant splendor. And Travis was standing close to her, the pink leash now slack between them, her still holding its end. Travis turned his head to look at us as we stepped through the door, his eyes traveling up and down Kate’s body almost by reflex. Because a second later, he turned back to Riley, once again facing the goddess who had brought him to this.

“Help me tie this loser up,” Riley said, turning toward Kate as she spoke. There was only the faintest trace of a smile on her lips now, as if she was trying to hide just how much this amused her. And, still holding Travis’s leash, she stepped toward her closet. He followed her as he had to, and Kate slipped her finger out of the ring on my collar to walk over toward her friend. The three of them stood in front of the closet, two beautiful women flanking a naked and humiliated man whose ass and thighs still bore the red marks of Riley’s riding crop. It was an unforgettable visual, the whole relationship we had to one another represented right there as the girls plotted his downfall.

Riley reached with her free hand into the closet and grabbed a length of rope. Turning, she stepped past Kate and Travis, yanking on the leash to make him follow. She led him past me, too, where I stood in the open doorway. She led him, finally, to the foot of her bed.

Then, she let go of her grip on his leash, letting it hang down his chest. She reached forward, and I heard him groan as she touched his cock, still straining and throbbing in the empty air, just as mine would have been if it hadn’t been under lock and key.

But Riley wasn’t there to pleasure him. She had much more serious business in mind. And both Kate and I watched as she wrapped the end of the rope around his cock, around his balls, pulling it tight enough to make him wince as she wrapped his manhood from base to tip. She took her time, and not for the first time, I found myself wondering where she learned to be like this. She seemed to be such a natural, but maybe her skills as a dominatrix came from some experience I wasn’t aware of.

And if I had been, what would that have changed? With a shiver of repressed excitement, I wondered what might’ve happened if we had gone down this road years before. After all, I had known Riley for as long as I had known Kate. I could have spent all that time serving these women, groveling at their feet and apologizing for my sins as a male.

Better late than never.

“Get on your knees,” Riley ordered once she had finished tying up Travis’s manhood. She growled the words between clenched teeth, giving every impression of being absolutely furious with him. And he, seeing the danger he was in, did what he was told. He kneeled down on the floor at the foot of Riley’s bad, and her sexy latex catsuit creaked as she kneeled down beside him.

“Kate, come here and tie his leash to my footboard. Make it short,” Riley said, without looking up.

“Okay,” Kate giggled, flashing a smile at me as she stepped forward.

And I just watched. I watched both women bend their beautiful bodies over humiliated Travis, tying him inescapably to Riley’s bed. Kate pulled his pink leash tight, then wrapped it around the bar at the top of Riley’s footboard, tying it in a knot to keep it in place. And while she did that, Riley tied the rope around a similar bar at the bottom. Once they were done, Travis was bound by neck and by his genitals, forced to his knees and lashed to the furniture, completely unable to escape. And when the women were done, when they finally straightened up and looked at each other, I saw that finally, Riley was smiling again.

“Can you sit down there for a minute?” Riley said, pointing to the mattress in front of where Travis kneeled, his head just above the footboard he was tied to.

“Sure,” Kate smiled. And she sat down on the bed right next to his head, her hips spreading invitingly as she crossed her legs, her smooth thigh right next to his face as her silk dress slid up her legs. He looked at her, and even though I felt again that stab of jealous rage, I knew I could hardly blame him. She looked magnificent even from where I was standing, and I knew that being so close to her would only make her more desirable.

Meanwhile, Riley swept the riding crop out of its home in her boot again. Standing behind Travis, she tapped it lightly against his ass, and he jumped at the sudden contact. She wasn’t whipping him hard, not yet. But we all knew she could if she wanted to. That was the threat she was working with, the tease she was using to make him afraid. And unsurprisingly, it was working.

“Just couldn’t control yourself, could you?” Riley said as she continued to tap Travis’s ass. He turned his head to look at her over his shoulder, that old expression of fear and longing on his face. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that a small-dicked loser like you wouldn’t be able to resist sneaking a peek at the pussy of a beautiful woman like her. Even if she is married. Do you think a woman like Kate would ever allow you anywhere near her beautiful pussy?”

“No, Miss Cooper,” Travis mumbled while Kate giggled above him. By now, he knew the rules. He knew what was expected of him, what was demanded of him. He might not know, as I did, just how deep the sadism went with these women. But he was rapidly learning that, too.

“No. Of course you wouldn’t. But since you’ve been sneaking peeks anyway, we’re going to give you something to look at. Now, kiss. Kiss and apologize.”

Raising the riding crop from the floor, Riley slid it gently over Kate’s thigh beneath the tiny dress. And Travis turned his head toward my wife, looking up at her while she smiled down at him. Kate’s eyes were shining the way they always did, her breasts rising and falling under the silk of her tight dress as she breathed heavily. She didn’t even try to hide her excitement as Travis, trembling himself, pressed his lips against the toned muscle of my wife’s thigh, kissing the soft skin I had bathed and shaved myself in anticipation of this wild night of kinky pleasure. As this stranger kissed her, Kate couldn’t help herself. She turned her shining eyes toward me, the smile spreading across her face all over again, and as I looked at her, I felt again that strange sense of submission, that sense of inferiority her beauty gave me. She could do whatever she wanted. I couldn’t stop her. In that moment, I knew I wouldn’t even try. I would just stand there and be teased, feel my cock throbbing helplessly in its steel prison and the pink panties my dominant wife made me wear, while she did whatever she wanted.

“Want to give him a show?” Riley said, her voice soft now that she was speaking to Kate.

“Kinda, yeah,” Kate giggled. And Riley smiled too, another kinky plan coming to fruition right in front of me.

“Why don’t you spread your legs for him?” Riley said softly. And Kate hesitated for a moment, looking over at me again. I didn’t nod. I didn’t smile. I didn’t give any sign of approval, or disapproval, either. I knew that wasn’t my place. And Kate, still smiling, slowly uncrossed her legs. Lifting one thigh, she swung it over Travis’s head, and as she did, her tight dress slid up even higher. He was looking right at her now, his eyes wide as he stared between her legs. From where I stood by the bedroom door, I couldn’t see my wife’s pussy while another man stared right at it. But I felt the same desire as if I had, the same desperate arousal radiating through me to know just how much this other man wanted her.

“Isn’t that pretty?” Riley murmured, standing behind Travis. With his eyes locked on Kate’s body now, he couldn’t see her shifting her feet, raising the riding crop menacingly behind him. He didn’t realize what was about to happen. But I did.

“Yes, Mi – ow!”

The sound of the riding crop striking his ass echoed in Riley’s bedroom, ringing out along with his cry of pain while Kate erupted in laughter. And Riley struck again, quickly this time, whipping Travis’s ass again and again. He struggled against the bondage he was in, but it was no use. The women had done their work too well. There was no escape for him, just as there was no escape for me, both of us forced to stay where we were and endure whatever the women saw fit to give us.

“Sniff it,” Riley ordered. And as she spoke, the blows of her whip never stopped falling. She raised her voice to be heard above the constant cracking of the riding crop against Travis’s ass. Writhing in pain, he leaned forward as far as he could over the footboard he was tied to, taking a deep breath of air between Kate’s thighs.

“Apologize!” Riley said, practically screaming now.

“I’m sorry, Miss Murphy!” Travis said at once, shouting to be heard while Riley laid into him. “I’m sorry for looking at your pussy!”

“Apologize for being male,” Riley said, panting slightly with her exertions as the latex creaked over her straining breasts. “Apologize for having tiny, a useless dick.”

“I’m sorry,” Travis groaned, completely beaten now. “I’m sorry for being male. I’m sorry for having a tiny, useless dick.”

The last blow Riley gave him seemed like the hardest of them all. Travis cried out in pain as the riding crop left a deep red mark on his skin, and as she stood behind him, pausing for a moment, her shoulders rising and falling as she breathed and her bright red hair clinging in places to her cheeks, Riley looked more than ever like the demanding and vengeful goddess that she was. And when she turned to me, I felt genuine fear bloomed in my heart to know I was completely at her mercy.

“You.”

She pointed the riding crop menacingly at me as she spoke, the leather flap dangling from its end. “Get in that bed.”

And the riding crop hissed through the air as she swung it, pointing toward the bed where my wife sat.

I wasted no time. Immediately, I walked across Riley’s bedroom, climbing obediently onto her bed. She slid the riding crop back into her boot, her gorgeous curves looking almost demonically desirable now, wrapped in latex, as she watched me submit. I climbed onto the mattress, and Kate turned her smiling face toward me, watching me do what Riley said while Travis stayed tied up between her legs.

Riley strode across the room, heading back toward her closet. She grabbed another piece of rope and carried it toward the bed. Her catsuit creaked as she crawled onto the mattress, moving toward me, and I did nothing to resist. She positioned me where she wanted me, making me lie down in the middle of the bed before threading the rope through my collar and tying it in a knot. Then she tied the rope tight to the headboard of her bed, keeping me in place.

Kneeling upright, she reached down between her legs, finding the tiny zipper of her catsuit. And I couldn’t turn my eyes away as she pulled it down, exposing her pussy between the gleaming latex. Her lips were full and puffy, a faint sheen of moisture showing on them to reveal her arousal as she exposed herself.

“Give me that key, Kate,” she said. But she kept her eyes on me the whole time. And I kept looking at her, even as Kate turned, crawling across the mattress to sit on the other side of me. Stretching out her long legs and placing her feet on my stomach, she unfastened the anklet she wore and handed the key to Riley. And Riley, smiling, unlocked my chastity cage and removed it.

I groaned at the feeling of constriction suddenly lifting, feeling lightheaded as my cock swelled rapidly in the empty air. I was so desperate, but the way the women were acting, I had started to believe I wouldn’t be free that night. But now, it seemed, Travis’s loss was my gain. I was being used to further tease and torment and break him, and I had absolutely no problem with that.

“You can use his mouth, if you want,” Riley said to Kate. “His cock is mine.”

And she moved again, turning away from me and crawling toward the foot of the bed. Reaching my hips, she straddled me, facing Travis, who gazed up at her with a look of undisguised lust and total astonishment.

And I closed my eyes for a moment as Riley closed her hand around my cock. Guiding it inside herself, she slid down easily onto it, her wet pussy opening like a flower to receive me. She groaned in pleasure, but that was nothing compared to the groan I made, the desperate cry of lust that filled the bedroom as I felt a pleasure I had almost given up hoping I would get.

“You like to look at pussy? You like to watch? Then watch this,” Riley said, addressing Travis. And I groaned again as I felt her sex tighten around me like a fist, holding me possessively as she began to move.

“Watch this loser get what you can’t have,” Riley said. “That’s what you get for looking at what you don’t deserve.”

And as Riley tormented her new lover, Kate, grinning, crawled toward my head. Kneeling beside me, she pulled her dress up around her waist, exposing her body to me completely as she straddled my face.

To some people, I suppose, it might look like hell. But to me, there was no question. I was in heaven.


19. Making A Cuckold

The pleasure was unbelievable. Before we started down this path, I don’t think I would ever have believed that pleasure could be almost as unbearable as pain. It felt different, of course. But there was no denying that there was something about the pleasure these women that were giving me that made it hard to take.

But just like the pain they sometimes decided to dispense, I had no choice. I had to take it. And I lay there tied to the bed, once again objectified and used for the pleasure of these dominant women, and as always, it felt amazing. It felt like I was drowning in ecstasy, every nerve in my body straining to absorb the pure power of what I was feeling, the unbelievable bliss I was receiving. It was all too much. But at the same time, there was absolutely nowhere else I wanted to be. There was nothing else I wanted to be doing. This was it. This was all. And the pleasure that swelled inside me seem to have no limit as I lay helpless beneath my wife and her friend, unable to believe what was happening, unable to do anything about it but accept it and do my best to please them.

As usual, I tried to hold back. I tried to resist the most natural urge in the world, the urge to release and feel my cock spasming and throbbing inside Riley’s beautiful body. But I knew it wasn’t a battle I could realistically win. Riley knew that too, of course. But for once, she didn’t seem to care. This time, she hadn’t ordered me not to cum, or made any demands or threats along those lines. This time, more than ever, I felt like I was just being used, that I was just a prop in the drama that was playing out between Riley and her new boyfriend. Not that I cared. I would take whatever I could get, and if Riley wanted to use me to make another man jealous, I had no problem with that at all.

And judging by the things Riley was saying as she rode up and down my cock, I could see that I was right about her intentions.

“You like that?” Riley said, a snarl audible in her voice as she looked at her latest prisoner. “You like watching me fuck other guys? That’s what you get for being a worthless beta male loser. That’s what you get for trying to look at my friend’s pussy. Now you can look at mine. You like that? How do you like watching me fucking another guy right in front of you?”

Of course, I was hardly surprised at the cruelty of her words. After all, that’s who Riley was. In all the years I’d known her, I had never suspected it, but now, there was no missing it. She took so much evil pleasure in this, got such a thrill from being in charge. With Kate still sitting on my face, enjoying her own greedy pleasure, I couldn’t see the latex-clad mistress who sat on top of me, saying these mocking things. But I could hear her. I could feel her. And my cock ached desperately inside her body for relief, and I trembled with the pure deviant excitement of it all. I was close. And Riley didn’t seem to care. She just went on riding my cock and teasing the guy forced to watch with what he couldn’t have, and for now, at least, I could.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The body has its limits, and this wild night had already pushed me to mine. I groaned loudly, but my ecstatic cries were lost, buried beneath Kate’s lovely body. My tongue sat inside her spasming pussy, tasting her exquisite juices as she ground her body against my face. The cry of passion I made seem to register with her, too, making Kate cry out in wild pleasure. And as I erupted, as my cock exploded inside Riley’s beautiful body, I heard her moan, too. I heard her cry out in an explosion of wild passion, heard the sultry moan she gave as she surrendered to pure bliss. She liked the feel of me coming inside her. As if it was some kind of personal triumph, as if it confirmed everything she knew and felt about my desire for her. Maybe it did. In that moment, I didn’t particularly care. I was too overwhelmed with the feelings of pure bliss that were radiating through my body, my cock continuing to pump away inside her, emptying myself completely into her spasming pussy.

But of course, that didn’t change anything. After all, as we all knew, it wasn’t my pleasure we were there for that night. It was that of the women. And Riley was far from done with all the possibilities of the evening ahead.

As my orgasm peaked and faded, I heard Riley sigh. She hadn’t cum, not yet. With my manhood buried deep inside her, I would undoubtedly have known if she had. Still, there was no doubt that she was enjoying herself immensely. Once again, she seemed practically drunk with the power she had, intoxicated by her own sense of total control. Riley was right where she always wanted to be, completely in charge, totally dominant, her authority over us all unquestionable. In our different ways, we were all just things for her to use. And I knew beyond any doubt that before the night was over, Riley would use each and every one of us to give herself pleasure.

She climbed off me. I felt her weight lift from me, the mattress springs sinking temporarily underneath her. From the way that they moved, I guessed she was inching down toward the foot of it, toward where Travis kneeled, bound as helplessly as I was but denied the pleasure I was granted. My cock was soft now, satiated and tamed by Riley’s wild motions on top of it. But I knew I still had a job to do. My wife’s pussy was spasming above me, her juices flowing out of her steadily, and the moans she made as I tongued her wet slit left me in no doubt that I was doing that job.

And as I lay there underneath her, I could still feel desire raging inside me, just as forcefully as ever. It seemed strange after the orgasm I had just had, but maybe I should have been used to strange by now. This was all uncharted territory, and even though I had now spent a few weeks being the humiliated sex slave of these women, it didn’t change the fact that I still often felt like I was just trying to keep up. Maybe I was never going to get used to this new life. Maybe I was never going to get used to this strange sensation of being the sexual toy of my wife and her friend. Maybe it was better that way. Maybe I didn’t want to get used to it. Maybe I wanted it to keep feeling as magical, as deviant, as exciting, and as humiliating as it had the very first time.

My cock might be soft, but arousal was still singing inside me, and I ate my wife’s pussy as if nothing else in the world mattered. And while I did that, I listened to Riley, giving full reign to her dominant tendencies as she brutally teased and tortured her new boyfriend.

“No pussy for you,” she said with a sneer. “Beta boys don’t deserve pussy, do you?”

There was a pause, punctuated by Kate’s screams and moans of joy as my busy tongue continue to serve her. Again, Travis was hesitating, but I already knew the outcome. I used to try and resist them, too. I used to try and resist their more excessive demands for humiliation, the crueler things they said to me. But I knew by now that it was no use. I knew by now that Riley and Kate always won, even if it wasn’t always easy to admit. They were too smart for me, too devious, too beautiful, too sexy. Too much of everything. Travis was learning what I already knew: that when it came to women like this, there was really nothing else you could do but obey.

“No, Miss Cooper,” Travis said at last. At least he was learning. And I didn’t need to be able to see Riley’s face to be able to imagine, with total clarity, the smile he must be seeing on it. Just as it never stopped being a turn-on to me to submit to her, it never seemed to get old to her to be reminded of her ferocious power over men, the power her beauty gave her. All her craziest feminist views confirmed by how easily she was making me and this new lover of hers submit to her female power.

“That’s right, you don’t,” she said. “But as a special treat, I’m going to let you look. Take a look at my freshly fucked pussy so you can dream of one day getting this.”

Stunned by her cruelty, I listened again as she moved on the bed. The skintight latex of her catsuit creaked, and the bed springs groaned. I felt her body against mine, the rubber that fit her like a second skin slick against my thighs as she lay back, supporting herself on her elbows.

“Look at it,” Riley said. “Look at what a mess he left inside me. He’s a little beta bitch too, but at least he knows his place. His wife has trained him well. Is that what you want, loser? To be another well-trained beta bitch for me and Kate, locked in chastity?”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” Travis said. There was less hesitation in his voice this time, I noticed. He was falling under her spell. Just as I had. And really, who could help it? Even Kate wasn’t immune to Riley’s dominant powers. This whole thing had started as Kate’s idea, but it was striking the way her friend had taken over. The way she had taken control completely and made us all dance to her tune. It was honestly impressive. As humiliating as it was to be the property of Riley and my wife, I could hardly bring myself to want anything else.

I felt Riley’s body squirm beside mine. In among the screams and moans of my wife, I heard my other mistress sigh with pleasure. Slowly, steadily, those sighs grew louder. I wondered what Riley was doing that was turning her on so much, wondered what kind of show she was putting on for her new lover. But for now, that wasn’t for me to know. For now, that was going to remain a mystery, along with so many other things about the life we now lived.

And up above me, Kate moaned even louder, almost but not quite drowning out her friend’s sadistic words. I could feel her pussy spasming around my tongue, her pleasure ever rising, thundering toward that powerful climax that, in some ways, I felt like I wanted almost as badly as she did. In moments like that, I had learned, nothing seemed more important than pleasing my wife. Nothing seemed to matter more than giving her the pleasure I knew she was capable of. And the fact I had just had an orgasm of my own was completely irrelevant compared to that.

It was hard to hear past Kate’s loud moans. But soon, I could tell that Riley was moaning too. Down by my feet, I could feel the bed shaking, her body starting to tremble at the advent of some new pleasure. I could hardly even imagine what it might be. But that didn’t stop me trying. That didn’t stop my mind from racing, turning over and over with wild images of this unbelievable woman that it was now my role in life to serve.

Riley’s voice rose in pleasure along with Kate’s, and before long, the whole bedroom seemed like an echo chamber for female bliss. Riley was moaning and groaning, her body shaking down at the foot of the bed, right in front of Travis. But I tried to focus on Kate. Because I knew she was getting close. I knew the responses of my wife’s body as well as I knew my own, and I liked to think I knew how to please her. Lying helpless underneath her, reduced to nothing more than a mouth and a cock for female pleasure, I coaxed her to the orgasm that had been building inside her for hours now.

Kate howled with pleasure, her pussy spasming around my tongue, clenching tight as the hot juices poured out of her body. I felt them running over my face, soaking into the sheet underneath me, practically engulfing me in the taste and smell of her. And it felt fantastic. Despite how recent my own orgasm had been, I could feel my cock thickening once again between my legs, caught up in the wild possibilities that lay ahead, the pure joy of servicing these two dominant women.

As her climax came and went, Kate slowly climbed off my body. I blinked in the sunlight, breathing in great lungfuls of air that smelled of sex. And as Kate sat down heavily on the bed beside me, slowly recovering her breath after her wild moment of ecstasy, I raised my head to look down the bed to where Riley lay.

She was facing Travis, of course. She was sitting on the bed beside my legs, propping herself up on one elbow. She had her legs spread, resting on the top of the footboard on either side of her boyfriend’s face. And her other hand was down between her legs, inside the open zipper of her latex catsuit, working on her pussy. She was fingering herself right there in front of him, moaning and gasping with pleasure as she masturbated, her pussy no doubt still full of my cum. And Travis was locked onto that tormenting vision in front of him, that unbelievable sight that had to be driving him crazy. He couldn’t tear his eyes away, and I knew I wouldn’t have been able to in his position, either. No matter how much it hurt, no matter how unbearable the teasing, there was no way to look anywhere else.

I watched. Kate watched. I had no idea if Riley knew we were watching, but lost as she was in her own teasing pleasure, I had a feeling she didn’t care. All eyes were on her, and I knew she loved the attention. Her black latex outfit glistened in the light, her red hair contrasting sharply with the stark outfit, and her whole body shook as she raced toward climax. Her moans of pleasure seemed to echo in her bedroom as she rode that wave of bliss, tilting her head back to project her cries at the ceiling above us as she finally gave in to pleasure.

It was strange. Even after everything we had done together, it felt strange to be witnessing a moment like that. Something normally so intimate, so solitary, now used not only as a means of selfish pleasure, but as a means teasing and torture and humiliation, too. That was Riley’s gift. She could turn everything to her own devious purposes. She had a way of making everything about dominance and submission. And Travis, kneeling at the foot of her bed and tied up so that he couldn’t move, was feeling the full force of her sexual power.

Riley swung her leg over his head and rolled over onto her knees. As she looked up to see me and Kate staring at her, a grin spread across her flushed face. Her cheeks were red, but I had never known Riley to experience even a moment of embarrassment. Instead, it was pleasure that made her skin color like that, that made her eyes shine as she smiled at us.

She sat back on her knees, her hands resting on her thighs. I could just see a faint glimpse of her skin through the parted zipper of the catsuit between her legs, but I couldn’t quite see her pussy. Still, the shape of her body entranced me the way it always did, every breath she took making her breasts rise and fall and strain against the tight rubbery fabric that covered them. She looked amazing. She always did. And she never looked better than she did at times like this, practically glowing with pleasure, her whole body lit up with sexual delight and her mind on fire with kinky ideas that I could only imagine.

“Well, that’s a first,” she said, her voice slightly breathless from her exertions, her words dripping with obvious pleasure. “I never made a guy into a cuckold before. And definitely not on the first date.”

“What’s a cuckold?” Kate said, her brow furrowing in confusion as she sat on the bed beside me. I had the same question, but I didn’t ask. After all, I knew by now that it wasn’t my place to ask questions.

“You’ve never heard of a cuckold?” Riley said, shifting her weight a little as she kneeled on the bed on the other side of me from Kate. From the expression on her face, it was obvious to me that she couldn’t wait to explain. “It’s a guy whose wife or girlfriend sleeps with other men, and there’s nothing he can do about it. Maybe she does it right in front of him, makes him watch. It’s, like, the best way to completely humiliate and emasculate a man.”

“That’s crazy,” Kate said. But I could tell her protest was halfhearted. She didn’t really mean it. After all, it was Riley’s craziness that brought us here, to this unbelievable situation that neither of us wanted to change.

“Is it? I don’t know. Makes sense to me. I mean, you know how guys are ruled by their libido. What better way to punish them for that than to show them what they can’t have? Plus, it means we get to have sex with whoever we want. I mean, I didn’t hear you complaining while you were riding your husband’s face just now.”

Kate burst out laughing at that, and Riley’s smile deepened.

“No, I guess not,” Kate admitted.

“Think about it,” Riley went on. “Imagine how crazy it would drive your simp here to be forced to watch you fuck other guys right in front of him while he had his worthless cock locked up in chastity.”

Riley’s words shook me to my core. I turned my head from her to Kate and back again, barely able to believe what I was hearing. But I still didn’t say anything. Somehow, I felt that anything I might say would only make the situation worse. For now, this seemed to be a discussion going on solely between the two women, and as usual, I had no input into what might happen. Fear gnawed at my guts, and I knew that was partly the point. I knew that was part of what Riley wanted. But that didn’t make it any easier to deal with. That didn’t change the fact that I didn’t doubt that Riley was 100% serious about what she said. In my experience, she always was.

And Kate turned her head to look at me. Her blue eyes were glowing with excitement, her cheeks almost as flushed as Riley’s from the orgasm I had given her. Her teeth showed white as she bit her lip, obviously excited by the idea. She looked down at me, and I looked up her, silently pleading with her. Not saying anything. Because somehow, even in this outrageous situation, I didn’t doubt her right to treat me in whatever way she chose. We both knew that was what made this so exciting. But did that mean I would put up with anything she said? Did that mean I would allow something so perverse, so outside the normal boundaries of behavior, so threatening to our marriage?

I honestly didn’t know the answer. So maybe it was a good thing that my wife answered for me.

“I don’t think I want to do that,” she said. And I tried to control myself as I lay on the bed beside her, but I felt like my heart would burst with joy and relief.

“I mean, I love playing these games,” Kate went on. “It’s so much fun to be in charge, to make these boys do whatever we say and tease them with what they can’t have. But he’s still my husband. I don’t want to cheat on him.”

For a moment, Riley said nothing. The smile never left her face as she looked at Kate, those big blue eyes of hers burning with that cold light they so often had these days. She didn’t look angry, or disappointed. In fact, she looked as excited as ever.

“Suit yourself,” she said with a shrug that made her big breasts bounce underneath the tight latex again. “If you only want to have mediocre sex with your small-dicked husband for the rest of your life, that’s your loss. But I think I like the sound of doing whatever I want, whenever I want, with whoever I want. I mean, that’s what men have been doing for centuries. It’s about time we got some payback, isn’t it?”

And as she whirled around on the bed to face Travis again, I saw that it was no longer Kate that she was talking to. Balancing herself with her hands on the mattress behind her, she lifted one leg over the footboard, and we all watched Travis wince as she jabbed the high heel of her boot into his shoulder. He gazed up her with a look of total desire and humiliation on his face, but somehow, even though I knew better than anyone what he was going through, I didn’t feel all that sorry for him. Because I knew that look of desire. I knew what it felt like to craved a woman like Riley, to want nothing more than to be with her, but to also get this strange pleasure from being tortured and denied. He wanted this. Maybe before Riley came along, he had never even imagined himself in a relationship like this. I knew that I hadn’t. But there was no denying its strange appeal. There was no denying how exciting it was to give in to her completely, to do whatever Riley said and bow to her sexual superiority.

I was glad that Kate said what she said, that she wouldn’t cheat on me. It would break my heart, I knew, to see the woman I loved with anybody but me. Still, in her own way, Riley was right, too. It was hard to imagine a greater expression of female superiority than her having the right to have sex with anyone she chose while her boyfriend couldn’t even have an erection without her permission.

“Oh my God, Miss Cooper,” Travis groaned as Riley continued to dig her sharp heel into his shoulder. From the way she was sitting with her legs parted, I knew he would be once again treated to an extensive view of her pussy, and I knew it must be driving him mad with lust. I knew, too, that Riley knew just how to combine pain with pleasure in a way that the edges became fuzzy, so that it was hard to tell which was which. Travis was wincing with pain, but he was also trembling with desire, and I knew his mind must be absolutely buzzing with the unbelievable things his new mistress was saying.

“Goddess, more like,” Riley said, and even though I couldn’t see her face, I could hear the grin in her voice. “I’m your goddess now, and you’re going to worship me like one. And a sex goddess like me shouldn’t have to be content with just one man, should she? I should be able to sleep with whoever I want. I should have lots of men if that’s what I decide, and you’re not allowed to get jealous. You’re not allowed to do anything about it except help me cheat on you. That’s what it means being the beta cuckold of a woman like me. Are you ready for that?”

I almost jumped when I felt Kate’s hand on my arm. Briefly, I tore my eyes away from Riley to look at my wife. But she wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were locked on her friend, her mouth hanging open in shock. As if she didn’t want to miss a thing. As if she wanted to memorize every shocking detail of what Riley was saying and doing. Probably she did. And I didn’t blame her. By now, my cock was rock hard again, throbbing steadily as I watched Riley torment her new captive. Kate was right; I had been jealous at the thought of Riley having a new boyfriend. The thought of her sleeping with anyone else, as ridiculous as it might be, tormented me. I loved this new game the three of us had been playing, loved the thought that I had a sexual partner who wasn’t my wife, and my wife not only allowed it, but enjoyed it. But now, I was seeing things differently. Now, I was seeing how it enhanced Riley’s power to be this way, how it reinforced her total domination, her freedom to do whatever she pleased. It was intoxicating. It was irresistible. No wonder Kate was looking at her friend as if she couldn’t believe what was coming out of Riley’s mouth.

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” Travis said softly, totally defeated. And Kate’s hand squeezed my arm even tighter as Riley chuckled with pleasure.

“That’s what I thought,” Riley said triumphantly, and Travis winced again as she jabbed her heel into his skin. “It just proves that you’re not a real man. I mean, a real man would never accept something like that. A real man would never allow his girlfriend to fuck other guys while he gets nothing. You’re not a real man, are you? You’re just another beta simp for me to add to my collection.”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” Travis said, seemingly resigned to his fate. And I knew from my own experience, the most wild and thrilling experience of my life so far, that both he and I were going to be saying that a lot more from now on.



20. Using The Boys

“Just watch, cuck. That’s what a cuckold does. He watches while superior women have sex right in front of him.”

Riley’s voice dripped with malice as she spoke. She was kneeling at the foot of her bed, looming over the naked man she had tied to the footboard by a rope around his cock and balls and a leash attached to his shame collar. Male privilege denied, the collar proclaimed, and looking at him kneeling there, helpless and horny, completely unable to do anything about his predicament except serve Riley in whatever twisted way she wanted, it was hard to deny the truth of those words.

The same words I carried on my own collar, of course. Because we were in Riley’s world now, and in Riley’s world, men were always inferior. Men were guilty of the original sin of being male, and so it was the right of a goddess like her to punish us in any way she saw fit. Just because I was getting the better side of the deal right now didn’t mean I had forgotten for a moment just how dangerous my own situation was. I hadn’t forgotten for a minute just how humiliating, just how shameful, just how emasculating it was to be tied up and made to wear a collar by these women, to be treated as something halfway between a pet and a living sex toy.

With my cock throbbing desperately in the empty air, making up for all the time it spent in chastity with an erection that refused to go down, there was no way to deny just how much I enjoyed this cruel treatment.

And Riley moved again on the bed. Completely in charge, she was practically glowing with the sense of her own power, her own sexiness, knowing that everyone in the room was, to some extent or another, under her control. Kate might be theoretically equal, but I knew my wife would go along with almost anything her friend said. I was just lucky she hadn’t taken Riley’s idea of making me a cuckold. To hope for any more luck, any more mercy from these two women, seemed ridiculous, given the way I knew their minds worked. As always, I was going to have to go along with whatever they wanted, no matter how painful or humiliating it might be, if I hoped to get more sex from them.

I was just lucky that Riley was content to use me to torture Travis.

Riley pulled her riding crop out of her boot again, flexing it menacingly between both hands. Her shining eyes looking straight at me, and I felt again that thrill of fear and desire I so often felt when I looked at this woman. She really was amazing. In all the years I had known her, I had never suspected she had this side to her. I knew about her feminist views, of course; she wasn’t exactly shy about sharing those. And it was my disagreement with those views that got me into this predicament. But how could I ever have predicted that? Who ever would have imagined it? I was caught up in the craziness of all the things that had happened in such a short space of time, the way my life had completely and radically changed from what it used to be. I had Riley and Kate to thank for that. And as far as Riley was concerned, the game was never over. There was always some new avenue for pleasure and humiliation to explore, always some new way to punish me for being a man.

“What do you think, Kate?” Riley said to my wife, eyes on me all the while as she spoke. “Want to tease my cuckold some more with what he can’t have?”

“What do you have in mind?” Kate asked. But from the tone of her voice, I already knew that she was going to go along with Riley’s next idea. She was as worked up and excited as I was, as turned on as I had ever seen her, and in that state, I knew, even the wildest ideas seem like good ones. Maybe they were. I barely even knew anymore.

“Doggy style,” Riley said with a wicked little smile, a riding crop slashing through the air as she pointed to an area on the bed. “Right there. So he gets a good view.”

I hardly dared to breathe as I waited for Kate’s answer. I had never in my life wanted to have sex in front of an audience, but now, I was too turned on to care who was watching. The whole world could watch, so far as I was concerned, just as long as I got to have sex with beautiful Kate. Again, I kept silent, afraid that anything I might say or do would only jeopardize the possibility that lay in front of me. But I waited for what was probably only a matter of seconds but felt like forever, awaiting Kate’s answer and hoping desperately that it was what I wanted to hear.

“Okay,” Kate said with a smile. And I sighed in relief, my heart expanding with bliss at the thought of getting what I wanted more than anything else.

Kate moved on the bed beside me. Now, instead of Riley, she was the center of attention, and I felt again the strange stab of jealousy to know that Travis was looking at my wife’s beautiful body. Just like Riley did, Kate enjoyed knowing everyone was looking at her. Kneeling up near the center of the bed, she reached behind herself and unzipped the red silk dress, sliding the whispering fabric off her body. Now she wore only the strapless bra I had watched her put on at home and her high heels, and my eyes feasted on her figure the same way Travis’s did while Riley smiled her approval at my wife undressing.

Kate crawled across the bed. On hands and knees, she positioned herself where Riley wanted her. It was right by the foot of the bed, right in front of Travis and his hungry eyes that seemed unable to look anywhere except at my wife’s body. Her long hair fell in gentle waves down on either side of her face until she lifted her hand to sweep it back from one side of her head, tossing it over the other shoulder. The side that faced Travis. She was exposing her face to him, wanting him to see the expression on her face. And while she did that, she took up a position on hands and knees, arching her back, her heels pointing back behind her and her pussy completely on display.

On the other side of me, Riley moved too. Crawling toward the headboard of the bed, she untied the rope she had used to fasten my collar to her headboard. Holding onto the rope, she used it as a leash to pull me upright into a sitting position.

It was awkward with my hands tied behind my back, but I managed, encouraged by Riley’s constant pulling on the leash and the menace of the riding crop she held in her other hand. And once she had me up on her knees, Riley led me toward my wife, as if I were a stud being led to his mate who waited, looking back at me over her shoulder, grinning all the while at the spectacle we were making.

Riley positioned me between Kate’s legs, and my wife spread them a little further, arching her back even more as she thrust her beautiful ass back toward me. Still holding the rope, Riley lashed out with the riding crop, making me groan as she brought it down with a sharp crack against my ass. That did nothing to dampen the raging erection between my legs as I gazed at Kate’s beautiful body, bent over and infinitely receptive in front of me.

“Fuck her then, simp,” Riley snarled as she whipped my ass again. “Fuck her like you’ve been dreaming of doing since the last time we locked your pathetic cock away.”

The humiliating words stung my pride, the way they were meant to. But there was little of that left to be damaged. Besides, the promise of sex occupied my thoughts to the exclusion of all else. It didn’t matter what Riley said, I told myself. It didn’t matter what she decided to put me through. All that mattered was the promise of pleasure that my wife’s gorgeous body offered, and the desire raging inside me that, just as Riley had said, had been building inside me all week. It didn’t matter that I had just had an orgasm, that Riley had rode my cock to ecstasy. I was as horny and desperate as if it had been weeks since my last orgasm. And I moved toward Kate, shuffling on my knees, until the head of my cock was pressing against the wet entrance of her sex. She sighed softly, and I leaned forward, pushing it inside. Her silken folds parted easily for me, lubricated by the juices I could still taste in my mouth from when she had sat on my face. And Riley’s riding crop, cracking loudly against my ass again, hardly did anything to dampen the pure pleasure of feeling my wife’s pussy tighten around my cock.

“That’s it, simp,” Riley growled, leaning close to me so that her voice was loud in my ear. “Thank me. Thank me for letting you fuck your wife.”

“Thank you, Miss Cooper,” I said, and heard Kate let out a short bark of laughter that made her pussy spasm even more tightly around my manhood. She loved this. She loved every moment of it. It excited her to see Riley in charge, to see me bow to her friend’s superior sexuality. And it was never more exciting than now, with my cock buried inside her. The idea that Riley had such control over me, that sex with my own wife was some kind of gift from her, was as intensely humiliating as it was meant to be, and that shame and humiliation stung almost as much as my skin burned from the stroke of Riley’s riding crop. But I didn’t care. As I moved my hips back-and-forth, sliding my cock in and out of Kate’s dripping pussy. I heard my wife moan, and I moaned with her, and nothing mattered beyond that wild pleasure.

“You’re lucky I let you cum earlier,” Riley said, whipping me with the riding crop again. “But not this time. You’re going to need my permission before I let you cum inside your wife’s gorgeous pussy, okay, simp?”

“Yes, Miss Cooper,” I said between gritted teeth, although I had no idea how I would manage such a thing. Riley loved to make me wait, loved to make me hold back my orgasms, and even without being told to, I often did, knowing how important it was to please these women. But still, it seemed impossible. My last orgasm had only been minutes ago, but it didn’t matter. I was so turned on, and Kate’s pussy felt so good around my cock, and I wanted both her and Riley so badly, it was hard to think of anything else.

“Good. Now, pick up the pace. Don’t be lazy. Show me you can make your wife cum, even with a pathetic cock like that.”

Kate laughed, but her laughter turned into another moan of pleasure as I thrust myself deep inside. Riley’s cruel words only motivated me more, driving me to fuck Kate even harder and prove that I could please her. And as our bodies rocked together on the bed, the bed frame bouncing and shaking underneath us, I knew it was working. Riley could say whatever she wanted, could disparage my manhood and my sexual performance. But the pleasure I was giving Kate didn’t lie. The way her body trembled in shock, the way her voice rose in ecstasy, proved that I knew what I was doing. And my own orgasm was boiling inside me, driving me crazy with the desire for release I didn’t dare allow myself. I tried to hold back, tried to think of something else, tried to forget I was in the room with these two cruel and dominant beauties. But of course, Riley wasn’t going to make things that easy for me.

Letting go of the rope attached to my collar, she placed her hand on my shoulder and gripped it tight. Then, she rose carefully to her feet. The sharp high heels of her boots sank deep into the mattress, making it hard for her to balance, and so she clung tight to me she moved. I watched her latex catsuit gleam in the light as she lifted a leg, swinging it over Kate’s arched back. Standing over my wife with her feet spread, Riley faced me, and above my wife’s round ass, I could see Riley’s pussy, framed by the open zipper of her latex catsuit. I could see her swollen lips, puffy with pleasure, and the moisture that glistened on them. The moisture we had made together, the residue of our orgasm, my own cum shining inside the body of my wife’s best friend as she stood above me. The smell of sex mingled with the smell of the latex she wore as she thrust her hips toward me. And, reaching down with her free hand, she picked up the rope attached to my collar again, wrapping it around her fist to pull my head close to her.

“You know what to do, bitch,” she snarled. “Lick it. You should be grateful for the opportunity to clean up your mess.”

“Miss Cooper, please!”

I cringed at the idea of what Riley wanted. And at the foot of the bed, I could feel Travis watching us, his wide eyes taking in every moment of the wild spectacle in front of him. I knew that Riley didn’t joke about these things. I knew that she never back down, and that once she gave a command, a word was law. But the idea of doing what she wanted repulsed me, and the words burst from my lips before I could stop them.

Predictably, Riley wasn’t impressed.

Holding the rope tight in her left hand, she raised her right, the one that had the riding crop in it. And I braced myself, unable to resist as she brought it down quickly through the air with a terrifying hiss. The leather flap at the end cracked loudly against my ass, making me jump, and as I growled in pain, I heard my wife sob with pleasure.

Riley whipped me again. And again. And the faster the blows of the riding crop fell, the faster I plunged my cock in and out of Kate’s pussy. The more I did that, the more she moaned, writhing and squirming beneath me as pleasure filled her body. I felt her pussy spasming around me, and it seemed impossible to obey Riley’s command of not having an orgasm. Still, I tried, struggling against my own body on the orders of the woman standing above me, whipping me until I performed the latest degrading task she demanded of me.

“Do it, simp,” Riley said in a voice that dripped with menace. “Or would you rather I locked you back in chastity right now and didn’t let you cum for a year?”

I heard Kate gasp again below me. And I almost gasped too, the cruelty of Riley’s words terrifying me. But as I looked up at her body glistening and gleaming under the tight latex that covered it, looked up into her blue eyes burning as she stared down at me, framed by her fiery red hair, I knew better than to assume that she was joking. Riley was capable of so much more than I would ever have imagined. Sometimes, it seemed she was capable of anything. And we all knew the terrible power she had over me now, both her and my wife. The woman controlled my cock, after all. No matter how humiliating the task she demanded of me, I didn’t see that I had much choice except to do what she wanted.

So I leaned forward, craning my neck as I lowered my head between her legs. At close range, the smell of the sex we had had was even more powerful, and my cock throbbed inside Kate’s streaming pussy. I could still hear my wife moaning and screaming in pleasure as I ran my tongue over Riley’s soft folds. She growled in pleasure above me, and I tried not to think about how different her pussy tasted now from the times I had tasted it before. I tried not to think about the fact that I was tasting myself, for the first time in my life, my own juices leaving their unpleasant flavor on my tongue.

I licked Riley’s pussy while I fucked my wife. And soon, Riley was groaning above me, pulling on the rope around my neck and thrusting her pussy against my mouth to get more pleasure from me. I plunged my tongue inside her, cleaning up my mess, just like she wanted. Her neatly-trimmed pubic hair brushed against my nose as I made out with her sex, and her riding crop kept whipping my ass, motivating me to keep fucking Kate while I performed this embarrassing service.

Kate came first. And it seemed impossible that I would be able to hold back my own orgasm, but somehow I did. Maybe, the task of licking Riley’s dripping pussy was just enough to distract me from the pleasure flowing through my veins. Or maybe it was the pain of the riding crop slashing over and over again against my exposed ass as Riley beat me mercilessly. But even though I felt like I was dancing right on the edge of orgasm, I didn’t go over. I didn’t surrender. As always, I did what Riley wanted, bringing my wife pleasure while holding back my own.

“Keep licking, slut,” Riley growled down at me, pulling hard on the rope tied to my collar. “Get every drop of your filth out of me.”

And as I plunged my tongue inside her all over again, I heard my wife moan in pure pleasure. The contractions of her pussy had slowed as she rode the waves of orgasmic pleasure, and soon, I started to pick up the pace again. She didn’t stop me. In fact, she reached down with one hand underneath her body to play with her swollen clit while I fucked her.

At the same time, the movements of my mouth were getting to Riley. Soon, and not for the first time, the air in the room became a symphony of female pleasure, the voices of both women ringing out to leave us in no doubt about how they felt. I didn’t even look at Travis, condemned to watch this wild scene, unable to do anything about it, unable to even pleasure himself. Frankly, I didn’t care about him. I had enough going on myself to keep my mind occupied. It was all I could do to focus on pleasing both these vixens and do my best not to incur any more of their wrath.

Riley’s legs trembled, her body rocking back-and-forth as her high heels sank into the mattress, and the latex wrapping her thighs reflected the light back at me as I continued to worship her pussy. All the residue of my orgasm was gone now, and I was grateful for the fact that all I could taste was her once again. The fragrant taste of her pussy, the juices of her excitement flowing out of her to pour down my eager throat, filling me with her while I kneeled before her, once again a toy for her pleasure.

Riley came. She pulled hard on the rope she held as she did, the blows of her riding crop finally stopping as she gave in to bliss. I felt a powerful gush of her juices pouring into my mouth, and I swallowed gratefully, feeling the heat of her body transferring itself to mine like a kind of reward for my submission.

Reilly’s juices dripped from my chin to splash on my wife’s ass, trickling over her skin. Lost in her own pleasure, I wasn’t sure if she noticed. But I did. And my cock pulsed desperately inside Kate’s pussy, leaving me trembling with outrageous desire.

“Please, Miss Cooper,” I said, daring to lift my mouth from Riley’s spasming pussy and gaze up at the goddess standing above me, still shaking with her own orgasm, “please, let me cum!”

Riley burst out laughing. Laughter that mingled with moans of pleasure until you couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Opening her eyes, she looked down at me, and I could see the satisfaction that gleamed in her expression, the joy she took in knowing just how well she had tamed and trained me to serve her own purposes.

“Okay, simp,” she said, smiling indulgently down at me. “On one condition. If you do, my new beta boy gets to eat it out of her.”

Still on her hands and knees between Reilly’s legs, my wife cried out in shock. And I gasped at the unbelievable demand. But Riley grinned down at me, raising her eyebrows slightly, waiting for my answer. As if she knew what it was going to be. And maybe she did. After all, she knew what always happened when she got me like this. When she had me on the edge of pleasure, willing to do absolutely anything for it. She could make me do anything, could make me agree to the most outrageous ideas. She was using that power again. And there was nothing at all I could do about it.

“Ok, Miss Cooper,” I breathed, and I heard Kate let out a long moan of pleasure and disbelief. As I spoke, as she groaned, her pussy clenched around my cock again, and unbelievably, I felt her have another orgasm. Her frantic cries of ecstasy filled the room, and Riley chuckled to herself as she listened to it all. It was all her. Kate might’ve instigated this whole situation, locking me in chastity and telling her friend. But Riley was the one who kept pushing things forward, taking things to an outrageous new level. I had been so glad to my wife refused to cuckold me. But one way or another, Riley always got her way.

“Good boy,” Riley said, her voice vibrating with the pleasure I had given her. “Go ahead, then. Have your sad little slave orgasm so that my new simp can do his job.”

And I did. I came right there, virtually on command. I had been holding it back so long that my orgasm came immediately, the moment I stopped fighting it. I heard Kate cry out, and I cried out too as my cock exploded inside her, spurting what felt like gallons of my seed deep into her waiting body.

It was incredible. I had learned, over the course of the last few weeks, that as hard as it was to be kept in chastity by this woman, it made the orgasms I was allowed more powerful. This might’ve been the most powerful one yet, drawn out of me by all the teasing, all the humiliation, all the incredible wildness of the situation we were in. My cock seemed to go on throbbing forever, firing spurt after spurt of my juices into Kate while she took it all.

But finally, it had to come to an end. And as I listened to my wife groaning in pleasure, as I felt my cock slowly softening inside her, I could feel our mingled juices dripping out of her body, onto the bed below us. What Riley had suggested was outrageous even in the heat of the moment. But now, it seemed even more insane. And yet, a deal was a deal. And after all, it wasn’t as if she really needed my permission. She only made me agree to it in order to embarrass and disgrace me further. The reality was, these women could do whatever they wanted, and we all knew it.

“Back up,” Riley said sharply, pushing me away from her as she released her grip on the rope around my neck. I sat back on my knees, gazing up at her in astonishment as she stepped over my wife. Meanwhile, Kate sat heavily on the mattress, breathing deeply, her breasts rising and falling in her bra as she struggled to recover herself. She looked up at Riley, and her friend looked down at her. They didn’t talk about what was about to happen. They didn’t discuss it. But I could tell from the look on Kate’s face that she was going to go along with it. Even if she had said she wouldn’t cheat on me, the idea of what Riley suggested was just too enticing to ignore.

And slowly, Kate started to move on the bed. There was something hesitant about her movements, something tentative that I suppose shouldn’t have surprised me. After all, she was about to do something sexually with another man for the first time since we began dating. But she did it. She might have had doubts, her hesitations. But clearly, she wanted this too.

And I just watched. With Riley standing above me on the bed, I watched as my wife positioned herself in front of the footboard where Travis kneeled. She swung her legs over the footboard, sliding forward until her pussy was right in front of his face. And I groaned in disbelief as he straightaway began licking her, running his tongue over those sensitive folds that for the longest time, I had been the only man to kiss.

But I didn’t have long to watch. Grabbing the rope attached my collar again, Riley pulled on it. Dropping to her knees, she crawled across the bed to its edge, then stood. And she used the leash to pull me after her, directing my movements with the riding crop and making me kneel on the floor at her feet. Then she led me around the bed to the footboard, making me kneel beside the man who was licking my own orgasm out of my wife’s pussy.

“Make sure you get a good view, simp,” Riley sneered. “And make sure you do a good job, Travis. Get every drop. Because once you’re done here, guess what? You beta boys are going straight back into chastity.”


  
21. A Lesson Learned

There was always, I had come to notice, a strange sense of something like unreality after these sessions. And the wilder we got during sex, the more I felt that unreality.

You return to the regular world with a bump, and when the heat of the moment fades, it leaves you barely able to believe everything that happened.

However, for me, thanks to chastity, arousal was never far away. And being turned on, as I had learned over and over again, has a way of making even the most unbelievable events seem somehow normal.

Riley did exactly what she said. Once the girls were finished with us, they locked me back in chastity. Then, Riley pulled out another chastity cage, once she had clearly bought for exactly this occasion, always prepared when it came to new ways to tease and humiliate us. She made a big show of locking Travis into a cage that was just like mine. In fact, she had Kate help her. And once again, I had no choice but to watch the strange spectacle of my wife touching another man’s cock, feeling myself getting turned on by it all over again, and turned onto by the sheer strangeness of it all.

It was another night of little sleep for me. And what sleep I did get was pierced by wild dreams of the things we had done and the things these beautiful women might yet do. I slept on Riley’s couch, Riley and Kate sharing her bed, and Travis, the newest recruit, sleeping on the floor. Even then, the girls couldn’t resist making their authority and our relative position of subservience clear.

And when we woke up the next morning, as usual, Riley was all smiles. After all, why wouldn’t she be in a good mood? As always, she was completely in charge. As always, she was the queen of the castle, all her needs being met by me and by the latest man she had pulled into her orbit. Why wouldn’t she be happy about that? She was positively beaming, and seeing the delight on her face, seeing the total lack of shame she had about what had happened the night before, only reminded me of my inferior position. Because I, as usual, was riddled with guilt and embarrassment. It was hard to look her in the eye after all the things we had said and done, and even harder to look at my wife. After what they had seen of me and Travis, it was impossible to stand there in front of them and pretend like everything was normal. Impossible not to think about all the things we had done and what that said about me. And I still wasn’t comfortable with the idea of another man being involved in our sex life, in any capacity. But in one way, at least, I had to admit that it made things, in some sense, psychologically easier. I wasn’t the only one. I wasn’t the only guy who couldn’t find it in himself to stand up to Riley and to Kate and to resist their cruel domination. It didn’t make the shame of being ruled by them go away, not at all. But it did, in its own small way, make it seem slightly more excusable.

There was no more sex that morning. Even though I could feel sexual tension crackling in the air once again. It was inescapable whenever we were together, all of us knowing exactly what it was that brought us here. It was impossible not to think of sex, impossible to ignore the constant and consistent ache of my cock locked up securely in the chastity device once again. Riley was no longer the latex goddess she had been the night before, dressed now in sweatpants and a baggy T-shirt. Kate, on the other hand, had no clothes to wear except her beautiful and revealing red silk dress from dinner the previous night. So Riley, ever helpful when it came to a female friend, lent my wife some more casual clothes to go home in.

And so we went home, leaving Travis, newly locked in chastity, alone with his new mistress. I got dressed into last night’s outfit, and Kate and I climbed into the car and headed for home. We didn’t talk all the way there, driving through the quiet streets of the early-morning city in total silence. We were both lost in our thoughts. Kate seemed distracted by something, and I reflected that these days, I rarely felt like I knew what was going through that beautiful head of hers. Then again, I hardly knew anymore what my own thoughts were. I didn’t know what to think or what to feel about what had happened the night before. As always, boundaries have been shattered, lines had been crossed, and we had done the unthinkable, over and over again. Once again, I found myself trying to process that, trying to understand what had happened and why and how I should feel about it while my cock throbbed in chastity, leaving me in no doubt about how sexy it was, even if I couldn’t explain to myself why.

Still saying nothing to one another, we pulled up outside our house. Together, we stepped out of the car and into the doorway. But the truth is, I felt no safer there than I did at Riley’s place. It was easy to blame it all on Riley, and in some ways, it was justified. Generally, she was the instigator of the more outrageous things we did together. But in her own way, Kate was just as bad. After all, this had all started because of her, not Riley. It was my beautiful, sexy, loving wife who had locked me in chastity in the first place. And it was she who was now smiling quietly to herself, practically glowing with the silent joy of a woman who has a secret to keep.

As for me, part of me wanted to talk about what had happened, to go over the potentially life-changing events of the previous night. Another part of me wanted nothing less. To talk about it, I know, would be to, in some sense, relive it. I knew that would only get me even more turned on and make me even more weak for her. I had become familiar with all these conflicting emotions, this constant confusion that came from both fearing and wanting the same thing. That didn’t mean I knew how to deal with it. After all these weeks of teasing, of domination and submission, of sex unlike any I had ever had before, I was still just as clueless as ever about what was really going on. And that only added to my feelings of helplessness and inferiority when I compared myself with these women, who seem to have everything under control and everything going their way.

Once we were inside the house, Kate headed for the bedroom. Without knowing what else to do, propelled as much by my own fatigue after a wild and sleepless nights as anything else, I followed her. She sat down on the bed, and I stretched out on the mattress beside her, staring up at the ceiling. It’s not like I was waiting for her to start talking. I wasn’t waiting for anything in particular. No real expectations, no particular hopeful ideas in my mind. Just that constant strange sense of unreality, of confusion and fear and doubt and, at the same time, a wild and irrepressible excitement about what the future held.

“Well,” Kate said at last. And she moved on the bed as she spoke, swinging her legs up off the floor to sit on the mattress beside me. Her blue eyes looked across at me, shining with pleasure and happiness as they so often did these days, and I was reminded that I would do it all over again if it made her happy. And it did. I was no denying that. These days, my wife was positively glowing, as if the crazy sex we were having made every part of her life somehow better. She wasn’t locked in chastity like I was, but sometimes I got the impression that, just like me, she now found it impossible to stop thinking about sex. Even as we did the most mundane tasks, as we went to work or paid bills or shopped for groceries, the hope and the promise of pleasure was never far away. As different as our recent experiences had been, maybe that was something we shared.

“That was really something.”

“Yeah. You could say that.”

Kate giggled softly at my words. It wasn’t the wild laughter I so often heard from her when we were having kinky sex. Still, it wasn’t a million miles away, either. Certainly, it made me think of what that sounded like, and predictably, that only encouraged my cock in its remorseless throbbing inside the cruel cage.

“How do you feel? About all that?”

So we were going to talk about that. I suppressed a sigh. Probably, it was for the best. Probably, we needed exactly that, to go over everything that had happened and check in on each other. I didn’t really question the wisdom of it. I just didn’t quite know what to say.

“It was… Intense,” I said at last. “I mean, you let that guy… go down on you.”

It was actually physically difficult even to say the words. Even as they came out of my mouth, they sounded unreal. Like I was watching myself in a movie or something, sitting somehow outside of it all and hearing the words come out of my mouth as though they belonged to somebody else. For once, Kate was no longer smiling as she looked at me. Instead, her face was maybe a little curious. Not for the first time, I felt as if she was studying me in some way. Trying to understand the depths of my psyche that even I no longer could.

“Yeah, I did,” Kate said quietly. And as I looked over at her, I saw the smile had returned to her face, just a little. I felt my treacherous cock throb again at that simple admission of hers. “Was that too far?”

“It’s just… You said you wouldn’t cheat on me. Cuckold me, or whatever Riley called it. And then you did.”

“I don’t know if I would call that cheating.”

“No? Then what would you call it?”

“Just… having fun. It’s not cheating if it’s not real sex.”

“Oh really? So how would you feel if I did that to someone else?”

Stupid as I am, I actually thought for a moment that I had made a valid point. Kate’seyes narrowed slightly, her brow furrowing as she looked at me. She wasn’t speechless because I had made a good point or anything like that. It was more that she was stunned that I had said something so stupid.

“Um, babe, you have,” she said slowly, as if speaking to someone who didn’t have the mental capacity to understand complex sentences. “How many times have you eaten Riley’s pussy? In fact, you’ve had full-on sex with her multiple times, right in front of me. I don’t think you’re entitled to a high horse here.”

“Yeah, but…” I said, protesting more out of reaction than anything else. Of course, she was right. Just the previous night, I had cum inside her friend. I could still feel that irritation burning inside me, born of doubt and fear and not an insignificant amount of shame. But my wife was right. I was skating on some mighty thin ice, and she knew it.

“I didn’t have a choice about that,” I finally said weakly. I sounded like a petulant child making excuses for myself, and Kate seemed completely unfazed by my argument.

“Oh, did my mean, sexy friend force you to have sex with her against your will?” she said. “Maybe you should call the cops. Because you never, never would have done that otherwise, right? Like you haven’t literally begged her to have sex with you.”

“Yeah, but…” I tried again. But it was pointless. When she was right, she was right. And this time, she was definitely right. It wasn’t like I was being forced to agree with things I didn’t really want to agree with, being forced to say whatever I thought might get me released the way I did when we played with Riley. This time, there was actually some logic to what she was saying. And even though I still had some complaints and caveats, I couldn’t find a way to express them. Because of course in the end, she was right. I had enjoyed every minute of what we had done with Riley, and I wanted to do it again. We all liked to play with the idea of consent, all liked to push the boundaries of what was permissible. But ultimately, this whole thing only worked because it was what we all wanted. For whatever incomprehensible reason, I was addicted to this now, and there would be no going back. There was no escaping the shameful truth that I wanted this and that, if my wife had cheated on me, there was no getting around the fact that I had cheated on her first.

“How about this?” Kate said, her voice a little softer now as she shifted on the bed, moving just a bit closer to me. “How about we make some rules around it? I don’t want to cheat on you. I don’t want to be that kind of person, even if it is in the context of the games we’re playing. So how about we make a rule that neither of us is allowed to do anything with anyone else unless it’s part of a scene with Riley? And if it’s that, I can play with Travis or whoever, but no actual sex. He can lick me, but that’s it. After all, you know what it’s like with Riley. That’s what you boys are there for, to pleasure us.”

A smile lifted the corners of her lips as she spoke, and undeniably, I felt my cock throbbing painfully in the cage again. Kate knew just as well as I did that the crueler and more unreasonable she was, the more desperately I wanted her. This rule sounded insane, of course. But it was the same insanity we had been chasing all this time, the same wild game that filled us both with bliss. There wasn’t much point denying that. And there wasn’t much point pretending it didn’t turn me on enormously to hear my wife saying these unbelievable things.

“I mean… If that’s what you want,” I mumbled. And Kate’s eyes looked right into mine, that same blue glow that bewitched me when we played these kinky games, that had bewitched me from the first day I met her, shining now as she held my gaze.

“Is it what you want?” she said softly. “Look, I think I know how it works by now. It’s fun to pretend that we have all the power, and that you’re just along for the ride. Our little slave who has to do whatever women tell him. But that’s not really true, is it? I wouldn’t want that to be true. I know what Riley’s like with this gender stuff. Sometimes, I honestly think she would be happy in a world where men are actually slaves, for real. But that’s not world I want to live in. It’s fun to play around with these things, to treat you mean sometimes and make you worship the ground we walk on. But I love you, Dan. No matter what it seems like, I’m not interested in making you do anything you really don’t want to do.”

For a moment, I simply sat there stunned, looking at my wife as if I had never seen her before. I already knew all that, of course. But hearing it now, from those delicious lips, made my heart feel like it was swelling inside my chest. After all the desperate arousal of the last few weeks, it was almost strange to feel this unstoppable wave of love for her spreading through me. Because after all, again, Kate was right. I loved when she bossed me around, when she did whatever she wanted to without worrying about the rights and wrongs of it. But that wasn’t what I loved most about her. We had been in love long before we started down this kinky road. And if it all ended tomorrow, I would still love her, and she would still love me. That, I realized now for the first time my wife locked me in chastity, was what it was really all about. All the teasing, all the desire, all the fear I felt at the thought of her playing with anyone else but me, it all came from some version of the desperate love I felt for this incredible woman. It was like she had thrown open a window that had previously been boarded over, and now the light streamed in, allowing me to see clearly for the first time in weeks.

“I love you too, Kate,” I said quietly, meaning it as much as I ever had. “And yeah. I want this.”

The smile that spread across her face was infectious. As she grinned at me, I couldn’t help grinning back at her. My smile might be a little more rueful, a little less confident and assured than hers was. After all, the woman still had my cock locked away, was still wearing the key to the cage around my manhood on a chain around her ankle. Impossible to feel much confidence in a situation like that. But I was happy. It was still crazy to think about how all of this had started, and how far we had come in such a short time. But we both knew that we were having the best sex of our lives, and that neither of us had ever wanted the other more than we did now. These games might be insane, the craziest thing either of us had ever done. But they were working for us, and that was all that really mattered. Maybe it wasn’t for everyone. Maybe it was strange for a wife to treat her husband like this, and even stranger for him to enjoy it, to crave it. One person’s strange, I was slowly realizing, is another person’s rapture. And even though shame and humiliation was all part of the thrill for me, even though those normally negative feelings were inextricably bound up with the pleasure I felt at being dominated, I felt some sense of resolution to the mental turmoil I had been going through over the past few weeks.

It’s not that I no longer felt ashamed of what we were doing, ashamed of my own weakness before Kate, and even more so before Riley. I still did. But somehow, all of a sudden, it seemed a little less biting. Ultimately, albeit slowly, I was realizing that it didn’t matter how this might look from the outside. For me, for Kate, for Riley, and maybe even now for Travis, who I tried not to think about at all if I could avoid it, there was no outside of this. We were all inside this strange and wonderful dream, and all of us, in our different ways, didn’t want anything else.

“Good,” Kate said. “Because I want it to. Having you as my little chastity slave boy is just way too much fun to give up now. And if Riley had a slave and I didn’t, that would just be so embarrassing for me.”

Kate laughed as she spoke, and despite myself, I laughed too. This was not a conversation I could’ve even imagined myself having as little as a month or two ago. But now here we were, and this was the strange reality of our new life. This was what I was finally ready to admit to myself that I wanted; that in some ways, I felt like I could no longer do without.

“Well, we wouldn’t want that,” I joked. “God forbid you have to go through anything embarrassing.”

Kate laughed right along with me, the humor relieving the tension in the air a little.

“Good. I’m glad you see it my way,” Kate laughed. “Though I guess as long as I have this key, you don’t really have much choice in that.”

“Or anything else, really,” I said. And as Kate smiled at me, I saw there was something else in her expression now. I recognized it right away. Excitement. That same excitement that was never far away, that seemed to almost hover in the air whenever we were together. That seemingly permanent state of desire we now had for one another, that neither of us could even pretend to ignore.

“So you had a good time, fucking Riley?” Kate said. I considered my answer carefully. There was something seemingly dangerous in her tone as she spoke, and it excited me just as much as it made me wary.

“Yeah. Yeah, I did,” I admitted, opting in the end to tell the truth. After all, it was nothing she didn’t already know. Even if she hadn’t seen me cum, she could have pieced it together from what she now knew to be my deep attraction to her friend. Riley, we both knew, was sexy as hell, and her dominant nature combined with her looks to make her essentially irresistible. Clearly, judging by how easily she had enslaved Travis, I wasn’t alone in that assessment.

“Yeah, you had a lot of fun last night, didn’t you?” Kate said, practically purring her words now as she leaned closer to me on the bed. She was still wearing the clothes she had borrowed from Riley, and I could smell the faint trace of her friend’s perfume rising from them, and in some weird way, I felt for a moment as if the two women were almost merging together. The woman I loved and the woman I wanted, combining right before my eyes into one single infinitely desirable goddess, a woman terrifying in her power and beauty and ability to make me bow to her will. The perfect woman, I thought to myself, someone I could love and desire and fear and serve for the rest of my life.

“So I really shouldn’t even be doing this,” Kate said slowly. Sitting on the bed next to me with her knees bent, her bare feet on the mattress, she reached down toward her foot. I saw the chain hanging there, the key to my manhood shining against her skin as it dangled from it, and I hardly dared to move, hardly dared to even breathe. Last night had been amazing, a wild carnival of almost nonstop sexual activity that had left all of us physically and emotionally drained.

But the truth was, all I needed was to be around Kate, just to look at her, and desire would almost immediately fill me again. My cock was raging inside its tight prison, as always, making me vibrate with a lust I couldn’t control or ignore. And Kate slid her fingers under the thin chain, finding little clasp that held it together and undoing it. The key shone in front of me as she held it on its chain, letting it dangle, enjoying the sight of me watching it hungrily, desperately, as if my whole life and future depended on what she held in her hands.

“You’ve had more than enough sex for one week,” Kate went on as she rolled over onto her side, facing me. “But I’m horny. And after all, ultimately, that’s what this is all about. You doing what I want. So just don’t tell Miss Cooper about this, okay?”

“Okay, Miss Murphy,” I said breathlessly, making my wife laugh again. She hadn’t asked me to use her title, but in the situation we were in, in my state of deep submissiveness, it came naturally to me. The truth was, she didn’t have to dress up in sexy lingerie or the skintight latex of a dominatrix like Riley. All she had to do was be her beautiful self, so confident and greedy and selfish and wild. And I would want her just as I always did, feeling sometimes like I could barely breathe without her. Feeling like nothing in the world mattered as much as being with the goddess wife that I worshiped.

“Take your clothes off,” Kate said quietly, her teeth shining in her smile as she spoke. She had removed last night’s heavy makeup before we left Riley’s house, and now I looked into her face, swept away as I always was by her incredible natural beauty. There was nothing about her that wasn’t lovely, nothing that wasn’t thrilling and intoxicating and almost unbearably desirable. I fumbled with my clothes, in a hurry to do what she said. And Kate’s smile only grew wider as she watched me obey her, quickly stripping off last night’s outfit until I was once again naked except for the cage she kept me in.

Kate slid the key into the lock. To me, her movements seemed agonizingly slow, desperate as I was yet again for relief. I tried not to groan, resisted the urge to beg her to hurry up. I knew I had no choice but to go at her pace. And then, she twisted the key in the lock, and the device clicked open. Carefully, she removed it, giggling again as she encountered resistance from my cock trying to swell even as she pulled away the metal tube that encased it. As she set aside the chastity device on the bed behind her, my cock swelled to its full size, as desperately hard as ever, as if I had not been drained just the previous night. That was another gift this game had given us, I realized. Sex with my wife was never boring. It was always an event, always as exciting and pleasurable as the very first time we had been together. This was not some new normal, I told myself. This would never be normal. That was what made it so exciting.

Kate took my cock in her hand, stroking slowly, and I growled in desperation at the incredible feeling of her skin against mine.

“Okay, chastity boy,” she said, that smile never leaving her face. “You’re free again. Why don’t you show me what it is you’re always thinking of doing to me while I make you serve me like the pathetic little slave you are?”

I growled again. Her words had the effect she intended. They turned me on at the same time as they humiliated me, stinging my pride and demanding I do something about it.

So I did. Kate yelped, a happy little cry of excitement as I jumped on top of her. I pulled Riley’s clothes off her body in a frenzy of desire, stripping her naked in seconds. And as I mounted her, as I guided my cock into her waiting pussy, I knew again that this was how it was going to be from now on. Our new and thrilling life, submitting to her and to Riley, being made to serve and occasionally rewarded with the best sex of my life.

If I had any regrets, it was that we didn’t discover this game sooner.
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