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Samantha groaned with delight as she lowered herself down onto the massive, rubber dildo that extended up from her slave’s face.

“That’s it – exactly what Mistress needs…” she growled as the toy slid between the folds of her wet pussy until she reached its hilt and it was buried deep inside of her, with her thighs clamped affectionately around his face to the point where it was challenging for him to breathe anything but her sex until she lifted her body back up and the nine-inch toy slipped out of her crotch once again.

The woman continued her slow rhythm, nearly oblivious to the wants or needs of the man beneath her – with his arms and legs in heavy chains attached to the four corners of the steel bed frame, there wasn’t much that he could do to protest anyways.

Pinned underneath his dominant queen with a front row seat of her sweet, round ass and the sweet juices of her pussy only a rubber ballgag away, he couldn’t imagine any place that he’d rather be…

As Samantha’s thrusts gradually began to pick up speed while she gingerly rubbed her clit as the thick, rubber cock penetrated her deeply, his own breathing quickened as well as he fought for air while everything that lingered seemed to reek of sex.

Feeling a woman cum on a man’s face is a unique sensation in and of itself, but when she’s filled with something that isn’t yours and your only real role in said orgasm was essentially to hold her dildo between your teeth … that’s the level of humiliation that a submissive boy over the years learns to crave.

After trembling and moaning with his rubber-clad face buried beneath her crotch for quite some time, Samantha finally unmounted her ride rather unceremoniously – the dildo that had been deep inside her still glistening as it remained towering atop her slave’s gag – and then slid into the long, leather skirt that completed her otherwise reserved-looking demeanor that she had intended for the rest of her evening.

“That should hold me off until I get to Boston…” she spoke out loud as she took a moment to examine herself in the mirror, quickly adjusting her hair before retrieving her purse from the dresser and turning back to the man who was still restrained on his back, dressed from head to toe in a shiny, black rubber catsuit with only his eyes uncovered and the dildo somewhat provocatively protruding from the gag lodged between his lips.

“I’ll be gone until Sunday,” she told him astutely, “so that should give you plenty of time to clean the house from top to bottom, as well as perform your other slut duties.”

“You can also clean my shoe collection while you’re at it – you’ve really been slacking on some of my pumps … which I still need to discipline you for, but I’m already running late…”

With that, the red-haired woman walked out the door, her rolling suitcase in her wake as the sound of her stilettos echoed into the distance against the home’s hardwood floors until finally he heard the front door close and it was quiet.

He waited, and waited, and it was probably a good ten minutes that felt more like an hour before randomly the steel cuffs locked around his wrists and ankles suddenly released, triggered by his Mistress via cell phone while her driver took her to the airport.

Stretching his body as he gently removed the cuffs and sat up, then unbuckled the intimidating gag from his face, Rubber Boy took only a brief moment to gather his bearings before cleaning up the mess of restraints that had been left behind and then proceeding downstairs to get to work on the pile of dishes that were waiting for him in the sink.

His nose still overwhelmed by his Mistress’s scent, he knew that he had a lot to accomplish over the next 48 hours while she would be away, and while this weekend getaway was primarily for pleasure so that she could spend time with one of her lovers in the northeast, he also knew that she could be watching him at any time, even while she was away.

And by now he most certainly knew better than to disappoint Mistress while she had another man’s cock on her mind.

* * * * * * * * * *

Sitting in her first class seat on the plane waiting to be whisked away to her weekend getaway, Samantha couldn’t help but grin at the sight of her rubber slave that she viewed on her tablet while she waited for the stewardess to bring her the Crimson Martini that she had requested to savor before takeoff.

Standing dutifully over the kitchen sink, Rubber Boy was still dressed in the same black rubber catsuit that he had worn during her use of him earlier, though now he had added as expected a frilly, white and black rubber maid’s apron as well as a towering pair of six-inch strappy heels to ensure that his feminine side remained on pointe.

Around his wrists and ankles were now a much less heavy duty set of steel service cuffs, linked to each other with enough chain to allow him the mobility needed to perform his chores while nonetheless keeping his psyche locked in bondage.

And though he was fully alone in the empty house, Rubber Boy also wore a locking leather panel gag over his latex hood, holding a similar ballgag – this time in red – between his teeth to prevent any grumblings or objections on his part.

Samantha closed the tablet and set it aside as her drink arrived, instead turning her attention to the latest text message that her lover Charles had sent her in anticipation of her late night arrival. Smiling at the thought of curling up with him on the bearskin rug in front of the roaring fireplace that he was currently preparing in the penthouse suite that he had booked for her mini-vacation, she knew that there was a good chance that they might never even leave the suite for the entire weekend.

She already knew from past visits that the room service was good, and the sex was going to be even better!

With her pussy still a bit sore from riding her slave’s dildo only a few hours prior, the horny woman laughed at the thought that it might take a stretcher to get her back home after the weekend of lust that she had planned away with Charles…

* * *

Back at home, Rubber Boy had zoned out as he scrubbed away at the sink full of dishes while he teetered on his six-inch heels with his hands and feet in chains.

He figured that if he did the dishes and tidied up around the house that night, it would only leave the floors, some dusting, and scrubbing in the bathroom before he could move on to the more intriguing chores that his Mistress expected him to complete while she was away…

It was hard to believe that the bizarre relationship that put him in rubber and chains while his wife was out seeing the world and fucking its sexiest men had persisted for so many years, but at this point he really didn’t know any other way and the resolute strength of his bondage felt oddly comforting even though it certainly made his life more difficult at times when he would catch the chain between his wrists on the cabinet handles or forget that his required footwear around the house demanded much smaller steps than he took elsewhere in his everyday persona.

The truth was, no matter how tight or unyielding the thick rubber suits that he regularly wore around the house were, they were a breeze compared to the bondage imposed by the suit and tie that he wore to the office five days a week.

There he was expected to act a certain way and deliver results that the company wanted, whereas at home all his Mistress expected of him was to be himself.

And unwavering obedience, of course … but that part was actually kind of fun!

Wondering where his Mistress was as Rubber Boy finished the last of the dishes and set the dishwasher in motion to pick up where he’d left off, he instinctively looked up at the camera in the kitchen and smiled through his ballgag before hobbling into the living room to gather up the magazines that had been left out on the coffee table, removing the ones that he knew Mistress had already read and replacing them with newer copies that had since come in the mail.

If any stranger had looked through the window and saw this towering man clad in heavy rubber and steel bondage systematically cleaning the couple’s house, he could only imagine what they might think as they were calling the cops, but luckily for everyone’s sake the neighbors kept to themselves and were otherwise oblivious to the kinky happenings that were taking place next door into the wee hours of the night.

Halfway through cleaning up the living room, Rubber Boy stopped to give his uniform a fresh shine, which was surprisingly difficult with his hands bound even in front of him, but knowing that they would only be triggered to release once he had completed all of his work, he struggled as best he could to liberally apply the silicone lubricant all over the thick, rubber catsuit, even going so far as to linger between his legs though the special chastity cage that he wore made any type of stimulation other than simply the tight restraint of the rubber itself all but impossible…

As his jaw started to ache having held one type of gag or another in his mouth now for several hours, the slave decided it was time to pick up the pace so that he could finally remove it and give his jaw a rest. The image that he occasionally caught in a mirror as he scurried back and forth around the room was pricelessly humiliating, with the rubber maid’s apron that his Mistress picked out being the icing on the cake as he performed his household duties.

Noticing the time was actually earlier than he’d expected, Rubber Boy proceeded upstairs to begin organizing Mistress’s bathroom upon getting the living room where it needed to be, with the scents of the cleaning products and being surrounded by his wife’s beauty regiments taking him back to the earliest days when they both discovered that his true role was to serve as a submissive under her.

Down on his hands and knees to gather items that had rolled underneath the vanity, he instinctively pictured his Mistress sitting before him on her throne, preparing herself for a date with one of her lovers while he stared into her sexy stilettos through his rubber mask, wishing that his mouth wasn’t plugged so that he could worship at her feet while he awaited her eventual departure.

While he craved the firm hold that his favorite rubber and bondage gear had to offer his submissive side, what his wife enjoyed alternatively was how that same hold cut him off from reality and aided in her denying him her sexuality which she quickly learned was quite fun to share with plenty of other men who weren’t rubber slaves bound in steel, begging merely to serve and worship her.

Sometimes she looked upon him with great amusement, other times she fueled his humiliation with looks of disdain, and yet Rubber Boy found his submissive self eating them all up just the same – seeing through the pin-sized eyeholes in his mask a strong and dominant woman for whom he existed to please and to serve to whatever length she ultimately required…

Over time her trips became a unique way for him to serve her in private – where she could go off and fully indulge herself, all the while knowing that her loving husband was safely and securely bound and kept busy back at home, taking care of all of the things around the house that allowed her to feel not in the least bit guilty about flying off to exotic destinations to be spoiled by the sexy friends around the country and around the world that she’d become acquainted with throughout the years.

His bondage was regulated by a series of automated and remote controlled sensors, such as the cuffs that had held him to the bed earlier while Mistress was enjoying his dildo gag at his own expense.

Controlled remotely through an app on her phone, it was true that she could’ve left him spread-eagled there for fifteen minutes or even fifteen hours … though he wasn’t likely to get nearly as many chores done if he spent the entire weekend in bondage on his back…

Other sensors throughout the house were set to trigger when certain events had taken place, such as the slut training that Mistress expected him to perform on a regular basis. Everything from strenuous bondage positions to repetitive tasks could be monitored from afar so that his lady could enjoy all of the lavish luxuries to which she had grown accustomed while he wallowed in his own naughty fantasies back at home, submitting to heavy bondage from head to toe in the tight and unyielding rubber that as his namesake implied, he craved.

Glancing at the clock and noting that his Mistress would be well on her way to Boston as he finished the last of the cleaning that he intended to do that day, Rubber Boy proceeded to a closet in their spare bedroom where he would complete the first of his slut duties for the weekend, opening the door to be greeted by a large, pink translucent dildo that was mounted to the wall at just the right height once he had dropped down onto his knees.

The closet had been cleared out and designed exclusively for this particular training exercise, with little wiggle room once he’d assumed the position and strategically placed hooks in the wall behind him to ensure that he didn’t leave until his task had been completed.

Upon walking into the room, sensors in the doorway triggered the release of his wrist cuffs, which Rubber Boy was required to reattach behind his back once he’d settled onto his knees and fastened the similar locking mechanism around the chain connected to his ankle cuffs. With one final chain running from his collar to a ring beneath the dildo attached to the wall, his bondage held him in just the position to service the cock in front of him, with several infrared cameras watching him from all angles both to provide a view of his performance back to Mistress if she so desired as well as to monitor his compliance.

With the door to the closet shut behind him, his cock sucking practice was a secret to anyone else who wandered through the house – a practice that Mistress had actually put to the test in the past by securing him in place and then inviting some friends over for a house party, going so far as to have them all deposit their coats on the bed that was only a few feet through the wooden closet door away from where Rubber Boy knelt in his bondage, working the silicone cock with his lips and tongue at the time without any hint as to when he might actually be released.

In this case, however, he knew that 10 minutes was the standard required duration for his oral service, with the sounds of the chains rattling hypnotically around him as he worked back and forth on the dildo, wondering if his Mistress was in fact watching him or if she’d settled for another form of entertainment as the jet plane whisked her away to her weekend getaway.

When the all-seeing cameras had determined that Rubber Boy had sufficiently sucked off his silicone suitor, the locks behind him and at his collar unlocked and he was able to crawl back out of the closet, stretching as he stood up in his cozy, latex suit before returning to the bedroom that he normally shared with his Mistress to prepare for his last task of the evening.

After laying out a new rubber suit on the bed for him to wear until morning – this one a vivid blue latex with black feet, hands, and his hood, Rubber Boy set to work removing his steel cuffs and collar, and then entered the shower to take off the rest of his rubber bondage and give it along with himself a good cleaning before making his final preparations so that he could ultimately go to bed.

Wearing only the strict, steel chastity cage around his dick to which only his Mistress held the keys, the man savored the warm water that slowly removed the day’s worth of sweat that had been retained by his previous suit. The shower gave him a brief opportunity to pause and reflect on the unique subspace that his service to Mistress perpetuated, from the constant arousal and denial to his undeniable submission to the woman who held control over him even when she was hundreds of miles away…

Once he had hung the old latex up to dry and toweled himself off, Rubber Boy retrieved a couple of additional bondage items from the toy closet to make the most of the next nine hours which he would spend both bound, and hopefully more often than not, asleep.

First dousing his lower body with a heavy amount of talcum powder, the man pulled the blue latex over his feet and up his legs, stopping at mid-thigh so that he could insert the somewhat large, pear-shaped butt plug made out of the same steel to match his restraints and cage, which at this point in his submission slid into his rectum fairly easily with only a reasonable amount of lube applied … its cold, hard steel against the inside of his ass making his member come to life inside of its own prison, as short sighted as that arousal was.

Continuing with the latex up over his crotch and waist, Rubber Boy applied more powder across his chest and arms, sliding them restrictively into their sleeves until it was finally time to contort his body enough to reach the drawstring that was affixed to the heavy duty zipper pull that ran up his spine to close the skin-tight suit around him.

Before sliding the intimidating black hood over his face, he then took the same heavy steel cuffs and replaced them around his wrists and ankles, each of them locking into place magnetically as the automated sensors took over that would hold him absolutely in his bondage until it was time for him to get up the following morning.

With only his hood left to put on, Rubber Boy took one last look around the room to ensure that he hadn’t missed anything, then turned off the lights for both the bathroom and the bedroom before scooting his latex-clad ass into the center of the bed, taking great care not to bring his wrists or ankles near the posts on each corner of the bedframe until every last item was complete.

Taking the hood in his hands that was considerably more complex than his previous hood, he carefully slid the mouth guard gag between his teeth until it filled his mouth completely, then inched the hood over his face, working to align his eyes, ears, and nose just right as he felt the rubber beginning to complete its hold on the entirety of his body.

Running the zipper slowly down the back of his head, Rubber Boy felt the padding that covered his eyes and ears sinking into position to muffle any outside input that was unauthorized during his slumber.

Lastly as the zipper reached the base of his neck and crossed paths with the corresponding zipper of his catsuit, Rubber Boy applied a thick, rubber collar that would hold his neck rigidly in position and prevent access to either of the zippers as long as it was in place, with the collar too being locked magnetically the same as the rest of his restraints.

Rubber Boy took one brief look around, barely able to make out even the moonlight coming through the window beside him through the pinhole blindfold that was built into his hood.

Laying back onto the soft bed, the man took a moment to stretch his arms and legs, as he knew that his movement would soon be quite limited until morning, and then finally extended his arms and legs out in a spread-eagle fashion for the magnetic clasps hidden in each post of the bed to take hold.

Their give nonexistent as he struggled one last time to get moderately comfortable, it was the sound of his Mistress’s voice coming through the headphones hidden in his hood that calmed him to the point where he could close his eyes and submit to the night, despite his enduring bondage…

“You’ll never escape, no matter how much you subconsciously try.”

“May your slutty dreams prepare you for the new tortures that await you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight, my sweet Rubber Boy…”

* * *

As her plane began its final descent into Boston, Samantha smiled at the notification that had appeared on her tablet citing “SLUT DUTIES – ORAL TRAINING COMPLETE” along with several still photos of her Rubber Boy hard at work with his wrists and ankles cuffed in steel behind his back and the long, thick pink dildo buried up to its balls down his throat.

“Good boy…” she thought to herself as she stowed the device back in her purse before returning to the drink in her hand to finish while enjoying the beautiful view of the city lights that she was quickly approaching, the thought of the man who was waiting on the ground for her arrival leaving her feeling giddy as it almost always did whenever she traveled for sex.

When she finally stepped foot off the plane and made her way through the gangway into the main terminal, the warm embrace of her lover Charles quickly reignited her fire after the long plane ride as his eager hands groped her ass through the tight leather skirt and the two shared a deep kiss as they blended in with all of the other reunited lovers from the flight.

Sliding into the backseat of the limousine that he had hired to drive them to the downtown hotel where they’d be staying the next couple of days, Charles wasted little time pushing the woman’s skirt up around her hips as Sam straddled him on the leather seat and took him deep inside of her, groaning with delight as she noted that his flesh felt even more fulfilling than the rubber dildo gag that she’d humped on Rubber Boy’s face earlier that night.

The two barely made it into their penthouse suite overlooking the city before he had her bent over on the balcony as she held onto the railing for support. With no need to hold back as they were dozens of stories in the air with the sounds of the city far below them, the redhead cried out in utter pleasure as her lover fucked her from behind with an ardent passion.

“Oh god, I LOVE YOUR COCK!!!” Samantha screamed into the night sky as Charles pounded her horny pussy to the world class orgasm that she’d been looking forward to for weeks.

Continuing until she could barely stand upright on her designer, black patent leather stilettos, Samantha eventually collapsed into her lovers arms and allowed him to carry her in to the king size bed where she stripped down to her lingerie while he ordered their favorite dishes on the room service menu to enjoy after round three of their lovemaking had commenced.

It was hours later when the woman was completely and thoroughly spent that she pulled up her phone to check in on Rubber Boy, finding him bound in bed just as she expected, with the soft moans of her past recorded orgasms playing softly in his ears, occasionally punctuated by the crack of her whip or the distinct sound of her stilettos walking across a marble floor much like the one found in the suite where she now resided.

‘Tomorrow is going to be a fun day … for both of us!’ she chuckled to herself as she placed the phone on her nightstand before cuddling into her lover’s arms, her hand instinctively gravitating towards his impressive cock that had already penetrated her so many wonderful times that evening…

* * * * * * * * * *

*CRACK*

“It’s time to get up and get to work, slave!”

Rubber Boy’s eyes shot open as his morning wakeup call sounded through the headphones that were lodged in his ears, feeling the tension on the steel cuffs around his wrists and ankles release a moment later to signal that he could rise and begin another day of serving his Mistress even in her absence.

Leaving his previous night’s rubber attire in place, except for the gagged hood that admittedly would’ve made it difficult for him to eat breakfast, the man walked downstairs and made a simple bowl of oatmeal and some fruit while also surveying the house to determine his plan of attack for completing the rest of his cleaning duties that day.

In addition to cleaning the floors, dusting, and some scrubbing in the bathroom, Rubber Boy also knew that he had several slut duties to attend to as well, and so he planned out his day so that those special activities could incentivize his progress through the more mundane cleaning tasks that also required his attention…

Once breakfast was behind him, Rubber Boy returned to the bedroom where he proceeded to lay out his uniform that he would wear for the full day of cleaning and general sluttiness that he had before him. Keeping in mind that it was meant to be his challenge day, Rubber Boy examined his options carefully before finally selecting each item to complement those that came before it.

A stunning, crimson red catsuit with black accents in all the right places, and a hood to match.

A heavy, black rubber corset that would run from his hips to just underneath his breasts.

A pair of DD breast forms that the combination of catsuit and corset would hold in place perfectly.

A pair of knee-high, black patent platform boots with six-inch heels that screamed sex.

And last but not least, a shiny, black ballgag to keep the slut quiet and controlled during his service.

After also selecting a couple of unique pieces of bondage hardware from their immense collection, Rubber Boy set to work removing his current latex in the shower, replacing the suit that he had hung up to dry the night before and then scrubbing himself down, eventually also removing the steel plug in his ass and allowing himself a much needed bathroom break before ultimately swapping it out for the new plug that he would be wearing underneath his red and black rubber for the better part of the day.

Coupled with a special electrode that clipped onto the underside of his chastity cage and a special pair of nipple clamps that would be worn underneath the breast forms that he had chosen to provide his figure with an ample bosom to go along with the rest of his attire, Rubber Boy relished in the electro-stimulation that this combination was designed to offer him as he worked through his tasks – both at the idle hands of his Mistress as well as from the sensors around the house in the event that she found herself otherwise occupied…

Once he had zipped the back of the catsuit itself up, thus holding his new breasts … among other accessories … in place, he sat down and began to lace up the snug, patent leather boots that boasted an impressive heel and further served to secure his bondage as the sturdy leather molded to his calves and added a nice arch for him to endure that day. He also took the opportunity while seated to re-secure the steel shackles around each of his ankles, with his boots providing plenty of cushion so that there was no doubt he’d be able to wear them without issue all day long.

Next came his shiny, latex corset, which was a bit more challenging for him to lace by himself, however by looping the laces around the doorknob for the bedroom door, Rubber Boy was quite pleased with the hourglass shape that the garment helped to encourage, despite its own restrictions that would no doubt grow more strenuous as the day went on.

Though he normally didn’t dabble in makeup, Rubber Boy made one exception as he approached the last elements of his uniform, and so after sliding into the black rubber hood and zipping it nice and snug into place, he sat at his wife’s vanity and carefully painted only his lips in a vibrant red color specially chosen to match the rest of the latex that he was wearing that day.

The ballgag that he cinched between his lips seemed all the more enticing with his bright red lips wrapped dutifully around the black rubber ball in its center, and so then with the final clicks of the steel bracelets around his wrists and a larger slave collar around his neck, Rubber Boy was ready to get to work.

His movement considerably slower than the night before now that he had the extra height of his heels to contend with, the man opted to begin with the vacuuming as an activity that at least gave him something to lean on in the event that he had any trouble walking around the house.

Luckily he had taken the liberty of closing all of the curtains the night before, so as to avoid any undesirable conversations with his neighbors about a six-foot five-inch giant in red latex vacuuming his living room … instead he could tune out the world and simply focus on his service in peace, with the nasty electrodes underneath his suit sending him the occasional reminder if he so happened to stand idle in one place for too long…

* * *

Samantha awoke in a much more relaxing manner, with the sunlight peeking in through the blinds as the sun rose among the city buildings around them.

With her fingers resting gently on the sculpted abs of the man who had fucked her so many times the night before, she was in no hurry whatsoever to lift herself out of bed and bided her time while her lover himself still slept by perusing the room service menu and considering what she would have delivered for breakfast that morning.

After calling down to place her order for food, Samantha retrieved her tablet from the nightstand and pulled up her view of the cameras back home to check in on how her sweet, subservient Rubber Boy was doing in her absence. Admittedly she felt proud to find that not only was he already up and fully dressed in her favorite sexy, red latex catsuit of his, but also that he had managed to get a surprising amount of work done around the house since she’d gone…

Flipping back through the video feeds to get an idea of how he’d spent his own time while she was being fucked and enjoying the cuckolding good life, the woman paused when she got to his slut training from the previous night and smiled even more broadly as she then watched as her submissive husband willingly got down on his knees and passionately sucked on the neon pink cock that she had picked out when together they had designed the humiliating automated self-bondage experience.

Feeling herself getting aroused as she watched the Rubber Boy working the dildo with his hands and ankles cuffed behind him, Sam’s hand slipped silently underneath the covers and gently teased her clit and the outside of her lips as her lover lay sleeping next to her.

By the time Rubber Boy had finished with his duties and moved to the rest of his night’s work, Samantha was ready for more and turned off the tablet before disappearing under the covers to give Charles a wakeup call that her own hubby would’ve been desperate to get … had he not been locked in latex and steel bondage and chastity, and also 400 miles away at that point!

* * *

Once all of the floors throughout the house were cleaned and shined as appropriate, Rubber Boy was ready for a break in the form of his next slut duty, which this time would find him at the mercy of his bondage as he prepared his next routine that he knew from experience would be far more strenuous than the last…

Returning to the bedroom where his bed had already been made when he’d gotten up that morning, it didn’t take long to gather the few toys that were required to bring his next training exercise to life. Laying out on the bed a ballgag harness, a length of rope, and a new steel butt plug – this one in the shape of a long hook that conveniently featured a loop on one end for tying things to – Rubber Boy then unzipped his catsuit and removed his existing plug, taking the short opportunity to relieve himself before lubing up the even larger ass hook and sliding it between his cheeks until he met resistance.

Before proceeding to replace his current ballgag with the more strappy version that he’d selected, the man next took a quick moment to tap a few keys on his phone to signal to the automated bondage system that he was almost ready to begin his next slut duty.

While Rubber boy swapped out his gag and freshened up his lipstick at the same time, the system sent a notification to his Mistress with a simple prompt for her:

Hogtie Slut Training Commencing Shortly – Please Input Duration in Minutes

Of course, Rubber Boy wasn’t privy to the 90 minutes that his Mistress briefly texted back as she was lying in bed eating breakfast with her lover. He simply knew that she would be asked to set the amount of time that the computer would keep him in bondage, and in the event that she wasn’t able to respond, the computer would instead pick a value for him.

Laying down on his corseted belly in the center of the bed, the latex-clad man strained to reach back and loop the rope that he had connected to the D-ring at the crown of his new ballgag through the ring that extended up from the steel hook lodged indiscriminately in his ass, pulling the rope about as tight as he could stand as the tension made him arch his neck and back uncomfortably and then giving it another tug still before finally tying it off.

The last step of his hogtie was surprisingly easy as Rubber Boy then reached his hands behind his back, followed by his booted feet, until eventually the magnets in his cuffs took over and brought them all together with a resounding *thunk*.

Once the last chain had clicked into place connecting his hands and feet, the headphones inside of his bondage hood ticked on and his ears were suddenly flooded with sounds of the orgasmic delights of his Mistress, and it was hard not to plummet deep into his submissive tendencies as the stringent position lit up his muscles while his mind was quickly overwhelmed with imagery of his wife being pleasured repeatedly just off in the distance.

As time seemed to slow to a crawl with the only indicator being the growing soreness across his tautly bound body, Rubber Boy couldn’t help but picture his Mistress in the throes of passion and hoped that his suffering would please her whenever she decided to next check up on him…

* * *

Her husband’s self-imposed bondage, however, seemed to be among the last things on Samantha’s mind as she walked arm in arm around the promenade level of the hotel where they were staying and perused the luxury shops that featured a decadent array of designer shoes and handbags and jewelry, and most intriguing to her at the moment … French lingerie.

“I want to pick out something special to wear for you tonight!” the sexy woman purred as she pointed to the small boutique and playfully gestured for Charles to drop his credit card into her waiting hand.

While her lover wandered off to look at designer watches, Sam casually stepped inside the storefront with lacy, chic unmentionables hanging from the walls. She had already found a couple of promising sheer mesh pieces that looked intriguing when the stately salesgirl approached her offering assistance.

“What can I help you find today?” the slim blonde chimed brightly as she noticed the ring on the sultry woman’s finger. “Are you visiting us this weekend for business or pleasure?”

Samantha smirked amusingly.

“Definitely pleasure,” she replied demurely. “I’m only here for the weekend, so I’m looking for something to spice things up tonight!”

“Romantic weekend getaway with your husband?” the girl asked sweetly.

“Not exactly,” Samantha retorted. “He’s at home cleaning house where he belongs…”

“I see…” the salesgirl replied with a curious smile. “In that case, allow me to show you some items from our Exotica Collection that your lover will be sure to enjoy!”

After looking through a variety of provocative pieces in lace and satin and even leather, the woman eventually settled upon a very classic, pin-up inspired bra and panty set in a stunning red brocade on black satin, complete with a matching garter belt and a new pair of exquisite, black silk stockings. To complete the starlet look, the salesgirl then called over to her friend running the store filled with high-end stilettos and sandals down the hall, who came knocking a few minutes later with an incredible pair of deep red patent leather heels that just screamed, “Fuck me…”

“These will do wonderfully!” Samantha smiled as the two girls meticulously wrapped up the lingerie into the store’s iconic gift boxes, not even batting an eye when she saw the four-figure amount that appeared on the register because she knew that money was no object when she was with Charles.

As she walked out of the store with a bag in each hand, her handsome lover greeted her with a kiss and asked as he gestured towards the shopping bags, “So I take it you found what you were looking for?”

Samantha grinned as she pictured herself in her new attire, surrounded by candlelight as her stocking-clad legs drew him closer to her as he fucked the married woman like she was his for the weekend while her husband was back at home, locked up tight in steel and rubber, scrubbing and dusting the house like his next orgasm depended on it.

“I think we’re off to a good start,” she chimed brightly as she handed over the bags to him, “but I’ve still got a couple of things I’d like to pick up for later on tonight!”

* * *

Rubber Boy’s neck and shoulders ached as his mind was completely washed over by the sounds of his wife’s sex, with the entirety of his bondage making him utterly oblivious to how much time had passed since his hands and feet had first been ratcheted tightly together by the steel cuffs that were controlled by the timer that had been set by his Mistress.

It was a mindfuck that he craved to be not only bound for an indeterminate amount of time, but also thanks to his gag and hood and the strict grasp of his corset and the overall hug of the tight latex around his body having denial and pleasure be his one and only focus for the duration of his bondage, the intensity of the soundtrack in his ears often hinting that Mistress and her lover could be fucking right in front of him for all that he knew.

Though his dick twitched weakly inside of the chastity cage that was hidden underneath layers of black and red latex, his role was simply to suffer … and it was an act that over the years he had grown exceptionally good at doing for the love of his life.

Seemingly timed to the building orgasmic delight that was playing out between his ears, it was when Mistress had screamed out her last, “Oh god…” that Rubber Boy subsequently heard the robotic announcement, “Hogtie Slut Training Complete” followed by his cuffs dramatically unlocking as his body slumped into an exhausted pile on the bed.

He laid there weakly for a few minutes, relieved of the pressure that had finally been taken off of seemingly every part of his body, before finally sitting up in his place in the center of the fluffy comforter and glancing over to the clock on his nightstand to confirm that it had been nearly an hour and a half that he’d spent tightly hogtied … not a record necessarily, but certainly nowhere near child’s play when considering the strictness of his bonds, either!

Deciding that it was a good time to break from his responsibilities and enjoy a well-earned lunch, Rubber Boy cleaned up his bonds and then proceeded downstairs to prepare a quick meal in the kitchen, only removing his strappy ballgag harness when he was ready to eat and returning the original ballgag that he’d selected that morning shortly thereafter.

To anyone else the gag would’ve been a hindrance that they were eager to remove, but truth be told that he actually enjoyed being gagged and what having the obtrusive object between his lips did to his overall psyche. Combined with the rest of his latex and everyday bonds, the bondage collectively reinforced his submission in a very sublime way that was both calming as well as exhilarating at the same time…

Once he had finished eating, Rubber Boy proceeded to the bathroom where he would spend the next hour scrubbing the tub and shower and even the toilet, rising to the epitome of his role as a rubber maid as his feet admittedly began to hurt in the six-inch heels that were locked in place on his feet by the heavy steel ankle cuffs. Only when he was sure that every last surface sparkled in a manner that would please his Mistress was he free to move on to his next task which involved giving the entire house one final walkthrough to ensure that everything was sufficiently ready for his Mistress’s return the next day.

Another hour of dusting and general tidying up left the man eager for another break, which this time put him back on his knees in the closet for another round of blowjob training, this time finding himself fellating the large, pink dildo for twice as long as he had previously, with the sounds of his Mistress’s whip and her gentle taunts encouraging an even more enthusiastic performance than before…

“That’s right, Rubber Boy – suck that cock like the filthy, little slut that you are!”

“A slut’s place is on her knees, and since you’re dressed for the part, you might as well do the deed, too.”

*CRACK*

“Watching you bound on your knees like that makes me all kinds of horny myself … it’s too bad you’re locked up and incapable of pleasuring me with your own tiny dick…”

*SMACK*

“You do seem to be a good little cocksucker, I’ll give you that, slave.”

“Maybe I’ll put you to work on the real thing the next time one of my lovers comes over to give me the fucking that I truly deserve!”

*CRACK*

“Would you like that, Rubber Boy? Sucking a nice, thick cock for Mistress before my lover plunges it into my sopping wet pussy, all the while you’re kneeling only a few feet from my bed, bound and blind to the whole spectacle that’s playing out there in our bedroom???”

“I know you would – because you’re a good little slave boy…”

* * *

Hundreds of miles away, Samantha and her lover were just finishing up an exquisite dinner that the hotel had served on the private patio of their penthouse suite overlooking the city lights of Boston. Having just checked in on Rubber Boy’s activities on her tablet and taking pride in the enthusiasm that he was putting into his slut duties even after enduring the 90-minute intensive hogtie that she had assigned him, the woman was ready for a bit of naughty fun herself so that she could share with Charles the new lingerie that she had picked out for him earlier and was now wearing underneath the tight, black leather dress that she had chosen for their outdoor dinner on that cool evening together…

“I can’t wait to see what you’ve got for me,” the man whispered into her ear as they held each other close underneath the stars, “because while you were shopping for lingerie, I picked up a little something special for you as well…”

Gradually working towards the bedroom as they kissed and groped along the way, with Charles’s fingers teasing the tops of Samantha’s sexy, new stockings where they met with her garters that were barely covered by her leather dress. Her eyes lighting up as she spotted the small, gift-wrapped box waiting for her on the edge of the bed, she found herself intrigued as she opened her gift to discover a striking set of soft pink suede bondage cuffs with a long length of matching ribbon trailing off of each one as a means to tie it down.

“This hotel has a bondage store that I didn’t know about?!” exclaimed excitedly as she tested the touch of one of the cuffs against her wrist.

“Well, not exactly…” Charles chuckled as he reached out and finished what his lover had started, gently wrapping the first cuff around Samantha’s outstretched wrist and then buckling it snugly in place while she gazed up into his eyes in lust.

“I picked them out a few weeks ago and had them shipped to the hotel, so while you were shopping I stopped by the front desk to pick them up. What do you think?”

After the second cuff had been buckled into place around her other wrist, he took the ribbon from both and pulled them behind her back as he pulled her in for a deep and passionate kiss, with Samantha cooing as she enjoyed giving in to the submission that she normally held over her husband’s head with the whips and stiletto heels that she wielded around their home.

“I love them…” Samantha purred as her lover held her in his strong arms, with his roaming hands eventually making their way to the zipper that ran down the back of her dress which he unzipped to watch the black leather slowly fall down her body, thus revealing the scarlet red lingerie that she had chosen to entice him. Looking like a pin-up model gone kinky as she stood before him in her new patent leather heels with her wrists bound gently yet securely behind her, Sam savored the man’s touch as he explored her body with his fingers and his lips, enticed by the look of the red satin against her skin as he caressed every inch of her body before sitting her down on the edge of the bed and then proceeding to buckle the remaining two cuffs around each of her ankles as his scheme for the dirty damsel was ultimately revealed.

Stretching her arms out wide as Charles then took each of the ribbons and tied them around the wooden posts at the four corners of the bed, the woman soon found herself in an impressive spread-eagle leaving her body quite exposed as she lay there in the center of the bed draped in designer lingerie just waiting to be ravaged…

“You might be right about this bondage stuff,” her lover grinned as he removed his clothes and threw them off to the side before climbing on top of her and looking deep into her eyes.

“It does add a certain thrill to the game, now doesn’t it?” he asked before leaning down to kiss her fiercely once more, this time as his hands openly groping at her breasts and midsection, all of which felt as if they were on display for him as it was all the married woman could do just to lie there and accept whatever he wanted to do with her.

“So how does it feel?” Charles inquired as he began to massage the woman through her brocade panties, amused by her sudden gasp as her hips wiggled and he could feel her breathing heighten beneath him.

“It feels … lovely…” Samantha moaned, licking her lips as her lover toyed with one of her nipples with one hand as his other gently caressed her clit and her pussy through her new panties.

“I can’t wait for you to fuck me…” she added, straining casually against her bonds as she delighted in the man taking charge and leaving her but to receive and enjoy what was taking place with her own body.

As Charles began to slide away her panties as his erection pressed against her stocking-clad thigh, Samantha prompted him with a quick pause, “Before we start, can you start the recording on my phone please?”

With that her lover grinned, sliding off of the bound woman to retrieve her phone from her purse in the other room, returning a moment later as he dialed the number she had shown him earlier, but not before taking several pictures of the woman laid out and exposed in her bondage and seductive new lingerie that he was about to thoroughly enjoy.

Then setting the phone down on one of the nightstands near the head of the bed, Charles returned to his place over the married woman and nonchalantly slid her skimpy, red panties aside as he plunged his large cock into her waiting pussy, the first of many moans of passion picked up by the microphone on Samantha’s phone which they both knew Rubber Boy would be listening to once he had finished all of his chores at the end of the day back at home…

* * *

It wasn’t until he had completed the last of his day’s work that Rubber Boy looked down at his phone and saw the pictures of his Mistress spread-eagle on a bed for her lover hundreds of miles away, and although it wasn’t the first time that he’d been confronted with such a graphic display of his wife’s infidelity, it still took him a moment of staring at the images and dissecting every last element of her predicament before he was finally ready to press forward with the last activity of his own night.

Much similar to how he slept the previous night, Rubber Boy would spend the hours to come in a position on his back quite similar to that of his Mistress – spread-eagle with chains at his wrists and ankles pulling him taut – however as he noted the blinking light in the corner of the phone to indicate that an audio recording had also been received, he knew that this night’s slumber was going to be considerably more intense … if one could even really call it sleep at all…

Once he had cleaned up in the shower and was ready to give in to his bondage one more time, he chose the latex uniform that he would wear for his final night apart from his Mistress.

This one a particularly thick, white rubber, there was no choosing because the entire ensemble from head to toe was already a known set – he just had a lot of lacing to do to subject himself to its unyieldingly tight grasp.

First came yet another butt plug – this one also made out of a hefty steel, and uniquely designed to pack quite the charge when coupled with the electroplay capabilities of the cage locked around his cock.

Overtop he wore a snug, white rubber panty to ensure that all of the wires stayed exactly where they were so desired.

Next came the crème de la crème – the white latex catsuit which was first drawn up to his waist, and then once a special pair of prickly pads had been placed over his nipples, was drawn the rest of the way until its zipper closed at the base of his neck.

For footwear, Rubber Boy donned a pair of white patent leather knee-high ballet boots sporting a heel that were entirely unrealistic for him to walk around in, but given what lay in store for him, being able to stand was honestly the least of his concerns.

As the pile of pungent latex dwindled before him, next came a heavy latex corset which ran from his hips up to his chest and drew the nipple spikes quite devastatingly into place as he struggled and twisted to cinch the laces down as best he could.

A similar corset in the form of a collar would be laced around his neck, but not before the two piece rubber hood was fastened into place. Its first layer was a traditional latex hood that cinched down the back of the head and muffled his ears, but still left holes for his eyes, nose, and mouth, whereas the outer layer was a much more stiff, molded rubber that clamped down over the first layer and was padlocked into place through a series of snaps not unlike a mask for the head of a mummy.

When Rubber Boy was finally suited up and ready to recline back onto the bed, with each of the steel cuffs back in place around his wrists and ankles in addition this time to extra cuffs about his knees and elbows, around his waist, and even a heavy chain connected to the large D-ring on the front of his corset-laced collar, he knew that the added bondage would ensure that he had no wiggle room whatsoever in his struggles that night…

…regardless of whatever Mistress had in store for him…

Deaf, blind, and mute to the world as he laid back, the moment Rubber Boy lifted his arms up over his head, the magnetic chains took hold and pulled them firmly into the opposite corners of the bed.

He barely stretched his legs, his toes already straining in their pointe position, and those on the lower end of the bed did the same.

Silence overcame him, and he could almost feel the sweat beading along his brow and down the back of his neck underneath the thick rubber as he awaited the unknown.

As the sounds in his ears first faded in, he wasn’t sure if he was actually hearing what he thought he heard or if his mind was playing tricks on him, but with the steadily building murmur of moaning and kissing and sucking playing through his hood, the twitching in his crotch confirmed that this time it was the real thing.

Suddenly, as Samantha found herself being penetrated by her lover with his thick cock sliding between her eager folds, the moan that his wife let out also lit up the probes in his ass and along the base of his cock and balls in his cage…

It was like he was a witness there in the room with them, but for every ounce of pleasure that his wife enjoyed, he was given an equal shot of pain and torment.

Her grunting as Charles picked up speed sent tiny ripples along the base of his cock.

Her cries as he fucked her harder and faster pounded equally into his own ass.

Occasionally even his nipples would twinge as the soundtrack to their sex roared through his ears and shook his body with a cruel torture reserved for a cuckold in bondage.

And gradually when she was finally pushed to her first of many mind-numbing orgasms, Rubber Boy felt his own dick throbbing uncontrollably inside of its cage, with the plug up his ass fucking him mightily even though he knew that he didn’t have a chance of cumming in the slightest.

After an enduring twenty minutes had passed, suddenly there was silence and he guessed that the two were finally through … but as he imagined Sam’s lover gently untying her for a brief intermission to enjoy a glass of champagne and maybe some chocolate-covered strawberries, his own relief was drawn short when Charles again began fucking her … perhaps this time from behind with her voice muffled by the pillows in front of her.

Yet their bodies smacking together still provided the microphone with enough torment for Rubber Boy’s probes, fucking him rhythmically from behind as well while his Mistress’s soft moan tickled his balls with electricity until once again she cried out in pleasure.

The ordeal was as exhausting for him as he imagined it was for the two in Boston, with another round of lovemaking always seeming to creep into his ears and around his genitals just as he was beginning to drift off to sleep. Occasionally their soft cuddles and frisky whispers teased him even in his sleep, resulting in some infatuating dreams where he served his wife and her lover directly on his knees as the two paraded their relationship in front of him without a hint of hesitation.

Floating in and out of sleep with the amorous tortures eating at him from all directions, Rubber Boy whimpered into his gag but didn’t even bother to pull at his steel bonds that he knew were unbreakable until morning. His lack of sleep and hypnotic subjugation would leave him mostly useless the following day, but thankfully he had only one task left to complete…

…and it was one that he adored so much he could likely do it in his sleep at that point.

* * * * * * * * * *

*CRACK*

“It’s time to get up, slave! I’ll be home soon – I hope that you’ve completed all of your tasks…”

Rubber Boy was wiped out when he awoke the next morning, with his genitals still tingling and his ass throbbing from the night before as he could swear he still heard the echoes of his Mistress cumming over and over again in his head as the steel restraints released and allowed him to weakly roll out of bed in the direction of the shower…

Noting that his wife’s flight was due to land mid-afternoon, after getting dressed in a simple, black latex catsuit and a moderate pair of high heels, Rubber Boy got in one last obedient round of his slut duties sucking cock in the closet before breakfast, then proceeded into Mistress’s shoe closet where he spent the better part of the morning reorganizing and meticulously cleaning every last pair of the redhead’s sexy stilettos and provocative high heeled boots.

When Samantha walked in the front door, she stepped with pride through one room after another admiring her submissive husband’s efforts throughout the weekend while she had spent the majority of the time in bed with her lover. It was clear that he’d truly put the service element of his submission to good use, as observed in everything from the neat and cleared countertops to even the sparkling floor in the bathroom.

She eventually made her way into the closet where she found Rubber Boy sitting on the floor surrounded by dozens of pairs of her shoes as he was still hard at work cleaning and polishing each one to a new standard that she was excited to see him exhibiting across her massive collection of sexy footwear.

Looking up happily to see his returning Mistress as she towered over him in her latest pair of stilettos that Charles had purchased over the weekend, Rubber Boy was content as she simply dropped her new shoes into his black latex lap before announcing, “I had a long flight, so I’m going to go take a hot bath. You’re doing good here – keep it up.”

Studiously returning to his work, the man was surprising to see Mistress poke her head in the door again a few moments later before she tossed him a gift bag with hearts and roses on the side…

“I picked you up a little something in Boston,” she called as she disappeared once again towards her awaiting and freshly scrubbed bathtub, adding, “since you’ve been such a good boy, perhaps we can use it later.”

Pushing the purple tissue paper aside as he looked into the bag, Rubber Boy smiled as he saw the short, black leather paddle hiding among its wrapping.

Looking up at the vast number of high heels that still required his attention, he knew that he had a lot of work to do to ensure that he got to experience that paddle firsthand later on after his Mistress had finished freshening up.
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