
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Preparing my wife for her date 
 
    “Come here cuck!” My wife called out to me from the bedroom, “I need to do my makeup and I need my chair!” 
 
    I rushed into the bedroom and got behind her. I had to kiss both of her feet before I said or did anything else, or I would expose myself to possible punishment. After I did my duty of kissing her feet, I assumed the position, putting my head back on the chair while I was on my knees. Lisa didn’t like to sit directly on the chair, so she would always use my face to add a layer between the two as she applied her makeup.  
 
    She had her legs on either side of my body, and I was looking straight up at her butt. She had on a pair of light blue panties, and she pulled them up over her hips before she sat down on my face. My nose found its way between her perky cheeks, and I could see nothing but her blue panties if I opened my eyes. I loved this aspect of our marriage, but it always tested my ability to remain strong. Being a man that loves butt so much, when my face is sat on it makes dealing with the fact that I am in chastity difficult. I find myself trying to grow within the confines of the cage, but it never can get as large as it wants. Lisa owns me in that way, but I give her that right because I love her more than anything in the world. She has my permission to do whatever she wants, and we’ve found a way to have a marriage that works rather well for the most part.  
 
    “Hello?” Lisa said after she answered a phone call, “yeah, I’ll be ready in like forty minutes okay? Right now I’m just putting my face on for you.” She paused as she listened to her boyfriend on the other side of the phone, “yeah the cuck is here. He’s helping me get ready right now.” 
 
    I loved the way she would treat me as if I wasn’t even in the room even though she was using my face to perch her perfect bubble butt on. There is no explanation as to why I enjoyed being treated this way, but it was obvious that I loved my role in a female led relationship. The fact that she had boyfriends didn’t bother me, though we did our best to be discreet about our lifestyle. Lisa understood that I would lose a lot of respect from different people if they knew that I allowed her to run around with other men, so we had a rule where she would source her men from different sides of town and when they came to our home they would have to be okay with our rule, “what happens in our bedroom, stays in our bedroom.” It made the whole experience easier to cope with, and I actually started to enjoy watching her with other men. 
 
    To allow your wife to sleep with another man, and still love her, and listen to her when she has issues with her boyfriends is a sign, in my eyes, that you really love your woman. Her happiness is the most important thing in my life, and she constantly finds ways to show her affection for me. Being sat on, and ignored while she does her makeup is one of those things that she knows I love a ton, so she uses me as a chair almost daily. 
 
    “You doing okay down there my little cuck?” She asked after I heard the sound of one of her makeup containers snap shut. 
 
    I couldn’t say anything as her butt was covering my mouth, but I tapped the chair two times which was my way of letting her know that everything was fine. She knew that it was important that we communicate with one another as to avoid either of us getting hurt in any sort of situation, and when my mouth was covered we always had a way in which I could signal to her that I need her to move. Otherwise, the word “turkey” was our safeword, and that started with a strange Thanksgiving, but I’ll spare you the details of that one. 
 
    She sat up, and I almost wanted to grab her legs and pull her back down on my face, but I resisted my primal urge to be sat on. Doing so could lead to consequences. I had already been in chastity for a month, and my release date was approaching. There was still hope that she would let me out on good behavior, so I made a point to be extra kind, and submissive towards her in the hopes that she would show some mercy. Sometimes my plans worked, and other times she took it upon herself to punish me because she could sense that I was faking it in order to get an early release. She was good at reading my mind sometimes, and that was part of the reason I thought of her as a superior person. She had abilities that I did not. 
 
    Lisa reached down to grab the leash that I had on, and started to walk me around the room. She stopped suddenly, and my face bounced off her butt. She turned around and slapped me. 
 
    “What where the fuck you’re going!” She yelled at me causing my ass to tighten. “Get down, I don’t feel like walking!” 
 
    I got on all fours, and she sat on my back with her legs hanging off of either side of me. She spanked my ass three times which was her way of telling me to crawl with her on my back. I started moving, but slowly at first, because I wasn’t sure where she wanted me to take her.  
 
    “Take me into the bathroom cuck!” She said as she slapped my ass again. 
 
    She gripped the leash tight, and I quickly made my way to the bathroom with her on my back. I stopped when we made it, and she dismounted me. 
 
    I lowered my lips to her feet and kissed each one as that was what she expected me to do whenever she was finished riding me. It had taken a long time for me to learn all of her requirements, but we had been married for a long time, and I was a well trained cuckold.  
 
    “I’m seeing your good friend Jim tonight,” she said, “and you know how Jim likes me right?” 
 
    “Yes goddess.” I answered while looking at the floor. Looking at her face directly could lead to a problem.  
 
    “And?” She asked expectantly, “what does Jim like?” 
 
    “H-he likes you to be hairless.” I answered while still looking at the floor. Hoping that she wouldn’t be enraged by my stuttering.  
 
    “Yes you’re right.” She was talking down to me much to my pleasure, “so you know what you need to do right? We don’t have much time. I’m going to be late anyways, but remember, I’m just going to blame you for being late, so you’ll have to deal with Jim if he’s angry.” 
 
    “Yes goddess,” I answered as I stood up quickly so that I could fetch the razor and the shaving cream.  
 
    Lisa removed all of her clothes, and I admired her body for a split second before I started to put the cream all over her legs. She was on her smartphone texting somebody or checking her social media and she just sat on the side of the tub while I started to shave her body. Part of me envied her as I hated shaving, but I knew that the roles were the way they were, and there was no chance that she would ever do something like this for me. I was responsible for keeping her hairless as well as myself, and I just accepted that fact about my life. There was no use complaining about it; it was what I signed up for when I married her.  
 
    “You’re ready for your shower goddess,” I said to let her know that I was finished shaving her even though she could feel everywhere the razor had been. 
 
    “Thank you cuck,” she pinched my cheeks, “would you like a reward?” 
 
    “Please goddess!” I said while bending down to kiss her toes as a way of thanking her for thinking of me. 
 
    “Hmm,” she thought for a moment before turning around quickly, “kiss my ass!” 
 
    “Yes goddess!” I immediately began kissing her ass several times. The way it worked with us was she decided when I stopped, but I would be able to plant as many kisses as I could before she ended it. I always tried to get as many in as I could. 
 
    “Stop!” She said right as my lips were about to kiss her perfect butt again, but I was able to stop just in the nick of time. “Leave now, I’m going to shower.” 
 
    “Yes goddess, thank you.” I kissed her toes before I crawled out of the bathroom. I stayed on my knees just on the other side of the door and waited for her to finish, and so that I could help her if she needed me. 


 
   
  
 







 
 
    Waiting patiently while my wife goes on a date with another man 
 
    My wife kissed me on the cheek when she left our home to go on her date with Jim. He was a regular boyfriend of hers, and I had witnessed him give my wife all sorts of pleasure that I could never give her. Outside of the session he was extremely nice to me, and he would talk to me like a regular guy, but during our session he turned into a mean man. I didn’t take it personally because I understood the dynamics of being a cuckold, and I was just happy that he would leave the mean attitude in the bedroom where it belonged. I’ve even knocked back a couple of beers with the guy after everything was done and my wife was in the shower. Surprisingly, he wouldn’t talk about fucking my wife or how pathetic I was, but would instead ask me genuine questions, so I was happy to find out that he was the man my wife was seeing at the moment. Other men in the past had been overly cruel and would not leave their attitudes in the session, and would try to carry them over into real life.  
 
    Though it was not said explicitly, I knew that I had to make sure that our home was clean. Particularly, Lisa liked me to make sure that the bedroom was in good form so that her dates would not cast judgement on us for being dirty or anything like that. There was not much for me to do besides change the bed sheets and vacuum the floor. I did a few other small tasks to just make everything look a little better, but soon I was able to sit down and relax. I put one of my favorite shows on and started to zone out. I knew from experience that Lisa would send me a message or two throughout the night to let me know how everything was going, and to warn me that they were on their way back. 
 
    I found myself not able to focus on the TV show and instead reflecting on past encounters I had experienced as a cuckold. The first time we tried it was among the things that popped into my mind. The guys name was Matt, and he was the exact type of guy that would pick on me. He was tall, athletic, and cocky and he knew exactly what I was when he met me for the first time. Matt enjoyed the idea of seeing another man on his knees and watching him as he fucked my wife. It added to his virility and it made his already inflated ego even stronger and more uncontrollable. 
 
    It was a full experience for my first go at it, and it was both good and bad. A more gentle introduction would have been nice, but thinking back on it, that would have only delayed the inevitable. It was best, in my opinion, to experience the real deal early on so that I would have nothing more to fear. Being reduced to a cuckold quickly may not be best for the average cuck, but it seemed to work out pretty good for me and Lisa. One of the first things he did was sit down on my chair, and have my wife sit on his lap while he commanded me to lick his feet. He did it purely for the entertainment, and for my wife to see how low I really was. I could have said no, but I chose to lower my face to the ground and lick another man’s feet and my wife watched me. After that, something clicked off in her brain, and she knew that she had all of the power in our relationship even though we were already on that path to begin with.  
 
    I’ll never forget the feeling of total shame I felt when I was on my knees licking another man’s toes while my wife watched me and they laughed in unison while calling me a “beta male” and a “cuckold.” It changed my life, and how I saw myself in the food chain. It might not have been the label I wanted initially, but it was the way things were meant to be and I’ve since recognized my role in my marriage, and by doing so I have to admit our marriage has never been stronger.  
 
    Then there was the first time I had to actually clean up the mess that the man fucking my wife made. His name was Darren, and he was college basketball player. I had never seen a cock as large as his before, and I’ve watched my fair share of porn. Seeing men like him really put things in perspective for me, and when my wife commanded that I crawl over to her after he had spilled his load into her, and ordered me to lick it up I did. The laughter the two of them had completely destroyed me, but it made me stronger once I got over the initial humiliation. Today, I am stoic beyond anyone’s imagination, and I can endure humiliation that the average man could never cope with. Lisa had trained me well, and I enjoyed not having to do much thinking about things. All I had to do was look to her for instructions, and life would be good. She knew how to be the boss, and the pants fit her better than they fit me. 
 
    “Jim and I are coming home. Be ready to greet your master!” Lisa sent me via text message. 
 
    “Yes goddess.” I answered. I wanted to ask her when they would return, but that would look like I was trying to get away with relaxing longer than I should be able to. 
 
    The safe option would be to wait by the door completely naked and on my knees, but that could end taking a long time. What I had learned, from experience, was to strip naked and to check the window constantly to see if I could see them coming. That way I could drop to my knees, completely bare for them to see when they entered, and it would lead them to believe that I had been waiting for them the entire time like that. So far that was the most balanced solution that I could come up with. 
 
    “Alright Rob!” I said to myself when I spotted them pull into the driveway, “it is showtime. Get your head in the fucking game!” 
 
    I assumed the position and dropped to my knees by the door. My heart was filled with excitement, so to combat it I started taking very long and slow breaths to try to calm myself. I told myself that I had done this many times, and I could do it. Even though I was trained for moments like this, I still felt a rush. The feeling of a man coming home with your wife to find you on your knees, your cock in a chastity cage, and you are asking him, the man that is stealing your wife away, if he would like a beverage— that feeling makes my body tremble and it makes me feel alive.  
 
    “Hey there cuck!” Jim said as he walked through the door with my wife on his arm, “how are you doing there buddy?” 
 
    “I’m doing well. Thank you master.” I kissed the top of his leather shoes and then I moved over to my wife and kissed the toes that were sticking out from her high heels. “Can I interest either of you in a beverage?” I asked while making sure to not make eye contact unless requested to do so. 
 
    “No, I think I’m good.” He said, “do you need anything sweetheart?” 
 
    “Nope!” My wife said softly, “I’ve just been waiting all night to get you in my room. Did you change the sheets cuck?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes goddess,” I answered as I waited for instructions. 
 
    “Very good,” she put her hand under my chin and tilted my head so that we were face to face. “Open up!” She waited for me to open my mouth and then she spat inside.  
 
    Both of them laughed as I took my humiliation, and then they walked past me towards the bedroom. I gave them some space and I followed behind them on my hands and knees, watching the two of them flirt and fondle one another as they ignored me. I knew that I would be told to help Jim undress and to prepare him if needed, and I started to grow nervous. That part always made me feel awkward and out of place, but I never complained as it was considered an important duty for a cuckold like myself.


 
   
  
 







 
 
    The everyday life of a married cuckold 
 
    “Help me with my shoes buddy,” Jim said as he took a seat in the chair by the bed, “I think I need to buy new ones because they make my feet sweat.” 
 
     His comment about his sweaty feet was an indication of what he desired from me. I knew that as soon as I got his shoes and socks off I would have to ask him if he would like me to clean his feet. I closed my eyes for a brief moment as I knelt in front of him to gain my composure, and then I removed his footwear one piece at a time. 
 
    “Man,” Jim exclaimed, “it feels good to get out of those damn things!” 
 
    “Master,” I said while looking at his sweaty feet, the smell was obvious to me right away, “would you like me to clean your feet?” 
 
    “Hmm,” he said before pausing to make me squirm, “that is such a nice thing of you to offer. You know what?” He paused again, and though I was not looking at his face I could feel his eyes on me, “go ahead buddy. You’ve earned it!” 
 
    I took in a deep breath and exhaled before I rested my upper body weight on my elbows and began to worship his stinky feet. My wife laughed as she came over and sat down on his lap, repeating the same scenario that had happened during our first time. I could sense that she knew that this was like a flashback, and after she observed me for a minute, I could hear the sounds of them kissing. Their kissing grew progressively more passionate and it sounded the same as my lips and tongue as I sucked and licked Jim’s feet. My cock was limp inside of its cage, and I found humor in the fact that by doing this I had effectively made the chastity cage redundant.  
 
    His feet were certainly sweaty, and they tasted salty. As I sucked each individual toe I felt like I was making progress. I looked at every toe as ten percent of my duty completed, and that was how I stayed motivated while trying to think of things that I actually enjoyed. I could sense Jim’s arousal as he and my wife continued to kiss while he received stimulation on his feet, and as soon as I sucked the final toe he began to speak. 
 
    “That’s enough cuck,” he said as he lifted my wife off of his lap and began to stand. “Take off my jeans.” He ordered before he pulled his shirt off of his back. 
 
    I unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. I could see his large cock poking out of his boxers, and I prayed that I would not be asked to suck it this time. I had done it in the past, but I was craving a female flavor; I wanted to taste my wife. 
 
    “Come on cuck,” he playfully smacked me on the head, “I can’t fuck your wife with these on.” 
 
    “S-sorry master,” I said as I pulled down his boxers. His cock swinging only inches from my face. 
 
    Once naked, he turned away from me and got onto the bed. My wife had removed her clothes while I was helping him, and she stood to the side looking wonderful. She knew that she was beautiful, and that her body was perfect, and she was grabbing her breasts and squeezing them while looking at Jim. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting for a real dick for a long time,” she said to compliment him and insult me. “Can I taste it sir?” She asked. 
 
    “Come here bitch!” He said as he sat on the bed with his legs hanging off of the bed. 
 
    “Chair! Now!” My wife ordered as she approached Jim’s hard cock. 
 
    I quickly ran over to where she was standing and laid down on my back so that she had a place to sit her pristine pussy. I was getting what I wanted, but I also knew that this would cause my cock to test the boundaries of its bondage. It would be worth it, to taste her divine pussy, and to make her moan and warm her up before she got fucked mercilessly by an alpha male.  
 
    “Good cuck,” she said as she lowered her pussy towards my face. “It’s nice to have someone clean your pussy before getting fucked,” she paused, “and after.” 
 
    I already knew that it was my duty to clean Jim’s come from her pussy, but her mentioning it was haunting. It was a reminder that I was nothing more than a chair and a rag to her, and god only knows what Jim thought of me. He lived a few towns over, and there were probably a few guys that heard crazy stories about me, and the disgusting things that I had done for their amusement. I cleared my mind of those thoughts, and focused on pleasuring my wife’s beautiful pussy, and I licked and sucked her clit as I tried to pay attention to her moans to see what was working and what was not. It became harder to track once she started to suck Jim’s cock aggressively and I could hear her moans mixed with the sloppy sound of her mouth on his cock combined with his heavy breathing. It was a cluster fuck of sounds, but my wife soon made it easy as she started to grind herself into my face. Using me like a sex toy, I continued to service my wife as she served Jim. 
 
    My cock pushed hard against the cage as my wife’s legs began to shake from the orgasm that I had given her. I could hear her moaning in full which meant that she had taken Jim’s cock from her mouth and was letting the world know that she was ready to take his dick. She stood up, slowly, and crawled onto the bed.  
 
    “Get up here cuck!” She ordered with an angry tone as if I had done something wrong even though I had just licked her pussy to her heart’s content. 
 
    I got on the bed and she ordered me to lay beside her so that she could look me in the eyes as she got fucked while laying on her back. Jim parted her legs, and moved his body between her and began to rub the crown of his throbbing cock on the outside of the pussy that I had just cleaned. She moaned more, and she pulled my head so that our foreheads were touching and I could smell Jim’s cock on her breath as she gently blew it into my face. She grinned at me, and kissed me on the lips to share the flavor, but it did not phase me. I already knew that it would be my job to taste his come and to lick it out of her pussy after he was done using her.  
 
    The bed began to move, and out of the corner of my eye I could see Jim thrusting into my wife with his raw, long cock. He grunted as he became more aggressive with his thrusts, and my wife made sure that I knew how much she enjoyed him. 
 
    “Oh my god! Fuck me Jim! Fuck me!” She said loudly in my face as she looked at me in the eyes, “you’re nothing but a fucking loser Rob!”  
 
    Her insults made my cock stir for some reason that would be hard to explain to the average person, but those who have experienced a goddess humiliate you verbally would surely understand. It was the same as saying “you look handsome today” in our world, and she was a master of humiliation. My eyes bounced from hers to Jim’s as he continued to fuck her, and his grunts became louder and louder. He occasionally would verbally humiliate me for the sole purpose of making his own cock stronger as mine was stuck in a cage. He laughed at me when he saw that I was touching myself, teasing myself, as if I thought I had a chance of getting out, but I knew that was not going to happen.  
 
    “Are you ready for it Lisa?” Jim asked as he continued his pace of thrashing, “I’m going to come soon.” 
 
    “I need it, please!” My wife was begging another man to come inside of her, “I need your hot come inside of me Jim! Jim!” She called his name while looking at me. “Fuck you Rob” She whispered as she kissed me. 
 
    Though I was not the one getting fucked, I could feel his load enter her by the sounds she made. It was a familiar experience for me, and I was practically an expert at reading my wife’s body from the years of service and the hours I had spent watching her with other men. He gave her a few hard thrusts with his cock before he started to try and attempt to catch his breath and keep his cock deep inside of her while he filled her with his seed. After he was finished, he slowly pulled his manhood from her pussy and my wife released her grip on my head. I knew what I had to do. 
 
    I got up, and first I had to make sure that Jim’s cock was clean. I closed my eyes and tried not to think about what I was doing as I inserted his still hard cock into my mouth and wrapped my lips around it. I went down as far as I could, and sucked the come and wetness from his staff. 
 
    “Good cuck,” he said as he put his hand gently on my head, “now clean up your wife.” He pushed my head between her legs and they laughed together as my mouth made contact with her come filled pussy. 
 
    “Man,” Jim said as I sucked his come from my wife’s hole, “you are one fucked up dude.”  
 
    There was nothing I could say to defend myself. He was right, and I took pride in my abilities to make my wife happy. It was my goal to give her a third orgasm and a clean pussy, and that, in my mind, would increase the odds that she let me out of chastity sometime in the near future. Even if all she permitted me to do was jack off while kissing her butt, I would be happy as penetrating her was a very rare thing for her to allow me to do. Sometimes she would only let me do it for a moment before locking me up, and I came to learn that when she let me masturbate it was an almost guaranteed orgasm.   
 
     Jim released his hand from my head, and I could hear him getting dressed while me and my wife continued to go at it. Today, it didn’t look like he planned to stick around and have a beer with me. 
 
    “I’ve got work tomorrow,” he said to my wife, “I’m going to head out. Have fun with that cuck. You’re a fucking disgrace of a man.” He laughed. 
 
    “Call me!” My wife said as he exited the room, “you hear that cuck. You’re a disgrace!” She was laughing and pulling me into her pussy more.  
 
    I had swallowed most of the come, and was now applying the finishing touches to her pussy and then I planned to suck and lick her clit again and shoot for the third orgasm. She moaned, and encouraged me, giving me confidence in my ability to lick her pussy. Lisa wrapped her legs around my neck, and I could feel her feet touching my head. She arched her back and then let go causing my face to bounce up and down on her pussy.  
 
    “Thank you cuck,” she said releasing her grip on me, “go take a shower.”  
 
    “Yes goddess,” I said as I quickly got off of the bed and onto my knees, “Thank you goddess.” 
 
    I crawled on my hands and knees into the shower. I had added another notch of shame to my very large belt.


 
   
  
 







 
 
    Honeymoon Hotwife: Femdom Cuckold Humiliation 
 
     When I told my future wife, Alice, about my fantasies, she was surprisingly into the idea. Telling any woman that you are interested in femdom is risky. You run the risk of them losing respect for you, and choosing to laugh at you as they break up with you and move on to a more suitable man. 
 
      
 
    Alice didn't do that. She agreed to trying it, and she smartly used it as incentive for us to hurry up with the wedding. Once we were officially married we would be able to introduce femdom into the bedroom. In between planning and paying for the wedding, I had her take a test. The test asked a series of questions to see if you would be willing to perform certain acts in the bedroom. It was set up so you only learned about the things that you were mutually interested in. We both took the test, and I realized that my wife was interested in nearly every aspect of femdom. 
 
      
 
    Almost everything including cuckolding. I always thought that cuckolding was something that you worked up to as time went on, but Alice had another way of looking at it.  
 
      
 
    "It was something that I had agreed to, but I figured that she wouldn’t be ready for it so soon." 
 
      
 
    First Time Hotwife: Femdom Chastity Cuckold 
 
    I learned a lot about my beautiful when she chose a black man... 
 
      
 
    It really was more about picking somebody that was completely opposite to me. Calvin was tall, muscular, black, and well endowed whereas I was simply none of those things. I was, however, a loyal and committed cuckold. 
 
      
 
    As our marriage became stale, I decided to introduce a new concept in the hopes of spicing things up. I gave my wife, Lindsay, a key that had a lot of power. With that key she could unlock me from chastity, or she could hide it away and tease me for her amusement. 
 
      
 
    When she saw the device she became excited. Lindsay knew what it was for, and she knew that there was more to it than simply chastity. Almost immediately, she was planning on finding another man to sleep with while I watched helplessly.  
 
      
 
    I had been the bringer of my own demise, and with that key, I gave Lindsay the power to become the hotwife that she always wanted to be. 
 
      
 
    Femdom Playlist Mega Bundle: Collections 1-3 
 
    This femdom MEGA BUNDLE by Tom Longo includes 3 collections (Over 60,000 words) of short stories. In this collection you will get: 
 
      
 
    Femdom Playlist: Part One 
 
    1: Thai Dominatrix: AW/WM Femdom 
 
    2: My Wife's Femdom Therapy: Ass Worship Humiliation 
 
    3: Cuckolded by a Black Man: Black Bull/White Cuck 
 
    4: The Black Goddess Makayla: White Man Dominated by a Black Woman 
 
      
 
    Femdom Playlist: Part Two 
 
    1: Teaching Her How to Dominate: Spanking, Butt Worship, Facesitting 
 
    2: Cucked by the Cuck!: Cuckold Humiliation, Butt Worship 
 
    3: Femdom Encounter in the French Airport: Butt Worship, Oral Worship 
 
    4: Sissified by a BBW: Ex-Girlfriend Femdom Revenge 
 
      
 
    Femdom Playlist Bundle: Part Three 
 
    1: Femdom Saved My Marriage: Chastity Butt Worship 
 
    2: Mature Femdom Goddess: Older Woman Dominates Younger Man 
 
    3: Caught Wearing My Wife's Underwear: Sissified and Humiliated 
 
    4: Japanese Foot Goddess: Domina Hisako 
 
      
 
    A total of 12 stories that were crafted for men that dream of submitting to a powerful, dominant woman 
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