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Domesticated Boy

“Do I have to?” Justin had to ask as he stared hard at his wife. Other women might’ve been intimidated, but Brandy flashed him a wicked smile, raised her hand, and led to the caller dangle from her grip.

“Yes,” she said simply.

In the next moment, it should’ve been clear that she wanted him to challenge her authority. Fortunately, he obliged.

“But please, I don’t need to wear a collar. I can be a good without it.”

She beckoned him closer with a wave of one finger. Although she didn’t utter a word, her body language was clear: come here. Come over here like a good boy.

Very wisely, Justin obliged, stepping closer and closer to her until she reached up and brushed her fingers up his cheek to the back of his neck where she took a solid grip.

“Justin, what did we agree?”

Over the last two years of their marriage, there have been a few rocky moments, arguments and disagreements, yet he instantly knew what she meant, just as he knew precisely what she expected here.

“We agreed I’d be your slave, Mistress.”

“Yes. That’s right. We agreed that you are my slave. And as a slave, what do you wear?”

He looked back at the lavender leather, the built-in bow tie, and the clasp for a lock. He exhaled slowly, gulped nervously, and directed his eyes downward. Even so, Justin just couldn’t bring himself to give her the answer she expected.

Sometimes, he became very foolish, thinking he should be able to make his own decisions despite their prior agreement.

She tugged on the hair at the back of his head, reminding him of his place. With her other hand, she touched to fingers to the underside of his chin and nudged his gaze upward, forcing his eyes toward hers.

“Well?”

“I wear a collar, Mistress,” Justin replied, speaking instinctively and automatically. They’d gone through this many times before because she knew repetition was the key to effective training and domestication. Boys could be so difficult and foolish; he would always need consistent reminders.

“That’s right!” She let a beautiful smile splash across her face. “But I guess you’re having trouble remembering that, aren’t you? Don’t worry. This nice collar will help you remember.” She pulled him closer. He stumbled toward her, straightened his back, and stood there obediently. She seized this opportunity, bringing the collar up around his neck and buckling it on.

As she worked, Brandy knew he might pull back at any moment. In fact, she could read of the struggle playing out behind his dark eyes. On some level, he desperately wanted to pull away, but he had agreed to this. Not only that, he’d asked for it in one way or another.

She tightened the collar, making sure it was secure. Then she reached down into her jeans pocket and pulled out the small padlock. Gripping it between two fingers, she waved it in the air right before his face. “When I put this on, what happens to you?”

“I am reminded of my place and my obedience within our marriage, Mistress.”

“Yes!”

Simply because she wished to humiliate him a little more, Brandy reached up and pitched his cheeks. “That’s right. You’re a smart boy. I mean, you’re not as smart as a girl, but you do such a good job of remembering your place. What’re boys for again?”

“Domestic service, Mistress,” he replied obediently.

She snapped her fingers as though she actually needed the reminder. “That’s right!” Then she smiled at him and waited.

If he tried to hold out, he didn’t succeed. “How may I serve you, Mistress?”

“There’s my good, domestic boy. Well, since you ask, I think the kitchen needs to be cleaned.”

“Followed by an inspection?”

“What kind of question is that?” Brandy taunted. “Of course, I’m going to inspect your work.” She made it sound like any other possibility was simply absurd. “How else will my boy know if he did a good job? That’s clearly a decision to be made by his superior. And who is that?”

“You, Mistress,” he replied, sounding defeated and deflated. And yet, when she stepped closer and brushed her fingers up his thigh and toward his groin, she felt the outline of his erection.

“Yes,” she agreed. “I’m your superior.”

His jaw clenched for a moment. Despite all of this training, some part of his masculine ego still wouldn’t allow him to acknowledge the simple reality.

Because she wanted to be a good owner for her slave boy, Brandy pinched his chin again and forced him to look back into her eyes. “Say it.” The words came out sharp and pitch perfect.

“You’re my superior, Mistress.”

“Now go clean,” she said.

Without question her, he scurried back into the kitchen. She stood with her shoulders turned away from him for the first couple of seconds. Then she stretched her hands over her head. She knew that he would need some supervision, but not quite yet.

With a glance over at her husband, she enjoyed the look of almost-panic on his face. It quickly morphed into something else: concentration and focus. He began to work, pulling out everything he needed.

At moments like this, Justin didn’t think about himself for his own selfish desires. Instead, he became utterly focused and dedicated to her service.

With a smile on her face, Brandy sauntered back over to the couch, sat down, and crossed her legs. She grabbed her tablet and set it comfortably on her thigh. Over the next few minutes, she played around online, checking her email, responding to a few messages, and indulging in her curiosity about various websites.

All the while, her husband concentrated on making her life easier.

Other women might balk at the idea of owning a slave, but only because they never really considered the implications. They never imagined what it would be like to domesticate a boy, to turn him into a servant.

As she thought about it, she started to get excited; she started to get wet.

With his head down and his hands moving along the countertops, Justin couldn’t see what she was doing. She reached up, licked the tips of her fingers, and then reached down into her jeans. Unsurprisingly, she was already moist by the time her fingers brushed along her sex.

Oh yes, this was going to be good.

Brandy relaxed, letting the tension fade away from her muscles as her fingers dipped down into her wet crevice. Oh yes, that felt wonderful. She enjoyed the soft give, the moist heat, and the first flush of pleasure as her body started to respond.

Over and over again, she thought of her husband cleaning for her, scampering about, following her every command.

She had enslaved him, she thought with a smile.

All across the world, so many women had to deal with reticent and stubborn men. Those boys out there always thought that they could handle themselves. They always believed they should be allowed to make their own decisions.

Foolish.

Boys needed to be domesticated. They needed to be trained and enslaved.

Oh yes, she loved just how obedient her husband could be. She adored the way he scampered for her, following her every command. And yes, she needed to the firm with him from time to time. Sometimes that meant a spanking. Sometimes it meant other forms of punishment.

Good.

She pushed her fingers down, gliding them back up. She toyed with her clitoris, gently stroking them most sensitive part of her body. With her free hand, she reached for her breast.

Brandy didn’t bother taking off her shirt. Instead, she stroked her nipple through her bra and top. She enjoyed the sensation says they coursed through her skin, lighting up her nerves.

Yes, yes, yes!

By this point, her face had probably turned a bright shade of red, but Brandy didn’t make a sound. Instead, she continued to pleasure herself as she listened to the sounds of her husband’s footsteps. At that moment, he was probably scrubbing down the counters. Later, she could hear the faucet come on as he began to wash the dishes.

Without making any noise, she bit down on her lower lip, panted, gasped, and came hard. The pleasure burned along her skin, making her eyes wide. Even so, she didn’t seem to see anything. Instead, she hissed through her teeth one more time, threw herself back against the couch cushions, and panted.

Wow.

That had been really, really good.

In fact, Brandy craved more.

Even so, she didn’t just jump up and go grab her husband. Instead, she but her jeans back into place, stood, and wobbled for a moment. Then she smirked, gathered her bearings, and marched into the kitchen.

At once, her boy looked up.

“Mistress?”

In that one word, he conveyed so much: the desire to obey, a little hint of fear, surprise that she had arrived to so soon.

“How are you doing?” Brandy came up behind him, she wrapped her arms around his waist, and she began to stroke his clothing. Underneath the fabric, she sensed the firmness of his body.

Another pulse of desire sprinted through her skin; it was difficult not to take him by the hand and guide him back into the bedroom. She yearned to see him spread out on his back—ready to be taken—conquered.

“Keep working,” she ordered.

Braced in front of the sink, he washed, scrubbing the dishes one at a time before stacking them on the rack to drive. Along the way, she reached into his shirt. She started to stroke his body, pressing down.

Then she slipped her other hand it down into his pants.

Immediately, he let out a sharp hiss.

His hands trembled, and he paused. Brandy grinned, leaned forward a little bit, and yet at his ear lobe before saying, “I didn’t tell you to stop, boy.”

“No, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said.

“You think you’re sorry, but you’re not. Not yet,” she taunted. With her hand down in his pants, she had access to his balls and shaft. She wasn’t surprised to feel his direction. Even so, she continued to stroke, sliding her fingers up and down, again and again. The soft caresses sent electric sparks of desire running through his body. Every time she glanced down at his hands, she noticed how his muscles clenched as he tried to remain focused.

“Oh, I’m sorry, my distracting you? Are you getting nervous because you know you need to be punished?”

“Yes, I mean no, I mean, I don’t know!”

“Poor boy. You can’t think and wash at the same time, can you?”

“I don’t know,” he said truthfully.

“Boys get distracted so easily,” she teased.

“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say, Mistress.”

“That’s right. Whatever I say. Why’s that again?”

“Because you are in charge. You’re in command, Mistress,” he replied with a tone that may have been eager.

“I like how desperate you sound,” she said, rewarding him with a brush her fingertips along his scrotum. He exhaled again, one long, fast breath.

For a second, she smirked at the idea of her husband actually passing out. She didn’t think something like that was genuinely possible.

“You missed a spot,” she said, glancing back at one of the dishes.

If Justin noticed his mistake, he didn’t say anything. Then again, Brandy didn’t really give him a chance. “I think I want another orgasm,” she said. “But first, I need to make sure that you understand sloppy work isn’t acceptable. Grab onto the countertop, hold it tight, and accept your spanking.”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry for disappointing you, Mistress,” he said.

Justin to struggle as she grabbed the back of his collar. She pulled him to the middle of the kitchen, shoved him down, and he dutifully grabbed the edge of the countertop the way she had instructed. From there, she came up behind him and pressed her crotch to his backside. “Whenever I see you bent forward like this, it makes me think I want to fuck you from behind. Is that what you need, Justin?”

“No!”

“I’m sorry. What did you just say?” Brandy was careful to convey that quiet sense of polite menace. After all, she didn’t need to raise her voice to frighten her domestic boy.

Justin scrambled, fighting so hard to say the right words, especially because he knew he could be in a lot of trouble. “I mean, that’s unnecessary, Mistress. I have so many ways I can pleasure you! I swear, I can be a good slave for you. You don’t need to do that.”

“Oh? And what is that?” She allowed a little bit of emphasis to hang on her final word.

“You’re thinking about pegging me,” he said.

She loosened his pants, opening up his belt and unzipping his fly. A moment later, she yanked down his pants, exposing his rear end. With a smile, she came up to him. He hissed sharply through his teeth, obviously nervous. But then she didn’t strike. Instead, she gently caressed her fingers along the curves of his body.

“Yes,” Brandy agreed. “That’s exactly what I’m thinking about doing to you right now. I get so wet thinking about it.” Other girls would’ve been nervous with this kind of coarse language. Then again, other girls worried about being dainty and girly.

They didn’t understand how a woman could be entirely feminine yet seize absolute control. In fact, she got a very wet as she thought about what she might do to him.

“But, Mistress, there are so many other things I could do to stimulate you. I could use my mouth were my hands…”

“True,” she allowed. “But maybe I just want you on your stomach. Maybe I just want you on your hands and knees. Maybe I want you to know that I’m not even looking at your face while I take you.”

His eyes got big and she said those words, but she now wrapped her fingers around his erection with one hand. She cocked back her other arm, and then she swung down.

Pleasure and pain mixed through his skin, swirling hot fast like a burning tornado.

Then she struck again, even harder.

Relaxing her grip on his shaft, she instead focused on his spanking. She made sure that he would always remember his place. He was a slave, domesticated and owned. He needed this lesson.

Her hand flew down again and again, a quick flurry. Despite her speed, every spanking had that special quality. It hurt even as it reminded him of his status. And in reminding him, she conveyed something else: affection.

“I only punish you because you need it. I only punish you because I want you to be the best possible slave you can be.”

He probably yearned to say something, only Brandy didn’t give Justin the opportunity. She struck five more times, jumping her palm from one side of his body to the other. And when she was done, she was proud to see his butt cheeks glow a bright shade of pink.

“How did that feel?”

“It’s strung, Mistress,” he said truthfully.

“Good. And how does it make you feel?”

“May I kneel?”

“You may,” she said, actually sounding magnanimous.

He turned around slowly, got down onto his knees, and then he looked up at her. “It makes me feel grateful, Mistress.”

He only looked up along the length of her body for a moment. Then his eyes dropped back down, at least until she touched to the underside of his chin. “No, no,” she said. “I want my slave to see me. I want you to feel your status interposition, boy.”

Boy. Such a demeaning remark, such a teasing title. Then again, she could have addressed him as her slave.

“Kiss my feet.”

“Yes, Mistress. As you command, Mistress.” Coming from some other male, those words might have sounded trite or silly. If he spoke them reverentially, as though he really couldn’t imagine any task more important than obeying her.

“Do you remember what you used to be like?”

He swallowed, apparently nervous, yet she wasn’t about to release him.

He brushed his lips along her shoes. “Yes, Mistress.”

“What were you like before?”

“Disobedient. Defiant. I tried to think for myself, Mistress.”

“That’s right, you did. Should you do that anymore?”

“No, Mistress,” he said.

“That’s right.”

She pulled her feet away, removed her shoes and socks, and then she sauntered over to the couch. Once there, she clapped her hands and beckoned for him to come closer.

When her husband attempted to stand, Brandy smirked. “No, Justin. Crawl.”

He swallowed, apparently irritated. Every once in a while, his ego would flash to attention, but she had no problem disciplining him. Another spanking might be all it took.

Or something else could be equally demeaning. “Actually, since you are looking defiant, I think you need a reminder of your status. Strip, Justin. You’re going to crawl over here naked.”

With an audible gulp, he obeyed immediately, taking off his pants and shirt, issues and his socks.

Once stripped of his clothing, he moved along on his hands and knees, crawling closer to his Mistress.

Languidly, she raised her foot. “Massage,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, raising his hands. Leaning forward, he worked his fingertips along her heel, the arch of her foot, and her toes. All the while, he kept his gaze aimed downward.

“Suck on my big toe, slave.”

Slave.

That helped remind him. He bent his head down, and he wrapped his lips around her big toe, exactly as instructed. Her domesticated boy wouldn’t make a mistake of attempting to think for himself.

Then, just as he had been taught, he started to suck gently.

The sensations coursed up her dainty foot, along her thin ankle, to her shins, her knees, upper spine. Wow. That felt so good, she reflected. Other women had no idea what it was like to own a slave, to be able to command boy into any position she might like.

Too bad for them.

With a wicked smirk on her face, she watched as her husband continued to work, moving his head down and up to gently as he licked and sucked, swirling the tip of his tongue over her sensitive flesh.

“Don’t forget the other toes,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. Then he started to suck on them one at a time. All the while, she reveled in those sensations, but she was always amused by one particular question: how much of this was psychological at how much of it was physical? Yes, his mouth felt really good, but she also enjoyed her status.

In fact, she decided to give him another reminder. “Slave?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Why are you on your knees?”

A little hint of blush glowed along the sides of his face. “Because this is where you told me to be,” he replied.

“And you always do as you’re told?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his voice shaking slightly.

He was nervous.

Brandy loved it! There was something about having this strong, powerful young man on his knees, powerless before her commands. She hadn’t even leashed him, yet he would do anything she wanted.

“Why? Why would you do anything I tell you? Why do you have to be obedient?”

“Because you own me,” he said. It was such a simple answer, yet it rang with an obvious truth.

“And?”

“And you own me because you domesticated me. You taught me how to behave, Mistress. You always teach me how to behave.” He sounded a little bit like a schoolboy reciting an answer, yet Brandy done in mind. If anything, she loved his instinctive, trained obedience.

“Do you enjoy your status?”

He blinked.

“It’s okay,” Brandy said. His ass still stung, but she encouraged him anyway, “You can be honest with me.”

Justin seemed to hesitate. His lips opened, only to close again. He didn’t know precisely what he should say.

“I enjoy belonging to you, Mistress.” He swallowed, feeling the collar around his neck. That little tension, that gentle weight, always reminded him of his status. “But sometimes I might wish that I could be my own man again.”

“Oh? Really?”

He looked up at her.

Just as he started to say something, perhaps to confirm his desire to be independent, she brought up her foot and rubbed her toes against his cheek. “Quiet,” she said with a grin.

At once, he closed his mouth.

“Silly boy. You don’t get to have your own opinions. You don’t get to try to argue with me. You simply do as you’re told. Now, I’m going to lease you and I’m going to make you clean while I sit on the counter and watch. If you make any mistakes, you’ll get another spanking.”

If he was disappointed by having that slight hope snatched away, Justin didn’t give any sign of it.

She reached over for one of the drawers, took out a dog leash, and attached it to his collar. Then she walked back into the kitchen, and her naked boy followed, moving on his knuckles and knees as she had commanded.

Brandy experienced something close to guilt, but not in the traditional sense. She didn’t have any true pangs of regret as she slipped her hand back down into her jeans and masturbated while her husband did the dishes. On the contrary, she knew that she could enjoy herself as much she wanted, but this still felt like an overindulgence.

“Don’t look back,” she commanded, touching herself as he washed, scrubbing and cleaning and drying the dishes. All the while, she had one hand down between her legs as she gripped his leash tightly. Occasionally, she tugged, if only to remind him that she was still in control.

Once he finished, he said the last dish in the rack. He didn’t turn around.

“You may touch yourself without climaxing,” she said.

She dipped her fingers down into her slit, and she massaged her clitoris again. Pretty soon, she was gasping and moaning. All the while, he could stroke his erection, yet he couldn’t actually get off!

He seemed to twitch, to shiver and vibrate, but she still refused to grant him permission. Just as importantly, Justin was smart enough not to ask for it.

“Keep going,” she said.

Denying him with his own hands turned her on more than she wanted to admit. But then, she smirked, climax, and continued to stroke her own pussy. She relaxed and that the sensations, only to tense up moments later.

Small orgasms rippled through her body, and that she finally pulled her hand back. She walked up behind her husband and sucked her fingers close to his mouth. “Lick them clean,” she commanded.

He hesitated for another moment. Oh, that wasn’t good. She couldn’t have a slave who would try to make his own decisions. She put her other hand on the back of his head and forced his mouth down. Finally, reluctantly, he opened his mouth and started to lick at her fingertips the way she expected.

“You definitely need to be pegged,” she said. But first, clean the rest of the house.”

When she withdrew her fingers from his lips, he said, “Yes, Mistress.”

She kept him on a leash. She didn’t let him off of it even as he vacuumed, dusted, and scrubbed. From one room to the next, he cleaned the house under her watchful supervision. Theoretically, she could have let him do this on his own, yet Brandy enjoyed the way he would glanced back at her.

“How do you feel?”

“Domestic,” he said.

“Good. You feel as though you’ve lost something?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you feel as though you’ve gained something?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Get on your knees and tell me what you have gained.”

He lowered himself down before her.

At this point, their house was pretty much spotless. He had done an excellent job, never cutting corners or skipping any of the small spots, even those that wouldn’t be viewed by visitors.

“I’ve gained an owner, Mistress. I’ve gained obedience.”

“And does that make you happy?”

Some of the muscles tightened around his throat. The corners of his mouth became tense. But then, he looked down at her feet, and then he slipped his gaze up along the length of her body. “Yes, Mistress. It makes me very happy.”

“That’s right. You don’t want to think for yourself, do you?”

He responded with a quick shake of his head. No, he didn’t.

“Say it,” she commanded.

“I don’t think for myself.”

With another tug on his leash, she guided him to their bedroom. Once there, she began to strip off her jeans. Leaving her button-up white shirt on, she grinned at him. Brandy simply couldn’t help herself, not when he wore that abject expression on his face. He exuded defeat and acceptance; she was in charge, and she had no intention of ever letting that power go.

“Do you like this?” Brandy asked, weaving down toward her naked legs, thighs, and hips with a flourish of her hands.

She loved the nervous gulped and ran down his throat.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

Judging from his erection, he couldn’t help himself. He was definitely very turned on.

“I’m glad,” she said. “In fact, I think I’m going to give you a little treat. Would you like to lick me?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Right away, Brandy could read the tension playing along his eyes. Perhaps he wouldn’t admit it, yet Justin thought this might be his opportunity.

If he can to get her really excited, but maybe she would allow him the privilege of sex. Oh, nothing could be better for her slave. He probably imagines how it would feel to have her on her hands and knees while he pumped her from behind. Sure, she had allowed that position once or twice since his enslavement and domestication, yet he had no reason to think that would happen again. Even so, Brandy enjoyed dangling the possibility before him. Nothing could be more addictive to a slave that hope, which in turn would make him more malleable and easier to own.

“Kiss my feet and work your way up. Don’t you dare lick anything private quite yet,” she commanded.

The restrictions weren’t necessary, but they made it easier for her boy to obey.

Leading forward, he started at her feet once again. He mostly focused on the use of his lips, yet his tongue flicked out every few seconds. He kissed her feet, nuzzled her shins, and continue to work his way up. All the while, Brandy savored her authority over him.

Collared and leashed, he still looked incredible. She studied the lines of his back, the curves of his muscles, and of the soft waves of his hair. Pretty soon, he had worked his way up to her thighs. She spread her legs a little bit. By this point, he probably caught the aroma of her arousal.

His face flushed bravely. Oh yes, he could definitely smell her now.

He came closer and closer. He grazed the tip of his nose along her pubis, but that wasn’t the permission he needed.

“Good boy,” she said, lowering her hand to the top of his head.

At first, she didn’t take a grip. Instead, she simply petted him as though he were a beloved animal.

Brandy always adored gestures like this one. She could make them feel loved and cherished but also means that humiliated at the same time. With this kind of caressed, she showed him that he was property, beloved property, but property nonetheless.

He glanced up at her for a moment. She had no problem sensing the conflict playing out along the contours of his eyes and face. Poor boy. He probably still held onto fantasies of seizing control somehow, someway, some day. But collared and leashed, that wasn’t going to happen. He was owned, and he always would be.

“Good boy,” she teased. “Such a good boy. I’m very proud of you.”

At this point, she tightened her grip on his scalp, and she spread her legs just a little bit. With most of her weight braced against the edge of the mattress, it was easy for her to pull his face up between her legs.

He didn’t lick her. His lips pressed up against her pussy, yet he didn’t dare act without permission.

A smirk curved along her pretty mouth. Then she spoke, “Okay. Now you may lick.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” he said. Dipping his head down, he slipped his tongue along her crevice. He did it to please her. He did it because he had been trained. Domesticated.

“Good boy. There’s a very good boy. I’m proud of you, Justin. That’s right. Lick. Lick your owner. Please her. Make me feel good. Show me that your property. Show me that your own.”

Justin hated any of those taunts, he didn’t react. Instead, his tongue moved up and down her sex as he pleased her to the best of his ability. He swept in deep, gliding his tongue along the walls of her pussy.

Every second brought another wave of delicious sensation. Her nipples hardened, and she couldn’t wait for more, yet she forced herself to be patient. Perhaps it was a little bit easier for her; after all, she had control of what could happen at any given moment.

Justin, on the other hand, couldn’t know when she might be satisfied. He had to be nervous, especially because she might stop this entire game at any point.

Game? Brandy reflected on that and decided to ask him, “Does it feel like we’re playing?”

She relaxed her hold, allowing him to withdraw. His lips shine with her juices. “I don’t understand, Mistress?”

“Do you think we’re playing a game right now?”

He gulped, clearly nervous again, perhaps thinking that he had to come up with the correct answer. In a sense, he was right. If he really messed up, she might decide that he simply needed another spanking, or maybe she should enjoy his mouth and abandon any prospect of allowing him the pleasure of penetration.

Penetration.

The idea definitely turned her on.

“Mistress, I know that you’re playing with me, but it’s never again, not me. This is my life. I know I belong to you.”

Suddenly, she couldn’t quite help herself. She shoved her hand against the back of his head, forcing his face up against her slit again. At once, he took the implied command, licking, sliding his tongue up and down as he eagerly lapped at her opening. Like a thirsty dog, he worshiped her with his deft tong.

“Good answer,” she said before her voice fractured, broken into desperate panting before she climaxed again. You orgasm burned through her body, one quick burst of pleasure before she grabbed onto his hair and yanked his face back.

“You really want doggy style right now, don’t you?”

That was his favorite position.

Justin nodded nervously. “Yes, Mistress. I would love that.”

“I’m glad. In fact, I’m going to let you have it. But first, I want to hear you say it again.”

“What?” Justin asked, his voice strained by desperation. With every second, he probably wanted to reach down and caresses fingers along his scrotum and up over the length of his shaft.

“Tell me why you’re wearing a collar.”

“Mistress, I’m wearing a collar because it’s a symbol of my obedience and surrender to you. I recognize your authority and superiority. I understand that I belong to you.” He bowed his head down. In a small voice, he said, “I’m your slave…I’m your domesticated boy.”

He almost never used to those words, so Brandy couldn’t help herself. She let out an almost childish giggle. But why wouldn’t she? She was a young woman with a pet.

And now she was ready to play with him.

“Good. Now I think you deserve a very special reward.”

“Yes?”

“Penetration,” she said.

His eyes got big, and started to grin. “Get up on the bed,” she commanded. “Oh, and close your eyes.”

He obeyed immediately and without question. He scurried up, his shaft still hard. “You can even touch yourself, but you obviously can’t come yet.”

“Thank you, Mistress!” He sounded like some eager pet ready to be played with. Then again, he had no idea what she had in mind.

With his eyes shut, he could only listen to the sounds of her opening a drawer. Then she climbed up onto the mattress herself, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck and shoved him forward. He landed on his knuckles. Braced on all fours now, he started to get nervous.

“What, what’s going on?”

She didn’t bother with a blindfold; there was no need to, not when his obedience kept him from seeing what might happen next.

“Just relax,” she ordered.

His breathing sped up. Apparently, he just couldn’t control himself.

Too bad.

She took her toy, and she squirted some lubricant onto it. She brought it along both tips. Then she came up behind him, and she grabbed the leash with one hand. She pulled it tight, forcing his head up.

“Do you want penetration right now?”

“Yes, please!”

“Okay. Then beg to be penetrated.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” she hissed, sounding dangerous.

“Please, please penetrate me,” he said, only his voice strained with disbelief and disappointment.

He was scared, she realized.

Good.

She positioned the two-headed dildo between the two of them. She held onto his leash, using the leverage for balance. Then she pushed forward, sliding the slick tip right between his butt cheeks.

“Relax,” she commanded.

Because he’d been so well trained, he did his best to oblige. His muscles loosened slightly, but she wasn’t ready to let him stop. She pushed of the toy in deeper. His eyes remained clenched tight, yet she could see the fluttering movements as he started to panic.

“Relax, Justin. If you disobey me, you won’t get your orgasm. In fact, I will have to lock you up in a chastity cage.”

“No, he squeaked.

She allowed that infraction, if only because he already hated everything that was happening to him. As a man, he always thought he was supposed to be in charge; he foolishly assumed he should be able to do whatever he liked. She pushed the toy in deep, pulling it back. From there, she kept her hand on the toy Avenue she guided the other side toward her own slit. When she felt the soft to give of silicon against the walls of her pussy, she exhaled with pleasure.

“This is me fucking you, Justin. This is me taking you.”

She enjoyed herself, savoring every second. The second quickly coalesced in the minutes, and Justin remained there, braced on his hands and knees like a pet as she used him. She pumped slowly, forcing him to into her the humiliation of getting pegged.

Then she decided to make it even worse for him. “Touch yourself.”

“I’ll lose my balance,” he protested.

“And if you do and fall down, I guess that means you don’t want an orgasm. I guess that means you really do want to spend a month in chastity.”

“A month?” Cried out those two words, almost as though they belonged to some alien language.

She continued to thrust into him, only to pull the toy back, close but not quite to the drawing.

“That’s right,” she laughed.

He braced himself on one hand, spreading his fingers wide to try to get as much stability as he could. Then he reached up, and he wrapped his fingers around his shaft.

“Good boy. That’s right,” she said. “You do what you’re told. You cook and you clean, you pay bills, and you always obey.”

“Yes, Mistress. I, I always obey!”

“Since I’ve had such a good time having sex with you, I think I’m going to be generous. You can have that orgasm.”

“We’re not going to have sex?” Justin questioned.

She laughed. “Slave, we are having sex,” she said. “But right now, I’m going to let you come. Go ahead. Touch yourself. Squeeze your cock. Do it,” she commanded.

Perhaps Justin didn’t really understand whether or not he could do this. Yet his reticence and reluctant simply didn’t matter, not to his wife, not to his owner and Mistress.

For another breath, maybe he even wanted to protest, argue, or bag. But if he did that, she could command him to pull his hand away. Then he would go into a chastity cage. She had already bought it. He had worn it once or twice. He hoped he would never have to do so again. Losing control of his generals was the worst thing he could imagine.

So she pumped slowly, starting to speed up moment by moment.

He had to come soon. If he didn’t, she might rescind her offer.

As his wife took him, he rubbed his hand up and down the length of his shaft. Pretty soon, he starts to pant, desperate as his control spun away.

Pretty soon, he was spurting, shooting his load. She could tell from his breathing that he was in the midst of his orgasm. And she laughed again, coming so hard. The sensations were great, but it was all about her power. So many men thought that their genitals somehow made unique or special. No. Boys needed to understand that there dicks made them vulnerable. They made these boys easy to manipulate, control, and ultimately domesticate.

By the time she finished, her cheeks were flushed, her skin hot. She shoved her husband down onto his back.

He still had his eyes closed.

Good.

“Say thank you,” she ordered.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he gushed. “Thank you for the orgasm. Thank you so much!”

As she retrieved the next toy from the door, she told him to keep going. “Thank you for owning me. Thank you for training me. Thank you for teaching me how to obey you, Mistress. Thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

As he gushed with gratitude, she locked him in a chastity cage. He felt the tight plastic around his most sensitive body part.

When she finally allowed to open his eyes again, he jerked his head up and looked down at his new prison.

“Say thank you again.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” said the dutifully domesticated boy.

She laughed again and savored his subservience as always.

The End


Marissa’s Cuckold Husband

Maybe she would change her mind. Maybe she’d decide that he deserved a modicum of mercy. No. It wasn’t going to happen.

Marissa had a plan, and she intended to see it through. Besides, it was easy. That night, they went out. She got dressed up, and she made herself look perfect. She had on that short, sexy red dress that hugged all of her curves in just the right way. She tied her hair back into a shimmering French braid, and she picked out that stunning shade of lipstick. When she emerged into the living room, she saw her husband, and she cleared her throat.

He looked up from his phone, and he stopped, his lips parting.

He didn’t need to say a word. Marissa already knew that he was hard. He was probably thinking about what they might do when they came home.

She sauntered over to him, and she straddled him. Her knees pressed down into the couch cushions and she rubbed her chest against his face. At the same time, she could feel that twitch of his erection. Barely.

This was going to be his last chance, she had decided.

One more opportunity for him to prove himself.

If it didn’t work out, that was fine. Marissa was a kind of girl who always had a plan.

“Damn, you are sexy,” he told her. It didn’t take much to impress Daniel.

Pulling back, she reached down and touched the tip of his nose. Then she whispered, “I know.”

From there, she slid off of his lap, and they went out to dinner. He took her to an expensive restaurant. It was delightful. She savored her meal, but not as much as the attention from the guys around her. Daniel seemed to be mostly unaware of the eyes lingering on his wife’s body.

Marissa certainly noticed. She smiled back at some of those other gentlemen. There was an older man sitting off to the side with his wife. She went back at him, and he stammered, clearly losing his train of thought.

Men.

Sometimes they could be so easily distracted.

But that wasn’t exactly fair. It happened to women as well.

That’s when she noticed one of the managers. He stood off to the side, evaluating his employees as they scurried about. His eyes met Marissa’s, and a slight smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. He didn’t try to hide his attention. His eyes drifted down to her breasts, to her legs, and he nodded to himself, clearly approving of what he saw.

For just a second or two, as she ate, Marissa had no problem imagining what it would be like to have that sort of man. He would be big and strong, intimidating. That was the kind of man who knew how to take charge.

Yeah, that’s what she wanted. Perhaps that was even what she needed.

“Did you enjoy your dinner?” Daniel asked.

“It’s been delicious,” she said. “But now I want to go home.”

His mouth obviously went dry as Daniel tried to think of something to say. He’d never been particularly adept at this sort of banter or flirting. There were quite a few things he wasn’t good at, Marissa thought about with a wry smile.

Up until this point, she didn’t want to compromise. After tonight, she couldn’t be so sure.

In any case, she excused herself. She wanted to go reapply some of her makeup. She went to the bathroom, and she checked her reflection. She was perfect. From her high cheekbones to her shimmering lips and her gorgeous, dark brown hair, she managed to look both sexy and innocent at the same time.

Shaking her head ever so slightly, Marissa thought about the next couple of hours.

She was already getting wet thinking about it.

Once she left to the ladies room, the hot manager stepped in front of her. “If you don’t mind my asking, how is the service tonight?” This question was official and utterly meaningless. He had an entirely different question in mind.

“Exquisite,” she answered. Her focus drifted along the stubble of his cheeks, down toward his broad shoulders.

“Well, if you ever have any concerns or questions, please feel free to contact me at your earliest convenience.” He reached down, and he took her hand. He tugged her just a little bit closer, so she caught the aroma of his cologne. And maybe there was something else there as well, a natural pheromone.

He slipped his card into her hand, and then he wished her a pleasant evening.

Yes, this would work nicely, Marissa decided.

As Daniel drove her back to their home, she thought about what would happen next. It was funny, feeling the seconds tick by, knowing that she could stop her plans, and her husband would never know. Perhaps there was a slight chance he would find some of the equipment, but she could get rid of that easily enough. Or she could laugh it off as a joke. Daniel would probably believe her. He was adorably naïve.

But now.

She wouldn’t pretend.

Not anymore.

She wouldn’t get rid of those packages.

She was going to use them.

Well, he still had that sliver of a chance, Marissa had to remind herself.

Once they got into the house, she grabbed him, pushing him up against the wall. Daniel was technically taller than her by several inches, but that wasn’t enough to stop her. She was moist, eager, and her heart pounded with anticipation of an entirely new life.

A real man would have grabbed her, turned her about, and pushed her into the wall. He would have made it abundantly clear that he was in charge, that he would decide how this went. Not Daniel.

With an almost feminine purr of desire, he kissed her back. She rubbed her breasts against his body, and her hands immediately went down to his belt. He started to kick off his shoes. Pretty soon, his trousers had pooled around his ankles.

“Strip for me,” she commanded.

“Here? In the living room?”

“Yes, here,” she ordered. “I want you naked for me.”

On other nights, when she attempted adventure, Daniel never ceased to disappoint her. He would stammer and stutter, getting nervous. But this time, Marissa didn’t mind. In fact, the frightened tension playing through his shoulders and along his panicked features added to the adrenaline pounding through her body.

If he was nervous now, he would be downright terrified of what might come next.

Suppressing a feral grin, she stepped back.

Marissa didn’t say anything else. She simply watched him, letting her expectations fill the room. If he’d stripped right away and obeyed her, that would have pleased Marissa. If he had simply said no, refused, and maybe drag to the bedroom himself, that would have felt just as good.

Instead, he stood there, looking around, obviously dazed, obviously confused, obviously so uncertain of himself.

He didn’t know what to do.

Pathetic.

Her husband couldn’t make a decision, so she snapped her fingers, and that seemed to snap him out of his disoriented hesitation. He pulled off his shirt, he kicked off his shoes, and he dropped his underwear. Soon, he stood in front of his wife, naked.

“Hold your hands behind your back and stand right here,” she said, pointing to a spot toward the middle of the room.

He took several tentative steps forward, and he grabbed his wrists, holding them near the small of his back. At least he could follow directions, sometimes.

Marissa circled him, her eyes running along his body. No, she wasn’t impressed. But that was okay. She came up to him again, her chest pressed up between his shoulder blades. She ran her fingers along his thigh, gliding her touch up to his chest.

“I’m going to tie you down and have my wicked way with you,” she promised.

“Are you, are you sure? Wouldn’t you rather do something else?” Daniel asked her, though his shaft stirred, hardening anyway.

“Do you have an idea?” If he offered her something, she would have seriously considered it. If he wanted to be on top, to take her, to claim her and remind her of how a real man should behave, then she would have grinned and let him take control.

“I, I don’t know,” Daniel stuttered back.

That’s why she smacked his ass and pushed him. He stumbled forward, still holding his hands behind his back. They went into the master bedroom. She shoved him down, and she spread his arms and his legs. From there, she tied a simple ribbon around his eyes. He didn’t need to see this next part.

“Stay,” she ordered. She might as well have been talking to a dog.

He remained in place, spread eagle. Unable to see what was happening, he opened his mouth a couple of times, probably intending to ask what she had in mind. She opened up one of her dresser drawers, the bottom one, the one she never actually used, and she removed the special items.

She started with the handcuffs. She had two sets for his wrists, and another two for his ankles. She grabbed his right arm, and she locked the cuff around it. He heard that click, and he felt the metal press down into his skin. Even so, he was silly enough to ask, “What, what are you doing?”

She hated the way he sounded so nervous. Seriously, wasn’t it obvious? Even if he couldn’t see exactly what was happening, he should have been able to figure it out. When she cuffed the wrist, she snapped it into place. It probably stung just a bit, but Marissa couldn’t bring herself to care.

He brought his legs together, bending his knees.

“Spread your legs. Now.”

His mouth opened, and his lower lip trembled. Clearly, he tried to say something else, only his pleas turned into inarticulate mumbles. She waited a couple more seconds, and his resistance broke. Marissa didn’t even have to do anything. He spread his legs, and she took out the ankle cuffs. She locked them around his legs, binding him. Each of the chains connected back to one of the bedposts, ensuring that her husband wouldn’t be able to get up.

“Now, let’s see what we have here,” she said, leaning forward. She looked down at her husband, and she remembered one of her favorite things about him. He had been a good kisser when they first started dating. So she leaned in, she closed her eyes, and she grazed her lips along his.

He kissed her back, but there was something missing. He lacked something.

Disappointed, Marissa pulled back, and she looked down at her husband.

He was a nice guy. He was a good guy. But he was also boring, insecure, and she looked down at his erection. It wasn’t much. She knew that if she tried to ride him, he wouldn’t be able to please her. They had played that game many times before, so she didn’t want to waste her time.

“Daniel, I think I’m going to change our relationship.”

“What?” His voice came out, small and frightened.

“I think I’m going to change our relationship.” Positioning herself next to him, she braced her head against one hand, and she reached down for his cock. He really was so small. When they first got together, she figured that size didn’t matter. It was supposed to have been a question of how he used his equipment.

Apparently not.

This guy just didn’t have what it took to satisfy her.

“We need a change. I need a change,” she said. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to break up with you. A divorce wouldn’t be in either of our interests. So this is what’s going to happen.” As she spoke, she moved her fingers along his cock. She stroked him and squeezed him, making sure that he got close to an orgasm.

“You don’t know how to satisfy me. You still don’t have what it takes. It’s not in your personality or in your body. That’s okay. You’re still a very nice guy, and I still really care about you, but I need a real man. I need someone better than you.”

“You, you’re going to cheat on me?” Daniel asked, practically panting. She already knew that his heart was big. Actually, Marissa was almost impressed. He kept talking even as her fingers toyed with his balls and his minuscule shaft.

“No, this isn’t cheating. Cheating would involve lying to you. Cheating would involve me doing something without telling you. I’m letting you know right now, Daniel, that we are going to remain married, but I’m taking control. I’m going to be in charge of the money, I’m going to be in charge of the house, and I’m going to be in charge of this cute little toy,” she said, continuing to stroke his shaft.

“I don’t understand.”

“I know you don’t,” she told him, smiling down at her husband, not that he could see her expression through his blindfold.. “And that’s okay. You really don’t need to understand what’s going on right now. But here, I’m going to show you something. You’re going to learn to hate and love this, and that’s okay too.” She pulled her hand away from his cock, and he whimpered. He really did sound so adorably pathetic. She loved that sound. If she couldn’t make him growl like a beast, she could make him whimper like a pet.

She reached into her bag, and she pulled out a small box. He couldn’t see the picture on the side, and he couldn’t read the words, but she had no problem explaining it to him.

“This is a chastity cage. I’m going to put it on you when I’m done playing with you.” Marissa enjoyed his expression of confusion. He looked so disoriented, like none of this made sense. It would, in time. At this point, he was probably still in denial, thinking that he would somehow be able to regain some control.

But that was the thing: he had never been in control.

“This chastity cage is going to make it very, very easy for me to control you. You see, once I have you in it, you are not going to be able to have an orgasm or even get hard without my permission. I have this cute little key, and I’m going to hide it somewhere very safe.”

“No, please, Marissa, you can’t do this. Please, can we talk about this?”

His frightened effort at diplomacy made his wife giggle.

“No, honey. We’re not going to talk about this. I’m just explaining how things are going to work from now on. You’re going to be my little slave boy, and I’m going to find a real man. I’m still going to let you pay for everything, and that’s just the way it’s going to be.”

He threw his head from side to side, and he finally started to struggle.

“Oh, look at you. You actually do have some fight in you. That’s adorable.” Marissa considered her husband for a few more seconds. He kept stammering on and on about how she couldn’t do this to him, but then she had an idea. “How about this? If you can prove to me that you don’t deserve to be a little cuckold slave, then I will get rid of the cage, and you’ll never have to worry about me sleeping with another man again.”

“How can I prove myself?”

“Don’t come.”

He opened his mouth, uncomprehending, then she took his cock in her hand once again. She stroked him and squeezed him, teasing him and playing with him. She only used one hand, but she was confident that’s all it would take.

Her husband always had a problem with premature ejaculation. She didn’t think that would go away now. Even with the stakes so high, he wouldn’t be able to control himself. He couldn’t control anything.

That was the point.

“Come on. Hold out. Let’s see how long you can go,” she teased him. Marissa didn’t bother setting a time limit. It could have been a minute. It could have been thirty seconds, it still would have failed. She moved her fingertips over the contours of his cock, and he started to whimper. His toes curled, and he started to thrash about, fighting his restraints.

It didn’t matter. He worked as hard as he could, throwing his body from side to side, and his wife simply watched. Within seconds, he started to spurt. He splashed his load up against his pubescence, the sticky strands landing just below his belly button.

“Oh, look at that. Sorry, you lose,” she said.

“No, this isn’t fair!”

“This isn’t about what’s fair. This is about what you and I both need. Face it. You’re going to be a happy slave. You won’t need to worry about trying to please me. I’ll just move you out into the guest bedroom, now put a nice little lock on the door. That way, you won’t get into any mischief while I bring my lovers over.”

“Lovers?” He sounded genuinely shocked. It was cute.

“Yes,” she said, “Lovers.”

He kept struggling, fighting with everything he had, and Marissa simply watched. The bed vibrated slightly underneath her, and then he finally stopped. That’s when she slid his cock into the chastity cage. She started with a small tube. From there, she used a plastic ring to secure it underneath his scrotum. Finally, she slipped to the lock into position, and when she was all done, he was helpless.

“Now I’m going to go hide the key. You won’t need to worry about this because you won’t be able to get out without my permission. And if you go looking for it, I’m going to make sure you regret it.”

Her husband whimpered one more time, but there was nothing he could do, nothing he could say.

Marissa hid the key. She made sure that her husband would never, ever find it. In fact, her hiding space was so good that she worried about losing it. Then she just chuckled, thinking it’d be funny if he got stuck in that plastic cage.

When she came back, her husband heard her. He wiggled and struggled, fighting his shackles, though there was something halfhearted about his efforts. Or maybe that was really the best he could do. Marissa didn’t know one way or the other. Instead, she climbed up onto the bed, and she positioned herself next to him. She enjoyed the show, watching as he battled to get free.

Yes, this was a lot of fun.

Although she didn’t say anything, this was another test. She waited for her husband to demand that she let him up. She gave him several more seconds, her head tilted to the side.

“This is going to happen tonight, Daniel. I’m going to set up a cute little baby monitor here, so you’re going to get to hear me have sex. I’m going to go out, and I’m going to see if I can find someone good. If a guy impresses me, I’m going to bring him back here, and you’re going to get to listen. What do you think of that?”

He opened his mouth to say something. But he’d failed the test. He didn’t argue, he didn’t contradict her either. Something inside of him wilted, and he wasn’t enough of a man to try to fight back. Only a few more seconds went by before he could feel her shift. She left him there, strapped down to the mattress.

While some guys hit on her that night. She went to a couple of different clubs. Different guys bought her drinks, but she wasn’t interested in any inane pickup lines. Then again, maybe she didn’t give those men a chance. Sure, they were handsome enough, but she was waiting for something, a spark of power. She wanted to know that the guy she took home would exude real masculinity.

He wouldn’t rely on his time at the gym or hair products to make himself look good. No, he would have the easy, powerful confidence of a real man who knew how to take control. That’s what she wanted.

Smirking to herself, she reached down into her purse, and she found his card.

Adam Craighton. The manager from the restaurant.

Smiling to herself, Marissa stepped out of the club, and she sent him a text message. It wasn’t long before he responded.

They met at a coffee shop down the street. She was still in her little red dress. Her French braid was pulled along the back of her neck, down past her shoulders. She toyed with it as she waited for this man. For the first time, she felt that little tickle of nervousness.

Yes, she was horny. Tying down her husband had turned her on. But she worried that maybe the spark she experienced at the restaurant wouldn’t be good enough. Maybe this guy would show up, and he would be some paunchy bureaucrat, a guy who could maybe look okay at first glance.

But then she heard the door open, and she glanced up from her coffee. He walked right over to her, and he sat down.

“I was surprised to hear from you,” he said. “You were with another guy.”

“Straight to the point,” Marissa said, touching her elbows to the small, circular table. She rested her chin on her interlaced fingers. “My husband and I have come to an arrangement.”

“Good,” he said. He stood up, and he glanced back at her. “Would you like to join me in my car?”

Marissa ran her teeth along her bottom lip for just a second. She wanted to make him wait. At the same time, she savored the anticipation running through her body.

“Let’s go,” she said.

Adam didn’t wait to get into the car. A few feet away, once he was certain the parking lot was empty, he grabbed this young woman, and he nudged her up against his sedan. It wasn’t much, nothing to impress a wealthy young woman like Marissa, but he didn’t need a car to show off his talents. He kissed her, cupping her cheeks with his hands. He made sure that she knew she was protected, but she was also trapped. He wasn’t about to let her go, not now.

A little giggle of fear ran through her body, highlighting her desires. Turned on, she kissed him back, pressing her mouth into his. It felt so good to feel the power of this real man against her body. When he let go of her cheeks, he grabbed her wrists, and he held her in place.

Pulling back, he looked at her. “Should we go back to my place or yours?”

“Mine,” she said with a grin.

Only a few minutes later, they went into the house. He slowed down, but only slightly. This was her place, after all. She took him by the wrist, and she guided him over to the couch. It was then that he pushed her down into the cushions. He positioned himself on top of her. He kissed her again, his mouth exploring hers, the tip of his tongue playing against her lips.

Marissa savored the heat and feel of his body. She loved the way she could feel his cock against her leg. Her heart skipped a couple of beats, and heat spread along her skin. Yes, this was what she wanted. This was what she craved.

Somewhere else in the house, her husband was probably struggling, maybe trying to get out of his restraints. Too bad for him. He would never succeed. There is no way he could break those iron cuffs.

Just thinking about him, trapped in the other room almost pushed Marissa over the edge; she almost had an orgasm right there.

Adam kept kissing her, and then his hands slid down along her breasts.

He could feel her nipples through her bra, through her dress. “Let me see you,” he commanded.

Marissa bit down into her bottom lip for just a moment. Was she really going to do this?

The hunger reflected in his eyes made it abundantly clear. Yes, she would. She wanted to feel what this man could do to her. She needed the primal stimulation that her husband could never provide.

Adam knew exactly what he was doing. His fingers played down her chest, to her naked thigh. He pulled back her dress, and he caressed her gently, toying with her. Before she knew it, Marissa started to moan. She couldn’t help herself. Normally, when she spent time with her husband, she always put on a show. She didn’t have much choice. He was always so boring.

Not with Adam. Adam knew exactly how to fondle her. When he held her, she felt that mixture of arousal and nervous anticipation. That pumped pure desire through her body.

That’s why, when he ran his finger over her the fabric of her underwear, he could feel the moisture already soaking through. “Someone is getting very, very horny,” he said, looking down into her eyes.

“You have no idea,” she said.

Slowly, he ran his finger up and down the length of her crevice. He kept his hand outside of her panties, but that extra little bit of friction only seemed to add to the arousal playing through her body. She closed her eyes. She relaxed into that touch, even as he kept his gaze fixed firmly on her beautiful features.

Marissa wiggled her hips from side to side, grateful for the attention. On some level, she wondered if she would be able to take control. One idea occurred to her, but was it really necessary? Or would it be too cruel to her husband, still bound and helpless in the bedroom?

A grin tugged at the corners of her mouth.

“What is it?” Adam asked. Other guys might’ve started to get insecure if they saw a girl grin like her. Not Adam. He simply wanted to know what thoughts were playing through her head.

“I have an idea,” she replied, something I might want to show you in a minute. But don’t stop, not yet.”

“Bossy girl,” he teased.

“You have no idea,” she said, I always get whatever I—”

She didn’t get to finish her sentence because Adam leaned down, and he kissed her, pressing his mouth into hers. Those words were swallowed up by lust, and there was nothing Marissa could do about it. She kissed him back, and her hands went up to his shoulders. Her fingernails dug down into the fabric of his shirt, all while they continued to make out.

Horny at first, she could feel the arousal spread through her body. It coalesced right between her legs. There was that hot light of desire simmering into her body.

He kept kissing her, keeping her at that slow burn. Marissa wanted more.

Adam kept her waiting. He made her impatient. At the same time, he still had his hand down between her legs. In one moment, he would trace soft, little circles along her inner thighs, only to stroke her pussy through her panties a moment later.

Marissa tried to lift her hips, to get his fingertips into the right position so that she would climax. Every time she made that attempt, she was frustrated because his hand retreated back, just enough to keep her from getting off.

He was teasing her.

Marissa refused to acknowledge what he was doing. She didn’t want to give him any more power than he already had, especially when he kept kissing her, holding her down. She inhaled through her nostrils, and yet that was just an instinct. Her heart fluttered in her chest, and she knew her body was ready.

But still, he made her wait.

Then, Adam surprised her. He sat up, he retreated back between her legs, and his hands went under her skirt. He grabbed onto her panties, and he yanked them down the length of her legs, throwing them down onto the floor.

“No, not yet,” she said.

“Why should I stop?”

Another shiver of helpless arousal danced down her back. Yes, this was a real man, the kind of man who would take her. Sure, he would listen to her, for the moment, but she knew that this man would not be denied.

“Because there’s something I want to show you,” she said. She moved her hand from his shoulder up to the back of his head. She guided him down slowly, and then she whispered something into his ear.

Subconsciously, Marissa thought of this as a test for her new lover. She wanted to see exactly what he could handle.

Daniel heard the door open. He froze up even though there was the surge of joy. He heard the door to the front of the house open a little while ago, but it hadn’t been that long. Clearly, something went wrong.

Marissa changed her mind, or maybe her lover—whatever stranger that happened to be—decided he didn’t want to do this. He probably saw a picture of Daniel or something.

Still blindfolded, Daniel didn’t say anything. He remained there, right until that point where Marissa pulled the cover off of his eyes. He blinked quickly, trying to get his vision to adjust to the sharp light. First, he saw his wife standing there.

“Marissa, what’s—?”

Before he could finish, she shoved her panties down into his mouth. He picked up on the flavor and the aroma of her arousal. And then he turned his head to the side just as she placed her hand over his mouth, making it impossible for him to spit the panties out.

“Daniel, I want you to meet Adam. Adam, I want you to meet Daniel, my slave, formerly my husband.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Daniel,” Adam said with a smirk.

Eyes wide, Daniel stared up at this other man. Yes, he was taller and clearly more confident. He moved with the easy grace of a predator, the kind of man who had nothing to prove.

“Your wife told me about your situation. I wasn’t entirely sure I could believe her. I mean, what kind of man lets himself be put into chastity?” Adam shook his head, his gaze filled with both surprise and some small modicum of pity, not that it would change any of his decisions.

“We just thought we should stop in and say hello before we go into the living room. This man here is going to have some fun with me,” she said.

Daniel heard those words, and he decided he had to fight.

It wasn’t a conscious decision, not really. Something simply fell into place inside of his head, so he threw himself forward. Weak and pathetic, he rebelled, yanking and twisting against the shackles around his wrists and ankles. The small chains jingled, and he kept waiting for Marissa or Adam to say something.

They glanced back at one another, and then they laughed.

In fact, Adam walked right up to the captive husband. He patted him on the head. “Don’t worry. I’m going to take good care of her. Oh, that reminds me. Keep those panties in your mouth. If we come back and if they’re gone, I’ll make sure you regret it.”

Marissa skipped out of the room, and Adam chased after her. He grabbed her, his hands on her waist. He picked her up, and he carried her right back into the living room where he dropped her down on the couch. He pulled up her skirt, and he stroked her slit again.

“My, oh my, look how wet you are,” he said.

He stripped her, grabbing onto the hem of her dress and pulling it up over her body. Soon, she was naked except for her bra. That wasn’t going to last.

“Stand up in the middle of the room and strip for me.”

“But I’m only wearing one thing,” she protested.

It felt strange. Yes, Marissa was a powerful personality, but she wasn’t used to dealing with a man who had this sort of virility, this sort of intuitive confidence. He knew what he was doing, and he knew how to play with her. She couldn’t simply snap her fingers and expect him to obey.

“I don’t care. I want to see you take it off, slowly.”

He slid back, positioning himself on the couch. Within a second or two, he had one arm draped over the back, and his legs were crossed. Marissa looked down, realizing that she was already mostly naked.

Biting down and her lower lip, she wondered exactly what Daniel could hear. What would her husband think of this?

Then she smirked for a second, knowing full well that his cock was probably throbbing in its cage. He would probably picture every moment of this especially as he heard the sounds of sex.

Thinking about that, she got up onto her feet, and she strode to the middle of the room. She didn’t appear to be shy or nervous in the least. She turned around, and she touched her fingertips to the back of her thigh before she started to glide her hand up her body. Then she touched the small clasp between her shoulder blades, and she dropped her bra down onto the floor. She turned back around, her eyes bright with lust.

“Get over here,” he commanded, and she pounced. She hopped up on to him, her knees pressing into the couch cushions. He kissed her, and she kissed him back. Their bodies pressed against one another until he pushed her down. He grabbed her wrist and he held her in position.

He nipped at her neck, and then he moved his mouth down to her breasts. He started with her left nipple. He licked and sucked, eliciting another moment of desperation from her body. She didn’t bother trying for quiet.

Oh no, she wanted her bound and helpless husband to hear all of this.

That thought sent thrills running through her skin. Her nerves lit every time Adam touched her.

For a second or two, she almost regretted not recording this. It might have been fun to show Daniel, to put it on a constant loop. She could leave him chained down, and he could watch again and again as his wife fucked another man.

Done with her breasts, Adam sat up, he pulled his pants down, and then he slid forward, touching the tip of his cock into her pussy.

“Next time, you’re going to suck on me first,” he said to her.

“Next time, I might make my husband do it,” she replied.

Adam just chuckled.

Marissa intended to say something else, but he pushed forward, thrusting into her. Her pussy was already open and wet, practically radiating waves of heat. She had never been turned on like this before. The arousal played through her body like a drug.

Every movement of his body felt like this incredible counterpoint. He knew exactly what he was doing. He set a firm and powerful, yet steady rhythm. He moved his body in concert with hers.

He kissed her, he kissed her neck and her lips. He stroked her, and he fondled her breasts. He toyed with her, pinching her and stroking her. Every caress carried her closer and closer to an orgasm.

“This won’t be the last time,” he whispered into her ear.

“No, no it won’t! This, this is good, so good!” Marissa called out, making sure that her voice carried, making sure that someone else would hear.

He pumped her, working her. He took her, going harder, going faster. He used her, and it wasn’t long before Marissa could no longer hold out. Her fingers clenched, her toes curled, and it felt like every muscle in her body tensed with delicious ecstasy as the climax raced through her skin. Almost simultaneously, his cock throbbed as he pumped her, working his load.

When she relaxed, her vision clearing, she saw that Andrew was already dressed again.

“Call me whatever you like,” he said before disappearing through the front door.

Daniel heard all of it. His cock ached for attention. He just wanted to stroke himself for a little while. He wanted to run his fingertips over his balls and along his shaft. But he couldn’t. Even as he struggled, he could feel that desire spinning through him, useless and frustrating beyond belief.

Then the door opened again, and there was his wife.

She pulled the panties from between his lips, and she looked down at him. “This is how things are going to be from now on,” she said. “Maybe in a few days, if you can prove yourself to me, that you’ll be loyal and totally obedient, I will let you out of that cock lock for a few minutes. Maybe I will let you touch yourself in front of me,” she said.

Maybe. Perhaps. These were possibilities, not promises. He felt that sting of potential energy, only then she positioned herself above him.

“First, you’re going to use that mouth of yours to clean me,” she commanded. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll enjoy the taste of another man. If you don’t, you’ll get used to it,” she promised.

Daniel couldn’t bring himself to argue or contradict her. When she lowered her pussy down toward his lips, he started to lick. He started to suck. He started to swallow.

Because really, this was the start of his life as a slave—as a cuckold.

The End
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