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Book Description for What She Wants: Femdom Cuckold Stories:

These pleasure-hungry divas know how to subjugate men to their total control -- and not just one man at a time! More importantly, they know how to wring every bit of pleasure from the men they "entertain." Step into the world of "What She Wants: Femdom Cuckold Stories" and find out just how nasty a hot wife or girlfriend can be!

The wives and girlfriends, Mistresses and porn star perverts in these 12 stories of marital mayhem will teach you what it means to indulge every cheating fantasy, without a care in the world for who finds out. They redefine sex, love and intimacy with a brutally sure hand, slapping any husband or boyfriend who doesn't understand their need for cock. And if a man is so lucky that his woman actually lets him watch her get seen to by strangers' hard cocks? Well, in that case, he can be sure he'll only do it kneeling and wearing panties tented by his own humiliatingly undersized erection!

When an adventurous wife picks up a stranger for sex, she sends home the photographic evidence to tide her lipstick-wearing hubby until she can get home, freshly soiled, to sit on his face! When a sexy wife discovers her denied husband pleasuring herself with her dirty panties, she teaches him a lesson about respect... and finally comes clean about the secret boyfriend who's been scratching the itches her sissy husband never could. A deliciously cruel wife tells stories about her big black boyfriend while abusing her husband's junk. Another wife ties her husband to a bed and torments him as she gets ready to meet up with a stranger at 10 p.m. sharp. A man invites a hot girl on a date to see her favorite band, a hardcore metal-industrial outfit fronted by a Dominatrix -- but when he's unexpectedly dragged onstage for some public abuse, he has to watch his date getting busy with another man in the crowd. A wife comes home to "confess" her one-time indiscretion to her husband, knowing the whole time that his humiliated arousal will give her just the excuse she needs to turn the tables in their relationship. A call girl is paid handsomely to have sex with her boyfriend repeatedly before one of her "dates" -- and not to wash in between! A pro Domme releases the ultimate how-to video that details how to degrade and torment a cuckold sissy husband who's wasting your time begging for orgasms. And a hot wife makes her porn debut, receiving worship and pleasure from a long string of men while her sissified husband watches from nearby, tied up and abused by two savage and legendary Dommes.

If you fantasize about surrendering to a cruel woman who makes you watch from the sidelines while she gets all the pleasure she can stand -- or if you want to be that woman -- then you'll love every filthy moment of "What She Wants: Femdom Cuckold Stories."

With twelve sizzling stories of male humiliation and female pleasure, "What She Wants" has over 40,000 words of explicit Femdom erotica. These stories of degraded hubbies and satisfied wives will leave your panties soaked, whether you fancy yourself as a ravenous wife or a sissified spouse...or anything kinky in-between.

"What She Wants" is an anthology of literary erotic stories intended for an adult audience. It includes explicit depictions of panty fetish topics including female domination, cheating, cuckolding, male submission, forced feminization, erotic humiliation, bisexuality, cross-dressing and more. Please do not sample, buy or read this anthology if you might find such themes or descriptions offensive.
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Home from My Date by Meredith Marshall

 

In the back of the cab from the stranger's place to home, I take a selfie. I'm surprised at how hot I look -- especially my dirty face. The gooey globs dripping from my chin are sexy in such a weird way. It fuels my excitement; I push things further. I spread my legs, lift up my skirt and spread my legs. I take a picture with the flash. The cab driver glances back at me, annoyed. I run my fingers up and down my wet slit, feeling how smooth and swollen my lips are. My pussy feels raw and wet, dripping. The guy I met tonight really fucked the hell out of me. He came inside me three times, and I barely even asked his name. Rashid. It was Rashid. I'll remember that, but I don't really care. What mattered was the sex...and the fact that he was a stranger. I've never experienced such a thrill before.

But he won't be a stranger the next time he fucks me. He said he wouldn’t mind "meeting up" again. And we both know what that means. Rashid is my new boyfriend. His name may not have mattered tonight, but it'll matter the next time I spread my legs for him. It'll matter when I howl it again as he makes me cum harder than ever.

So that's why I call up the place where he typed his phone number into my phone. I select ADD NEW CONTACT. I add it. Rashid. He'll be getting some interesting pictures tonight, just like someone else I know.

In the meantime, though, I enjoy them myself. I flip back and forth between the two pictures on the little screen: my pussy, my face. Dripping cum, both of them. To my surprise, the second picture, the close-up of my sex, is pretty clear. It's washed-out from the flash, but the stranger's cum looks almost phosphorescent. The outline of dripping cum can be seen down my thigh. Big gobs of it are welling up on my smooth, swollen lips. Embarrassed. I run my fingers over it, mopping up the obvious wetness. I slip my fingers into my mouth. I taste myself, mingled with the stranger's thick, pungent, musky cum. It sends a ripple of pleasure through me.

I leave cummy fingerprints on my touchscreen as I send the stranger both pictures. Then I leave a few more smears and text them both to Mike.

I don't know which makes me feel naughtier, dirtier. I just know that after I've pressed "SEND" and I have a chance to reconsider, a ripple of pleasure and guilt goes through me. I shouldn’t be doing things like this. I shouldn't be taking dirty pictures. Let alone taking dirty close-ups of my cum-gushing pussy and my jizz-dripping face, showing off to my husband while another man's cum drips off of me. I'm a bad girl for getting turned on by this.

Quickly, trying not to think about it too much, I take another bold action. I send the pictures to Rashid to show him how he's marked me like an animal. Then I send them to Mike so my perverted husband could see how another man's soiled his wife.

And I do feel soiled. In such a delicious way. I've been soiled the way Mike's always fantasized I would be...by another man's cock, a big black man's cock, hard and raw and bareback as he dominated me. And I captured my filthy behavior, or at least the aftermath, for posterity. Hell, I could post it online if I wanted. It could go in my next personal ad...and with how good I feel now that a stranger has possessed me, I'm pretty sure there's going to be a next one. Maybe it'll have a few "personal" shots, if you know what I mean.

That's flat-out dirty. And I know that Mike is rock hard at this moment, drooling over the picture. He's never been happier; I know that. I've made him happy.

I give the driver a big tip as I get out of the cab. I feel the slimy wetness between my legs as I walk the path to the front door. These high heels make it hard to walk. With my skirt this short, I feel like I'm flashing the whole fucking neighborhood. I did when I left the house, but I wasn't as drunk then. Of course, I also wasn't dripping cum.

I look at the picture again as I hear the cab driving away. I near the front door. The picture glows in the darkness between the roadside and the porch light.

Mike hears me coming. He opens the door for me. The entryway's dark, but I see that he's wearing his black silk robe. His phone glows in his hand. His face is blank as he looks at me. I don't know what he's thinking. I don't know what I was thinking. Did I go too far? Have I pushed the limits past what Mike will accept?

My face turns seven shaves of red as Mike looks at me in the glare of the porch light. He sees what a frightful mess I am. The guy I met fucked me hard. He fucked me every which way...six ways to Sunday. He fucked my face. He fucked my tits. He stripped me naked and spanked me. He left my long blonde hair tangled and tattered. He even left my face dripping, telling me not to wipe it away. "Save it for your husband," he told me.

I did save it for Mike. It's ready for him. I can feel the cooling globs of cum on my chin. My dress is half-ripped, hanging limply off of me with the zipper broken. My tits hang out of it. My bra is gone; so are my panties. I'm wearing nothing but the dress, the high heels...and a stranger's cum.

I ask Mike: "Have you been a good boy, slave?"

To my surprise, Mike pulls his black silk robe open -- right there in the open doorway. It's a shortie; I can see his legs are shaved smooth for me, just like I told him I wanted. But I don't expect to find him in panties, his cock standing rock-hard and ready for me. His chest is smooth, too, his hard flesh silken and soft near the thick silver rings I ordered put through his nipples.

That's kinda hot. I didn't tell him to wear panties or shave his chest. My husband's anticipating my needs. I like that. Or maybe he's just a sick pervert. I like that even better.

I smile. I come in and kiss him. He recoils. He gulps, ashamed. I can see how submissive he feels. He fades back into the darkness of the entryway.

My hand finds his cock, gripping it tightly through his panties. I pull him toward me.

"No, slave," I tell him. "Kiss me right here, where the neighbors can see you. Taste his cock, now."

Mike says softly, "yes, Mistress." He lets me kiss him.

His lips feel full and waxy. I realize he's wearing lipstick; I just couldn't see it in the yellow porch light. I think he's also got eyeliner on, maybe even mascara for me. It's inexpertly applied, but it still turns me on.

I dig my fingernails into his cock and pull him harder against me. I shove my tongue in his mouth.

He whimpers softly, tasting the stranger's cock. I thrust my tongue in. I make him taste it more. Then I reach up and grab his hair. I'm so glad he still has a full head; there's nothing I love more than running my fingers through it.

I grip it tightly and tip my head back. I press his lips to my cummy chin.

"Lick it off," I order him. "Lick your bitch clean...like a dog."

Mike whimpers. He obeys. His tongue is hard and reluctant, at first, but it softens. I feel him lapping Rashid's slimy jizz off my chin. I feel a charge as he tastes it and responds with a tensing of his cock. I dig my fingernails into it and push him back into the darkness of the entryway.

I pull down my dress. It's half-off me already; with no bra, my tits are almost three-quarters exposed. With a heavy hand, I guide Mike's slurping mouth down to my tits. There's some cum down there, too, from when Rashid came on my face. It ran everywhere.

Mike licks it up. He moans softly. I feel his cock tightening with pleasure.

"Like it?" I ask him with a mocking tone.

He nods. He says, "Yes, Mistress."

"There's more where that came from," I laugh. "Down, boy."

He hits hard, first on his knees and then, as I shove him, onto his back. His big body sprawls on the cold hardwood of the entryway. I drop down on him, looking into his eyes in what little light I have. The whole house is dark, but a whisper of moonlight scrapes across his painted face as I land on top of him. There are pillows there on the little settee in the entryway -- silk ones, expensive. I reach out and grab a couple. I shove them under him.

I incline Mike's head to the perfect angle. I don't even bother removing my dress, at first. I just sit down on him.

Mike makes a desperate little grunting, gasping sound as I force his mouth open and push my wet cunt onto him.

"Lick, boy," I order him. He obeys. His tongue slips out and into my pussy. My eyes roll back. I'm intensely sensitive. After the treatment my new boyfriend gave me, I almost can't handle this. But it's Mike who seems far more uncomfortable, every muscle in his body tight as his back arches under me.

I come down on him, harder, rocking my hips as his mouth opens wide for my cunt. I ride his tongue with increasing force, squeezing my muscles. I feel the fluid leaking from deep inside me. It runs down into Mike's warm, wet mouth as his tongue continues licking. I breathe harder. I'm starting to like it.

My dress is so torn, I don't bother with the zipper. I just pull it off, over my head. The fabric smells filthy. I toss it across the room. Naked except for my heels, I bounce myself firmly on Mike's face. I pinch his nose, almost smothering him. He licks deeper in response, coaxing more jizz from inside me. It pours into him, lots of it, rivers of cum leaking out. Every stroke of Mike's tongue brings a vivid memory of one of Rashid's strokes inside me, his naked cock fucking me deeper than Mike ever could....or ever would again.

I tell him: "That's what a real man tastes like."

"Yes, Mistress," he says when I let him get air. Then I'm down again, pinching his nose, almost choking him, riding his face hard. I can feel the flow really starting up; he's tasting everything, now. It seems to affect him once he realizes just how much cum he's going to be eating to night. He had no idea how far I would go.

Now he does.

I let him get me off once without ever letting him take a break. It's not too easy in that position, but oh so worth it. After that, I know I'm a hopeless case; Rashid wrung me out like a cumrag. If I cum again, it'll be a miracle. But that doesn't meant Mike will get off easy.

I lift my leg, swing it over, reverse my stance. I adjust the pillows to make sure Mike's face is properly positioned.

Then is settle down on him again, this time with his nose pushed up into my crack. I ride him hard, making him smell my ass even as I make him taste my pussy and Rashid's ripe cum.

When he's had plenty of that for a while, I lean my body forward. I reach down his body. I pull down his panties. His cock pops out, hard, willing and able. I lower my mouth to it, letting him feel my warm breath. His tongue works more eagerly into me. I bring my lips closer to his hard cock.

"Oh, you want this, don't you?" I tease him. "I bet you really want a blowjob! I bet you need one. You were a good girl all night, wearing your panties, touching your cock but never letting yourself cum while a stranger fucked my brains out, weren't you?"

He makes a grunting sound: "Yes, Mistress," muffled by the relentless pressure of my sex.

"Well," I purr. "Here's what you get, baby. Here's what you get for being a good girl."

I my fingernails rake over his cock while I grab his balls with my other hand. I dig my teeth into his cockhead, tightening my thighs mercilessly as I do. Mike tries to cry out, but I smother him hard as I torture his cock and his balls. I start to jack him off, painfully, working my fingernails over his shaft as I ride his face viciously. Of course, I never bite him or scratch him enough to break skin, but does that really matter? I'd learned how to hurt him as bad as a man can be hurt...

...and still make him cum.

Mike has been saving it for me. That much is clear. He blows his load easily, jetting it over my tits in warm, comforting streams. I rub it into my tits with one hand, using the other to keep jacking Mike past the point where it's painful. I feel him writhing under me, his cries of discomfort smothered by the weight of my cunt.

"What a good girl," I tell him. "Suffering for Mistress while a big, black stranger fucks me..."

I finally relent, lifting myself off of him. On my hands and knees, now, I poise over him, bringing my tits to his face.

I dip down over him, pushing my tits together and almost smothering him. I make a show of licking my fingers as I do.

"Which one tastes better, your cum or his cum?" I ask him, licking his cum off my fingers. "I think it's his cum, but what's your opinion? I want to know, because you're going to be a real expert..."

Mike doesn't answer me, but I feel his tongue lapping obediently at the creamy seed he's sprayed across my tits. His tongue works eagerly over my flesh. When I dip my nipple down into his mouth, he does marvelous things with it.

"Yeah," I say as Mike sucks my tits. "You're going to be a real expert at how good cum tastes...since I can tell you like it so much..."

Mike says, "Yes, Mistress."

I sit on his face some more, and find out how much he's learning to like it.
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The Panties, the jackoff, his Wife, and Her Lover by

Ken Jarry

 

I'm jerking off because my hot wife won't fuck me.

Her name is Jenny. She's breathtaking, younger than me, blonde,

stacked, sensuously erotic. She's flirtatious, charming; she loves to tease and play with me.

But she doesn't love to fuck. Or so I think. She doesn't fuck me. But I'm

about to find out that she does love to fuck.

I love Jenny, but I'm horny. I'm getting desperate.

It's been forever since she spread her legs for me; she doesn't even give

me blowjobs anymore. The most I can hope for is a hand job, and lately she doles them out like medicine. Getting a tug job takes me cleaning the rain gutters, scrubbing the floors, cleaning the bathtub with a toothbrush.

If I was a real man, she'd give me what I wanted...I'm sure of it. That's

why I'm reduced to jerking off -- because I'm a pussy. I even sometimes think that Jenny might be cheating on me.

No! I tell myself that can't be true. There's no way she'd ever cheat on

me. I love her too much. She's perfect. She just doesn't want to fuck a loser like me. That's why I'm reduced to jerking it, right? It's all my fault for being a wimp.

And Jenny's not a bitch -- not at all. She's not even bossy, really, except

when she gets mad. Most of the time, she's unbelievably sweet and persuasive. I can never tell her what to do. The slightest sharp word or demand placed on her, and her big blue eyes fill with tears.

I'm helpless when she does that. My heart breaks when I see her

unhappy.

I love my wife even more than I love sex.

That's how I ended up going months between fucks -- because I can't

bear to see her with that deeply violated look on her face when she rubs her perfect tits up against me and whimpers softly, Sometimes I think you only see me as a sex object...sometimes I think you only care about your own pleasure...

When that happens, I always end up spending hours servicing her --

chowing down on her pussy till she cums half a dozen times, or just stretching out on the bed while she rides my face, or holding the vibrator for her while she fucks my hand. Then, by the time a "normal" man would be long past ready to fuck his wife, she teases me with her foot or grabs my cock with her eager hand or just trails the tip of her tongue against my glans, and then, before I know it, I'm blowing my load all over her foot or her thigh or her belly or her hand or her face.

Sometimes she laughs at me. Sometimes she even makes me lick it up.

But even that won't make me leave her. I love my wife more than sex, all

right. But I do love sex a hell of a lot.

So when my gorgeous, blonde wife Jenny comes in from sunbathing all

slippery with suntan oil and pink with the sun, she finds me jerking it into her dirty panties on our bed.

But she doesn't get mad.

Instead, she smiles and unwinds her precum-stained panties from my

dick, pushes me back on the bed, rubs her tits in my face and asks me if I want to know how a woman fucks a real man.

"Do you want that, baby? Do you want to find out how a woman gives it

up to a guy who's a he-man, a tough guy, a manly man?"

What am I supposed to do? Of course I want that! It's all I've ever

wanted!

I say Yes, hell yes, please, Ma'am. Please, I'll do anything for that,

Ma'am. Please show me how a woman fucks a real man.

She purrs that in that case, we're going to need to get kinky. Am I up for

some light bondage? Even a little humiliation? Am I going to be able to handle finding out that my wife is a horny, kinky slut who loves to humiliate a man?

Fuck, I was just jacking it to her panties! What could be more

humiliating to a man than having his gorgeous wife catch him doing that?

I tell her, Yes, yes Ma'am, please, Ma'am, as kinky as you want, baby. Be

as horny as you like. I love that my wife is a horny kinky slut. Please, baby. I'll do what you want. I'll do whatever you want. Just show me how a kinky woman fucks a real man.

So what does she do?

She tells me to strip naked. I do. She tells me to sit in a chair by our bed.

I do.

She gets behind me, shifts me around, aims the chair -- and me -- right at

the bed, so I'll have a good view. By now, I'm starting to think something's a little weird about this -- but when I start to protest, Jenny caresses my head and says, "Shhh, baby, just trust me. Leave everything to Mommy, little man. Leave everything to me."

I obey her. I sit there, staring at the bed, afraid of what my wife's about

to do -- but, even so, hard as a rock.

She gets rope from the garage, and she ties me to the chair. Tight.

Then she pulls her cell phone out of her silver sequined purse.

She places a call to her boyfriend.

It doesn't take much for her to summon him. "Can you be here in ten

minutes? Good," she says, laughing. "I don't want his circulation cut off. That's right, we'll have an audience tonight. You'll finally get to meet my husband. Though he won't be doing much talking."

After she rings off, she tells me she's been seeing him for months. 

Fucking around behind my back -- and not just in cheap motels and the back seats of cars (his car, her car, my car -- I've been wondering what that smell is).

No, this won't be the first time he's fucked my wife in our bed.

"Remember that wet spot you slept in two weeks ago?" Jenny sighs as

she leans over my bound, naked body, caressing my chest. "I convinced you the roof was leaking, remember?"

Of course she did. How could I be so stupid?

She's got me tied tight to the chair; she can do anything to  me.

I'm not a strong man to begin with, but Jenny knows how to tie knots; I

guess she was a Girl Scout or something. She's got me bound so securely there's nothing I can do as she wraps her arms around me from behind, grabs my sensitive nipples, pinches and twists them. I cry out; I howl. I beg her for mercy. She laughs. She reaches down and grabs my cock. She jams her long red nail into the peehole; I squeal and surge against the bonds. She dangles her long blonde hair in my face and her tits against the back of my head as she reaches down further, digs her nails into my nut sack.

After weeks of denial, my balls are pulled up tight against my body, hard

and blue, ready to blast their load despite the pain.

She digs her nails in hard, almost rending the flesh of my nut sack. She

pulls firmly down on my balls, stretching them out painfully.

I struggle against her. Lost in a fog of pain, crazed with fury, I try to bite

her.

She recoils, dances away. She comes around in front of me and stares at

me shocked, her big blue eyes doing that wet thing they do, her full and kissable lips quivering in that I'm-going-to-cry thing.

She really looks it, too.

Her tits and ass are hanging out of her skimpy striped bikini, her ample

tits capped by pink nipples.

She looks into my face and says, "You said you'd do anything, baby. You

said you wanted to see how a woman fucks a real man. Do you?" Her voice quavers; she's right on the edge of tears. She sniffs. A single tear rolls down and strikes my naked, pink-striped chest.

Tears stream down my face. I nod.

She smiles and hugs me.

"I love you," she says.

She holds me, caresses me.

"I love you so much," she says. "Her fingers snake gently up my thigh. 

She looks me in the eyes, says softly, "I love you, baby. Do you love me?"

I nod furiously, tears rolling down my cheeks.

"Good," she says. "Let's see if we can fix that..."

She seizes my balls with her left hand...and punches them with her right.

"...Or if you're a total loser," she finishes the thought, watching me

squirm and moan.

"Please, baby. Won't you try to hate me? At least try to be a real man."

She punches my balls again...and again...making eye contact as much as

she can, and slapping me when I try to look away.

Ten blows like that, and I'm shuddering all over, sobbing in pain. But it

takes until the tenth blow until my little pecker is soft.

She caresses it. "You certainly seemed to be turned on by that," she says

as I stiffen again. "You kept your boner till the end. Maybe you like this, baby?"

I shake my head furiously. She laughs. "Don't try to deny it," she sighs,

and kisses my face tenderly. She trails her fingernails along the underside of my prick and it grows to full erection. "Otherwise why would you put up with it? Just like I must like having a poorly-hung wimp for a husband. Why would I stay with you, otherwise?"

She laughs.

"Because I can cheat on you," she purrs. "And you're too dumb to realize

it."

She starts stroking my cock, milking pre-cum out of the tip. "How I ever

thought I could stay faithful to a man with a package that size," she says, "I'll never know."

She kisses me once on the mouth, pats me on the head.

"We're done for now," she sighs. She goes to her top drawer -- where she

keeps her lingerie -- and takes out a ball gag. I saw it earlier when I was going through her drawer and sniffing her panties; it's one of the reasons I popped such a huge boner I had to race to her dirty laundry and start sniffing that. And then I had to beat off.

She stuffs the ball gag in my mouth and buckles it tightly.

Jenny goes to the closet, takes down her cover-up. It's white cotton,

filmy; you can see right through it. She tucks her tits and her pussy back into the skimpy striped bikini. She sits at her vanity, looks in the mirror. She bends far forward, making sure I can see her tight, firm ass through the white cover-up. She puts on lipstick, mascara, eyeshadow. Her lipstick is bright red; her lips stand out hot and kissable and sexy. She spritzes her neck with perfume; she dabs some on her fingers and runs it all over her cleavage, then down to her thighs.

She comes over to me with her fingers wet with her perfume. She looks

at me, laughs. She can see the longing in my face. My dick is hard.

She smears the perfume all over my face, right under my nose. It stinks.

She wipes it on my neck, my chest. She reaches down and grabs my dick; she smears it with perfume. She douses me in perfume till I'm stinking. My eyes get all watery. My nose and my throat start to sting.

I grunt into the ball gag.

She grabs my nipples and twists them hard as she sits down in  my lap,

facing me, legs spread, perfume choking me.

She rubs her tits all over me.

Jenny whispers into my ear: "You know, I never thought I'd really be

able to do this...at least, not in front of you. But  now that the day's finally here...it's going to be easy. I'm really going to enjoy this, darling. I can finally share with you a part of me that I've had to keep hidden." She laughs. "The part that loves to fuck. I'll never keep it hidden again."

She reaches her fingers into her bikini bottoms. She feels her pussy. She

rubs her cunt. She moans softly.

Her fingers come out wet; she rubs them together in front of me so I can

see the stringy wetness of her juices. I look at her with desperate longing. She leans down, smiles at me. Then she hawks and spits.

That breaks me. I feel the sobs bubbling out of me, and I try to mask

them in a defiant laugh, muffled through the ball gag. I try to make my eyes sparkle with defiance as I laugh at her.

Jenny laughs back at me, but her smile is genuine.

Jenny doesn't like defiance; she knows what to do.

She grabs my nips; she twists till I squeal. She reaches down and pulls

hard at my balls. When I don't squirm enough to satisfy her, she brings her knee up hard. She knees me in the balls so hard I see stars. I howl into the ball gag.

Now she's really laughing.

"I'm sorry, baby," she sighs, caressing my face. "I just needed to know

that we're both on the same page." She laughs and laughs, till the doorbell rings.

"Be right back," she says with a smile and a kiss on my forehead.

She checks my position facing the bed. Making sure I have a perfect line

of sight. She wants to ensure I have a flawless view of what's about to happen on the bed.

The doorbell rings again. Jenny pats me on the head and runs to the front

door.

I hear a man's voice. The door slams. I hear furniture creaking.

Jenny moans. They're already going at it -- right there in the living room.

They're probably making out on the coffee table.

They laugh. There's a slap. I hear the man's deep voice say something

about taking her over his knee.

I hear footsteps -- beautiful barefoot Jenny's, soft, and the hard footsteps

of a man's heavy boots.

I hear them go into the kitchen. The refrigerator opens, closes. I hear the

hiss of a beer. The two of them laugh.

I hear their footsteps coming down the hall -- hers soft and bare, his hard

and booted.

They come into the bedroom.

The guy's huge, a tough, mean-looking black biker type, bulky but not

fat -- broad, muscled, with huge shoulders and tree-trunk legs.

He's got tight jeans on and I can see his package, outlined through the

threadbare, faded blue material. That looks like a tree trunk, too. It hangs half-hard at eye level for me, close to my face as he looks me over with a sneer of contempt. I can smell diesel and sweat and pot and whisky and cigars on him. His jeans are tucked into big high, hard boots. He's wearing a white tank top and his muscles are quite evident. So are his tattoos.

"Is this the guy who's been sleeping with my girlfriend?' he grunts.

Jenny laughs, nods rubs herself up against him from behind.

"Yeah, baby. Sleeping with me, but I promise he hasn't fucked me. Ew.

I'd never let him do that. Did you even look at his pecker?"

The two of them laugh. My pecker swells under the torrent of their

abuse. I'm beet red, my face wet with tears, drool running out around the ball gag. My nipples, tortured by Jenny, still throb with pleasure. And my cock just hangs there, tiny and hard and humiliating.

She gets her arms around him from behind and starts unfastening his belt

while he stands there in front of me sizing me up.

For a moment, I think he's going to punch me. He certainly could, and

there would be nothing I could do. Maybe he'll just punch my balls, the way my wife did. My cock throbs a little at the prospect, which only makes my face redden deeper. But I guess he's not willing to hit a bound man -- unlike Jenny, who's already hit my face, my balls. She also dug her nails into my flesh, leaving furrows all over me. My whole body stings and aches, and all I can think about is how bad I want to see this guy plow my wife. I want to see her finally get it from a real man.

And I wish she'd untie my wrists so I can jack my tiny cock while I

watch them.

The guy's eyes trail down my from my face to my hollow, weak chest, to

my pot belly, dusted with scraggly grey hair.

He looks at my cock. His broad mouth cracks from a sneer to a grin, and

he starts laughing.

"Oh," he says. "There it is."

Jenny's got his belt open, now. He keeps looking from my soft, gloppy

dick -- it's drooling pre-cum -- to the humiliated look of degradation on my face.

Streams of drool run down my chin and down my chest to join the sticky

precum on my belly, my thigh, and the throbbing head of my cock.

I can't look my wife's lover in the eye, so I drop my gaze...right to his

dick, which Jenny has taken out of his pants after slowly lowering the zipper of his jeans with her pale, slender fingers. She did it gradually, like she was savoring it. Like she's a stripper exposing her luscious female body. Except this is the dick that she's going to suck -- that's going to fuck her in front of me.

She takes his cock out, displays it for me. My eyes go wide. It's

enormous, uncircumcised, dark and imposing.

My wife strokes it slowly, caresses the glans with her thumb.

Jenny peeks around her mountain of a boyfriend; she sees the look on

my face and she laughs and laughs.

The guy is still laughing.  They laugh at me hysterically while Jenny

begins to jack the guy's cock. He's huge and uncut. His dickhead already glistens. She points it at me.

"Look, Mike, he's drooling. I think he wants to suck it."

I look down; I tremble. But then I see "Mike" -- what a horrible name --

turning slightly, at Jenny's insistence; she coaxes him around with her hands on his belt.

For a second, I feel embarrassed. I know I would suck it...if he made me.

I even kinda want to. Just to see if I'd do a good job. Maybe even better than my wife.

But then I see Jenny's knees hitting the floor, and next thing I know she's

planting her mouth around Mike's massive cockhead, pulling his foreskin back to expose it.

Her mouth starts gliding up and down over his head, then down his shaft,

taking more of him with each stroke. Jenny makes gulping sounds. As she pushes her mouth down onto him, she sounds like she's choking, but it's clear that she loves it. She opens wide and struggles to get his big cock down her throat. She opens even wider, taking deep, labored breaths -- and then she works her mouth back and forth as Mike starts to fuck her face, his tight jeans pulled down his thighs.

Jenny pulls his jockeys down to join his jeans. I can see his ass as she

grips it, coaxing him into fucking her face harder. His tight butt is like iron; her pale hands dig into them, red nails sharp. A minute ago those nails were digging into my balls. Now they're digging into Mike's ass, encouraging him to fuck her face harder, pumping his cock down her throat as Jenny gags and moans and drools down his balls and onto his thighs.

When she finally comes up for air, her lipstick is everywhere, drool runs

down her face and tears have ruined her mascara. Her eyes look crazy. I don't think I've ever seen my wife so turned on.

Jenny laps crazily at his balls, delirious with arousal.

She looks at me, and then she starts laughing again.

But she doesn't laugh for long, because she's panting so hard from sheer

animal need for his cock that she can't keep away from it.

She pulls down Mike's jeans so she can kiss his thighs, wetly with her

tongue lolling out. Then she licks her way up onto his cock again.

She looks me to him, and with a pleased look of cruelty, she says, "Give

it to me rough, Daddy. Give it to me the way my cocksucker husband probably wants it. Fuck my fucking face."

Mike grabs Jenny's long blonde hair and pulls it. He slaps her with his

dick across her face.

She sucks it some more; he pivots his hips violently, fucking his cock

down her throat as she eagerly receives it. When she comes up again, drooling, she mewls at me: "Did I ever suck your dick like that?" Her face twists in a mock pout, a pretend flirtation. Then her eyes drop to my dick. She sees that it's hard. She opens her eyes wide and laughs.

She looks from my dick to Mike's, she puts her hand to her mouth.

"I can't believe it," she says. "I never saw them side by side like that.

Wow."

"Forget about him," growls Mike, obviously getting impatient with her

love for humiliating me.

He reaches down; he pulls her up by her shoulders; he wraps his big

arms around her and shoves her up against me.

She sits down in my lap, her butt between my cock and my belly, the

force of the shove almost tipping me backwards. I grunt into the gag in sheer terror.

Mike pulls at the string of her bikini and the top comes away. He leans

down and starts fingering her tits. He gets his hands under her bikini bottoms and pulls those down to her knees.

Jenny stands up and wiggles her ass back so I can see her pink asshole

between those perfect half-moons, and her gorgeous slit behind it, as her lover undresses her. I can smell her. She's musky. My wife has been shaving her pussy -- this is news to me, of course, because she always wears panties to bed. But now I see that her pussy is smooth. How long has she been shaving herself for Mike? It could have been months, for all I know. She never lets me see her nude.

Jenny's bikini bottoms hit the floor, and Jenny's naked. Mike picks her

up like he's tossing a rag doll around. He throws her on the bed; she moves her ass up tight to the edge of the bed, her heels tucked under her ass.

She lifts herself up -- she has to, because Mike's so tall -- and presents

her spread pussy for him.

Mike takes his time, pulling down the foreskin of his dick to expose his

cockhead, glistening wet with Jenny's spittle and lipstick. She takes hold of it. She moans as she rubs his dickhead up and down her slit. He teases her clit. She curses. She keeps looking over at me, making sure her body is pointed in such a way that I can see every detail as Mike penetrates her.

He moves to enter her.

It takes a very long time; she has to struggle to open for him.

When his massive cockhead finally breaches her entrance, Jenny lets out

a shocked, pained gasp. "Jesus -- Jesus!" she moans.

Mike takes it slow, pushing his dick up inside her as her eyes roll back in

pleasure. She tries to fuck back against him, working her hips and lifting her ass off the bed. She's been working out; I can tell. I always wondered why she spent so much time doing yoga. She wanted to get herself in shape for Mike, so she can fuck him the way a guy like him deserves to be fucked. The way a woman fucks a real man.

Jenny's legs wrap around Mike's body; her feet scrabble to push down

his jeans. They fall to the tops of his boots. He pulls his legs out of them, never leaving her body. He lunges atop her, spreading her legs forcibly. Jenny relaxes into our bed, her body facing widthwise, as Mike pins her down and starts to grudgefuck her wildly. She moans in pleasure. She claws at his back. She kisses the side of his neck -- and as she does, I see her eyes flickering to me. She's thrilled at the way I watch the two of them fucking. I watch with my eyes open wide, my little dick hard. I can't take my eyes off her.

I can't stand it. I want to be in there with them, feeling Mike lunge and

fuck my wife lunge against her and pin her down and fuck her. I want to feel his hard, sweaty body pressing her into our bed, nearly breaking it. I feel the whole room shuddering as he pounds her harder; then suddenly, Jenny is screaming at the top of her lungs, her red-nailed fingers digging into the sheets as she arches her back and fucks herself crazily onto her boyfriend.

Mike grabs her wrists and pins her down tight as she cums. He holds her

arms out to the sides so he can feel her helpless under him while his thrusts increase and he pounds her to orgasm. She's just gone from moaning to screaming to moaning again, her orgasm dwindling after a long delirious period of pleasure.

Mike lets out a loud groan.

"Here it cums, baby, here it comes, you want it inside you?"

Jenny moans and purrs, "Oh, yeah, baby. Don't worry about a thing. Just

put it inside me..."

He yells so loud as he cums that I think I hear the windows rattling. He

rams his cock deep in her, and I hear Jenny sighing in pleasure as h she feels his wetness flooding her. When he pulls back, strings of his jizz run from his dickhead to her pussy,  as the semen leaks down her thighs.

Jenny leans forward, puts her mouth around Mike's cock. She starts to

suck his dick clean.

He leans down and kisses her -- the first time they've kissed since they

came in here. If he cares that her mouth was on his cock a second ago, he doesn't show it. I guess he's not as squeamish as me.

Why should he be? He's a real man.

Mike plays with her tits some more while she sucks on his balls, then he

says, "Sorry, baby. I've gotta get back to work."

Jenny pouts. She rubs her tits against his dick and smears his cum and

her spittle over them.

Jenny stretches out nude on the bed and says, "Why don't you stay and

cuddle for a while? I'll let you do dirty things to me...right here in front of him."

Mike's not having it. I feel vaguely gratified to see him rejecting Jenny's

overtures for an afternoon of cuddling. I see Jenny pout angrily, and it makes me happy; and then I feel guilty.

She's my wife. I love her. I love her more than sex.

But then Jenny gives up and just stretches out on the bed, nude, and I see

the open lust on her face as she watches Mike's muscled body getting dressed.

He pulls on his pulls up his jeans, zips them. He works on He pulls his

tank top off over his head. On his way out the door, he stops by my chair.

He takes one last sneering look at my cock, then grabs his own crotch.

"Don't worry, loser. Now that you know your wife cheats on you, I'll

plan on spending more time here soon, so you can suck it. If you ask real nice."

I quiver. I tremble. I look up at him in humiliation. My face is red; what's

worse, my dick is rock hard. It doesn't get any softer as Mike runs his hands over my chest, grabs my nipples, and twists.

He laughs as I howl into the gag, my nipples exploding in pain.

He gives me a brotherly pat on the shoulder.

He says, "See you around, bro."

He stalks out the bedroom.

At the last second, before his footsteps make their way out the front

door, Jenny jumps up, grabs her cover-up, wraps it around her naked body and races to the door.

I can't see them, but I hear them. She gives him a long, lush, deep good-

bye kiss -- lots of wet tongues and disgusting smacking sounds. My little cock throbs.

By the time Jenny gets back to the bedroom, his cum is leaking down her

thighs. I can smell it all over her. I can smell him all over her -- diesel, cigars, whisky, beer and male sex-sweat.

She opens her cover-up and leans down in front of me to show me her

naked body, sweaty and smelling of Mike.

She caresses my neck. She puts her wet lips, to my face and kisses me. I

can smell his cock and his cum on her breath. She kisses her way around to my ear, and whispers warmly and wetly into it:

"Was that everything you hoped it would be?"

She unbuckles my gag and pulls the rubber ball out of my mouth.  She

sits down in my lap, facing me, kissing me. Our combined weight makes the chair  groan.

She has to work to get the ropes undone, but her fingernails help. The

whole time she's working on the knots, I kiss her breasts; I taste the salty remnants of his cum and his sweat, and hers.

I start to suckle her nipples. She gasps, laughs, "Hold your horses, there,

lover... I can't concentrate on these knots if you keep doing that!"

She laughs some more. "Or maybe you don't want me to untie you after

all..."

I do. I want my wrists free so I can take her in my arms. I want my hands

free so I can run them all over her delicious, naked, recently-sullied body. I want to hold her and kiss her and dig my fingers into her perfect supple flesh.

The second my arms are free, I try to do just that -- but she swats me

away again, gets down on her knees and digs her fingernails into the knots she's tied around my ankles. She licks her way wetly up my thigh. She licks up my pre-cum -- now old and stale, but she doesn’t hesitate -- from my thigh.

She takes my cock in her mouth and sucks me while she finishes

undoing my ropes.

It's not actually that much smaller than Mike's that was part of the

problem. There's just something about having the comparison there to humiliate me. But it had to be credible. Lucky for us, Jenny works at the leather store. Mike is queer as a three dollar bill, but that actually made it feel safer to ask Jenny to "cheat" on me with him -- right in front of me. Mike's boyfriend and he are 100% polyamorous, with years of experience doing it. And it's not like Mike's never fucked a girl before; "I went through my straight phase in my thirties," he told me.

And I know that if he does come back, he won't shy away from letting

me do what he promised. I know I will -- that's the last thing I want. But then again, maybe this whole experience has changed me. I shiver a little thinking about what it would feel like to have a tough guy like Mike make me suck his cock. My own dick throbs.

I carry Jenny to the bed and kiss her deeply. I taste Mike; I smell him all

over her. I also taste her, as I lick down her body and find my way between her legs. I start licking; their two tastes intermingle. I feel the lingering ache of the ropes around my wrists. My hard cock rubs against the bed.

There at the foot of the bed is the pair of pink panties I was beating off to

when Jenny walked in. Their silky touch wraps around my cock I wrap their silky fabric around my cock.

I stroke my dick gently as I go down on my wife.

She tastes delicious.
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Scratch and Sniff by Jodi Fowler

 

It's not easy for me to say, but it feels good once I say it:

"Sniff my panties, you sick fucking pervert."

I've just taken them off, and I’m holding them up to your face. They're filthy. They stink. You're tied down tight to the chair that I love -- the one that I made you buy at an antique shop because I wanted to tie you to it. Now I've got you right where I want you, tied to the big wooden chair with a combination of ropes and restraints. I've even got your collar attached via rope to the back of the chair, so you can't turn your head or do anything else to get your face out of the way of my filthy underwear.

"Sniff my fucking panties, pervert. Does that make you hard? Does that make your little dick hard?"

It's not easy for me to say things like that. I'm not a mean girl. But with your little dick and how badly you fuck me, sometimes a girl has to teach her man a lesson. No matter how much she loves him, she has to hurt him, humiliate him. Sometimes she knows what a sick little pervert she is, and how bad he needs to sniff panties. Sometimes she knows what a naughty boy he can be. Sometimes she knows what he does when he thinks she's not looking, sneaking her underwear out of her hamper and sniffing them, even jacking off to them....

And sometimes she does something about it.

"Drink it deep, sicko. Sniff them get a real good whiff. Is it making your tiny fucking cock hard? Maybe my boyfriend's cock will get hard when he sees it. He'll think it's a clit. That's how much bigger his is than yours, pervert. No wonder you have to sniff panties and jerk off into them." I laugh savagely. "And it makes your little tiny dick hard, doesn't it? I bet it starts getting hard any minute. Oh! That's as hard it gets?"

I tease you, rubbing my panties in your face. You play innocent and reluctant, trying to turn your head so you don't have to smell them. I'd understand why, if you really didn't want to; they're filthy. I've been wearing them for five days. I've been getting them all nice and dirty for you. I've been cooking them up special, touching myself when things slow down at once, sneaking a little recreational porn viewing in on my laptop on my lunch hour, so I can get them nice and juicy and aromatic. After five days of that, they're more than just aromatic. They stink. It embarrasses me a little, I guess, to know just how ripe my own body can get. But in some ways, I find it hot.

But I'm nothing like you, you sick pervert. Sniffing them, huffing them, jacking off to them. You're trying so hard to pretend you don't want it. Good thing I tied your collar to the back of the chair -- you can't turn away. You don't have a choice. You can't do a damn thing but sniff my panties and suffer.

"If that's as hard as it gets," I say, "Oh, that's my bad. I fuck so many other guys behind your back that sometimes I get you mixed up. You're the one who thinks he's my boyfriend, but really he's just a sick pervert weirdo who jacks off with my panties." I laugh with all the cruelty I can muster. "For a second, I thought you were one of my real boyfriends -- the ones who get to fuck me. The ones with dicks that get three times as long as that, and way harder. But now I remember which guy you are, so....I shouldn’t be disappointed. After all, it's not like I actually have to fuck this disgusting thing. Do those smell good, pervert? Do they make you want to go down on me? Do you think you'd be doing me a favor by putting your disgusting face between my legs and shoving your gross little tongue up my pussy and lapping at it like it was an ice cream cone? You sick weird incompetent pervert. If you knew how to lick pussy, you probably wouldn’t have to jerk off into dirty panties. Would you, weirdo?"

I don't want an answer. I'm crushing my panties hard to your face, making you inhale their ripe scent. I've silenced you with a gag, so you're not going to say anything. Just how I like you, baby.

"Yeah, you sick fuck? Do you think you can lick it worth a damn?" I reach up and part my pussy lips, showing you how wet and ready I am...ready for something else, for another man, for a toy, for my fingers --anything but your cock or your tongue.

I'm still wearing my dress, but I've got my foot up on the leg of the chair. The stiletto heel of my black pump is tucked underneath the meaty part of your arm. The ball of my foot is precariously balanced on your arm. I'm not heavy enough to crush you, but the weight of my body clearly taxes you. Meanwhile, my other foot's on the floor. That puts my knee up so high, my thigh spread so wide, that my dress has ridden up to show everything.

As you look at my spread pussy lips and the glistening wetness beyond, I see the longing in your eyes. I let you savor that hunger for a moment. I savor it, too. It's so fucking hot to see how bad you want it. I let you dream for a moment. I let you dream about licking it.

Then I cut your dream short. I shove my dirty panties harder into your face, I shove harder on your face, almost smothering you with my filthy panties.

"You sick fuck panty pervert," I tease you. "You actually think I would let you lick it? You are fucking disgusting. You think you're the world's greatest lover or something! God's gift to women. I bet you think I can't wait to spread my legs for your drool, huh? Oh, fuck, no, I bet you think I want more! You think you're actually going to get fucked, don't you, you sick pervert? I bet at the very least you think you're about to get a handjob. Why do you think I would fuck you? You think I lay around in bed diddling myself just waiting for some weird pervert to jerk off in my panties, because it gets me wet? You think it's some kind of compliment when a guy sniffs a girl's panties, jacks off into them? What a fucking sick pervert! Oh, yeah, I'll give you a handjob, all right, you fucking sick pervert. I'll give you the best handjob you're ever gonna get from a girl. No woman would ever touch this sad little thing unless she wanted to hurt. Did your last girlfriends manage to restrain themselves? Or did they do what I'm doing now?"

What I'm doing now is seizing your cock, digging my fingernails into it. I've just had them done, so they're strong and sharp. I told my manicurist to go for tensile strength over flash, pointiness over attractiveness. She heard me. They're pretty pointy, and the lacquered finish is pretty damn strong. I drive my fingernails deep into your hard shaft and drag them away in a raking motion. You squirm in the chair. I laugh at you.

"What's the matter, pervert? Don't want your handjob after all? Why not? You earned it, jacking off into my panty drawer all those times, sniffing my dirties, rubbing them over your face like I'm doing. You milked enough baby-sick out of this disgusting thing to soak every pair that I own. You earned this HJ, pervert. You'd better enjoy it. It's all that you're ever going to get from me. Here, perv, take a whiff while I jack you off...."

I grind my panties into your face again, harder than ever, making you smell as I drag my nails up your shaft, leaving hot furrows of red. When my fingers clear your tormented head, I swat your dick hard. I smack it down with a vicious pleasure. Then I grab it again, dig in my nails and twist my hand cruelly as I draw my fingers up. I rake your shaft while I smother you with my panties. When my hand clears the head again, I go back to slapping. I slap, swat and rake your dick over and over again, while you whimper and whine into my filthy underwear.

I keep at you until I can tell that you're getting quite close. Your dickhead is leaking. I can feel the slime leaking out of it, onto my hand. I give you one more vicious raking stroke, bringing girly squeals out of you.

I laugh.

"What's the matter, pervert? Don't you like it? Oh! I know what you need. I know what you've got to have in order to cum. Isn't that the definition of a fetishist? Sick fucking pervert. Can't even squirt out a load without having panties against his dick..."

I take them out of your face. I hand them from my left hand to my right. I wrap my panties around your dick and jerk you off as I lean forward, one knee up high against your shoulder. I pull your head forward so you're just close enough to my dripping pussy -- probably -- to get a smell of that.

"Suck it deep, pervert," I tell you as I jack you off. "Right from the source. Drink that yummy scent in, right from the spigot. Holy shit, you're a pervert! Oh, what a sick fucking weirdo you are! You're going to cum, aren't you, sicko?"

You don't have to answer. I already know you're right there on the edge.

"Oh!" I say brightly. "There we go! There's all that gross smelly slime that you stroke into my underwear every time you get a chance! Let it go, weirdo. Maybe if I milk enough of it out of you, you won't be such a sick pervert anymore! Think it's possible?"

Hot cream spits out of your dick and onto my hand. Before you came, I adjusted my panties so that your cock is poked through the leg holes. I get most of your cum on my hand and my wrist, just the way I wanted it.

When I'm finished milking you empty, I bring my slime-covered hand to your face.

I wipe your cum off on your cheeks and your chin. I feel your bristles beneath me. I rub a big dollop of your jism right under your nose.

Then I wipe my hand off with my panties. I give your cock the same treatment.

I bring my foot down. It's a good thing, too. I was starting to get a cramp in my leg.

I climb halfway onto you, halfway onto the sturdy arms of the chair.

I pose myself atop you, legs spread.

I unbuckle the strap of your ball gag. I pull the gag out and toss it. I kiss you and shove my tongue into your mouth. The taste and smell of your cum is all over me.

When I withdraw my tongue, there's a drizzle of spit on your chin, joining the shimmering slime of your cum. I sniff the aroma of your ejaculate. I lick a smear of it off your chin and then kiss you again, shoving my tongue deep. At first, you recoil, but then you relax. You let me kiss you. I know you can taste it. I like that. You squirm a little more. You struggle.

That makes me wet -- when you struggle.

I kiss you again. Then I pull back, look into your eyes and smile as cruelly as I can manage.

"Was it good for you, pervert?"

You don't say a word, but the fire in your eyes gives me every answer I'll ever need.
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Ten P.M. Sharp by Valery Bond

She's not a whore, but as she puts on her makeup she thinks to herself

that she might as well be. Thick mascara, heavy eyeliner, garish red lipstick-- she would never wear makeup like this of her own accord. She's forty years old and routinely gets carded, to which she's been known to say "For fuck's sake... I have children in college!" -- which she does, one at Berkeley and one at Vassar. She was a young mother, too young, which is why she's on her second husband and only now really learning to fuck the way she's always wanted to.

But the makeup makes her look so slutty that she might actually pass for

her own age which, strangely enough, seems to work for her -- and, hopefully, for the guy she's dressing up to fuck.

Dressing up to fuck. That's what she's doing, and it feels evil and wicked

and bad and wrong and impossibly sexy. She's getting dressed up to go out, about to leave the house wearing clothes that mark her as the kind of slut who'd fuck a guy without knowing his name. If anything, it makes it even wickeder that she's getting picked up at 10pm. Who goes out on a date at 10pm to do anything but fuck?

Could you even really call a 10pm rendezvous a "date"? Only in the

sense that the word is a euphemism for "trick" or "appointment" or "fuck." What she's about to do is leave the house for casual sex with a man other than her husband. Like a common tramp, rather than a married woman. Like a whore, rather than a respectful, suburban-dwelling PTA mom, which is what she was.

Or maybe she was a little bit of both.

She finishes putting on her makeup, turns toward the bed, saunters

slowly toward it.

There's a man tied there, spread-eagled face-up, gagged.

Her eyes rove over the naked, struggling body of her husband. His cock,

bound up in complicated bondage with rough hemp ropes, juts hard and throbbing, drooling pre-come as he strains against his bonds, working his hips in desperate humping motions. He's ten years younger than her, and not the father of her children. They met later, after the first husband had divorced her, after she'd learned how to fuck. They've been married for five years and she's always worn the pants in the family; having him tied to the bed is just a new way to keep him honest while she goes out to fuck.

His eyes are open wide and roving all over her hungrily. He's been

watching her the whole time as she slipped into her skimpy lace garter belt, her sheer black stockings, her red high-heeled shoes, her barely-there miniskirt (no panties), her form-fitting, low-cut silk top (no bra), her little bolo blazer that buttons just tight enough across her tits to hide her nipples -- until she unbuttons them, which is what she does now so her husband can see how hard her nipples are.

The clothes are several years out of date, but they're what he selected

when she made him pick out her outfit for the night. It was a telling choice; She had worn just this outfit on their very first date together, ten years before. Then, she'd worn a bra and underwear, and tights instead of garter belt and stockings. She hadn't slept with him on that first date; she'd been younger and had a reputation to protect. Now, she was once again in the position of pretending she wasn't hot for him, for entirely different reasons.

"You know I wouldn't have to do this if you could just satisfy me," she

purrs, tucking one leg under the other as she caresses his bound-up dick. "If you knew how to use this properly, I'd be happy to fuck and suck you all day long." She bends forward, runs her tongue from balls to base up the shaft to the tip, making him arch his back and groan. She swirls her tongue around the head and licks off his pre-cum, which has been drizzling out for an hour, ever since she first tied him up and started getting ready for her date.

She licks the pre-cum off hungrily and makes a pleased sound.

"I'll be doing that to him in half an hour," she sighs. "I'll be licking up his

pre-cum, and then I'll be sucking his cock. Do you think I should swallow or spit? Guys always want you to swallow, but that seems so intimate. Maybe I'll just jerk him off on my face." She gets up on her knees and looks in the mirror over the bed. "Damn you, I've messed up my lipstick."

He groans as she wraps her hand around his cock and slowly,

deliberately jerks him off, building to the point where he's about to cum. He looks up at her with eyes wide and wet and desperate. She times it so she stops just before he reaches the point of no return. She laughs and lets his cock slap against his belly.

She climbs off the bed and leaves him groaning there while she fixes her

lipstick.

"But you can't satisfy me," she says. "That's why I have to fuck other

men. It's all your fault, baby. But don't worry. I don't blame you. You're just not man enough for me."

She sets her purse on her husband's muscled chest, just above where his

weeping cock has drooled a shimmering puddle of pre-cum. Streaks of lipstick glisten on his prick. She opens her purse, then opens the nightstand drawer. She tears open two 12-packs of condoms and stuffs them free-range in her purse. She makes a show of considering the evening ahead of her, scratching her head, twisting one lock of her newly-blonde hair around her finger. She pulls out a third box of condoms and empties it into her purse. It's now stuffed so full she can barely fit her vibrator in with the extra batteries. To fit the ball gag in, she has to reach in and rearrange everything.

"In case he likes it kinky," she explains with a voice like chocolate as she

tucks the ball gag away. "I've been thinking of experimenting."

She sits down on the edge of the bed, reaches over, fondles his cock.

He's cooled down a little, but he's still about to cum; she could get him off with a stroke, but she won't. She's going to make him wait.

"Don't hate me for this," she sighs.

His eyes go bright and hungry; he grunts behind the gag and shakes his

head "No." No, he doesn't hate her.

"Good," she sighs, caressing him. "I'm glad you don't hate me. You know

it's necessary. I'll come back to you refreshed and ready. Maybe once I've been satisfied, we can even make love again. Like we used to."

His eyes get all big and eager, and she has to drive it home.

She laughs softly. "With me enjoying myself, I mean." The expression

on his face is a mix of humiliation and arousal.

She's still got her hand on his cock, stroking him right at the brink but

not letting him cross.

There's the sound of a car outside, and a soft little toot on the horn.

"That's my date," she says brightly. "Right on time -- 10pm sharp." She

laughs. "He must really want to fuck."

She stands up and displays herself with a flourish.

"How do I look? Perfectly fuckable?"

He looks her over and doesn't know how to respond, so he makes a

pleased groaning sound as if to tell her how hot she is. She smiles cheerfully in response.

His cock has drooled a little pre-cum on her fingers, so she leans over

and wipes her hand on his face. She kisses his forehead.

"I'll be late; don't wait up," she says. "And please don't jerk off, darling.

You know what it does to you."

She takes her purse and goes out the front door.

Tottering down the walkway on her high heels, she breathes the chill

night air. She can barely believe she went through with it. He won't be staying bound, of course; to leave him there unsupervised would be unacceptably dangerous. The safety scissors were within his easy reach, and they'd already practiced him getting out of bondage. She'll even call him on her cell phone in fifteen minutes, just to make sure he's in a condition to answer the phone; she won't say a word, but she'll know he's safe.

But by the time he's free she'll be gone. By the time he looks out the

window to get a glimpse of the man who's spiriting off his wife, she'll have climbed into the back of the taxicab and said "Downtown Center Cineplex" and be on her way. She'll catch a 10:15 movie, then a midnight one, and be out of the midnight movie just in time to get a drink at the bar in the Hilton next door so she can get home after last call smelling of liquor and cigarettes like a cheap little tramp. Any men who tried to buy her a drink, thinking her slutty clothes marked her as easy meat, would get politely declined with a flourish of her ring finger.

He'd be waiting for her, hungry and desperate to "reclaim" his wife; he'd

be all over her, and she knew from experience that she'd cum like crazy, more times than she'd be able to count. She got wet and a little fluttery just thinking about it, and she planned to think about it a lot through the length of the two movies. By the time she got home, she'd be as ready to fuck as her husband would.

But she'd know, and he never would. Was it real, or was it a fantasy?

He'd made her promise never to tell, and she wouldn't. The permission to fuck around if she chose to was as liberating and arousing as the desperate urgency that built in him as she left him at home with the knowledge that he was being cuckolded -- maybe. The warmth of that secret inside her was an even bigger turn-on, and one she kept like a cherished gift to him, one they could share without sharing. Her silence was both a tender show of love and the winning stroke in a perversely kinky game of turn-ons.

She catches a glimpse of herself in the rear-view mirror as the cab driver

pulls away from the curb. The makeup makes her look so slutty that she actually looks her age. Right now that seems to work for her -- and, she knows, it'll work for the guy she's dressing up to fuck. By now he's probably cut through the ropes and is standing there peering out the window. His cock's harder than ever, she knows, and when she comes home he'll put it to very good use.

She relaxes into the taxicab seat and feels the heat growing between her thighs.
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Bad News by Ginger Gibson

 

Honey, it really means a lot to me that you agreed to let me lock up your

cock. There's something so sexy about a guy who's willing to really surrender to his woman.

I mean, you're the first man who's let me do "chastity play." It feels so

good to have you locked up that I want to be totally honest. I want us to really be on the same page. That's kind of why I talked you in to also wearing panties and letting me put lipstick and blush on you. I mean...not that you had a choice, once your cock was locked up. I mean, I've got both the keys, baby. Like you're really going to say no to me now?

Anyway, I love you, baby. I just want to say that before I tell you

anymore, baby. It means a lot to me that you let me keep both of the keys. I want you to know that I really, really love you.

But I'm afraid I've got some bad news. Remember how I told you last

night that I wanted to start seeing other people? Well, that was a little white lie. See, I've already started seeing other people.

I've got a boyfriend. His name is Trevor, and I've been seeing him for

three months. By which I mean, that's how long we've been sleeping together. That's right, baby, I started cheating on you with Trevor right about the time that I decided to stop sleeping with you. I know, dear. It was really evil of me not to tell you about Trevor before I got you to put on that chastity tube. But what does it matter, baby? It's on, now, and I've got the key. I know you let me lock you up under duplicitous circumstances.

But what should I do? I mean, would you rather I keep lying to you now

that you've agreed to have your dick locked up and for me to have the only key? I mean...that wouldn't be healthy, baby. I have to follow my bliss.

It's been really weighing on me being all secretive...having to sneak

around with Trevor behind your back. And so, I'll admit it, I lied one last time, to get you to put that chastity tube on.

Whew! It feels good to get that off my chest.

Darling, how can you even ask? Of course you're not getting the key

back. I'm never unlocking you, darling.

Since I'm being totally honest, I have to tell you...the very idea of your

tiny gross little thing being unlocked and out there stiffening at every pretty pair of tits -- ugh! It makes me sick, darling. I know what a lusty little pervert you are, baby. But it makes me even sicker to think about giving up that fat six-figure income. I mean, it's a real rush to know that's my money, now -- not ours, but mine. I'm in total control of our bank account now, baby.  Yes, darling, total control.

Remember? I've got the only key to your chastity tube.

Hee hee! Well, I guess that's a little white lie, too.

You already know there are two keys.

And just to be totally honest, I gave Trevor the other one.

Why did I do that? Because I want you and Trevor to get along, darling.

He's going to be over here a lot now that you're locked up. And when he comes over in about fifteen minutes, darling...well, if you want to get unlocked for a weekly HJ like we talked about, well, then you'd better give a hand job or two of your own. And you know what, baby? If you feel like going a little further with Trevor...that would be OK, too. In fact, an enthusiastic blowjob might get you a blowjob of your own for your weekly squirt, baby...maybe.

Either way, I'd suggest that when Trevor comes over in about fifteen

minutes, you do your best to please him, if you know what I mean.

Oh, don't look like that, baby. That's the good news. Want to know the

bad news? It's that Trevor likes it rough. I've been fucking him for months, honey, and I can verify that he's very demanding, honey. In fact, from how good and hard he fucks me, He may not even be satisfied with a blowjob, baby...even if you really want to give him one. He may expect something more, baby.

What? Stop whining, baby. Why do you think I've even training you with

my strap-on? I've known for months that you and Trevor would have to get to know each other eventually. This way...it'll be easier for you, baby. When he bends you over, just close your eyes and pretend it's my cock inside you.

Of course, that might be hard, since his cock is a lot bigger than my

strap-on. But that's one of the great things about him. He'll make sure you get used to it fast. Like I said, darling...Trevor can be very demanding.

And I’m pretty sure you'll learn to love that about him, baby. I know I

did.

And if you don't? Well, that's why Trevor and I have the only keys to

your chastity tube, baby.

We'll just give you a couple of weeks without cumming to think about

how much you want to please us. Sooner or later...you'll adapt, baby.

In the meantime, want me to warm you up for Trevor with my strap-on?

Yes you do, baby. Trust me, you do. Get your ass in the bedroom. And

don't pretend you don't like it. Because Trevor gets rough when guys do that. And believe me, baby, he'll be rough enough without any encouragement...

Get into the bedroom, baby. Crawl.
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What You Really, Really Want by Sonia Palmer

 

You should be careful what you tell me, baby. You should be careful

what you ask for. If you're not careful, I might find out what you really, really want.

And maybe I already did.

I mean, we've only been together for three months, right? When you tell

me things like you told me last night...a girl could get the wrong idea.

I might think you actually want those bad, bad things to happen, rather

than just fantasizing about them.

I don't mean the thing about you wanting to wear panties, baby. I

figured that out on our first date, just from the way that you blushed when I flashed you a little, did you think that was an accident? I mean, why do you think I kept dropping hints, baby, or did you really think it was your idea to wear my panties and let me put lipstick and eye shadow on you?

Letting me lock you in chastity and dress you up in panties and put

makeup on you was very brave, baby. But as for that chastity tube, you don't even know yet just how brave it really is. But you will.

Because even though you think I'll unlock you, baby -- if you decide

you really need me to -- I've never been great about safewords.

And you know what? I think that's okay with you.

Because I think in your fantasies, you like it when a mean bitchy

girlfriend like me won't unlock a guy's chastity tube, even though she promised she would.

How do I know? Well, I'll get to that, honey. Just sit there and listen.

Listen and squirm.

You already know you should be careful what you tell me, baby. You

should be careful what you dream of, what you jack off to. You should be careful what you let yourself want, because I might give it to you. But you already know about that, because you've probably figured out by now that you didn't even really ask me as nicely as you did to get me to do a little "chastity play" with you, darling, and to help you cross-dress. Ha ha!

You're just starting to think that maybe I've done this before, aren't you?

Yeah, baby. You would be right. Remember my old boyfriend Nick that I told you about? Well, I told you a little white lie, baby. Nick and I didn't break up. I sold him. Or should I say "her"? Because by the time I turned her over to her buyers, she wasn't named Nick any more. Her name is Nicole, and I get emails from her now and then -- with very pretty pictures. From what I can see, she's very happy in that brothel in Nevada. She's made a lot of new friends. I really like it when my boyfriends make new friends.

That's why you should be careful what you whisper to me when I've got

you tied up and my fingers in your ass, all covered in latex and slicked up with lube. You should be careful how loud you moan when I say really, really, really bad things to you, baby, like "I bet you'd like it if I went out and fucked some strangers and then came home smelling and tasting like them, huh?"

You really shouldn't moan like crazy when I say that, baby. A girl could

get tempted. You really should be more careful what you admit you want.

And you should really get a password for your laptop.

But it's no use playing games now, baby. The damage is done.  I read

those stories you saved on your hard drive, in the file marked "Private" and the one inside that marked "Femdom" and the one inside that marked "Favorites."  I looked at those pictures, with the dirty little captions describing exactly what I might think you want if I didn't know better. I even watched the video clips you file-shared, baby.

I had to fast-forward, though, because I did it while you were in the

shower. Probably jacking off, if there's any truth to the stories in the file marked "Femdom fantasies I wrote." If there's any truth to those stories, baby, you just about always jack off. I know a lot of those stories you wrote way before I even knew you, but you obviously liked them enough to keep them right there bookmarked on your hard drive.

And if there's any truth to the stories, then you spend almost all your

time thinking about  how your girlfriend -- that's right, that would be me at the moment -- is off fucking black guys...picking the up in bars and getting fucked in the men's rooms, bareback and unprotected, and bringing home nice juicy loads for you to eat right out of her snatch.

If your filthy little stories are any indication, you're probably thinking

about that when you go down on me.

I always wondered why you do it so well, baby.... now I know. It's

because you're fantasizing that every time you and I fool around, it's because I'm horny to have brought a nice hot load up inside me. You're going to town on my pussy because you can't stop thinking about how good I feel when those big manly black guys bend me over in a train station or a rest stop, or at my apartment, right on my bed, on the nights when I called you and told you to come over an hour later than usual. Or even on your bed, when you're out running errands on a Saturday.

Look, baby...all I'm saying is, if you're not going to password-protect

your laptop and you're going to let me get anywhere near it, I'm going to snoop. You have to know that. So you have to know that I'd find that stuff...that I'd find out what a filthy little pervert you are.

And so last night you were really going out on a limb -- far more than I

knew at the time. You were really risking a lot when you asked me, blushingly, "Do you think you might want to dominate me some time? Nothing heavy, just a little...play?"

"Sometime" turned out to be now, mostly because when I grabbed your

nipples, you melted like a horny little pig bottom...and you looked so fucking cute sprawled out on the couch underneath me. You got all hard and horny when I grabbed your throat, when I bit your neck, when I pulled your hair. And by the time I worked up to slapping your face? It was obvious you wanted more than just "a little play."

That's why I spanked you, baby. That's why I made you pull down your

pants and I spanked you. That's why I squeezed your balls and fucked your ass with my fingers. I'm telling you, darling, I'm familiar with the ins and outs, so to speak, of the male anatomy. I know what a tight virgin asshole feels like. Yours isn't one. What was it, baby, a dildo? Did one of your girlfriends give it to you good, baby -- maybe more than one? Or were you just fooling around with your fingers, like I did last night?

 Did you wish you had a dildo the same way I wished I had a strap-on,

so I could give you what you so badly need?

Well, I'm ready to give it to you, baby. You might think I'm naïve, but

I've done this before. Three months into our relationship, I find out what a pervert you are? Please, darling...I've been there before.

That's why I've decided to come clean, baby.

Yeah, I fuck strangers, baby...lots and lots of strangers. I fuck lots and

lots of strangers. It's usually black guys -- I don't know why, I just like them, baby. I'm attracted to black men. Sometimes I see a black man and I just want to drop my panties. I fuck them in men's rooms, cars, motel rooms, alleys. Even at orgies, baby...I mean gangbangs of course, since it's always just me and my "friends." Sometimes I'll take on, like, twelve guys, baby.

And yeah, baby, I hadn't really thought about it, but I guess I always do

get horny for strange black cock when I know I'm going to see you. Maybe that's why every night when I come over to your place after work, I drop by the train station first. I've tried to resist the urge, but I just can't. I park in twenty-minute parking. I sneak into the men's room. I just go right into the stall and bend over, baby....I'll never know who does me. Sometimes it's one guy, sometimes it's ten. Either way, I walk out good and wet for you, darling.

I bring you what you want. I bring you just what you want.

And as for the weekends, baby? When I stay over at your place, making

lazy love with you and napping through the afternoon? I don't always sleep, baby. Sometimes I sneak down to the corner store right by your house. I don't even get dressed, really -- not all the way. No panties, no bra....just a tight pair of white sweats and a tank top that guys can see right through. It's never hard to make a connection, baby. When you look like me, and you're dressed like that, it doesn't take more than a toss of my hair to get invited back to your neighbor's house. Do you even know how many smoking hot black guys live on your block, baby? Plenty. And recently, since we got together, I think more and more of them drop by the corner store. I've ever fucked the clerks, baby....all of them.

And then I come back home steaming, horny for you. Wet up inside,

where I let them fuck me bareback. I'm dripping their cum, and you don't even know it. I snuggle up next to you in bed, baby, smelling like them even more than I already smell like you.

You know how I wake you up with a blowjob some afternoons? That's

just a smokescreen. What I really want is to sit on your face.

You give really good head, baby. Really good head.

Ant it turns me on to humiliate you like that. That's why I always cum

when you lick me. No, it isn't your skilled little pervert tongue, baby. It isn't how focused you are on my pleasure, as you fantasize about how many cocks have been up inside me. You're not the one who gets me off, baby --at least, it's not your oral skills. It's the memory of how good those strangers' cocks were, and how humiliated you would be if you knew you were chowing down on a stranger's seed.

And now you ask if I'd like to "play"? If maybe I might want to

"dominate" you?

And the day after I find out just what an easy little horny little pig

bottom you are, I find out you want what I've already given you?

Well, baby. The second I read those stories, I knew I just had to come

clean. I knew I just had to tell you all about my little adventures baby.

And I can see you like it...you like it a lot. In fact, you're almost as hard

as they are, baby. The strangers, I mean, baby. The ones I let fuck me.

Your dick is almost as hard as theirs get, baby. But do I even need to say

it?

You're nowhere near as big.

So why don't I give you just what you've been wanting, baby?

See, on the way over to your place tonight, I took a few extra minutes

and went down by the river. There were some hot guys there, baby...just kind of kicking back and getting high. I wasn't wearing panties, baby. I never do, now that I know what you're into. Now that I know how bad you want me to be a total slut for strangers. I wasn't wearing panties, and you already know how short my skirt is. Here, baby, why not put your hand up it. Why don't you feel me, baby...there. You feel how wet and slick and gooey I am? There's not just from being turned on baby...yeah, I’m turned on. But you know as well as I do that I'm way too wet for that to explain it, baby. I'm positively dripping.

You wanna know why? You've already guessed, but I'll go ahead and

tell you 'cause I know you wanna hear. It's because those guys down by the river, baby... well, all of them spread me and fucked me. Two bent me over and did me from behind. Two of them rode me...missionary-style. The fifth and the sixth just wanted blowjobs. And you know how much I love to suck cock, baby...at least, when it's attached to a stranger. Keep fucking your fingers into me, baby. Get me off again and maybe I'll give you a hand job.

And I bet you can feel how sensitive my pussy is -- oh! Oh fuck, baby,

that feels good. Yeah, your fingers, oh fuck, they hit all the right spots, baby. Too bad your cock doesn't do the same. If you wanna get down and suck it, baby...just go ahead, get down on your knees. Yeah lick me, baby...if you wanna. If you don't...well, then, I'll just drag you to bed and sit on your face later, okay? I know you won't say no.

Because I know that you wanna be dominated.

Now I know you wanna be dominated by a slutty girlfriend who makes

you lick her pussy clean after she fucks a bunch of strangers.

Am I wrong, baby? Were those stories just fantasies?

Well, that's too bad, baby...because it's a little late for that. I already

invited a couple of friends over. That's right, baby...guys I met at the train station. You can hear them coming up the stairs now. I told them I have a boyfriend in panties who really wants to meet them. A boyfriend who will do anything I say.

A boyfriend who knows what he really, really wants. He's been getting

it from me -- but now he wants to drink it right from the source.

Want me to go to the door and tell them you're not ready to get what you

really, really want, baby?

Yeah, well, I thought you'd say that. That's why I waited till I'd locked

you in chastity. I mean, I can already tell that you're really fighting not to get hard, baby. Don't even try to pretend you're not as turned on as you are. That's what makes it so sexy, baby. You can get as turned on as you want, but you'll still be soft...just like a girl. Soft and wet, since your little cock is drooling all that pre-cum, baby. You're positively dripping.

There's the doorbell, baby! That's my friends. They're coming here to

play. They want to meet you, baby. They're going to give you what you really, really want.

Why don't you crawl to the door and answer it, baby?

You can trust me, baby. And you can trust my friends. You can trust

them to bring you what you want.

That's it, baby. Down on your knees. Crawl to the door. Tell my friends

what you really, really want.
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The Cock Killers by Ian Mason

 

Some people might say if you go to see a band called the Cock Killers,

you deserve what you get. But it still came as a surprise when she picked me out of the crowd and hauled me up on stage to be permanently damaged in front of everyone.

You know the band? They're brutal. I mean, their music is brutal. Six

guys who look like they could be murderous bikers lay down an avalanche of screaming noise that is guaranteed to turn your nuts to jelly if you're not built hard enough to take it. And right up there at the top, spewing the hardest and nastiest energy of all is the lead singer, Killita, five-ten in bare feet, gorgeous and blonde, a former female competitive weightlifter. She wears heels on stage; she towers over even me. And yeah, I've mixed it up in my day, but the day I had to take on Killita? I was left bent over and helpless, and that's how she liked me.

As to whether I liked it? I'm still working that out.

I'm not a pervert, you see. I'm just a big fan of rock 'n' roll. I won't go so

far as to say I'm a he-man, but once upon a time I liked to think even a girl like Killita would have her hands full with me. Now I'm not so sure.

Though nowadays I work in an office, I've also been an occasional fill-in

bouncer at the club, Consumption, where the Cock Killers were playing that night. I'm a big fan of their hard-driving music -- have been since the beginning. So I cashed in my favor to the manager, Davo, and scored myself a couple of tickets. I went with Sarah, this hot piece of ass I'd been planning on screwing, since she was a fan. She was the ex of a friend of mine, but I'd already checked it out with him and he was cool if she and I fucked. She was putting out signals, and I already got the impression that if I pulled this concert off, my dick was going to get wet. Little did I know.

Cashing in more favors got us jumped ahead in line to the VIP entrance -

- so we were right up there against the stage before the mad crush started. There was no chance for conversation over the scream of the opening band, but Sarah seemed to be pretty into them, so that was okay. She snuggled back against me and even let me put her arms around me once she started dancing, her perfect little bubble ass against my cock. Yeah, things were going well. They were going fuckin' perfect.

Sarah and I made out right up there against the stage when the opening

act was finished. I was getting the message loud and clear that Sarah was one of those girls who gets turned on by music -- no surprise there. I pushed my luck a little, and right there in public, I got a taste. She let me finger her. Nothing too big...just a quick dip down in her tight leather pants while I ground against her ass. I'd already gotten my hand up this little tube top she was wearing, and let me tell you, she didn't mind at all when I fingered her nips. They were hard. No one around us seemed to notice. Everyone was fucked-up beyond all recognition, anyway; the reputation of the Cock Killers is as tied to alcohol and drugs as it is to reckless perversion and lyrics about dick torture.

Sarah and I made out until the lights went down again and the screaming

started. That was the cue for the Cock Killers to take the stage and start doing crimes.

Oh, man. You have not fuckin' seen a band until you see these

motherfuckers tear in to the sound barrier. We're talking about guitars that sound just like chainsaws, bass that throbs right through your breastbone into your balls. It throbbed into Sarah, too; she danced and ground and rubbed against me as she sang along with the lyrics, hanging on Killita's every move, every word, every quiver. I danced along with her, working up a sweat. I got a taste again about halfway through the Cock Killers' set --just a quick dip down into Sarah's leather pants. It wouldn’t have been possible if they weren't so low-cut and tight. I mean, they were so low there had to be like an inch, maybe two, between the top of Sarah's sweet wet pussy and the waistband of her leather pants. And they looked like they were painted on, and they felt it, too, when she rubbed against my cock --that cute little ass of hers felt like it was naked against the front of my pants. But then, leather's always felt like flesh to me. Funny thing, though, as tight as Sarah's pants were, they seemed to stretch open real easy when I slid my hand down there. She didn't mind the occasional rub, and let me tell you...that taste was sweet.

It was fuckin' weird, though, to be making out and rubbing all over this

sweet, warm, compliant and gorgeous blonde piece of ass who was singing along with screamed-out lyrics like: "Fuckin' cut his dick off/Teach him what it means to crawl/Make his nuts your bitches/Show him how low he can fall!"

It got more explicit from there. Killita was a former dominatrix as well

as a former weightlifter, and she had a serious thing for lyrics about hurting men's cocks and balls. I'm not really a lyrics guy, but that probably should have tipped me off to the fact that Killita was a dangerous bitch.

But how could I care? Killita was hot as fuck. And Sarah was getting as

turned on by Killita as she was by me. I couldn't decide if I liked that or not. But yeah, as soon as I realized how horny Sarah seemed to get leaning there up against the edge of the stage hero-worshipping Killita, I had a serious jones for a threesome. I mean, I already knew from my buddy that Sarah was pretty easy and that she was great in bed. And here she was rubbing all over me, horny to fuck, almost ready to do it right here in the middle of the crowd. Wouldn’t be much of a stretch to think the girl might be bi, right?

Right. But I had bigger problems in my future. That Killita cunt was

about to make my life very interesting.

Don't get me wrong, Killita is hotter than hot. She's built out of muscle,

but proportioned like the most perfect woman you ever wanted to run your tongue over. And Killita wasn't wearing leather pants. On most of her body, she had nothing but a black leather bikini, and in back it was just a thong. But then, she was wearing these boots, man, these heavy fuckin' boots, and as she stomped around the stage, those boots made an impact. They were supple black leather, not all that different from the knee-high boots that Sarah happened to be wearing. Of course, where Sarah's hot skinny legs were poured into those leather pants, Killita's were bare from the top of her boots to her skimpy leather bikini bottoms. Put either of those bitches on a buffet and I'd have a hell of a time deciding.

But it was Sarah who had me for the night.

Too bad for me, it was Killita who grabbed me.

Sarah had started gyrating with one particularly nasty song, "Worship."

The lyrics were all about guys serving women, and Sarah seemed to know every word. She sang along and danced away from me, pressing into the crowd. Her hips were really moving, and much as I wanted to dance along with her, I couldn't keep up, so I let go and she spun away a little bit, just a few feet into the crowd. I was soaked in sweat, my T-shirt soggy and clinging to my body. I was charged up and horny, all right, after all that teasing Sarah had done. But then the last thing I expected happened, just seconds after "Worship" screamed to a dead stop.

Killita pointed at me from the stage and said: "Him!"

I looked dumbly up at her. She grinned wolfishly at me and said, "Wanna

play?"

I don't know what the fuck I was thinking. I just yelled it out: "Yeah!"

Killita pointed again, jabbing her finger at me. "Him!"

Then she gestured at me to come around to the side of the stage, and I

started over tentatively -- not knowing what was happening. I was a little drunk from Sarah's and my pre-show lubrication, which I had thought would help me get some mileage -- and so far, I'd been right. But I was also a little uninhibited, so when the roadies grabbed me and wrestled me onto the stage, I just went with it.

I'm not a small guy. I'm six-two in socks and I work out regularly. But

these guys were built like brick shithouses. They tossed me at Killita's feet. I went down on all fours like I'd never stood before.

That's when I saw the whip.

"Get your shirt off!" she screamed.

I don't know why I did it. I can only tell you that there's no way you can

ever be prepared for having Killita scream orders at you.

I took of the soggy mess that was my T-shirt. Killita snatched it out of

my hand and threw it into the crowd.

The crowd cheered.

"Tell me your name, slave!" Killita ordered me. She shoved the

microphone into my face.

I said it -- my whole name. The crowd applauded.

"Do you know how to worship?" she asked.

I looked at her like a deer in the headlights.

The whip was a big heavy black leather number, and Killita barely even

had to spin it to bring it down on my naked, sweaty back with a hiss.

I howled into the microphone. To my horror and humiliation, I sounded

just like a girl. Pain arced across my back. Killita flicked her hand again and I screamed.

She laughed. So did the crowd.

Killita said: "Don't give me that, slave. I barely even touched you! If you

want to feel real pain, I can give you some of --"

She gave it to me, hard in a hot white stripe of screaming agony, right

across the meaty part of my shoulders. I swear, I don't think I've ever felt such pain. I screamed again -- even girlier this time, and Killita dangled the whip in my face.

"I asked you a question, slave! Do you know how to worship?"

Another slash of the whip, and I was whimpering into the microphone.

"No," I said.

"No, what?"

Another slash of fucking agony, and I dropped to my belly and writhed.

Killita laughed at me, and I felt roadies' hands on me, pulling me up to all fours again.

"No, I said. Just, no."

Killita slashed me with the whip. This time I managed to bear up without

squealing like a pig, but it hurt like hell. The microphone was right in my face, and I made a surprisingly pathetic sound. It echoed through the club. The crowd rippled with laughter and applause.

The guitarist was tuning. This was nothing but them killing time.

Killita said, "The correct form of address for all men to all women is,

'Yes, Mistress.' Say it!"

My back exploded in pain again.

"Yes, Mistress!"

"And it's easy to learn how to worship, slave. Here's how you start."

Killita had the grace of a gymnast. I felt the sole of her huge boot on the

back of my head.

She pushed me down. With one boot, she forced my head down until my

face was pressed to her other boot.

"Kiss it, slave. And not the way you kiss your fucking mother. Kiss it the

way you eat out that hot little blonde piece of ass you were fingering in the front of the crowd. You do eat her out, don't you?"

My face burned. The whole world was spinning. She pushed the

microphone in my face, and I whimpered, "Yes."

"You'd better," she said. "Now, I gave you an order--"

Another slash from the whip.

I started kissing. I tasted the leather of her boots. The smooth, supple

texture made my cock start to swell. I realized with horror that my legs were spread, and my crotch was aimed right at the crowd. They could probably see me getting hard.

'That's good, slave. Why don't you kiss a little higher?"

I did. I let Killita guide me up her legs, gradually, kissing her calves, her

knees, her inner thighs. Before I knew it, she had my face shoved between her legs, and I was tonguing that skimpy leather bikini.

A hot slash of agony across my back put an end to my "worship," as I

howled in pain.

My eyes were watering. It was the lights -- it was the lights, not the pain.

My vision was blurry as I looked into the crowd.

I saw Sarah, looking up at me, looking like she was ready to rip me to

shreds I've never seen a girl look so angry.

Then, with a sneer of contempt, she turned her eyes from me to Killita,

as she started to sing in earnest, the music rising in waves as she screamed.

And Sarah sang along, watching Killita's every move.

I don't know what happened next. It's sort of a blur. What I know is, the

music flowed over me, and I just knelt there on all fours, my face lowered almost to the ground. I should have crawled away, but I was too afraid. Killita came back to me three or four times through the song, making me "worship" her boots during the first bridge, shoving her boot in between my legs and toeing my balls during the second, then shoving my face in her crotch again for all of the guitar solo. She whipped me as the bass went crazy in the song's final, brutal transition. Then, while the crowd went apeshit, Killita grabbed my hair, hauled my face up...

...and spat three times in my face.

She planted her boot on my shoulder and shoved. I went spilling over,

sprawled at the edge of the stage. The roadies grabbed me and hauled me down the stairs.

Then they shoved me out into the crowd that had just cheered my utter

and total degradation.

#

 

Sarah didn't come back to me for the rest of the show. She danced on her

own -- and yeah, I saw her rubbing up against other guys. She seemed drunker as the evening wore on; I was sobering up. I caught glimpses of her with drinks; she'd given me her wallet to stash in my pocket, so I knew she didn't have any money. Guys were buying drinks. I saw her rubbing ass-against-crotch, and my dick throbbed hard in my pants. I looked up at Killita, hating her like I've never hated any woman on earth.

Shirtless and covered in sweat

Desperately wanting my face back between her legs. I relived the

moment a thousand times during those last few songs.

Killita never even noticed me.

I was right against the stage, but she never looked down.

Until the very end of the concert -- after the second encore -- when she

pointed at me, then at the roadies.

I never saw the T-shirt coming. It hit me in the face and fell to the beery

floor. I bent down and picked it up.

It was a Cock Killers T-shirt -- the one with Killita bending down to

reach for the wearer's junk...with a big pair of pliers. In her other hand was a vise grip.

I put it on. Sarah migrated back to me, looking at me sternly.

"Let's go," she said.

#

 

Sarah was blasted by then. I was sober. I could smell all the drinks that

other guys had bought her. I drove. She told me to take her home.

I wanted to explain, but I didn't have anything worth saying. I didn't

know what happened. I didn't know what to do.

"Listen," I finally began.

"Don't," she said harshly. "Just don't."

I said, "I didn't mean to--"

"Don't!" she hissed.

I shut up after that, and took her home.

#

As we drove, I brushed my fingers against my noise. I could still smell

Sarah's pussy. It made me go blurry.

That's why I said what I said, when I pulled up to her apartment

complex, but before I stopped the car.

I said, "Mistress?"

"What?" she hissed angrily.

I looked at her shyly. I let my eyes drop.

"I called you Mistress," I said. "I...I know it was bad what I did. What I

let happen."

She sneered at me.

"Mistress," I repeated. I gulped.

"If you ask me in," I said softly, my face reddening, "I could give you a

good night kiss...."

I looked at her boots.

Then I glanced up; her eyes were hard. When I dropped my own gaze

again, I looked at her thighs.

I said, "If it pleases you, Mistress."

I could see the wheels turning in the very drunk Sarah's head.

She thought about it for a long time.

She finally said, "What would please me is to pay you back for having

humiliated me."

Humiliated her? That's rich. I was the one who was humiliated...in front

of everyone,.

But I didn't tell her that.

What I said is, "However you wish, Mistress."

Her slim hand went out and touched my back. I gasped as she fingered

the welts.

"I'll think of something," she said without smiling.

She got out of the car. I followed three steps behind her up the stairs and

to her front door. I followed her in.

In the living room, she glared at me furiously.

I dropped to all fours.

Sarah put Cock Killers on the stereo.
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Ready for Her Date by Kylie Cooper

As Sofia twisted her fingers deeper into my asshole, I bleated:

"Mistress! Please! I'm not ready!"

Sofia tsked and continued pushing, twisting her hand and forcing her well-lubed fingers more deeply.

"Don't be silly, darling. You've been ready for a very long time...you just won't admit it." She laughed as I groaned in desperate fear, feeling my asshole stretch with every thrust of her fingers. She went on: "Your little butthole just won't admit it, darling...but it knows you're ready for my fist. Or it's going to know you're ready for my fist. And if you're ready for my fist, then you know what else you're ready for, don't you, darling?"

I whined, "M-M-M-Mistress, no! I can't take his cock! Your boyfriend's too big...."

"Eduardo, darling. His name's Eduardo. But tonight you can call him 'Master.' I know I haven't been dating him too long, baby, but...I really think he's the one."

"The one?" I whimpered as she pushed. A gasp escaped my red-painted lips as she pushed still harder, twisting her hand well into my butt -- up to the widest point of her knuckles.

"The one who should fuck you in the ass, darling. I mean...it's been a whole year since you begged me to cuckold you. Did you really think it wouldn't come to this point? Once I got a taste of a real man's cock, baby, well..." She laughed as she pushed in harder, eliciting a cry of surprise from me. "Well, then, darling, it was all downhill for your sweet little cock."

Sofia only had one hand gloved -- her right hand, which she was driving deeper into my ass with every twist and push. Any moment, I knew, my asshole would breach -- and no amount of protest could stop it. Sofia isn't the kind of wife who takes "no" for an answer," even from my asshole.

I mewled: "But M-M-Mistress, he's so...he's so huge..."

Sofia's eyes flashed with fire. "I know darling. The second I felt him inside of me, I knew he was the one to finally give you the ultimate experience you've been wanting."

I protested: "Mistress! I haven't been wanting it--uhh!"

Sofia laughed louder than ever. "Don't give me that, you silly little sissy. What about all those stories you gave me to read, darling?"

"Those were just fantasies!" I protested, wriggling in the sling as I fought against the padded leather restraints. The swing jiggled back and forth as I struggled to accept Sofia's fist inside me. "Fantasies, Mistress! I know I begged you to do it for real, but -- uhhhh! Mistress, I didn't know -- oh, God, oh God -- I didn't know you'd take it this far -- oh fuck, oh fuck -- so far as to -- oh, Mistress, oh fuck, it's too big, it's way too big--"

"What's too big, darling? Eduardo's cock?"

"Y-y-yes, Mistress, and--"

"You should know, baby. You really chowed down on it when he was over last weekend. Who would have guessed you'd be such a little cocksucker? Drooling and gulping like that...you said you could never deep-throat it, remember? But all it took was a little hair-pulling, some spanking, a few slaps across the face...you swallowed it all, darling, didn't you?"

She continued to rotate her hand back and forth, gaining a little ground with each twist. I could feel my asshole stretching wider than ever, ready to open for my wife's fist whether I liked it or not. My eyes rolled back in my head.

"Didn't you, bitch?" hissed Sofia, her voice suddenly harsh. She grabbed my balls to get my attention, pulling down so hard that she set the leather sling to swinging. Buckled into it by restraints around my ankles and wrists, not to mention a bondage belt, I couldn’t stop the motion from shoving my asshole more tightly against her hand -- and stretching my asshole against her knuckles, almost forcing the final insertion. My ankles were strapped up high in the air above Sofia's shoulders, fastened to the chains that suspended the sling from the ceiling. My wrist restraints were buckled but not padlocked and attached by spring clip to my bondage belt.

I cried out. "Yes, Mistress!" I gasped. "I swallowed it all. I swallowed your boyfriend's whole cock--"

"Eduardo," she said bitterly. "His name is Eduardo. And tonight, when he gets here, you're going to call him Master. Aren't you, bitch?"

"Y-y-yes, Mistress!" I cried.

"Let me hear you say it!" she snapped. "Let me hear you tell me who your Maser is tonight!"

"Your boyfriend!" I cried.

"What's his name?" she snapped, and pulled my balls harder, making me groan in pain.

"Eduardo!" I cried. "Your boyfriend Eduardo is my Master tonight!"

Sofia's manner changed in an instant. She became suddenly gentle. She withdrew her hand, never having reached the point of fully violating my ass with her fist. She pumped out more lube onto her hand and smeared it all over my fucked-open asshole. Then she lubed up her right hand and looked deep into my eyes as she placed the tips of her fingers inside me again.

"Time's running short, darling. I'm meeting Eduardo at 8:00. He and I are going to have a nice romantic dinner...some wine...a few drinks, maybe, after...and then we'll come home to fuck. Only when he's done fucking me, baby, he's going to give you what you've been craving. His cock is going to fit right in this tight little hole, once I’m done with it, darling. Isn't it?"

I whimpered, "No, Mistress...please, it's too big!"

"No it's not, darling! That's why I'm fisting your asshole, don't you see? Once I've got my hand up there....oh, I know Eduardo's cock is a little bit bigger than my hand, darling, but not by much! And you've only got yourself to blame, darling... back when you begged me to try it just once --you know, fucking another guy -- you asked me to make fun of you for this sad little thing and to get a guy much better-hung, didn't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said miserably, as Sofia flicked her fingers against the hard plastic surface of my padlocked chastity tube. It was cinched tight around the base of my cock. It also went around my swollen balls, but allowed them to hang free -- although "hang" is not what they did anymore. They were always full and swollen and hard and blue from Sofia's constant teasing and denial. When she grabbed them and pulled, like she'd been doing, or even just swatted them, the pain was excruciating. I could feel it in my throat.

She continued to torture my balls and corkscrew her hand, pushing harder into me each time...slowly expanding my asshole to take her fist.

"So it was your fetish for big-cocked men, baby. That's why I did it. That's why I learned how much size matters. That's why I finally found a man like Eduardo. He's got the biggest cock I've ever seen, baby. Oh, the first time he fucked me I thought he would split me in two, baby." Her smile was wicked. "But I liked it. It hurt a little, baby...but it felt good, too...a lot. Don't you want that, darling?"

"I--I don't know, Mistress..."

"You need this, baby. Admit it. Your asshole is going to admit it, darling...I can feel it, ready to give up its fight. You will stop resisting me, darling. Your butthole's about to stop fighting. Can you feel it? Can you feel how it's ready to give? Can you feel your tight little butthole surrendering to me, so my big hard boyfriend can fuck it?"

I let out a keening wail as I felt my hole stretching the final amount. Sofia worked her fingers back and forth in a forward-reverse half-circle. With her left hand, she picked up the bottle of lube and slicked it all up again. I felt a shudder go through my naked body.

Every few half-circles, Sofia would squeeze my denial-swollen balls, sometimes just a little...other times, hard enough to make me squeal. When I did squeal, she used the distracting force of the pain to push harder into my asshole. A few times during the ordeal, my dick had started to soften, letting up on the agonizing pressure I felt inside the spiked chastity tube as the sharp metal prongs dug into my cockhead. But Sofia, observing my relief, had hardened it again, quickly by backing off, stroking my balls tenderly, and caressing the outside of my sensitive butthole with lube for just long enough to get me erect again.

"Almost there!" she purred.

Then my wife finally asked me nicely: "Please, baby? Please open up for me? Please open up for my fist so my boyfriend can fuck you tonight without ripping you in two?"

She pouted. Sofia has a very pretty pout. I'm such a goddamn sucker for my gorgeous wife's pout.

But then, I'm a sucker for her in every way -- that's how I got into this mess. Tonight, she was particularly gorgeous in a tight little fuck-me dress, her face done up with plenty of lipstick, eyeshadow, mascara. Her blonde hair was fresh from the salon in a sexy new bob. Her fuck-me dress was short; I knew that underneath it there wasn't any underwear. She did wear a bra, though -- a push-up style that gave her a whole lot of cleavage in the low-cut black dress. Her stockings were stay-ups, black fishnet, the lace-tops just below the hem of her dress. Her black pumps bore stiletto heels.

The whole package said "fuck me." And over it all, she wore a clear plastic butcher's apron to keep her from messing her date clothes with the lube she so liberally applied to my asshole as she prepared to thoroughly violate it with her fist.

When I didn't respond, Sofia pushed harder and dug her fingers deep into my balls. She yanked on my tortured blue orbs, causing a cry of pain to erupt from my red-painted mouth.

She no longer played at being tender. Her voice grew increasingly harsh.

"Come on, now, sissy! Stop being a bad little girl! Give it up for me, now. Let your asshole surrender. Javier's expecting me. I'm tired of waiting. He's probably already got a boner, knowing him." She laughed. "He'll probably try to fuck me in the restaurant bathroom, like last time. That guy can fuck half a dozen times a night and still want more! You're going to get it so good, baby...and you've seen how hard he fucks me. He's going to fuck you even harder. He'll rip you in two if you're not prepared. You're going to thank me for this later, darling, if you'll just open the fuck up!"

I struggled to relax my asshole as Sofia pushed.

I whined, "Yes, Mistress...I'm trying..."

Sofia's voice tone grew cajoling again.

"That's it, honey. Come on, give it up. Just give it up. Don't fight it. Just let it happen."

I squealed as I felt her twisting her hand in.

And then suddenly, it was moving...deeper. Past her well-lubed knuckles.

I felt a desperate fullness, followed by a sense of panic.

Sofia was in. I'd taken her fist. I'd taken my Mistress's whole fist. Her hand worked deeper into me, up to the limit of her white rubber glove.

My eyes popped open wide; they roved crazily. I couldn't believe she was in me -- but there was the evidence, right before my eyes and deep in my ass, the undeniable feeling of total fullness.

"Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh motherfuck!" My eyes rolled back in my head; I cried out even louder, squealing an embarrassingly girly squeal.

Sofia said, "That's it, sissy. Good girl. You've been such a good girl..."

"Mistress -- oh fuck! It's too big, Mistress! Please...take it out!"

"No, darling. I won't. Not till I’m finished, sissy. You think Javier's going to just put it in and take it right you? No, darling. He's going to put it in and fuck your fucking brains out...just like he does to me. Only--" she giggled. "He'll be fucking you in the ass. And believe me, baby, when he fucks you tonight...you'll be glad I did this." She laughed and gave a little wriggle of her hips, " "I've had that monster inside me. You're going be so glad I got you ready. Isn't this nice of me?"

"Yes, Mistress, yes, Mistress, yes, Mistress," I moaned as she worked her fist back and forth in my body, rocking me in the sling.

I moaned as Sofia tugged at my balls and fist-fucked me slowly at first, then a little bit faster with each deep thrust. She was gentle at first, but her thrusts grew much harder as my wails turned to pleasured howls. I stopped worrying about the drool leaking out of my lipsticked mouth. I was far more concerned with how wide open my asshole felt...and how painful my cock was as it tried to swell against the tight prison of my chastity tube and the sharp spikes inside that held my shaft and my cockhead in place and prevented a full erection -- or even a partial erection without pain.

"Such a good girl," said Sofia. "You bitched a little, but you ended up taking my hand like a champ. Are you going to do the same thing for Eduardo's cock later, baby?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whined miserably as she rocked me in the sling, fucking her fist deep into me.

"You can even bitch," she laughed. "Eduardo loves to slap little sluts like you around. I'll help him bend you over if it comes to that." Breathlessly, she added, "I think you'll like that, won't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered.

"Good girl," she said. "Then here's your reward."

Sofia dug her teeth into the bottom of the glove on her left hand. She pulled the lube-covered glove off and tossed it over her shoulder; it stuck to the dungeon wall behind her.

Then she took hold of the key that dangled on a silver chain between her tits.

I moaned, unable to take my eyes off her beautiful cleavage as she lifted the chain over her head and lowered it between my legs. Working gingerly so as not to get lube on her now-clean hand, she fitted the key in the padlock of my chastity tube. It popped; she opened the tube, took it off me, and tossed it over her shoulder, too. It didn't stick to the wall; it just bounced off and rolled across the dungeon floor.

"Oh, Mistress..." I moaned.

Sofia then reached down and undid the buckle that held my right wrist to the bondage belt. She freed my right hand and smiled at me as she began to fuck her fist more energetically back and forth in my hole.

"Go ahead, sissy. It's time. Knock yourself out. I trust you still remember how it works?"

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped, almost not believing what had just occurred.

I remembered how it worked, all right! It might have been months -- and I mean months -- since my wife let me jerk off. But that's not a thing that a man -- or a sissy -- forgets.

Freed from my chastity tube, my cock was fully erect in mere seconds. I wrapped my hand tight around the shaft and squeezed. Pleasure flowed through me. I moaned as I started to pump, desperately trying to go slow. I knew from experience that I needed to make this last -- it might be my last orgasm for a while.

But my wife was not cooperating. She began to fistfuck me hard, slamming her hand up inside me and setting the sling to a wild gyration.

"Come on, sissy. I don't have all night. Don't make me keep Eduardo waiting."

I moaned crazily. I didn't want to make Eduardo wait -- but I did want to enjoy this rare wank to the fullest. Nonetheless, I was incapable of doing so. Even with me trying to make it last as long as possible, it took no more than ten strokes to make me expend my load. It had been so many months since I'd been allowed to cum that I was ready to explode the moment I got hard.

Cum erupted from the end of my little dick. I felt my asshole spasm around my wife's thrusting fist. The hot wetness blasted all over my shaved chest. I squirted out so much cum that one stream hit my cheek and ran down over my lipstick-painted mouth.

"Good girl," purred Sofia. "Now relax." She tugged her gloved hand back, relaxing the muscles. I cried out as I felt my asshole spreading for the heel of her hand, then the knuckles.

Her hand came out with a wet, slurping sound. I was left moaning and twitching, covered in lube.

Sofia snapped of the glove. She unfastened the buckles that secured my bondage belt to the sling, my left wrist to the bondage belt, and my ankles to the suspensory chains. She untied her clear plastic shop apron, pulled it off and tossed it in the corner.

She snapped her fingers and pointed at the floor.

"Crawl, sissy."

Painfully, I slipped out of the sling and got down on my hands and knees. Sofia led me across the hard cement floor of the dungeon, her stiletto heels clicking as she walked.

She led me to the dog cage in the corner. She opened the door. A padlock hung, open, from the cage door's hasp, its silver key inserted in the lock.

"I'll expect you to be here when I bring Eduardo home." She pointed at the ceiling; there was an airshaft from the dungeon -- in the basement -- to the master bedroom. It was right above the cage. I knew from experience that I could hear everything that happened in the bedroom. When the two of them got back from their date, I'd hear it all as they fucked in our bed.

"You know the procedure," Sofia said. "I'll drop the key down this shaft, and you can let yourself up. Hose yourself off in the dungeon shower and fix your makeup before you come up to join us." She smiled. "I'll leave something sexy for you to put on at the base of the stairs. I hope for your sake that tight sissy asshole is still soft, wet and open for Eduardo's cock."

I whimpered, "It will be, Mistress."

Sophia clicked the padlock shut, took the key, and put it in her cleavage.

Then she leaned down and blew me a kiss.

"See you when it's time," she told me.

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

I watched her perfect ass swaying back and forth as my wife left the dungeon.
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Home before Midnight by Brett Olsen

 

Valery, my wife, has long been in the habit of going out with her girlfriends at least one night every weekend. She rarely gets home before midnight.

I've always been fine with this, believing it's important that husbands and wives maintain their own independent interests and social connections. I guess I should have figured out that something was going on...but I didn't. I was so clueless I didn't even notice that for these outings with her "friends", Valery had started dressing up far sexier than she usually did. She wore the skimpy, slutty dresses she had worn in the early days of our marriage, and before -- even back to when we were dating. She never wore for me anymore, but now, apparently, her nights out with her "girlfriends" warranted her sexiest dresses. She seemed to want to show off the new body she'd built by spending more time at the gym.  I didn't mind it at all; in fact, I liked the idea of having time to myself. Things had been pretty blah in the bedroom department, lately, and I'll admit -- I'd turned to porn. I had a massive collection of kinky porn, much of which involved hot wives just like Valery stepping out on their clueless husbands, and that's what I would jack off to whenever Valery wasn't there. So how was it that I never saw it coming?

Then came the Saturday night when Valery came home before midnight -- and she came home in tears.

#

It was Saturday night, and Valery's "girls' night out." It was 11:50 when I heard her downstairs, fumbling with her keys in the door. I heard them jangling. She came up the stairs, obviously stumbling. Before she even reached the bedroom, I could smell liquor wafting down the corridor to where I was sprawled out in bed.

If it wasn't already obvious by the smell that she'd had more than a few drinks, it sure as hell was when she stumbled into the bedroom. She was obviously plastered. What's more, she looked like she'd dressed herself in the dark. Mind you, Valery had left the house just a few short hours ago, sober as can be, dressed to the nines and put together perfectly. So if she got dressed in the dark...well, that meant she'd been un-dressed at some point pretty recently.

That fact was almost as obvious as her extreme level of intoxication. Valery's skimpy red dress was rumpled; her long blonde hair was a rat's nest, as if she'd done something that got it very messy. What's more, some of it even looked wet, a little bit, like there was something gooey in it. Valery's lipstick and eyeliner were ruined. Her cheeks were darkened by rivers of black tears, heavy with mascara. She'd obviously been crying.

It didn't take a rocket scientist to put together what had happened to my wife. The only question was whether she'd cheated on me...or been taken advantage of. From her appearance, I immediately thought she'd been taken advantage of -- or worse. Had my drunk wife been raped?

As it turned out, that wasn't the case. It wasn't just her dress that was rumpled; the rest of her was rumpled, too, and she wasn't wearing any underwear. I would later find out she'd also forgotten her panties with the guy that she screwed! But I didn't know that when I got my first look at her, nor did I know who "he" was -- the guy who had ravished her.

My eyes widened. My jaw dropped.

"Baby," I said. "What happened? Are you all right?"

Valery took a labored, drunken breath as she stumbled toward the bed.

"I'm sorry, baby. I did something bad."

"What was it?"

Valery didn't answer; she just sobbed. She stumbled over, swaying on her very high heels, and sat on the edge of the bed. She threw herself on me, hugging me tightly. I kissed her on the neck. I could taste salt on her flesh...sweat? I could also smell musk and a sharp, tangy scent I didn't recognize at first. Mostly, though, I could smell liquor and sex all over her; the scent was so strong it almost choked me. And yet...there was something I liked about it.

Under the sheet, I felt my cock starting to stiffen. I have always been in the habit of sleeping naked, as is Valery. When she's out late, sometimes I take my laptop to bed and look at a little porn before dropping off to sleep without her. And yeah, sometimes I jerk off. In fact, I'd been doing that when I'd heard Valery come in downstairs. I had been watching a very dirty scene of a hot blonde, petite and probably only nineteen or twenty years old, taking on five huge black studs...while her unlucky "husband" -- in reality a much older actor playing her "cuckold" -- had been forced to stand there in the background of each shot, watching while his embarrassing hard-on bulged his panties...panties she'd forced him to put on.

I know it seems strange to watch that kind of porn, but look, it's very popular. I'm not the only guy who likes it, clearly. And as for the part about the panties? Well, I was wearing a pair myself. It was one of the secrets I'd kept from my wife. If she'd stayed out till two in the morning, as she usually did on Saturdays out with her girlfriends, she never would have known; I thought I had another two hours to enjoy myself.

But it was only midnight; Valery had stumbled home two hours earlier than I expected her to. I admit, it was risky to be doing this at home, but Valery's "girls' nights out" almost always went until last call and beyond.

When she'd come home, I had been stroking my cock through my panties, "edging" myself. That means I was forcing myself to last as long as I could, bringing myself to the very edge of orgasm and then backing off. Sometimes I would get so close that a tiny quiver in my cock would cause a tiny dollop of pre-cum to leak from the tip of my cock and soak my panties. When that happened, sometimes, I would draw my hand back and slap my own balls, hard, sometimes so hard I cried out in pain. I did this by way of "punishment" for letting myself get too close to orgasm. Sometimes as I did it, I would imagine that a hot woman like the near-teenager in the video was doing it to me...maybe as an adjunct to making me watch her with five black studs, like the husband on the video.

In fact, had been slapping myself in the balls when I'd heard Valery downstairs. I'd brought myself to the edge and felt the first rumblings of an explosive orgasm, pulling back just in time -- but not soon enough to stop a wet, leaky gob of fresh cum from squirting out of the tip of my cock and soaking my panties

When I'd heard Valery downstairs, I'd been surprised; it was only midnight! I'd acted fast. I'd snapped my laptop closed and hidden it under the bed. I'd quickly pulled off my panties and stuffed them under my pillow just before she walked in the door of the bedroom.

Unfortunately, losing my boner had been a more difficult matter. It was only through sheer force of will that I'd been able to get myself down to about half-mast...and doing so left a gross, humiliating drizzle of precum leaking down my inner thigh.

Unfortunately, now that I could smell my wife up close, it was having an immediate effect on me. I was getting that boner back, like it or not. It quickly grew to full size and started to throb, with leaking strings of precum running from cock-tip to my thigh. More pre-cum leaked out and smeared its way across my lower belly. As my wife embraced me, I tried to turn my body so she wouldn’t notice my boner underneath the covers.

I could feel the humiliating leak of precum soaking the sheet I had spread over my body.

My face reddened in embarrassment as I held Valery and comforted her --but that could have been my concern for her, right?

And I was concerned for her. As worried as I was that Valery would discover my humiliating habit, I was equally worried that something bad had happened to her.

I comforted her by patting her shoulders and caressing her hair. She was sweaty all over; she stank of it. Her hair smelled musky and sharp. I kissed her ear. She was wearing her very long, very dangly hoop earrings; they never failed to draw attention to her beautiful face. They looked hot on her. As I kissed her right underneath them -- on her tender neck -- I could smell the flavorful aroma of human exertion.

If the answer seems obvious in retrospect, well...let me tell you that my wife was very upset. I thought for sure that whatever carnal sin had been committed had been very much against her will. And that made me all the more humiliated to be fully erect. It caused even greater concern, as I comforted my wife, that she might discover what I'd been doing when she came home...and that she might realize that the bodily closeness of my very hot wife was having its "usual" effect on me, no matter how upset she was

And the obviously lascivious odors upon her weren't doing much to dissuade my cock from staying hard.

When Valery's sobs quieted, I finally spoke comfortingly to her.

I asked: "What did you do, baby? What happened? Did somebody hurt you?"

"Nobody hurt me," she said. "I hurt you. I betrayed you tonight, Brett, baby. I...cheated on you."

I didn't know what to say, at first. I was shocked. But, honestly, even the shock and the fear couldn't banish that prominent boner that Valery's well-used appearance and ripe, dirty and unexpectedly erotic scent was only fuelling.

I didn't feel as betrayed as I might have expected. In fact, I was relieved to know that it was something so simple. I struggled to feel some kind of outrage, but I couldn't. After all, hadn't I fantasized about a thousand hot wives doing this like this to their husbands? Hadn't I even, sometimes, indulged in the fantasy of having Valery herself cheat on me?

I asked her with grave concern, "Val, did somebody...force himself on you?"

Valery shook her head.

"No, Brett. Nobody did. I came on to him, I guess. Or maybe I didn't. I was really drunk. I guess maybe I sort of came onto him, and..." She was slurring her words, and seemed largely incoherent. "See, we were out dancing, and there was this really cute black guy, and..."

A bolt of lightning shot through me. I felt my face reddening. My humiliatingly hard cock could still feel the caress of the panties I'd been wearing only a few moments ago. They were still cooling under my pillow -- still moist, surely, with the precum I'd edged out of my pulsating cock. I felt drunk with the memory of it. I felt intoxicated by the lingering sensations.

And my wife's words: "There was this black guy..." made my whole body feel suddenly on fire. I'll admit it, I've got a thing. Call it a fetish, if you want. You can even call it racist if you like. And you can certainly call it perverted; I'm well aware that it's that, at the very least. Whenever I watched porn, it always featured white women spreading their legs for hot black men -- usually very petite white blondes with big-cocked and muscled black studs, often several of them at once. Many of my favorite scenes featured "husbands" forced to watch their wives get fucked by one or more black men. I was well aware that these "husbands" were really much older porn actors; their "wives" were often barely in their twenties, but it was the fantasy that counted. I'd even, shamefully, sneaked a few downloads of black men dominating white men -- skinny white twinks, mostly, sometimes "forced" to wear panties. I'm not exactly proud to admit that those turned me on almost as much as the other scenes.

So yeah, I guess I have a "thing." And when I heard my wife tell me she'd just fucked a "cute black guy," I felt suddenly and insanely out of control. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to make love to her more than anything. And I wanted to start by kissing my way down her musky, sweaty, sexually-degraded body, smelling and tasting the humiliating remnants of the "cute black guy' who'd just fucked her.

But first, I wanted to hear what had happened. I desperately wanted to hear what had happened, in exquisite detail.

Valery waved her hand in the air as a violent round of trembling sobs took her over and stopped her in her tracks before she could tell me more.

"It doesn't matter," she said. "The details don't matter. What matters is what I did. I fucked him, Brett. I fucked this guy. I'm so, so sorry. I went to bed with him and I let him fuck me and...oh, Brett, I’m sorry...I didn't use a condom. I didn't even have the sense to use a condom, baby. I'm sorry. I was so drunk, but...I can't blame that." She clutched herself close to me. I could feel her nipples pressing hard through her skimpy red dress; I realized she wasn't wearing a bra. I was sure she had been when she left the house. My breath came quick as I contemplated the thought: Had she left it at his place?

"It doesn't matter," she said. "The details don't matter. I'm not going to torture you with them. I just want you to know, baby, I'm really sorry. Will you forgive me?"

My head reeled. The details don't matter? I couldn’t believe she was saying that. The details seemed suddenly far more important than pretending to feel betrayed or angry or shocked that my wife had cheated on me with a "cute black guy"...instead of admitting what I really was, which was fucking insanely turned on at the very thought of her doing something so brazen. The smell, the touch, the taste of her sullied body sent shock waves through me, all right, but they were really pulses of pure arousal. I wanted to know more...I had to know more.

So I pretended far more outrage than I felt.

I said bitterly, "Val, I can't even think of forgiving you unless I know what happened. Exactly what happened."

Valery whimpered, "Darling, why does it matter? I don't want to--"

"I want to know!" I said, faking anger. It was easy to do so; my face was red and I could hardly breathe. "Tell me now! Tell me everything!"

Valery threw herself against me. She wrapped her arms around me and crawled on the bed, holding me close. She kissed me, her tongue gently nipping my lips; I could detect a musky taste mingled with the liquor lingering on her kisses.

She slurred her words badly as she pleaded with me. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, baby. Whatever you want. Of course I'll tell you. Whatever you need to know to forgive me...just promise me you'll at least try to forgive me. I'll do anything to make it up to you...anything at all!"

Those words made me feel as drunk as she was. My mind filled with all the kinky things I could tempt my wife into if she felt she had to "make it up to me." But the only thing I could really picture was what had happened to night, just hours ago -- maybe even minutes! Who knew how recently she'd had this stranger inside her before she got dropped off and stumbled up our stairs! It could have been less than an hour...!

As Valery crawled on the bed, I turned my body to try to hide my hard-on. Luckily, I was in the habit of sleeping with one of those foam-rubber pillows between my legs, to improve my sleeping posture and help with my back trouble. I had placed it under my hips as I edged myself  with my laptop on my chest...because having my legs spread and my ass thrust up in the air was deliciously sexy. In any event, I still had the pillow down near my knees, where I could surreptitiously plant it between my wife and me, so that as she hugged me and held me, she didn’t realize I was rock-hard under the white sheet.

But Valery didn't have the same advantage of camouflage. She wasn't under the sheet, and she didn't have a pillow in front of her. In fact, she didn't have much on at all; the red dress eh wore was so skimpy that it showed of almost all of her body. As she hugged me, I realized with a little surprise and a lot of pleasure that Valery's dress had ridden up well over the curve of her ass.

My wife wasn't wearing panties. I knew for a fact she'd been wearing them -- and a bra, too -- when she'd left the house. I knew because she'd gotten dressed in front of me. I remembered her panties vividly. Like her bra, the panties had been red. The former was a push-up model, low-cut in front so as not to show under the low-cut dress, while showing her gorgeous tits to their full advantage. The panties I'd watched her wriggle into had a thong back and not much in the front; they were practically see-through, showing off the meticulous trim job Valery was in the habit of giving herself in the shower.

At some point between then and now, Valery had left both her bra and her panties somewhere. Where were they? On the floor of some strange "cute black guy's" bedroom? In the wheel well of his car? In a cheap motel room somewhere?

Regardless of where she'd left them, how had I see my wife wriggling into those hot panties and this unbelievably skimpy dress and not realized what she was really doing? She was dressing up to go out with her girlfriends, yeah...but she wasn't "showing off her new body." She wasn't just proud of how she looked after all those hours at the gym. She was dressing up to look sexy...and I was way too clueless to notice it. Obsessed with my porno fantasies, I'd missed the fact that my own wife had been planning to cheat on me.

Or was it really just a fluke? Had she been "asking for it" by dressing up like this? And if so, had she even realized it?

I almost didn't care, just then. All I wanted to know...were details.

Valery gave them to me, between soft rounds of sobs.

#

You see, Valery's friends Jenna and Claire were both newly single, having broken up with their boyfriends. Claire had convinced Jenna and their friends Monica, Sara and Katie that the six of them -- Valery included --needed to really party. She insisted the six of them go to this notoriously raucous singles bar. Valery was the only married woman among them, though Monica and Katie were married and Sara had a serious boyfriend. But they're all pretty hot and pretty flirty; if you laid eyes on any of the three of them, and the guys they're with, you'd probably make the same conclusion I did. I doubt any one of those six flirty women would have felt all bad about the occasional infidelity.

But Valery was another matter. She claimed she'd tried to talk them out of visiting this particular bar, owing to its reputation as a "pickup joint." My wife described -- in great detail -- how she'd argued with Claire against going there.

"I didn't want to go, baby," she told me tearfully. "But all my friends were going. I didn't want to be left out. Of course, I thought I would just go for one drink and come home, but...well, we it wasn't far from Jenna's place, so we left the cars there and we all got a cab. And I had that one drink and I was all, 'Come on, let's go,' but Claire got me to say I'd stay for one more drink as long as she promised to go after that one. But then people kept buying us rounds. Men kept buying us rounds. Lots of men. There was all this dancing, baby, and guys just kept sending drinks over whenever we would stop dancing. Drink after drink after drink. They were serving these frothy things..."Pink Inside," they were called, and oh, baby, they were so good! They had this super sweet grapefruit liqueur, and grenadine, and ice, and...I think there was some kind of vodka in them...a lot more of it than I realized! I didn't realize how strong they were, or I wouldn't have drank so many. I didn't mean to get fucked up! But oh, they were so good...they taste just like grapefruit soda, but with this little pomegranate aftertaste...you can't taste the liquor at all...they're served in this tall glass that must be, like, sixteen ounces, so, I mean...I didn't realize how much I was drinking because they were just so damned good! You like grenadine, don't you?"

I didn't answer her. "Just tell me what happened," I said softly, caressing her hair and smelling her neck.

These weren't the kinds of details I'd had in mind when I'd begged her to tell me everything...but I tolerated them because I hoped that more would be coming. When my wife gets drunk, she gets kind of flighty, and...well, she was pretty drunk. I was only now realizing how drunk. I thought maybe it wouldn't be such a bad thing if she found out that I was rock-hard. Maybe she'd be up for some of the same sort of fun she'd had with her "friend." The thought of making love to my wife while she still smelled and tasted like another man was intensely erotic to me...more so with every inhalation of her musky, sexual scent. And I vividly remembered how she told me that she hadn't used a condom. Had he climaxed inside her? I felt almost sick with excitement over that idea...sliding my bare cock inside her while another man's warm seed leaked, slimy, all around my shaft...

Mind you, Valery never let me fuck her without a condom. Since she'd gone off the pill, we were on a strictly condoms-only regime until she decided "it was time." I didn't know what that meant...but our lovemaking had become so infrequent that I hadn't pressed the issue. If I wanted to make love to her tonight -- right now -- once I got the details of her infidelity, would she allow me to fuck her the way this "cute black guy" --this stranger -- had?

Valery continued, "I didn't mean to drink so much, but the dancing was really fun. It's just that it turned out to be such a meat market! That's why those guys were all buying us so many drinks. Jenna and Claire were totally going crazy, even drunker than I was and dancing with all these strangers, getting all this attention...and this, well...okay, so, see, I was dancing, too, and..."

She started crying again. I held her and stroked her long blonde hair. I could smell so many different scents on her hair, on her neck, on her clothes. I smelled cigarettes, liquor. Pot smoke. I smelled her sweat, her perfume, cologne. I smelled male scent. I smelled sex. And when I buried my face in her beautiful hair...I smelled cum. I know what it smells like, and...I swear, I smelled it. That was what made her hair stiff in several long streaks down the front.

The scent of cum turned my stomach even as a curiously erotic energy started pulsing deep inside me. I guess I had never smelled another man's cum. It did something to me.

Valery told me how she had been sitting by herself, abandoned by her friends, who were all drunk and dancing. She had refused several drinks from men who wanted to buy them for her, because she was already very drunk.

Then, all of a sudden, a drink appeared...and the bartender told her it had been sent by this handsome black man in the corner.

When she looked over and saw him, the Lothario had tipped his drink to her, toasting her.

"And he was really cute, baby. I mean really cute. Really dark skin and these really strong features. These dark eyes that looked right through me. He's really, really tall, and really well dressed, and...well, see, he obviously worked out. His body was hot. How could I not want to fuck him?"

Valery seemed to be feeling genuinely guilty -- but then, with a statement like that, how was I supposed to respond? How could she not want to fuck him? How could she not want to cheat on me? It was a humiliating rhetorical question, and I didn't understand why Valery could say such a thing to me!

Yet. I didn't understand yet.

But I would. Oh, how I would...

My wife continued:

"What was I supposed to do, baby? He was so cute, and I was all alone, and super bored. What could I do? I didn't know what to do." She took a deep breath and gave me a guilty look. "I took the drink and smiled back at the guy. Just to be polite, see? And then...well, um... and then he came over and introduced himself." She gulped. "His name was Darrin. He sat with me for a while, and we got to talking, and there were more drinks, and..."

Valery was breathing hard, her full breasts heaving, the nipples standing straight through her tight red dress.

She whimpered, "I'm sorry, baby. I didn't expect Darrin to be so charming. I mean, like I said, he was really good-looking. Totally masculine, and built, and a little younger than me...he's twenty-six, and he's a personal trainer, and he's like six-feet-three, and...well, I don't know. It just happened." The words spilled out of her, the story coming in drunken, slurred fragments. "I guess I sort of liked the attention, at first, but after another three drinks, it wasn't just the attention I liked. We were in this booth, and I was really drunk, and suddenly Darrin was kissing me. I let him, baby. I just let him. Before I knew it, he was all over me. Kissing me, holding me...touching me. Like...under the table." She added this last part breathlessly, accentuating what I already knew she was saying...that this Darrin had fingered my wife right there in the bar.

Valery added apologetically: "I told Darrin I was married. I even showed him my ring." She held her hand up, displaying her ring finger -- but the wedding ring was nowhere to be found. Where was it? Valery didn't seem to notice its absence, even while she drunkenly waved her ring finger at me. "But Darrin, well...I mean, he was really cute. And really convincing. HE said it wouldn’t mean anything....it was just fun. He said being married shouldn't stop me from having a good time, and I guess I was...I was pretty drunk, baby. It sounded like an okay idea at the time." Her voice was a sonorous purr as she whispered in my ear: "I just let him do what he wanted."

My cock throbbed against the foam rubber pillow. I would have given anything to be able to surreptitiously reach down and stroke it a little. But I guessed that doing so might stop my wife from telling her story.

Still, I could feel my erection there, demanding attention, humiliatingly hard and leaking pre-cum. Now and then, my hips ground involuntarily. I didn't mean to rub my dick against the foam-rubber pillow...it just happened automatically.

As I did, I thought about the panties hidden under the other pillow...the one under my head. I felt suddenly scared that Valery would discover them.

But then I was lost in her story again. She moaned it softly into my ear, with an apologetic tone, whimpering sometimes and even suppressing sobs. It was obvious that Valery felt terrible about what she had done, but it was all I could do not to grab her and fuck her right then, or even reach down and jack off. I think just a few strokes would have gotten me to the finish line, I was so turned on! But Valery's apologetic purr wasn't about her being turned on -- and I would realize that just a few moments later.

But for now, she was delivering the sexiest story I had ever heard.

She sighed warmly in my ear: "It turned out Darrin didn't live far from the bar, and there were cabs waiting right out front, so when he said 'Let's get out of here,' I was okay with it...and he just took me home. He was totally all over me in the cab, baby, feeling me and touching me and kissing me and practically taking my dress off. It was a really short cab ride, baby, and he paid for it and then he got me into his apartment, and...oh, fuck, my dress came off so easily, baby...next thing I knew, we were in his bed, and I was all over him, too...I don't know what came over me, baby...I was totally drunk, but I know that's no excuse...and I wanted to ask him to put on a condom, but he was just such a good kisser, before I knew it he was..."

Valery's breasts heaved as she panted. She gulped. She whimpered miserably, her eyes glistening:

"Before I knew it, he was inside me, baby. Darrin was inside me. I fucked him. Or...he fucked me. I let him fuck me, baby." A small round of sobs shook my wife's slim body. "I’m sorry, darling, I’m sorry, I'm so, so sorry..."

That's when Valery did something very surprising. Her slender hand had worked its way up between us, taking hold of the foam-rubber pillow I'd put between us to hide my hard-on. It was my turn to let something "just happen," "before I knew it." And it happened so easily because Valery knew all too well what she was doing. She had known all along what kind of response she would get to her story of infidelity. She knew what effect it would have on me, and now she came in for the kill.

But I, on the other hand, didn't see it coming. I was so lost in my building arousal that Valery's hand had moved before I realized what she was doing.

To my surprise, she swept the pillow out of the way and pulled the sheet down, exposing my hard-on. As intoxicated on sex as she was on liquor, I groped ineffectually after the pillow and sheet both. But Valery tossed the pillow on the floor and threw the sheet well back before I even knew what was happening.

Then she wrapped her hand around my stiff cock. She gripped it tightly, her red-painted fingernails digging in.

Maybe she wasn't as drunk as she pretended to be! Or maybe she was...and that's why she had the guts to do it.

I tried to pull her hand away, but she was strong. What's more, as I tugged at her wrist, my wife dug her sharp fingernails into my shaft.

She growled, "I knew you'd pretend to be a hurt little husband," she said. "Poor baby. Wife went out and cheated on you...is that it? But here you are, hard as a rock, you fucking sick pervert. You're really turned on right now, aren't you?"

I gulped. I tried to push her hand away. I pleaded, "Baby, it's not that I’m turned on exactly, it's just that--aaaah!"

My cry came as Valery dug in her fingernails and twisted her hand, raking the sharp tips of her nails over my shaft. "Put your hands down," she growled in my ear, her breath warm against my neck.

"Baby," I said. "What are you doing?"

I still tried to push her hand away -- but she responded with stern insistence.

She dug her nails in deeper and barked at me: "Put your hands down! Behind you!"

Overcome by the pain, I finally did it. I pressed my palms flat against the bed behind me, right up underneath the pillow where I'd hidden my contraband panties...

Valery raked her nails up and down my shaft. I gasped in response, but kept my hands behind me, flat on the bed. I panted as the pain surged through my cock shaft with each agonizing stroke. I shut my lips tight so as to muffle the pathetic moans of pain. When I breathed through my nose, every inhalation brought with it the scent of liquor, of sex, of another man's cum. As Valery leaned closer to me -- almost atop me -- her smell became even stronger. So did the other man's scent; it lingered on her body, ripe and ever more obvious the closer she got to me.

I could smell his cum in her hair, even more strongly than before. My vision swam as Valery climbed atop me and pinned me, half-sitting, against the headboard. Her lips were very close to mine. On her breath, I could smell the scent of this other man's cock.

Gripping my cockshaft tightly, Valery growled: "You think I’m surprised by this? You think I’m surprised you like that I cheated on you?"

There were tears in my eyes.

"Hon, it's not that I like it...I...I don't like it, I just--uh!"

"Shut the fuck up," she said, cutting my claim off as she twisted her hand violently, scraping her nails in a corkscrew motion up and down my shaft. She left a trail of abrasions, pain radiating from her every move.

When my hands jerked from their place behind me in an instinctive response to protect my pecker, Valery responded with a drunken, slurred howl:

"Hands behind you! Flat on the bed, bitch, or I'll make you hurt even worse than this. Do you think this surprises me? How much you like this?"

Tears rolled from my eyes. "I don't like this, baby, I--"

"Shut the fuck up!" she screamed in a slushy, drunken snarl. "No more lying, Brett. Show me what you're hiding back there. Show me what you wear when I'm not around.

I trembled all over; I had never seen my wife like this before.

I whimpered: "I don't know what you mean, baby, I--ah!"

Her fingernails scraped my shaft again. Now, her left hand joined her right, its fingernails scratching at the lower part of my cockshaft and digging firmly into my lust-swollen balls. I'd been edging myself for hours -- the whole time that Valery was "out with her friends," actually -- and my nuts ached like hell at the slightest touch. But Valery didn't give them the "slightest touch." She dug her fingers deep into the tender flesh, squeezing and twisting my balls so hard I cried out pathetically. The abrasions caused by my wife's sharp fingernails were nothing compared to the deep ache that came from having my balls squeezed and twisted like that.

"Show me, Brett. Give them to me. Give them to me now."

When I didn't do it instantly, she gave it to me all at once. She viciously squeezed and twisted my balls and jacked her hand up and down, causing a screaming, explosive pain to radiate out from my shaft.

I slipped my hand under the pillow and brought out the panties.

Her left hand continued to torture my balls. Her right hand came off my abraded dick, and she plucked the panties from my hand.

"Mmmm," she said, rubbing them between her fingers. "They're still moist." She wrapped them around my cock and started to jack me off with such a tight grip that it hurt like hell -- especially with the scrapes she'd left there just moments ago. She also continued to work my balls viciously in her grasp.

"Did you shoot your load in them?" She asked with a mocking laugh.

My face was bright red. Tears rolled down my cheeks. When Valery tightened her grasp on both my cock and my balls, I cried out in pain.

Then I shook my head. "No," I said. "I was close, but...I didn't think you'd be home. You're never home before midnight."

Valery laughed.

"Gee," she said mockingly. "I wonder why?"

Another cruel laugh came out of her messy lips. She crawled forward till her knees were parallel to my hips; then she leaned hard onto me. I had my arms propped behind me, but Valery forced me into a prone position. I hit my head on the headboard. Valery didn't even notice, and the quick, dull pain was nothing compared to what Valery was doing to my cock and my balls.

She pinned me to the bed and worked her pussy up to my cock. Wrapping my wet panties around the lower half of my shaft, she gripped them tightly and touched her wet slit to the tip of my cock.

I cried out. She'd left raw scrapes there; it stung when she rubbed her sex against my cockhead.

She put her mouth to my ear and purred:

"Good thing you didn't cum," she said. "You can have sloppy seconds."

My wife brought her pussy down atop my cockhead, gripping my shaft tightly. I gasped in pain and pleasure as she popped my cockhead into her. She felt slick, slippery, loose. She felt far looser than she'd ever felt before.

And she told me why:

"Darrin had a really big cock. I couldn’t say no to him. He came in me twice," she said. Then she planted a big, deep kiss on my mouth and thrust her tongue into me. I tasted something unfamiliar on her thrusting tongue. It was sharp and briny, a dirty taste. I realized that I could taste pussy, a little bit...her pussy, I surmised. But there was something else there, too. I realized at once what it was...but after my wife broke our wet kiss, she told me anyway.

"And then, the third time, I sucked him off, baby," she said. "I just couldn’t resist. His cock tasted like me." She lowered her voice and purred, "It tasted like my pussy. But oh, he still had so much cum..."

Valery hovered over me, keeping my cockhead just barely inside her. Her right hand dug into my lower shaft while her left hand pressed flat against my upper chest, close to my throat, steadying herself.

"Don't move," she hissed. "Thrust your hips and I'll make you sorry."

She began to jack me off. Cushioned by the panties, her fingernails felt only slightly less painful on my lower shaft than they had earlier. The hot, wet sensation around my cockhead was not accompanied by any kind of thrusting; Valery kept her pussy absolutely still as she forced me to orgasm.

It didn't take long. Even with the pain -- or maybe because of it -- I was exquisitely sensitive. I cried out and arched my back as pleasure blasted through me. My hips trembled.

I was just about reaching the peak when Valery's right hand came away from my cock. It whistled up to my face; she slapped me again and again, maybe six times in rapid succession.

"I said don't move your hips!" As the slapping continued, I cried out in mingling pain and pleasure. My cock spurted inside her. When I squirmed under the relentless assault of her facial slaps. I felt my wife's legs closing quickly, her knees digging into my thighs to push me down hard into the bed.

My cockhead almost popped out of her -- but not quite. The pain distracted me from the pleasure of my orgasm. Before I knew it, I had emptied myself inside my wife...and she was pulling herself off of me.

Her pussy dripped all over my cock. A mini-waterfall of warm seed --mine and someone else's -- leaked out onto me.

"You know what happens now, darling, don't you? You know what I do to you, don't you?"

I looked up at her, frightened. She smiled.

"Just like in all those disgusting pervert videos you think I don't know about."

She laughed and rolled off of me. She pressed her smooth thighs together to save the precious seed between them. She reached down under the bed and seized my laptop.

Laughing happily, Valery set the laptop about halfway down toward the foot of the bed. She opened it. It bleeped and opened to the blue password screen it shows when it comes out of hibernation.

Valery leaned forward. She tapped at the keyboard with those slim, red-tipped fingers that had tortured my cock and balls and jacked me off.

I guess it shouldn't have surprised me that Valery knew my password.

When the screen came alive, the video I'd been watching started to auto-play. There they were: the five, big black studs, fucking a petite young blonde, while her miserable "husband" watched, in panties.

"Oooooh!" she said. "This should be good!"

Valery grabbed my balls with her left hand, and my shoulders with her right. Whimpering, I let her drag me down the bed into just the right position.

She reached down and grabbed the rumpled red dress. She drew it off over her head and threw it on the floor.

Naked except for her high-heeled shoes, my wife swung her slim leg over my head and started to come down atop me.

"Valery, baby, wait--" I gasped.

Then she shut me up by slamming her pussy onto my face and just about smothering me.

"It isn't 'baby' anymore," she told me as she began to grind her pussy onto my mouth. Almost unable to breathe, I let my tongue slip out from between my forced-open mouth.

I started to lick, tasting my own seed...and the seed of a stranger.

"In fact," she said, "I don't even think it should be 'Valery' for a while. Let's pretend you and I aren't on a first-name basis anymore. You're such an idiot that you think I don't know about all these nasty things you watch, so I'll spell it out nice and easy for you."

My wife gave a cruel laugh as she closed her thighs tightly around my face, pinning me to the bed. When my hands flailed desperately, she grabbed my wrists, shoved them up under her legs, and pinned them there with her knees.

"From now on, you call me 'Mistress', Brett. Got it?" She laughed. "That's what you've always wanted, isn't it?"

Of course, I couldn't answer; all I could do was lick. The taste of Darrin's cum, and my own, overwhelmed even the taste of my wife's wet pussy. She was facing my feet, with the laptop just within reach of her hands. With her butt pressed against my face, I couldn’t really see anything; with her thighs tight around my head, I couldn’t hear much.

But Valery wanted me to hear everything -- so she reached out and turned up the laptop to maximum volume while she pinned my wrists down and rode my face violently.

I heard the hot sounds of the girl being gangbanged as Valery thrust her hips savagely, almost smothering me.

"That looks like fun," I heard her laughing. "Maybe I'll try it sometime. I bet you'd like that!"

I kept licking.
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Fresh and Filthy by Marina Cooper

You've been begging for it since our first date. I use the term "date"

colloquially, of course, because real dates don't cost $500. That's why you're the kind of guy who has to beg for it. That's why you're the kind of guy who wants this.

You've been begging for it, and I've said no a dozen times. I've denied

you despite the fact -- and here I'm going to blow your mind -- that the fact that you want it fucking turns me on.

The way I see it, what you want is the filthiest, nastiest, dirtiest thing

I've ever been asked to do in bed, let alone since I've been working.

It's filthier than fucking a guy in the ass with a strap-on until I cum,

which I've already done to you three times, four if you count the first session twice, since I left you tied up after I climaxed and then came back for more fifteen minutes later.

It's nastier than making you greet me wearing nothing but panties and a

slave collar. It's nastier and dirtier than getting eaten out for an hour by a man thirty years older than me. Both of which I do each Tuesday.

All those things, I've gotten used to.

But I still can't get past my belief that in order to not be a nasty, nasty

girl, I need to wash daily. If not more often.

Especially after sex.

Especially after repeated sex.

But what you want is for me to do exactly the opposite. You want me to

go ten days without showering...and in those ten days, you want me to fuck my boyfriend over and over and over again.

The fact that you want to taste me ten days in to hygienic abstinence and

sexual indulgence is at once a revolting request and an unbelievable turn-on, probably the one because of the other.

The fact is, since you begged for it the first time, I've been fantasizing

about it; sometimes I imagine it when I need to get off. It never fails. I've toyed with not showering before our Tuesday sessions; on one occasion, I went without on Monday as well and you went fucking crazy on me, hungry for my sex like I've never seen you. You tipped me $300.

But on that day when your tongue worked its way into my dirty pussy,

what made me decide that it was going to happen for real is that it fucking turned me on. Something about having you down there when I was less than meticulously clean, when I was so dirty I could smell myself -- even if it was a soft, faintly ripe sent, not at all unpleasant -- was fucking crazy hot. I never expected it to turn me on, but it did, and I came so fucking hard.

I decided I was going to do it. I was going to let you eat my dirty pussy.

The fact that you're would pay me $2,500 to finally do it makes it even more of a turn-on. Of course, I had to talk you up from $1,500, but it's easy to negotiate when I have you down on the floor with your balls twisted in my grasp, my stiletto heel in your chest and my juices covering your face.

Ten days is out of the question, I told you. I suggested three. You

begged for four, and I found I couldn't say no; the scent of that money was just too sweet, and I loved the way your face got all broken up when I tugged a little bit on your balls and leaned my stiletto into your chest.

"All right," I told you. "Saturday, you'll get what you want. I better bet

what I want."

"Yes, Mistress," you whimpered, and I squeezed your balls tight just to

hear you squeak and feel you squirm. I laughed long and low.

"No orgasm today," I told you, letting go of your balls and standing up

straight while I smoothed my dress down. "You may not jerk off." Then I took the $500 on the nightstand and left, feeling wet from the power; I knew I'd go home and fuck my boyfriend silly.

#

 

Convincing Zach to participate was a bit more difficult, but truth be

told, he's as much of a whore as I am, and once he adapted to what I do for a living, he came to like the money. And $2,500 is a lot of money. So he agreed to help, as you're about to find when I spread my legs for you.

I took my last shower just before midnight Tuesday night. Wednesday,

Zach and I made love three times; each time he came inside me. Thursday, we got it up to four, and I was already starting to get alternately slippery and sticky; the scent was overwhelming and I couldn't decide if it turned my stomach or excited me. On the third day, the scent and the filth of what we were doing seemed to drive him to fuck me harder, and I was pumped up with the knowledge of what I was about to do to you. Zach fucked me another four times yesterday, though he only managed to come inside me five times. The sixth time he had to finish himself off with his hand, because even a stud like Zach gets exhausted.

Zach's cum deep inside me is one thing, but it's also the middle of

August. It's been over 90 degrees, and I've been sweating as much as a girl can sweat. You'll get what you want, all right -- and, like all things you get from me, you'll learn to be careful what you wish for.

Now, it's Saturday afternoon. I started off today with a long session with

Zach's morning wood, me riding him slowly until he came in me; then there was breakfast in bed since I was in no way presentable to polite society. We had a quick hard post-breakfast fuck, and a nap and a nooner that left me slick and full-feeling. You filthy little pig, you're going to eat all of it. Every last drop of Zach's cum in me, four days' worth leaking from my sex. Four days without a shower; four days of fucking my boyfriend without washing. I'm filthy, as you'll find out when you kneel between my legs. I'm also pissed at you, as you'll find out when I punish you on Tuesday. I'm pissed at you because of how wet this makes me; I'm pissed at you for encouraging my dirty side. As if I wasn't already dirty enough. You're going to find out, piggy. You're going to find out just how dirty I am. This is the day you make me clean again.

I drive over to your apartment wearing a loose, short dress with nothing

on underneath, and the very high heels you love to feel against your balls and tongue. I can smell myself in the car; I disgust myself and make myself fucking wet.

You greet me at the door as I always have you greet me -- panties, high

heels, slave collar. You shrink back when you open the door for me, but I reach in and pull you out and kiss you in the doorway as you shiver. If your neighbors see you dressed like this, that's your problem; in fact, it makes me wet to risk your exposure like this.

I come in to the cool dark room of your apartment and find the envelope

on the table; I don't need to count it. I put it in my purse and leave my purse near the door. I look you over. I usually don't have you bother with makeup even though I approve of it on you, because I don't like the feel of it on my thighs and pussy. Today, though, I've instructed you to wear bright red lipstick, which makes you look like an ugly whore. That works for me. Your cock is already hard, bulging the panties.

"I wonder if I'll let you jerk off this week," I say as I caress the front of

your panties, thumbing the wet spot. It's been five weeks, now, and I know you're hurting. I grab your balls and twist. You whimper and shudder all over.

"I don't think I will," I tell you. I slap you across the face and push you

down to your knees. You start worshipping my shoes, and I kick you away.

"Don't fucking waste my time," I snap. "You know what I'm here for."

Normally I just lift my skirt and sit down in the arm chair you bought

specially for me; there's no reason to stand on ceremony when the whole point is for me to fucking use you like a whore.

This time, though, I want to enjoy it all the way, and what's more I want

to leave my scent behind with you so you can bury your face in it and remember what a little pig you are.

You've never serviced me in the bedroom before. You asked, but I

always said no. The bedroom is too intimate. The bedroom is like I'm your lover, which I'm not. But now, the bed is just the place for what I have in mind. You're going to smell me in your bed. You're going to smell me as you sleep.

I go into the bedroom and strip off my dress as I walk. I'm not wearing

panties. I yank the covers off your queen-sized bed and grab the pillow. I set it in exactly the right position to elevate my ass, and mount it slowly, rubbing against it, climbing onto it and humping it just enough to leave my scent. I roll onto my back and spreading my legs wide, ass on the pillow. The scent is overwhelming. I can feel my pussy, moist and juicy, ripe, leaking onto your pillow already. By the time we're finished, it'll be my special gift to you.

You kneel at the side of the bed staring at my pussy and breathing deep.

"Well, piggy?" I ask. "Get to work, pig."

You climb onto the bed and lay face-down, hanging over the edge. I

haven't had head since Tuesday; normally Zach is incredibly oral, but in a case like this of course it's out of the question. The fact that I've been thinking of it non-stop for four days makes your tongue on my clit feel incredible; as you lick down to my entrance, teasing it open and tasting what's there waiting for you, I feel a hot rush of power, and reach down to grab your hair. I grind your face into my sex, listening to you whimper and work your tongue desperately trying to taste it and pleasure me.

I pull your hair hard, tip your head back, call you a piggy and slap you.

Your face glistens with cum and my juices and smeared lipstick. "Clit, piggy. You can eat my cunt after you've made me cum." I laugh cruelly. "You'll get your treat when you deserve it. Now make me cum."

I slap you again, harder this time. I push your head back between my

legs and close my thighs around your face, relaxing into the covers as I hear the wet sounds and feel your tongue working my clit, seething against it, rhythmically stroking while I ride your face with hard thrusts of my hips and pressure on your head, one hand pulling your hair and the other on the back of your neck.

I cum fast, jerking violently as I reach my peak, fucking your face so

hard that when I finally let you go, you're panting, desperate for air.

I let out a long, low rapturous laugh. "All right, piggy," I sigh. "Now

you can take your time." I spread my legs wider and caress the back of your head soothingly as I guide your tongue to my entrance. You whimper and moan as your tongue works into my dirty hole. Every few minutes I pull you back and see your face red with shame and lipstick, glistening with juice and my boyfriend's stale semen. I point that out to you, laugh at you, slap you across the faced, and call you a piggy, and catch you grinding your panty-clad cock against the edge of the bed.

"Ass up!" I growl sternly. "Keep your fucking cock off of the bed,

piggy. You are not going to cum, do you understand me?"

Each time I pull you back, I put you back between my legs with a new

sense of urgency; I'm getting closer, and I know I'm going to cum a second time. I'm almost there toward the end of the hour, when I say to you breathlessly: "Clit, piggy! Now do my clit..." and it's not a minute later that I cum, hard, pulling your hair and pumping my hips up and down, forcing my sex against your face. I push you away when I'm finished, leaving your hands and knees on the floor to worship my heels and say "thank you, thank you Mistress, thank you."

"You're welcome, piggy. I'm using your fucking shower."

I run well over the hour relaxing under the searing hot water; I scrub

myself savagely, disapproving of your crappy choice in personal care products. I decide a tutorial will be necessary next week, with my stiletto heel in a very strategic place while I instruct you. For now, though, I make do, coming out with greasy hair but a clean puss. You're still kneeling on the floor. Your cock so hard it's popped out of your panties.

I stand over you; I realize this is the first time you've ever seen me

naked. I kick my stilettos over to you and let you put them on me.

I tuck one stiletto heel into your panties and nuzzle your cock out all the

way. I make sure I scrape it with the sharp edge of the heel. You whimper. It makes me wet.

"Can you cum in ten strokes?" I ask you.

"Yes, Mistress," you reply.

I walk over to the bed, grab your pillow. It still smells like me I put it on

the floor in front of you.

"Do it on your pillow," I tell you.

You obey, popping your cock out of your panties and stroking yourself

off with almost no effort. I count nine slow strokes before you start to spurt all over your pillow, which is perfect, because it means the pleasure is just hitting you when you reach ten. I drive my stiletto heel into your thigh and slap your cock out of your hand.

Your cock pulses and spends, your cock emptying but your pleasure

vanishing before you can feel it. It's pleasure you've been desperate for, and I took it away from you. God I'm so fucking wet.

I laugh softly.

"I think ten strokes was generous, don't you, piggy?"

You seem like you're on the verge of tears. So help me, I want that.

"Yes, Mistress," you say. I hear the quaver in your voice that tells me

you're in heaven as well as hell, the tears threatening to break through precisely because they're tears of pain and joy. God, if you were a different man I would fuck your brains out -- but you're not, so I grab your face and pinch your cheeks.

"It's very generous of me to even let you cum at all, piggy, isn't it?" You

say "Yes, Mistress" with your face all pinched and your words mangled. I spit in your face, and you let out a whimper. I force your mouth open further and spit again, right into your mouth.

You're squirming, whimpering, tears forming in your eyes. But they also

look glazed with ecstasy.

I bend close and let you feel my breath against your face as I speak.

"Next time it'll be eight strokes, and if you don't cum when I tell you to,

I'll never let you cum again."

I kick the pillow.

"Sleep with it, piggy," I tell you. "All night, every night. I'll check it on

Tuesday. It had better be crusty." I laugh. "Are you going to be careful what you beg for, now, piggy?"

You shake your head fervently. "No, Mistress."

It's your way of telling me how much you love that I made you eat my

dirty pussy, made you taste my boyfriend's cum, made you sacrifice your own orgasm for my amusement. I laugh lightly.

I ease in to the loose dress, which still smells like me, but not as much

as your pillow. I let you kiss my heels a little, and tease your cock with my stiletto. It's already getting half-hard again.

"See me to the door," I tell you. When you stand up and try to put your

cock back in your panties, I slap your hand away. As I stand at the door for a long time looking you over, I make a decision and finally know what to say.

"Next week's fresh," I say. "The week after that... filthy. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," you say.

"Every time I'm filthy, it's another $500.

I let you close the door behind me and go out to my car. In it, I open up

my day planner and block off next Tuesday morning. Zach has Tuesdays off.

Have sex with Zach, I write. On second thought, I add an arrow and

MESSY, all caps, before "sex." Then I add FILTHY. Then DISGUSTING. I'm already hot, but I get a little turned on just from writing the words.

Five hours ought to do it.

I write your name at the end of the morning, with a happy face.
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Handjob from Hell by Kylie Cooper

 

The video opens with the logo and name of the production company: "Agony Enterprises." Its tagline follows: "Providing Painwhore Entertainment and Femdom Instruction since 2013."

There's no introductory footage after that -- just the title:

HANDJOBS FROM HELL

 

How to Give Them

 

How to Make the Bitch Thank You for Them

 

Instructor: Mistress Michonne

The image quickly fades into a close up shot of a beautiful woman in a skintight PVC top that shows off an ample pair of tits. It zips down the front; the zipper's half open, displaying her cleavage. She's blonde, this woman, with finely-tuned features: a small button nose with a septum ring dangling from it, silver and exotic; full lips plumped by makeup and possibly surgery, painted cocksucker red; bright, eyes painted heavy with mascara that radiate sadism; high cheekbones and a cascade of messy blonde hair flying everywhere, forming tendrils that scatter across her shoulders, her neck, her upper arms. She's smoking; more tendrils coil about her as she places the butt of her cigarette between her red lips and purses them. She draws deep and blows smoke at the camera. She regard you for a time, letting the coils of smoke from her cigarette form intricate patterns around her in the air.

At the bottom of the screen is your instructor's name, in bold letters:

MISTRESS MICHONNE

LIFESTYLE DOMINANT

A viewer inclined to make snarky comments might wonder how much of a "lifestyle" Mistress Michonne has had a chance to live, since she can't be much older than twenty-three or twenty-four, maybe twenty-five. But one thing's for sure; the ferocity of her gaze makes it clear that she's not taking your shit.

The close-up shot gradually draws back, widens.

"That's it, back up. Back up, slave. Back away from me. Keep your fucking distance before I punch you in the balls."

From somewhere there's a murmured, "Yes Mistress."

Seated on a stool, Mistress Michonne comes more fully into frame. She's wearing shorts, tight ones, of PVC and laced up the sides. Her shapely legs are on display down to the top of her shiny, high, PVC boots. Those are lace-ups, too, big and heavy ones, not the high-heeled types that some Dommes wear. The resulting look is not that of some here-to-please sex kitten, but of a punk-rock tomboy, possibly dangerous.

Her words bear this out. "Further! Sit down, slave, shut up and listen. This isn't for you, slave. This is for your Mistress, whoever she is. You will stop watching now, or you'll be in big fucking trouble. Stop watching now or I'll punch you in the balls. Stop watching now, and give this video to your Mistress, so she can learn how to give you a proper handjob. Is that understood? Good. Now get."

Mistress Michonne takes a relaxed breath and pretends to wait for whatever slave pays to download this to stop watching and give the video to his Mistress. She's nowhere near naïve enough to believe anyone actually does that, but she appreciates the fiction. It allows her to be truly brutal to the cameraman's junk, and this leads her male worshippers to believe she's teaching other women to do the same. Maybe that's why every painwhore and pigslave in town knows she's the hottest thing going in Femdom entertainment. In any event, she's what you deserve. That's why you want her.

Mistress Machine's face is perky. She says brightly: "Hello, there, fellow man-haters. Thank you for letting your pathetic jerkoff-slave buy you my video. I hope you'll find it quite useful in giving him just what he needs. Now, by now I do hope you've stopped fucking your slave, no matter how badly he begs and pleads, no matter how much he cries like a little bitch. Maybe you've locked him in chastity; I hope if you haven't yet taken that step, you'll instruct your slave to buy you my video Locking It Away: Why to Do It and How to Make It Fun For You. Maybe you're fucking other guys-- I sure hope so -- or maybe you're just doing strap-on sex, and maybe that's enough for you. Or maybe -- and I'm sure that plenty of you out there are thinking about this -- maybe you've found yourself a hot girlfriend, and maybe you both want to abuse that sick, pathetic husband or boyfriend of yours. I mean...just because your disgusting worm of a husband or boyfriend or sissy or slave or boss or professor or whatever turned you into a lesbian -- that doesn't mean you can't still find it hot, fun, and sexy to abuse male genitalia. They're made for it. So-called male, I should say, because I do hope if you find this video useful, you'll instruct your slave to purchase my later series, Sissifying Him: Why, How and When. The answer that last question is now, but we'll get to that."

Mistress Michonne puts her cigarette between her red lips. She stands up and comes toward the camera, which shakes a bit. Mistress Michonne leaves an ominous trail of smoke behind her.

She says sharply: "Bambi, give me the camera." She seizes it from him; the scene pitches and yaws and twirls until the screen is filled by the image of a naked man, shaved from head to toe, wearing black panties, a black garter belt, black fishnet stockings and black high heels. The panties bulge in an improbable way. They're almost see-through. Beneath the thin front can be discerned the telltale outline of a chastity tube.

The sissy's face is not visible. She's wearing a black leather hood, with an integrated slave collar padlocked at the neck. Where her mouth should be, there's a bright silver ring partially embedded into the hood, with an integral strap. It's cinched tight. The sissy has no mouth at all -- just a fuckhole. That's how Mistress Michonne likes her.

From the top of the black leather hood juts a great mass of blonde hair. Bambi's eyes, complete with their heavy load of makeup and false eyelashes, are visible through the wide-open eyeholes. Mistress Michonne works the camera down the lean, skinny male body, feminized (thus far) only by shaving and slimming down and being placed in lingerie.

"This is Bambi, one of my sissy slaves," says Mistress Michonne, off-camera, as the sissy stands awkwardly on display. "Show them your butt, Bambi." Bambi obeys, spinning and bending over at Mistress Machine's command. "Bambi thought she could be my boyfriend, because she has a relatively large cock. By the time she realized how wrong she was, I already her worshipping me and wearing panties every day. As you can see, she's in chastity--pull down your panties, Bambi--" The sissy does so, lowering her see-through black panties to mid-thigh and placing a sizeable clear-plastic chastity tube on display. The padlock dangles at the center, between her legs, up in the thigh-gap Mistress Michonne has built with a brutal regime of forced exercise. "I've got the key--" the camera spins around again, pointing directly at Mistress Machine's ample cleavage. The key dangles on the silver chain around her neck, along with five other keys.

"Here, Bambi," Mistress Michonne says. "Take the camera. Point it down there. I'm going to abuse you to teach these hot bitches a few things. Keep it in focus, Bambi, or there'll be hell to pay."

The camera drops down to Bambi's long legs. She sits on a cushy black sofa.

Mistress Michonne reaches over and grabs her pack of smokes from the side table. The brand name is hidden by a white shroud of paper. Mistress Michonne drops to her knees in front of her sissy. She shakes out a cigarette and takes it between her red lips. Bambi's lace-gloved hand can be seen just in-frame, holding a pink butane lighter. Mistress Michonne fixes the camera and her slave with a vicious stare. The lighter springs to life in Bambi's hand. Mistress Michonne leans forward and touches the tip of her cig to the flame. She inhales. The cherry glows to life. She never takes her eyes off of you, the viewer, her eyes fired with contempt as she sucks down the smoke.

"Let's see your fucking disgusting little sissy thing, Bambi."

Her cigarette in her mouth, Mistress Michonne pulls the sissy's panties down her smooth white legs. They come off over the black high heels.

"Spread your legs, Bambi," Mistress Michonne says. Bambi obeys. Her thighs are smooth and pale. The camera stays focused "down there" as Mistress Michonne bends forward and fits Bambi's key into the chastity tube.

The tube comes away and Mistress Michonne places it out of frame. She starts stroking and rubbing Bambi's cock and balls, a beatific smile on her face.

"Now, get ready to listen, wives, girlfriends, Mistresses." Mistress Michonne takes her cigarette out of her mouth. "For this first lesson, we're going to use just our hands...and maybe my cigarette, if you're really lucky." She laughs at the tremble of the camera that signifies Bambi's fear. She lowers her cig to Bambi's balls. The whole frame trembles as Mistress Michonne draws the hot cherry of her cigarette down and then up the equator of Bambi's swollen nuts. The sissy squirms. Mistress Michonne continues up the sissy's shaft, skipping over it like a stone skipping on smooth water. It makes Bambi squirm. Mistress Michonne takes a moment to burn the sensitive underside of her sissy's dick in a series of gentle kisses. Then she snubs out the cigarette on Bambi's smooth-shaved balls. The slave howls and the camera tips as she wriggles in agony.

"Bambi!" hisses Mistress Michonne. "Look at me. Bambi. Did I tell you that you could feel pain?" The camera sways back and forth; Bambi's saying "no." "Then I want you to sit still and watch me. That wasn't the handjob. That wasn't the lesson. That was just fun, you little cunt. These women have pigslaves who paid me to educate them. If you can't sit still while you suffer, I'll get another sissy who can. Understood?"

The frame bobs up and down -- Bambi nods.

Mistress Michonne holds the snubbed-out sig up to the camera.

"Eat this," she says.

Bambi's lace-gloved hand enters the frame, trembling. She reluctantly takes the butt from her Mistress's hand. It disappears off frame.

"That's it, Bambi," says Mistress Michonne. Just open wide. Put it on your tongue. Like you're accepting the Eucharist, schoolgirl. That's it. Just put it on your tongue, and....oh, yes. That tastes good, doesn't it?" Back and forth. "It does, Bambi, you just don't know it yet. We'll have to work on that. Some future lesson." Mistress Michonne laughs. "Anyway, where were we? Oh, yes. This is just lesson one, so you're going to use your hands, mostly. But you will need a glove. Get me one, Bambi." The camera only sways slightly as Bambi hands Mistress Michonne a rubber glove. She snaps it on easily. "And some lube, Bambi." Mistress Michonne holds her hand out; the camera tips as Bambi seizes the lube and struggles to keep Mistress Machine's hand on-frame as she drizzles it from a bottle into her cupped hand. The label has been blacked out with electrical tape.

Mistress Michonne returns her attention to Bambi's genitals. Bambi's big dick is growing. Her balls are enormous. They're swollen and blue. Mistress Michonne begins kneading them with her rubber-gloved right hand, her left hand stroking the sissy's big shaft gently up and down, slicking it up with lube.

"Now," she says, "First, one thing. You'll see that I’m down on my knees. Is that a submissive position, Bambi?" The camera shakes back and forth. Mistress Michonne isn't satisfied. She repeats with more force: "Am I in a submissive position, Bambi?" and the sissy's "shaking-head" camera movie is punctuated with a violent yank to her overfull balls and a savage raking of her big shaft with Mistress Machine's painted black fingernails. Bambi lets out a squeal of agony so loud it makes the onboard microphone pop.

Mistress Michonne smiles with pleasure.

"That's more like it, Bambi. What you students need to know is that kneeling is fine, as long as your little pet knows who's in charge. Do you know who's in charge, Bambi?" Again, the squeeze and the yank to the balls, the digging of fingernails into the shaft. Bambi's squeal is deafening this time.

Mistress Michonne laughs happily.

"Now, I'm assuming you've already started to use your husband's ass regularly. If not, I recommend my video Strap-On Training: How to Provide It, How to Overcome His Resistance to It. Whether or not you take pleasure in using your slave's asshole, I'm going to show you some moves that will guarantee that every handjob is one he remembers. And one he'll beg never to repeat. Now, this first time, we won't use equipment...but don't worry, Bambi. It's coming. That day is coming. I've got lots of fun toys for your big dick here. But right now, we're using our hands...."

Mistress Michonne runs through a dozen raking motions, a twisting motion, and shoves two and then three fingers up Bambi's ass. Bambi holds onto the camera, pointing it with increasing unsteadiness as the fury of Mistress Machine's assault continues. Soon she is drawing back and punching the sissy's overfilled balls. Squeals erupt from behind the camera. The microphone pops out again and again.

"Hold the camera, sissy. Drop it and I'll make you pay for it. Every last cent." She delivers a punch to the balls that makes Bambi squeal louder than ever before. She returns her hand to her asshole and forces in four fingers, pulling Bambi's ass forward and forcing her legs up over her shoulders so that the viewer can see. With four fingers in her ass, Bambi can't hold the camera steady at all. The frame shakes with each hard punch, each deep gouge Mistress Michonne digs into Bambi's shaft. When Mistress Michonne first inserts her left thumbnail -- not into her sissy's asshole, but into her pisshole, Bambi drops everything."

Mistress Michonne deftly captures the camera; she points it at Bambi with one hand while, with her other -- the gloved had still wet with ass-lube-- she slaps her across the face and then shoves three shiny fingers past the ring-gag. Bambi gags. Mistress Michonne howls from off-camera: "Are you going to hold it steady, bitch? Are you going to be good so these women can learn?"

Desperately, Bambi nods. She gags on the taste of her ass. Mistress Michonne gives her back the camera and the frame zeroes in on Bambi's big cock.

Once Bambi's junk is properly in frame, Mistress Michonne really lays into it.

She digs her nails deep into the shaft. She jacks Bambi off as she swats at the head, making the sissy squeal and the camera shake. "Open your legs, Bambi!" Mistress Michonne has to scream when her sissy's reflexes take over in response to the pain. Bambi manages to obey, but her pathetic whimpering can be heard over the onboard microphone. Mistress Michonne does not reward Bambi for obeying her, and she doesn't ease up on her sissy's junk. She stops jacking Bambi off, balls up her fist and punches the sissy's balls, hard.

A squeal erupts from Bambi's hidden face.  Mistress Michonne laughs.

"What's the matter, sissy? I thought you'd been begging for a handjob. Am I not remembering right? It's going to get worse from here, Bambi, but it's worth it, 'cause you need a handjob so bad! What's the matter, don't you want one?"

The camera sways deliriously back and forth, an approximation of Bambi shaking her head.

"If you don't want one, you can go back into your cage, bitch. Do you want that?"

This time, the camera simply tips. Bambi's head sways, and so does the camera. Bambi whines noncommittally. Mistress Michonne stares right into the camera and says:

"That's what I thought, bitch. Brace yourself. And you ladies at home...pay attention. This is very important. You'll need to learn how to do this to your man, or you'll never truly feminize and dominate him."

Mistress Michonne punches her sissy's denial-swollen balls.

Again, the sissy's long, smooth, stockinged legs try to close. Mistress Michonne doesn't chastise Bambi verbally this time. Instead, she just pins her legs open with her elbows, then punches the sissy's balls again. When the legs butterfly closed once more, Mistress Michonne gets up on one booted foot so she can ram her knee into Bambi's thighs and hold the slave's legs wide open. Her fist rises and falls, viciously pummeling Bambi's swollen balls. Wails of agony can be heard over the microphone, as the camera pirouettes and shudders in response to the building pain.

"That's a good girl," Mistress Michonne purrs, gradually lightening up on the punches and returning to the painful jacking as she rakes Bambi's shaft up and down with her fingernails. She uses both hands, hawking and spitting to increase the slipperiness, lubing Bambi up with her spit. Bambi's cock shudders and drools with the increase in pleasure. Mistress Michonne rubs the heel of her hand against Bambi's glans, and sissy-moans can be heard just off camera. The frame has straightened and steadied, now focused in tight on Michonne's pretty face.

"Is that good, sissy?"

The camera sways up and down as Bambi nods.

Mistress Michonne says tenderly, "Good."

Then she balls up her fist again and delivers a hard punch to Bambi's nuts. Immediately after, she seizes her sissy's balls and caresses them gently.

"Oh, I’m sorry, sissy, I didn't mean to actually ruin them...yet. They're giving me too much fun. If you're not always crawling around behind me begging to lick my ass if I just let you jack off, what will I do with my time? Do you think you can still cum, sweetie? I know you want to. Can you?"

Bambi nods.

"Good. Because if you don't, you'll be sorry. I sure hope they're not too damaged to squirt, Bambi. You don't want to find out what happens if they are, do you?"

Bambi shakes her head wildly.

"Good. Then get ready to spill it for Mistress." Michonne turns her attention to the camera again, as if she's remembering that she's supposed to be teaching a "class."

She says: "Now, those of you watching...when you want her to cum, be extra careful. Or him, or whatever you decide your pathetic worm-slave is allowed to call itself. Anyway, careful is the keyword here. You don't want to waste all your efforts by letting your disgusting thing feel pleasure, do you? You're going to need to induce a 'ruined orgasm,' which we've already covered in my series on chastity...but I'll briefly review it here."

Mistress Michonne continues: "There are many ways to do it, but I’m going to show you my favorites. There are two main ways I really like to ruin a handjob. First, there's excruciating pain applied just at the moment of orgasm--" She punches Bambi in the balls again to demonstrate. There are more squeals.

"That works well, but it's not my real favorite. The one I really like is this. It's as simple as can be. It takes some getting used to, but pretty soon you can do it without working up a sweat. Mistress Michonne looks into the camera and laughs. "And I have worked up a sweat. This is simpler. Ready to cum, baby?"

The camera bobs up and down as Bambi nods.

Mistress Michonne's hands work up and down on Bambi's shaft as she seduces the camera with her eyes and her full, kissable lips.

She says: "Get ready, baby. You're going to feel it. You're going to feel all the pleasure you've been craving. All the satisfaction I've been denying you." Her manner completely transforms; she seems suddenly innocent, young, carelessly seductive. "It's going to feel so good to cum, isn't it, darling?" Bambi nods again. Mistress Michonne keeps jacking Bambi off, looking up at the camera and at her sissy.

"Come on, baby. Just let it happen. I love you, sissy. I really do love you. I want you to feel good. I want you to feel pleasure."

The camera gives a telltale shudder as Bambi reaches the point of no return. But Mistress Michonne is one step ahead of her -- and an instant before the sissy can cum, she takes a viciously tight hold of the sissy's spit-covered shaft -- and jams her thumb roughly into the sissy's pisshole.

The shriek that erupts from Bambi's mouth is epic. So is the laughter that blasts from Mistress Michonne's pretty face. The camera doesn't just shudder; it pivots and swings. It better be shock-proof. It hits the sofa and rolls from the back to the seat, spinning sickeningly. The frame shimmies and shakes as the camera dangles on the precipice at the edge of the sofa; Bambi can be seen, pinned tight and spread beneath Mistress Michonne's powerful body. The Mistress's thumb is fully inserted in the sissy's tight pisshole. The sissy's fingers dig into the sofa. Howls of pain are coming out of her.

The camera spins again. Now it really better be shock-proof. It ends up pointed at Mistress Michonne's shiny boots, with nothing else visible in frame. In the distance, Bambi's groans of agony can be heard for a minute, then two, while the camera just points at Mistress Michonne's boots.

Then, "Go get my strap-on, bitch. It's time for your ass-reaming. Get me the big one. You know which one. And don't you dare lube it. This time you take it like the Goddess meant all sissy cunts to take really big dicks...bareback. Who cares if it hurts, sissy? You're only here to suffer for me. Git!"

Bambi's feet can be seen scurrying past the frame. Mistress Michonne tips the camera onto its end, pointing it up at her. She bends over. She looks into it from close, her blonde hair hanging out everywhere like Medusa's snakes. The result is a bit of a fish-eye effect.

"I said she would pay for this camera if she dropped it. Didn't I?" She laughs. "And she will. That's the funny part, pigslaves. She already has. She pays for everything. That's how it works around here, fuckers."

Mistress Michonne picks the camera up. She points it at herself. She smiles and fluffs her hair for the camera. She puckers. She duck-faces. She blows it a kiss.

She sits on the sofa. She gets her cigarettes from the side table. One-handed, she gets out a cigarette and lights it. The package is shrouded in a white wrapper to hide the brand name. Mistress Michonne doesn't need any cease-and-desist letters from pigslave lawyers.

She blows smoke at the camera.

"That's what my slaves get, and that's what you get. No cummies for you, bitches. Oh, did you think I'm really dumb enough to believe you would ever pass this video on to your wife or your girlfriend? You think I'm a dumb enough cunt to believe you would give this to your Mistress? You think I would ever going to trust you to give my videos to that cuckolding whore of a slutwife who fucks around on you all the time? No, painwhore cunts. I know you all too well. I know even you aren't that stupid. The only way your slut of a wife is going to find out what a sick pervert weirdo she has for a husband is when you walk in on her getting fucked by her big, black boyfriend. The day is coming, slave...you know it and I know it. Most importantly, she knows it -- whatever dumb slut was drunk enough or dumb enough or sexually naïve enough to actually marry your piece of shit ass. But don't you worry, painwhore. Your slut wife is cheating on you, definitely. We all do...every last one of us. We know what real cock is like, and I guarantee you, she's out there fucking around on you right now. Someday you'll 'accidentally' stumble on her getting fucked by her real lover, and then this pathetic masquerade will all be over. On that day, pigslave, you're going to finally get what you want...a big, black dick up your ass, like a good little faggot. Maybe then you'll be able to blow your load for real."

Mistress Michonne laughs. "Someday," she says. "But that day's not today, pigwhore. There's no pleasure for you yet, no cock in your ass, no hot cum blasting down your throat...because you're not worthy. You can't even give this video to your wife. You pathetic little fucker. You just sit there watching it yourself....and jerking your tiny little cock."

She puffs, blows more smoke. She says: "I know that's what you're doing, pigslave. Your wife knows it, too...she just doesn’t care, because she's too busy taking her boyfriend's dick. But you care, don't you. And I care. Because I’m paid to care about your tiny little dick. It's the only way any woman ever really would, pigslave...do you know that?"

Subtly, gently, the camera sways up and down -- almost too faintly to notice. It's almost like you are nodding.

Mistress Michonne sucks at her cigarette. She lets it escape, tendrils of grey coiling around her as she laughs at you.

She says: "Of course you're there, now, sitting there someplace you're supposed to be working or sleeping or whatever, and you're jacking your sad little wiener. Of course you are, because that's all you ever do. If you didn't cum yet, don't. Then, I'll have mercy. You can tuck your disgusting little cock back in your panties and zip up your pants and just go. Come back when you're ready to learn about how I can put my whole fist up your ass, whether you like it or not."

She laughs and blows smoke.

"But if you did cum already..." Her voice is rich with seduction, sharp with the hunger to chastise. She smiles and laughs. "Then things are about to get very, very interesting."

She blows more smoke. She says: "Slave, if you shot your weak, watery load on your hand already, then you need to go to my sales page right now and purchase my video number three-five-seven, Unauthorized O's: What to do when your little bitch has them."

Mistress Michonne cackles savagely, bordering on the hysterical.

"Then give it to your Mistress," she says with a wink, "and tell her you were very bad."

Mistress Michonne makes love to the camera with an innocent pout, close-in at the lens, like she's going to kiss it. It's a sign of mock credulity.

She blows smoke at the camera, turns it toward the plain white industrial wall beside her.

As the screen fades to black, Bambi's high-heeled footsteps can be heard coming nearer.

Your fingers trembling on your mouse, you click through to the sales page.
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The Man Parade by Nova Thorne

 

Stu is the ninth one to worship me, and I just can't resist touching myself as he does. With nine eager mouths on my boots and legs in the space of an hour, nine naked men kneeling before me, I've had a lot of time to get very worked up. I'm dripping, just about soaking the seat of my Throne, long ago having soaked my dress. It feels sticky and clammy underneath me.

I pull my dress up over my pussy as Stu takes his place in front of me. He drops to his knees and lowers his face reverently to my knees. My legs are spread now, and he tries not to show how excited he is that I've lifted my skirt. I can tell, though, and it gets me still hotter. I lift my dress higher, almost to my waist. I look into Stu's eyes and let my hand drift to my slit. I press three fingers gently to my clit, crowding them together to contact my firm little nub with the maximum surface area. My piercing makes me more sensitive; I'm still getting used to it. I like it lots.

Stu wears a jock strap, black boots and knee pads. The latter two are leather, soft and supple and worn. They've both gotten a lot of wear. Stu's big dick stretches the jock-strap, from the looks of it about three-quarters hard already, about three-quarters hard already, and outlined against the smooth surface of his shaved balls. He looks hot. I've always thought he is cute, but he's way more than cute right now. He looks positively fuckable.

Stu's the ninth man to kneel before me tonight, the ninth man to worship my feet and legs. Gradually, as my boots have become filthy, soiled and gooey, I've let each gentleman lick me higher. While I rub my clit with my right hand, I reach out with my left and caress Stu's handsome face. I look deep into his icy blue eyes and smile as I see in his gaze that he desperate hopes I will let him eat me out.

"What do you want, slave?" I've asked each man the same thing. Here in the Dark Castle, men only speak when they're spoken to. Even a man who's called up to kneel before me is left there to wait until I ask him questions. The same question, every time: What do you want?

Before Stu can answer, Chris gives a loud groan of pain or pleasure -- I can't even tell the difference anymore with my sweet little sissy. It's been a long time since I heard anything out of him other than gulping and choking noises. My husband is bound to the Fuck Table next to my throne, and Goddess Giamanda is giving it to him hard with her strap-on. With his body bent over, his ass in the air, he's quite helpless to stop the deep penetration. But his neck and wrists are secured into the stocks at the front of the Fuck Table, so Baroness Bria -- who has Chris's front side -- can easily shove her cock into his lipsticked mouth and down his throat. From the looks of the cascade of spittle running down poor Chris's chin, she's been doing just that.

Chris's groan of pain, this time, comes from Goddess Giamanda getting some kind of second wind, I guess; she's leaned up hard and shoved her dick deep, putting her high-heeled boot on the corner of the Fuck Table to give herself plenty of leverage inside my husband. She laughs as she hears Chris exclaiming. Giamanda glances over at me, and we share the laugh. I smile excitedly at her. Other than the boots and the strap-on harness, Giamanda is nude. Her gorgeous brown body shimmers with sweat. She's dripping on Chris just as surely as I’m dripping on the Throne -- and in a moment, I'm going to be dripping on Stu.

And best of all, it's being captured on camera, not just from one end but from both. Giamanda and Bria have headbands with cameras circling their foreheads. I've got one too, in addition to the camera just over my head, showing the view from The Throne. What the camera on my headband means it that the pornographic internet gets a lovely sight of Goddess Giamanda giving it hard to my husband while she smiles at me and laughs at my husband's distress. Simultaneously, the customers choose between Baroness Bria's view (of Chris's spit-pouring face, ruined with lipstick and eyeliner, mascara running as she fucks his face), of Goddess Giamanda's (of Chris's shaved ass tipped up high at exactly the angle she needs to violate it properly), of Chris's view (of Baroness Bria's strap-on-clad crotch slamming into his face at great speed) or of Stu's view -- since before he stepped up here, he put on the headband he was handed by Aaron, the last man to worship me.

It's a live show on the Dark Castle website. We're guests, paid guests, but the experts here know just what they're doing. Out there on a thousand screens, maybe more, everything's being watched in real-time, with the customers choosing from any one of five points-of-view to experience the proceedings. Just which point-of-view proves most popular will be very telling. Part of me likes to believe it'll be the POV provided by Stu's camera-- formerly worn by Aaron, and Carl before him and Kurt and Paul and Zach and Jonathan and Nate and Eric before him. Part of me likes to think that my hotness and my status as "fresh meat" -- a newcomer to the world of Femdom -- will overcome Goddess Giamanda's and Baroness Bria's obvious star power. But it probably won't.

And I'm only very slightly disappointed by that. After all, I’m getting plenty of pleasure as payment for my co-starring role in the live show -- not to mention the $1200 I'll get paid, or the insultingly low $200 they're going to pay Chris. (Naturally, I'll take control of that, just like I handle all of our finances.) Sissies don't get paid well at the Dark Castle, whereas women like me do. And even more importantly, we get treated to hot studs like Stu down before us, begging to eat us out.

For the last half-hour, I've been over here in my Throne, distracted, letting eight men kiss my boots and my legs and especially, with the more recent boys, my thighs. That's why my pussy's so wet. Stu and I both know I can't wait much longer. He can tell how hot I am.

"May I worship your boots, Mistress?" Stu asks me submissively in response to my question.

My legs are spread wide, my pussy exposed. I bring them together so I can look down at my boots and inspect the wet, gooey, shiny surfaces. I bend down to get a closer look. I know the camera is capturing every bizarre detail of my cum-covered boots. There are eight loads there, glistening in the hot lights, running all over them.

"No, I don't think so," I tell him. "They're getting so gooey. I'd much rather have you worship this."

With a flourish, I spread my legs, cocking my knees over the arms of the Throne. As my gooey boots drip on the floor, I scoot my butt forward and point it at Stu. He nods and bends forward, reverently kissing my knees.

Stu's tongue is as skilled as Aaron's was before him. It feels good on my knees. His kisses feel good on my thighs, too, as he works his way toward my pussy. But I’m so damned hot that I don't want to wait.

I reach down and grab his head, shove it between my legs. I grind my crotch up against him, practically smothering him.

"Don't be shy, slave," I tell him. "Go right to the clit. And take out your cock and stroke it for me. You're going to cum on my boots so that my husband can lick it off. But you'll cum when you're finished making me cum. Not before, understand?"

He tries to say "Yes, Mistress," but nothing comes out but a grunt and a groan. I push down on his head, thrusting up against his face ever more roughly as I get hotter and hotter. I did not let Aaron -- or any of the others -- eat my pussy, but each of them got to kiss higher on my legs. Aaron was right there against my cunt. He could smell it. I could tell. When I tired of him and told him to jerk himself off on my boots, I knew he was disappointed.

Stu obeys my order to take out his cock as he eats me out. He pulls down his jock strap and starts to stroke. HE goes cautiously, not wanting to cum before I do. Unlike Chris, Stu is a seasoned porn star; he knows how to hold back. Part of me thinks that he's exceptionally turned on right now and that's why he jerks off so damned gently at first. Maybe I'm getting through to him, exciting him.

One thing's for sure; he's definitely getting through to me. He's more than just exciting me; he's going to make me cum.

"Stop!" I snap. "Show me, slave. Show me." I push him back, out of my crotch, forcing him into an upright kneel with his legs spread. Unlike Chris's smooth legs, Stu's are softly furred. Unlike Chris's, they're muscular; Stu is a musclebound beauty. He holds his cock up for my inspection; he strokes it. He never breaks eye contact with me, except when I look down to admire the bigness and fullness and hardness of his pumping cock. I also admire the beauty of his face; he's handsome. I love how his chin glistens with my juices. When I lean forward on him, I can smell myself on him.

I look from his face to his cock. I see the tension building in his body. When he slows, I snap my finger. "Don't stop," I hiss at him cruelly. I see Stu gulp. I see him tremble. I know he's struggling to hold back.

I push my cum-gooey boot in his face. "Do you want to lick these?" I ask him.

"No, Mistress," he says. "But if it please you--"

"Then don't slow your hand down, and don't cum!" I slap his face lightly; I don't know Stu quite as well as some of the others, so I don't hit him quite as hard. I can tell the scent of other men's cum has had the desired effect; even though Stu pumps his cock faster than ever, the tension is gone. He's not going to cum -- yet.

When I've cooled down a little, I try to act nonchalant. I reach out and grab Stu's head. I pull him forward and shove his face once more between my legs.

"All right, more," I tell him. "Lots more. And don't let me catch you cumming, slave, or you'll be the next one bent over the Fuck Table."

He says, "Yes, Mistress," less muffled this time, as he goes to work on my pussy. Beside me, I hear Chris groaning and howling. Baroness Bria and Goddess Giamanda have swapped places. That would mean my husband would soon be sucking a giant cock fresh from his ass -- except that Goddess Giamanda has dropped her harness and now stands, naked except for her boots, in front of the Fuck Table. Her hands are in Chris's hair and she's shoving his mouth to his pussy. He gags and chokes. She makes him eat her. I see her climb on the table urgently, locking her thighs around Chris's face and humping his head almost violently. Chris goes silent, his groans and slurps smothered by Goddess Giamanda's pussy. He licks her.

She's gorgeous. It's an athletic move that excites me to see, even more so because it's directed at my sissy husband. Even more erotic, Baroness Bria is pounding Chris's ass hard from behind. Watching Giamanda and Bria work over my sissy slut pushes me harder toward orgasm.

And Stu is no slouch, either. He's goddamned gorgeous; just looking at him down there between my legs would be enough to get me pretty turned on. I can feel the rhythmic rocking of his body as he jerks off for me. And his tongue is exquisitely trained. He knows just how to suck, just enough to give me a little pressure, a hard enough pleasure to push me over the edge.

Stu's lips and tongue do beautiful things to my clit -- he's an expert. But I want more.

"Fingers," I tell him. "Give me two fingers--oh, yes, oh, yes, oh fuck, oh yes..."

Two of Stu's big, meaty fingers push their way up inside me, stretching me, opening me up. He asks "May I add a third, Mistress? Only to please you?" I know that I should say no and spank him or something, but his fingers feel too fucking good. I can't resist.

"Yes, slave," I gasp. "Give me three--oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck--"

I look in the camera again, thinking about how many customers are out there, jerking off to this footage, and how many will jerk off to it once it's all edited down. To my side, I catch a glimpse of Bria working on the straps securing Chris's ankles, legs and waist to the Fuck Table. Goddess Giamanda unlocks the stocks. They've both been watching. They're ready to bring Chris over.

Stu's skilled fingers reach deep inside me, then curve around to press against my G-spot. His tongue keeps seething against my clit. IT's too much to resist, not that I want to. I'm going to cum.

I throw back my head, turning my face toward the overhead camera in the back of the Throne. I look up into it, thinking about how a thousand guys will jerk off to this footage...and how many more will jerk off to the footage about to cum.

Soon, the blast of pleasure has worked its way through me. I quiver from the afterglow. I shimmer all over with sweat.

And my boots shimmer, too. Eight men have jerked off on them; their semen is partially congealed, now, making my boots look grotesquely filthy.

I bring my boots together and push them hard, toe-first, into Stu's swollen balls.

"Cum on them, slave. Jerk off for me. Jerk off on my boots."

Stu doesn't take long. He obeys me immediately, the pumping motion of his hand quickening as he throws his own head back. Behind him, three of the cameras are pointed at him: Bria's, Giamanda's, and Chris's. My husband is down on his knees behind Stu, watching him jerk off on my boots. Bria and Giamanda tower over him, the former holding his leash, the latter his hair.

Stu erupts with a groan. His huge cock shoots cum on my boots. He's got good aim, but he's also powerful. Some of his first couple squirts cling wetly to my knees.

When Stu comes to his senses, I caress his face and look into his pretty blue eyes.

"Thank you, Mistress," he pants.

I don't say "You're welcome." Instead, I snap: "Go." Stu pulls up his jock strap, struggles to his feet, and clomps away, looking hot in his boots.

But not as hot as I look. My boots glisten freshly with cum as Bria and Giamanda push Chris down toward them. Giamanda is good with her own boots; she knows how to use them as tools. She plants one atop Chris's head while she leans down to kiss me.

"Worship," she snaps at Chris just before our lips meet.

Chris obeys her, but I’m slightly distracted. I get goosebumps as Goddess Giamanda kisses me deeply. Her tongue wriggles into my mouth. Her long-nailed hands caress my tits. I hear Chris slurping as Baroness Bria leans down close to him, watching and letting her own headband camera get a nice close shot of his face as he laps up the cum from my boots.

"Good slave," she says as Chris trembles and retches a little. Stu's cum is fresh, running everywhere. But beneath the warm new load is something far more disgusting, far more humiliating to a resistant little sissy slave like my husband. Ropes of congealed jism are stuck to my boots, no longer glistening wetly on the patent leather. They look like white slime, and Chris recoils when he licks at the gloppy white substance.

Giamanda says: "Oh, What's the matter, slave? Isn't it fresh enough for you?" She makes quick eye contact with me. She asks me: "May your slave cum, Mistress? May she jerk her pathetic little worm for you? May she milk out some fresh slime for her to lick up, Mistress?"

Something about being called Mistress by the legendary Goddess Giamanda is seriously hot -- even hotter than what's gone before it. Even the slightly mocking tone in her voice doesn't bother me; it's directed at Chris, really, not at me. Well...Chris and her viewers. Hundreds or thousands of viewers...

I say, "Yes, of course, Goddess." I bring my slimy boots together around Chris's cock. He squeals as Baroness Bria makes him straighten. Goddess Giamanda kicks his knees unceremoniously, forcing them wider apart. I adjust my stance around Chris's cock, pressing the arches of my boots together so my high heels jam firmly and painfully into his balls.

"Go ahead slave," I tell him. "Jerk off for me. Make your clit squirt."

I see pain on Chris's pretty, painted face. I wiggle my feet, pushing the stiletto heels in deeper. Chris squirms and tries to pull away, but it's hopeless. Not only do I have a very tight grip on his cock, but Baroness Bria is right behind him, holding him by the hair, forcing him to look up so the Thronecam can capture his face as he cums.

Chris reaches down, takes hold of his cock, and begins to jerk.

"It won't take long, will it?" asks Goddess Giamanda.

"Of course not," I laugh. "He never lasts long. Our wedding night must have been over in...what was it, darling? A minute? Maybe thirty seconds? He was on me and off me before I knew it. Thank God I wasn't a virgin, or I would have thought sex was disgusting. But I'd already fucked all his friends, so I knew how good it can be. Isn't that right, darling?"

That does it. Chris is already there. The humiliating story about our wedding night hits him right where he lives.

"Y-yes, Mistress," he groans, and his cock starts to spurt. He's got plenty of slime for me; I've been teasing my husband for weeks in anticipation of our big couples' porn debut. He hasn't been allowed to jerk off, and he hasn't fucked me in months.

He blasts his cum all over my boots. His hand is trembling, and his aim isn't great -- but Baroness Bria is there to assist. From somewhere, she's grabbed a pair of rubber gloves and snapped both of them on. She's got a firm hold on my husband's dick while it spurts, and she ensures almost every squirt goes right on my boots.

When he's done, Chris finds himself bent over again, his face shoved right up to my boots to confront his fresh, slimy semen.

Maybe it makes it easier for Chris to lick it all up since it's his cum on top. Or maybe, having just blow his load after weeks of teasing, he's still stunned. Who knows? Maybe he's grateful.

For whatever reason, he really goes wild now. Chris licks my boots like he really means it. I don't even mind that he leaves smears of lipstick up and down the shiny patent leather. I mind even less that he leaves them wet with his spit once he's lapped every last drop of cum from my boots.

Other men's cum. Plenty of other men's cum. Men I would fuck if I could. Guys I would spread for -- if this was that kind of site.

But it's not. This is a Femdom site, and Goddess Giamanda enforces the "no sex" site limits strictly.

Just like she does on her Cuckolding site, where I'm going to appear a week from Thursday. Only ten days from now. If I really want Chris to be desperate -- like he was today -- I'm going to have to keep him in very tight lockdown, and tease him a lot.

I can't wait. It's going to be a long ten days. And at the end of it? I've decided I want Stu to be the one to take my "cuckwife virginity."

As I watch my husband's pretty sissy face worshiping my boots, I wonder if he'll show such enthusiasm when it's my pussy that's dripping and pouring cum...

I can't wait to find out. Ten days seems like a long time. But I'll have plenty of opportunities to tease and torment Chris before then. I'll make the ten days count.

And that's just the way Chris wants it.
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