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  Gerald Sullivan stood taller than the average man, which made underwear shopping a bit hard, but his wife required it. Gerald strolled through the mall with a shopping list Emma had written for him. He had a long day in front of him if he was going to get all the things she required for their playtime in the evening. Gerald glanced down at the list and turned into the makeup store.


  Emma wanted him to find a proper shade for his foundation. The last one he bought was far too light and made him look sickly. He hadn’t asked a clerk for help the last time, but Emma required it the second go around.


  A young woman approached Gerald as he buried his head in the cologne section. “Anything I can help you with today?” the woman asked with a bright smile. She was beautiful and caked with makeup. She didn’t wear as much as the drag queen across the store, but she wore a fair amount. Gerald wondered if his face would look similar to her with some help.


  “Uh, yes. This is a bit awkward, but I’m looking for some foundation. The last shade I bought was far too light,” he said and reddened.


  “Oh, don’t be embarrassed,” the woman said with glee in her voice, “men come here all the time looking for foundation. It’s required for a lot of professions, and this is a no-judgment zone. Secretly, I think everyone should wear makeup!” the woman said in an excited whisper.


  The consultant pulled Gerald away from the only masculine section in the store and over to the wall of foundations. She held up a few options to his face and selected two to try.


  “Let’s go test these two out on you,” she said and ushered Gerald to a chair.


  “Sure,” Gerald said. He felt relaxed in the woman’s hands. She dusted the makeup over his Gerald’s face and turned him toward the mirror.


  “What do you think?” she asked. Every blemish on his face had disappeared. He looked younger and as beautiful as a woman. The difference from the previous foundation was night and day.


  “It’s amazing. I’ll take two,” he said. He didn’t want to return anytime soon.


  “Sounds great. I’ll throw some samples in I think you’ll enjoy,” she said.


  Gerald paid and headed to the next store with his makeup bag. Everyone knew that store only sold those products, and he got several looks. He received judgmental glares from overly alpha men and amused chuckles from women of all stripes. Most people didn’t notice, but Gerald was hyper-aware of everything on his journey.


  Gerald entered the lingerie store next and got several curious glances from his fellow patrons. Gerald took a deep breath and went over to examine the thong selections in his size. He was tall, muscular, and thick. He needed a larger pair to fit his big body. Luckily, his dick wasn’t too big for the panties.


  Gerald held up several pairs to his skin. He ignored the chuckling women in the background and stepped over to the bra area with his selections. They followed and whispered behind him. He found a B cup with his chest size. They almost never had the combination, but Emma insisted he bought the top and bottom. Gerald checked out there and rushed out the store before those cruel women could say anything else about him.


  He felt humiliated, but he knew it’d be worth it when he got to the bedroom with his wife and looked like a princess.


  Gerald rushed to the parking garage. He had one more stop before heading home. He had a couple new thongs and a cute bra that Emma would stuff with ice packs or water balloons or something else. She always changed it up and tried new things.


  Gerald drove to a convenience store several miles from their mall, located between there and his place. He refused to go to the one around the corner from their house. Gerald stepped out his car and glanced at the list. His heart raced at the anticipation of what he had to do. His feet stumbled toward the door. He could barely walk from the nerves.


  He entered the store and looked around. It wasn’t too crowded, but there were enough people to make Gerald break into a small sweat. He worked his way over to the feminine section. He grabbed a box of tampons and ran out of the aisle. He bumped into a woman at the corner, and she gave him a nasty look. He straightened his shirt and stepped away breathing heavily.


  Gerald walked over to the register at the pharmacy section. He needed the condom box opened, but there was a step on his list before that.


  “Hello, what can we get for you today?” the pharmacist asked him.


  Gerald leaned in and asked in a hushed voice, “Are there extra small condoms?”


  The young lady pharmacist bit back laughter and said, “of course we do. How many do you need sir?”


  “One pack,” he said. “Can I pay here?”


  “Yes,” the woman answered and looked up behind Gerald. Gerald felt a presence also and turned to look. A big Latino alpha man stood behind him. His eyes moved over to the box of condoms with extra-small in big letter. The man looked at Gerald with a smirk.


  Gerald had never felt more humiliated. The woman took forever to ring up the items and take his money. Gerald didn’t even wait for a bag. He grabbed the parcels and rushed pass the muscular man. He heard a bit of laughter before he got around the corner, but he ignored it and darted out the front door to his car.


  He slid into the vehicle and slammed the door behind him. His heart raced in his chest. Everything was crossed off his list. Gerald didn’t know if he could handle another store but knew the prize his wife would give him was worth it. Emma’s gifts never disappointed. Gerald evened his breath, started the car, and headed back home.
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  Gerald stepped into the house and dropped down to his knees. He crawled across the living room where his wife, Emma, waited on her thrown. Gerald moved toward the large armchair with the bag between his teeth. Emma wore an appealing corset with lacy red panties. They had a hole to expose her moist folds. Gerald wanted so badly to feel inside his wife. It had been over a month since she released him vaginally.


  “Welcome slave, what treats do you have for me?” Emma asked. Gerald admired the way her lips moved with their fire-red lipstick across them. Gerald raised his head, and his wife snatched the bag from his mouth. He moved back down and placed his head to the floor.


  Emma searched through the bag and pulled out the various items. She held up the thongs and praised his selection.


  She didn’t love the bra and scolded him for selecting such a horrendous color. Emma whipped his ass.


  Emma pulled out the box of condoms and laughed to herself. She couldn’t wait to play with those, but there were other things to do first. Emma bundled up the new foundations, lingerie, and tampons. She stood from her chair.


  “Follow me, slave,” she said. Gerald followed her on his knees. He admired the way her underwear hugged her ass cheeks. They hid the perfect amount of skin. He drooled more each time Emma’s hips switched. Her legs elongated by the black heels. He wondered when she’d press them into his balls. His dick hardened on their venture to the bathroom.


  Emma threw open the door and whipped Gerald’s ass as he crawled in the room. She ordered him on the toilet and got to work. She complimented his new foundation choice. Emma was proud that he spoke to the beauty consultant to get the correct shade. It blended perfectly with his skin. She added a bit of eyeshadow and eyeliner to finish the look. Emma added a light coating of lip gloss to make her doll pop. He could have been any girl on the street.


  Gerald’s erection throbbed in his pants. He looked up at his wife. Her cleavage stared back at him.


  “Look in the mirror, baby. You’re so beautiful,” she said.


  Gerald stood and saw himself as a woman. The makeup made a huge difference, and he didn’t look similar to a sick ghost like the time. He was attracted to himself as a woman. Emma had erased almost all signs of masculinity from Gerald’s face.


  “I do look good,” Gerald said and patted his face.


  Emma handed Gerald the lingerie he bought at the mall. “Put these on, and then let’s have some fun,” Emma said with a wink.


  “Of course, Mistress,” he said. He had shaved and moisturized earlier in the day. He got naked and slipped on the bra and thong. His balls hung out a bit, and his small cock throbbed in its ring. Emma had left the bathroom and headed to the bedroom. He placed a cloth against his chest before stuffing ice packs into the bra.


  A transformed Gerald headed to the bedroom to meet his wife.


  



  ♦


  



  Emma stood with the whip in her hand. He slapped it against her palm as Gerald crawled into the room. Emma preferred him without a wig because his hair was almost like a cute pixie cut already. Emma stepped over to her man and pressed her black heel into his back.


  Gerald dropped to the floor and purred at the pressure. He wanted it to be harder, but Emma pulled away and left his crying out for more. Emma knew how to tease him.


  Emma used her heel to pull up the band of Gerald’s thong, and she let it smack back down on his skin.


  “When was the last time we used your little pecker, slave?” she asked and circled him.


  “So long ago, Master,” he said. His voice was small. Emma cracked the whip across his ass. Gerald moaned and shook his ass.


  “Tell me why it’s been so long, slave,” she said.


  “I’ve been a naughty boy and disappoint you with my small dick, Master.”


  “That’s true,” she sighed. “But the men we’ve met disappoint me more. Lean up against the bed.”


  Gerald crawled over to the bed and put his arms over the top of the comforter. His ass cheeks were exposed in the thong. His hard staff pressed against the fabric, but it was too small to escape.


  Emma exchanged the whip for a small leather paddle.


  “Don’t you love it when I use this on you?” Emma asked her sub.


  “Oh yes, please use that, Mistress. I need a spanking,” he begged her.


  “Don’t be so pathetic,” she countered. Gerald controlled himself and took several deep, controlled breaths.


  Emma got to her knees behind the man and started smacking his ass. The leather connected with his bare skin and made a popping sound. “It’s been so long since I’ve had a good dick, slave,” Emma said and spanked Gerald some more.


  Emma stopped after a minute of intense spanking. Gerald’s cheeks burned red, but he moaned and squirmed in front of her. Precum dripped from his dick to the floor like drool.


  “I’m going to use your tiny pecker, slave. I need some dick. Turn over.”


  Gerald obliged, and Emma lifted his thong to reveal his small penis. It stood several inches long, but she had grown accustomed to much more substantial and satisfying dicks over the past couple years. They had been without a bull for several months, and Emma was tired of using Gerald’s mouth. She wanted a massive rod to fuck her senseless.


  Gerald’s small dick throbbed. Emma pulled out the box of extra-small condoms. She needed a bit more amusement before using his cock.


  “Remember when you asked me to buy these for your tiny dick on our fourth date? I was so attracted to you. Do you know how disappointed I was to find out that my sexy hunk had a tiny penis?”


  “Extremely disappointed, Mistress,” Gerald said. His body was like a Greek god, but his penis hard was nothing more than a pinkie finger. Maybe a middle finger on a good day.


  Emma brandished the condom and rolled it over his penis. “It barely fits on this micro thing!”


  Gerald closed his eyes and tried not to cum. It had been so long since Emma played with him so intimately or touched his dick in such a way. The lubrication from the condom sent his body into a frenzy. He could see his wife’s glistening pussy from his angle and needed it.


  “Give me a taste, please. Distract me,” Gerald said.


  “Oh, you want a taste?”


  Emma grabbed Gerald’s head and shoved it between her legs. He licked her folds like there was no tomorrow. Juices gushed from her pussy as his tongue traced over his sex. Emma pulled his head away and threw him back on the ground. She ripped the condom off his dick and mounted his body.


  Gerald looked into his wife’s eyes as she slid down his shaft. Cold water from the ice packs traveled down his chest and tickled his back at the new angle. Emma rocked her warm pussy on his dick for under a minute before Gerald closed his eyes from the excitement, trying not to cum.


  “Mistress, it feels too good. I can’t hold it,” Gerald panted under her. Emma didn’t let up on his dick. She used every centimeter he had.


  “Don’t cum yet! Get me off, slave!” she commanded him, but they both knew he wouldn’t last. He wouldn’t make it to the finish line.


  “I’m so sorry,” Gerald said as his body lifted into the air. Emma felt the warm load shoot into her, but she was far from cumming. Gerald breathed heavily beneath her, and she demounted his dick.


  “Don’t you see why I need a real man? You can’t even last a minute!”


  “I’m sorry, Mistress,” Gerald said and closed his eyes.


  Emma threw an object at Gerald and said, “put this on me.”


  Gerald nodded and crawled over to Emma with the dildo in his hand. He wrapped the strap-on around her body and clicked it into place.


  “Now, get on your knees, slave,” she said and positioned herself behind him. She used a mixture of her juices and store-bought lube to moisten the dick.


  Emma thrust the cock into Gerald’s tight asshole. The strap rubbed on her clit as she pushed in and out of her husband dressed as a woman. “You’re a fucking sissy slut! I have to fuck you to get off. You can’t even fuck me like a real man,” Emma said.


  She repeated insults and degraded her husband until the strap provided a sexual release. Emma held onto Gerald’s body until she could catch her breath and move again. She was only half satisfied with the session.


  “I need a real man next time,” she sighed and detached herself. She stood and left Gerald with the dildo up his ass and on his knees.


  “Don’t forget to put that tampon up your ass after you clean up,” Emma said. Sadness ran through her voice. Gerald listened to the click-clack of her heels as his wife walked away. He took out the ice packs form his chest and collapsed to the floor. They needed a new bull and fast.
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  A week or so had passed since Emma used Gerald’s dick, and she hadn’t allowed him to cum since. In reality, she moped around the house and carried a raincloud above her head. The went through several bulls in the past year, and it had been too hard to maintain a relationship with those men. They had friends with all the luck in the world, but things weren’t the same for them.


  Gerald thought they were cursed at times. He didn’t know what the problem was, but he wanted to please his wife and see her content. It killed him to watch her walk around unsatisfied.


  They hadn’t been this low since before they discovered the world of femdom and cuckolding.


  Gerald crawled over to his woman as she relaxed on the couch. She flipped through the channels and ignored Gerald’s presence. He pawed at his wife until she turned her face him. She had a fierceness in her eyes.


  “What do you want, slave? I’m not in the mood,” she said and turned her attention to the screen. She paused on a music video with a muscular rapper dancing around a bunch of beautiful women. Gerald could see the lust in her eyes as she studied the man.


  “I want you to be happy, my love. What can I do for you, Mistress?”


  “Leave me alone while I’m enjoying the sight of a real man,” she snapped.


  Gerald cowered with a sullen expression.


  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to say it like that. I’m frustrated with our luck. We haven’t been able to find anything, cuck,” she said with a sigh.


  “I know. It makes me sad too,” he said.


  “I don’t understand how all our friends got so lucky and we keep getting lemon after lemon,” Emma raised her voice with each word. Gerald wished he could create a perfect man-sized sex robot as he’d seen on some movies and porn. He rested his head on Emma’s lap, and she stroked his scalp. His hair felt soft against her fingers.


  “I’ve been looking around online. There’s a dating app that’s designed for people like us, but there’s a catch,” she said and looked down at her husband. He wasn’t dressed as a woman, but he looked more submissive than ever cowered down on the floor like a pet.


  “What’s the catch, Master?”


  “Most of the bulls want payment for their deeds,” she said. “Are you okay with that?”


  “I’m okay with whatever will make you happy, my love. I only wish to see you sexually satisfied,” he said.


  “You’re such a good sissy to me,” she said and touched his head.


  She patted the couch for him to sit next to her and pulled out her phone. Gerald climbed onto the sofa and took his place. Emma opened the app and had a profile ready to go. He saw a couple pictures of him dressed up in panties and others of Emma in her stilettos.


  “You already set up the profile?” Gerald asked.


  “I wanted the photos to be approved and ready when you told me yes. I want your help baby. There are so many hot guys in our city with huge dicks. I had no idea. Pick out a few and message them. I’ll take it from there,” she said and handed Gerald the phone.


  Gerald scrolled through the profiles and added several options to his favorites. He had a couple selected when he turned to Emma and asked, “how many should I message?”


  “Let’s start with five to be safe,” she said.


  Gerald nodded and went back to the app. He found several more and messaged all the men. He explained that he was the sissy man in the relationship looking for a real man to pleasure his wife. Gerald handed the phone back to his woman and let out the breath he had been holding.


  “How have we never heard of this app before?”


  “Guess we were doing things the old-fashioned way for too long. It feels good to know there are so many bulls around,” Emma said.


  A ding sounded from her phone, and the little envelope icon had an unread message. Emma grinned at the screen. Gerald tried to read the words, but Emma snatched the phone from his line of sight.


  “Get some lotion to rub my feet while I find a real man to please me and humiliate you. Thanks for helping out, slave,” she said and dangled her legs in the air.


  Gerald slumped in his seat but obeyed his woman. He went to the hall closet and gathered the supplies to give Emma a proper massage. He returned to the living room, and Emma was giggling at her phone. Gerald knew she wouldn’t say anything else until the day one of those five men showed up at their door.


  Gerald bowed his head and got to work on Emma’s feet while she enjoyed chatting with the guys. Her giggles killed Gerald a bit on the inside, but it brought him joy to see her so happy. Emma’s happiness was all that mattered in the end.
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  Gerald hustled around the house and finished his list of chores. He dusted the wood, vacuumed the rugs, beat the pillows, prepared the dinner, and did everything else Emma required to enjoy a perfect night with their hired help, Fred Cato. She wasn’t sure about his last name, but he was the sexiest of all the men Gerald had selected.


  Emma watched her husband run about their home dressed as a woman. He hadn’t donned a wig, but he wore sexy lingerie and the foundation he bought. She adored the new shade and couldn’t get enough of how flawless it made Gerald’s skin look. Emma had wholly feminized his masculine frame.


  “Fred will be here in five minutes, and I’m thirsty! Bring me something to drink,” Emma shouted at her man.


  Gerald looked both ways frantically. He was flustered, but Emma didn’t care. She needed something to quench her thirst. Gerald rushed back with a gin and tonic. A fresh lime sat on the rim.


  “Ah, you read my mind,” she said and took a sip.


  Gerald stared at his woman without moving. Silence wrapped around them. Emma raised her eyebrow, “get to work, Gerald. Two minutes!”


  He rushed off to finish arranging the bedroom. Emma liked the house to be a certain way when their bulls came over, and Gerald had to make sure the environment was to her liking. Emma’s happiness mattered more than everything else in their marriage.


  Gerald rushed back to the living room when he finished, and his wife had nearly drunk her entire cocktail. Emma turned to him and said, “have a scotch and water ready for Fred. He said he likes those,” she said.


  “Right away, Mistress,” Gerald said and darted to the kitchen. He dropped a couple ice cubes into a rocks glass when the doorbell rang.


  “Get the door,” Emma yelled to him.


  Gerald panicked. He knew he couldn’t emerge from the kitchen without a drink, but he only had seconds to get to the door. He rushed over to the liquor bottle and grabbed it with shaking hands. He managed to get a few splashes into the glass before Emma hollered for him again. He splashed some water into the mixture and darted toward the door.


  He swung the door open and got to his knees under the tall, strong alpha male on the other side. Emma sat straight in her seat. They made eye contact. Gerald held the drink up to the man.


  “Here’s your drink, sir,” Gerald said.


  “Oh, you’re a good sissy. I can’t believe I’m working right now,” Fred said and took the drink. He smacked Gerald’s ass on the way to the couch to kiss Emma. He gulped the drink and took the woman into his arms. He pulled her close, and his guns flexed on her back. Emma melted at the touch of a real alpha like Fred.


  “It’s so good to meet you finally,” she said in a soft, submissive voice.


  “The pleasure’s all mine,” Fred said and locked his lips with the woman. Gerald watched helplessly with a boner pressed against his panties as the new stranger changed the entire dynamic in the room.


  



  ♦


  



  Fred’s tongue played with Emma’s. They danced together in their warm mouths. His hands caressed Emma’s breasts. She moaned at his touch.


  The rugged man handled Gerald’s wife as he watched helplessly by the door. He wanted to touch himself, but he was afraid of what Emma would do if he came too early.


  Emma’s moans pierced Gerald’s ears. He wanted to touch her the way Fred did, but he knew it wasn’t possible.


  Fred pulled away from Emma and turned to Gerald.


  “Come over here, you sissy bitch,” he said. Gerald caught his breath and started to walk toward the couple. “What are you doing on your feet?!” Fred hissed. “Get on your knees like the real sissy you are. Real men don’t wear panties and a bra!”


  Fuck. Gerald had never encountered a man like Fred. Emma peeked around his body and smiled at her husband. She fingered waved for him to come closer. Gerald dropped to his knees and crawled over to the man and his wife.


  “There we go. I need a footrest. Don’t you, baby?” the man said and turned to Emma.


  “Oh yes, daddy. That sounds so good,” she purred.


  “You hear the woman! Get over her and be our footrest,” he said.


  Gerald’s hard staff leaked through his lacy panties. He couldn’t believe the way the man commanded him and the room. Gerald got in place, and Fred moved Emma’s legs on Gerald’s back.


  “Isn’t that better, sugar?” Fred asked Emma.


  “So much better,” she said. Fred joined her on the couch and added his weight to Gerald’s back. Gerald twisted his head to look at the pair play on the sofa, but Fred scolded him.


  “Keep your head to the floor. This goddess isn’t for your eyes right now.”


  “Oh Fred, you’re so dirty. I can’t believe it took so long to find you,” Emma said and pushed her hand through his hair. Gerald looked down at the rug and could no longer see the couple.


  “Shut up, you dirty slut. I bet you want this, don’t you?” Fred asked and forced his hand into Emma’s loose pants. She didn’t fight him.


  Fred worked two fingers into Emma’s wet, uncovered pussy. Her liquids gushed over Fred’s hand as he fingered her warm hole and squeezed her breasts. She purred and moaned at his touched. Gerald died to see, but he knew better than to glance up at them.


  Fred kissed Emma lightly, “I need cuck to do something.”


  “Of course,” she said.


  “Sissy, take our clothes off so I can fuck your wife,” he said. Gerald swallowed and slowly raised his head to Fred. The man had an intensity like a lion on the hunt. “Hurry up, cuck. You know you’re dying to see me tear her pussy up.”


  Fred wasn’t lying. Gerald had never experienced a man so dominant. He was afraid Emma would never be the same after this savage fucked her.


  Gerald crawled up to the couch and worked the man’s pants and underwear off. Gerald revealed Fred’s massive cock. It had to have been three or four times larger than Gerald’s tiny cock. He didn’t even want to jack off after seeing the size of Fred. He was ashamed to have ever fucked his wife he saw the look on Emma’s face.


  “You like that big cock, slut? Show me how tiny yours is, cuck. How much suffering have you put this beauty through?”


  Fred ripped off his shirt. His abs were like a Roman statue, and his arms were as thick as Gerald’s legs. “Come on, cuck. I don’t have all night!”


  “Yeah, show Fred how much you make me suffer pet!”


  Gerald burned under the layer of foundation. He peeled the thong from his body and revealed his short stub.


  “I’ve never seen one that small on a man before!”


  “Isn’t it pathetic?” Emma asked Fred.


  “You don’t have to worry about that anymore, baby. Cuck, get her naked, so I can give her what see needs.”


  Gerald replaced the panties and rushed over to his wife. He just wanted it all to be over and for his wife to be satisfied. He pulled off her soaking-wet underwear to reveal her swollen pussy lips. Gerald’s mouth watered at the sight, but Fred’s intense eyes moved him along. He unlatched her bra and exposed her beautiful, full breasts.


  “There we go. That’s better. Good job, cuck. Now, roll this extra-large condom on my dick.”


  Gerald did as he was told. He watched Emma squirm in anticipation. She was like a cat in heat. Fred rose to his feet, and his height made Gerald back away to the corner. His long dick protruded nearly a foot from his body. Fred grabbed Emma by the ankles and parted her legs.


  Fred lowered his body and rubbed his dick along Emma’s folds. She clawed at his solid abs and moaned uncontrollably. Her liquids covered the condom. It glistened in the light.


  “Please fuck me,” she begged.


  Fred turned back to Gerald and hollered in laughter. “You see how a woman acts when a real man touches her?”


  Gerald nodded and reached his hand into his panties. The live porn was sexy and drew every bit of attention.


  Fred positioned his dick and pushed the first couple inches into Emma’s tight hole. She screamed out as the thick cock stretched her out after months without a big dick.


  “That’s one tight pussy,” Fred said and grasped Emma’s breast. She nodded and moaned. Fred filled her with more inches, and her pussy lubricated his dick as he gently rocked in and out of her sex.


  After several minutes Fred loosened her hole and pounded his massive dick in and out of her pussy. Gerald watched in awe and wasn’t sure where he had fit his entire dick. Fred’s balls slammed into Emma. The sound beat on Gerald’s eardrum. His wife squirmed and cried out in pleasure.


  “Fill me up. Oh my, I’ve never been fuckkked like this,” she said. Her words were in a staccato rhythm following Fred’s pumps.


  “That little sissy will never fuck you like this,” he said. “Fuck, I’m getting close from fucking this tight cunt,” Fred said and grunted.


  “Slave, come over here and suck my clit,” Emma commanded. Gerald rushed over. He had already soiled his panties two times from watching them, but he hid that from his wife.


  Gerald locked his mouth on her hot, swollen clit. Fred’s dick pumped in and out of her hole inches from his face.


  “Ohh,” Emma squeaked.


  “Cum on my dick you dirty whore,” Fred commanded her.


  “Yes,” Emma said and grabbed Gerald’s hair as an explosion of cum erupted from her vagina. She covered Gerald’s face and Fred’s dick with her love juices. A moment later, Fred grunted and came deep inside Emma. He slowly pulled out of her ruined pussy. A enormous load of cum hung at the end of the condom.


  Emma eyed it and said, “looks like Fred has a treat for you, slave. Let him taste your yummy milk, Fred.”


  “Sound like a great idea,” he said and smiled at the woman. He nudged the condom off his hardened staff. “Open up!”


  Gerald opened his mouth and almost choked as the mound of warm cum dropped from the condom into his throat. A saltiness coated Gerald’s mouth.


  “Clean us up and make us some new drinks, slave. I want to get to know this man. I think he’ll make a mighty good bull for us,” Emma said.


  “Right away, Mistress,” Gerald said and ran off to complete his task. He changed his soiled panties before returning to avoid punishment.


  It pleased Gerald to see his wife so happy and satisfied. He hoped Fred would stick around for the long haul. He’d do whatever it took.
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  A Couple Months Later


   


  Fred opened up a laptop. Emma lay naked on the king-sized bed with her legs spread. Her perfect, glistening folds stared Fred in the face. He couldn’t wait to taste her, but he had to get the scene set first.


  He started up the webchat app and called Gerald. Gerald answered the video call in a couple rings.


  Emma waved at her husband, “hey there, slave. Ready for a show?”


  “Oh yes,” Gerald said. He was in a bathroom stall at work with his hand around his tiny cock.


  “Thank you for the trip, sissy. I’ve been having a great time pleasing this magnificent woman,” Fred said and climbed onto the bed.


  “She needs you, Fred. Please fuck my wife and make her feel good,” Gerald begged their bull. Emma giggled in the background as Fred played with her hole.


  “Oh, don’t worry, cuck. She’s in good hands with me,” Fred said and moved his head down to her pussy. Emma panted as Fred worked his tongue around her love box.


  Gerald was late to return from his work break, but he didn’t care. He had some live porn to watch, and Fred called the shots. He could watch it or miss it, but Fred was enjoying his wife when he wanted and on Gerald’s dime.


  Gerald couldn’t have been happier as he stroked his dick on the toilet at work and watched his wife get plowed by a muscular man with a proper cock.


  It was everything they had ever dreamed and more.
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  Bonnie Campbell had lab that sunny day. She paced around the classroom and peeked over her students’ shoulders as the heels of her closed-toed boots clicked against the linoleum. Bonnie wore large goggles and a tight lab coat. Her brown hair was tied back, and it cascaded down her back and contrasted against the white fabric. She peeked out to the glorious day and hated being in the classroom.


  Bonnie leaned over her college students. Her breasts brushed a few, as she corrected their wrong calculations. She was easily frustrated by poor arithmetic. Those were prerequisites for her class. They should have learned all the math before entering her physics lab.


  A few of the football kids were in her class. She never understood how they passed the prerequisites, but they caused her the most trouble regardless. She routinely saved them for last. They either didn’t complete the work, or they had a page full of mistakes. Either way, marking them took longer than she desired to spend with them staring at her chest and asking idiotic questions.


  They were more diligent until Bonnie humiliated them by showing how ignorant they were to the entire class one day.


  Bonnie moved along and worked her way across the room. She ignored the beefy guys laughing at their phones and ignoring instructions.


  The nerdy boys listened to her every word. She preferred a man that followed directions and could listen to what a lady had to say. Bonnie had always taken charge among her peers. Her mother used to complain that it was why Bonnie couldn’t find a man.


  Who the hell was Bonnie Campbell to need a man?


  Speaking of men, Timothy Morton, a fellow in the physics department lurked outside her door as she approached the table of jocks. He stared into the classroom with a blank face. Bonnie threw back her hair and jutted her shoulders. Her glasses nearly fell to the ground. Timothy scurried off down the hallway before any of the students saw him looking like an idiot.


  Everyone had encouraged them to go out on a date, and Bonnie had finally agreed the week before. The date went terribly, but every day since he’d done that creepy walk-by-her-door thing, and Bonnie was about fed up with it. He was cute, a little chubby, but dreadfully shy.


  Bonnie exhaled an noticeable sigh of frustration as she approached the jocks. They hadn’t finished a single question on the page. She snatched the cell phone out of the student’s hand and walked away. She threw the device onto her desk, and it thumped loud enough for the entire class to look up. The young man started to stand, but Bonnie pointed at him, “Sit down!”


  The class went wide-eyed, and they all turned toward the guy.


  “Now, let’s go over the answers.”


  



  ♦


  



  “I told you I don’t want to get married,” Bonnie huffed and took a sip of her wine. Her mother stabbed a fork onto her plate and narrowed her eyes at Bonnie. Bonnie’s father, Bob, didn’t say a word as the two ladies bantered.


  “You know those eggs won’t last forever dear,” her mother said. She had grown blunter over the years. Bonnie gulped her alcoholic medicine.


  “If you bring this up one more time I’ll make y’all leave,” Bonnie said and started to get up from her chair.


  “Your mother is finished with the questions, isn’t that right, Cherie?” her father interjected.


  Her mom began to protest, but Bob rested his hand on her arm. She fizzled out to silence like a dead firework. Bonnie smiled at her father and drank some more. She eyed her mother over the rim and wore a crooked smile. Her father watched the exchange.


  “Bonnie, we still want grandchildren,” he said.


  Bonnie deflated at her father’s words, “but I told y’all I don’t want any children.”


  “That’s the way of life. We brought you into this world to have children. It’s your duty,” he said.


  “My duty?” Bonnie rose her voice. “You’re worse than mom. At least she knows not to tell me it’s my fucking ‘duty’!”


  Bonnie was getting worked up, and the alcohol didn’t help. Her face burned as she stared into her father’s eyes. A bead of sweat broke on Bob’s forehead.


  “Now, Bonnie, I didn’t mean it like that,” he said.


  “They how’d you mean it, dad?”


  “We want some grandbabies runnin’ around the house. You know? Our friends got them, and we don’t want to be late to the party.”


  “Fine. I’ll look for somebody to settle down with and impregnate me. How does that sound?”


  Cherie lit up like lights on Christmas. Bonnie wanted to vomit from the look on her mother’s face, but she fought the urge and smiled.


  “You mean it?” Cherie asked.


  “I do,” Bonnie said in a valley girl voice, but her mother squinted through the huge smile. She was happier than a picnic in the summertime.
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  Bonnie closed the door behind her parents. She locked the deadbolt and the knob. She rested her back against the door and breathed out the anxiety she had been holding. Bonnie hated when her parents came over for dinner. They never let up about having grandchildren. She wished they’d had more children than her. Bonnie wished she were a gay man. She wished for something that’d give them no choice but to back off.


  She waved them out of her mind and went over to the kitchen. She washed some dishes and finished off her glass of wine. Bonnie decided against another. She had drunk the last bottle rather quickly to ignore her parents.


  Bonnie went to her bedroom and plopped onto the bed. She kicked off the boots she hadn’t bothered to take off after work that day. They killed her feet, but the alcohol lessened the pain. She loved how they gave her those extra inches to be as tall as the guys. She didn’t like any man looking down at her or trying to intimidate her. The heels gave her a bit more confidence against the overly masculine world.


  Bonnie crawled across the silky comforter and reached under her bed. She pulled out a small box and a clean towel. She stripped down to her bra and panties and placed the towel under her. A television sat on the dresser in front of the bed.


  She turned it on and started the web browser. Her remote allowed her to surf the internet with ease. Bonnie located a favorite site of hers and searched through the various femdom videos. Some looked a bit more erotic than others. Some included humiliation, chastity devices, and other extreme measures, but she was feeling a bit lighter that night.


  Bonnie started a video of a radiant domme strutting around her house in heels and a leather skirt. Her sub waited naked in the living room. The woman had him locked in a chastity device and on his knees.


  Bonnie opened the lid to her box and pulled out a massive dildo. Her pussy gushed in anticipation. She rubbed the dildo along her hole and watched the sub wait for his mistress. Bonnie hated that finding a muscular sub like that was impossible. She went on dates, but none of those men fueled her true desires. She craved the attention of a strong man like the woman on the television.


  She needed a sub in her life. Her mind floated away to Timothy as she worked the dildo into her pussy. She bit her bottom lip and imagined her shy coworker toned up and beaten down like the man on the screen. The thoughts sent her fluids running like a river around the thick dick sliding in and out of her.


  Bonnie closed her eyes and pictured a transformed Timothy tied up and begging her to cum. His brown hair glistened as he thrashed and pleaded with her. She felt her lips curl into a smile as she worked that big bull dick in her pussy. The commands and begging of the scene on the television fueled her fantasy of Timothy. She moaned to herself in the quiet apartment. The buzz simmered as an orgasm built inside of her.


  She skipped the video forward to her favorite part. The woman on the screen had her pussy buried in the man’s face. He moaned as her lips covered his mouth. The woman stopped and held the man’s head in place. Bonnie pleasured her clit.


  Her body spasmed, and she held the large dick deep inside her. An idea was floating in her mind, but she had a mess to clean up first.


  



  ♦


  



  The following night Bonnie waited at a bar a few blocks from her house. She sipped on scotch with a splash of water as she waited for her date to arrive. She knew he’d be extra punctual so she told him thirty minutes later than she thought she’d get there. Bonnie wanted the burn of alcohol in her belly and the element of surprise.


  Timothy stumbled through the door a few minutes later. Bonnie nodded in his direction. She took a sip and waited for him to walk over. She stood up and gave him a half-hearted hug. Bonnie preferred that he felt a tad unsettled. She wasn’t even sure what she wanted, but she needed Cherie off her back about having a grandchild.


  “I can’t believe you invited me back out,” Timothy said. It had been a while since their first date.


  “Me neither,” she said and shrugged her shoulders. The bartender got Timothy a glass of red and Bonnie another scotch. Bonnie looked over to Timothy, and her thoughts from the previous night flashed into her mind. She pictured Timothy tied up on the floor beneath her and ready to take the sloppy seconds of her bull’s cum. Bonnie smiled at Timothy.


  “What?” he asked with a nervous chuckle.


  “Nothing,” she said. She brought herself back to reality and ignored the warmth forming in her center. “I can’t believe we’re on a second date either is all.”


  “I feel so lucky,” he said. The nervousness evaporated from his face. Bonnie didn’t know why she hadn’t considered the idea before. Timothy already looked at her like she was a goddess. He was like a dog wagging his tail at her feet.


  “Me too,” she said.


  “Really?” Timothy asked. “I feel like you never see me at school.”


  “I’m at work. Why would I have time for anything else?”


  “You’re right, forgive me,” he said.


  Forgive me. She liked the way that sounded coming off his tongue. Bonnie sipped her drink and folded her arms across her chest.


  “You can’t keep creeping past my window. It’s distracting.”


  “I’m sorry. I haven’t been able to stop myself from looking ever since our first date,” he said. His voice was filled with shame as if he had ruined his chances.


  “Why is that?”


  “You never called back,” he said.


  “You never said anything to me at school. You just walk by my door and keep glancing in at me.”


  Timothy reddened, “sorry, I won’t do it again. Promise.”


  “Thanks,” she said and finished off the last bit of alcohol. “We have to keep this on the DL because of work.”


  “I know,” he said. “I haven’t told a soul.”


  “Don’t. Thanks for the drink,” Bonnie stood and started toward the door.


  “You’re leaving?” Timothy called after her.


  “See you next time,” she said and didn’t look back before heading off into the night.
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  It was that time of year when the nights were a bit too cold and the days a tad too hot. However, Bonnie and Timothy relaxed at a park after work one day before heading off to dinner. They shared an iced coffee that Bonnie had got along the way. The sun began to set, the sky darkened, and the cold started to blow in.


  “I’m getting hungry, and a bit cold,” Bonnie said.


  “Should we go back to your car?”


  “Don’t you want to get dinner?”


  “Sure,” Timothy said with a smile.


  “I’m starting to like you,” Bonnie said and stared into Timothy’s eyes. She meant what she said. The submissive vibes radiating off him helped, but Bonnie craved something more than the one-night stands she had become accustomed to having.


  “I feel the same,” Timothy said. Bonnie was happy to hear his words but unsurprised. She wondered if Timothy was the sub she thought. That night was going to prove something. She knew true subs were hard to find.


  Bonnie craved a submissive man much more than a dominant man, but she hadn’t been looking too hard either. She settled more times than not. There were plenty of big-dicked assholes to ride.


  Timothy opened the door for Bonnie and waited until she slid in to close it behind her. She saw it as a sign of servitude. She checked her phone as he plopped into his seat. Timothy started the car, and they pulled off toward the restaurant.


  “I must warn you, Timothy.”


  “What?”


  “I’m a woman who knows what she likes,” she said.


  “There’s nothing wrong with that,” Timothy said.


  “You ready to give me what I want?”


  Timothy paused and looked over at her. He tried not to take his eyes away from the road for too long, but something in her eyes sent a chill down his spine.


  “Guess we’ll have to see what it is you want, but I think it’s a yes,” he said and smirked. He gripped the steering wheel hard and looked straight ahead. Bonnie opened up a game on her phone and played the rest of the way. She had a hard time keeping the glee she felt from showing on her face.


  



  ♦


  



  The waitress came by and took their order. Bonnie had to shout over the loud chatter, “I’ll take this Summer’s Over cocktail and the linguine. He’ll have the tomato soup and a water.” The young woman moved her eyes over to Timothy. Bonnie raised an eyebrow in his direction.


  Timothy nodded at the waitress.


  “All right, I’ll be right back with those,” she said. She strutted away and didn’t care to add anything else to the conversation.


  “I can’t have a drink?” Timothy asked.


  “You’re driving,” she said.


  “Only because you made me.”


  “What’s your point?” Bonnie asked. She ran her foot up Timothy’s thigh under the table. He jumped in his seat, and his knees slapped the wood. Timothy grunted and squirmed, but Bonnie pressed harder into his soft skin. “You’re like a marshmallow.”


  Timothy reddened and tapped his fingers on the table. Bonnie pouted and scooted closer to him. She wrapped her arm around his shoulder. They sat in the circular booth.


  “I think it’s cute,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with a little extra around the edges.”


  “I guess,” he said and looked around for the server to come back. She arrived a few seconds later with the cocktail and two glasses of water.


  “Did you want the cup or the bowl of soup? I forgot to ask,” the waitress asked. He avoided Bonnie’s intense line of sight, but Bonnie had her hand in places the server couldn’t see. She pinched him lightly under the table.


  “The cup,” he said.


  Bonnie released her pressure. She patted his thigh. Timothy smiled as if he had won an award. Bonnie steered the conversation toward physics. She avoided talk of the University, but she wanted to explore Timothy’s mind. They argued about theories, and at the end of the dinner, Bonnie had enjoyed herself.


  She had even fed Timothy a few bites of her linguine. He had to eat it from her fork of course.


  “Timothy, wanna head to my place?”


  “What about your car?”


  “I can find another way to work tomorrow. I don’t live too far,” she said. She rubbed on his thigh and traced up to his balls. She found the tip of his erect dick and held it with two fingers. Timothy bit his lip and looked around the restaurant. His hunger meant nothing with Bonnie by his side.


  



  ♦


  



  Bonnie opened the sliding glass door, and the chilly night breeze swept into the room. The coolness in the air refreshed Bonnie and Timothy as alcohol coursed through their veins. Bonnie turned on her heel and eyed Timothy on the couch. He looked like a turtle peeking out from its shell. Bonnie wanted nothing more than to break down the walls he hid behind. She couldn’t believe the years he’d been down the hall without appreciating his true colors.


  Timothy chuckled to himself and looked around the apartment. He squirmed a bit. He couldn’t stay still.


  “Those are pretty pictures,” he said and pointed to some landscape photography.


  “Yeah, my friend sent me those after her tour around Southeast Asia.”


  “I’ve always wanted to go to Thailand,” he said. He played with his fingers in his lap.


  “We didn’t come here to talk about travel,” she said and motioned for him to move. He got up from the couch and stepped closer to her. Wickedness spread on Bonnie’s face. Bonnie stared into Timothy’s eyes, but the intensity overwhelmed him. He cast his eyes to the floor.


  Bonnie nodded to herself. She crouched down and lifted his face to meet hers. “What do you think of me, Timothy?”


  “You’re beautiful and so incredibly smart. You make me hard every time I see you.” Bonnie had her hand on his pants and felt the erection growing within them.


  “I bet you jack this thing off all the time thinking about me,” she said.


  “So much. I don’t know how to stop. You’re all I think about, Bonnie.”


  Bonnie shook out her brown hair and let the curls fall down her back. Timothy started panting beneath her. She lifted her stiletto and pressed her heel into his crotch.


  “How many times a day?”


  “Two; three if I’m lucky,” Timothy said with confidence.


  “You must be drier than a desert,” Bonnie said and released her pressure. “I like to see my men explode.”


  Timothy reddened quicker than a stove top. He touched his erect cock through his pants and looked up at the woman. Bonnie licked her lips and held her hands on her hips. She hoped to watch him squirm.


  “Don’t be embarrassed. We all masturbate,” she said and unbuttoned his pants. “Get naked,” she commanded.


  Timothy stood and dropped his pants to the floor. He kept his boxers on, but he removed the dress shirt.


  “Everything,” she encouraged him. “And place your folded clothes on the table.”


  Timothy sighed and pulled off his shirt. He revealed his soft stomach. He wasn’t fat, but he wasn’t a supermodel either. He had enough to squeeze. Timothy huffed and dropped his underwear to the ground. His average-sized dick stood at attention, but Bonnie restrained any reaction. She leaned her head to the side and kept a straight face.


  Timothy folded the clothes and placed them on the surface.


  “Aren’t you going to get naked too?”


  “That’s not necessary,” she said.


  “How am I supposed to fuck you?” he asked.


  Bonnie ignored his question. “When was the last time a woman touched you?” she asked and rubbed her nail along his bare skin. His dick jumped erratically at the touch.


  Timothy struggled against the overwhelming pleasure and urge to laugh. Bonnie walked around and stood behind him. She blew a little bit on his neck and touched his tender body. She listened as Timothy’s breath increased in speed and intensity. He was her instrument, and she knew how to play the cords.


  “Answer the question,” she said.


  “Six months.”


  “Wow, so long? Your penis must be tired after all that time, don’t you think?”


  “No, I can handle it. Let me fuck you,” he said.


  “I don’t know. I think you need to wait a week before you cum again. Wouldn’t you say?”


  “A week?!”


  “When was the last time you waited that long to have an orgasm?” she asked.


  “I don’t know.” He didn’t hide the truth.


  “How about this?” Bonnie asked. She slapped Timothy’s dick lightly. “Lay down on the couch with your legs up in the air.”


  He did as she said. His legs dangled over the top of the couch. His head was upside down and pointed toward the floor.


  She bent over him and wrapped her mouth around his dick. She sucked for five seconds. She counted each second in her head. Timothy began to get into the rhythm when she pulled her head away from him.


  “That’s a warm-up for our session next week. Don’t cum. I’ll know if you do,” Bonnie said and gathered up Timothy’s clothes. She pushed them into his chest.


  “Get dressed. Get out of here. I have to work in the morning,” Bonnie said and went to her bedroom and closed to door. She pressed her ear to the door. Timothy took a while to get ready.


  “Bonnie, you don’t—”


  “Go home! I need to sleep!”


  Several seconds later, the front door opened and closed. Bonnie watched out her window as Timothy pulled away from her place and wondered where this road would take them.
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  The workweek had passed. Bonnie sat in a coffee shop after class that Friday and waited for Timothy to arrive. Timothy had surprisingly behaved himself at work. He hadn’t passed Bonnie’s class or office once that week. They exchanged a few, brief messages, but Bonnie wanted to keep things fresh when they met again.


  She hoped he hadn’t masturbated. She loved most when a man’s dick twitched in her presence. Men desired the anticipation more than they realized, but Bonnie grew more attached to the idea of Timothy as the days passed.


  She knew he was workable. Pliable. She wanted to see how far he’d bend. A sham marriage? Ultimate subservience?


  Bonnie sipped her ice coffee and checked her phone. Timothy snuck into his seat. She hadn’t even noticed him enter the place.


  “How are you going?” he asked with an eagerness plastered to his face. Bonnie met his delight with indifference. Perhaps a bit of inversion.


  “What did you order?” she asked.


  “A double cream latte.”


  “Absolutely not, change your order right now. Something with no calories. Get a tea or coffee. No milk and no sugar,” Bonnie said. Timothy looked at her with dismay, but she remained unphased. “Go, before it’s too late.”


  Wires fired in Timothy’s eyes. He shot up from his seat and ran to the counter without another thought. He switched his order to a black tea the barista recommended. The worker replaced the mug and filled up a teapot for Timothy. Bonnie cherished the moment.


  Timothy walked back balancing the teapot and mug. She imagined his belly getting slimmer as he approached her. He already followed her orders so well.


  “That’ll make your body feel much better than some double-cream bullshit,” Bonnie said as Timothy sat back in his chair.


  “You really do like to take charge, don’t you?”


  “Something like that. So, how are you?”


  “Thirsty for that double-cream bullshit,” he said.


  Feisty, she thought. Bonnie reached out and touched his hand. She brushed her fingers along his skin. She flipped her brown her back and let her eyes sparkle with her spread lips. “Don’t you want to make me happy?”


  Timothy shuddered and straightened in his chair, “yes, of course. This tea is quite delicious, actually.”


  Bonnie leaned back in her chair and sipped her iced coffee. He was putting up the perfect amount of fight. Bonnie preferred more muscular men, but a man’s body shape was much easier to change than his personality.


  “Have you been a good boy this week?” Bonnie asked.


  Timothy took a sip of the tea and looked around the cafe. He avoided Bonnie’s eyes. Something wasn’t right.


  “Answer me,” she said.


  “I tried, Bonnie. I really did. I tried so hard, but I only messed up once,” Timothy said. He gasped for air.


  Bonnie reacted wildly. She opened her eyes wide and grabbed her things. “I can’t believe it,” she said and started to stand.


  “No,” Timothy said and ran over to her side of the table. He got to his knees under her. “You’re so beautiful, Bonnie. You’re everything I’ve ever dreamed of having in my life. Please, give me another chance. It was only one time,” he said.


  Bonnie looked around the coffee shop. A few people watched their exchange. She didn’t care what they thought. She had a man at her knees. What did they have?


  “Get in your chair,” Bonnie said. “You will have to be punished, but I suppose I could consider giving you another chance.”


  “Oh, please,” he said. “I’ll do anything.”


  “We’ll see about that. Finish your tea. Let’s get out of here,” she said.


  “Yes, Bonnie,” he said and gulped down the hot drink. She gathered up her things and headed for the door. She didn’t look back to see if he was following or not. She knew he would.


  



  ♦


  



  An hour or so later…


   


  “I can’t believe you were a bad boy,” Bonnie said and smacked Timothy’s bare ass. She had him bent over her knee. Bonnie’s legs dangled over the edge of the bed. She used her most serious voice, “will you be a bad boy again?” and spanked his bare ass. Timothy’s face burned with the redness of an apple.


  “Never again, Bonnie,” he said.


  “Call me ‘Master’,” she said and spanked his ass again. She had laid a few good swats on each side by that point. Timothy was crying out in pleasure and pain. “How much do you love being spanked like a sissy?”


  “So much, Master,” Timothy said through a low grunt.


  Bonnie brought her hand down on his ass again.


  “You’re such a little slut. What should we call you?”


  “Whatever you want, Master.”


  “Hmm…” Bonnie said and spanked his ass a few more times. She moved her hand and pointed a finger into the air like she had an idea. “Stand up, Toy.”


  “Is my name ‘Toy’, master?”


  “Yes, now stand up or I’ll punish you more,” she said.


  Toy jumped to his feet, and Master walked behind the man. His ass glowed from the spanking. He covered his hard dick.


  “Don’t cover yourself, Toy. Let that tiny thing breathe,” she said and moved Toy’s hand. His average-sized erection pulsed and his breath quickened. His chest rose and fell as Bonnie circled him. She unbuttoned her shirt a bit to reveal more cleavage. Timothy panted like a dog. “You want to touch these, Toy?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Good boy, Toy. You can touch one for saying my name,” she said and stepped closer. She guided his hand to her breast. Timothy squeezed her chest, but she slapped his hand away after a couple seconds. “Not so long, Toy.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  Bonnie slapped his dick, and Timothy cupped his crotch.


  “You want to cum, Toy?”


  “Please, Master. I’ve waited so long.”


  Bonnie slapped his ass. She went up behind him and whispered into his ear, “you disappointed me, Toy. I almost don’t want to forgive you.”


  “Oh, please Master. I’m so weak. I didn’t mean to cum. I got so overwhelmed at the thought of you,” he said.


  “Get on the bed,” Bonnie said. Timothy walked, but she cut in and said, “crawl. I want to see you on your knees, Toy. Don’t you want to make me happy?”


  “More than anything,” he said and dropped to his knees. He climbed up to the bed and lay on his back. His dick stood like a thin branch. Bonnie sighed to herself and knew his dick would never be enough to please her fully. She pointed and laughed.


  “How’d you ever expect to please a woman with a dick like that?”


  “It works,” Toy said and blushed.


  “Oh yeah? Let me find out,” Master said and climbed up to the bed. She straddled her legs on each side of him. “You want to feel inside my pussy, Toy?”


  “Please, Master.”


  “Put your hands up and grab the headboard,” Bonnie commanded him.


  Timothy listened without hesitation. Bonnie sunk her nails into his chest lightly and began to rub her pussy lips along Timothy’s stiff dick.


  “You like that, Toy?” she asked.


  “Oh, yes, Master,” he said.


  “Pleasure my clit, Toy,” she said and moved his hand over her sensitive spot. She guided his fingers to her button and showed him the correct amount of pressure to apply. Bonnie used his dick and hand to pleasure herself, but she kept a close eye on Timothy’s reactions. She didn’t want him to cum. Not that night. “You want to be inside me, Toy?”


  Bonnie slid her sloppy wet pussy lips up and down his shaft even harder.


  “I need it, Master,” he said.


  Master read an expression on Toy’s face. He was close. She wasn’t too far from cumming herself, but it had to wait for the greater good. She hopped off his dick. His eyes popped open, and he looked around.


  “Don’t cum, Toy,” she said. “You aren’t allowed.”


  “But Master, I need to cum.”


  “You were a bad boy and deserve punishment. You can either accept your punishment or leave right now,” she said and pointed toward her bedroom door.


  “I’m sorry, Master. Whatever you want.”


  



  ♦


  



  Bonnie wiped her pussy clean with a moist towel in the closet. She wanted to cum so badly, but it had to wait that night. She’d use her new boy toy every night if she wished to in the future, but his emotions were on the line that night. Bonnie unwrapped a new chastity device she’d bought for Timothy. She emerged from the closet with it behind her back.


  “What do you have, Master?” he asked. He knelt on the floor. She walked over to him.


  “Were you a bad boy, Toy?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “What did you do?”


  “I masturbated when I promised I wouldn’t.”


  “Do you know how that makes me feel, Toy?” she asked.


  Timothy looked up to her, but Bonnie blurted, “keep your eyes to the floor. This is a punishment. You were very bad, Toy,” she said and emphasized his new name. “Do you know how it makes me feel when you’re a bad boy?”


  “Horrible, Master.”


  “Don’t forget ‘disappointed’. Do you want to put that tiny dick into me, Toy?” she asked.


  “Yes, Master. Please take my dick, Master.”


  “You’ll have to wear this first,” she said and flashed the chastity device. “Will you wear this for the weekend? If you’re an extra-good boy the next two days and wear the device, I’ll give you a treat Sunday night.”


  “Oh please, Master. I’ll wear it,” he said.


  “Oh my, Toy. It makes you excited to get your dick locked up,” she said and pointed down to his full cock. Precum leaked from the tip. She chuckled to herself. “Settle down so we can get you strapped up. I want to see you erupt when you cum, Toy.”


  “Anything to please you, Master,” he said. His dick jumped at the last word. It’d be a while before his rod settled down enough to accept the device.


  “My, you’re such a dirty whore, Toy. You’re going to get a very good treat for wearing this device. How about you rub my feet while we wait for your dick to settle down?”


  Bonnie held out her foot, and Timothy took it into his hand. He rubbed lotion into her skin. He focused on the task, and Bonnie grabbed her cell phone. She checked Timothy’s dick as the minutes passed, but it took quite some time for his cock to soften. Bonnie wrapped it up in the metal cage as soon as she got the chance. She locked Timothy’s dick up and put the key on a necklace.


  “Get dressed and get out of my house. I’ll see you tomorrow, Toy. Don’t make any plans for the evening,” she said.


  “But—”


  “Do you want to disappoint me already, Toy? You can text me if there’s an emergency, but I expect you to be ready when I say. Is that a problem?”


  “No, Master.”


  Bonnie nodded and didn’t speak while Timothy dressed to leave. He got to the door, and Bonnie called out, “I expect you to do better than that when you leave Toy. If you keep being a bad boy, you might lose your chance for a treat.”


  Timothy turned around and ran back to Bonnie. He got to his knees. “I’m sorry, Master. What am I to do?”


  “Get to your knees and kiss my hand when you come in or leave a private space with me,” she said.


  “Yes, Master,” he said. He pulled her hand up to his lips and kissed gently.


  Bonnie nodded, and Timothy crawled away.
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  Timothy stared at himself in the mirror and ran his fingers over the metal cage. His dick swelled to the limits of the device, but it had nowhere to go. His heart raced at the idea of Bonnie holding his fate in her hands. She wore his sustenance around her neck. He felt a bit of shame and questioned his manhood. What kind of man let a woman control him in such a way?


  Timothy burned and began pulling at the cage around his dick. He worked the metal. His heart pounded in his chest, but the anxiety made his hands sweat. They slipped on the metallic surface. But a small thought whispered into his mind as he urged the casing to come off his cock.


  If he were to get the device off, he wouldn’t have been able to reattach it without a key. Bonnie would know he had tampered with her plan. He wouldn’t be rewarded a treat. His dick burned as it filled and stretched against the cage.


  Bonnie’s pussy had felt so euphoric with his dick sliding between her wet lips. He crumbled to the floor at the thought of an orgasm. He wanted nothing more than to be inside Bonnie. Timothy cursed himself for being weak and jacking off during the prior week.


  He couldn’t help but wonder what would have been had he not pleasured himself like a helpless animal. A tear slipped from his eye and slid down his cheek. He carried himself away before he broke down in tears like a real sissy.


  He deserved that chastity device around his little dick and knew it. Timothy wasn’t a real man, and Bonnie promised a life of happiness if he played by her rules.


  Timothy accepted his device and moped off to the living room. He watched a light romantic comedy film and pictured Bonnie at her place. His thoughts never left the woman for a moment. He needed more of her. He required his treat. He’d do anything for it.


  



  ♦


  



  Bonnie had invited Timothy over Saturday. She ghosted his texts in the morning, but she expected a prompt arrival in the afternoon. He was flustered with her expectations.


  Nonetheless, Timothy desired nothing more than to please his master. For that reason, he got to his knees and kissed Bonnie’s hand when he entered the room.


  He was also currently deciding between two overly-feminine aprons, and he had to pick on of them.


  “I don’t know which one to choose, Master,” Timothy said looking at both of them.


  “I’m getting hungry, Toy. They’ll both look beautiful on your chubby butt,” she said.


  Timothy blushed, but his dick swelled in its cage. “Fine, the yellow one.” Timothy went to grab it, but Bonnie snatched it back.


  “You sound like you have the mouth of a bad boy, Toy. Do you need a spanking?”


  “No, Master. I’d love the yellow apron, please.”


  “Go change, Toy. Don’t forget the pair of panties you picked out either,” she said.


  “Yes, Master,” he said and ran off to change.


  “Change here, Toy. Don’t run away from me.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  Timothy stripped off his clothes and held the panties in his hand. The self-doubt and shame from societal pressures read all over his face. Bonnie nudged his elbow to encourage the man. He had nothing to fear in her house. She understood and craved his need to praise and worship her the way she deserved.


  “Don’t be afraid, Toy. I love your sexy panties. They make me happy,” she said.


  Timothy turned the color of a tomato, but he slipped the panties up his legs. They covered the chastity device but didn’t hide any of the ridges. She loved seeing her caged beast through the thin layer of pink fabric. Timothy pulled the apron over his shoulder. Bonnie tied it behind his back. He looked like a glass of pink lemonade. Bonnie drank up the sight of him.


  “You’re so beautiful in your hot panties. You’re such a good boy, Toy,” she said and praised him some more. She smacked his ass. “I’m hungry, Toy. Cook me something good to eat.”


  “Yes, Master,” he said and headed off to the kitchen. Bonnie followed him.


  “Toy, I laid out ingredients and a recipe. It’s for my favorite lasagna. I expect it to be perfect and ready in under an hour. Will you disappoint me, Toy?”


  “No, Master.”


  “You better not, or you might not get your treat.”


  “Yes, Master,” he said. Timothy felt a mixture of fear and excitement. He needed to earn his treat. He had to get inside Bonnie. Nothing else mattered more in the world than making her happy.


  “I’m going to relax on the couch and watch some TV. Don’t bother me, Toy,” she said.


  “I hope to please you, Master.”


  “How long do you have, Toy?”


  “Under an hour,” he said.


  “You’re such a good boy, Toy. You might get your treat tonight for wearing those gorgeous panties and cooking me dinner.”


  “Thank you, Master.”


  Bonnie left the room without another word. She turned on the TV loud enough for Timothy to hear her resting. She perched her legs and surfed the web as he prepared the sauce and noodles for the lasagna. The two couldn’t have been happier. Timothy needed a release and would do anything to get it from his ravishing brunette.


  



  ♦


  



  Timothy entered the room and dropped down to his knees when he reached Bonnie. She ignored him and stared at her phone. The television played in the background. Timothy’s soft dick was growing in his pants.


  “Smells good, Toy. Is the food ready?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Stay here, and I’ll go get you a plate,” she said.


  Bonnie stood and stepped over Timothy. He cowered below her. She had never seen a man break so quickly. Bonnie chuckled to herself on the way to the kitchen as she eyed the hairs poking out his panties. Her heels clicked on the floor as moved around the room. The lasagna still seemed a bit too hot to serve.


  “Toy, come here,” she called.


  Toy crawled into the kitchen and looked up at her. “Yes, Master?”


  “Look down when you speak to me, Toy!”


  “Forgive me, Master.”


  “Toy, this lasagna is much too hot to serve. Do you mean to be such a bad boy? Do you wish to wait another week for your treat?”


  Timothy’s eyes shot up to Bonnie. She leered at him for disobeying her. “You must love to be locked up, Toy! You have two choices. You can bring me my paddle or wait another week for your treat. What will it be?”


  “The paddle, Master.”


  “Perfect. Then, I can teach you a lesson while the lasagna cools. Bring me the paddle, Toy. You’ve been such a naughty boy,” she said.


  “Yes, Master,” he said.


  Bonnie broke into a wicked smile as she watched her new slave boy crawl away to her bedroom in his pink panties and yellow apron. She loved the combination. He looked absolutely delicious below her like a house pet. Bonnie was beating herself up for waiting so long to act on Timothy.


  He returned with a paddle in his mouth. Bonnie took it out and said, “to the couch.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  Bonnie bent Timothy’s ass over the sofa and spanked each of his cheeks five times until they were red and tender. She touched the right cheek and watched the man wince under her. She grinned to herself. Timothy’s dick expanded in its cage. Bonnie pointed and laughed.


  “What a sissy you are, Toy. You loved to get spanked in your sexy panties.”


  “I love it, Master.”


  “How bad were you tonight, Toy?”


  “So bad, Master,” he said. His eyes sparkled as he looked into Bonnie’s eyes, but she scolded him for looking up at her again.


  “Toy, I wasn’t going to do this, but you’ve earned it with your terrible behavior. Wait right here. Put your head to the ground,” she said.


  Timothy lowered his body and flattened his face against the floor. His dick stressed the limits of the metal frame. He listened as Bonnie prepared something in the kitchen. He his raced anxiously for her return. He didn’t care what he had to do, but he needed to be inside of her. He needed to have Bonnie love him in whatever way she wanted. He was her Toy.


  Bonnie prepared two plates. She made one for herself with an enormous pile of lasagna. It tasted fantastic, and she wanted to eat as much as possible. But Timothy got a lot less because Bonnie wanted him to lose a few pounds. She added some lettuce to his plate without dressing. She put some Italian dressing on hers. She returned to the living room and placed Timothy’s plate on the floor by him.


  “And the fork?” he asked.


  “Don’t you want to make Master happy, Toy?”


  “Yes, Master,” he said.


  “The lasagna tastes a bit salty. You’ll have to eat without any utensils as punishment. Why can’t you be good? Don’t you want your treat?”


  “More than anything, Master,” he said.


  “Eat up, and I’ll lock your hands behind your back I catch you using them,” she said.


  “Yes, Master.”


  Bonnie felt more satisfied with herself than she had in months. She loved such a submissive man at her feet. She nestled into the couch and watched Timothy eat like the pet he was. He stabbed her fork into the lasagna and savored the perfect mixture of cheese, meat, tomatoes, and pasta. Timothy had finished his small portion quickly and looked disappointed that there wasn’t more, but he had a gut to lose if he wanted Bonnie’s love.


  “Very good, Toy. Now go do the dishes, and there with be dire consequences if you eat another bite,” she said and handed him her dirty plate when she finished.


  “Of course, Master. Anything for you.”


  



  ♦


  



  Bonnie spent the next twenty-four hours using Timothy to clean her house and lick her pussy. He was improving by the second, but she could see his desire to orgasm at every turn. It was remarkable what he’d do with the prospect of entering her pussy at the end. Timothy had just cleaned up dinner, and the moment had arrived. She could either give him his treat or not. Timothy’s anxiety lingered in the room.


  “Toy, do you remember sliding your dick between my slippery lips last weekend?”


  “Yes, Master. I can’t forget it.”


  “Would you like more of that, Toy?”


  “Please, Master.”


  “Don’t you think you’ve been a bad boy this weekend?”


  “Yes, Master, but I’ve done everything you’ve asked. Please let me have an orgasm, Master.”


  Bonnie looked out to the darkening sky. The cool night breeze started to mix with the warm air of the day. Timothy had actually been very good over the weekend and deserved a little treat.


  “Toy, go to the bedroom.”


  “Right away, Master.”


  Bonnie walked at Timothy’s side as he crawled to the bedroom. She used a flogger to smack his ass along the way. She dusted the tails over his back between the swats. Timothy cooed at the touch.


  “You love being my slave, Toy. Climb onto the bed.”


  Timothy obliged and crawled up to the top.


  “Lay on your back,” she commanded. He did as she said. She ran the tails of the flogger up his body. Timothy squirmed at her touch. She whipped his thigh and dropped the flogger to the side.


  Bonnie played with the key around her neck and stared into Timothy’s helpless eyes. His dick had swelled for the hundredth time, and it twitched with Bonnie’s movement. Each time she touched his skin it jumped. She was his commander.


  “Toy, I must admit, you have been lovely this weekend in your sexy panties. I can’t get enough, but I need one more thing first. Actually, two.”


  “What are they, Master?”


  “First, I need to restrain your hands on the post. Second, you have to make me cum first.”


  “Not a problem, Master. Then will I get my treat?”


  “If your tongue work is pleasurable, yes,” she said and placed her pussy on his face after tying him lightly to the frame. He could have easily pulled away, but he loved being tied down by his dominant woman. Bonnie held his face and used his tongue to pleasure her clit and pussy. She moaned and rocked her hips with little regard to his comfort.


  “Please me, slave!” Bonnie screamed into the air. She pounded her fist into the wall as her juices squirted out of her.


  “Anything for you, Master,” he said when she calmed and demounted his face.


  Bonnie pulled the necklace off and ran the key along Timothy’s body. “You’re dying to cum like that, aren’t you Toy?”


  “I’m dying to cum,” he said.


  Bonnie nodded and unlatched his device. She pulled the cage off his hardening shaft. Timothy shuddered at her touch. Bonnie slipped a condom over his dick. Bonnie held his dick and rubbed it between her pussy. She knew he wouldn’t last long with her wet lips kissing his dick.


  “You gonna be my horse, Toy?”


  “Yes, be my cowgirl, Master,” he panted. He died to enter her warm hole.


  “Fine,” she said and slid all the way down his average shaft. He was as easy as a finger to take in her hole. She grabbed his chest and began moving her pussy up and down the entire length of his rod. She angled her hole to hit her G-spot, but it was clear Timothy wouldn’t last long enough to get her off like that. He struggled and pulled at the ties the held him back. He yelled out into the opened air.


  “You gonna cum, Toy?”


  “Yes, Mas…ssss…terrr…” he said in grunts. She felt the explosion of his dick through the condom.


  “Mmm, Toy. So good. I told you I like my boys to explode,” she said and moved off his dick. “But you’re such a bad boy. Who cums so quickly, Toy? This is why you have to be locked up in a cage.”


  “Yes, Master,” he said and blushed. But euphoria read all over his face.


  “Go clean your dick off. You’re going back in the device. You have two minutes, Toy.”


  “Thank you, Master.” Timothy scurried off to the bathroom. It took a while to get the cage back on Timothy, but he had sunk deeper into Bonnie’s hold through that orgasm.
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  The time marched briskly by Bonnie, and Timothy sunk deeper into his submissive role. She’d allowed him one more release since that night, but most of the time had been spent providing her with pleasure and orgasms. Her Toy was dirty and needed to build up his supply after cumming uncontrollably for years.


  Bonnie’s mother had nagged her again about a boyfriend and wedding, but that time she had something to say. Cherie couldn’t mutter a single annoying word when she heard Bonnie had a new boyfriend. Her mother didn’t need to know the details, but Bonnie sensed they wouldn’t be calling for a long time after she got a ring on her finger.


  Perhaps she’d wear it around her neck instead along with the key when her parents weren’t around. Fucking Cherie and Bob. Bonnie was well into her thirties, but they still couldn’t back off her. She wanted to strangle them and throw them off a bridge sometimes, but having Timothy bow at her knees seemed like a better arrangement.


  Who knew? She even pictured him as a cuckold in the future.


  Bonnie finished packing her bag. She had a couple missed messages from Timothy, but she had plans to see him at the office. She pulled out on the prepackaged lunches Timothy had prepared for her over the past weekend.


  Bonnie had given him a treat that previous week for his hard work, but she didn’t invite him over once during the week. She left him at home with his caged dick to think about how much of a sissy he was for wearing it.


  She played with the key around her neck often and thought of her locked-away Toy. Bonnie threw her bag over her shoulder and headed out for another fantastic day of teasing her slave.


  



  ♦


  



  Bonnie stepped into Timothy’s private office and closed the door behind her. She had ordered him there at that time the weekend before, and her slave didn’t disappoint. He sat behind his desk with an eagerness in his eyes. The early morning glow lingered in the window behind him.


  “You’ve been a good boy this week, Toy. My meals were delicious,” she said and walked over to him. She held a paddle in her hand. They were the only two in the office, but that’d change soon as the sun grew stronger in the sky.


  “Thank you, Master,” he said.


  Bonnie perched on the desk and crossed her leg over her knee. She wore closed-toe boots with a long heel. She pushed the shank of the shoe onto his shoulder. He pushed back at the flat bottom with his shoulder. She smiled down at him. It was important to always keep him below her.


  “I have a question, Toy,” she said.


  “Ask me anything, Master.”


  She jumped down from the desk and started pacing the room. She slapped the small leather paddle on the palm of her hand. “You’ve been alone all week. I’ve been dying to ask you… are you still wearing your sexy panties, Toy?”


  Timothy swallowed and looked down to the ground. Bonnie tapped the paddle on his shoulder, “answer me, Toy.”


  “No, Master.”


  “No Master what?”


  “No, I’m not wearing my sexy panties, Master.”


  Bonnie gasped and stumbled backward. “Oh my, I’m so disappointed, Toy. I was hoping to use this key tonight, but you’ve been a bad boy! Don’t you want to make me happy and wear your sexy panties?”


  “Oh yes, Master. I’m so sorry. Please take my cage off and pleasure me,” Timothy said on his knees at her feet.


  “I’m not sure, Toy. What can you do to make it up to me?”


  “I’ll go home and put them on right now.”


  “And ruin our department’s reputation? No, that’s not going to happen,” she said. She pushed Timothy to his back with her boot. He stared at the floor and didn’t dare look into her eyes. The shame of disappointment washed over him.


  “What else could we do, Toy?”


  “Use the paddle,” he said, but it was barely even a whisper.


  “Louder!”


  “Use the paddle.”


  “And use your mouth too,” she added.“Bend over the desk.”


  Timothy dropped his pants to the ground and spread his legs.


  “This hurts me more than it hurts you, Toy. How could you not wear your sexy panties when they look so good on you?” she said and swatted his ass. The sound of the leather smacking against his cheek echoed off the walls. If anyone were on the other side of the door, they’d hear Bonnie spanking Timothy’s bad ass.


  Timothy clenched his teeth and grunted as Bonnie reddened his backside. Bonnie got ten swats in before she tired of punishing her slave. She ordered him to pull up his pants. She grabbed his head and guided it to her pussy. She rubbed her sex all over his mouth.


  “Don’t wash my smell off of you. Come over tonight to cook me lasagna and bring a bottle of red to go with it. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you cum later.”


  “Yes, Master.”


  Bonnie slipped the paddle into her bag and strutted out of the office. She had a class to teach.


   


  ♦


  



  A little humiliation was all part of the game, but Bonnie had developed true feelings for her submissive man. She listened to him prepare her meal and clean her kitchen as she relaxed on the couch. She couldn’t have thought of a better way to spend a Friday evening. Bonnie wished to take the relationship all the way to get her parents off her back, but she needed to double check with her Toy first. His emotions were equally as important as hers.


  Timothy walked into the room and got to his knees right before he stepped into Bonnie’s line of sight. She smiled down at her slave. He looked at the ground.


  “The meal is prepared, but it needs time to cool, Master.”


  “Thank you, Toy. Please, look up at me.”


  His bright eyes met hers. He appeared filled with love and life. She stroked his face and complimented his sexy panties and the smell of the food.


  “Toy, are you happy with this? With us?”


  “Very much so, Master.”


  Bonnie nodded. “Rub my feet as we talk, Toy.”


  “Of course, Master. Would you like lotion?”


  “Sure, that’d be a nice touch,” she said and relaxed into the couch.


  “Toy, you were a bad boy for not wearing your sexy panties, but overall I’m pleased with you and what we have.”


  “As am I, Master.”


  “Don’t interrupt me, Toy,” she said. He nodded and didn’t speak. Bonnie was nervous to put together the wrong words. “I’m thinking of taking this to the next level. I mean, us. Our relationship. I want to keep this going for a long time to come, but the choice is yours, Toy. What road would you like to take? Do you want to go further with this, or should I unlock your cage and let you go home now to jack off freely?”


  Timothy sank into himself and looked down to the floor. He didn’t know what to do. He missed the freedom of controlling his orgasms, but he could no longer imagine his life without his Master. He was her Toy and nothing more. He understood that better with each passing day.


  “I’m more afraid to lose you than anything, Master. Please keep pleasing me.”


  “Excellent choice, Toy,” Bonnie said and pulled the key off from around her neck. She traced it down her tight leather top. Timothy eyed her like a thirsty animal. “Take off your clothes. You know where to put them.”


  Timothy was quick to strip down to nothing. He folded his clothes and placed them in the usual spot. He got to his knees under Bonnie. His dick swelled in the cage.


  “Catch,” Bonnie said and threw the key across the room. Timothy lunged into the air for it, but he missed. He ran over to the key and scrambled to get the cage off his dick.


  The metal device dropped to the floor, and he started beating his dick. He couldn’t stop himself as he raced toward an orgasm.


  “Don’t you dare cum,” she said and stood over him. “Let me,” she said. She bent over his body and started stroking his dick. “Put you head into my ass,” she commanded.


  He moved his body to bury his head in her ass. He inched closer to an orgasm at her touch and smell. He was so close to her pussy but so far away. She ordered him to lick the area between her asshole and pussy.


  “Put your hand out,” Bonnie said. “Cum into your hand, now, or I’m putting the cage on.”


  Bonnie hadn’t seen a man cum so fast. He released several shots into his palm. Bonnie gently tapped the pile and licked her finger. “Mmm, so salty and delicious. Don’t you want to drink up, Toy?”


  “But, Master—”


  “Toy, do as I say. Or should I never put this back on you?” she asked and held the chastity device in the air.


  “Oh, please Master. I need it,” he said.


  “You know what to do,” she said and left to go clean herself off in the bathroom.
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  “Are you wearing your sexy panties, Toy?” Bonnie asked as Timothy knelt beneath her. He had just kissed her hand and entered her apartment. Some time had gone by since their last visit.


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Show me, Timothy,” she said.


  The man blushed and grunted, but he undid his pants to reveal a new pair of lacy orange panties.


  “Oh my, they’re outstandingly gorgeous, Toy. You’ve become such a loving sissy. How’d I ever get so lucky?”


  “I’m the lucky one, Master,” he said. His dick jumped.


  “Oh my, my sissy loves wearing sexy panties. Look at his little boy jump down there. So adorable,” she said.


  Bonnie slapped his ass with the paddle. She carried it everywhere she went when Timothy was in the house. He loved a good spanking. He needed those reminders of who was in charge from time to time. Men enjoyed a good power struggle.


  “Tell me how much you love wearing those panties, Toy.”


  “I love wearing my sexy panties so much, Master.”


  “Prepare me the meal now, slave. Did you bring the wine?”


  “Yes, Master.”


  “Pour me a glass and bring it right away. You don’t get any until the food is ready,” she said.


  “Of course, Master,” he said and scurried off to the kitchen. He returned quickly with the glass.


  “Thank you, Toy. Let me know when you finish, and I’ll make your plate. All your hard work is starting to pay off. Can’t you see it when you look in the mirror, Toy?”


  “Yes, Master. My body transformation is most pleasing. You know what’s best for me, Master. I deserve to be locked up and under your guidance.”


  “Enough, Toy. Get to work,” she said and waved him away. He nodded and crawled back to the kitchen. Bonnie relaxed as usual while he cooked for her. She couldn’t have been happier with how her weekends had been going. She was prepared to take the next step, but she had one more task in mind first.


  



  ♦


  



  The couple ate dinner, and Bonnie amused herself by making Timothy do a few jumping jacks. He was naked of course, and his cage looked hilarious flopping around on his body. Bonnie didn’t miss the opportunity to throw out a few harsh words to redden his face.


  “You can stop now,” she said. “Put on some sensual music. You know what I like.”


  “Of course, Master. Would you like it on the surround sound?”


  “Yes, Toy. Hurry up before I lose my mood,” she said. Timothy opened his phone and played one of the playlists she had sent him before he arrived. He crawled back to her and waited at her feet.


  “Speedy, but it’s a little loud. How about you turn down the volume on your way to the closet?”


  “Yes, Master. What do I need from the closest?”


  “Stuff to do my nails after you give me a foot massage. Those boots killed me at work last week.”


  Timothy scurried off to adjust the volume and grab the box of supplies. He knelt before Bonnie. “Which foot would you like first, Master?”


  “The right one,” she said and held it up to his face. She tapped her toes on his forehead. He massaged both of her feet as she read the news on her phone. Erotic beats played in the background. Bonnie felt a warmth in her center as Timothy submitted entirely to her every desire.


  “I want you to paint them that blue color,” she said and pointed to the only shade of blue visible on the surface of the pile.


  “Would you like me to start with the right foot again, Master?”


  “Yes, Toy. Don’t get the polish on my skin.”


  “I wouldn’t dare, Master.”


  Timothy worked diligently and completed the task quickly and without error, but he needed to know there was always more to do to make his woman content. It was vital to keep him working for her complete satisfaction. “Thank you for keeping my skin clear of polish, Toy,” she said. Timothy brightened at the compliment. The perfect moment to cut him down.


  “But the brush strokes are a little sloppy.” His face deflated. “Shouldn’t you practice on your nails next?”


  “Would you like me to paint my nails, Master?” he asked in a shaken voice. His masculinity slipped away by the moment.


  “That’d be most pleasing, Toy. Doesn’t it seem like a good idea to practice?”


  “Of course, Master,” he said and looked down at his toes.


  “Get painting,” she said and perched her feet up to dry. Timothy painted his nails and was careful to make even brush strokes. The music played in the background, and they didn’t speak. Bonnie wanted Timothy to digest his reality. Nearly thirty minutes later, Bonnie stopped reading the news and addressed Timothy.


  “There is something in the kitchen drawer for you. Go get it, Toy.”


  “Yes, Master,” he said and went to the kitchen.


  Timothy came back, standing, with a shocked look on his face holding a gold ring.


  “Aren’t you supposed to be on your knees, Toy?”


  “Of course, Master,” he said and dropped down to the floor.


  “Toy, that ring is for you. I see it fitting that you wear the engagement band since you’re my sissy boy. Don’t you, Toy?”


  “Yes, of course, Master,” he uttered. Shock peppered his voice.


  “Toy, will you marry me? It’d make me so delighted, and it’d make us rich one day once my parents finally decide to die. Marriage is the only true condition. I can fake some medical papers for not having a child. What do you say, Toy?”


  “Will I always be your slave, Master?”


  “Of course, Toy. I need to know you won’t run away from me before I get their riches, but you can travel the world when they die. With a plastic cage on of course, but you’d be free to spend as you pleased.”


  “Life isn’t all about money, Master.”


  “You’re right, but you could be this satisfied forever, Toy. Don’t I treat you well?”


  “Better than I’ve ever been treated before, Master.”


  “Then, put the ring on if you wish to marry me, Toy. The decision is yours,” she said.


  Timothy looked at the ring and his locked-up dick. His eyes darted between the two, and at the end, he stared at the ring a long while. He slipped the ring over his finger and said, “I accept your offer, Master.”


  “You’re a wise man, Toy. Kiss my feet as a celebration,” she said and cheered with laughter as he pecked all over her feet.
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  “You ready to go all the way, Toy?” Bonnie asked. She wore stilettos and a short leather skirt. She had forgotten to put on panties.


  Timothy stood in the middle of the room wearing nothing more than his sexy panties. The cage was visible through the thin, lacy layer. Bonnie circled him and slapped the leather paddle on her palm.


  “Anything you want I’m ready for, Master,” he said. That was the answer she wanted to hear. She had a couple plugs laying on the bed and a towel ready to go too. She had a strap-on nearby, but Timothy had to put that on her later.


  “Get onto the bed, Toy.”


  He obliged.


  Bonnie lubed up the end of the plug and knelt behind him. “Open up your ass,” she said. Timothy moved his arms and dropped his head down to the pillow. He spread his cheeks to reveal his tight, virgin hole. Timothy needed to know what a dick up his ass felt like to complete his training.


  Bonnie pressed the tip of the plug to Timothy’s dot of an opening. “Don’t you want to open up for Master, Toy?”


  “Yes,” he grunted.


  “Breathe deeply, Toy. I’m pushing in the toy,” she said.


  Timothy started taking deep breaths. On his first exhale a bit of the toy entered his ass. He’d never had anything more than a finger up there before, and it felt so strange as it stretched his hole. His ass pushed back, but Bonnie kept the plug from falling out.


  “Relax, Toy,” Bonnie said. He exhaled, and she pushed the toy deeper into his ass. “This is only the small size. Don’t you love it?” Bonnie asked in an infectious voice. It would have been a crime to tell her no.


  “I love it, Master,” he said.


  “Relax your ass,” she said. “Be a good boy, and I’ll let you out your cage.”


  “Yes, Master,” he said and took several deep breaths. She worked the rest of the smallest plug into his ass. She held it in place until Timothy relaxed. Then she fucked his ass a bit with the toy. He grunted as she slid the peg in and out his ass. Pleasure replaced the initial pain, and his cock began growing in its cage. He couldn’t believe the sight.


  A moment later, Bonnie noticed and howled. “My little sissy loves getting fucked in the ass. What kind of man are you, Toy?”


  “Your sissy, Master.”


  “Don’t you love getting fucked in the ass?”


  Timothy grunted and didn’t answer her and pushed the small plug out his ass. Bonnie lubed and plunged the bigger size into his taint. Timothy cried out and clenched the sheets.


  “Now, don’t you love getting fucked in the ass, slave?”


  “Yes, Master. I love getting fucked in the ass.”


  “You’re such a good little sissy, Toy,” she said. She filled his hole with the biggest plug she had and worked it around in his loose ass. She played with his opening for several minutes before she bored and wanted to move on to her next phase.


  “Could you help me, Toy?” Bonnie asked and climbed off the bed.


  “What do you need, Master?” he asked.


  “I need you to put this dildo on me,” she said. “Do you see it, Toy? The one over there that is bigger than your small pecker.”


  “Yes, Master. I see it.”


  “Come put it on over my panties, Toy.”


  Timothy crawled across the floor. His erection pounded in its metal frame. He eyed the large dick on the strap-on and wondered how it’d fit inside him, but there was no other option but to find out. He moved back to Bonnie with the dildo in his hand. He fastened the straps around her thighs and back. He was naked and helpless against that big dong.


  “Put some lube on it, Toy,” she said. “You don’t want to hurt yourself.”


  “Of course, Master,” he said and got some lube to put onto the dick. He stroked the cock and felt the last bit of his masculinity chip away, but it was a more freeing feeling than he thought it would have been.


  “Bend over the bed, my Toy,” she said.


  He did as she said and spread his legs at the edge of the bed.


  “Spread your cheeks apart,” she commanded.


  He reached behind and held his cheeks apart. Bonnie reached around him and moved the towel into place. She added a bit more lube to the end of the dick and rubbed it up and down Timothy’s ass.


  “Breathe deeply, Toy. And here, you can touch yourself while I fuck you,” she said and threw Timothy the key to his cage.


  He managed to get the metal device off, and it dropped to the towel under him. He took large breaths in and out as Bonnie worked the dick deeper into his ass. The erection Timothy had surprised him, but he wanted nothing more than to cum.


  “Master, have I been good enough to cum?” he asked through grunts as Bonnie slid in and out of his loose ass.


  “Not until I cum, Toy!”


  “Yes, Master,” he said and stopped stroking his dick. The cum boiled at the surface. He was on the verge of exploding.


  Bonnie fucked his cunt, and the strap rubbed up against her clit. She closed her eyes and positioned Timothy to pleasure her clit. Bonnie was getting close as she pumped in and out of her Toy.


  “Toy, I’m getting close,” she said and thrust harder in and out of him. She held his ass down and moved the strap-on up and down her clit. A few moments later, she froze as an orgasm exploded from within her.


  “Cum Toy!”


  “Yes, Master,” he said and started touching his dick. Two small strokes later, he shot a huge load onto the towel. The dick remained deep inside of him. His body shuddered with Bonnie’s as they came together.


  Bonnie collapsed onto his back and rolled over onto the bed.


  “Take my strap off, Toy,” she said.


  “Yes, Master,” he said and unbuckled the device.


  “Go clean up, and I’m going to leave you without your cage tonight for being such a good boy,” she said.


  “You mean it, Master?”


  “I do. Now, go get cleaned up. Enjoy your night, but save energy for when I want to use your face later, Toy.”


  “Of course, Master. Thank you, Master,” he said and kissed her feet. He darted out of the room to enjoy his night of unlimited orgasms. There wasn’t one to waste. Bonnie rolled her eyes to herself and curled up in the bed. She wanted a nap before she used Timothy’s face again.


  She closed her eyes and drifted off to a peaceful slumber.
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  Six Months Later…


   


  “You’re moving so fast, Bonnie,” Cherie said and held a glass of bubbles in the air. She started early as the workers finished the set-up for the wedding.


  “What? Now you don’t want me to get married?”


  “Oh, please do, Bonnie. You’ve been the embarrassment among our friends.”


  “Cherie,” Bob said and stepped in front of his wife. “Don’t listen to your mother, angel. Are you sure you don’t want me to walk you down the aisle? I’ve dreamed of it since you were a little girl.”


  The look on her dad’s face almost broke Bonnie’s heart, but she quickly healed from the moment of discomfort. “I will be fine, dad. I’m a little too old for all the rituals and stuff.”


  “Fine, I understand,” he said. Bob looked a bit disappointed, but Bonnie knew he’d get over it.


  “Go sit down, y’all. We’re about to start,” she said and ushered them to their seats. Not many people filled the chairs of the rented out community center, but they were all the familiar faces. The people Bonnie and Timothy wanted to see.


  Bonnie and Timothy stood at the altar and skipped the traditions. She would have had him crawl toward her, but her mother would have died in her chair. She preferred to avoid a trip to the hospital. Bonnie wore a red-and-black dress with leather straps. Her heels matched the outfit.


  Timothy dressed in a ravishing black suit. Bonnie had the suit custom fitted to hug his dick and show the bars of the cage. His key dangled around her neck and glistened in the light. The officiator read the vows, and Timothy looked down to the ground. That was, until the man said, “you may now kiss the husband.”


  Timothy looked up at his woman and smiled. The crowd whispered and questioned his words. A little hint into their actual reality.


  Bonnie grabbed Timothy and kissed him hard.


  “I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you, Toy. I love you.”


  “I love you too, Master.”


  “Let’s go have some fun,” Bonnie whispered. They turned to the crowd and threw their hands up into the air. Their friends and family cheers.


  Bonnie pulled Timothy away, and they ran out the double door of the community center to their beautiful life together.
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  Katie Davis spun on the dance floor with her girlfriends by her side. Her cocktail splashed over the rim and covered her wrist. She giggled and sucked the sweet liquid off her skin. The neon-colored lights glistened off the many disco balls. The go-go boys danced and shook their asses on the stage. Katie adjusted her sash and slipped some dollar bills into the seam of the men’s underwear.


  She was having the time of her life. “I can’t believe I’m getting married,” Katie screamed into the air. Her friends pawed at her and congratulated her. A lifetime commitment waited for her a few days down the road, but Katie was too drunk to care either way.


  “Get over here,” Katie said and pulled down one of the go-go boys. A manager began to run over, but one of Katie’s friend slipped him a hundred dollar bill. He turned away. She placed another hundred into the dancer’s underwear.


  “Can we get a private show?” the lady asked the man.


  The stripper eyed the group and shrugged his shoulders, “follow me,” he said and started to head to the back hallway. He led them down a small corridor to a private room. There were two identical doors next to the one they entered. The dancer turned on some sensual, upbeat music and started to move his hips.


  The ladies hollered, spasmed, and pushed Katie into the chair. The man began grinding on Katie’s body. His sweat dripped down from his face and covered the bride-to-be. The muscular man rolled his body, and his fat ass bounced on Katie.


  The room spun around her, but she kept feeding the man dollar bills until her friends dragged her out of the club a couple hours later.


  “To the next one!” Katie yelled into the chilly night air.


  “Margaritas at my place!” one of the ladies said and winked at the friend carrying Katie.


  “Woo!” Katie punched her fist into the air and stumbled to the car. “Let’s go!”


  



  ♦


  



  Mason Stone sat at a circular high-top table. His boys sat around him, and they shared a bottled of scotch with a bucket of king cubes. A couple of his friends preferred lighter drinks, but the group outnumbered them and choked them with masculinity.


  Mason felt a bit constricted as well when he was with all the guys. Mason twirled his fingers in the glass as a few of the guys dominated the conversation about the current football season. Mason had a team, but he was more concerned with his upcoming nuptials.


  “You okay, bro?” one of the guys asked Mason and cut into the conversation. He patted Mason’s back and looked into the man’s eyes.


  Mason nodded and said, “yeah, I’m good. I can’t believe how quickly the big day came. It seems like yesterday I proposed to Katie, and now we’re supposed to walk down the aisle?” Mason’s voice rose as panic coursed through his veins. His friends started throwing out words of encouragement, but the words simply overwhelmed the man. He slammed his drink and let the scotch burn his throat.


  “Wow, now we’re talkin’!” one of the guys said. He screamed into the air and slammed a shot. He hollered again and ran over to Mason. He shook Mason’s shoulders. “I’m married and still here! You’ll be fine, Mason. Let’s drink!” the guy slammed two more shots and poured one for Mason and the other guys.


  The man who had taken the shots held his glass into the air, “We’ve been Mason’s bros since those good ol’ days back at college, and we got his back no matter what happens with Katie. Bros before hoes!”


  “Bros before hoes. Bros before hoes. Bros before hoes,” the guys chanted after throwing back a shot. Mason shrunk in embarrassment. “Come on, Mason! You were the biggest dawg out of all of us! What’s going on with you?”


  Some of the women in the bar sent the men ugly glares, but the alcohol burned away their every concern.


  “Some people grow up,” Mason muttered.


  “Come on! You’re going to be like this during your bachelor party?”


  “Seems more like your bachelor party,” Mason said to his friend.


  “I’m just trying to keep the party alive,” he whispered to Mason.


  “You wanna have a fucking party? Then let’s have a party! What are we doing sitting at this boring bar? Let’s hit the club!” Mason hollered. They had a driver that night. Mason shouldered his friend and headed out to the car with the bottle of scotch in hand. If they wanted old Mason, he’d give them old Mason.


  And that was just what he did. Those strippers didn’t know what was coming when Mason walked in the door that night, but they left with large tips and grins from ear to ear when he and his boys got done with them.


  



  ♦


  



  Katie Davis and Mason Stone were heading south on the freeway to Katie’s hometown. They planned the wedding there because most of her family lived in the city. Mason’s family stayed all over the country. They figured it’d be the most cost-effective option to have the wedding at Katie’s place, but that was the least of their problems at that moment. Katie and Mason had fallen into one of their classic fights less than an hour before arriving at their destination.


  “I don’t know what’s wrong with you Mason, but we have to be able to talk about the hard topics,” Katie said.


  “I told you I don’t know if I want kids!”


  “That’s not what you said on our first date,” she said.


  “I was telling you what you wanted to hear. Who talks about having kids on their first date anyway? And who remembers it at that?” Mason asked and slammed his fist into the car door. Katie jumped in her seat and swerved a bit.


  “Please, don’t yell at me like that. You’re going to kill us.”


  “It’ll be your fault if we die for bringing that up,” Mason said.


  “What do you expect, Mason? My mother expects grandkids, and I want children too. You’ve known that since day one. I need to know that you’re going to give me what I want before we do this.”


  “Fine, we can have kids,” Mason said in an apathetic voice.


  “Do you mean it?”


  “Yes!” Mason screamed. His face burned bright red. The skin on his face shook through his words.


  Katie came upon an exit and pulled off the highway. She parked the car and hollered, “get the fuck out!” and started to push at Mason. “You’re lying to me, Mason! Get out! Get out!” Katie had lost control of herself. She matched the anger and violence that Mason had given her.


  Mason got out of the vehicle and slammed the door behind him. The car shook, and it rose Katie’s anger to a new high. She opened her door to follow Mason as he stormed off to the grassy area.


  “Why did you even propose to me?!” Katie yelled. “Why, Mason?” Her voice died in the wind, and Mason didn’t say anything.


  Katie picked up a handful of rocks and threw them in his direction.


  “What the hell is your problem, Katie? I love you, but why do you have to put so much pressure on me? I’ll never be a good dad! I don’t want to be a dad! Let me keep my plant babies. They’re all I need,” Mason said and broke down into tears. He cried and cried. He heaved, and Katie stared at him.


  “Don’t you care what I need? Or my mother?”


  Mason looked up to Katie. He didn’t say anything. He looked pathetic to Katie. What kind of man couldn’t put sperm into his woman when she wanted it?


  “Let’s go, Mason. My mother is expecting us soon,” Katie said. She walked back to the car without another word.


  Mason followed a few minutes later and snuck into the car. He glanced at Katie but didn’t speak. She pulled away and sped the rest of the way to her parent’s house.


  [image: ]



  



  



  Mason awoke before Katie. She snored lightly at his side, and the colors outside were a mixture of gold and early-morning blue. Mason pulled the blanket and crawled out the bed, careful not to make a sound. He put on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, grabbed his phone, and snuck out the door. Mason headed to the staircase and hoped that nobody was up and about in the house.


  Mason looked over his shoulder to the door and swore he heard a noise coming from that direction. His hands tingled as he waited for Katie to emerge from the bedroom, but she never did. Mason exhaled and crept down the stairs.


  He reached the bottom, but noises from the kitchen presented another obstacle. The main floor smelled of scrambled sausage and toasted bread. Mason went around the living room and tried to head downstairs through to the basement door, but Leah’s voice called out, “who’s there? Come to the kitchen,” she said.


  Mason cursed inside his head and thought of running straight outside or back up the steps. He didn’t know what would be worse.


  “Hello?” Leah, Katie’s mother, asked with a hint of worry in her voice. She started to walk in Mason’s direction.


  “It’s me,” Mason said. He closed the basement door and turned to go to the kitchen. Leah met him halfway.


  “Oh my, you gave me a little fright coming down so quietly like that.”


  “Sorry, I was just going to go out for a walk.”


  “Oh, well have some orange juice first. I’m making breakfast for everyone.”


  “I’m okay. I should go to get back before you finish,” he said.


  Leah placed her hands on her hips and pouted like she hadn’t approved of his answer. “I insist,” she said and pulled him toward the kitchen. Mason didn’t fight her. He could chug a glass of orange juice.


  “Here,” she said and handed him the drink. “So, are you excited for the big day?”


  “Yeah,” Mason said with a small grunt. He tried to remember who he was talking to, but his emotions were all over the place.


  “I was worried before my wedding too, but it was the best thing that ever happened to me,” Leah said with a smile.


  “I don’t want to talk about this right now,” Mason said and slammed the juice. He placed the glass on the counter. “Thanks for that. I’m going to on my walk.”


  Leah looked disappointed, but she nodded and kept quiet. Mason grabbed his phone from the counter and headed to the door to the backyard.


  “Come back in time for breakfast,” Leah said before Mason closed the door and disappeared to the woods.


  



  ♦


  



  Mason pounded his feet onto the dirt path as he stormed through the woods. He overlooked the breathtaking fall colors because of the anger, fear, and overall anxiety he felt from the wedding. The commitment. The uncertainty. Mason squeezed his fists together in his pockets and had no idea where to go. He had only been to the house a couple times, and he hadn’t paid attention to where he entered the forest. He was as good as lost.


  The anger subsided as the realization of his general misdirection took over. Mason breathed deeply several times and continued forward. He hadn’t taken many turns, and his phone still had a signal. He thought about his potential options for Katie, but he knew the moment he saw Leah’s face that morning that he couldn’t marry Katie.


  Mason didn’t want children. He had never wanted children, but he told Katie what she wanted to hear at every turn. Those little white lies had dug him a grave, and Mason was standing in it.


  Mason stopped walking and closed his eyes. He let the sounds of chirping birds and squirrels moving through the fallen leaves enter his ears. The breeze brushed over his face. He smelled the moisture in the crisp fall air. Mason thought and thought of what to do. He hated to break Katie’s heart, but not giving her children would hurt worse in the long run. He needed to escape. Mason opened his eyes.


  He continued down the path and started browsing the internet on his phone. He searched flight prices back home. Mason also looked for apartments near his job. There were a few options that wouldn’t require him buying a new car since he and Katie carpooled. Mason continued down the path, looked at the prices, and contemplated leaving Katie before he’d never be able to provide her with what she needed. Becoming a father was Mason’s biggest fear, and he didn’t want to face it at any point in his life. Raising a child was the ultimate responsibility.


  Mason came to a fork in the road and went to the right. A few paces around the bend it opened up to a massive lake with empty wooden docks. Mason breathed a sigh of relief and went to sit under a tree on the dock nearest him. He unlocked his phone and went back to his search. He had made a decision. Mason pulled out his credit card and begun entering the information. Mason clicked the buy button and exhaled. A weight jumped into the water from his chest.


  “Mason?” a familiar voice asked.


  He jumped in his place and nearly fell into the lake.


  “Katie? What are you doing here?”


  “My mom made breakfast, and she was worried about you. She said you were in a fit this morning and that you didn’t come back for breakfast, which sent her over the edge. What’s going on with you, Mason?” Katie asked. She was rambling a bit.


  Mason stood and stepped closer to his wife. He owed it to her to be a man when he said what he needed to say. Katie’s face turned from normal to concerned when she read Mason’s emotions.


  “What’s going on?” she asked.


  “I can’t marry you,” he said.


  His words punched Katie in the stomach like they were a heavy hammer.


  “What are you talking about, Mason?” Katie asked. She was fighting the tears that were forming in her eyes. “We’ve been together for so long.”


  “I don’t want kids, Katie. I lied to you to make you happy, and I’m sorry that I did that, but I can never be a father. I already bought a plane ticket home for tonight. I’ll grab my bag and go to the airport. You never have to see me again,” Mason said. The words came out smoother than silk. Katie couldn’t believe her ears.


  “Why are you doing this?”


  “It’s better for both of us in the long run, Katie. I’m sorry I led you on like this. I should get going,” Mason said and started to walk past Katie, but she stopped him.


  “No! You stay here for a couple hours. Your bag will be on the porch when I pack it,” Katie said and burst into tears before running away into the distance.


  Mason watched Katie run, and he thought to chase after her, but it was time to let go. He had held on for too long.
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  Katie burst into the kitchen with makeup running down her face; snot smeared across her nose. Leah dropped everything and ran over to her daughter. Katie heaved and fell into her mother’s arms.


  “What’s going on, Katie?” Leah asked her daughter.


  “He bought a ticket home,” Katie said and cried harder.


  “What?!” her father hollered from the table, “I’ll go teach that boy a lesson.”


  “Sit down,” Leah said. “We’ll fix this.” Leah focused her eyes on her husband. Katie watched her parents speak a silent language. Her father seemed to understand and nodded.


  “Follow me, sweetie. I want to show you something. I think I know how we can save this problem of yours.”


  “How?”


  “I have to show you. I can’t tell you,” she said and helped Katie to her feet. Leah held her daughter’s hand and led her out the room. Katie heard her father snap the newspaper before they rounded the corner and headed down to the basement.


  “What’s going on, mom? I need to pack Mason’s suitcase,” she said.


  “Mason’s not going anywhere,” Leah said and directed her daughter to the basement couch. “Sit here. I’ll be right back,” she said and headed around the corner to the storage room. Katie had a weird feeling. Her mother never acted so calmly in stressful situations.


  Leah came back with a black bag and a grin on her face.


  “You’re scaring me,” Katie said.


  “Calm down. Let me tell you a story,” Leah said.


  “I don’t have time to hear a story, mom. My marriage is falling apart!”


  Leah cleared her throat and narrowed her eyes at her daughter. Leah pinched the bag and held it tightly shut. She sat on an ottoman in front of her daughter. Katie sighed and crossed her arms over her chest.


  “Your father acted a lot like Mason the week before our wedding. He had all these doubts,” Leah said and looked up at the ceiling. She laughed to herself remembering that time.


  “Mom!”


  “So, your father had all these concerns about the future. We had been together for a couple years, and we hadn’t exactly had sex. We didn’t not have sex either, but you know how the ‘no penetration’ rule goes. We tried not to raise you with all of that sexual guilt.”


  “Gross, I’m leaving,” Katie said and started to get up.


  “Let me finish,” Leah said and placed a hand on her daughter’s thigh. “But your father blindsided me that week. Everything had been great. I didn’t know what was happening, but he was pissing me off. I’ll tell you that much.”


  Katie giggled.


  Leah continued, “so one night a couple days before the wedding your father came to me to cancel the engagement. He had taken me to that super secluded park on the other side of town to do it too. Katie, I snapped. I became a different person that day, and your father did too. The secret of what happened lies in this bag. Everything in here is new and unused—”


  “What the hell is in there?” Katie asked.


  “I noticed something in Mason this morning. He needs something more from you, and your father needed the same thing. Men are weaker than people make them out to be. Women run this world. You can take what you worked to get or you can let a man control you. I think I raised a stronger daughter than that,” Leah said and shoved the bag into Katie’s lap.


  Katie started to open the bag, but Leah said, “Wait until I’m gone. Also, had I had the technology, I would have made a record of it. Your father and I are leaving now. We’ll be back late tonight to get you. You and Mason need some privacy to work through your problems, but I’m expecting a wedding tomorrow.”


  Leah disappeared up the stairs before Katie could even process everything her mother had said to ask a question.


  Katie felt the mystery items in her lap and had a hunch about what was inside. Her stomach dropped to the bits of her being. Katie opened the bag and saw an array of sexual items. There was a whip, a strap-on dildo, a butt plug, and a weird metal contraption the shape of a penis. Katie pulled out her phone and started looking up ways she could use all of the items with Mason, and the ideas quickly rushed spun in her head.


  Her panties even got a little wet. She looked both ways and hopped to her feet. She needed to find Mason. She ran up the stairs and heard her parents pull out the driveway.


  It was time to save her wedding.
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  Katie arranged the sex toys on a dresser, started some porn on the television and turned to leave her room. Katie hadn’t packed anything of Mason’s and had all of his stuff tucked away in her closet. He didn’t have an option but to marry Katie and put a baby inside her after all the years they had spent together. Katie set up a small camera behind the television to record their session when Katie took her husband and made him her bitch.


  Katie burned with desire. She flew out her room and hopped down the stairs two at a time. She grabbed her keys and ran out to the woods. Over an hour had passed since Mason told her he didn’t want to marry her anymore, and he hadn’t gone back to the house.


  Katie held the whip in her hands as her feet pounded onto the ground. Mason was about to obey her whether he liked it or not. Katie sprinted down the trail and pushed the branches out of her way. She arrived at the lake several minutes later, and Mason remained in the same spot. He lay on the dock with his eyes closed.


  Katie stood over his body, and her heavy breaths made him open his eyes.


  “Katie, we talked about this. I can’t be a dad,” he said.


  “I don’t care what you think. We’re getting married,” Katie said and brandished the whip.


  “What’s that for?”


  “You’re done telling me what’s going to happen, Mason. It’s my turn to tell you,” she said. “Get to your feet.”


  Mason looked at Katie with wide eyes and didn’t move. He focused his attention on the whip and wondered if she’d use it on him. Mason felt a weird mixture of fear and desire as he watched Katie’s crazed eyes.


  “Now!” she said. Her voice echoed in the trees.


  Mason stood. His eyes searched for somebody to come to help him, but they were alone deep in the woods. Nobody was allowed to build on the lake. Katie got behind Mason and found all the strength in her body. She whipped Mason’s ass.


  “Get moving,” she said.


  Mason nodded furiously and started walking toward the house. Katie followed behind Mason and whipped his ass every few steps. He didn’t protest, and Katie felt a new sense of empowerment with each lashing. She switched cheeks with each swat to even the sting. They reached the house. Katie opened the door and pushed Mason inside. He went to open his mouth, but Katie pressed the thong of the whip to his lips.


  “Don’t say anything. Upstairs to the bedroom.”


  “But—”


  “I said nothing!” Katie reiterated. She pressed the handle into Mason’s back to move him forward. Mason took the smallest steps to the bedroom. Katie fed off the nervous energy radiating from Mason’s body. He should have been afraid of leaving her like that. Who did he think he was? He wasn’t getting away that easily after all of the shit he put her through.


  They arrived at the door. Mason put his hand on the knob but didn’t twist it.


  “What will you do to me?” Mason asked. There were no emotions on his face.


  “I’m going to teach you a lesson and show you who’s in charge. I know you’ll make a good husband and an even better father after I’m done with you,” Katie said. She found the stretch and words from reading several femdom forms before heading off to the woods. The toys had added up to an obvious conclusion. “Open the door,” Katie said and whipped Mason’s ass once again.


  Mason twisted the knob and entered the room that’d change his life forever.


   


  ♦


  



  Mason sat at the end of the bed and stared at the dresser. He recognized the toys from various porn videos he had watched, but he didn’t want to know what Katie intended to do with them. At least half of him didn’t, but the other half was terribly curious about this new side that had emerged from Katie.


  “So, what are you going to do to me?”


  “Dominate you,” Katie said.


  “That’s what it looks like,” Mason said and nodded toward the toys.


  “Have you ever thought about it?” Katie asked and went over to play with the butt plug. There were three different sizes. She had the smallest in her hand.


  “I’ve watched it, but I’ve never really considered it. Never thought it’d be something you’d do,” Mason said.


  “You never talked about it,” Katie added and sat next to Mason. She twirled the plug. Mason stared at it with wide eyes and a natural smile.


  “We never talked about sex in general,” Mason said.


  “Maybe it’s time we should. We’ve invested five years into this relationship, and I’m not giving up on you. You’re not giving up on me,” Katie said and stood. She opened the drawer and revealed a bottle of lubricant. “Pull your pants down and get on your knees.”


  “We don’t have—”


  “Shh, an hour ago you were going to leave me. Now, you’re going to learn to behave. I’m in charge here,” Katie said. Her commanding voice rung in Mason’s ears, and he listened. He got naked and on all fours on the bed. Katie had an all-access view of Mason’s asshole for the first time in five years. It felt right that he be on all fours ready to get penetrated. He was a bitch for leaving her like that. What man didn’t want to spread his seed?


  “Deep breaths,” Katie said. “I read that it helps to take it on the exhale.”


  Mason nodded and began breathing deeply. He didn’t resist Katie’s instructions at all. He had become her slave. The dynamic had always been there, but societal pressures kept them from fulfilling their dreams. Katie stood at the end of the bed with the plug lubed and ready. Katie hadn’t been so sure about something in a long time. She smacked Mason’s ass with her hand and felt the dominance coursing through her.


  Katie followed Mason’s breath and rubbed the toy along his hole. She worked the first bit in as he exhaled. She felt the pressure of his hole in her hand. She couldn’t help but wonder what the strap felt like. Many people on the forum said every guy was different in how long it took before they could take a strap, but almost none could do it the first day. She wondered how long it’d take before Mason could handle a big dick.


  Mason exhaled, and Katie pushed the rest of the toy into his ass. He lurched forward from the pressure. He called out in a mixture of pleasure and pain. His ass muscles popped the toy right out, but his hole was a bit bigger than before. Katie pushed the plug right back into his ass, and his ass rejected it again. Katie worked with the little guy until Mason’s ass was relaxed enough to keep it in there.


  “Ready for the next size?” Katie asked and picked it off the dresser.


  “Fuck yeah. It feels so good,” Mason said in a grunt. He buried his face in a pillow, but his voice was inarguable. Katie looked toward the camera and smiled as she positioned the medium-sized plug on Mason’s hole. She spat onto his hole and pushed the first bit in when he exhaled. Katie worked his hole with the second plug until he was ready for the big boy. Katie grabbed the largest size from the dresser and admired Mason’s stretched hole as she lubed up the third one.


  Mason continued his deep breathing in preparation for the third plug. Katie pushed the first bit in and felt Mason’s ass really push back at her. She loved a good challenge. Mason breathed and continued to take the plug as Katie stretched his hole to the maximum. Mason hollered out and dug his fist into the sheet. His body contorted at Katie’s touch. She loved the sight of her future husband transforming into her secret sex slave. Katie managed to fill Mason’s ass entirely with the plug.


  Katie kept the plug deep in his ass and reached her hand into her panties. Her pussy was wetter than a waterfall from all the fun. She stripped out of her pants to let her shit breathe.


  She pulled the plug out of Mason’s ass and was shocked when cum exploded from his dick onto the sheet. Katie smacked his ass and felt a wave of excitement from the sight.


  “Wow,” she said.


  “I’ve never cum like that,” he agreed.


  Katie wanted to cum too, and it was her right. “Get on the floor,” she said to her sub.


  Mason crawled down to the floor, and Katie lay two pillows under his head. She crouched down and connected her gushing pussy to his lips. She wrapped her hands into his hair and gripped. She held his face in place and moved her clit up and down his mouth.


  She used his lips and tongue like a vibrator. He was her toy.


  “Fuck baby,” she said as an orgasm rushed to the surface. Cum covered Mason’s face, and Katie wasn’t a bit sorry about it.


  Katie stood and looked down at her man with a wicked smile, “I like you all submissive like this. I’ll go get a towel.”


    


  ♦


  



  Katie came back to the room with a warm towel and cleaned her cum from Mason’s face. She rubbed his mouth in her pussy one more time for fun, but the urge and desire had gone with her orgasm.


  “There’s one more thing I wanted to show you,” she said.


  Mason got to his knees and looked up at Katie, “what is it?”


  “Close your eyes.”


  Mason heard a stir as Katie looked through a drawer for something. He wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but he was excited to find out. Mason would do anything for Katie after she gave him the most mind-blowing orgasm he’d ever experienced. He waited on his knees like a dog in the park. Katie was his owner.


  “Okay, open your eyes,” she said.


  A glimmer shined in Mason’s eyes as he looked at the metal contraption. It was curved like his dick, but it reminded him of a jail cell.


  “What’s that?” Mason asked.


  “A chastity device,” Katie said and let the words linger.


  “A chastity device?”


  “Yeah, and you’re going to wear it.”


  “All the time?” Mason asked.


  Katie nodded and dangled a small key in the air, “and I’m going to hold the key. You’re mine, Mason. You aren’t going anywhere now.”


  Mason smiled and embraced Katie. He pulled her close and kissed her.


  “This is exactly what I needed and didn’t even know it. Thank you,” he said and got to his feet.


  Katie positioned the device over his dick and locked it in place. Mason tugged, but it didn’t move. His dick was stuck and not getting fully erect anytime soon. He smiled at his woman. Katie grabbed it and lifted his dick up a bit and put her finger on the hole.


  “You can pee from here,” she said.


  “I figured,” he said. “I can’t wait to see where this road takes us, master,” he said. Katie giggled and slapped his chest. They brushed their noses together and gave each other quick pecks.


  “Tomorrow, it’ll take us to the wedding. I’m not taking that off until after you become my husband,” Katie said and put the key into her bra. She had on a bra and panties. Mason wore his device and nothing else.


  “Not a problem.”
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  Later that night and the following day Mason’s family arrived for the wedding. It was set to happen in the afternoon, and everything had been going as planned. Mason adjusted to walking with the extra weight on his dick, but he enjoyed the sensation of knowing Katie held his key to freedom in her hand.


  He hadn’t seen her the entire morning because of tradition. Her parents had come back and taken her away the previous night. He had no option but to marry Katie, and Mason knew Katie would guide him through fatherhood as she had in the bedroom.


  Mason walked outside to the backyard. The workers were preparing the final details. There were several rows of chairs, tons of food and drink, an altar, and an endless amount of flowers. Mason didn’t have a doubt in his mind as he looked at the scene. He was ready to call Katie his wife and get back to the bedroom. After all, they had to consummate their vows, right?


  The hours passed as an anxious Mason waited for the night. Their families arrived and filled the chairs. Workers carried around lemonade and light snacks. The music began, and Mason waited at the altar. The bridesmaids started coming down the aisle with his friends. A part of him felt horrified if they were to find out what he had done the previous day or if they knew about the cage around his dick, but he pushed that thought away and smiled for a bright future with his newfound dominatrix.


  Katie came last, and she radiated beauty and confidence he’d never seen in her before. She looked surer of herself than everyone else in that backyard. His dick twitched in the device, but it had nowhere to go. Katie arrived at the altar and winked at Mason. They stared into each other as their officiator read. They shared their vows. The audience waited for the grand moment.


  “I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride,” the man said.


  If only they knew, Mason thought and kissed Katie with every bit of love he had in his body.


  “Now, let’s go play with your ass again,” Katie whispered into Mason’s ear.


  Katie turned and waved at the crowd. Then, she pulled Mason away and ran to their getaway car. They’d go back to the reception in a few hours when Mason was good and worn out, but there were other items on the list to deal with first.
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  “You didn’t have time to wash the dishes?” Jean asked through clenched teeth. Her husband, Joseph, relaxed on the couch with his feet perched on the coffee table. Jean worked all day to bring home the cheddar. Joseph was between jobs. He ignored Jean’s question and flipped through some channels. He paused on some program exploring the animals of an African plain.


  “Don’t you hear me talkin’ to you, boy?” Jean asked and placed her hand on her hip. She jerked her head, and her thick curls bounced from the movement. She stomped her stiletto into the hardwood. Joseph jumped in his seat.


  “I was looking for jobs all day, babe. I’ll do them in a minute,” he said.


  “How am I supposed to cook dinner if the dishes aren’t done? It wouldn’t kill you to learn a few recipes either since you haven’t been working the past couple months,” Jean said. She didn’t hide her frustration and huffed around the kitchen until Joseph got his ass up off the couch.


  He staggered into the kitchen and looked around with glazed eyes. “Doesn’t look so bad to me,” he said and shrugged his shoulder.


  Jean raised her finger at him and pointed in his face, but she walked around him before acting violently. “Wash the dishes so I can make us something to eat.”


  “All right. Consider it done,” he said and puckered his lips at his woman. She sighed and pecked him. She walked away to their bedroom. She needed to change out of her work outfit.


  Jean entered their room and kicked off her heels. She glanced at the wedding photo on the wall and wondered what happened to those days. The times when they were happy and didn’t have a care in the world. Five years went by quicker than she expected, but things took a rapid turn for the worse when Joseph lost his job and his position as the breadwinner in the house.


  Jean didn’t mind paying the bills, but Joseph’s conflict with his masculinity was killing her. She had faith he’d find some other startup or something for work soon. She wasn’t trippin’ off it.


  She rubbed her feet and stepped over to her dresser. Jean pulled on a pair of jeans and slipped on some flats. She had to meet up with sister after dinner. Otherwise, she would have put on a pair of yoga pants and called it a day. Her energy level had fallen considerably over the past few months.


  Jean meandered back into the kitchen and was shocked to find the dishes washed and drying. She waved Joseph away, and he took his seat back on the sofa. Jean prepared some sauteed chicken and baked vegetables. She didn’t have the energy for anything more complicated, and they didn’t have the money to order out anymore either. Jean watched her man on the couch and pictured her life without him.


  She shook away the thoughts. She loved Joseph, but something had to change.


  “Dinner’s ready,” she called to him from the kitchen.


  “Be right there,” he said. A full minute went by before he got off his ass, and Jean was already at the table frustrated.


  “I can’t believe how many animals are killed every year by hunters in Africa,” he said when he sat down at the table.


  Jean leaned back in her chair and eyed him. “That’s what you’re going to say after I slaved over the stove for you?”


  “I wouldn’t call it ‘slaving’,” he said with a slight smirk.


  Jean’s mouth fell open. Her shoulder jutted backward. “You know what, you’re right. I shouldn’t even bother cooking your food. I’m gonna eat in the kitchen, and then I got to meet up with Becky and David. Can you handle cleaning up the mess?”


  “Of course, Jean. You act like it’s rocket science.”


  Jean parted her lips to say something but decided against it. She placed her plate on the counter and scarfed down the food. She didn’t care if she was early to the cake tasting because she couldn’t be around Joseph another second. She grabbed her keys and headed out the door without saying goodbye.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean arrived before her sister, Becky, and her sister’s fiance, David. She waited at the table with a variety of cakes laid out before her. The baker sat across from her, but they didn’t speak. Jean’s mind ran through scenarios of a life without Joseph or different ways that she could get back at him and teach him a lesson. Giving up and walking away sounded the easiest, but she had already invested so many years. Joseph was a good guy too.


  The baker tapped his fingers on the table. Jean checked her watch. Becky wasn’t one to arrive late, and David was similar to Becky in that sense.


  “I’m sure they’ll be here any second,” Jean said.


  “It’s fine. I’m more anxious about things going on outside of the bakery,” he said.


  Jean could relate. She was about to explore the topic with him further, but a bell chimed behind her, and her sister entered the building. Jean stood to greet her. They kissed cheeks. The color of their skin contrasted like chocolate and milk. Jean greeted her future brother-and-law, David, while Becky chatted with the baker.


  “It’s good to see you, Jean,” David said. “I’m sorry my brother can’t be more of a help with all the preparations, but you’ve been extraordinary. I’m forever indebted to you.”


  “Oh, don’t feed her ego,” Becky chimed in and smiled at her sister.


  “Honestly, it’s nothing. You two had just met back then, but Becky did so much for my wedding. I owed it to her,” Jean said. “How is your brother, Byron?”


  “He’s good. He just broke up with his girlfriend, and he told me the wedding might be a bit hard to watch, but I think his split was for the best. She seemed to be after him for the wrong reasons.”


  “It’s hard to find a person with good intentions,” Jean agreed. “I was relieved when you finally put a ring on my sister.”


  The baker eyed the two, and Becky cleared her throat. “We really need to try these cakes so this man can get back to work.”


  If it hadn’t been Becky’s cake tasting, Jean would have said something nasty to her sister. “You’re right,” she said instead.


  They tasted the cakes. Jean tried to say as little as possible. She didn’t want Becky coming back to her and blaming her for a bad choice. Jean only cheered and encouraged whatever Becky liked. She knew how her sister worked.


  They may not have been blood sisters, but they spent a good portion of their childhood together and grew up side-by-side. They were the same year in school, and they always had each other’s back. Their bond was stronger than cement.


  Becky decided on a flavor, and the baker went back to work. He encouraged the group to stay behind and finish the samples. They chatted and ate for half an hour. Jean ensured David that his brother shouldn’t feel sorry for not participating more as the best man.


  “We have to get going,” Becky said.


  “Me too, but can I talk to you before you go?”


  “Of course,” Becky said. She turned to David. “Wait for me in the car. I’ll be out in just a second.”


  David nodded and went to hug Jean. “It was great to see you, Jean.”


  “You too,” Jean said and waited for him to walk out of earshot before she spoke.


  



  ♦


  



  “I can’t stop thinking about leaving Joseph. I don’t know what to do,” Jean said. Her sister nodded along as Jean spoke and relayed to her how lazy Joseph had been around the house.


  “I’m sorry that you’re going through that, Jean. You know, a year or so ago, David and I were having some problems too.”


  “What do you mean?” Jean asked. Becky hadn’t told her anything about issues she had been having.


  “He wasn’t acting right either. He was being lazy and pissing me off, and I had to change that. I’ve hinted at it, but I’ve never told anyone the secret.”


  “What’s the secret?” Jean asked and leaned forward. She was dying to know how to fix her situation with Joseph.


  Becky looked both ways before she spoke the word, “Femdom.”


  “What are you talking about, Becky?” Jean asked. She pulled at her thick hair. She was getting frustrated. “I’m really considering leaving him.”


  “Trust me, Jean,” Becky said and rested her hand on her sister’s. “Do you still have the Kindle app?”


  “Yes,” Jean said. “You know I use it all the time.”


  “I’ll send you the book that changed my life. It’s super short and compact, but it has all the answers. I don’t use all the tips, but I did enough to get David to do all the chores. Trust me; men will do anything for sex,” Becky said.


  “You’re right.”


  “I gotta go, but I’ll send you the book as soon as I get home tonight. Thank you for everything, Jean. Love you,” she said and kissed Jean on the cheek.


  Jean shared the love with her sister but craved the book. She left the bakery anxious and with a curious mind. She needed to know more about femdom and if it could do anything to help save her marriage. Jean was desperate and trusted her sister had decent advice. She tried to avoid diving into the rabbit hole of an internet search and went home to wait for her sister to send the book.


  She would start there, but until then, she avoided Joseph for fear of saying something she would regret forever.
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  It took Becky two reminders to send Jean the book, and Jean didn’t get it until the next day. But, at that moment, the book appeared on Jean’s cell phone. She clicked the cover and anxiously watched it download. Jean had read one article on femdom since the tasting, but she tried desperately to wait for the book.


  Jean opened the book and sped through the pages. Ideas spun in her head faster than a hamster on a wheel. She read through the suggested progression from lazy husband to submissive slave. Jean couldn’t believe she had been married for five years without hearing of femdom.


  Joseph was out playing basketball with the guys that night, but during the weekend things would start to change around the house. The book filled Jean with ideas on how to save her marriage and satisfy herself. She knew that Joseph was a perfect candidate for the transformation. He’d do anything to get inside her warm pussy.


  Jean got off the couch after an hour of power reading and walked over to her closet. She picked out her sexiest outfits for the weekend. She wanted to make Joseph pant around the house in anticipation for his reward. She selected a pair of shoes that were both sexy and comfortable. She planned on spending a lot of time strutting around and teasing her man.


  Jean slipped on a short pleated skirt, forgot the panties, and put on a shirt with no bra underneath. She went to the kitchen and cooked what she hoped would be one of her last meals.


  She finished the meal and lit the scented candle on the coffee table. She connected her phone to the wireless speaker and started some smooth jazz. Jean waited at the table with her legs splayed for Joseph to return.


  Joseph stepped into their place several minutes later, but his eyes darted to her uncovered pussy and exposed nipples.


  “Um, hey, dinner looks nice,” he said. He walked over to the table. He couldn’t take his eyes off her sex.


  “Keep your eyes where they belong and sit down,” she said in a commanding tone.


  “Of course,” he said and scurried to his seat.


  “How was basketball?”


  “Good. We won,” he said. His eyes glanced down to Jean’s lap several times over dinner. Jean crossed her legs and felt satisfied. Joseph wasn’t thinking about anything other than her love cave. He was right where she needed him.


  



  ♦


  



  A couple days passed since the night Joseph played basketball, and Jean hadn’t missed a chance to tease him. He hadn’t seen so much of her pussy without being able to touch it in his life. Jean drove him up a wall, but he clung to her every word. He wanted to please her in any way he could, but Jean hadn’t made any demands yet.


  That was, until that Saturday morning. She delayed the alteration project until the weekend to get a steady start in Joseph’s transformation from a lazy husband to a perfect housemaid. She wasn’t sure what he’d become at the end of it all, but she wanted to find out.


  They sat across from each other at the breakfast table. Joseph helped in the kitchen. He prepared the toast and eggs. Jean cooked the pancakes and bacon. He’d soon learn how to do the rest if Jean had anything to say about it. Their house smelled delicious from the combination of foods.


  “I’ve wanted to talk to you,” Jean said.


  “It seems like something has been on your mind. Are you leaving me?”


  “No, it’s not that.”


  “What is it then?” Joseph asked. He took a bite of toast smeared with jam and no butter.


  “Listen to me when I speak to you,” Jean said.


  “I am listening,” he countered as crumbs fell from his mouth.


  Jean held back any hostility. She knew if she followed the steps from the book that she’d be able to change her man and make him far more respectful. She needed time and a change of attitude. She had to be gentle first and slowly work in her new-found dominance.


  “Right. Joseph, you know I love you, right?”


  “I think so,” he said.


  “Do you love me?”


  “Of course I do,” he said. He swallowed and didn’t take another bite. “I just feel like I’ve been such a disappointment since I lost the job. I can’t provide for us like I used to.”


  “I know you’ll find another job, Joseph. I’m not worried about that, but we need to work on your attitude. I’m tired when I get home from work, and I need your help around the house.”


  “I try my best.”


  “No, you don’t,” she said quicker than a race car. They held eye contact through several beats of silence. Jean took a deep breath before she continued. “What if I were to offer you a reward? I’ve thought of a few chores today, and if you do them well enough, we can have sex at the end.”


  Joseph’s eyes widened at Jean’s forwardness. It had been a while since the last time they had sex. Joseph was dying to feel inside his wife. “What chores did you have in mind?”


  “Wash the dishes, clean all the glass around the house, vacuum, and give me a foot massage.”


  “A foot massage?”


  “It’s all or nothing,” Jean said and looked at her nails. She grabbed a piece of bacon off her plate and let the crunch fill the silence.


  “All right, I’ll do it,” he said.


  “I knew you would make the right choice,” Jean said. She cut into her pancakes and shined with delight as she enjoyed the rest of her breakfast.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean sat on the sofa, and Joseph knelt beneath her. She avoided his eyes, and he wasn’t allowed to stop rubbing until she gave the word. Jean enjoyed the dominance over Joseph as much as the way he touched her with his lotioned hands. She made him watch a video before he began, and he had been doing a fantastic job massaging her feet.


  “Do you enjoy making me happy?” Jean asked and looked down at her husband.


  “Yes,” he said without looking up from her feet. Something changed, and his pressure wasn’t as even as before.


  “What’s wrong? Are you ashamed to be rubbing my feet? Should I be ashamed and not take your dick later?”


  Joseph perked up and got his old rhythm back, “it’s not that. You’re right. I should earn my chance to be inside of you. It’s a treat every time.”


  “That’s correct,” she said and leaned back into the sofa. Joseph worked her feet some more and accepted his fate. He needed to cum inside his woman. He pressed his thumb into the sole of her foot. He massaged until she said it was enough.


  “I’m going to take a bath while you finish the rest of the chores. I might even have time for a nap. Wake me up when you’re finished if I’m sleeping,” she said.


  “Of course, Jean. Whatever you say,” he said.


  “You’re such a good little boy.”


  Jean strutted away on the tips of her toes. Her fat ass sat high in the air. Joseph could taste it. He shook off the shame of rubbing his wives feet and went to the kitchen. Joseph loaded a sponge with soap and scrubbed the dirty plates from breakfast.


  Halfway through the stack, Jean stepped back into the room wearing one of her white silk robes. It shined exquisitely against her dark skin. She untied the robe and exposed her naked body to her husband.


  “Sweetie, where’d you put the lotion? I need it for after my bath.”


  Joseph took a moment to speak. He couldn’t take his eyes off the Goddess before him. She raised an eyebrow in his direction and snapped him back his attention.


  “It’s over there on the table,” he said.


  “Oh, silly me. I should have known that.” Jean leaned over the couch and let the fabric ride up her ass. She stretched over the sofa to the table and felt the wind kiss her ass cheeks. She smiled to herself knowing Joseph was drooling over the sight behind her.


  Jean snapped back up and turned to Joseph. “Back to work. Unless you don’t want your treat?”


  “I do. Oh please, I need my treat,” he said.


  Jean winked at him and noticed the erection throbbing in his pants. She went back to the bath and turned off the water. Steam swirled for the soapy delight. She dabbed her toe and decided it wasn’t too hot. She sank into the bath and listened as the vacuum cleaned clicked on in the background.


  Jean couldn’t remember a time in the past year when she had been more satisfied. She dried off her hands and unlocked her cell phone. She read through a couple chapters in the book to see what to do next. She needed to take control in the bedroom and show her dominance.


  She thought back to the last times she had sex with Joseph, and Jean knew they were lackluster; with Joseph on top.


  Jean waited in the bath until she thought Joseph might have finished the chores. She stood and let the water run down her body. She showered to rinse off the soap and quickly wash her hair. She stepped out, dried, and wrapped herself in the silky white robe. She slipped on a sexy pair of stilettos to complete the look.


  Jean stepped out to the living room, and Joseph was wiping down the final dirty glass surface. The windows sparkled, and everything looked delightful.


  “Are you finished with your chores?”


  “Yes.”


  “Let’s see how you did. Do you think you deserve your treat?”


  “I hope so,” he said. Jean liked his answer. It wasn’t too dominant. It required her approval. Jean’s heel clicked against the hardwood as she walked around the house. She kept her robe open and body exposed. Jean noticed Joseph’s eyes as he followed her around like a pet.


  “I suppose everything looks in order. Get down on the floor,” she said.


  “Here?”


  “Do you want this or not?”


  Joseph scrambled to the floor and lay on his back. He stared up to the ceiling and awaited further command. Jean pulled the robe off and kept her pumps on. Jean stepped over Joseph and spread her legs apart above his head.


  Jean squatted over Joseph’s head and held onto the table by his side. She locked her sex over his mouth.


  “Don’t you like my pussy on your lips?”


  “Oh, yes,” he said and shook his head vigorously. Jean grabbed his soft hair and slid his face around her love box. She directed him to her clit and made him suck until the pressure overwhelmed her. Jean held Joseph’s arms back and moved her sloppy wet pussy to his hard dick.


  “You were such a good boy today that I’m going to ride your little pecker,” she said.


  Joseph made an odd expression, but he didn’t object to her words. He didn’t care what he called her dick as long as she sat on it.


  Jean moved her hips up and slid down Joseph’s shaft. He called out in pleasure. He struggled under Jean’s grip, but she didn’t let up. She moved her hips up and down and rode his cock. She named it different pet names as she handled his rod, and Jean knew when the moment came. Jean moved off his dick and turned into a sixty-nine position.


  Jean locked her clit over Joseph’s mouth and commanded him to suck as she jacked his dick off with her pussy juices. She clasped her knees on each side of his head and rubbed his mouth harder. She jacked his dick quicker.


  “I’m going to cum,” she panted.


  “Me too,” he said.


  Jean could feel the orgasm creeping up from his balls. She pressed her legs tighter on him as her body stopped and spasmed. Joseph launched a long string of cum from his dick a moment later. Jean huffed and collapsed at his side.
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  A couple weeks passed, and Jean had been busy working through the steps of converting Joseph. He fought back at times, but the transformation had been going as planned. It was to be expected that a man denied the monumental changes he accepted into his life.


  Jean sat at a busy coffee shop and waited for her sister Becky to return from the line. They needed to catch up on wedding plans. Jean hadn’t slacked on her responsibilities as a maid of honor despite everything with her husband.


  Jean stood to greet her sister with a kiss when she arrived at the table.


  “How’s everything going?” Jean asked her sister.


  “You know. Mom has been all over the place about the wedding. She’s in a fit that she hasn’t been able to help,” she said.


  “I’m happy she’s complaining to you and not me, but she has to decorate the day of the wedding. That’s a lot to do. Plus, they’re the ones that wanted to go to Europe,” Jean said.


  “Yeah, she knows that you can handle all the planning, but she’s annoyed by how it all worked out.”


  “It’s better that she stays away and worries about the venue. It’s so nice that we still have a free house at the beach and a few hours distance from mom,” Jean said. She sipped her black tea and looked around the room. A message had come through on Becky’s phone. She was distracted replying to whoever texted her.


  Jean unlocked her phone and sent a reminder to Joseph to have his chores done when she returned. She wanted to give him a treat that night, but she’d withhold it if he hadn’t finished his assignments.


  “Sorry, that was the seamstress. She said the dress is ready,” Becky said with glee spread across her face.


  “That’s amazing news, Becky. I remember how excited I was when I got that message. Should we go try it on now?”


  “I’ll do it tomorrow. You don’t have to go with me,” Becky said.


  Jean shrugged her shoulders and broke off a bit of the cookie she ordered.


  “So, did you end up using the book with Joseph?” Becky asked after several moments of silence. Jean thought she was never going to talk about it.


  “Yes, it has been most helpful in changing Joseph,” she said. Jean leaned closer to her sister over the table. “I even have him wearing panties around the clock now.”


  “Wow,” Becky said. “I only did that once. I didn’t love seeing David in panties.”


  “Why not? I think Joseph looks great. They make him seem so petite and feminine. I had him shave his body too. The hair was grossing me out.”


  “You’re taking it to the extremes,” Becky said with a chuckle.


  “I wouldn’t have gotten here without you. Thank you so much for that book. It has changed both of us for the better,” she said and draped her hand over Becky’s. “I bought a copy of the book and returned yours.”


  Becky giggled, “Thanks. I have to get going, Jean. Thank you for meeting with all those planners this past week. I know you’re super busy.”


  “I’ve had a lot of free time recently with the changes in my marriage. It wasn’t a problem. Let me know if you want me to go with you to the seamstress tomorrow. I’m sure Joseph can handle the house,” Jean said and set her mug into the bin for dirty dishes.


  “All right, I’ll call you in the afternoon,” Becky said and kissed her sister goodbye on the cheek. They waved and walked in opposite directions to their cars. Jean hoped Joseph had completed his chores for both of their sakes.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean stepped into the house and closed the door forcefully. She held her bag into the air and waited for Joseph to come running toward her. He took the bag from her and followed her into the kitchen.


  “How’s Becky doing?” he asked.


  “She’s fine. We’re putting the final details together for the wedding. You should see the best man. He’s such a hunk, David’s brother,” Jean said. She tortured Joseph with her words, but he took them and hid his jealousy.


  “I’m sure any family of David’s is attractive,” he said. “Do you find my housework pleasing, Jean?” Joseph asked and got down to one knee under Jean. He held her hand and kissed it. She pulled it away and puffed.


  “Don’t dirty my hand with your lips,” she said and wiped it over her clothes.


  “Forgive me, Jean,” he said.


  “Are you still wearing your sexy panties? I told Becky all about them,” Jean said.


  “What?! You told her?”


  “Calm down. She was the one that gave me the idea. You like them, don’t you? Are you wearing them?”


  “Yes,” he said and blushed.


  “Yes, what?”


  “Yes, I’m wearing my sexy panties and I like them.”


  “Good,” she said. “Now, move away while I check your handiwork.”


  Jean’s stilettos tapped against the wood floor. She eyed the glass, but it was wiped clean. She held the dishes to the light, but they were spotless. She ran her fingers over the carpet, but it had been vacuumed several times. Joseph wanted to cum, but Jean was sure she could find something he didn’t finish.


  She stepped over to the fireplace and eyed the small entertainment center. Jean placed her finger under the edge and slid it along. Dust collected on her fingertip as she ran it along the wood, and a wicked smirk spread on her lips. She held her finger into the air and stepped over to Joseph. Jean could see the color drain from his face.


  “What’s on my finger?” she asked in an unamused tone.


  “Dust,” he muttered in a barely audible voice.


  “I’m sorry, little boy. But what did you say?”


  Joseph clenched his teeth and said the word louder, “dust.”


  Jean wiped her hands and cackled. “And you think you deserve to be inside of me tonight? Do you see how much dust is here?”


  “Yes,” he said and looked down to the floor.


  “What can you do to make it up to me?”


  “I will dust now,” he said.


  “Now?! Have you lost your mind? You know what needs to happen. What is it?”


  “… me,” he said in a whisper.


  “Speak louder,” she commanded.


  “Spank me!”


  “Yes, you deserve a spanking. Go get my paddle from our room. Chop chop!” she said after he just stared at her unable to move. He scurried off after a moment, but the disappoint paralyzed him. He had tried so hard and failed. He was such a naughty boy who needed a punishment.


  



  ♦


  



  Joseph lay draped over Jean’s knees with his stomach facing the ground, and his ass looked toward the ceiling. Jean held the leather paddle high in the air. She had yet to spank his cheek, but he could sense the sting before it happened.


  “Why are you getting this spanking today?” she asked him.


  “I was a bad boy,” he said.


  “How were you a little shit today, Joseph? Tell me,” she said. His bare white ass was exposed and ready for his punishment.


  “I didn’t clean as well as you would have, my Queen,” he said.


  She hadn’t instructed him to use any unique names for her, but she loved the ring to that.


  “Who am I?”


  “My Queen,” he said.


  “That’s right. Are you ready for your spanking, servant?”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said.


  Smack! Smack!


  Jean swatted each cheek once. Joseph yelled out, but he wasn’t going anywhere. He didn’t struggle under Jean. Joseph wanted to be punished, and he knew right where he should be.


  “Will you mistreat your Queen again, servant?”


  “Never again, Queen. Punish me for disappointing you,” he said and lifted his ass a bit into the air. Jean was shocked by his movement. She was turned on by his willingness, but she needed to put him in his place.


  “Put your ass down, servant. This is your punishment,” she said and smacked each cheek again. The vibrations of his ass echoed off the walls. Joseph bit his bottom lip and resisted lifting his backside. He loved the sting of the leather paddle on his skin.


  Jean spanked him a bit longer and said, “get to your knees, servant.”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and got down to his knees. Jean lifted her skirt and pushed Joseph’s body to right beneath her pussy.


  “Lick,” she said.


  Joseph obliged and let Jean use his mouth. He started to stroke his dick, but Jean barked at him to stop. He was being punished and lost his privilege to cum.


  “You can cum when I say you can, but that day isn’t today,” Jean said and lowered her skirt. “Can I trust you not to cum?”


  “Yes, Queen. Whatever you want. I’m yours,” he said.


  “Good,” Jean said and walked off to their bedroom to relax. “Don’t forget to dust before you come in here,” she said before closing the door.


  A few minutes later, she heard the spray of an aerosol can. The sound of Joseph’s subservience brought her immense joy.
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  Jean stood towering over Joseph in the spotless kitchen. She wore no panties, but Joseph wasn’t allowed to look up her dress, of course. She wore a light yellow summer dress and matching pumps. She had a flower pinned in her hair. Nobody would ever guess she was a dominatrix taking charge of her man. “I know this week has been extra hard, my servant, but you’ve been doing so well,” Jean said.


  “Thank you, Queen. I do everything I can to serve you,” he said.


  “You’ve done so well. You promise you haven’t cum as I asked?”


  “I promise, my Queen,” Joseph said and knelt deeper in his stance.


  Jean nodded and moved over his words. “Servant, I have one more task for you.”


  “What is it, my Queen?”


  “I’d like you to clean the bathroom wearing only your sexy panties. Fold up your clothes and put them here,” she said and pointed to the couch. “I’ll sit here and use them as a footrest while you scrub our toilet. How does that sound, servant?”


  Joseph hated the idea, but he knew what he had to say. “It sounds most pleasing, Queen.”


  “Move along now, strip down. My show is about to start,” she said and acted like there was an urgency to the situation. She moved her arms a bit as he pulled the clothes from his body. He was down to only his panties. They were bright yellow and as thin as air. She could see every bit of his package, but at least he had kept it shaved and pleasant looking.


  “Oh my, you look so beautiful in your pretty panties,” she said and pointed at her husband.


  “Thank you, Queen,” he said. Jean watched as his dick was growing hard.


  “You love wearing your sexy panties, servant! Look at your dick grow. I must get a picture,” she said and pulled out her phone. She snapped it. “I’ll send you a copy.”


  Joseph stood in utter silence and covered his crotch. His face was redder than a bowl of cherries.


  “Don’t be embarrassed my beautiful man,” she said and brushed his hair. “I love how you look. Now, get to work,” she said and smacked his ass. She skipped off to the bathroom and slammed the door shut behind him.


  Jean rolled her eyes to the side and plopped on the couch. She perched her feet on Joseph’s folded clothes and listened for the sounds of a spray bottle coming from the bathroom. She waited a few minutes without turning on the television, unable to relax. But the sounds of cleaning never started.


  Jean got up and tiptoed over to the bathroom. She was careful not to make a sound. Soft moans and groans sounded from the other side of the door. Jean took a deep breath and threw the door open.


  Joseph stared at his woman with wide eyes and his hand around his dick. It pulsated in his hand. Cum filled the sink.


  “What the hell is going on in here?” she said and looked at his dick and the sink. “Did you jack that little thing off?”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and focused on the floor.


  “I thought I wasn’t going to have to do this to you, Servant, but you’ve been a very bad boy.”


  “Do what?”


  “Lock your dick up,” she said with a fire in her eyes.


  “What do—?”


  Jean held up her hand to silence the man.


  “Get dressed. We’re going to the store. You’ve disappointed me greatly, servant. Meet me in the car.”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and slumped where he stood. Jean strutted off, grabbed her keys, and headed to the car. Men were weaker than she thought, and Joseph had earned himself a ticket to chastity training. She thought she was going to skip that chapter, but she supposed all men needed it. What a disappointment.


   


  ♦


  



  Jean and Joseph sat in the parking lot of the sex shop. Joseph breathed heavily and avoided exiting the vehicle. Jean’s patience ran thin. He knew what he did. He had been extra naughty touching himself like that in the restroom. Men had no tact.


  “Don’t make this harder than it has to be,” Jean said. She patted her husband on the shoulder. She loved him for walking down this road with her, but he had to get out of the car.


  “It’s hard to go in a store when you know it’ll result in your dick being locked up forever,” he said and watched a young couple leave the store giggling.


  “I know, sweetie. You’re doing it for the greater good. Don’t you want to make me happy?”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and took a deep breath. He opened the door and got out the car. Jean admired her man as he strolled to the shop. She snapped a photo for her memory book. She had never been more satisfied with her husband than at that moment. He was willing to sacrifice his manhood. That meant more than any words he had ever uttered.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean played with the silicone chastity device and perched on the tub as her husband shaved his legs and privates. She loved the sight of Joseph’s tight hole as he rested his leg up on the sink. Joseph moved the blade over his skin. The razor left behind smooth skin ready to take his new toy. He didn’t shave too close to the base of his dick or anywhere else that could require removing the device.


  Joseph finished the job and rinsed off in the shower. Jean dried him with a towel. His dick turned to steel at her touch.


  “You’ve been bringing me a lot of pleasure recently, servant. I love how clean the house is when I come home. Your meals are delicious. Have you been happy to allow me such joy and peace?”


  Joseph touched his naked body. The stiffness of his shaft didn’t waver. He loved every second of his transformation, even if it was painful for him to admit. No man wanted to watch his masculinity fall from a cliff.


  “Joseph, answer me when I speak to you.”


  “Yes, Queen. Everything we do makes me happy. I haven’t been more satisfied throughout our entire marriage.”


  “I feel the same,” she said. “I want to give you a treat before we lock you up in the cage. Lie on the ground.”


  Joseph did as she said. Jean got down and straddled his bare body. She rubbed lotion all over his legs and worked up his thighs to his dick. She added a dollop more of the hypoallergenic cream up and down his dick. Precum quickly oozed from the tip of his cock.


  “You like when I touch you like that, servant?”


  “Very much, Queen.”


  “How about this?” she asked and wiped his dick off. Then, she flattened Joseph’s dick on his stomach and moved her pussy over the top. She began sliding her drenched lips up and down his shaft. Her knees pressed into Joseph’s arms, and he couldn’t move. He cried out because the pleasure was too intense.


  “I love that, Queen. Ah!.”


  “Why’d you have to touch yourself? You could have had this tonight,” she said and lifted her hips to slide down his tool. He cried out as the warmth of her pussy surrounded his raw dick. It had been weeks since he had felt inside of his woman. The experience was too stimulating. He couldn’t handle the pleasure. Jean read the torture all over his face.


  Jean moved up and removed his dick from her. She rocked her hips up and down the length of his boner. She could see the climax rushing to the surface on Joseph’s face as her soaking lips pleasured his dick.


  “I’m going to cum,” Joseph cried out.


  “Cum for me,” she said and slapped his chest. She pumped her hips harder, and Joseph’s body convulsed under her. He ejaculated all over his stomach. Long strings of cum shot from his dick. “Wow. You had a lot in there,” she said.


  “I always have a lot for you, my Queen.”


  Jean smiled. “Get to your knees, servant. Queen needs to cum.”


  Joseph nodded and got up to his knees. His cum slid down his body, and his softening dick shrank into him. Jean grabbed Joseph by the hair and rocked his face on her pussy.


  “Suck my clit you dirty whore,” she said.


  Joseph locked his mouth onto her clit and suctioned his lips around it. He sucked and licked with his tongue. Jean helped a bit and guided his head, but she rushed to a finish with his impressive tongue work.


  “Ah,” Jean called out and panted. Her body spasmed.


  “Cum for me, Queen,” Joseph said in a muffled voice with his face buried in her pussy. Juices squirted out of her as she climaxed. Jean held his head in place as the sensation washed over her.


  “Clean up and put the device on,” she said after her body settled down from the orgasm. Joseph ran a moist towel over his dick and rinsed off in the sink. He fastened the cage over his cock, and Jean locked it in place. She fixed the key on a necklace. “I’ll wear your key around. Do you like it, servant?”


  “It’s perfect, Queen,” he said and looked down to his locked dick. There were worse things in the world than being controlled by a Goddess like Jean. He could get used to chastity in exchange for orgasms like the one he had that day.


  Jean slapped his cock, chuckled, and kicked him out the room to take a bath.


  [image: ]


  



   



  Jean entered the restaurant overlooking the city. The hostess greeted Jean and lead her to the table. Becky sat eagerly awaiting her sister. Little time remained before Becky’s big day, and it radiated from her face. They kissed and sat. Becky noticed the shiny ring around Jean’s neck instantly.


  “You didn’t,” she said and reached across the table. Jean could see Becky imagining Joseph in his cage.


  “I did,” Jean said. She nodded and glanced around the place. She needed a drink. It had been another long day at the office.


  “What did he do? I could never imagine doing that to David,” Becky said and shook her head slowly. She sipped from her gimlet on the rocks. Jean envied her drink and flagged down the nearest server.


  “Yes?” the annoyed man asked.


  “Give me a gimlet on the rocks just like hers. It’s been a long day,” she said.


  The man walked away without a reply. Jean could sense his frustration, but she had been there. She’d leave a fat tip. It was all good. Jean returned her attention to her sister.


  “You’re such a bitch,” Becky said and laughed at her sister.


  “Whatever. We both waited tables for years. Get me a drink, and I’m fine,” she said.


  “Did you finalize the plans for the club? I’ve been worried about not getting that booth,” Becky said.


  “Sister, don’t worry. I got you. I called and confirmed a couple days ago. I ordered some bottles for the table too.”


  “I don’t know how we’ll ever drink all that liquor.”


  “That night is about more than the booze or money, Becky,” Jean said. The waiter returned with her drink and cut into the conversation. Jean gulped the cocktail as Becky ordered. She ordered next and got the entree-sized salad. “Like I was saying, it’s about your wedding. It’s your special day.”


  “I know,” Becky said and exhaled.


  “But, I was wondering if you’d do me the biggest favor in the world?”


  Becky raised an eyebrow at Jean and drew out her words. “What is it?”


  “I was wondering if we could start the party at my place to humiliate Joseph a little bit before taking the van to the club.”


  Becky tried to maintain a straight face, but she couldn’t keep the amusement she felt from the surface. “You don’t think it’ll freak out the others?”


  “It won’t be anything too crazy. I promise. Please?”


  “Fine, but we’re only staying there for one drink,” Becky said.


  Jean cheered and clapped her hands. Becky begged her to quiet down before other patrons glared at them. Jean agreed, but she grinned all throughout lunch.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean zipped up her leather dress and shimmied her chest into place. She glided lipstick over her lips and fluffed her hair in the mirror. The dress hugged her curves like a rubber band. She twisted to the side and admired her plump ass.


  “Bring me my pumps, servant,” Jean yelled into the air.


  Joseph had been on the bed behind her and scurried off to the closet. She hadn’t relieved him in a week or so, and he became more of her pet by the day. She loved to watch him pant at her feet.


  “Why don’t you slip them on for me too?”


  “Of course, my Queen,” he said. Jean held out her leg, and Joseph nudged the shoe around her slim, petite foot. Touching her bare skin and looking up her thigh thickened his staff, but it had nowhere to go in his cage. He never knew restriction could hurt so good until that last week. Jean had teased him more than ever before in the marriage, and she wasn’t letting up either.


  Jean spread her legs, and Joseph almost died at the site of her raw pussy. It glistened above him. He wanted to touch it, but he knew better than to risk a future orgasm. Jean stepped back to address her husband.


  “I have some expectations for you when the ladies arrive, servant,” she said.


  “Whatever you want, my Queen,” he said.


  “You’ll have to call me that when they’re here. We’re only having one drink, and then the van is picking us up. But I need those drinks to come out extra fast when they get here. Can you handle that?”


  “Of course, my Queen. I’ll go to the kitchen now.”


  At that moment, the doorbell rang. Jean spritzed her favorite scent on her wrist and dabbed a bit on her neck. The smell drove Joseph wild, but he had to job to do.


  “If you’re extra good tonight, you might earn a treat, servant,” she said.


  “That’d be most delightful if it is what you desire my Queen,” he said and left the room. Jean followed him out and sashayed to the door, crossing one foot in front of the other. Becky stood on the other side with all their girlfriends. The van had picked them up at Becky’s place.


  Jean threw her arms into the air and screamed hello. The ladies jumped up and down in excitement. Jean opened the door wider, the ladies poured into the house. Jean knew Joseph was supposed to open the door, but she preferred him as a barmaid. She didn’t want to shock her friends too much, but her key showed and sparkled on her chest.


  “Honey, the ladies are here and thirsty!” Jean hollered into the kitchen. Their girlfriends cheered and chanted for drinks. Joseph impressed Jean and appeared with a tray of cocktails. He wore an apron folded around his waist. He showed no shame at his position.


  “I made a gimlet on the rocks for everyone because I know it’s Becky’s favorite,” Joseph said and passed out a drink to each of the women. Becky hollered praise at Joseph’s choice.


  “Thank you, sweetie,” Jean said when he finished.


  “Anything else I can get you ladies?” he asked.


  Most of the women shook their heads, but Becky raised her hand. “I have a question,” she said.


  Jean bit her lip and smirked at her sister.


  “Jean, what’s that necklace for around your neck?”


  Joseph’s mouth fell agape, and the color washed away from his skin. Jean turned to her husband. “Why don’t you tell them, baby? What’s my key for?”


  Joseph opened his mouth to say something, but instead, he turned on his heel and headed for the kitchen.


  “Joseph, don’t leave us hanging like that! Tell the ladies why I have this key. Now they’re dying to know.”


  “Yeah, tell us!” a couple of the women said.


  Joseph turned and looked at Jean and Becky. His dick swelled in his cage, but he didn’t want the world to know about it.


  “Don’t be a bad boy,” Jean said. “You know what happens when you’re naughty.”


  No orgasm. Joseph panicked and muttered something nobody heard.


  “What was that, darling?” Jean asked him in a sing-song voice. Their friends sat at the edge of the couch, waiting to hear Joseph’s answer.


  “A chastity cage,” he said. He covered most of his face. Red crept onto his skin like an old-school thermometer.


  “What’s that?” one of the women asked.


  Becky chuckled and eyed her sister.


  “Show them the picture we took of it,” Jean said to Joseph.


  “My Queen, please. Anything but that.”


  “Now, please. Don’t you ladies want to see the picture?”


  “Yes! Show us, Joseph!”


  Joseph sighed and pulled out his phone from his pocket. He scrolled through all the sissy photos Jean had taken of him over the past few weeks and found the picture he knew Jean wanted. It showed his penis small and swollen side by side. Jean loved the picture. He regularly found her staring at it.


  Jean snatched the phone from his hands and showed her friends the photo. Joseph ran off to the kitchen and hoped Jean didn’t call him back.


  The ladies laughed and asked questions. Becky and Jean explained the entire concept of femdom to their friends. He wondered how many other men would end up like him after that night; stripped of their masculinity and entirely at bliss.


  Half an hour later the ladies finished their drinks and headed out for a night on the town. Jean stepped into the kitchen to say a few words to her husband first.


  She brushed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to find a big, strong bull to grind up on me tonight. He’ll get me hot and bothered, and then I’m going to take it out on your face. Maybe your dick too. Sound good?”


  Joseph nodded furiously, “yes, my Queen. I’ll be here waiting.”


  Jean turned and strutted toward the open door. “Bye, my servant. You’re such a good boy to me,” she said. She looked over her shoulder, winked, and shut the door behind her.
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  The van dropped Jean off last at her house. She slid the door open and stumbled out. The driver failed to help her. She hollered at the man and staggered toward the door. Jean fumbled with her keys, and they fell to the ground. The driver shined a light in her direction. She covered her eyes and waved the guy away to go home. She managed the door and barged inside.


  Joseph waited for her on his knees.


  “How was your night, my Queen?”


  “Great. Help me get undressed, servant,” Jean said and stumbled over to the sofa.


  Joseph followed behind her and knelt when she sat on the couch. He pulled off her heels and massaged her feet. Jean let her neck fall back into the pillow as relaxation coursed through her. Joseph had been dying to get free from his cage. He imagined his wife with all types of big strong men with much bigger dicks than he.


  “You were so good at the party,” Jean said through slurred words. Joseph didn’t care how drunk she was. Her pussy was staring straight at him under her tight dress, and he wanted his treat.


  “Thank you, my Queen. Should I help you get your dress off now?”


  “Yes, servant,” she said. Joseph unzipped the dress and revealed her naked body. He wished to taste her like a bar of chocolate. She smelled of lust and a party. A man’s cologne drifted into Joseph’s nostrils. “Did you dance with any men tonight, my Queen?”


  “Oh yes. A few strong men. I felt their massive dicks grinding on my ass. One of them even touched my pussy. I didn’t even try to stop him,” she said with a wicked smile.


  Joseph swelled in his device. He needed to break free from his cell. He desired his wife’s warm cave more than anything in the world. Jean pulled the chain off her neck and threw it behind her.


  “Go find the key and come back ready to fuck me like a man,” she said with a fierceness in her eyes.


  Joseph jumped over the couch and fit the key into the lock. He unlatched his cage and watched it fall to the floor. He smacked his dick a few times, but it didn’t take too long for it to get rock solid. His naked wife was a few feet from him and ready to receive his dick. Joseph went back to his woman and got on his knees.


  “Yes, slave. Eat that pussy,” she said and pushed his face into her sex. Joseph had plenty of practice throughout his training. Jean closed her eyes, and the pleasure was almost too much to take. Joseph licked between her gushing lips and throbbing clit. An orgasm bubbled under the surface from his tongue work, but she died to have a dick inside of her.


  “Fuck me, slave,” she said.


  Joseph didn’t miss a beat. He slid his rod into her accepting pussy. Jean moaned and grabbed his ass. She thrust him into her and forced him to use his entire length. Jean rubbed her clit and bit her bottom lip. She wasn’t going to last much longer.


  “I’m going to cum, my Queen,” Joseph said and panted. His grunts held back the cum from rocketing out his dick.


  “Me too, servant. Fuck me hard. Use that dick,” she said.


  He pounded her hole with all his might, and less than a minute later, their two bodies spasmed as Joseph filled her with his milk, and her nectar gushed from her pussy. Jean clawed into Joseph’s back until her body calmed. He didn’t move a muscle.


  “Clean me up and carry me to bed, slave. You don’t have to wear your cage tonight,” she said and puckered her lips. Joseph kissed his wife.


  “Right away, my Queen,” he said and ran off to fulfill his woman’s commands.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean awoke the next morning a bit hungover, but Joseph had cooked her breakfast and served it in bed. She nestled into her pillow with the smell of coffee and bacon filling the room. A horrible yet irresistible reality show played in the background. Joseph had outdone himself.


  “Sit at the end of the bed for me, baby.”


  “Yes, my Queen.”


  Jean ate a few bites of her oatmeal and got sucked into the drama on the TV. Joseph was noticeably enjoying himself. She hadn’t put the cage back on him. She had a couple more things she wanted to do first.


  “Honey, how did you feel last night? With my girlfriends coming over? With me going out and dancing with another man? Are you happy with how the night went?”


  Joseph faced the television and watched the toothpaste commercial.


  “Sweetie, answer me. It’s okay to tell me no,” she said. They both knew that was a lie by that point. Joseph had dug himself into too deep a hole.


  “I enjoy everything we do, my Queen,” he said. He meant it, but part of him died on the inside. The pressures of society melted away at that moment. His wife controlled him. He was no longer dominant in any way. His wife was enjoying other men, and his dick was locked in a cage.


  “Don’t you want to please me a little bit more?”


  “What would you like me to do, my Queen?”


  “Let me finish breakfast, and then I’ll show you what’s on the agenda.”


   


  ♦


  



  Joseph knelt on their living room floor. Morning sun filtered in through the glass. Heat crept into the air by the minute as it blew in from the open windows. Jean dangled a box in the air.


  “Open it, servant,” she said and threw the box to the ground.


  Joseph nodded and pulled at the tape on the package. It took him a minute, but he got the item out the box and held it in the air.


  “What will we do with this, my Queen?” he asked. He twisted the product and studied the words on it. Joseph had a sense of what would happen.


  “First, we have to open up your present and make a mold of your little pecker. How does that sound?”


  “Then what will we do?”


  “You’ll have to wait and see. Read the instructions and get going. I’m going back to bed to relax and watch TV.”


  “Right away, my Queen.”


  Jean kept her promise and returned to the bedroom. She continued watching the reality show, but Joseph soon heard light snoring coming from their quarters. He had a mission to complete.


  Joseph unwrapped the package and laid out all the tools to make his mold. He followed the instruction and mixed the materials. He placed the molding tube over his dick and some of his balls. He turned on the television and waited. He heard Jean stir in the bed. He couldn’t wait to see what she wanted to do with the homemade dildo.


  Hours passed, and Joseph had his new toy. Jean awoke and rose from the bed. She showered and returned smelling like fresh flowers and soap. She wore her silky, white robe. Joseph’s dick hurt after the hours of being hard without his cage to settle himself.


  Jean picked up the new silicone dildo and tossed it between her hands. Her robe parted and revealed her naked, lotioned body. Jean ran her tongue from the base of the toy to the tip.


  “It looks so much like you,” she said and admired his work. She compared it to his real dick. “They’re both so cute and small. Come here, baby. I need you to lick my pussy.”


  Joseph moved over to her and got to work on her hole. She controlled his movements. Her pussy gushed at the touch of his tongue.


  “Move back,” she said and pushed his head away. Jean rubbed the dildo along her wet hole. It glistened as her juices covered it. “Bend over the couch. You know what has to happen.”


  Joseph’s dick twitched at her words. “My little sissy wants to get fucked by his own dick. I would too if I were you. So curious, isn’t it?”


  He nodded and bent over. He touched his dick and stroked, but one stroke almost brought him to an orgasm. Joseph waited for Jean to make the next move.


  She added a bit of lube to his asshole and continued rubbing the dildo up and down her slit. She encouraged her man to breathe deeply to take the dick. He listened to her words, and Jean worked the dick into his ass. Inch by inch she filled the man with a replica of his rod.


  Joseph bit his lip as the cock stuffed his hole. He understood what it was to get fucked at that moment. The last sliver of his masculinity swam away to sea, but he didn’t mind. The dildo pleasured his ass as it pushed on his prostate. He groaned, wanting to touch his dick but unable to without cumming.


  “How does that cock feel in your ass, servant?”


  “It feels right, my Queen. Fuck me more,” he said, panting.


  “Oh, my servant wants more. Go to the bedroom. I left a surprise on the bed for you,” she said and smacked his ass. She allowed his hole to push out the dildo, and it fell to the floor. A little opening was left in its place. She tapped his ass again to get him moving.


  Joseph hustled to their room and found a massive strap-on waiting for him on the bed.


  “Bring it to me, slave!” Jean called from the living room. He stared at the gigantic penis in fright. It was much bigger than his own. He didn’t know that he could handle such a large staff.


  “Now! And bring me a pair of panties.”


  Joseph grabbed the toy and hurried back to his Queen. She had stripped free of the robe and lay nude on the sofa. She stood, and Joseph knelt. Jean stepped into her panties, and Joseph pulled them up.


  “Don me with the cock, slave. I’m dying to fuck you with a real dick. You need to know what a real man feels like inside of you. Isn’t that right, servant?”


  “Yes, my Queen. This is a real man’s dick,” he said and strapped it around his woman. It hung off her like a broken oak tree.


  “Help me get it wet,” she said and bounced it up and down. Joseph was on his knees and in position. Only a few months before, it would have been Jean on the floor instead of him. Oh, how wrong she had been. Joseph latched his mouth onto the cock and sucked. She pushed it deep into his throat. He choked like she had done so many times before on his dick.


  How good it felt to be on top. Jean relished the moment.


  “That’s enough, slave. Bend over and put a towel under yourself. I know you’re about to explode everywhere when I fuck you with this.”


  “Yes, Queen,” he said and got into place.


  Jean added a bit more lube and pushed the cock into Joseph’s slightly loosened opening. Joseph cried out as Jean worked the toy into his ass. His hole pushed back at her, and the strap rubbed her clit. Jean moaned.


  “You like that, servant?” Jean asked and filled him with the rest of the length.


  “I love it, my Queen. It made me cum,” he said.


  Jean’s eyes widened, and she peeked down at the towel. A pool of Joseph’s cum rested on the cloth.


  “Oh wow,” she said and smacked his ass two times. “You were such a bad boy for cumming before me! I’m going to ravage your ass until this thing makes me cum, servant,” she said.


  “Do as you wish, my Queen.”


  Jean pumped in and out of Joseph’s tight hole. His cock remained hard as she used the entire length of the strap to fuck her husband. Jean rushed toward an orgasm, but Joseph beat her to a second one first. Another batch of cum rushed out his dick as she thrust in and out of him.


  “You’re such a bad boy,” she said and smacked his ass some more. She pumped two more times. Jean froze as she erupted in orgasm. She steadied herself with Joseph’s body.


  “Get this off me, and clean this mess up you dirty slut,” she said to Joseph and winked. He smiled and got moving.
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  Joseph drove as Jean relaxed on the way to the wedding. It was scheduled to happen at her parent’s home on the beach. Jean had called in the morning, and they assured her that everything was finished and in place. They knew how much of a bitch she’d be if they lied. She assumed they were telling the truth.


  “Did you bring enough panties for the weekend? How do you like the new ones we ordered with the pouch?”


  “They’re the most comfortable underwear I’ve ever owned,” he admitted.


  “That’s wonderful, dear. I think they make you look sexy.”


  “I have some good news, my Queen,” Joseph said. His gleeful expression grabbed Jean’s attention.


  “What is it?”


  “I got an email this morning about a job. I’ll be back to work in a couple weeks.”


  “That’s fantastic news, honey. Sounds like I’ll be getting a lot of new outfits. Won’t I, slave?”


  “Oh yes, my Queen.”


  Jean leaned the chair back and rested for the last hour of the trip. She needed the energy to drink the night away at the rehearsal dinner. Joseph swelled in his cage. Jean had put it back on before they left. She had tucked the key away in her bag. She didn’t need questions from her mother.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean strutted into the restaurant a few blocks from her parent’s place. Joseph trailed a few paces behind her. They had changed and freshened up before heading over to the rehearsal dinner. Waves crashed in the background, and an ocean breeze blew in through the screened-in windows.


  Jean’s family and friends greeted her. A lot of David’s family sat at the table too. It was a lovely sight to see all shades of skin at one event. She and Joseph grabbed a drink and mingled with the rest.


  David rushed over to Jean and Joseph. Becky was busy greeting other guests and entertaining the lot. “I have to introduce you to my brother,” David said and went to pull Byron away from whatever conversation he was having.


  It had been years since Jean last saw Byron, but time did not disappoint that man. He had thickened with muscle and added a few grays to his beard. Byron turned to face Jean, and his dick greeted her as much as his smile. Jean’s eyes couldn’t help but travel down to amble outline running halfway down the man’s thigh.


  “This is the maid of honor, Jean. She’s Becky’s sister, and this is her husband Joseph,” David said.


  Becky snapped back and met the man with eye contact, “it’s nice to meet you again, Byron,” she said with a giggle. Her eyes flashed back to his engorged pants. She needed to taste that rod. It wasn’t even hard and more prominent than most.


  “How crazy that Becky has a black sister,” Byron said. He didn’t miss a beat.


  Jean rested her hand on her chest, “I was an orphan, and the Avila family took me into their home. That’s why I kept their name even though I’m married.”


  “They told her to change her name, but she wanted to keep it,” Joseph added.


  Byron said ha at Joseph and turned his attention back to the black vixen before him. Byron’s dick started to tingle looking at her thick body and luxurious skin. He wanted to feel those big lips against his. What was a small nerdy man like Joseph doing with a black goddess like Jean?


  “So Byron, should we take our seat? We could go over our speeches,” Jean said and put out her arm for Byron to take it.


  “Yes, let’s do that,” Byron said and took her arm.


  “I’ll see you later, dear. Office maid of honor business,” she said to Joseph and winked. Byron and Jean turned away from Joseph and walked toward the head of the table. David shrugged his shoulders and went to find his wife. The people settled and sat over the next few minutes.


  The dinner passed, Jean and Byron read their speeches, the people ate, but something lingered on Jean’s mind throughout the entire evening. The outline of Byron’s penis had her in a fit. His touch and smell had her wanting to bend over a chair. Byron was a real bull, and he didn’t lose the twinkle in his eye once.


  Every time Jean looked up during dinner, Byron’s was looking her way. He licked his thick lips as a tick. She was hot and bothered.


  She hadn’t expected the last step to come so soon, but Joseph had to understand. She’d talk to him. She needed that bull.


  



  ♦


  



  Jean and Joseph had decided against staying at her parent’s. She needed a break from the craziness, and the hotel was located a block from their place. Jean fanned herself with one of the hotel pamphlets. She was still hot and bothered from her night of intense flirting with the best man.


  “Did you see Byron’s bulge?”


  “Yes, it looked bigger than that dildo you put inside of me.”


  “It did, didn’t it?” Jean said with a twisted expression. “Don’t you see what a real man’s dick looks like now, servant?”


  “Yes, it looked most pleasing. I’d understand if you needed him to satisfy you, my Queen. I saw the way you two looked at each other throughout the dinner.”


  It made his dick hard in his little home. He understood her desire for a big cock like Byron’s.


  “You’re such a good boy, slave. I’m such a lucky Queen.”


  “I’m the lucky one,” he said and leaned into her body. Jean wrapped her arm around her slave and rested his head on her chest. The TV was on in the background, but Jean could only think about taking Byron’s big cock. She had some work to do.


  [image: ]


  



  



   



  The day passed without any error or frustration. A few clouds dotted the sky, and no rain fell. A light wind blew, but nothing toppled over to the ground. Jean took her position at the altar and watched her sister marry a handsome man.


  Granted, Jean spent most of her time peeking glances of Byron’s incredible bulge, but she did enjoy herself, and Becky glowed with happiness.


  Jean did too because she watched Byron watch her. She knew lust in a man’s eye when she saw it. It was innocent and unrecognizable from the crowd with the beauty of Becky and David, but Jean could feel the spark between her and Byron.


  She needed him.


  The day turned to night, and everyone partied in the backyard. Their backyard faced the ocean. Why would they need to rent a space? The two families drank and celebrated the happy union. Jean held a glass of champagne and spoke with Byron. They sat at a table with Joseph in the background. He clung onto their energy. Most of the party danced drunkenly, but Jean had other plans.


  “You’re only two hours away driving? That’s close enough for a weekend trip,” Jean said and rubbed Byron’s thigh. His dick twitched at her touch, but he looked over to Joseph with an uncomfortable expression. They had reached the line, and it was time to cross it together. The three of them.


  “A weekend trip might be nice, my Queen,” Joseph said.


  “Did you hear that Byron, what do you think about that?” Jean asked. The back of her hand brushed his dick. His snake slithered in his pants.


  “I’m always off on the weekends,” he said.


  “So are we. We could make this a thing,” Jean said and leaned closer to Byron.


  “What exactly would we do during this time?” Byron asked. He moved forward and assumed Joseph would stop him if he went too far. He didn’t know what the man’s problem was, but Byron wanted Jean. He could taste her on his lips. Her perfume danced under his nostrils.


  Joseph watched his wife and this man flirt. Byron gained more confidence with every trade of words. Joseph was watching a train that couldn’t be stopped. He enjoyed every second of it. The humiliation of such a public venue. Byron and Jean let their walls down and moved closer together.


  “I want to show you something,” Jean said to Byron in a low voice. Joseph leaned in closer. He didn’t know what she would do.


  “What is it?” Byron asked. Waves crashed in the background. The DJ spun some records on a turntable.


  Jean lowered herself and revealed her chest to Byron. Her breasts became the only thing in his line of sight. Byron shifted in his seat to cover Jean from the crowd. He thought to tell her to put those away because of her husband, but Joseph didn’t say anything to his woman.


  “How do they look?” Jean asked Byron. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight. Torchlights lit the party. Jean shimmied her chest and flashed her teeth at Byron.


  “They look fantastic,” he said and licked his lips. Jean desired to kiss his thick lips. Mesh their black bodies together and make love while Joseph watched. Jean adored Joseph for allowing her to explore her desires.


  Joseph appeared behind the pair. Jean covered her chest quicker than lightning.


  “What are you doing, honey? Watch out for others so Byron can enjoy,” she said.


  “Yes, my Queen,” Joseph said and bowed his head. He returned to his seat. Jean whispered something to Byron Joseph didn’t hear.


  “Little one! I have a better idea. Let’s go down the beach together. I know a private spot.”


  “Of course, my Queen. Lead the way.”


  



  ♦


  



  Jean raced down the beach and pulled Byron behind her. Joseph followed them and peeked over his shoulder. Her parents lived at the edge of town, and the beach became barren quickly after their place. Jean roared with laughter as an eagerness surged within her.


  “Come on, guys! We’re almost there,” Jean called. She ran toward the ocean and splashed her feet in the gentle waves. She kicked water at her boys. Her dom and her sub. They looked majestic in the moonlight. She had never felt more like a Queen.


  She turned and darted to her old hiding spot. The guys eagerly followed. Byron looked over his shoulder and silently checked with Joseph. Joseph shrugged his shoulders and motioned his hand for Byron to go ahead with Jean.


  Byron took off after the woman. He rounded a corner of rocks and found Jean spread out on a smooth boulder.


  “Wow,” he said and admired her beauty. Her teeth and eyes popped against the darkness, but he didn’t miss a curve on her gorgeous body. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve seen.” Byron stepped toward her. His shoulders were high and his neck straight. He had one mission, and it was pleasuring Jean.


  Byron was an animal before a meal, and Jean was his feast. Joseph nestled in a rock where he could see the beach and his woman being taken by her strong man. Byron slipped off Jean’s dress and revealed her erect nipples. Their red shade glowed in the moonlight.


  Byron pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. His body was ripped with muscles. The sight of Byron wettened Jean’s sex.


  “Do you know what you do to me?” Jean asked and touched her box. She watched as Byron’s long snake transformed to a massive, stiff rod.


  “I know what I want to do to you,” Byron said and took a step closer. Joseph watched their naked bodies entangle in a deep kiss while the party raged on a football field or so away. His penis burned with pleasure in its cage while he watched his wife enjoy herself.


  Jean pushed Byron away a little bit. The pleasure was too much to handle, and she didn’t have a condom.


  “I can only suck you off tonight. You’ll have to come to our town for the real thing,” Jean said and got to her knees. Byron stood and positioned his dick.


  “That can be arranged. I want whatever you’ll offer, Goddess,” he said.


  “Bring that big dick over here,” she said and opened her mouth wide. Byron placed his hand at the back of Jean’s head and pushed his dick between her lips. Half of his dick filled her mouth until she choked on it.


  “We’re gonna have to train that throat of yours to take a real dick,” Byron said and tried to go deeper into her mouth. “Breathe through your nose and take it. You’re the dirty slut that wanted a huge cock like this.”


  “Mmhmm,” Jean moaned and took breaths through her nose. Byron got a couple more inches into her mouth, but she still had some more to go to take it all. He slid his dick in and out of her accepting mouth, ignoring as she coughed.


  “Breathe through your nose like I said,” Byron commanded her and pulled his dick out. He waited for her to catch her breath before filling her throat with his package.


  Jean rubbed her clit with one hand and held his dick with the other. Joseph watched and wished desperately to touch them both, but he had an important job. Byron focused on Jean’s mouth and loosening her throat.


  Byron pulled his dick out and slapped Jean’s face. He jacked off his dick.


  “Open up you dirty whore,” he said and rubbed his nipples with his free hand. His ass clenched, and Jean knelt under him ready to take his load. She was on the verge of cumming herself. Her pussy gushed with fluids from being handled by her new bull.


  A couple moments later, Byron grunted, and several strings of cum left his mouth and covered Jean’s lips. Most of his milk got into her mouth but not all of it. He smacked her face with his heavy piece and smeared his seed. She had the ocean water to clean herself.


  Jean panted at her bull’s touch and exploded onto her hand. The orgasm relaxed her muscles, and everything felt right. Joseph smiled at the two.


  “We’ll have to do that more often,” Joseph said.


  “Yes, we do,” Byron agreed and got Jean to her feet. She went to the water and washed her face.


  “Let’s go get a drink,” she said and smacked Joseph on his ass. She kissed his cheek. Jean couldn’t have been a happier wife. That was all that mattered. Happy wife, happy life.
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  Several weeks passed, and our married couple couldn’t think of anything but their affair with Byron. He had messaged them several pictures of his erect dick, and Jean used Joseph’s face a lot more than usual. They waited anxiously for their chocolate bull. He was set to arrive at any moment to begin their first weekend of sexual bliss.


  “I can’t wait for him to get here,” Joseph said and paced the living room.


  “Settle down, slave. Rub my feet until he does.”


  “Yes, Queen,” Joseph said and knelt before his woman. He took off her socks and lotioned her feet. She leaned back into the sofa. The evening sky darkened, and Jean needed Byron to tear up her pussy.


  They had all gone to get tested and medical papers. Jean wanted to avoid any unnecessary friction. The doorbell rang. Joseph rose his head. Jean’s heart raced.


  “Go get the door, slave.”


  “Yes, my Queen,” he said and scurried off to open the door. Byron stood on the other side with a bag of wine and some snacks.


  “Welcome, Byron. How was the drive?” Joseph asked and opened the door wide enough for Byron to step inside.


  “Traffic wasn’t too bad, and I got some supplies for the weekend,” he said and winked. Byron handed the bag to Joseph and his jacket. The weather had turned a bit colder in that past week. It was the perfect time to start a bi-monthly affair.


  Byron headed to the living room to greet his Goddess while Joseph put the things away in the kitchen.


  “How’s my beautiful woman?” Byron asked Jean and lifted her into his arms. She squealed. They kissed.


  “Never been better,” she said and wrapped her arms around Byron’s neck.


  “I know I just got here, but I need you,” Byron said in a soft voice. He kissed Jean’s neck and ear.


  “Slave, come here!”


  Joseph rushed into the room. He admired the strong man holding his wife. His dick twitched, but it had nowhere to go. It couldn’t grow.


  “Yes, my Queen?”


  “Follow us to the bedroom. We need your help,” she said.


  Joseph followed a few paces behind the two, and Jean led the way. She kicked open their bedroom door. An assortment of toys and party favors laid by the bed. Joseph had prepared everything for his wife and her bull.


  “Undress us, servant. Start with him and do me second,” she said.


  “Of course, my Queen.”


  Byron chuckled and raised his eyebrow. He wasn’t sure if the man was going to take off his clothes by the look on his face. Joseph reddened to his deepest shade yet.


  “Hurry up, slave. I want his dick.”


  Joseph nodded and pulled Byron’s shirt lightly over his head to reveal the man’s muscular figure. Byron flexed instinctively, and Joseph cowered into the ground.


  “The pants too,” Jean urged him.


  Joseph moved his hands to Byron’s waistline and unbuttoned his pants. Byron’s semi-hard dick pressed against the denim, and Joseph admired his outline. Not many men had a dick like Byron’s. He was blessed in that department. Joseph took a deep breath and pulled the man’s pants to the ground. He revealed the anaconda-sized cock. Joseph paused in awe.


  “Now me, servant!”


  “Yes, my Queen,” he said. Joseph crawled over to his woman and removed her shirt and skirt. She had skipped the panties that day because she knew what was coming.


  “Go get your key and come back naked. We still need you,” Jean said and threw his key into the hallway. Joseph raced to unlock his cage and get naked.


  When Joseph came back, Byron’s raw dick was pumping in and out of Jean’s pussy. Joseph took a seat in the corner and watched the stallion ravage his woman. She panted and arched her back. Jean dug into the sheets. She tried to run from his big dick, but Byron’s strong hands held her in place.


  “I’ve been waiting to fuck this pussy, you slut. You’re going to take this big dick,” Byron said and filled her with his entire length. Jean cried out but didn’t resist. She had asked for that.


  Joseph beat his dick furiously in the corner.


  “Don’t cum yet! We still need you,” Jean commanded Joseph through high-pitched moans. Byron was tearing her pussy up. She gushed around his dick. Each thrust got easier to go deeper.


  “Shut up, whore,” Byron said and smacked Jean’s ass. Byron loved knowing where he stood in her life. He was the alpha, and nobody could stop him. Jean waved Joseph over to the bed and didn’t use words. She grabbed her husband’s head and guided it to her clit.


  He knew what to do.


  Joseph latched onto her pleasure button with his mouth. Byron’s dick slid in and out of her centimeters from his face. Joseph’s dick burned with desire. He needed to cum. It was too hot to handle.


  Jean panted, “I’m about to cum.”


  “Me too,” Byron said and smacked her ass. “Cum for me you little slut,” he said and fucked her harder. Joseph sunk deeper into her clit.


  Jean grunted and her body spasmed. Byron joined her a second later. He moved his dick in and out of her a couple more times, but she clawed into his arm. She couldn’t stir. Cum leaked out of her pussy around the dick and fell onto Joseph’s face.


  He beat his dick and exploded a few moments after the pair.


  “What a way to start a weekend,” Byron said and collapsed onto the bed.


  “Yes, it’s just the start,” Jean said and kissed him. “Slave, you’re sleeping on the couch tonight, and Byron is sleeping here.”


  “Yes, my Queen.”


  “Clean us up before you go too,” she said and winked.


  “Of course, my Queen. Anything else?”


  She turned to Byron, “don’t you want breakfast in the morning?”


  “Yes, add that to the list,” Byron said.


  “Anything to make you happy, my Queen.”


  Jean nodded, and Joseph took his cue. He left the room to get a warm, wet towel to clean off his couple. After that, he severed their every desire for the rest of the weekend.


  But that was just the first of many sexy adventures for the trio. They started something unstoppable and unthinkable. There was no way they could give it up after one time. They had too much to try. Too much to explore.


  They were the makers of their own game and wanted to play. Why should they let society stop them? They did what felt right and loved every second of it.
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  5 Years Earlier


   


  Marie Jones stood in a crowd of women. The woman next to Marie jumped up and down awaiting the bouquet. Marie rose an eyebrow at the woman and checked her phone. She had never had the chance to catch one before, but the overly eager woman ruined the moment.


  Marie turned and walked toward the bar, but something smacked into her back. She looked down and saw the bouquet at her feet. She picked it up, and the crowd cheered. Jealousy raged in the frantic woman’s eyes. Marie smiled and tucked the flowers under her arm and continued on her journey to the bar.


  “Looks like you’re the lucky lady,” the handsome bartender said.


  “Some weird lady kinda ruined the moment for me.”


  “Ah, shit. I hate when people do that.”


  The two shared a laugh, and he got her a beer.


  Marie headed to the dance floor and swayed her hips to the soft music. She closed her eyes and imagined she was on the beach without any clothes. The breeze snuck up her dress and tickled her thigh. It was an outdoor reception.


  She didn’t want to return to her table and talk to those strangers. The groom, a friend from college, was one of the few people she knew. Most of their group didn’t show. She and the groom, Daren, were the only two that stayed in town.


  Somebody tapped Marie on the shoulder. She jumped in place and nearly dropped her beer.


  “You scared me,” Marie said. Her wide eyes softened with a smile. The groom, Daren, stood with a man she didn’t recognize.


  “Marie, this is one of my good friends Richard White. I always tell him about you. I think you two would be perfect for each other,” he said and flashed his teeth. They contrasted against his milk chocolate skin. Marie had always had a thing for half-Black, half-Latino Daren, but his friend wasn’t bad eye candy either. Marie also had a boyfriend until several months before, but that guy was a piece of shit.


  Richard took Marie’s hand and kissed it. “Nice to meet you,” he said.


  “Well, I’ll leave you all to it,” Daren said and winked at Marie.


  “Congratulations again on the wedding,” Marie said and kissed Daren’s cheek before he darted off to return to his bride.


  “Would you like to dance?” Richard asked Marie.


  “That’d be lovely,” she said and put out her arm for Richard to take. They danced the night away, and that wasn’t the last time.


    


  ♦


  



  Now


   


  Marie strolled around the mall, and Richard followed a few paces behind her. He carried her purse on his shoulder and wore her perfume. Things had changed over the past five years, but it wasn’t for the worse. Marie and Richard had never been happier. Marie turned into the lingerie store, and Richard entered behind her.


  “We need to find you a new pair,” Marie said at a ordinary volume.


  “But I like the ones designed for men that we can get online,” Richard complained. Marie didn’t want to hear it.


  “We agreed. You’d wear a pair of women’s for me this weekend. Are you being a bad boy? Do you need to be punished right here?”


  Richard looked around the store. They’d already drawn enough attention. He simmered down and looked through the bins of panties in his size.


  “Get a thong. I want you to look like a slut,” Marie whispered in his ear.


  Richard didn’t know what his life had become, but he didn’t want to disappoint his wife. She was worse than a migraine when she didn’t get her way. Richard found a lacy black pair and a simple red one.


  “How are these, my love?” Richard asked and held up the options for his wife. She moved this over her hand and inspected the underwear.


  “I like the black pair. Get two just like that,” she said.


  “Yes, of course.”


  Richard got the two thongs and went back to his woman. He tried to hand her the panties to pay, but she refused to take them.


  “Those are your sexy panties, sweetie. You have to pay for them too,” she said and smacked his ass. A couple of the other customers looked her way, and she snarled her lip. Richard slumped and headed toward the register.


  Marie noticed the women behind the counter share a laugh. She smiled to herself; amused by their enjoyment of Richard’s humiliation. She would bet anything he had a filthy boner.


  Marie’s phone vibrated and distracted her. She pulled it out to check, and Justin, her bull, had sent a message.


  Justin: We need to talk. Can you meet for happy hour?


  Richard was walking back with his bag and red cheeks.


  Marie: Yes, where? We’ll be there.


  Justin replied as Richard and Marie left the store. He sent a place and time to get together.


  “Justin wants to see us,” Marie said to her husband.


  “I wonder what he’s going to say,” Richard said.


  “Hopefully it’s good news,” Marie said, but she had a sinking feeling that Justin didn’t have anything good to say.


   


  ♦


  



  Marie entered the cafe as Richard held the door open for her. She spotted Justin across the room. Marie ordered Richard to get their usual drinks as she went over to greet her other man. She kissed him on his cheek. Justin wrapped his muscular arms around her small body.


  “How are you doing, sugar?” he asked her.


  “So good, but I’m afraid of what you’re going to say,” she said and looked into her bull’s eyes. She never wanted to let him go, but she knew the day waited around the corner.


  “Let’s wait for the drinks until we say anything. How was your day?”


  “Good, we went shopping for some new panties for Justin. I’m dying to fuck him,” Marie said openly.


  “That’s so pathetic,” Justin said and chuckled. He squeezed his arm around Marie. Richard looked at the couple from the line, and they smiled back at him. Marie nestled into Justin’s shoulder. She loved being wrapped up by her manly alpha.


  Richard returned to the table with their drinks. He sat opposite his wife and her dom. Justin eyed Richard with a sullen expression in his eyes.


  “Tell us what you need to say, Justin,” Marie said and nudged the man. “I can’t wait any longer.”


  “I got an offer to go to China for two years,” Justin said.


  “China?!” Marie straightened in her seat and turned to face the man. “What will you do in China?”


  “They want me to work on a project there. It’ll be amazing for my resume. Plus, there’s tons of Chinese pussy for me to fuck too,” Justin said with a crooked grin.


  Marie slapped his chest. “Don’t be vile. But you’re right. I bet they’d love having your big dick,” she said and imagined Justin fucking some petite Chinese woman.


  “Life will be so different without you,” Richard said. A part of him hated it when Justin smashed his wife in front of him, but he loved how hot it made his woman. He grew to love the live porn.


  “I’m sure you all will find someone new,” Justin said with a softer voice than usual.


  “Don’t talk about that right now,” Marie insisted. “Promise me you’ll fuck me at least one more time.”


  “I promise,” he said and kissed her lips. Nobody paid them any attention in the cafe. Richard appeared to be nothing more than a third wheel to a hot young couple. Richard had grown comfortable in the first couple years of marriage and lost his wife’s respect in the bedroom. Now, she used other men to fulfill the void Richard left.


  But life without Justin seemed impossible after having him.


  Justin kept his promise and fucked Marie, but that was the last time. Marie was left with her sissy husband and no bull.
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  A few weeks passed, and Marie adjusted to her new routine without Justin. Her pussy missed his huge dick stretching it out on the weekends or whenever he felt like it after work. But she made good use of Richard’s face in the meantime.


  That day, it was a random Tuesday evening, and Marie and Richard lounged around the house. The sky grew darker earlier every day, and Marie worried about her winter blues without a massive dick to set her straight. Richard’s little member wouldn’t cut it through the cold winter.


  Richard set down his book and directed his words at Marie, “I miss Justin. Do you want to get one of those massive dildos to put over my small dick?”


  Marie chuckled. She appreciated the thought, but it wasn’t the same. “That’s an idea,” she said. She didn’t push it away because it could work in an emergency. Marie preferred to get to know her bulls before they ravaged her pussy.


  “Think about it. It’s only a click away,” he said and winked.


  Marie nodded slowly and flattened her lips. She got up from the armchair and headed to the kitchen. She needed a glass of white to smooth out her edges. Marie poured the alcohol and took a sip. A message came through on her phone while she drank.


  She read the name and shock ran through her. Marie thought to run to Richard, but something told her to read the message first.


   


  Hey Beautiful Lady,


   


  Long time, no talk. It’s Daren. I’m sending this message because you’ve been on my mind. I see your status still says ‘married’, but I’ve seen you post pictures with other guys over the past year.


  What’s going on? Are you dating? I’d love to take you out and try what we never got to do. Recently divorced and single here. Ready to mingle.


   


  Marie read the message three times. Daren had included two emojis: a cocktail and an eggplant.


  She had hardly heard from Daren since he introduced her to Robert, but she felt hot from the message. She had always had a thing for Daren, but it was one of those situations that never came to fruition. Marie imagined the multiracial man and his tanned skin. She wondered what the years had done to his face, but she pictured him more mature and handsome with more muscles.


  They had gone swimming several times, and she knew his dick wouldn’t disappoint. His bulge always attracted her attention back in those days, but she had a stupid boyfriend all through college, and Daren had his ex-wife.


  They never had a chance, but things were different now.


  Marie took another gulp and sashayed into the living room. She wanted to look as sexy as possible when she laid the news on her man. Marie went over to the couch and stood behind Richard. She rubbed his chest hard and sexually. He looked up at his woman with an aroused and confused face.


  “What’s going on, my love?” he asked her.


  “I received an email,” she said. She couldn’t hold the smile from spreading on her lips. Richard adjusted in his seat to get a better look of his woman.


  “Who was the email from?” he asked her.


  “You’ll never guess.”


  “I probably won’t, but the suspense is killing me. What is it, Marie?”


  “Daren,” she said. She let the name hang in the air. Richard’s face change from happy to sad to happy again.


  “Daren? Daren Parker?”


  “The very same.”


  “What does he want?” he asked.


  “He asked how my marriage was going because he had seen pictures of me with Justin and the others on social media.”


  “Oh,” Richard couldn’t hide the disappointment he felt. He didn’t want to be a cuck to one of his old best friends, but he knew the look on his wife’s face.


  “Sweetie, please,” she said and rubbed her chest on Richard’s head.


  “You know I’ll do anything to make you happy, dear,” he said with a half smile.


  “You’re the best,” she said and planted a big kiss on his lips. Marie quickly messaged Daren back to set up a date.


   


  ♦


  



  Friday night arrived, and Marie put on the sexy outfit Richard had picked out for her. The closer the date got, the more comfortable Richard felt with the idea of Daren becoming their new bull. He was quite smooth with the ladies man back in college, and Richard had heard from a few that he was bigger than all their friends. They tended to share a lot of the same women. People at their college ran in small circles.


  “Are you ready for the night, cuck?” Marie asked.


  “Yes, I’m excited to see what Daren will say. What does he know?”


  “He doesn’t know anything yet, but I’m going to tell him how you’re my little sissy now. How does that make you feel?”


  “Horny,” Richard admitted. “I know he has a big dick that’ll please you, and he’s a good guy.”


  “You’re so pathetic, cuck. Let’s get going so I can enjoy a real man,” she said and grabbed her purse. Richard followed closely behind her with the keys. He ran the passenger door and opened it for her, and then he drove Marie to the restaurant across town.


  “Wait in the car,” Marie said.


  “Of course, dear.” Richard watched his wife’s ass switch in her dress as she walked to the door. He wanted to fuck her pussy so badly, but he knew she required a big dick that he didn’t have.


  Marie entered the bar and scanned the room. A few of the men checked her out, but she didn’t pay them any attention. Her heels clicked against the tile as she crossed the room toward Daren. He stared at the drink menu and hadn’t noticed her yet. Marie stood over the table and cast a shadow on the man.


  Daren lit up like a lightning bolt. “Wow, you haven’t aged a day,” he said and kissed her on the cheek. She tucked her dress under her bottom and slid into the booth. She set her clutch on the table and crossed her legs. Her heel crazed Daren’s calf. His eyes shot up like a rocket.


  “You look as handsome as always yourself,” she said. She meant it too. Reality had outdone the fantasy she created. Daren was muscular, mature, and handsome like a true alpha. He kept his legs splayed and arms in an appropriate position. He was sexually open and calling Marie to him.


  The waiter came by, and Daren ordered their drinks, but Marie crazed her shoe along Daren’s leg the entire time the young man stood at the table. She would have considered sucking his dick if it weren’t their first encounter. Maybe on the third or fourth date, she’d try it. She learned a lot about being a good hotwife with Justin.


  “So, how are things with Richard? Are you two still married?”


  “Yes, things are good,” she said as she rubbed up Daren’s thigh. He squirmed in his seat, unsure of whether to stop her, but he decided against it. She was a grown woman, and he hadn’t talked to Richard in years.


  “What are you doing here then?”


  “Richard’s my cuck,” she said as the waiter dropped off the drinks. His eyes widened, but he didn’t say anything. “He’s waiting in the car.”


  Daren spat out a little of his drink. “What? Are you serious? The Richard I know?” Daren asked and took in the image of his old friend sitting in the car while he caressed his wife. He felt a bit guilty, but he knew about the lifestyle. “Are you trying to make me your bull?”


  Marie giggled and scooted closer. She took a drink from her cocktail and batted her eyes. “Maybe something like that.”


  “Oh, I wasn’t expecting that,” Daren said and straightened in his seat.


  Marie turned and looked at him more seriously. “Does that bother you?”


  “No… I don’t know. I was hoping we could have something serious,” he said.


  Marie laughed. She continued in a fit and took a minute to control herself. Daren gave her a concerned look. “Honey, you just got divorced. What you need is a hotwife like me to take your problems out on for a few months. Doesn’t it sound like a win-win?”


  Daren leaned back in his seat and thought about it. Marie rested her head on his shoulder.


  “You’re gonna make a good bull. I can feel it,” she said.


  “Oh yeah?”


  “Yeah, let’s get out of here. I bet Richard is dying to find out something.”


  “What are we going to do?”


  “It’s a surprise. Get the check?”


  Daren flagged down the server. He paid the bill and took Marie’s arm. They walked out to a new adventure together.
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  Marie and Daren exited the restaurant flirting and giggling across the parking lot. Richard watched his wife with his old friend as they approached the car. Richard’s heart dropped to the pits of his stomach, but he knew one moment of pain would bring many more of pleasure. Daren would make an excellent bull for the pair.


  Daren locked his eyes with Richard as they got a few paces from the vehicle. The years washed away, and it was like they had just seen each other. Daren waved at his Richard and opened the backseat door for Marie. She climbed in the back, and Daren followed.


  Daren patted Richard on the shoulder, “it’s so good to see you, man. How’s life treating you?”


  Richard wasn’t sure how to answer that since he knew his wife was about to pleasure the man, but at least he wasn’t the divorced one. He had a full-time job that paid well. Things weren’t too bad. “Can’t complain,” he said.


  “Oh, enough with the talking. I’m sure we’ll have plenty of time to catch up since Daren will be our new bull, isn’t that right?”


  “Hell yeah, you dirty slut. I never knew this side of you, Marie,” Daren said and smirked at Richard. Daren rubbed his fingers through Marie’s hair. She moaned at his touch.


  “I always dreamed about that dick in college. It looked so big at the pool or when you wore gym shorts,” Marie admitted.


  “Oh, it’s big,” Daren said. He grabbed Marie’s hand and shoved it into his jeans.


  “Oh my,” she gasped, “it’s so much bigger than yours, Richard!”


  “I bet you want a big dick, don’t you?” Daren asked her and grabbed her tit. Richard was surprised to see his friend handle his wife in such a way, but it made his dick rock solid and press against the fabric of his pants.


  “Oh yes, but I want to start a little slow. Guys, let’s go grab some beers and head to the drive-in theater,” Marie said and patted her husband on the chest.


  “All right, I’ll head to the liquor store on the way. Look up what’s playing,” Richard said and pulled out the parking lot. It didn’t really matter what they saw because they had an SUV and enough room to ignore everything on the screen.


  Richard stopped along the way at the store and got out to get the beers. Marie took the opportunity to stick her hand back in Daren’s jeans.


  “Oh, you’re mighty eager aren’t you?” Daren asked her and flicked her hard nipple. Marie didn’t wear a bra, and he could see her projections.


  “More than you know,” Marie panted. Daren reached his hand up her dress and rubbed her sloppy wet pussy.


  “You’re so wet, and we haven’t even done shit,” he said.


  His smell made Marie hot. She needed the man. She climbed on top of his and began making out with Daren. He didn’t resist and snaked his hand into her hair and tugged. She gasped and panted. Daren slipped a finger into her pussy.


  “You have a tight little cunt. Just wait until I stretch it out,” he said.


  “Oh please, Daren. I need your dick to fill my hole,” she said, and at the moment the car door opened, and Richard climbed back inside. She looked over her shoulder at her husband and smiled.


  “Got the party started already, I see?” Richard asked with a chuckle.


  “I couldn’t resist,” Marie said and climbed off the man.


  “Let’s get going. We can have some more fun at the theater,” Daren said in a deep voice. Richard started the car and headed there without another word. He couldn’t wait to watch Daren ruin his wife.


  



  ♦


  



  The trio laid down the seat in the SUV and got comfortable as the movie started. They all drank a beer, and Daren fondled Marie. Richard sat as close to the wall as possible and tried to act invisible as Daren took care of Marie.


  “Oh my, you’re so strong,” Marie said as Daren handled his breasts and ass. He smacked her bare cheeks, and Marie begged him for more. It was dark, but Richard imagined Marie’s skin was red like a sunburn.


  Richard took a sip of his beer and stuck his hand into his pants. He rubbed his stiff rod through his jeans and wished his dick wasn’t tiny and could please his wife. Marie needed men like Daren.


  “Take off your pants,” Marie commanded Daren.


  “Oh, you want my pants off, slut?”


  “Oh yes, please,” she begged him. Richard wasn’t sure what Marie wanted to do, but he was eager to watch.


  “Take them off if you want them off, whore,” he said.


  “Oh, I love when you talk dirty to me.”


  Marie got to her knees and unbuttoned Daren’s pants. She wedged them off and tried to ignore the heat between her legs. She was wet, hot, and bothered. She wanted to sit on his dick but preferred to wait until the second date. Marie wasn’t sure that she could that time though. Daren was in his boxers, and his erection stood tall like a giraffe.


  “Wow, that’s one big dick,” she said.


  “What are you gonna do with it? Richard is dying to see,” Daren said and winked at his friend. Richard’s mouth was agape, and he had his dick in his hand. Marie looked over at him and giggled.


  “I’m gonna suck that fat cock,” she said and lowered her head. Daren grabbed Marie by her ass and pulled her body head closer to his penis.


  “Suck it then,” he said and wiggled his hard dick through his boxers. “Take off my drawls and do your job.”


  Marie obliged and worked Daren’s boxers off his body. She revealed his massive cock. It had to have been twice the size of Richard’s and much thicker. Marie drooled at the sight of his proper manhood.


  Marie grabbed the base of Daren’s thick cock and positioned her mouth over his rod. She parted her lips and swallowed half of his length before gagging on it.


  “Take my cock. Don’t give up,” Daren encouraged her and lifted his hips. Marie took a deep breath through her nose and tried again to take the entire length of his staff. Daren got much further down into Marie’s throat that time.


  She coughed on his dick, but Daren pushed and filled her throat. Daren’s deep moan vibrated the windows. “That’s right. That’s how you suck a cock. Mmmm,” Daren said and leaned his head on the window.


  Marie went to work on his dick, and Daren rocked his hips and fucked her mouth if she started to slow down. Richard edged his dick in the corner, wanting to cum but preferring to wait until his wife and her bull gave the word.


  Most of the movie went by like that, and Marie never let up on sucking Daren’s dick.


  “Come here. Let me finger that pussy,” Daren commanded her. “I’m getting close.”


  Marie moved her body and got on her side so Daren could caress her pussy while she continued sucking his dick. Daren slid two fat fingers into her gushing hole and used his thumb to rub her tender, swollen clit. The pleasure instantly washed over Marie. She bit her bottom lip and fought the urge to explode in the first second.


  “Cum in my mouth. I can’t hold it anymore,” Marie panted.


  “Cum on my hand, whore,” Daren said.


  Marie’s warm liquid exploded from her pussy, and her body spasmed with her lips around Daren’s dick.


  Daren jacked the bottom half of his dick off with the rest in Marie’s welcoming mouth.


  Richard exploded in the background all over his stomach, but the couple didn’t notice him. Marie was consumed with making her bull, Daren, cum.


  “Cum for me,” Marie said in a muffled voice.


  Daren got to his knees with Marie’s face under his dick. “Open wide.”


  Marie did as commanded. Daren grunted, and several loads of warm cum shot from his dick. Marie drank up his milk and jacked him off to get every drop. Daren kissed the woman and pulled her into his arms.


  “Guess we can enjoy the movie a bit now,” Daren laughed.


  “After I clean you two up,” Richard added. He had a wet cloth ready. They snuggled up in the back and enjoyed the last bit of the movie before Richard took Daren back to his car, but that night was only the first of many. Marie hadn’t even been penetrated by Daren yet. She needed his thick interracial dick inside of her.
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  Daren sat at his work desk and stared at the blank computer screen. His coworkers hustled by behind him trying to reach the deadline, but he couldn’t get his head in the game. His mind drifted to the night in Marie’s backseat with his old best friend driving them around while he fondled her. Daren’s ample erection was growing in his pants. He needed to get to the bathroom to relieve himself.


  Daren darted to the restroom before his hulking bulge drew attention from the others. He threw open the stall door and locked it behind him. He whipped out his hardened piece and stroked his dick.


  Precum leaked from the tip and provided some lubrication as he rubbed it over the toilet. He felt dirty and decided to share the moment with Marie. He unlocked his phone and snapped a picture. He wrote the caption I can’t wait to fuck you with this on the weekend.


  He sent the picture and finished the job before getting back to work to meet the deadline.


  



  ♦


  



  Marie finished Richard’s makeup and turned him around to look in the mirror. He was all dolled up like a proper maid for the weekend with their new bull. He and Marie decided to go to the extreme the first time around with Daren to get any shock out of the way.


  “I never get over how beautiful you make me look,” he said and smiled at himself in the mirror. But he wasn’t Richard when he wore his outfits. He became Cherry.


  “I love when you’re Cherry. Hopefully, Daren likes it too,” Marie said and stoked Cherry’s hair. She wore an open robe with stilettos and nothing else. She held a glass of wine and felt satisfied with her work.


  “I don’t think he’ll be thinking about me when he’s balls-deep inside of you,” Cherry said with a half smile. He couldn’t wait to see Daren ravage his wife, even if he did feel a bit jealous. He loved helping pleasure her in any way he could.


  The doorbell rang at that moment. Marie turned to her husband dressed as a woman, “get the door, Cherry. We don’t want to keep our new man waiting,” he said with a wink.


  Cherry stood and left the room. She was barefoot and shaved. She couldn’t wear heels like her mistress. That wasn’t allowed. Cherry opened the door, and Daren attempted to hide the surprise on his face. Daren looked Cherry up and down.


  “Richard?”


  Cherry wagged her finger in his face. “I’m Cherry tonight and at your service,” she said and curtsied.


  Daren placed his fist over his mouth and grunted.


  “Get me a whiskey on the rocks then, Cherry,” he said. He just wanted to get his friend out the room. It was too pathetic to watch. He needed an adjustment period after that scene.


  “Marie is waiting for you in the living room,” Cherry said and ran off to the kitchen to get the man’s drink.


  



  ♦


  



  Daren approached Marie. She had her hands on her hips with the robe open, and a grin on her face. Daren grabbed her and wrapped his arms around her body. He kissed her and caressed her with his manly hands.


  “I can’t believe we never did this before,” Daren looked down at Marie’s pussy. It was already glistening. “Looks like somebody’s horny.”


  “More than you know,” Marie said and leaned close. She nibbled on Daren’s ear and whispered, “I touched myself to that photo you sent.”


  “Oh yeah? Like this?” Daren said and slid two fingers into Marie’s soaking pussy. His dick twitched from the warmth of her hole.


  “Mmhm,” she said and nodded.


  Cherry returned to the room and knelt before the couple. She held Daren’s whiskey in the air.


  “Thanks, Cherry,” Daren said.


  “You don’t have to thank her. She’s our servant,” Marie said. “Servant, do what I asked you to do.”


  Cherry crawled over to Daren and knelt directly under him. “Please fuck my wife,” she said without looking up to the man.


  “That doesn’t sound like begging!” Marie interjected.


  “Please, Daren. Use that big dick of yours to fill my wife,” Cherry said and pawed at Daren’s waistline. She unbuttoned his pants and pulled them to the floor. She revealed Daren’s large bulge under his boxers. Marie licked her lips.


  “Oh yeah, Cherry? You want me to fuck this pussy?” Daren asked and fingered Marie a bit more.


  “Oh please, fuck that pussy. She needs a big dick inside of her,” Cherry said and worked the man’s underwear off too. Daren’s massive erection stood at attention ready to take Marie’s hole.


  “Get us wet first, servant,” Marie said and grabbed Cherry by the hair. She shoved Cherry’s face into her pussy, and the woman licked and sucked like there was no tomorrow. An erection pulsed in Cherry’s pants, but she knew better than to touch it. “Now do him,” Marie commanded her husband dressed as a woman.


  Daren’s dick hovered in front of Cherry’s face. She didn’t know what to do. Daren helped her out and shoved his dick into the Cherry’s mouth. Cherry gagged on his big dick, but she sucked it for several minutes while Marie touched herself and watched.


  “That’s enough, Cherry,” Marie said and pulled her face off Daren’s cock. “Daren wants some pussy now, doesn’t he?” Marie asked and guided Daren’s hand to her wet hole.


  “Oh yes,” he said and picked her up into his muscular arms. Daren carried Marie to the bedroom and threw her to the bed. They were both naked. Daren slid his rod up and down between her gushing lips. Cherry slipped into the bedroom and took her place on the floor in the corner.


  “Fuck me with that big dick, Daren.”


  Daren didn’t hesitate and shoved his cock into her tight hole. Marie yelled out, but she didn’t resist his body. She grabbed his ass and encouraged Daren to go deeper inside. She was tight from the weeks without Justin, but she needed that dick.


  “You like getting this raw dick in your tight cunt, don’t you?”


  Cherry heard the words, and her eyes darted to Daren’s uncovered staff pounding his wife. Cherry never took Justin’s dick raw. Cherry was both shocked and aroused.


  “Oh yes, it’s so good,” Marie said and dug into the sheets.


  “Fuck, it’s been so long since I’ve had pussy this good,” Daren said and thrust in and out of her hole. Daren looked over to Cherry and adjusted Marie’s legs so the pathetic cuck could see his dick ravage Marie.


  “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Daren said.


  “Cum in me,” Marie panted. “Cherry, come over here and suck on my clit.”


  Cherry rushed over to the bed and locked her mouth on Marie’s clit. Marie moaned uncontrollably as an orgasm shot to the surface, and Cherry felt Daren’s dick filling her wife below the surface. It was too hot to handle. Cherry needed to touch her dick and let out the cum she had pulsating in her balls.


  “Ah,” Daren grunted. Marie felt the warm liquid charge into her, and her body spasmed with Daren as she came all over his dick and Cherry’s face. Daren pumped in and out of her a few more times to get out every drop of his cum, and some leaked out around his dick. “That was amazing,” Daren said as he pulled out his hard dick.


  “Cherry, clean us up,” Marie commanded her. Cherry knew what to do. She moved her mouth to Marie’s sloppy opening and licked up Daren’s milk. Cherry had grown to love the salty taste. She sucked up every last drop. “Don’t forget about our guest, Cherry!”


  Cherry nodded and sucked Daren’s dick clean.


  “Now, give us some privacy cuck,” Marie said and rubbed Daren’s hard body.


  “Anything you need, I’m here,” Cherry said with a curtsy and ran out the room to release her load in the bathroom sink.
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  I hope you enjoyed Women Run the Universe: Volume 2.


  Explore my website or Amazon page for other hot and steamy erotica reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen.


  Links below ↓↓


  Stay Connected ♥


   


   


  Clover Cox Mailing List


   


  Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox


   


  Website: clovercox.com


   


   


   


   


   


  Thank you for reading,
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