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Chapter One


Nicolas knelt on the floor at his wife’s feet, massaging her foot as she leaned back, playing on her phone, texting Marcus more than likely, and sipping a glass of red wine. Ignoring him, basically. Nicolas was used to being ignored, however. Since Stacy submitted to Marcus Thaxton a few days ago, she took to treating Nicolas more like her servant than her husband. She claimed she still loved him, but somehow, this new path she took with Marcus consumed all of her time and attention. To make matters worse, Nicolas knew that Marcus—Master Marcus—gave Stacy instructions to give to him, making Nicolas his submissive as well as Stacy’s. The whole thing irritated Nicolas. When it wasn’t making his cock so damn hard, that is. 
That was the crux of the matter. As much as Nicolas found himself annoyed at being controlled by another man, the fact Stacy even allowed it turned him on more than he thought it would. Furthermore, it wasn’t just sex. Marcus infiltrated their entire lives with his rules and guidelines, dictating when they ate, when they woke up, and even when they went to sleep. To add salt to Nicolas’s wound, Marcus even controlled when Stacy could allow Nicolas to satisfy her pussy with his mouth, his cock already forbidden to her. It didn’t stop there, either. Stacy handed Nicolas a list of chores to carry out every morning, and he just knew they were from her new master. She even had him take a sexy picture of her so he could send it from his own phone to Marcus at the start of each day. Nicolas became their cuckold, and it wasn’t just a fantasy that Stacy whispered in his ear while making him jack off. This was now his life for as long as she served Marcus.
Nicolas chanced a glance up at his wife from where he knelt on the floor, sitting there in the baby blue panties she made him wear. The colors may change, but the style was always cotton granny panties. She said she liked the way it made his inferior cock look as he pranced around the house. She also made him shave his cock and balls completely, preferring his little boy appearance in the genitals. “Men have pubic hair,” she told him, “not sissy cuckolds.” She even started calling him Sissy, instead of Nicolas, to represent his new role in life.
As he placed her foot down on the carpet and picked up her other foot to massage, he noticed she set her phone on the arm of her chair. “Will you be seeing Marcus again soon?” he asked, the not-knowing aspect of what went on in his wife’s life driving him crazy.
She just smiled down at him as she took another sip of her wine. “Would you like that, Sissy?” she asked. “I know how much you enjoyed listening to your wife being pleasured by another man the last time he was here. Such a sad little pervert you are.”
He squirmed under her words, but couldn’t deny their truth. “Yes, ma’am,” he replied, because there truly was no other answer. He hated it and loved it all at the same time. While he would have preferred keeping their fantasy just between the two of them, he had to admit this fresh course drove him to a deeper level of servitude to his wife.
And now her master.
Stacy grinned even more. “Well, as a matter of fact, you’ll be getting your wish,” she said. “Master Marcus said he plans on coming over this week and using my body some more. I can’t wait for him to fuck me again to tell you the truth. His cock is so big. It fills me more than yours ever did. I hope he spends hours just fucking me with his thick rod.”
Nicolas nodded as he finished massaging her foot. “Yes, ma’am.”
“Don’t you want that as well, Sissy?” she taunted him. “Don’t you want Marcus to pound his cock into me over and over, so you can hear me scream in ecstasy, knowing my pussy is no longer yours? Be honest now. Don’t you want to see him use me?”
“Yes, ma’am,” was all Nicolas could bring himself to say, but he should have known it wouldn’t be enough.
“Say it, Sissy,” Stacy demanded. “Tell me you want it. Tell me how much you want Master Marcus to fuck your wife, my little cuckold.”
Nicolas did want it. Of that, there was no doubt. He just hated when Stacy made him admit it out loud. “Yes, Mistress. I want it,” he said, almost grudgingly. “I want your master to take your body for his pleasure. I want the room to fill with the cries of you being fucked and used by him to his delight. And I want to see him control you, taking you in every way he can.” He placed her foot on the floor and knelt there, staring up at her.
Her smile twisted into a mischievous grin. “Good, boy,” she said. “Now beg, beg to see him fuck your wife.”
Nicolas placed his hands on his knees as he took a deep, steadying breath. “Please, Mistress, please. Let your master come over and fuck you. I want to hear it, to watch it. Please permit me to see another man bringing you the pleasure I can’t. Please.”
Stacy just grinned as she settled back in the recliner, his recliner. At least, it used to be his. Now it belonged to her and her master. “We shall see what the master wants,” she said. “For now, you may paint my toes. Master Marcus prefers a deep purple. Do a good job, and you may get rewarded.” He watched as she took another sip of her wine before he reached for the nail polish.




Chapter Two


Once Nicolas finished painting Stacy’s nails, she had him refill her wineglass and then take a seat back on the floor in front of her. Looking down at him, she said, “Well, you did a great job on my nails. I’m sure my master will be pleased. Now, would you like your reward?” 
“Yes, Mistress,” he said. “Please.” He doubted she would allow him to taste her sweet pussy, as that now belonged to another, but he would take whatever she allowed.
“Lay down on your back and pull your panties down to your knees,” she ordered as she settled back in the recliner, grinning down at him.
Nicolas laid back, shimmying out of the baby blue panties until they hugged his knees, his cock semi-hard. He glanced up at Stacy, awaiting her next orders. However, she wanted to toy with him first, it seemed.
Stacy stretched out her right leg, her freshly painted toenails dipping over his panties and aiming for his balls, and started bouncing his family jewels with her foot. He whimpered at the sudden pain as she kicked him harder and harder with each swish of her foot, making him squirm, his ass sliding back and forth on the carpet. “My toes look so sexy up against your nuts like this,” Stacy said, and then she racked him a tad harder, making him groan as his body stiffened from the pain. “Now, you may lie there and jack that tiny dick of yours off while I toy with your balls.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Nicolas wheezed through gritted teeth, his hand already flying to his now rock hard cock. “Thank you, Mistress.” His nuts still tingling from where she had kicked him with her foot, Nicolas started stroking his cock, his eyes never leaving his wife’s as he anticipated more of her torture.
She didn’t kick him again, but she did bounce his nuts up and down on her toes as she taunted him. “Master Marcus would love to see you like this, I bet,” she said. “Once the man of the house now reduced to jacking his pathetic cock off in front of his wife while she toys with his nuts.” She shook her head. “Sad, cuckold of a man. You don’t run this house anymore, do you?” When he didn’t answer right away, she kicked his nuts, making him whimper louder. “Do you, Sissy?”
Nicolas shook his head. “No, ma’am. You run the house. You and Master Marcus.” He gripped his cock tighter, jerking himself off faster at the thought of being controlled by his wife and her master.
“You’re not even allowed to stick that sad excuse of a cock into my pussy, are you?” She pressed on his nuts with her foot, squishing them and bringing a groan from his lips. “You can’t even bury your face between my legs without another man’s permission, can you?”
“No, ma’am,” Nicolas said, his cock throbbing in his grip. The thought that he needed another man’s permission to have sex with his wife both humiliated him and turned him on at the same time. The whole concept was pathetic, but there was nothing he could do about how it made him feel. He truly was a cuckold to his wife.
“All you can do is lie there, stroking yourself off, picturing Master Marcus pounding into my cunt, claiming your wife as his own,” Stacy continued to taunt him. “How does that make you feel, Sissy? Another man owns your wife. I’ll obey him in everything he asks. He can do whatever he wants to your wife, and you have no say in the matter. Oh no, you gave that up when you became a little cucky boy. Marcus is the real man.”
Nicolas groaned, his hips thrusting slightly as he fucked himself, her words pushing him closer and closer to the edge. He kept his eyes closed, and he could see the last time Marcus was over at their house, making out with Stacy on the couch while Nicolas buried his face between her legs and ate the man’s cum out of her pussy. Stacy had groaned, but Nicolas didn’t know if it was from his tongue or Marcus’s kisses while her master toyed with her breasts. 
Nicolas’s cock throbbed as Stacy pressed harder on his nuts. “Come for me, Sissy,” she said. “Show me how much you get turned on by your wife submitting to another man. That’s a good cuck.”
He didn’t want to come right then, not to her words, but he couldn’t help it. Her taunting pushed him over the edge, and he groaned as long ropes of hot cum exploded from his cock to cover his hand and stomach. His hips lifted into the air, his ass leaving the carpet, as he surrendered to his orgasm while he heard Stacy giggling at him.
When he finally finished shooting his load, he collapsed back on the carpet, his breathing coming out in heavy pants in his ears. Opening his eyes, the first thing he saw was Stacy’s smirk as she glared down at him, ridicule in her eyes. Heat filled his cheeks at his embarrassment, knowing that everything she said was true, and he truly was that sissy cuckold of a man for her and Marcus.
“You’re such a good sissy,” she praised him. “Now, be a good boy and clean your hand.” She glanced down at her toes. “I think you smudged my nail polish. You’ll need to fix that after you’ve cleaned up.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Nicolas said as he licked his cum off his fingers as he knew she would want, the taste salty and sticky on his lips. He went to swipe at the cum on his stomach, but she stopped him.
“I have a better idea,” she said with a mischievous grin. She
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