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“Put this on,” King said as Queeny was about to put on her panties. 

She looked at the wadded handful of black yarn he was holding with curiosity. He was always full of surprises, but tonight they were going to an event where he was one of the honored guests. Had plans changed? This didn’t seem like the right time for dress up. 

She put on the confusing tangle of threads, which turned out to be a sleeveless body suit that went all the way down to her ankles. Noticeably absent was any kind of closure in the crotch area. Ok, no panties. Easy access. This would make going to the bathroom very easy she thought.  The soft, springy yarn was crocheted into netting with intricate patterns in some places and plain, wide mesh in others. It made her look long, slinky, and exotic.

He was mostly dressed. His look was sharp, sophisticated, and commanding, just as an esteemed guest of honor should look. She smiled at her beloved King, and he smiled back with admiration. 

“Turn around,” he said, making a twirling motion with his hand. Pleased with what he saw, he nodded approvingly. It really did look good on her. He had her black silk corset in hand, which he proceeded to put on her. The stiff construction did a lot to accentuate her already fine figure. She turned a lot of heads whenever she wore it, to the point it embarrassed her, but it made him happy, so it made her happy. 

Next, he handed her a new pair of shoes. They were stunning, black, and about an inch and a half higher than anything she normally wore. She stood up in them, trying to adjust to the height. The effect was dramatic. He rewarded her with a long, deep kiss that made her weak in the knees and wet between her thighs. 

Oh, how she wanted him. He had been teasing her to the brink of orgasm every day for more than a week, never letting her come once. Her whole body vibrated with desire, every cell in her body begged for relief. As if he could read her mind, his hand slid down, easily finding the gap in the mesh. Softly, gently, he explored the silky damp folds. He traced a few languid circles on the fleshy nub before sliding in one, and then two fingers, which easily found the spongy area of ultimate pleasure buried deep within and continued to stoke.  Just as she was starting to tremble, he withdrew his hand and filled the void with two round balls, each a little more than an inch in diameter, connected by a filament. She knew what these were. They vibrated absolutely silently even when turned up to their maximum capacity. At first, she was glad, because she enjoyed them, but then worried he would make her orgasm at the event. With no panties, that would be extremely awkward. Plus, she was so pent up that she feared she would lose control and make a scene. 

She had her hair and makeup professionally done that afternoon so, but for her dress, she was ready to go. A soft, elegant updo and perfect makeup gave her a sophisticated, yet innocent air.  He could hardly wait to get her home. For now though, they had to go to the event where he was the honored guest where he would be introduced to a whole new crop of potential investors. Maybe it was pride, but he loved showing off his Queeny. Men envied him, imagining what they would do with her if they had half the chance. 

Women envied her because they wanted to be her—the one who turned heads, the object of everyone’s envy, the one on his arm who would go home with him at the end of the night. He smiled to himself at the thought.

He slipped the slinky black gown over her head being careful not to mess up her hair. The shimmery material clung closely to her accentuated curves. It looked even better than it did when she tried it on in the store. There was a slit up one side, which ended mid-thigh. The bodysuit peeked out, hinting at intrigue beneath. The added height of the shoes finished off the whole ensemble well. He had good taste. She looked elegant and sophisticated—but like a cross between Jessica Rabbit and Morticia Addams, she thought, chuckling to herself. She had no idea what to expect tonight, but she trusted King implicitly, so she could just relax and have fun. 

He had the remote to the vibrating balls in his pocket, which he played with sporadically throughout the evening. He never came close to taking her over the edge, so she needn’t have worried, but he sure knew how to build the tension. As pleasant as the vibrations were, it was his touch and nearness that affected her the most. Each time he kissed her, put his arm around her, or touched her skin, her pulse quickened, which amplified the effects of the toy. She ached to go home and hoped that tonight would be the night she would be granted relief. 

King was rarely one to linger at these events, but he could really pour on the charm when he wanted to. He enthralled everyone he met and tonight was no exception. As he saw it, it was part of his job. He made quite an impression on the group with his short witty address, confidence, impeccable good looks, and of course, with his charming, refined, ridiculously sexy wife. 

Tonight, she was even more relieved to leave early than he was. 

He continued to play with the remote as he held and kissed her on the limo ride home. The closeness made the ache in her almost unbearable. If he didn’t do something soon, she would beg. He liked it when she begged. It was an exercise in humility, vulnerability, and honest communication of need. It was a good thing, he thought; important, necessary, and so delightful. 

She didn’t have to beg tonight. No sooner had they walked in the door, he relieved her of her gown and vibrating toy. He let her go empty her bladder and freshen up. He didn’t have to explain that she should prepare herself for just about anything.  

When she returned to King’s chamber, he was standing there expectantly, a pillow at his feet. She knelt, obediently assuming the position she was trained to take, sitting on her heels, hands behind her back, eyes forward, waiting for further instruction. He stroked her cheek lovingly, longingly, possessively. “Close your eyes,” he commanded, and proceeded to secure a sticky, black, eye mask over the top half of her face. 

He was nothing if not an innovator. Things had come a long way since that first time with the hood and tiedowns. These new masks were peel-and-stick, like sports tape band-aids, with soft non-stick padding over the eyes. They adhered securely with non-latex adhesive so there were no gaps and would stay securely in place even during the roughest play. This was a big improvement because he liked to be able to grab her hair easily. She obviously enjoyed it too, because every time he did it, she practically melted in his grasp. He had had so many ideas for things he wished existed, he wound up starting a whole new company to fabricate, and market, the line of exotic, erotic toys and accoutrements that she inspired. 

“Open your mouth.” 

She complied quickly, tilting her head back, tongue in receiving position. She looked so alluring sitting there, her rosebud lips and pink tongue, so innocent, so willing. Ready and waiting for anything he chose to do. He imagined ramming his throbbing cock down her throat, exploding all over her, and watching her slurp up every last drop. He savored the thought...but he had something else in mind, and he’d been planning it for weeks. 

He took a smooth, clear glass, phallus shaped dildo, and touched it to her waiting tongue. She tilted her head back further as she welcomed the object. The clear glass gave an interesting affect as she caressed it with her tongue and lips, which she did as if it were a part of him. He held under her chin with one hand, tipping her head back further, while pressing the phallus deeper and deeper with the other. Just as she was about to gag, he pulled it back out. Her lips and tongue resumed doing what they did so well. In and out it went, reminding her nervous system how to suppress her gag reflex. It had been quite a while since her initial training, and regular tune-ups were essential. 

After he was satisfied the reflex was subdued, he exchanged the glass dildo for another one. This was one of the designs he was most
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