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Approaching Rapidly

By Tuesday evening, the wager was only four days away.

“Holy fuck,” Steve gasped. “Holy—fuck.”

He lay completely naked across Megan’s bed while she sat beside him in a white tank top and fitted jeans. The contrast between them had become familiar: Steve exposed and vulnerable, Megan fully dressed and calmly in control.

Her left hand moved slowly around his cock.

The practice rules had been agreed before they started. Megan had permission to vary her speed and pressure, while Steve could tell her to stop at any moment. If he lost control during the timed attempt, he had permission to cum—but the timer would record exactly how badly he had failed.

Megan glanced at her phone.

“Forty-five seconds,” she announced. “You still have more than two minutes.”

Steve stared at the ceiling. “That can’t be right.”

“The timer is less dramatic than you are.”

She drew her hand from the base of his 4.8-inch cock to the swollen head, spreading the precum that had gathered there. The added lubrication made her next stroke glide effortlessly.

Steve’s hips tensed.

Megan had learned his body with alarming speed. Some of her skill undoubtedly came from previous experience, but she had also spent the last several days studying every change in his breathing and every involuntary movement of his hips. She knew precisely how much pressure to use and exactly where her thumb could destroy what remained of his control.

This was their third timed attempt since Saturday.

His first had lasted fifty-eight seconds. The second had reached one minute and twelve. Progress existed, but the required three minutes still seemed impossibly distant.

“Breathe,” Megan reminded him.

Steve forced air slowly into his lungs.

“Don’t fight every sensation. Notice it without chasing it.”

“That’s easy for you to say.”

“I’m not the one who accepted a three-minute handjob wager.”

“You also accepted the stakes.”

Megan smiled. “I’m satisfied with either outcome.”

That was precisely the problem.

Steve closed his eyes and tried to take his mind away from the pleasure. He pictured baseball statistics, the grocery aisle, a pile of unfinished paperwork—anything dull enough to distract him from the gorgeous woman stroking his cock.

Nothing worked.

Behind every attempted distraction waited the same two images. In one, Steve lasted three minutes and claimed his prize with Megan and Paula. In the other, he failed and found himself in a bedroom with Megan and Taylor.

Both fantasies made him harder.

Megan increased her pace.

“Don’t think about Saturday,” she said.

“How do you know I am?”

“Because your little cock just twitched.”

Steve groaned as her fingers tightened beneath the head.

“One minute,” Megan announced.

He tried to relax his thighs, but his entire lower body had begun trembling. The pleasure was no longer confined to her hand. It spread through his stomach and gathered inside his balls, forming the familiar pressure that warned him he was getting dangerously close.

Megan changed her technique again, using long, complete strokes along his slender shaft.

Steve gripped the comforter. “Slow down.”

“Is that a request or panic?”

He forced himself to answer clearly. “Not a stop request. I’m warning you I’m getting close.”

“Understood.”

She reduced her speed just enough to pull him back from the edge. Steve breathed through the crisis and felt the immediate need to cum recede slightly.

“Good,” Megan said. “You recovered.”

For several seconds, he believed he might actually succeed.

Then Megan’s thumb swept across the head.

Steve’s body jerked.

“One minute and twenty seconds,” she announced. “That’s a new record.”

Relief and pride flashed through him, but Megan immediately accelerated, concentrating her strokes around the most sensitive part of his cock.

The pleasure became overwhelming.

“Megan, I can’t—”

“Tell me properly.”

“I’m losing it.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

Steve knew that stopping would preserve his record but end the attempt without testing his real limit. He also knew he already had permission to cum if he chose to continue.

“No. Keep going.”

Megan’s hand moved faster.

Steve managed three more seconds.

“Fuck—no—I’m cumming!”

His cock quivered violently in her hand. The first spurt landed across his stomach, followed by several more that streaked his chest and abdomen. Megan kept her rhythm steady while his body convulsed beneath her, drawing out every pulse until his hips finally collapsed against the mattress.

The orgasm was powerful enough to leave him breathless.

It was also deeply embarrassing.

“One minute and twenty-three seconds,” Megan said.

Steve covered his face with his forearm. “That’s terrible.”

“It’s eleven seconds better than yesterday.”

“I still need another minute and thirty-seven.”

Megan reached for a towel and gently cleaned her hand. Then she wiped the cum from his stomach before resting her palm against his chest.

“You okay?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want comfort, an honest assessment, or for me to stay in character?”

Steve considered it. “Honest assessment first.”

“You are improving, but trying to mentally escape the sensation isn’t working. You tense up, panic about failing, and then push yourself over the edge.”

“That sounds accurate.”

“And you’re treating this as if three minutes is some universal standard for being a man. It isn’t. This is a deliberately difficult challenge designed around your sensitivity.”

Steve lowered his arm and looked at her. “So I’m not pathetic?”

Megan’s mouth curved. “Would you like the in-character answer now?”

He laughed despite himself. “Go ahead.”

She leaned closer.

“For someone so desperate to win Paula’s body, that was a very disappointing performance from one tiny, overexcited cock.”

Humiliation warmed Steve’s face—and caused his softening cock to twitch in Megan’s hand.

She noticed immediately.

“See?” Megan said. “That’s the other problem.”

“What?”

“At this rate, I might think you secretly want to lose. Perhaps imagining Taylor fucking me is making you cum faster.”

“No.” Steve answered too quickly.

Megan’s expression became serious. “Be honest.”

Steve looked away.

The simple denial no longer matched what they had already admitted to each other. He hated imagining Taylor with her. The jealousy made his stomach hurt, yet it also carried the same dark excitement he had felt throughout the pool party.

“I don’t want to lose,” he said. “I want you and Paula.”

“But?”

“But the other outcome turns me on too.” He forced himself to meet her eyes. “That doesn’t mean I want it to happen.”

“I understand the difference.”

“It scares me.”

“And fear has become tangled up with arousal for you.” Megan traced one finger across his chest. “So every time you picture losing, you get closer to making it happen.”

Steve sighed. “How am I supposed to control that?”

“Not by pretending Taylor doesn’t excite you. If you keep fighting the thought, it becomes more powerful.”

“So what do I do?”

“You learn to experience the arousal without immediately obeying it.” Megan climbed off the bed and stood. “The point isn’t to teach you that cumming quickly is shameful. It’s to teach you that pleasure doesn’t have to control your next decision.”

Steve sat up, watching her.

“That sounds suspiciously sensible.”

“I contain multitudes.”

“And how exactly are we training my mind?”

Megan’s familiar smile returned.

“I have another exercise in mind.”

Steve eyed her warily. “Does it involve the strap-on?”

“Not unless you want it to.”

“That isn’t reassuring.”

Megan stepped closer and looked down at him.

“Would you like to continue?”

Steve checked in with his exhausted body, then nodded. “Yes.”

“Good. Get on your knees.”

Still flushed from his orgasm, Steve knelt on the carpet in front of Megan.

They had agreed on the training arrangement after accepting Paula’s wager. Steve would attempt one timed handjob each day until Saturday. If he survived three full minutes, Megan would reward him by finally removing her bra and allowing him to see and touch her breasts. If he failed and chose to continue the session, he would spend five minutes serving her strap-on.

It was a consensual consequence rather than a punishment he was trapped into accepting. Steve could end any session whenever he wanted.

So far, he had failed three times.

And each time, he had chosen to kneel.

“You’re certain you want the second part?” Megan asked.

Steve looked up at her. “Yes.”

Megan unfastened her jeans and pushed them over her hips. The denim fell around her ankles, revealing her long, tanned legs and a pair of pink panties. She stepped free of the jeans, retrieved the harness, and secured it carefully around her waist.

The large silicone cock projected toward Steve’s face.

Even after doing this twice before, the sight still unsettled him. It also sent the first returning pulse of arousal through his recently satisfied body.

Megan noticed.

“Already?”

“Don’t start.”

“I haven’t done anything.”

“You put that on.”

Her smile widened. “And apparently that’s all it takes now.”

Megan stood in front of him but made no attempt to touch his head or press the toy toward his mouth.

“Ready?”

Steve nodded. “Start the timer.”

She did.

Steve wrapped one hand around the base of the strap-on and guided it to his lips. The silicone tasted faintly of the cleanser Megan used on it, but the artificial texture no longer distracted him. He opened his mouth and slowly took the head inside.

“That’s it,” Megan murmured. “Good boy.”

Steve began moving without being guided, his lips sliding along the shaft while his tongue worked beneath it. What had horrified him only days earlier was becoming strangely familiar.

Megan rested her hands on his shoulders.

“You’re improving,” she said. “My obedient little cock sucker is becoming very talented.”

The humiliating praise made Steve’s erection return more quickly.

Megan looked down and watched it rise between his thighs.

“Look at that. You’ve only just cummed, and your little cock is already trying to stand up again.”

Steve continued sucking, unwilling to give her the satisfaction of reacting.

“You really do love kneeling for me,” she continued. “Perhaps one day you’ll decide you’re curious about trying a real cock.”

Steve stopped and drew back.

Megan immediately took her hands away. “Too far?”

“I don’t know.” He wiped his mouth. “Are you saying you expect me to do that?”

“No. I’m teasing you.” Her expression became gentler. “Nothing involving another person happens unless you actively want it and we discuss it first. You don’t have to decide today—or ever.”

Steve considered that before nodding. “You can keep teasing me about it.”

“Good.” Megan reset her hands lightly on his shoulders. “Continue when you’re ready.”

Steve guided the toy back into his mouth.

This time, the suggestion remained in his mind.

He had no desire for a man in the way he desired Megan, yet the imagined act carried an undeniable charge. Perhaps it was the taboo. Perhaps it was the humiliation. Or perhaps the object mattered less than the position: Steve kneeling while someone stood above him, surrendering control because he had chosen to do so.

His cock hardened completely.

Megan felt his shoulders tense and glanced down.

“Oh, you liked that thought.”

Steve made a muffled sound around the strap-on.

“I’m not judging you,” she assured him. “I think it’s cute.”

She did not hold his head or force him deeper. Steve controlled every movement, gradually finding a steady rhythm as Megan praised and teased him from above.

When the five-minute timer sounded, she touched his cheek.

“Time. You can stop.”

Steve slowly withdrew. Saliva coated the lower half of the strap-on, and his jaw ached, but the erection between his legs was nearly as hard as it had been before his orgasm.

Megan removed the harness and offered him her hand.

He allowed her to pull him upright.

“You did well,” she said.

“Better than I did at the handjob challenge.”

“Considerably.”

Megan kissed him gently. The tenderness of the gesture contrasted so sharply with what he had just been doing that Steve felt momentarily disoriented.

She handed him a towel, and he wiped his mouth.

Megan’s gaze dropped toward his erection again.

“Can I ask you something without making you defensive?”

“That sounds ominous.”

“Why do you get so hard every time you suck my strap-on?”

Steve glanced away. “Because you’re wearing it.”

“That explains some of it.”

“You’re gorgeous. I’m on my knees in front of you, and you’re talking to me like that. Of course I get hard.”

Megan considered his answer. “Perhaps it really is entirely about me.”

“It is.”

“Or perhaps some part of you enjoys the act itself.”

Steve opened his mouth to deny it, then stopped. After everything they had discussed about honesty, an automatic denial felt pointless.

“I don’t know,” he admitted.

“That’s allowed.”

“You don’t think it’s strange?”

“I think people become frightened when every fantasy has to define them.” Megan ran her fingers through his hair. “You can enjoy sucking a toy without wanting a man. You can also wonder what a real cock would be like without needing to change the label you use for yourself.”

“And you genuinely think it’s cute?”

“I think seeing my boyfriend hard on his knees for me is extremely cute.”

Steve laughed. “You have an unusual definition of that word.”

“I contain multitudes.”

She kissed him again, then gathered the harness.

“Tomorrow morning at nine for the next practice attempt?”

“I’ll be here.”

“Try to last longer than ninety seconds this time.”

“I lasted one minute and twenty-three.”

“Exactly.”

Megan carried the strap-on into the bathroom, leaving Steve to dress.

His erection gradually softened as he pulled on his clothes. Once he was ready, he headed downstairs.

Paula was sitting alone in the living room wearing her robe, one leg folded beneath her as she watched television. She looked over as Steve entered.

“There he is.” Her eyes dropped briefly toward his jeans. “How is our fearless little competitor feeling?”

She curled one hand into a fist and made a slow stroking gesture.

Steve stopped near the couch. “Honestly? I’m starting to think the wager was a bad idea.”

Paula’s hand became still.

“Do you want to withdraw?”

The direct question surprised him.

“I’m not sure.”

“Then don’t decide this second.” She muted the television. “But if you tell me the wager is over, it’s over.”

Steve studied her. “What was the point of it in the first place?”

“You know the point.”

“No, I know the stakes. I’m asking why you want this so badly.”

Paula leaned back and regarded him for several seconds.

“Do you want the playful answer or the honest one?”

“The honest one.”

“It may hurt.”

“Tell me anyway.”

Paula drew a slow breath.

“I like you, Steve. I believe you care about Megan, and I think she cares about you.” Her tone remained calm, making the words that followed even sharper. “But sexually, I think Taylor is a far better physical match for her.”

Steve’s stomach tightened. “Because he has a big cock.”

“Because he’s physically confident, experienced, and comfortable taking what a woman openly asks him to give. And yes, because he has a body—and a cock—that Megan finds extremely attractive.”

“You think that makes him better than me?”

“Not as a person. Not as a boyfriend.” Paula held his gaze. “But in bed? I suspect he can give her experiences that you cannot.”

The honesty hurt more than the exaggerated insults.

“So you want her to leave me for him?”

“No. I want Megan to understand that caring about you doesn’t require her to deny every other desire she has.” Paula’s eyes moved deliberately down his body. “And I want you to admit that your role in her life may not depend on competing with men like Taylor.”

Steve folded his arms. “You designed a bet to prove my girlfriend needs a bigger man.”

“I designed a bet that offers you something you desperately want if you win and confronts you with something that both frightens and excites you if you lose.”

“That’s convenient.”

“It’s also true.” Paula’s voice took on a harder edge. “You can pretend the Taylor outcome disgusts you, but Megan told me how hard you became while discussing it. You don’t merely fear losing, Steve. Some part of you is fascinated by what losing would permit.”

Steve could not deny it without lying.

Paula rose from the couch, drawing the robe more tightly around herself.

“I think Taylor is ten times the physical man you are,” she said bluntly. “I think your little cock and submissive nature are far better suited to sharing control than pretending you can compete with him.”

The words landed exactly where she intended.

Steve’s face burned. “And you need to prove that to Megan?”

“I want to give her permission to explore the possibility without cheating on you or deceiving you.” Paula stepped closer. “If you win, I’m prepared to be wrong—and you receive a fantasy most men would kill for. If you lose, Megan gets to discover what Taylor can offer while you confront the part of yourself that wants to witness it.”

“And if I decide I don’t want that?”

“Then withdraw. I will respect your decision.” Paula’s gaze remained steady. “But you asked me why the wager exists.”

Steve nodded slowly.

Paula gave him one final, dangerous smile.

“What better way to test my theory than a threesome with Megan, Taylor, and the boyfriend who may secretly want to watch?”

Paula’s explanation left Steve stunned.

Until the pool party, she had always been warm and welcoming toward him. Even her earlier teasing had felt like part of a shared game. Hearing her calmly explain that she considered Taylor a better sexual match for Megan was something else entirely.

The hurt must have shown on his face because Paula’s expression softened.

“That went further than the teasing, didn’t it?” she asked.

“You told me you think I’m not enough for her.”

“I said I don’t believe your cock can give her every experience she might want. That isn’t the same as saying you aren’t enough.”

“It sounds remarkably similar from where I’m standing.”

Paula accepted that without arguing.

“You asked for honesty,” she said. “But honesty doesn’t give me permission to be careless with your feelings. I’m sorry for the way I said it.”

Steve studied her, uncertain whether the apology made him feel any better.

Paula continued in her usual gentler tone.

“Remember the other possible outcome. If you last three minutes, you prove my theory wrong and receive a night with Megan and me.”

Steve’s attention sharpened despite himself.

“For you, that would be a fantasy bordering on a miracle,” Paula said. “You’d have both of us together, within whatever limits the three of us agree beforehand.”

“That doesn’t prove you wrong about my cock.”

“It would prove that you can control your pleasure when it matters.” A small smile appeared on her lips. “And I promise that if you win, neither of us will make you feel like the consolation prize.”

Steve imagined Paula and Megan naked beside him. Even after everything that had happened, the possibility remained almost too extraordinary to feel real.

“You should be thanking me for creating the opportunity,” Paula added lightly.

Steve frowned. “Megan decides when I see or touch her body. Winning a wager doesn’t override that.”

“Correct.” Paula looked genuinely pleased by the objection. “But Megan has already told you she is willing to explore the winning scenario. The wager doesn’t purchase her consent; it gives the three of us a reason to plan something we all find exciting.”

“And if I lose, the same rule applies to Taylor.”

“Yes.”

Steve took a long breath.

“Then I really hope I prove you wrong.”

Paula smiled. “There’s the confidence I was looking for.”

She rose from the couch and tightened one hand around the belt of her robe.

“Would you like some additional motivation?”

Steve knew exactly what she meant. “Yes.”

Paula opened the robe.

Her magnificent naked body appeared again, framed by the soft white fabric. Steve’s gaze went immediately to her enormous breasts. In the morning light filtering through the windows, they seemed even larger than they had upstairs. The light caught the subtle definition along her stomach and the deep tan of her smooth skin.

Before Steve could let his eyes travel any lower, Paula closed the robe.

The glimpse lasted no more than a few seconds.

“Cruel,” Steve said.

“You agreed that cruel could be exciting.”

“It is.”

Paula resumed her seat and unmuted the television.

“I still don’t think you have much chance, mini meat.”

Steve sighed and headed for the front door.

The walk home took only a few minutes, but Paula’s words followed him the entire way. By the time he reached his bedroom, a new strategy had begun forming.

Perhaps endurance could be created through exhaustion.

If he cummed often enough before Saturday, maybe his body would become so desensitized that Paula could stroke him for three minutes without pushing him over the edge. It was a crude plan, but after lasting only one minute and twenty-three seconds with Megan, he was willing to consider almost anything.

Steve sat on his bed and reached instinctively for his cock.

Then he remembered his promise.

He picked up his phone instead.

Steve: Can I ask permission to masturbate once more tonight?

Megan’s reply arrived less than a minute later.

Megan: Why?

Steve hesitated before answering honestly.

Steve: I want to test whether cumming again makes me less sensitive. If I can wear myself out before Saturday, I might last longer with Paula.

Several minutes passed.

Megan: Once, as an experiment. You have permission to masturbate and cum one more time tonight.

A second message followed.

Megan: But you are not spending the next four days trying to exhaust yourself. We’re training control, not seeing how many orgasms your body can survive.

Steve smiled.

Steve: Understood.

Megan: And tomorrow’s session still starts at nine.

Steve undressed and lay back. His cock was not fully hard at first, but thoughts of the wager soon changed that. He pictured Paula opening her robe, Megan waiting beside her, and Taylor standing behind them as the consequence of failure.

Within minutes, Steve was stroking rapidly.

Despite having cummed during the practice session, he lasted barely longer on his own. The combination of Paula’s naked body and the threat of losing sent him over the edge in little more than a minute.

Cum spilled across his stomach for the second time that evening.

The orgasm was weaker than the first but still deeply satisfying. Once it faded, exhaustion settled through him. Steve cleaned himself, put his phone on the nightstand, and fell asleep wondering whether his plan had helped at all.





The Morning After

At nine the following morning, he returned to Megan’s house for the next practice session.

Paula answered the door wearing the same short robe.

“Good morning, little guy.”

“Morning.” Steve glanced toward the stairs. “Where’s Megan?”

“Still asleep.”

Steve checked the time on his phone. “She told me to be here at nine.”

“She had a late night.”

A faint smile touched Paula’s lips, immediately making him suspicious.

“How late?”

“I’m not sure. Taylor came by after you left because he wanted to discuss Saturday with her.”

Steve felt a sharp twist of jealousy. “Taylor was here last night?”

“Yes.”

“Alone with Megan?”

“They spoke downstairs at first. I went to bed before he left, so I couldn’t tell you what time he went home.”

Steve looked toward the staircase. “Why didn’t she tell me?”

“You’ll have to ask her.” Paula stepped aside to let him enter. “He came to discuss a scene that may involve him. Talking beforehand is exactly what all of you agreed to do.”

“That doesn’t mean I enjoy finding out from you.”

“No, it doesn’t.”

Steve entered, but the information had erased most of his excitement about the practice session. Images of Taylor and Megan alone together crowded into his mind.

Paula closed the door.

“Before you wake her and demand answers, remember that a conversation isn’t a betrayal.”

“I wasn’t going to demand anything.”

“Good. Ask her what happened and listen to the answer.”

Steve nodded, though the knot in his stomach remained.

“On a more encouraging subject,” Paula continued, “I’ve been reconsidering the terms of our wager.”

That captured his attention.

“What about them?”

“I may be willing to reduce the official time from three minutes to forty-five seconds.”

Steve stared at her. “Forty-five?”

“Yes.”

He had lasted one minute and twenty-three seconds the previous evening. Even allowing for Paula being more skilled—or more determined—forty-five seconds felt achievable.

“What’s the catch?”

Paula smiled. “I need a favor for Joseph and me.”

Steve’s excitement immediately gave way to caution. “What kind of favor?”

“I’d rather show you than describe it.”

“I’m not agreeing to something without knowing what it is.”

“I’m not asking you to.” Paula gestured toward the hall. “You are agreeing only to look and listen. Once you understand what we want, you can say yes or no.”

“And Megan already knows you’re offering to change the wager?”

“We discussed it before she went to bed. She agreed that completing the favor would reduce the time to forty-five seconds.”

Steve remained suspicious. “This still sounds like a trick.”

“It may be unusual,” Paula admitted. “But it won’t happen without your agreement.”

She turned toward the hallway and beckoned him to follow.

“Come with me. I’ll show you.”

Steve followed Paula upstairs and into the master bedroom.

Joseph was reclining against the pillows in a dark robe. His eyes were closed, but when Steve entered, he opened them and sat up.

“Morning, Steve.”

The casual greeting did little to settle Steve’s nerves.

“Morning, Mr. Lucas.”

“Joseph is probably more appropriate for the conversation we’re about to have.”

Steve looked sharply at Paula.

She closed the bedroom door but remained beside it.

“Before anything happens, you need to understand that the favor is sexual and involves both of us,” she said. “You have not agreed to it by following me upstairs. If you want to leave now, the original wager remains unchanged.”

Steve glanced between them. “Megan knows?”

“She knows exactly what we want to ask.” Paula took out her phone and handed it to him.

A message from Megan was open on the screen.

Megan: I understand what you and Dad want to offer Steve. I’m comfortable with it if he genuinely wants to try, but don’t pressure him. He chooses the limits and can stop whenever he wants.

The fact that Megan had approved the offer reassured him, although seeing her refer so calmly to an unexplained sexual favor involving her father created an entirely new kind of anxiety.

Steve returned the phone.

“I’ll listen.”

“That’s all I’m asking for now.” Paula moved toward the bed. “Would you like a preview of what I’m offering on my side?”

“What kind of preview?”

Paula rested one hand on the belt of her robe. “You may see and touch me. It won’t obligate you to accept the favor.”

Steve looked toward Joseph.

“You’re comfortable with that?”

Joseph nodded. “Paula and I discussed everything beforehand. I’m here because I want to be.”

Steve turned back to Paula. “Then yes. I want the preview.”

Paula lay on the opposite side of the bed and opened her robe.

Her spectacular body appeared again. Steve’s attention immediately fixed on her enormous breasts, and the sight sent blood rushing between his legs.

“You may kiss them,” Paula said. “Nothing else unless I ask.”

Steve approached the bed. Paula reached toward his face but stopped short of touching him.

“May I guide you?”

“Yes.”

She placed one hand gently behind his head and drew him toward her chest without forcing him. Steve eagerly closed his lips around one large pink nipple.

“That’s good,” Paula murmured. “Suck my big tits, sweetie.”

Steve needed little encouragement. He moved between her breasts, kissing and sucking while Paula stroked his hair. Her body was still warm from bed, and the soft weight of her breast against his face rapidly erased his ability to think about anything else.

After less than a minute, Paula touched his shoulder.

“Enough.”

Steve withdrew immediately, breathing harder than before.

Paula closed the robe loosely over herself.

“The preview is over. You can hear the complete offer now.”

Steve’s erection strained painfully against his pants. Paula noticed but made no attempt to touch him.

“What exactly do you want me to do?” he asked.

Paula looked toward her husband.

Joseph opened his robe.

A long, fully erect cock projected from between his thighs. Steve stared despite himself. It appeared to be around seven inches, with a broad, rounded head that immediately reminded him of the oversized strap-on he had practiced with.

Except this was real.

Steve took an involuntary step backward.

“You want me to suck him.”

“For three minutes,” Paula confirmed. “If you complete the three minutes, the wager on Saturday is reduced from three minutes to forty-five seconds.”

Steve could not look away from Joseph’s erection.

“And you said something about a blowjob.”

“If you finish the favor and still want one, I’ll give you a blowjob afterward.”

The offer was almost absurdly tempting. Forty-five seconds was well within his current record, and Paula’s mouth on his cock had occupied his imagination ever since the pool party.

But this was no silicone toy attached to his girlfriend.

This was Joseph.

Steve finally forced his gaze upward. “What does he get out of it?”

“The obvious,” Joseph answered. “I’m curious, Paula finds the idea extremely exciting, and you have the right to say no.”

“You won’t be offended?”

“I might be disappointed.” Joseph gave him a faint smile. “But I won’t hold it against you.”

Paula moved away from the bed, deliberately giving Steve space.

“You don’t have to answer immediately,” she said. “And I’m not going to touch you while you decide.”

Steve’s body remained intensely aroused from her breasts, but the lack of physical stimulation allowed him to examine the choice.

Only days earlier, the idea of sucking Megan’s strap-on had horrified him. Since then, he had done it three times and had become hard during every session. Megan had even teased him about trying a real cock one day.

He had not imagined one day might mean the following morning.

“What are the rules?” Steve asked.

“You decide them,” Joseph said.

Steve thought carefully. “You stay still. I control the depth and speed.”

“Agreed.”

“No holding my head.”

“Agreed.”

“If I pull away or tap twice, everything stops.”

“Immediately.”

“And you don’t cum in my mouth.”

Joseph nodded. “I won’t. Three minutes ends before that.”

Steve looked at Paula. “What would you be doing?”

“Watching, unless you want me involved.”

“What kind of involvement?”

Paula’s gaze moved to the erection visible beneath his pants. “I would like to stroke your cock while you suck my husband.”

The image struck Steve with humiliating force.

He imagined kneeling between Joseph’s legs with Paula’s hand moving around his 4.8-inch cock. He imagined Megan learning that he had willingly progressed from her strap-on to a real man in less than a week.

His erection hardened further.

“That would make it more difficult,” he said.

“Then I can keep my hands to myself.”

Steve considered it before shaking his head. “No. I want you to touch me.”

Paula’s eyes brightened. “Anything else?”

“The insults can continue. Same limits as before.”

“And you may stop the entire scene at any time,” Joseph added. “The reduced wager isn’t worth crossing a boundary you genuinely want to keep.”

Steve took a deep breath.

This was not something he had always secretly wanted. He was still unsure whether he would enjoy the reality. But beneath the fear and embarrassment was an undeniable curiosity—and the knowledge that both Paula and Megan would be intensely aroused by his choice.

“I want to try it,” he said.

Paula did not move. “Say exactly what you’re agreeing to.”

“I’m agreeing to suck Joseph’s cock for three minutes while he stays still.” Steve’s face burned as he spoke. “You can stroke me and tease me. If I stop or use the signal, both of you stop.”

“And afterward,” Paula said, “the Saturday challenge becomes forty-five seconds.”

“Yes.”

Joseph shifted toward the edge of the bed. “Then we have an agreement.”

Steve removed his shirt and slowly unfastened his pants. Paula watched while he pushed them down and stepped free, leaving his smaller cock standing rigidly in front of him.

She looked between the two erections.

The contrast made her smile.

“There really is no hiding the difference, is there?”

Steve’s face grew hotter. “You said you could tease me.”

“I’m only getting started.”

Paula approached and paused with her hand hovering near his cock.

“May I?”

“Yes.”

She wrapped her fingers around him and began stroking slowly. Her touch was skilled enough to bring Steve near the edge within seconds.

“Paula…”

“Too much?”

“Not yet.”

She leaned down and closed her lips around the head of his cock. The brief suction sent a violent tremor through his legs, but she withdrew before he lost control.

“That’s what will be waiting for you after the three minutes,” she whispered.

Steve stared at Joseph’s erection.

Paula stopped touching him and picked up her phone.

“The timer begins when you take him into your mouth. Are you still choosing this?”

Steve nodded. “Yes.”

He knelt between Joseph’s open legs.

Up close, the seven-inch cock looked larger than it had from across the room. The mushroom-shaped head hovered inches from Steve’s lips, unmistakably warm and alive in a way Megan’s strap-on could never be.

Joseph kept both hands flat on the bed.

“You control everything,” he reminded him.

Steve placed one hand around the base. He hesitated, took a final breath, and opened his mouth.

The broad head slipped between his lips.

Paula started the timer.

Steve began moving slowly, taking only as much as felt manageable. Once he established a rhythm, Paula knelt beside him and rested her hand against his hip.

“May I touch you now?”

Steve nodded without removing Joseph from his mouth.

Paula wrapped her fingers around his smaller cock and began to stroke.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Keep going. Worship his big cock for me, and I promise Saturday could become the best night of your life.”

Paula kept one hand around Steve’s cock while he worked his mouth over Joseph.

She did not touch Steve’s hair or attempt to control his pace. That had not been part of their agreement. Joseph remained equally still, his hands resting on the bed while Steve decided how deeply and quickly to take him.

The absence of force did not make the experience any less intense.

Steve moved his lips along the thick shaft in a steady rhythm, conscious of Paula watching every movement. Her hand stroked his smaller erection slowly, never quite giving him enough pressure to reach orgasm.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Steve glanced up.

Joseph’s eyes were half closed, his breathing heavier than before, but he made no attempt to thrust. Paula knelt beside Steve with her robe hanging open, one enormous breast visible through the gap.

The entire situation remained deeply unfamiliar.

Steve felt no attraction to Joseph. The cock inside his mouth did not excite him by itself, and if Paula had not been beside him—naked beneath her robe, stroking him and promising an extraordinary reward—he doubted he would have agreed to any of this.

Yet the scene still aroused him.

Part of it came from Paula’s attention. Part came from knowing Megan had approved his choice. And part came from the sheer humiliation of kneeling before a man whose cock was substantially larger than his own.

Steve had spent years fearing comparison. Now he was confronting it in the most intimate way possible.

The contrast was impossible to ignore. Joseph’s seven-inch cock filled Steve’s mouth with a weight and thickness his own 4.8-inch erection could never possess. Instead of destroying Steve’s arousal, the difference made Paula’s hand feel even more exciting.

She noticed his cock hardening inside her fist.

“You like knowing how much bigger he is,” she whispered.

Steve could not answer without stopping.

“That doesn’t mean you want him,” Paula continued. “It means the comparison affects you.”

Her thumb passed over the head of Steve’s cock.

He moaned around Joseph’s shaft.

Joseph’s breath caught in response, but his hips remained still.

“You’re doing fine,” he told Steve. “You control the pace.”

The reassurance allowed Steve to relax. He drew back until only the broad head remained between his lips, circled it with his tongue, and then slowly took more.

The taste surprised him. It was different from silicone, unmistakably human, but neither as unpleasant nor as dramatic as he had feared. Once the initial shock faded, the mechanics were not so different from practicing with Megan’s strap-on.

The meaning was different.

That was what made it frightening—and exciting.

Steve stopped trying to decide what the act said about him. He was a man kneeling in front of another man because he had freely chosen to share a fantasy with Megan, Paula, and Joseph. He did not need to turn those three minutes into a permanent definition of his sexuality.

He only needed to decide whether he wanted to continue.

He did.

Paula’s hand accelerated slightly.

“Still comfortable?” she asked.

Steve gave her a clear nod.

“Good boy. Keep worshiping that big cock for me.”

Her degrading praise sent another pulse through him. Steve increased his rhythm, taking as much as he comfortably could before withdrawing. Each time Joseph’s cock reached the back of his mouth, Steve slowed rather than forcing himself deeper.

Paula watched the timer.

“Two minutes.”

Steve felt a strange surge of pride.

He had already lasted longer sucking Joseph than he had endured Megan’s hand during any practice attempt. The circumstances were completely different, but knowing he had crossed the two-minute mark encouraged him.

Paula’s grip tightened.

“One minute left, little cock.”

Steve continued.

By the final thirty seconds, his jaw had begun to ache. Joseph’s breathing had grown ragged, but he honored every boundary they had set. He never thrust, touched Steve’s head, or asked him to take more.

“Ten seconds,” Paula announced.

Steve kept the same controlled rhythm.

“Five…four…three…two…one.”

The timer sounded.

“Time.”

Paula released Steve immediately.

He drew his mouth away from Joseph and sat back on his heels, breathing hard. Joseph closed his robe and shifted farther onto the bed.

“You all right?” he asked.

Steve wiped his lips. “Yeah.”

“Any regrets?”

Steve thought before answering. “Not exactly. I’m still trying to understand how I feel about it.”

“That’s honest.”

Joseph offered him a hand. Steve accepted it and stood.

“Thank you for trusting us,” Joseph said.

The sincerity of the statement surprised Steve more than anything else that morning.

Paula tied her robe around her body.

“And congratulations,” she said. “Saturday’s challenge is officially forty-five seconds.”

Steve felt an immediate rush of triumph. “I actually have a chance.”

“A considerably better one.” Paula looked down at his rigid cock. “Now I believe I owe you the other part of our agreement.”

She glanced toward Joseph.

“We’ll use the guest room.”

“Please do,” Joseph replied dryly. “I think all three of us will be more comfortable that way.”

Paula picked up Steve’s clothes and handed them to him.

“Bring these.”

She led him out of the master bedroom, leaving Joseph behind. They crossed the upstairs hallway and entered a smaller guest room at the opposite end of the house.

Paula closed the door.

Only then did she remove her robe again.

Steve stared at her naked body while she placed the robe across a chair. The privacy changed the atmosphere immediately. Joseph was no longer present, and the experience downstairs felt separate from the reward Paula had promised him.

She turned to face Steve.

“Before I touch you, do you still want the blowjob?”

“Yes.”

“And you understand Megan approved your orgasm as part of the offer?”

“She did?”

Paula retrieved her phone and showed him the rest of the conversation.

Megan: If he knowingly accepts and completes all three minutes, you can give him the blowjob you offered. He has permission to cum once. Make sure he knows he can stop everything at any point.

Steve read the message twice before returning the phone.

“Then I definitely want it.”

Paula approached him and placed her hands on his chest.

“Lie back.”

Steve settled onto the guest bed while Paula knelt between his legs. His cock remained painfully hard, slick with her earlier touch and standing eagerly toward her face.

Paula looked up at him.

“Would you like me to use my mouth, my breasts, or both?”

“Both.”

“That was the correct answer.”

She began by taking only the head between her lips.

Steve gasped.

Paula’s skill was immediately apparent. She swirled her tongue around the most sensitive part of his cock, then drew away before the pleasure could carry him too far. Her enormous breasts pressed against his thighs as she shifted closer.

She gathered them around his shaft.

Steve watched his 4.8-inch cock disappear between them. Only the head remained visible as Paula slowly moved her breasts together, enveloping him in soft, warm pressure.

“Holy fuck.”

Paula smiled and lowered her mouth over the exposed tip.

The combination nearly made him cum immediately.

She recognized the warning in his body and stopped before he crossed the edge.

“Not yet, mini meat.”

For the next fifteen minutes, Paula alternated between her mouth and breasts. Sometimes she took Steve’s entire length between her lips. At other moments, she trapped him against her chest and flicked her tongue across the head while her hands squeezed her breasts around him.

Every time Steve approached orgasm, she slowed or withdrew.

The prolonged teasing became almost unbearable. Steve twisted the sheets in his fists while Paula repeatedly brought him within seconds of release and then abandoned him there.

“You promised me a blowjob,” he gasped.

“I’m giving you one.”

“You know what I mean.”

Paula laughed. “You want permission to finish.”

“Yes.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please let me cum.”

She looked up at him, her lips still resting against the head of his cock.

“Are you ready to see stars?”

Steve nodded frantically. “Yes.”

Paula took him deeply into her mouth and began moving with sudden, relentless speed.

Steve’s entire body locked.

The orgasm rushed toward him almost instantly. After the extended edging, two more strokes would have been enough. Perhaps only one.

Then the guest-room door swung open.

Paula pulled away at once.

Megan stood in the doorway, staring at Steve naked on the bed and Paula kneeling between his legs.

“What the fuck is going on in here?”

Steve’s heart dropped.

In the instant after Megan appeared in the guest-room doorway, three thoughts struck him at once: Paula had stopped before he cummed, his promised release had vanished again, and his girlfriend had just found her stepmother kneeling between his legs.

Paula rose immediately and covered herself with her robe.

“Megan, you approved—”

“Not now.” Megan’s gaze moved between them. “Steve, I want to speak to you in my room.”

She turned and walked away.

Steve dragged on his pants with shaking hands. He nearly tripped over one leg in his haste before Paula caught his arm and steadied him.

“I thought she understood the arrangement,” Paula said quietly.

“So did I.”

Steve fastened his pants and hurried into the hallway. His erection remained trapped painfully inside them as he followed Megan into her bedroom.

She stood beside the window with her arms folded. She had clearly only just woken up and wore an oversized sleep shirt, her blonde hair falling untidily around her face.

Steve closed the door behind him.

“Megan, I can explain.”

“Then explain.”

“Paula offered to reduce the wager to forty-five seconds if I did a favor for her and Joseph.”

“I know about that part.”

Steve faltered. “You do?”

“I sent the message you read.”

“Then why are you angry?”

Megan stared at him for several seconds.

“Because I woke up, found the house almost silent, and heard noises from the guest room. Then I opened the door and saw Paula’s mouth around your cock.” Her voice tightened. “For one horrible second, I thought you had ignored everything we agreed.”

“I didn’t.” Steve took out his phone, then remembered the confirming message had been on Paula’s device. “She showed me your text. It said you knew what they were offering, that you were comfortable if I chose it, and that Paula could give me the blowjob afterward.”

“I know what I wrote.”

“I asked questions. We agreed on limits. I made sure Joseph was awake and consenting. I didn’t do anything until I believed all three of you had agreed.”

Some of the anger left Megan’s face.

“Did Paula tell you I wanted to be present when she gave you the reward?”

“No.”

Megan closed her eyes briefly. “I told her that last night.”

“She didn’t mention it, and it wasn’t in the message she showed me.”

“No, it wasn’t.”

Steve stepped closer. “I should have asked you directly before letting her take me into another room. I can see that now. But I genuinely thought you had approved the entire arrangement.”

Megan looked at him again, this time with more hurt than fury.

“I believe you.”

The answer released some of the pressure in his chest.

“You do?”

“Yes. This isn’t the same as you sneaking around behind my back.” She exhaled and sat on the edge of the bed. “Paula and I communicated badly, and you were caught in the middle.”

Steve sat beside her but left space between them.

“So you don’t think I cheated?”

“No.” Megan’s mouth tightened. “I think we discovered that indirect permission is a terrible idea.”

“That sounds fair.”

“I still wish you had waited until I was awake.”

“I should have.” Steve looked down. “I was horny, Paula was naked, and she had just promised to put the wager within reach. I wanted to believe the message covered everything.”

“Thank you for being honest.”

“It doesn’t make it sound any better.”

“It makes it sound human.” Megan rested a hand on his knee. “Did you cum?”

“No. Paula stopped the moment you entered.”

A flicker of amusement appeared in Megan’s eyes. “So you were interrupted again.”

“Please don’t enjoy that part.”

“I’m trying not to.”

Steve glanced at her. “Are we okay?”

Megan considered the question rather than immediately reassuring him.

“We’re not breaking up, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Relief swept through him so strongly that his shoulders sagged.

“But we need a clearer rule,” she continued. “From now on, no one speaks for me. Not Paula, not Amy, not anyone. If another person wants sexual contact with you, you and I discuss it directly first. The same rule applies to me.”

Steve nodded. “Agreed.”

“And I have a proposal for the next few days.”

The seriousness in her voice made him wary. “What proposal?”

Megan opened the nightstand drawer and removed the chastity cage.

Steve stared at it.

“Until Saturday, I want you to wear this whenever we’re apart,” she said. “If we choose to involve anyone else, I unlock it myself after we have spoken directly.”

“You want it on all the time?”

“Only through the wager, then we review the arrangement together.” Megan placed the cage on the bed between them. “It isn’t a punishment, and it isn’t proof that I think you’re untrustworthy. I want it to become a physical reminder that permission comes directly from us, not through someone else.”

Steve picked it up.

Part of him recoiled at the thought of returning to the frustration he had experienced during the earlier experiment. Another part responded immediately to Megan reclaiming control after he had spent the morning with Paula and Joseph.

“You’d still remove it for our practice sessions?”

“Yes.”

“And I keep the emergency key.”

“Always.”

“If it hurts, pinches, causes numbness, or becomes unsafe, I remove it without waiting for permission.”

“Yes.”

“No punishment if I decide I need a break.”

“None.”

“And this agreement ends Saturday unless we both renew it.”

Megan nodded. “Those are my terms.”

Steve looked at the cage, then at her face.

The original version of this moment would have frightened him: Megan locking him away because she believed he could not be trusted. This felt different. She had listened to his explanation, acknowledged the misunderstanding, and offered a defined arrangement rather than imposing one.

He was still free to refuse.

“What happens if I say no?” he asked.

“Then we keep the direct-permission rule without using the cage.”

“And you won’t think I’m less committed?”

“No.”

Steve took a breath.

“Then I want to wear it.”

Megan’s expression brightened, but she did not reach for his clothes.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes. Through Saturday.”

“Take off your pants for me.”

Steve stood, unfastened them, and undressed himself. His erection had faded during their conversation, leaving his cock soft enough for the cage.

Megan knelt in front of him and examined his skin first.

“Everything comfortable after the last time you wore it?”

“Yes.”

“Any soreness?”

“No.”

She fitted the familiar device carefully, pausing twice to make sure nothing pinched. Once it was in place, she looked up at him.

“Still comfortable?”

Steve shifted slightly, testing the fit. “Yes.”

“Last chance to change your mind before I lock it.”

He considered the weight of the decision one final time.

“Lock it.”

Megan closed the cage around his soft cock.

The lock clicked into place.

The click of the lock seemed unnaturally loud.

Megan remained kneeling for a moment, checking the cage one final time before standing. She placed the main key in her nightstand, then handed Steve the emergency key.

“This stays with you,” she said. “Safety overrides the game.”

Steve closed his fingers around it. “I know.”

An uncomfortable silence settled between them.

Megan folded her arms across her sleep shirt. “I still think you should go home.”

Steve stared at her. “You want me to leave?”

“Yes. I need some space to process everything that happened this morning.”

He looked down at the cage. “But I agreed to put this back on.”

“I know.”

Steve had imagined the decision would restore the balance between them. He had surrendered control again, accepted the restriction through Saturday, and believed that doing so would prove his commitment.

“Doesn’t that show you can trust me?” he asked.

“The cage isn’t payment for upsetting me, Steve.” Megan’s voice remained controlled, but the hurt beneath it was clear. “You don’t put it on and automatically make everything even.”

“I thought you said you believed I didn’t cheat.”

“I do believe that.”

“Then what are you upset with me for?”

Megan looked away briefly before answering.

“Because you knew the situation was unusual. You were being asked to suck my father’s cock and then receive a blowjob from my stepmother while I was asleep in the same house.” She returned her gaze to him. “You relied on a message passed through Paula because it gave you the answer you wanted.”

“The message came from you.”

“And it was badly worded. That part is on me.” Megan drew a slow breath. “But when Paula took you into a separate bedroom, you could have paused and checked with me directly.”

Steve wanted to argue. Megan had explicitly approved Paula’s offer, and he had asked more questions than he ever would have before their recent conversations about consent.

Yet he also remembered the moment in the guest room when he had wondered whether Megan expected to be present.

He had ignored the doubt because Paula was naked and promising to make him cum.

“You’re right,” he admitted. “I should have checked again when she moved me.”

“Thank you.”

“But Paula told me you approved everything.”

“I’m angry with her too. I had told her privately that I wanted to be awake and present for the reward. She should have passed that on.” Megan’s expression tightened. “The failure wasn’t entirely yours, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to pretend it didn’t hurt.”

Steve’s chest constricted. “Are you ending this?”

“No.” Megan answered immediately. “I already told you I’m not breaking up with you.”

“Then when will I see you again?”

“I’ll text you tonight. We need to discuss whether the wager is still happening and clarify the exact boundaries with Taylor.” She paused. “I’m not going to leave you wondering for days, but right now I need a few hours without you, Paula, or anyone else trying to turn this into another sexual game.”

Steve nodded reluctantly.

“What about our practice session?”

“Finished for today.”

“And the cage stays on?”

“Only if you still agree to wear it.” Megan pointed toward the key in his hand. “You can remove it if you withdraw your consent or if it becomes uncomfortable. I’m asking you to keep it on through Saturday, not forcing you.”

Steve looked down at the device enclosing his soft cock.

“I’ll keep it on.”

Megan gave a small nod. “Then get dressed and go home. Check the fit once you’re there, and message me if there are any problems.”

Steve pulled on his clothes. The cage felt conspicuous beneath his pants, although he knew no one looking at him would be able to see it.

At the bathroom door, Megan stopped.

“I do trust that you weren’t deliberately trying to betray me,” she said.

Steve looked at her.

“But trust also means pausing when something feels unclear,” she continued. “For both of us.”

“I understand.”

Megan disappeared into the bathroom and closed the door, leaving Steve alone in her bedroom.

He stood there for several seconds before walking downstairs and letting himself out.

The short journey home felt far longer than usual. With each step, his cock shifted against the side of the cage. The device did not hurt, but its constant presence ensured he could not forget the agreement—or the morning that had led to it.

Steve felt close to tears.

Less than three days remained before the wager. After completing the favor for Paula and Joseph, he only needed to survive forty-five seconds. The previous evening, that would have sounded almost easy.

Now he would spend the intervening days locked away.

He could not masturbate, continue the daily practice sessions, or attempt to desensitize himself before Paula’s hand touched him. He still had the emergency key, but using it simply to gain a sexual advantage would break the voluntary promise he had made to Megan.

Worse, the memory of the morning refused to fade.

He had sucked Joseph’s seven-inch cock for three full minutes to shorten the wager. He had crossed a boundary he never imagined approaching, endured the humiliation, and discovered that the act affected him more powerfully than he wanted to admit.

Now it might not matter.

By Saturday, two days inside the cage would leave him so sensitive that forty-five seconds with Paula could feel longer than the original three minutes.

As Steve reached his house, one bleak certainty settled over him.

If Paula touched him the way Megan had during practice, he doubted he would last even twenty seconds.


Ready Yet?




Megan texted Steve that Wednesday night, just as she had promised. The message was brief: she was safe, she still loved him, and she needed another day before seeing him.

By Thursday afternoon, Steve had convinced himself that “another day” meant he could try her door.

Megan answered without opening it.

“I’m not ready, Steve.”

“I only want to talk.”

“I know. But you’re trying to make your anxiety more important than the space I asked for.”

The words stung because they were true.

Steve apologized and went home. She messaged him again that evening, but she still refused to see him. Their conversation remained careful and strained, stripped of the easy affection that had existed between them only days before.

By Friday morning, the cage felt unbearable.

There was no pain, swelling, or numbness—Megan had made him promise to use the emergency key immediately if any of those developed—but every attempted erection woke him with a reminder of her. He had spent two nights sleeping badly, thinking about Paula’s mouth, Joseph’s cock, the wager, Taylor, and the possibility that he had damaged the best relationship of his life.

For several minutes, he sat on the edge of his bed with the emergency key in one hand and a screwdriver on the floor beside him.

He knew he didn’t need the screwdriver. He could unlock the cage whenever he chose. That had always been part of the agreement.

But using the key simply because he was horny would mean ending the experiment early, and despite everything, Steve didn’t want to do that. He wanted to prove—to Megan and perhaps to himself—that his promise meant something even when she wasn’t watching.

His phone vibrated.

The WhatsApp message was from Megan.

Come over. Front door’s open. Come straight to my room.

Steve was on his feet before he finished reading.

He shoved the emergency key into his pocket and hurried across the short distance between their houses. By the time he reached Megan’s bedroom, he was breathing hard.

She was waiting beside the bed in a tiny white silk robe. The belt had been tied loosely, revealing the smooth line of one thigh and enough of her chest to suggest she wore nothing underneath.

For several seconds, neither of them spoke.

Steve searched her face. “Are we okay?”

“We’re going to talk,” Megan said. “But first I want to know whether you still want this.”

Her fingers touched the front of his jeans, directly over the cage.

Steve shuddered. “Yes.”

“That isn’t specific enough.”

“I want you to be in control. I want to continue what we agreed to.”

“And you understand that none of this erases what happened?”

“Yes.”

“It isn’t punishment, either.”

“I know.”

Megan studied him a moment longer before holding out her hand. “Emergency key.”

Steve took it from his pocket and placed it in her palm.

A hint of approval softened her expression. She unfastened his jeans and slowly undressed him, pausing when the cage was exposed. After checking the skin around it, she looked up at him.

“Any pain?”

“No.”

“Numbness?”

“No.”

“Any problem urinating?”

“Nothing like that. I’m just unbelievably horny.”

“I expected that.”

She unlocked the cage and carefully removed it.

Steve’s cock began hardening almost immediately, rising toward her hand after nearly three days of confinement. Megan watched it with quiet fascination but didn’t touch.

“You kept your promise,” she said.

“I nearly used the key this morning.”

“But you didn’t.”

“I wanted to wait for you.”

Megan leaned forward and kissed him. It wasn’t complete forgiveness, but it was warm enough to loosen the knot that had occupied his chest since Wednesday.

When she drew away, she picked up a black silk blindfold from the bed.

“I want to take control for a while,” she said. “Blindfold, wrists secured to the bed, and a long edge. Do you want that?”

Steve’s cock twitched.

“Yes.”

“If you want to stop, say red. If you need me to slow down or check something, say yellow. And if your hands go numb, you tell me immediately.”

“I will.”

“Say it properly.”

“I want the blindfold and restraints. Red means stop. Yellow means slow down or check in.”

Megan smiled faintly. “Good boy.”

She covered his eyes.

Darkness swallowed the room. Megan guided him onto the bed and secured his wrists to the posts with soft silk ties, testing each restraint to ensure she could slip two fingers beneath it.

“Hands comfortable?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you want to continue?”

“Please.”

Something featherlight settled across his erection. Steve jerked against the mattress as silk drifted over the sensitive head of his cock.

Megan laughed softly. “You really have missed me.”

“You have no idea.”

“I think I do.”

The mattress shifted beneath her weight. Then Megan lowered herself over him, her robe apparently gone, and pressed her naked body against his chest.

Steve exhaled sharply.

Her breasts flattened warmly against him as she slid upward, nipples dragging across his skin. Her mouth found his neck while her hips moved along his stomach, always stopping just short of giving his cock the pressure it craved.

Blindfolded, Steve could only feel her.

Warm skin. Soft breasts. Loose blonde hair brushing his face. The maddening glide of her thighs on either side of his erection.

Megan moved slowly down his body, letting the underside of her breasts skim over his cock before withdrawing again. Each pass brought him closer. Each retreat left him aching.

Time lost its shape.

It might have been twenty minutes or forty. Megan used her body, her fingertips, and the silk to keep him suspended just below orgasm. Whenever his breathing became too frantic, she stopped and waited for him to settle before beginning again.

“You’re shaking,” she murmured.

“I haven’t cummed since Tuesday.”

“I know.”

“And the wager is tomorrow.”

“I know that too.”

“You’re destroying any chance I have of lasting forty-five seconds.”

“Perhaps.” Her lips brushed his ear. “Or perhaps I’m reminding you that being desperate doesn’t take away your ability to make choices.”

Steve pulled gently against the silk around his wrists. “Right now, I’m choosing to beg.”

“That’s allowed.”

“Then please touch my cock.”

Megan shifted lower.

Her breasts closed around his erection.

Steve cried out as their softness enveloped him. She pressed them together and moved slowly, letting his cock slide between them. Deprived of sight, he couldn’t confirm what she was doing, but the sensation—and Megan’s pleased little laugh—left almost no doubt.

“Are these what you’ve been waiting to feel?” she asked.

“Fuck, yes.”

“You still haven’t seen them.”

“Take off the blindfold.”

“No.”

“Megan—”

“You wanted me in control.”

She tightened her breasts around him and stroked upward.

Steve’s entire body tensed. “I’m going to cum.”

Megan immediately stopped.

The loss of sensation tore a frustrated sound from his throat.

“You didn’t have permission,” she reminded him.

“I warned you.”

“You did. Good boy.”

She kept him waiting until the approaching orgasm faded. Then her breasts surrounded him again, moving with excruciating patience. Steve twisted helplessly beneath her, overwhelmed by three days of denial and the knowledge that the body he had fantasized about for years was finally being used to pleasure him—while the blindfold prevented him from seeing any of it.

Megan continued until he was pleading incoherently.

Then the pressure vanished.

Steve heard her moving between his legs. Warm breath swept across the head of his cock, followed by the unmistakable touch of her lips.

She took him into her mouth.

Slowly.

Her tongue pressed against the underside as her lips descended, drawing almost his entire 4.8-inch shaft into wet heat. Steve’s wrists strained involuntarily against the silk.

“Oh, fuck.”

Megan sucked him with deliberate, shallow movements, giving him only a few strokes before pulling away whenever his body tightened. He was nearly weeping by the time she released him again.

“Please, Megan. Please, I need—”

“I don’t give a fuck what your cock needs right now,” she interrupted.

The harshness of her tone sent another wave of arousal through him, but Megan placed one steadying hand against his thigh.

“Color?”

Steve dragged in a breath. “Green.”

“Good.”

Her mouth returned to the head of his cock, teasing it with maddeningly light kisses.

“What matters,” she continued, “is what we both need if this relationship—and this dynamic—are going to work.”

Steve went still beneath her.

Megan lifted her mouth from him completely.

“I’ve decided what I need from you if we’re going to stay together and keep exploring this.”

Megan moved upward until her lips hovered beside Steve’s ear. Her breasts pressed firmly against his chest, and her naked hips settled over his. The swollen head of his cock rested against the wet heat between her thighs.

Steve could barely breathe.

“What I need is complete honesty,” she whispered. “No more relying on vague messages because they tell you what you want to hear. No more letting someone else speak for me. If another person is going to touch either of us, we discuss it directly first.”

“I understand.”

“And I need to know whether you truly want the kind of control you keep asking me to take.”

Steve swallowed. “I do.”

“For the next week, I want to try something more intense. Inside scenes, you follow my instructions. I decide when you touch yourself, when you cum, and what you do to pleasure me.”

A shiver passed through him as her hips shifted, dragging her soaking pussy across the tip of his erection.

“But this isn’t blanket permission for absolutely anything,” Megan continued. “You can question me. You can hesitate. You can tell me no. Red still stops everything, and none of this controls the rest of our relationship.”

The distinction mattered, even if Steve was almost too aroused to appreciate it.

“And if I say no to the whole thing?” he asked.

“Then we stay together and find a dynamic that works for both of us.” Megan kissed the side of his face. “I was angry on Wednesday, but I’m not threatening to abandon you until you become obedient enough. That isn’t what I want us to be.”

Some of the tension left Steve’s body.

“I want to try it,” he said.

“The full week?”

“Yes.”

Megan smiled against his ear. “Then I have a first request.”

Her hips lifted slightly. His cock slipped through the wetness coating her pussy but didn’t enter her.

“Do you want to feel the head of your cock inside me?” she asked.

The question nearly destroyed him.

“God, yes.”

“Only the head.”

“Yes. Please.”

Megan reached between them and positioned him. Then she lowered herself with agonizing care.

Steve gasped as the tight entrance of her pussy stretched around the swollen head of his cock. She took barely an inch, but after years of fantasizing about this moment, even that shallow penetration overwhelmed him. His body strained against the silk restraints while Megan held perfectly still above him.

“You’re inside me,” she whispered.

“Fuck.”

“Not very far.”

“I don’t care.”

“I think you do.” She tightened around him deliberately. “I think you care very much.”

Steve groaned.

Megan allowed him several seconds to absorb the sensation before speaking again.

“Tomorrow’s wager,” she said. “I don’t want you trying to win it.”

For a moment, Steve thought he must have misunderstood her.

“What?”

“I want you to lose.”

Shock cut through his arousal. “You want Paula to make me cum before forty-five seconds?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Megan remained motionless with the head of his cock held inside her.

“Because I’ve been thinking about the other outcome.”

“Taylor.”

“Yes.”

Steve’s stomach tightened. He had spent days practicing for the chance to win Megan and Paula together. The wager had occupied nearly every waking thought. Now Megan was telling him that she wanted the outcome he had feared.

“You want to have sex with him.”

“I’m curious about exploring something with him,” Megan said carefully. “With you there and involved. But I haven’t promised Taylor sex, and losing a wager still won’t give him any rights over my body.”

“Then what does losing actually mean?”

“It means we choose to explore that version of the scene. Tomorrow, before the timer starts, we tell Paula that the wager is no longer deciding our consent. She can still test you, and you can still fail for me, but afterward, the three of us discuss what happens with Taylor.”

Steve tried to process her words through the sensation of her pussy gripping the head of his cock.

“And you want me to fail deliberately?”

“I want you to surrender the outcome to me.” Megan’s voice dropped. “But only if the idea excites you as much as it frightens you.”

Steve couldn’t deny that it did. Images of Taylor’s huge body beside Megan had tormented him all week. He hated the jealousy they provoked, yet the humiliation had been woven tightly into his arousal from the beginning.

Megan felt his cock pulse inside her.

“You’re getting harder.”

“That doesn’t mean I agree.”

“No. It only means the fantasy affects you.” She kissed his cheek. “Your answer still has to be yours.”

Steve lay beneath her, blindfolded and restrained, but Megan had left the decision entirely in his hands. He could say no. He could withdraw from the wager. He could ask her to untie him and end the scene.

Instead, he imagined Paula’s hand closing around his cock while Megan watched the timer. He imagined knowing that his failure was not an accident but something Megan had asked him to give her.

The thought made him ache inside her.

“If I agree,” he said, “what happens after I lose?”

“We talk to Taylor directly. All four of us agree on boundaries before anything sexual happens. You can still refuse any act, and so can I.”

“And Paula knows I’m losing intentionally?”

“She will before the wager begins. I won’t deceive her.”

Steve breathed slowly, fighting to separate the decision from the pleasure consuming him.

“I want to do it.”

Megan went still. “Say what you mean.”

“I want to lose the wager for you.”

“And afterward?”

“We discuss the Taylor scene together. Nothing happens unless we both agree.”

Megan’s pussy tightened around the tip of his cock.

“Good boy.”

The praise sent him dangerously close to orgasm.

“I’m going to cum.”

Megan immediately lifted herself, releasing his cock before the first involuntary contraction could become more. The abrupt emptiness dragged a desperate groan from him.

“You aren’t cumming tonight,” she said.

Steve pulled at the silk around his wrists. “You cannot put my cock inside you for the first time and then tell me that.”

“I just did.”

“That was cruel.”

“You asked me to be cruel.”

“I may have made a serious mistake.”

Megan laughed and climbed off him.

He heard movement around the bed. A minute later, she removed the blindfold. She had put her robe back on, although the silk hung open enough to reveal most of her breasts. Steve’s cock stood rigid against his stomach, the head shining with her wetness.

Megan untied his wrists and massaged each one until the circulation felt normal.

“Still green?” she asked.

Steve looked at her body. “Very green.”

“Then we continue.”

She poured lubricant into her palm and wrapped her hand around him.

For the next hour and a half, Megan kept him trapped in a relentless cycle. She stroked him until his breathing fractured, stopped the moment he warned her, and gave him five minutes to recover before beginning again. Sometimes she used both hands. Sometimes she straddled his chest and dragged her wet pussy across his mouth while one hand teased his cock below.

The breaks offered no real relief. Steve spent each one staring at Megan’s breasts beneath the open robe or watching her fingers glisten with lubricant and precum as she prepared to start again.

During one pause, she climbed over his face.

“I want your mouth,” she said. “Do you still want to continue?”

“Yes.”

“Hands on my hips or off?”

“On.”

Megan settled above him, leaving him enough room to breathe. Steve gripped her hips and pulled her pussy against his mouth.

She tasted warm and intensely aroused. He pushed his tongue inside her, then circled her clit while she rocked slowly over his face. Megan moaned and reached behind herself, wrapping one hand around his cock.

The moment her fingers began moving, Steve bucked beneath her.

“Careful, baby,” she warned. “You have to tell me before it’s too late.”

“I’m close already.”

Megan released him at once but continued riding his tongue. Steve’s frustration became part of the pleasure, his denied cock throbbing against his stomach while Megan used his mouth to bring herself to orgasm.

Her first climax left her trembling over him.

She rested for several minutes, checked that he was comfortable, and then asked for more.

Steve gave it to her.

Over the next forty minutes, Megan alternated between his mouth and hands, sometimes turning around so he could lick slowly from her pussy toward the sensitive opening above it. Each change came with a question, and Steve agreed because every sound she made deepened his desire to please her.

She cummed four times.

By the fourth, her thighs were shaking around his head and Steve’s jaw ached from effort. His own need had become almost delirious. Each time Megan reached behind herself to tease his cock, he begged for release until coherent words became difficult.

“You’re too loud,” Megan said breathlessly, moving off his face.

She picked up the silk panties she had removed earlier and held them where he could see.

“Do you want these in your mouth?”

Steve stared at them, then at the amused challenge in her eyes.

“Yes.”

“If you need to stop, tap my thigh three times.”

He nodded.

Megan eased the soft silk between his lips. The intimate taste of her filled his mouth, silencing his pleas while she resumed stroking him. Steve could only moan through the fabric and writhe beneath her as she brought him to the edge once more.

When he tapped her thigh twice—a warning rather than the agreed stop signal—Megan immediately slowed.

“That close?”

Steve nodded frantically.

She removed her hand.

He made a furious sound behind the panties, and Megan laughed before gently pulling them from his mouth.

“You’re enjoying this far too much,” she said.

“I’m beginning to hate you.”

“No, you aren’t.”

“No,” Steve admitted. “I really fucking am not.”

Eventually, Megan set the lubricant aside.

“That’s enough. I’m stopping before your body decides to ignore both of us.”

Steve lay panting on the ruined sheets. His cock was red, wet, and painfully hard, but he had obeyed every instruction and warned her each time his orgasm became imminent.

Megan cleaned him with a warm towel and inspected the skin carefully before picking up the cage.

“Do you want this back on tonight?” she asked.

“You’re staying here?”

“Yes.”

“Then why do I need it?”

“You don’t. But I think lying beside me all night, unable to touch yourself, would make tomorrow considerably more interesting.”

Steve stared at her.

“You’re evil.”

“That isn’t an answer.”

He looked down at his desperate erection and imagined Paula testing him in the morning after Megan had spent the entire night destroying his self-control.

“Put it on.”

Megan waited until he softened enough, then carefully fitted and locked the cage. She placed the emergency key on the nightstand within his reach.

“Any discomfort?”

“Only the kind you intended.”

She turned off the bedroom light and slipped beneath the covers beside him. For the first time since their argument, Megan curled against his body and rested her head on his shoulder.

“I love you,” she whispered.

Steve kissed her hair. “I love you too.”

Megan fell asleep within five minutes.

Steve remained awake beside her, painfully aroused inside the cage, listening to her quiet breathing as every attempted erection reminded him what she wanted him to do the following morning.

He did not sleep at all.

At ten o’clock, Megan’s alarm sounded.

Steve had not slept at all. He lay beside her with his cock straining uselessly inside the cage, his thoughts consumed by what he had agreed to do.

The wager began in thirty minutes.

Megan silenced the alarm and stretched with infuriating contentment. After sleeping naked beside him all night, she seemed beautifully rested. Steve felt exhausted, anxious, and so intensely horny that the slightest movement inside the cage made his entire body tense.

“Good morning,” she said.

“There is nothing good about this morning.”

Megan smiled. “Are you still green?”

“Yes.”

“And do you still want to surrender the wager?”

Steve hesitated only briefly. “Yes.”

“If that changes, tell me. You can attempt to win, or we can cancel the whole thing.”

“I know.”

Megan retrieved the key from the nightstand. She removed the cage, checked his skin, and massaged him gently until his cock began rising beneath her fingers.

Steve groaned. “You don’t need to help.”

“Oh, I think I do.”

“You know I’ll fail without this.”

“Yes.” Her fingers closed around his erection. “But you didn’t ask me merely to let you fail. You asked me to take control of it.”

Megan stroked him slowly.

After nearly four days without release and an entire night of relentless edging, Steve’s cock was painfully sensitive. Within seconds, precum gathered at the head and slipped over Megan’s fingers.

She watched it with obvious satisfaction.

“Still want me to continue?”

“Yes.”

For the next fifteen minutes, Megan prepared him to lose.

She stroked him until he warned her that he was close, stopped long enough for the danger to retreat, and then began again. Every cycle left him more sensitive than the last. By the time she finally released him, his cock stood rigid against his stomach, wet with lubricant and precum.

Steve stared down at it.

“I won’t last five seconds.”

“That is rather the point.”

“I feel as though I’m walking toward my own execution.”

Megan kissed him. “An execution you requested.”

She helped him into a robe and tied her own around her naked body. Before they left the bedroom, she took his face between her hands.

“One final time: do you want to do this?”

Steve thought about Paula’s hand, the stopwatch, and the humiliation of failing almost instantly. Beyond that waited Taylor and a conversation that might transform his relationship with Megan forever.

“Yes,” he said. “I want to lose for you.”

Megan’s eyes brightened. “Then let’s go downstairs.”

Steve followed her like a condemned man approaching his fate.

The living room had been rearranged. A chair stood in the center of an open space, with several towels spread beneath and in front of it. A stopwatch and a box of tissues waited on the coffee table.

Paula stood beside them wearing a short satin robe.

Her gaze dropped immediately to the erection tenting the front of Steve’s robe.

“Well,” she said. “Someone looks ready.”

“Before we start, we need to tell you something,” Megan said.

Paula raised an eyebrow.

“Steve and I discussed the wager last night. We’ve chosen to explore the Taylor outcome regardless of the timer.”

Paula’s expression changed from surprise to unmistakable delight. “You have?”

“Explore,” Steve emphasized. “It doesn’t mean Taylor is automatically having sex with Megan. All four of us still need to discuss boundaries.”

“Of course,” Paula said. “So what happens to our bet?”

“I still want to do it,” Steve replied. “I’m going to surrender deliberately.”

Paula’s smile widened. “You want me to make you fail?”

Steve’s face heated. “Yes.”

“And you want Megan to watch?”

“Yes.”

Paula looked at Megan. “You really have been busy with him.”

“I’m discovering what he likes.”

“What he likes,” Steve muttered, “appears to be making terrible decisions around beautiful women.”

Both women laughed.

Paula approached him. “The rules still apply. You can stop me at any time. If you cum, I’ll continue touching you only as long as you remain comfortable.”

“I understand.”

“And the teasing?”

“Cruel enough to make it exciting.”

Paula touched his cheek. “There’s my brave little failure.”

Steve sat in the chair and removed his robe.

He had never felt more exposed. Megan and Paula remained wrapped in satin while he sat completely naked between them, his 4.8-inch cock pointing rigidly upward. Precum already glistened across the head and ran in a thin line down the shaft.

Paula studied it and laughed softly.

“Forty-five seconds was supposed to give you a chance.”

“It would have if Megan hadn’t spent half the night edging me.”

“And whose idea was that?”

Steve looked at Megan. “Technically mine.”

“At least he’s honest,” Paula said.

She untied her robe and let it slide from her shoulders.

Steve stared.

Paula’s enormous breasts appeared even more spectacular than he remembered, sitting high and full above her narrow waist and toned stomach. Her large pink nipples were already hard. Below, she was completely bare, her shaved pussy exposed as she stepped between his knees.

“You’re making this unfair,” Steve said.

“That was true before I opened my robe.”

Paula squeezed lubricant into her palm and slowly rubbed her hands together. Megan picked up the stopwatch.

“Ready?” she asked.

Steve looked from Megan to Paula. His heart pounded, and his cock felt close enough to orgasm that he doubted Paula even needed to touch it.

“Ready.”

Megan positioned her thumb over the timer.

“On your mark. Get set. Go.”

Paula pressed one breast against Steve’s shoulder and wrapped her lubricated hand around his cock.

The first stroke tore through him.

The second destroyed the last of his control.

“Fuck—I’m cumming!”

The stopwatch had not reached five seconds.

Steve’s cock erupted across the towels. A thick spurt landed several feet in front of the chair, followed immediately by another. His hips bucked into Paula’s hand as the release ripped through his exhausted body.

Paula kept her strokes slow and firm.

“Still comfortable?” she asked.

“Yes—don’t stop.”

She continued milking him while Megan watched the stopwatch, her expression glowing with open delight. Steve cried out through each pulse as days of frustration spilled across the towels and Paula’s fingers.

The force gradually weakened, but his orgasm seemed unwilling to end. Smaller streams followed the first explosive spurts, then thick drops ran over Paula’s knuckles. She continued gently until Steve’s hips finally stopped moving.

“Thirty-one seconds,” Megan announced.

Paula released his softening cock.

Steve collapsed against the back of the chair, trembling and breathless. The orgasm had left his body almost numb, his anxiety temporarily drowned beneath pure relief.

Paula examined the mess across the towels.

“Oh my God,” she said. “Four days of preparation, three practice sessions, and a reduced target—and you still survived less than five seconds.”

“I lost intentionally.”

“You wouldn’t have lasted ten seconds if you’d been fighting for your life.”

Steve couldn’t argue with that.

Paula wiped the lubricant and cum from her hand with several tissues. “That was magnificently pathetic.”

Despite himself, Steve laughed weakly. “Thank you.”

She pulled her robe back around her body.

“I’ll leave you two to make your call.” Her expression softened. “Remember that choosing to explore this doesn’t mean either of you has agreed to every possible act.”

“We remember,” Megan said.

Paula headed upstairs, still smiling to herself.

The moment she disappeared, Steve looked at Megan.

Her smile was even brighter than Paula’s had been. She appeared almost giddy, barely able to contain the excitement surging through her.

“You look incredibly pleased with yourself,” he said.

“I am pleased.”

“Because your boyfriend lasted four seconds?”

“Because you trusted me enough to give me something that frightened you.”

Steve looked down at the evidence of his failure.

“I’m still frightened.”

Megan crouched in front of him and rested her hands on his knees.

“So am I,” she admitted. “But I’m also excited, and I’m glad we can finally say that without treating either feeling as shameful.”

“You’re really not angry anymore?”

“I’m still hurt by what happened with Paula. That won’t disappear after one scene.” Megan held his gaze. “But I’m not going to break up with you because you question me, Steve. What happened just now was something we chose together.”

Relief moved through him.

Megan kissed him, then glanced toward his phone on the table.

“Now we need to call Taylor.”

Steve’s stomach tightened again. “Now?”

“Yes. I think the invitation should come from you.”

“Why me?”

“Because you’re part of this. I don’t want Taylor thinking I arranged something behind your back or that you’re being dragged into it. He needs to hear that you’re inviting him into a conversation.”

Steve reached for his robe. “What exactly am I supposed to say?”

Megan considered it.

“Tell him: ‘Megan and I want you to come over later today to discuss joining us. Nothing sexual is guaranteed. We need to agree on boundaries first.’”

“That sounds remarkably sensible.”

“I can make it more humiliating if you prefer.”

“I’m afraid to ask.”

Megan leaned closer. “You could tell him you want his help pleasuring your girlfriend.”

Steve stared at her. “That sounds ridiculous.”

“It sounds hot.”

“To you.”

“And judging by what your cock was doing last night, to you as well.”

Steve’s face burned. “Maybe as a fantasy. Saying it directly to Taylor is different.”

“I know.” Megan’s expression became serious again. “That is why I’m asking rather than ordering. Use the sensible version if that’s what you’re comfortable saying.”

Steve glanced at his phone.

“What do you want to happen when he gets here?”

“I want us to discuss everything openly. Watching, touching, protection, who does what, and what remains off-limits.”

“Do you want him to go first?”

Megan paused. “I want to propose it.”

The answer struck Steve with the same vicious mixture of jealousy and arousal that had haunted him throughout the week.

“You want me to watch him with you before I’m allowed to touch you.”

“I’m curious about how that would feel for both of us.” Megan rested one hand against his chest. “But curiosity isn’t a decision. If you don’t want it, say so.”

Steve imagined Taylor undressing Megan while he watched from nearby, locked in the cage and unable to compete. The image made his recently drained cock attempt to stir.

“I want to discuss it,” he said. “I’m not promising yet.”

“That’s a real answer.” Megan kissed him. “And it’s enough.”

She gathered the damp towels while Steve cleaned himself. Then she held up the cage.

“Would you like me to lock you up before we call him?”

“Why?”

“Because hearing Taylor’s voice while you’re safely trapped might help you discover what you actually want.”

Steve looked at the cage, then toward the staircase.

The thought of inviting Taylor over was intimidating enough. Doing it with his cock locked away would make the surrender feel unmistakably real.

He stood and fastened his robe.

“Yes,” he said. “Lock me up first.”

Megan took his hand.

Together, they walked upstairs, where the cage and Steve’s phone were waiting.


Keep Going

“That’s it, baby. Keep licking my pussy—just like that.”

Megan’s fingers tightened in Steve’s hair as she moved over his mouth. Her thighs pressed against either side of his head, but she kept enough of her weight on her knees to leave him room to breathe.

Steve gripped her hips and worked his tongue against her clit.

“Yes,” Megan gasped. “Don’t stop. I’m so close.”

Her rhythm became faster and less controlled. Steve followed her movements, licking wherever she guided him until her entire body suddenly stiffened above him.

“Oh, fuck—Steve!”

Her orgasm broke through her with a long, shuddering cry. Her thighs trembled around his head, and her pussy pulsed against his tongue as he continued licking her through every aftershock.

When the intensity finally faded, Megan lifted herself carefully and rolled onto the bed beside him. Steve lay beneath her, panting, his mouth and chin glistening with her wetness.

Megan gave him several seconds to recover before sitting up and pulling her pajama pants over her long, bare legs.

“That was a wonderful way to start the morning.”

Steve wiped his face with the back of his hand. “I’m glad one of us is satisfied.”

Megan laughed and reached between his legs. Instead of touching his cock, she tapped one finger against the metal cage enclosing it.

“I really do love the power this little device gives me.”

“It gives me insomnia.”

“It also gives you a constant reminder of what you agreed to.”

As if responding to her voice, Steve’s cock tried to harden inside the cage. The pressure made him groan.

Six days had passed since the wager.

His explosive failure in Paula’s hand remained the last time he had been allowed to cum. Megan had kept him locked ever since, apart from regular cleaning, safety inspections, and their supervised edging sessions.

It had also been six days since Steve called Taylor.

The conversation had been one of the most uncomfortable experiences of his life. He had forced himself to explain that he and Megan wanted Taylor to join them for a discussion about a possible shared scene. He had made it clear that nothing sexual was guaranteed and that every boundary would have to be agreed upon in advance.

Taylor had visited later that afternoon. The three of them had talked for nearly two hours, sometimes calmly and sometimes with painful awkwardness. No one had touched anyone. By the end, they had agreed to continue the discussion and tentatively scheduled the scene for the following Saturday.

Tomorrow.

During the six days between, Megan and Steve had continued their one-week power-exchange experiment.

Every morning began with the same question.

“Do you still want this?”

And every morning, no matter how desperate he had become, Steve answered yes.

Megan would then give him a list of challenges for the day. Completing them earned him an evening unlock and the chance to ask for an orgasm, although Megan had made it clear that none of the tasks guaranteed release. He could refuse anything on the list without being punished or jeopardizing their relationship.

So far, he had chosen to attempt every one.

The first challenge was usually to pleasure Megan with his mouth.

During the early days, she lay back and let him work between her thighs. As her confidence grew, she began kneeling over his face and controlling the rhythm herself. The sessions often lasted close to forty-five minutes, with breaks whenever Steve needed to breathe or rest his jaw.

Over the previous two mornings, Megan had introduced something new. Halfway through, she would turn around and ask whether he wanted to use his tongue on her ass as well.

The first time she asked, Steve hesitated.

Megan noticed immediately and reminded him that hesitation was allowed. She gave him time to decide without touching the cage or threatening to end the scene.

Steve eventually said yes.

To his surprise, the act affected him almost as strongly as it affected her. There was something intensely submissive about lying beneath Megan while she decided which parts of her body he would worship. Each time she moaned above him, his cock strained harder against its confinement.

Megan loved the control.

No previous boyfriend had trusted her with this much authority. With Leon, sex had been a competition between two strong personalities, and he had expected his size and confidence to determine everything. Steve offered her something different. He wanted her to lead, and his willingness allowed Megan to explore a dominant part of herself she had never fully recognized.

Steve was strangely proud to be the first person who gave her that freedom.

The rest of their days remained far more ordinary.

They went out for lunch, shopped, ran errands, watched movies, and argued cheerfully over what to order for dinner. Megan did not expect Steve to obey her outside their negotiated scenes. They remained a couple rather than pretending she controlled every aspect of his life.

The contrast made their private dynamic more powerful.

In public, Steve could tease her, disagree with her, and make decisions beside her. Back in the bedroom, he might kneel behind her and massage her entire body, knowing his own pleasure depended entirely on her permission. On several afternoons, Megan asked him to go down on her again. Each time, he chose to do it, driven partly by the hope that satisfying her might finally earn him release.

It never had.

The nightly routine was the most difficult.

Megan would first inspect the cage and ask how he felt. If there was no pain, numbness, swelling, or damaged skin, she would ask whether he wanted an edging session.

Steve always did.

She tied his wrists loosely to the bed using the same soft restraints, checked that he remained comfortable, and placed the emergency key within reach. Then she unlocked the cage.

His 4.8-inch cock usually sprang erect before she finished removing it.

After an entire day without direct contact, even the air against his exposed skin felt overwhelming. Megan would pour lotion into her palm, warm it between her hands, and begin massaging it slowly into his cock.

The sensation was almost unbearably good.

Her fingers glided from the base to the swollen head, coating every inch while Steve writhed beneath her. She had learned exactly how much pressure he liked and how to recognize every sign that his orgasm was approaching.

The begging usually began within minutes.

At first, Steve tried to preserve some dignity.

“May I cum tonight?”

Megan would smile and continue stroking him.

Soon the question became a plea.

“Please, Megan. I’ve done everything you asked.”

“I know.”

“Then let me cum.”

“I haven’t decided.”

Eventually, frustration stripped away the last of his restraint. He would pull against the silk around his wrists, moaning and promising anything he thought might persuade her.

Megan never mocked him for genuinely wanting to stop. Whenever he gave the agreed signal or said red, she released him immediately.

But begging was not a stop signal.

She had discovered that Steve loved being reduced to desperate pleading. The more hopelessly he begged, the harder his cock became in her hand and the more openly Megan enjoyed denying him.

She would bring him within seconds of orgasm and then stop.

Steve’s entire body would shake while she waited for him to recover. Once the danger passed, Megan would begin again, rebuilding the pleasure with slow, patient strokes.

Every night ended the same way.

The moment Steve appeared likely to cross the edge, Megan’s hand became perfectly still.

Some nights, Megan took the teasing further.

Once, after bringing Steve to the edge three times with her hands, she knelt between his legs and licked the swollen head of his cock for several minutes. She circled it with her tongue, collected every bead of precum, and stopped each time his hips began to tense.

Another night, she climbed over him and guided his cock between her thighs. After asking whether he wanted to continue, she pressed the head against her clit and rubbed herself slowly with it. Steve could feel how wet she was, but she never allowed him to slip inside.

Megan cummed while using his cock purely for her own pleasure.

Steve did not.

Every session ended with Megan cleaning him and checking for soreness. When his cock refused to soften, she wrapped it briefly in a cool, damp washcloth, waiting until the erection subsided enough to replace the cage safely.

Then she locked him away again.

During the first few nights, Megan had repeated the same explanation.

“I would let you cum, baby, but I don’t think you’ve done enough to earn my trust back.”

On the third night, Steve challenged her.

“You said this wasn’t punishment.”

Megan had gone quiet.

He was naked beneath her, his cock still exposed and desperate after more than an hour of edging. Even then, he forced himself to continue.

“You also said trust wouldn’t be something I earned by obeying you sexually.”

“You’re right,” Megan admitted.

The answer surprised him.

She set the cage aside and sat beside him. “I’ve been mixing two different things together. I’m still rebuilding trust after what happened with Paula, but denying your orgasms is something we’re doing because it excites us. It isn’t how you repay me.”

“So why can’t I cum?”

“Because you asked me to control that for one week, and I want to see whether you can finish the experiment.”

Steve looked down at his aching cock. “That is an annoyingly reasonable answer.”

“You can still end it early.”

He had considered doing exactly that.

Instead, he shook his head. “Put the cage back on.”

From then on, Megan changed what she said.

“I would love to let you cum, baby, but you haven’t finished your week yet.”

She would lock the cage, hang the main key from the chain around her neck, and place Steve’s emergency key on his side of the bed. The arrangement gave her the control they both desired without leaving him physically trapped.

Steve would spend the rest of each night staring at the key nestled between her breasts.

He had now given Megan more orgasms than he could count. Probably dozens during the last week alone. Yet he still had not received the unobstructed view of her naked breasts that he had wanted for most of his life.

He had felt them against his skin while blindfolded. He had seen tantalizing glimpses through loose robes and low-cut tops. But Megan had never simply stood naked in front of him and allowed him to look. She had never let him hold them in his hands while watching his fingers sink into their softness.

Somehow, they continued to elude him.

The denial had become almost comical. He had licked Megan’s pussy and ass, felt the entrance of her pussy close around the head of his cock, and invited another man to discuss sharing her—yet an unrestricted view of her breasts remained a reward beyond his reach.

That morning, after pulling up her pajama pants, Megan dressed to spend the day shopping with Paula.

Steve watched her fasten a fitted top over the breasts that had tormented him all week.

“You’re leaving me like this all day?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“And what am I supposed to do?”

“Rest. Eat something. Think carefully about tomorrow.”

The planned scene with Taylor was now only one day away.

Steve’s stomach tightened at the reminder.

Megan noticed. “We’ll all review the boundaries again tonight. Nothing happens tomorrow unless everyone still wants it.”

“And my orgasm?”

A mysterious smile touched her mouth. “Tonight, I’m giving you a final challenge. If you complete it, you’ll have an excellent chance of earning release.”

Steve stared suspiciously at her. “Before Taylor arrives?”

“I haven’t decided.”

“That seems like a fairly important detail.”

“It is.”

Megan kissed him, picked up her purse, and left to meet Paula.

Steve remained on the bed, painfully confined and thinking about the telephone call that had led them here.

He remembered every word.

Megan had sat beside him while he dialed Taylor, close enough to hear both sides of the conversation. Steve’s cock had been locked inside the cage, and the humiliation of what he was about to propose had made it strain helplessly against the metal.

Taylor answered after the third ring.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Taylor. It’s Steve—Megan’s boyfriend.”

There was a brief pause.

“Oh, hey, little dude. How are you?”

“I’m fine.”

“And how’s your girl?” Taylor asked. “Still looking spectacular?”

Megan heard the question and nodded, indicating that Steve didn’t need to object.

“She’s sitting beside me.”

“Oh.” Taylor sounded entertained. “Hi, Megan.”

“Hi, Taylor,” she called.

Steve tightened his grip on the phone. “We wanted to ask you something.”

“Both of you?”

“Yes.”

“All right. Ask.”

Steve had rehearsed the sentence repeatedly, but the words still seemed impossible to say.

“Megan and I have been discussing the possibility of inviting someone else into the bedroom.”

Taylor remained silent.

“We’re considering a threesome,” Steve continued. “And we wanted to know whether you’d be willing to meet us and talk about being the third person.”

Several seconds passed before Taylor responded.

“Wait. Are you asking me to have sex with Megan while you’re there?”

“I’m asking whether you’ll discuss it with us. We haven’t agreed to any specific sexual acts.”

“But you’re seriously considering letting me fuck your girlfriend?”

The blunt wording struck Steve like a physical blow. Megan placed one reassuring hand on his arm but did not answer for him.

“Yes,” Steve managed. “Potentially.”

Taylor let out a disbelieving laugh.

“What the hell happened to you, man? Do you have some kind of fantasy about never feeling her pussy again?”

“That isn’t how this works.”

“You’re inviting me into bed with you and Megan. I’m trying to understand why.”

“Because the idea affects both of us,” Steve said. “It scares me, but it also turns me on. Megan is curious about you, and we want to explore that honestly rather than pretending she isn’t.”

Megan squeezed his arm in approval.

Taylor’s tone changed slightly. The mockery remained, but genuine interest now lay beneath it.

“You’ve actually discussed this?”

“At length.”

“And Megan wants it?”

“She can answer that herself.”

Steve held out the phone. Megan leaned closer.

“I’m interested,” she said. “But this is an invitation to talk, Taylor. It isn’t permission for you to do whatever you want. If you join us, you respect every boundary immediately.”

“I understand.”

“That includes Steve’s boundaries.”

“All right.”

Megan nodded and let Steve reclaim the phone.

Taylor laughed again, quieter this time. “I have to admit, I didn’t expect this call.”

“Neither did I.”

“Paula told me about that wager,” Taylor said. “She also said you’re working with a pretty serious disadvantage.”

Steve closed his eyes. “Paula talks too much.”

“So it’s true?” Taylor asked. “You really have a little pencil dick?”

Steve glanced at Megan. She watched him closely, leaving the decision entirely to him.

The more provocative wording had been her suggestion, but she had made it clear that he didn’t have to use it. Saying it aloud would transform their private fantasy into something real.

Steve took a breath.

“If we all agree on the boundaries,” he said, “Megan and I would like you to come over and teach me how to fuck her properly.”

Megan’s eyes widened before a deeply aroused smile spread across her face.

Taylor burst out laughing.

“Holy shit, man. You really are one of a kind, aren’t you, little dude?”

Steve’s face burned. “Is that a yes?”

“You’re asking me to help satisfy your girlfriend. Of course I’m interested.”

“This isn’t permission to do whatever you want,” Steve said. “We discuss everything first, and either of us can stop at any time.”

“Understood.”

“Good.”

“Text me the time and place,” Taylor replied. “I’ll be there.” His voice became more serious. “But remember, Steve—you asked me to become involved.”

Then he ended the call.

That had been six days ago.

During the week since, the three of them had exchanged messages and discussed preliminary boundaries. Tomorrow evening, they would meet again, review everything with clear heads, and decide whether the scene would actually proceed.

Steve still didn’t know whether he felt more excited or terrified.

At that moment, however, his immediate frustration overwhelmed every thought of Taylor.

He needed to cum.

Steve sat at home waiting for Megan to return from shopping with Paula. Every fantasy made his cock swell inside the cage: Megan naked beneath Taylor, Paula teasing him about his size, even Amy watching him struggle not to lose control.

Each erection ended in the same cramped pressure against the metal.

When one edge began pinching, Steve adjusted the cage and checked himself carefully. There was no swelling or numbness, but the discomfort was enough to make him message Megan.

I need this off soon. It’s starting to pinch.

Her reply arrived almost immediately.

Use the emergency key if it hurts. Otherwise, I’m home now. Come over.

Steve hurried across to her house.

A few minutes later, he was naked on Megan’s bed. She inspected him before removing the cage, making certain the skin beneath it wasn’t damaged.

His 4.8-inch cock began hardening almost as soon as it was free.

Megan laughed softly. “Someone missed being out.”

“You have no idea.”

She picked up the silk restraints. “Do you still want tonight’s challenge?”

“Yes.”

Steve lay back and offered her his wrists. Megan secured them loosely to the bedposts, checked that he was comfortable, and then settled beside him.

She didn’t grip his cock immediately. Instead, she traced one fingertip along the shaft, barely touching him. Steve’s erection bobbed toward her hand, the swollen head already shining with precum.

“Don’t chase my fingers,” she warned playfully.

“I haven’t cummed in nearly a week.”

“I know.”

Megan continued teasing him with featherlight strokes. She circled the head, spread the precum across it, and withdrew whenever Steve tried to press more firmly into her touch.

Within minutes, his remaining composure disappeared.

“Please,” he whispered.

“Please what?”

“Please let me cum.”

Megan raised an eyebrow. “You haven’t even heard the challenge yet.”

Her fingertip swept across the sensitive head again. Steve strained against the silk around his wrists.

“Oh God, Megan. Please, baby—I need to cum so fucking badly.”

“Aww,” Megan murmured. “Does my little pencil dick want to cum?”

Hearing her repeat Taylor’s insult sent a fresh surge of humiliation through Steve. His cock jerked toward her hand.

“You know it does.”

“Are you still comfortable with me teasing you like that?”

“Yes,” Steve said breathlessly. “Just please touch me.”

Megan encircled the swollen head with her thumb and forefinger. The light pressure made Steve gasp and pull against the silk around his wrists.

She smiled at his reaction, added more lotion to her hands, and began gently massaging his cock and balls.

The sensation was overwhelming.

After nearly a week without an orgasm, even Megan’s softest touch felt impossibly intense. Her slick fingers glided over his shaft while her other hand cupped and caressed his balls. Steve’s eyes watered, and his entire body trembled beneath her.

“There you are,” Megan whispered. “Completely helpless in my hands.”

Steve had never understood how powerful denial could become. He had spent years masturbating whenever he wanted, treating an orgasm as something ordinary and readily available. Now a woman tracing her fingers over his 4.8-inch cock felt more intense than almost any sexual experience of his life.

Megan continued stroking him slowly. She paid particular attention to the ridge beneath the head, circling it with her thumb before dragging her palm down the entire shaft.

Each stroke carried Steve toward orgasm.

Each pause denied him the final step.

“Please,” he begged. “Megan, I’m so close.”

“I know.”

“Then let me cum.”

“Not yet.”

She kept him suspended there, moving just slowly enough that the pleasure never quite pushed him over the edge. Steve writhed against the sheets, alternating between desperate pleading and broken moans.

Nothing changed her rhythm.

Within minutes, coherent thought became almost impossible. Steve would have promised her nearly anything for release, and Megan seemed able to read that desperation in his face.

Her hand stopped.

“No,” Steve groaned. “Please don’t stop.”

“I’m not finished with you.”

Megan stood beside the bed and caught the hem of her sweater.

Steve watched as she pulled it slowly over her head.

He stared.

Megan wore no bra. For the first time, her breasts were completely uncovered except for two small red pasties concealing her nipples.

Steve had glimpsed most of them through loose robes and felt them against his body while blindfolded, but neither experience had prepared him for seeing their full shape. Her natural D-cup breasts were full, firm, and beautifully proportioned, with a soft teardrop curve that made them appear almost impossibly perfect.

Every fantasy he had ever constructed seemed inadequate.

Megan turned slightly, allowing him to see how they projected from her chest and moved naturally with her body. The red pasties somehow made the sight even more erotic. They preserved the final mystery while emphasizing exactly what remained hidden.

“Holy fuck,” Steve whispered.

“Worth waiting for?”

“They’re perfect.”

“You haven’t even seen my nipples yet.”

“I know.”

His cock pulsed visibly against his stomach.

Megan’s eyes moved from his stunned expression to his desperate erection.

“You really are a breast man.”

“I’ve been trying to tell you that for years.”

“I wanted to make sure you appreciated them.”

“I appreciate them. Please untie me.”

“Not yet.”

Megan climbed back onto the bed and positioned herself across his body. She lowered her chest until his cock rested in the warm valley between her breasts.

Steve exhaled sharply.

Megan pressed them together with both hands, completely concealing his slender erection inside their softness. Then she began moving slowly, letting the slick head appear briefly above her cleavage before disappearing again.

Steve stared down at the sight.

It was everything he had imagined and worse than any denial he had endured. Megan’s breasts surrounded his cock so completely that it appeared even smaller between them. She looked up at him with quiet satisfaction, fully aware that she controlled every sensation.

“Close?” she asked.

“Extremely.”

Megan slowed at once.

She gave him several careful strokes with her breasts, never allowing the movement to become fast enough to finish him. Steve’s hips lifted involuntarily, but with his wrists secured, he couldn’t take control or increase the pace himself.

Megan stopped with the head of his cock barely visible above the red pasties.

“You have two options,” she said.

Steve struggled to focus. “Tell me.”

“You’re going to hear both before you choose.”

“Fine. What’s the first?”

“Option A.” Megan tightened her breasts gently around him. “I stand up and remove the pasties. Then I untie you and give you twenty minutes to explore my breasts with your hands and mouth.”

Steve’s breathing faltered.

“You’d let me see everything?”

“Yes.”

“And touch them?”

“As much as you want, within the limits we agree on. You can hold them, kiss them, suck my nipples—everything you’ve spent years imagining.”

Steve’s cock throbbed between her breasts.

Megan felt it and smiled.

“After your twenty minutes, I’ll lie on my back. You can straddle my chest and fuck my tits until you cum all over them.”

“Fuck.”

“You can watch every drop land on my breasts.”

The promise alone nearly made him lose control. Megan immediately released the pressure around his cock and waited until his breathing steadied.

“And then?” Steve asked.

“Then the cage goes back on for another seven days.”

His excitement collided with dread.

“Another week?”

“Another week. The same safety rules apply, and you keep the emergency key.”

Steve stared at her.

Megan continued before he could respond.

“That extension includes tomorrow night. If, after our final group discussion, you still consent to the scene with Taylor, you’ll wear the cage and a blindfold.”

“So I wouldn’t be able to see what happens?”

“Not during the parts we agree you’ll remain blindfolded for.”

Steve imagined hearing Taylor touch Megan while being unable to see either of them. The jealousy and humiliation were almost unbearable—and intensely arousing.

Megan watched the conflict spread across his face.

“That is Option A,” she said. “Twenty minutes with my bare breasts, permission to cum all over them, and then one more week in the cage—with a blindfold tomorrow night if you still agree.”

Option A was almost irresistible.

Steve had dreamed about Megan’s breasts since long before they started dating. Now they were wrapped around his cock, their soft weight hiding nearly his entire erection, while two tiny red pasties concealed the only parts of them he had never seen.

She was offering to remove those pasties.

For twenty minutes, he could hold her bare breasts, kiss them, and suck her nipples. Then she would let him thrust between them until nearly a week of pent-up cum covered her chest.

Every instinct in his body screamed at him to choose it.

But the price was another seven days in the cage and a blindfold during tomorrow’s scene. If everything proceeded after the final discussion, Steve would be unable to watch during the parts they had agreed upon. He might have to lie nearby, locked and helpless, listening while Taylor touched the woman Steve loved.

Megan’s breasts moved slowly around his cock, making it almost impossible to think.

“What’s Option B?” he managed.

She stopped moving.

“Option B is that I stand up right now, cover my breasts, and put my sweater back on.”

Steve groaned at the thought.

“You don’t get to see my nipples tonight. You don’t touch my breasts, and you don’t cum.”

“That already sounds terrible.”

“I’m not finished.” Megan smiled. “Once you’ve softened, I put the cage back on for one final night. Then you use your mouth on me again before we go to sleep.”

“And tomorrow?”

“If all three of us still consent after reviewing the boundaries, you participate actively in the scene. No blindfold. You get to see my entire body, including everything these pasties are hiding.”

Steve’s cock twitched between her breasts.

“You’ll let me touch you?”

“Within the boundaries we agree on, yes. You won’t be excluded simply because Taylor is there.”

“And afterward?”

“The one-week cage experiment ends. We leave it off for at least two weeks while we decide whether we ever want to use it again.”

Steve stared at her.

“There’s a condition,” Megan continued. “Our existing rule remains: you don’t masturbate or make yourself cum unless I give you permission. If we want to change that agreement, we discuss it directly.”

“So Option B means no orgasm tonight, but I’m involved tomorrow and then get a break from the cage.”

“Exactly.”

Megan gently released the pressure around his cock.

“And before you choose, remember that neither option guarantees what Taylor and I will do tomorrow. We still have to discuss everything again. You may also change your mind about the group scene entirely.”

Steve looked down at her breasts.

Option A offered everything his desperate body wanted immediately. Megan’s uncovered nipples. Her breasts in his hands and mouth. Permission to release nearly a week of frustration all over her.

All he had to surrender was his ability to participate fully tomorrow.

The blindfold itself affected him more than he wanted to admit. Imagining himself caged while Taylor explored Megan produced a dark, humiliating excitement. Yet beneath that arousal was something more fundamental: Steve did not want to disappear from his own relationship.

If they crossed this boundary, he wanted to face it beside Megan.

He wanted to see her reactions. He wanted to be able to speak, touch her when permitted, and discover whether the fantasy felt as powerful in reality as it did inside his head. He did not want his first experience of sharing her reduced to sounds in a dark room.

Even so, refusing Option A felt almost impossible while Megan’s bare breasts rested around his cock.

“You are cruel,” he whispered.

“I know.”

“You couldn’t have offered me this while wearing the sweater?”

“That wouldn’t have been nearly as interesting.”

Steve laughed despite his misery.

Megan studied him. “Which matters more—the orgasm you can have right now or being present with me tomorrow?”

The answer became clear the moment she asked.

Steve had endured six days. He could endure one more night.

“I choose Option B.”

Megan remained still. “Are you certain?”

“No. But I’m choosing it anyway.”

“That isn’t the same thing.”

Steve took a breath. “Yes, I’m certain. Cover yourself, lock me up tonight, and let me participate tomorrow.”

Megan’s teasing expression softened into genuine affection.

“I thought that was what you’d choose.”

“Then why offer me Option A?”

“Because I wanted the decision to cost you something.” She leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock. “And because watching you refuse the thing you’ve wanted for years tells me you care about more than simply getting off.”

She rose from the bed.

The instant her breasts released his cock, regret tore through Steve. He watched in disbelief as Megan pulled the sweater over her head, hiding the red pasties and those magnificent curves beneath the fabric.

“Wait,” he said.

Megan paused. “Are you changing your choice?”

Steve stared at her covered chest, then imagined tomorrow night.

“No.”

“Good boy.”

She went downstairs to retrieve a cool compress.

Steve lay restrained on the bed, painfully hard and questioning every principle that had led him to reject twenty minutes with Megan’s naked breasts. She had finally offered him everything he wanted, and he had told her to put her clothes back on.

When Megan returned, she untied his wrists and placed the cool, fabric-wrapped compress against his inner thighs and lower abdomen. She avoided direct ice against his skin and waited patiently while his erection subsided.

“This may be the worst decision I’ve ever made,” Steve muttered.

“You said that about the wager.”

“I make a lot of questionable decisions around you.”

Once his cock was soft, Megan checked the spot that had pinched earlier.

“Any soreness?”

“No.”

“If it hurts tonight, you use the emergency key immediately.”

“I will.”

Megan carefully fitted the cage and locked it for what she had promised would be the final night of their experiment. She placed the emergency key on Steve’s side of the bed before removing her pajama shorts.

“Still want to use your mouth on me?” she asked.

Steve looked at her bare pussy and the erection already trying unsuccessfully to form inside the cage.

“Yes.”

Megan climbed onto his chest, moved upward, and settled over his face, ready to enjoy his tongue on her clit and pussy.


Enter Taylor

The following day, Steve arrived at Megan’s house shortly after five.

Taylor wasn’t expected for another two hours, but Megan had asked Steve to come early so they could review their boundaries privately. Steve was grateful for the invitation. Waiting alone at home had been driving him insane.

A full week had passed since his last orgasm.

The cage had transformed every sexual thought into an exercise in frustration. Even after choosing Option B, Steve had spent most of the day imagining Megan’s bare nipples, Amy’s mouth, Paula’s body, and what might happen when Taylor arrived.

Megan had told him to let himself in. As Steve entered the hallway, however, unmistakable sounds drifted from the small sitting room.

He glanced through the partially open door and froze.

Paula was naked, bent over Joseph as she used her mouth on his large cock. Joseph’s robe hung open around him, and one hand rested in Paula’s dark hair. They were so absorbed in one another that neither appeared to notice Steve.

He knew he should look away.

For several stunned seconds, he couldn’t. Paula’s magnificent body was fully exposed, her enormous breasts swaying beneath her as she moved. Steve’s cock attempted to harden, immediately meeting the unforgiving cage. The pressure made him wince.

Before either older adult noticed him, Megan’s voice floated down the stairs.

“Steve, stop lurking and come upstairs.”

Embarrassment broke the spell.

Steve tore his gaze away just as Paula lifted her mouth from Joseph and began climbing onto his lap. He hurried upstairs, determined never to mention what he had accidentally witnessed.

When he entered Megan’s bedroom, he discovered another surprise waiting for him.

Amy lay across the bed wearing a tiny satin robe. Megan stood beside her in the same short white robe she had worn during the wager.

Steve stopped in the doorway.

“What’s going on?”

Megan smiled. “Before Taylor arrives, I thought you might enjoy exploring something with a woman first.”

Steve looked between them. “You mean the three of us?”

“Only if you want to,” Megan said. “Amy knows our rules, and neither of us is assuming that you’ll agree merely because she’s here.”

Amy sat up. “I’m also perfectly happy to leave if you’d rather spend the time alone with Megan.”

Steve’s heart pounded. He had spent the entire week sexually frustrated, and now two beautiful women were inviting him onto the bed.

“What exactly are you suggesting?” he asked.

“Nothing we haven’t discussed before,” Megan replied. “You can use your mouth on Amy. She can tease you if you both agree. I’ll be involved, but I still control whether you cum.”

“And this doesn’t change anything about tonight?”

“No. We still speak to Taylor before anything happens.”

Steve looked at Amy. “You really want this?”

Her mischievous smile answered before she spoke.

“I wouldn’t be half-naked in your girlfriend’s bed if I didn’t.”

Steve laughed nervously. “Then yes. I want to.”

“Good,” Megan said. “Come lie down with us.”

Steve started toward the bed.

Amy pointed toward his jeans. “Clothes off first, silly.”

She rose and untied her robe. The satin slipped from her shoulders and pooled around her feet.

Steve paused to appreciate her.

Amy’s body was slender and pale, with small, exceptionally perky breasts and tiny nipples that hardened beneath his stare. Her narrow waist curved into the rounded ass he had admired beside the pool, and her pussy was completely shaved.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked.

“Very much.”

Megan stood beside her and removed her own robe.

The red pasties remained in place, continuing to conceal her nipples, but the rest of her body was naked. Steve’s gaze traveled helplessly over her natural D-cup breasts, flat stomach, long legs, and freshly shaved pussy.

His cock fought violently against the cage.

Megan noticed. “Careful.”

“That’s easy for you to say.”

“You only have to wear it for another minute.”

Relief and excitement surged through him. Steve removed his clothes and stood naked except for the metal device enclosing his cock.

Amy looked down.

Then she laughed.

“Oh, that is adorable.”

Steve’s face heated. “You’ve seen it before.”

“I’ve never seen it locked in a tiny cage.”

“Is the teasing still welcome?” Megan asked him.

Steve looked at Amy’s naked body and felt his cock strain harder against its confinement.

“Yes.”

Amy stepped closer for a better view. “It suits you, needle cock.”

Megan retrieved the key.

“This marks the end of our one-week experiment,” she told Steve. “Once it comes off, it stays off for at least two weeks unless you specifically ask to use it again.”

“But the masturbation rule stays?”

“Unless we agree to change it.”

Steve nodded. “Take it off.”

Megan unlocked the cage and removed it carefully. She checked his skin before setting the device aside.

His cock sprang erect almost immediately.

Amy watched it rise with open fascination.

“That thing really has been waiting all week.”

“You have no idea,” Steve said.

Megan guided him onto the bed. The moment he lay back, Amy climbed over him and positioned her knees on either side of his shoulders.

She paused before lowering herself.

“Same signals as last time?” she asked. “Two taps means lift up and check in. Three means stop completely.”

“Yes.”

“Comfortable?”

Steve settled his hands lightly against her thighs. “Very.”

Amy lowered her pussy toward his mouth.

“Sorry, Steve,” she said, looking back at his exposed erection. “But I’d still rather fuck your face than try to do much with that little thing.”

Steve’s cock twitched.

“It isn’t even only the length,” she continued. “I mean, yes, 4.8 inches is below average—but it’s how slender you are that really makes it look tiny.”

Megan laughed softly from beside them.

Steve opened his mouth beneath Amy. “Are you going to keep talking or let me lick you?”

Amy’s smile widened.

“There’s the enthusiasm I remember.”

She settled over his face, and Steve began working his tongue against her clit, grateful to have his cock free and excited to taste her again.

While Steve worked his tongue against Amy’s clit, Megan crawled down the bed and settled beside his hips.

She began tracing her fingertips along his erection.

The contact was deliberately insubstantial. Her fingers drifted up either side of his slender shaft, never closing around it, making his cock bounce each time he reacted. Steve moaned against Amy’s pussy and tightened his grip on her thighs.

For the next twenty minutes, that was all Megan gave him.

Amy rocked over Steve’s mouth while he licked and sucked her through one orgasm after another. Some were brief, shuddering climaxes that made her pause above him; others swept through her entire body and left her thighs trembling around his head.

By the fifth, Amy was struggling to hold herself upright.

“Fuck, Steve,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

He pressed his tongue firmly against her clit until she cummed again with a sharp cry. Amy remained over his face for several seconds, breathing hard, before carefully lifting herself away.

Steve dragged in a grateful breath.

Amy looked down at his wet face and laughed.

“Wow, Megs. Your boyfriend really is a sex machine with his tongue.” Her gaze traveled toward his erection. “I suppose that helps compensate for the tiny cock.”

Steve’s cock jerked at the insult.

Megan noticed. “It does help. Fortunately, he knows exactly how to use his best feature.”

“I can hear both of you,” Steve said.

“That’s part of the fun,” Amy replied.

Megan moved toward his head.

“Your turn is over. I’ve been waiting far too patiently.”

Amy slid aside, allowing Megan to take her place above Steve’s face. Megan settled carefully over his mouth while Amy moved down beside his cock.

“Still green?” Megan asked.

Steve rested his hands against her thighs. “Yes.”

“And you remember that you don’t cum without permission?”

“As if I could forget.”

“Good boy.”

Megan lowered her pussy to his mouth.

Steve immediately began licking her. The taste and texture were familiar after the week they had spent together, and he knew exactly how Megan liked to be touched. He pushed his tongue between her wet folds before returning to her clit, listening as her breathing changed above him.

At the opposite end of the bed, Amy began her own attack.

Steve’s cock was swollen and deeply flushed from sustained arousal, the head slick with an extraordinary amount of precum. Amy checked him briefly for discomfort before spreading the wetness over his shaft with her fingertips.

“Any pain?” she asked.

“No. Just desperate.”

“That I can work with.”

She swirled one finger around the head, then used both hands to glide lightly along his shaft. Her touch was completely different from Megan’s. Where Megan had learned his responses and controlled him with patient precision, Amy was playful and unpredictable. She changed pressure constantly, sometimes teasing the head with a single fingertip and sometimes surrounding the shaft with both hands without quite gripping it.

Steve’s hips began rising from the mattress, chasing every touch.

Amy recognized what he was doing and moved her hands away.

“No cheating.”

“I’m not cheating.”

“You’re trying to fuck my hands.”

“I’m trying to feel something.”

Amy giggled. “That sounds like a personal problem.”

She let him thrust toward her again, then withdrew at the last possible moment. Steve groaned into Megan’s pussy, and the vibration made Megan gasp above him.

“Whatever you just did,” she said, “do it again.”

Steve obeyed, returning his attention to her clit while Amy continued tormenting him below.

His body felt divided between two impossible demands. Megan moved against his mouth, using his tongue to build her pleasure, while Amy kept his cock hovering just below orgasm. Every time he approached the edge, she sensed it and reduced her touch to a barely perceptible caress.

Steve had become accustomed to Megan’s edging during the previous week. He knew her rhythm and recognized the small changes that signaled when she intended to stop.

Amy gave him nothing predictable.

The uncertainty made the denial far worse.

Megan cummed for the first time with her hands gripping the headboard. She paused long enough to recover, checked that Steve wanted to continue, and then began moving again.

Amy never stopped teasing him.

By Megan’s third orgasm, another twenty minutes had passed. Steve’s mouth ached, his cock throbbed, and every muscle in his body felt tight with unreleased tension.

Megan finally climbed off his face and collapsed beside him.

“That was incredible,” she said, still breathless.

Steve wiped his mouth. “Does that mean I can cum?”

“No.”

“Of course it doesn’t.”

Megan kissed his cheek and stood. “I need a shower before Taylor gets here.”

Before leaving, she looked toward Amy.

“No orgasm unless he asks and receives permission.”

Amy placed an innocent hand over her chest. “I would never break the rules.”

Megan looked at Steve. “Color?”

“Green.”

“You’re happy for Amy to continue while I shower?”

Steve glanced at Amy’s fingers hovering above his cock.

“Yes.”

Megan disappeared into the bathroom.

Amy remained beside Steve, maintaining the same maddening pattern. She coated her fingertips in his precum and circled the head, keeping him close enough that his legs trembled but never allowing him the consistent pressure he needed.

“You really are desperate,” she said.

“I haven’t cummed in a week.”

“I know. Megan has been giving me updates.”

“That sounds like a horrifying group chat.”

Amy laughed.

Then she leaned over his cock.

“Do you want to feel my mouth?”

Steve’s breath caught. “Yes.”

“Remember that you still need Megan’s permission before you cum.”

“I remember.”

Amy opened her mouth and positioned it around the head of his cock without closing her lips. Warm breath surrounded him, but she kept her mouth wide enough that almost nothing touched his skin.

Steve lifted his hips.

Amy moved with him, preserving the maddening gap.

“You are evil,” he whispered.

Her tongue emerged and flicked lightly across the very tip.

Steve’s entire body convulsed.

Before he could react again, Amy lifted her head and sat upright, laughing at the desperate expression on his face.

Amy sat upright, still laughing at the way Steve’s body had convulsed beneath one flick of her tongue.

“You know, I usually take a certain amount of pride in making a man cum with my mouth,” she said.

“I’ve heard.”

“I start by wrapping my lips around a nice, thick cock. Then I keep sucking until he’s moaning, shaking, and completely empty.”

Steve’s neglected erection pulsed at the description.

“Megan said I could suck yours if we both wanted,” Amy continued. “Unfortunately for you, I’m enjoying this much more.”

“What exactly are you enjoying?”

“Watching you squirm.”

She coated one fingertip in his precum and drew a slow circle around the head.

Steve’s hips jerked.

“I’m not sucking your little willy tonight,” Amy said. “Perhaps I never will. Teasing you is far too entertaining.”

“You are unbelievably cruel.”

“You approved cruel.”

“I was not thinking clearly.”

Amy smiled. “You rarely are when your cock is hard.”

She continued toying with him for the next twenty minutes, varying her touch constantly. Sometimes she ran her fingernails lightly along the sides of his shaft. Sometimes she wrapped her fingers around him for a single firm stroke before releasing him again.

Whenever Steve came close to orgasm, Amy stopped.

By the time she finally withdrew her hands, his entire body trembled with frustration.

“That’s time,” she announced.

“You cannot leave me like this.”

“I can. Megan specifically told me not to make you cum.”

Amy climbed off the bed and tossed Steve a robe. He pulled it around himself while she dressed, concealing an erection that refused to soften.

Before leaving, Amy bent and kissed his forehead.

“Enjoy your evening, needle cock.”

“You’re a terrible person.”

“I know.”

She laughed, slipped out of the bedroom, and let herself out of the house.

Steve remained alone on the bed, wrapped in the robe and more aroused than he could remember ever being. The cage was gone, but his promise to Megan prevented him from touching himself. All he could do was wait for her—and for Taylor.

Several minutes later, the bathroom door opened.

Megan emerged wearing a short red satin robe. Her damp blonde hair fell around her shoulders, and the loosely tied belt offered Steve tantalizing glimpses of her bare thighs and cleavage.

She sat beside him.

“Before Taylor arrives, we need to talk.”

Steve’s anxiety immediately pushed through his arousal. “Are you having second thoughts?”

“Not exactly.” Megan folded her hands in her lap. “I’ve been thinking about us—and about what happened with Paula.”

Steve looked down. “I know I hurt you.”

“You did. I gave you permission through an ambiguous message, Paula concealed part of what I wanted, and you relied on the interpretation that gave you the sexual experience you wanted.” Megan paused. “None of us handled it well.”

“I should have contacted you directly.”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I know you are.” Megan touched his hand. “But I don’t want tonight to become proof of that apology.”

Steve looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t want you obeying every instruction because you think refusing will end our relationship. And I don’t want to promise forgiveness as a reward for doing whatever I say sexually.”

Some of the tension left his chest.

“Then what do you want?”

“I want to lead during the parts we’ve agreed I’ll control. I want to push you, tease you, and explore the humiliation fantasy we’ve been discussing.” Megan held his gaze. “But if I ask for something you don’t want, you say no. If you hesitate, we pause and talk. Red stops everything.”

“And what happens to us if I stop the scene?”

“We remain a couple.” Her answer was immediate. “Stopping sex is not ending our relationship.”

Steve exhaled.

Megan squeezed his hand.

“I am still hurt,” she continued. “We’ll work through that by being honest and rebuilding trust in ordinary life. Not by using tonight as punishment.”

“So this isn’t about getting even?”

“No. It needs to be something all three of us genuinely want.”

Steve looked toward the bedroom door, conscious that Taylor might knock at any moment.

“I’m scared.”

“So am I.”

“You seem remarkably calm.”

“I showered for twenty minutes so you wouldn’t see me panicking.”

Steve laughed softly.

Megan smiled, but her expression soon became serious again.

“I need to ask you clearly: do you still want Taylor to join us?”

Steve imagined the tall, muscular man entering the bedroom. He imagined seeing Megan naked beside him and confronting every feeling that fantasy created.

“Yes.”

“Do you still want me to direct the scene?”

“Within the boundaries we discussed.”

“And if I ask you to watch?”

“I’ll try. But I may need to pause.”

“Then we pause.”

Steve nodded.

“What about my orgasm?” he asked.

Megan’s smile returned.

“If the scene proceeds and you still want release at the end, I intend to give you an unforgettable one.”

“And if I need to stop before then?”

“Stopping won’t cost you an orgasm as punishment. We’ll decide what we want after everyone has settled.”

The distinction mattered.

Steve looked at Megan in her red robe and understood that she was offering him control of a different kind: the ability to surrender without losing the right to reclaim himself.

“I want to continue,” he said.

Megan leaned forward and kissed him.

For one brief moment, Steve remembered Option A. He could already have cummed between Megan’s breasts. Instead, he was waiting for another man to enter the bedroom and transform a fantasy into reality.

The regret passed as quickly as it came.

A knock downstairs snapped them both toward the door.

“He’s here,” Megan whispered.

They stood together. Megan called for Taylor to enter, and a moment later, his footsteps sounded on the stairs.

Taylor appeared in the bedroom doorway wearing a dark robe. His large frame nearly filled the entrance, and an excited smile spread across his face when he saw Steve and Megan waiting together.

“Before anyone undresses,” Megan said, “we confirm the rules.”

Taylor nodded. “No assumptions. Anyone can pause or stop. Protection for penetration, and nothing outside what we agree tonight.”

“Good.” Megan looked at Steve. “Still green?”

Steve’s pulse hammered. “Green.”

Taylor placed one hand on the belt of his robe.

“Then are we ready to begin?”

Megan glanced at Steve. He nodded.

“Yes,” she said.

Taylor grinned. “Good. We all know why we’re here.”

He untied the belt and let his robe fall to the floor.

Taylor’s robe landed around his feet.

He was completely naked underneath.

Steve’s breath caught as Taylor’s cock swung into view. Even only partly erect, it was longer than Steve’s fully hardened 4.8 inches, and the difference in thickness was staggering. Taylor was circumcised, with a heavy shaft and a broad, mushroom-shaped head that made Steve think less of anatomy than of a weapon.

The idea of something that large entering Megan’s tight pussy seemed impossible.

Megan stared openly.

“Now that,” she said, an enormous grin spreading across her face, “is a real cock.”

The comparison landed exactly as intended. Steve’s face burned while his neglected erection pulsed beneath the robe.

Megan looked at him. “Still comfortable with the teasing?”

Steve glanced at Taylor’s body, then back at her delighted expression.

“Green.”

“Good.”

She approached Steve and tugged gently at the belt of his robe.

“May I?”

“Yes.”

Megan untied it and pushed the robe from his shoulders. Steve allowed it to fall, leaving him as naked as Taylor.

His cock was still painfully hard after the week of denial and Amy’s prolonged teasing. Precum glistened across the swollen head, and every pulse made it bob in front of him.

Even so, it looked insignificant beside Taylor’s.

Megan took Steve’s hand and guided him closer until the two men stood side by side. Steve tried not to stare, but the contrast was impossible to ignore. His rigid cock remained noticeably shorter than Taylor’s hanging semi-hard one, and Taylor’s shaft appeared almost twice as thick.

Megan stepped back to admire them together.

“Wow,” she said. “Steve, your little willy has always looked small, but beside Taylor’s it looks absolutely tiny.”

Taylor laughed.

Steve swallowed. “I noticed.”

“Did you?” Megan asked innocently. “I thought we might need exact measurements.”

She crossed to her dresser and retrieved the flexible measuring tape she had used on Steve before.

“You already measured me.”

“I know. But if we’re making a comparison, we should be precise.”

Megan returned and crouched in front of him. She held up the tape rather than touching him immediately.

“Permission?”

Steve’s humiliation deepened, but so did his arousal.

“Yes.”

Megan measured his length first, pressing the tape carefully along the top of his erection.

“Still exactly 4.8 inches.”

“I wasn’t expecting it to grow.”

“The evening is young.”

Taylor laughed again.

Megan wrapped the tape around the thickest part of Steve’s shaft.

“Four-point-two—no, wait.” She adjusted it. “Four-point-three inches around.”

She looked up at Taylor.

“So Steve is 4.8 inches long and 4.3 inches in circumference.”

Taylor glanced down at Steve’s cock. “That is pretty slender.”

Steve’s face grew hotter. “Thank you for the expert assessment.”

Megan rose and turned toward Taylor. His cock had already begun thickening under her attention.

“May I touch you?” she asked.

Taylor nodded. “Yes.”

Megan looked back at Steve. “Still green?”

His jealousy was immediate and fierce. Yet watching his dream girl stand naked beneath her red robe in front of Taylor affected him exactly as powerfully as he had imagined.

“Yes.”

Megan wrapped one hand around Taylor’s shaft.

Steve felt his stomach tighten.

Her fingers had always seemed long and graceful around his cock. Around Taylor’s, they looked almost delicate. She could barely close one hand around his thickness, and as she stroked him, she added the other to explore the length that remained uncovered.

Taylor’s cock grew steadily between her hands.

“Holy fuck,” Megan whispered.

She moved her palms in opposite directions, stroking the enormous shaft while watching it expand. Steve stared helplessly as Taylor’s erection rose toward Megan’s chest, becoming harder and more imposing with each movement.

Megan glanced at Steve.

“I need two hands for him.”

“I can see that.”

“One hand is more than enough for yours.”

“Yes, Megan.”

The obedient answer made her smile.

She lowered herself to her knees.

“Oral was on our agreed list,” she reminded them. “Either of you can pause this.”

Taylor nodded.

Steve forced himself to speak. “I’m still green.”

Megan looked up at Taylor. “May I use my mouth?”

“Please.”

She leaned forward and parted her lips around the broad head.

Steve’s cock jerked.

Megan took the first few inches slowly, adjusting to Taylor’s thickness before beginning a steady rhythm. Even her mouth looked small around him. One hand worked the base while her lips moved over the upper portion, leaving much of the shaft exposed between them.

Taylor groaned and placed his hands at his sides, respecting the rule that Megan would control the depth.

Steve couldn’t look away.


Unable To Look Away

For nearly five minutes, Megan explored Taylor’s cock with growing enthusiasm. She sucked the head, dragged her tongue along the underside, and repeatedly returned to the thick ridge beneath the crown. Each time she pulled back, she admired his size before taking him into her mouth again.

“He’s so thick,” she said after one slow upward lick.

Steve’s erection throbbed.

“And he isn’t even completely hard yet.”

Taylor exhaled a strained laugh. “Give me another minute.”

Megan smiled and took him back into her mouth.

Jealousy twisted painfully inside Steve, but it was tangled with fascination and an arousal so intense that precum continued running down his own neglected shaft. Seeing Megan pleasure Taylor made every insecurity he possessed feel suddenly real.

It also made his cock harder.

Megan noticed.

She released Taylor with a wet sound and looked toward Steve.

“Your tiny cock seems to enjoy watching.”

Steve glanced down. “Apparently.”

“Good.”

Megan resumed sucking Taylor until his moans deepened and his hips began to tense. Then she stopped before he could cum.

Taylor’s fully erect cock stood heavily in front of her.

Megan stared at it for a moment, visibly impressed.

“Ready to find out?” she asked.

Taylor nodded.

She picked up the measuring tape and looked at him. “Still okay with this?”

“Yes.”

Megan carefully measured along the top of his erection. Her eyes widened when she reached the head.

“Eight-point-four inches.”

Steve’s mouth went dry.

Megan then wrapped the tape around the thickest part of Taylor’s shaft. She checked the number twice, apparently unwilling to believe it.

“Oh my God,” she said.

“What?” Steve asked.

Megan looked between the two men, almost laughing with excitement.

“Taylor is 8.4 inches long and six and a half inches around.”

Megan positioned herself between the two men and wrapped one hand around each of them.

The contrast made her laugh.

“Oh my God. I have to touch you completely differently.”

Her left hand enclosed most of Steve’s 4.8-inch cock, allowing her to stroke nearly his full length with a compact movement. Her right hand looked far smaller around Taylor’s massive shaft and covered only a fraction of it.

Steve watched her alternate between them.

Short, delicate strokes for him.

Longer, firmer movements for Taylor.

Megan seemed fascinated by the difference. She kept looking from the slender erection in her left hand to the thick cock in her right, her expression increasingly excited.

Steve’s humiliation deepened, but so did his arousal.

Without releasing Taylor, Megan leaned toward Steve and looked up at him.

“May I use my mouth?”

“Yes.”

Her lips closed around the head of his cock.

After a week of denial, the first warm contact nearly made Steve’s knees buckle. Megan slowly took his entire length, her lips reaching the base with ease before sliding upward again.

Steve groaned.

Megan sucked him with deep, deliberate strokes, repeatedly swallowing all 4.8 inches. The sight was almost as overwhelming as the sensation. Her mouth completely enveloped him while one hand continued moving along Taylor’s enormous shaft beside his hip.

Less than forty seconds later, Steve’s body began to tense.

“Megan—I’m close.”

She recognized the warning and immediately pulled away.

Steve’s cock slipped from her mouth, wet and throbbing only seconds from release.

“No,” he gasped. “Please.”

Megan kissed the head. “Good warning.”

Then she shifted sideways and took Taylor into her mouth instead.

Steve watched miserably as her lips stretched around the broad head. Where his entire cock had disappeared easily, Megan could take only the first few inches of Taylor before slowing down. She worked the rest with one hand while her mouth moved steadily over the upper shaft.

Taylor moaned above her.

For nearly five minutes, Megan concentrated entirely on him. She licked, sucked, and explored his thickness while Steve’s neglected erection bobbed beside her face.

His need to cum had become almost painful.

Eventually, Megan released Taylor and returned to Steve.

“Your turn again.”

She swallowed his cock in one smooth motion.

Steve cried out.

Thirty seconds of her mouth was enough to carry him straight back to the edge. His balls tightened, and his hips began moving helplessly toward her.

“I’m going to cum.”

Megan stopped at once.

She drew him from her lips and held the base of his cock until the danger passed.

Steve stared down at her. “You are destroying me.”

“You waited an entire week. I’m not letting you lose control before we’ve properly begun.”

Megan stood and reached for the belt of her red satin robe.

Steve forgot his frustration.

She untied it slowly, holding both sides closed for several seconds as she looked between the two men.

Then she let the robe slide from her shoulders.

The satin fell to the floor.

Steve stopped breathing.

The red pasties were gone.

For the first time in all the years he had known her, Megan stood completely naked in front of him. Nothing concealed the full shape of her natural D-cup breasts or the pale pink nipples he had spent so long imagining.

They were even more beautiful than he had expected.

Her breasts were full and high, with the same soft teardrop curves that had tormented him beneath dresses, swimsuits, and half-open robes. Her nipples were proportionate and already hard from the attention surrounding her.

Steve stared with his mouth open.

Every fantasy he had ever constructed suddenly seemed crude and incomplete. No photograph, porn scene, or stripper he had seen could compare with the reality of Megan standing naked before him.

Megan noticed his expression.

“Worth choosing Option B?”

Steve struggled to answer. “Absolutely.”

Taylor was considerably less paralyzed.

He stepped closer but stopped before touching her.

“May I?”

Megan looked at Steve. He felt jealousy stab through him, but this was one of the acts they had discussed.

“Green,” Steve said.

“Yes,” Megan told Taylor. “You may.”

Taylor raised both hands and cupped her breasts.

Steve’s chest tightened.

Taylor’s large palms covered much of them, his fingers spreading around their full curves. He massaged them slowly, swept his thumbs across the pink nipples, and then bent to take one into his mouth.

Megan gasped.

Steve’s long-awaited unobstructed view lasted only moments before Taylor’s hands and mouth obscured it. He stood close beside them, searching for some way to join without intruding or breaking an agreed boundary.

Taylor moved from one breast to the other, sucking each nipple while Megan reached between their bodies and wrapped her hand around his cock.

Steve watched her stroke him.

The scene felt painfully intimate. Yet Megan remained aware of Steve, glancing toward him repeatedly and making certain he was still present rather than forgotten.

After several minutes, she stepped away from Taylor.

“Let’s try something we discussed.”

Megan positioned herself between the two men with her back against Taylor’s chest. She spread her legs while Taylor bent his knees behind her, lowering his hips until his erection aligned between her thighs.

“External contact only,” Megan reminded him.

Taylor nodded. “Understood.”

She reached down and guided his cock forward.

The enormous shaft appeared beneath her pussy, trapped lightly between her thighs. Its broad head projected in front of her body while the upper surface pressed against her wet folds without entering.

The image struck Steve with almost surreal force.

Megan looked like an angelic fantasy—long blonde hair, flawless naked body, and magnificent breasts—yet Taylor’s thick eight-inch cock jutted between her legs as though it belonged to her.

She rocked her hips gently, allowing her pussy to glide over the upper surface.

Taylor groaned behind her.

Megan looked directly at Steve.

“This is one of the things I wanted to explore.”

Steve could barely take his eyes from the cock displayed beneath her pussy.

“What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to decide whether you’re ready for the next part.”

His pulse quickened.

Megan held Taylor’s shaft steady between her thighs.

“If you want to continue, I want you to kneel in front of me and suck this big cock.”

Steve’s stomach tightened.

Megan’s expression remained dominant, but her voice became clearer and more deliberate.

“This is not redemption for Paula. It does not prove whether you love me, and refusing will not end our relationship. You can say no, or ask to pause, and we will respect it.”

Taylor remained completely still behind her.

Megan continued, “But if you choose yes, I want you to do it for me. I want to feel his cock moving against my pussy while I watch my boyfriend take it into his mouth.”

Steve stared at the huge head extending between her legs.

He remembered Joseph’s cock in his mouth and the complicated mixture of reluctance, submission, and arousal the act had created. This would be different. Megan would be wearing Taylor’s cock between her thighs, presenting it to Steve as if it were hers.

The fantasy was deeply humiliating.

It was also devastatingly erotic.

“Do you want me to keep touching you while you think?” Megan asked.

Steve knew arousal could not make the decision for him. Yet he also wanted to experience the scene exactly as they had imagined it.

“Yes,” he said. “You can touch me.”

Megan extended her free hand and wrapped it around Steve’s cock.

“May I guide your other hand to my breast?”

“Yes.”

She placed Steve’s right hand over one of her naked breasts.

For the first time, his palm closed around its bare softness while Megan slowly stroked his desperate cock and held Taylor’s enormous erection between her open thighs.

Megan’s breast felt even better than Steve had imagined.

His palm sank into its warm softness while her nipple hardened against the base of his fingers. After years of fantasizing, he was finally touching her completely bare, and the reality overwhelmed him.

Megan felt his cock pulse in her hand.

“Steve,” she said, bringing his attention back to her face. “I need your answer.”

She stopped stroking him.

The loss of contact cleared just enough arousal from his mind for him to think. Taylor remained motionless behind her, his huge erection still held between Megan’s thighs.

“Do you want to try sucking him?” she asked.

Steve stared at the broad head jutting beneath her pussy. The idea frightened him, but it also pulled at the same submissive desire Megan had uncovered with the strap-on—and that Paula had tested with Joseph.

“Yes,” Steve said. “I want to try.”

Megan searched his face. “For yourself? Not because you think refusing will cost you our relationship?”

“For myself. And because I know how much watching would turn you on.”

Her expression brightened.

“Then kneel for me.”

Steve removed his hand from her breast and lowered himself to his knees.

No one forced him. Taylor didn’t move closer, and Megan kept her hands away from Steve’s head while he settled in front of them.

Taylor’s cock appeared even larger at eye level. The thick shaft remained trapped between Megan’s thighs, its broad head hovering only inches from Steve’s mouth.

“Just like the strap-on,” Megan said softly. “Except Taylor stays still, and you control how much you take.”

Steve nodded.

“Would you like me to guide you?”

“Yes. Gently.”

Megan rested one hand against the back of his head without applying pressure.

“You can pull away whenever you want.”

Steve leaned forward.

His lips touched the head first. Then he opened his mouth and slowly took the broad crown inside.

The thickness stretched his lips immediately.

Megan gasped as Steve’s mouth closed around Taylor’s cock beneath her pussy.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered. “That is so hot.”

Taylor groaned but kept his hips still.

Steve concentrated on breathing through his nose. Taylor’s cock tasted mostly of Megan and of the saliva she had already left across it. The sensation was unfamiliar and intimidating, but not as different from the strap-on as he had expected.

Megan’s fingers stroked lightly through his hair.

“That’s it, baby. Take your time.”

Steve moved back, letting the head slip from his mouth, then leaned forward again. On the second attempt, he took slightly more of the shaft.

“Do you want me to help set a rhythm?” Megan asked.

“Yes.”

Her hand guided rather than forced, following Steve’s movement as he began bobbing his head. She applied only the lightest pressure, allowing him to control both the depth and speed.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Suck my big cock.”

The possessive language sent a shudder through him.

Megan felt it.

“You like pretending it belongs to me, don’t you?”

Steve couldn’t answer without releasing Taylor, but the way his own neglected cock jerked beneath him supplied one.

“And when you’re finished,” Megan continued, “you can touch my breasts again.”

The promise strengthened his resolve.

Steve began sucking with greater confidence. He used his tongue around the head and along the underside, gradually finding a rhythm that made Taylor’s breathing deepen.

The size remained impossible to ignore. Steve’s lips stretched around a thickness his own cock could never approach, and even taking only part of Taylor’s length filled his mouth completely.

Instead of driving him away, the comparison fed his arousal.

For nearly five minutes, Steve worked his mouth over Taylor’s cock. His jaw began to ache, but the sight above him kept him going: Megan’s naked body, her full breasts, and her delighted expression as she watched her boyfriend kneeling between her legs.

Finally, Megan touched Steve’s shoulder.

“That’s enough. Pull back.”

Steve obeyed.

Taylor’s cock slipped from his mouth with a wet sound, rigid and gleaming with Steve’s saliva. Steve remained on his knees for a moment, breathing hard while his own untouched erection stood out in front of him.

Megan stepped away from Taylor and helped Steve to his feet.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Confused.”

“Bad confused?”

Steve considered it. “No. Just very horny and slightly shocked that I did that.”

“Do you want to continue?”

“Yes.”

Megan kissed him. “Then lie on the bed.”

Steve climbed onto the mattress and settled on his back.

Megan moved over him.

“I’m going to use your mouth while I pleasure Taylor,” she said. “Same signals—two taps to pause, three to stop.”

“Understood.”

She straddled his face and lowered her pussy within reach of his tongue. Taylor stood near the head of the bed, his cock still wet from Steve’s mouth.

Megan leaned forward and took him between her lips.

Steve began licking her clit.

The sounds above him made the structure of the scene unmistakable. Taylor stood receiving Megan’s mouth while she rode Steve’s face, and Steve’s role was to keep giving pleasure while his own desperate cock received none.

The imbalance humiliated him.

It also made him impossibly hard.

Megan moaned around Taylor’s shaft, exaggerating the sound each time Steve did something she enjoyed. Her hips moved against his tongue while her mouth worked eagerly over the upper portion of Taylor’s cock.

Steve focused on her pleasure.

He slid his tongue through her folds, circled her clit, and listened to the wet sounds of Megan sucking Taylor above him. Whenever jealousy tightened his chest, he reminded himself that he had chosen to be here and could stop the scene with three taps.

He never gave the signal.

After nearly ten minutes, Megan lifted herself from Steve’s face and released Taylor.

She was flushed, wet, and breathing hard.

“Color?” she asked Steve.

“Green.”

“Taylor?”

“Green.”

Megan lay on her back beside Steve and spread her legs. Taylor reached for the condoms and lubricant they had placed on the nightstand earlier.

Steve watched him roll a condom over his enormous erection.

The sight made his stomach tighten again.

Taylor applied a generous amount of lubricant to the condom while Megan used more around the entrance of her pussy. Only then did he kneel between her thighs.

Steve shifted toward the edge of the bed to give them room.

Taylor didn’t push him away. Megan reached for Steve’s hand and kept him beside her.

“Stay close,” she said.

Taylor positioned the broad head against her entrance.

“Slowly,” Megan warned.

He applied gentle pressure.

Her pussy resisted the size immediately. Even after Steve’s tongue and the added lubricant, the head would not slip inside easily. Megan drew a sharp breath and placed one hand against Taylor’s hip.

“Stop.”

Taylor froze.

“No pain?” Steve asked.

“Just too much pressure at once.” Megan looked down between her legs. “I need a better angle and more control.”

Taylor backed away slightly.

Megan added more lubricant, then looked toward Steve.

“Baby, will you help Taylor guide his cock into me?”

Steve moved between Megan’s open thighs until his face and hands were level with their joined bodies. Taylor’s condom-covered cock hovered against her, slick with lubricant but still far too thick for Steve to imagine fitting comfortably.

“Tell me exactly what you want,” Steve said.

“Help us line him up,” Megan replied. “Slowly.”

Steve wrapped one hand around Taylor’s shaft. Even through the condom, the difference was overwhelming. His fingers couldn’t meet around the girth.

He guided the broad head toward Megan’s opening and held it there. Megan reached down, covering Steve’s hand with her own.

“Right there,” she said. “Don’t push.”

Taylor rested his hands beside her hips. “Ready?”

Megan nodded. “A little.”

Taylor eased forward while Megan controlled the angle with her hand. Her breath caught as the head began stretching her, and Taylor immediately stopped.

“Still okay?” he asked.

“Yes.” Megan exhaled slowly. “Give me a second.”

Steve remained frozen beside them, his hand still supporting Taylor’s cock. Megan’s body gradually relaxed around the thick head.

“More,” she whispered.

Taylor advanced another inch. Megan moaned, her fingers tightening around Steve’s wrist, but she continued guiding him until several inches had disappeared inside her.

“That’s enough for now,” she said.

Taylor held perfectly still.

Megan looked at Steve. “You can let go, baby.”

Steve released Taylor’s shaft and moved aside. His own cock stood rigid in front of him, neglected and throbbing as he watched Megan adjust to a man nearly twice his size.

Taylor began with shallow, careful movements. Each time he eased farther into her, he paused long enough for Megan to breathe and reposition her hips. She kept one hand against his abdomen, controlling his depth until the tension gradually left her body.

“Deeper,” she finally said.

Taylor obeyed.

Megan’s head fell back against the pillows as more of him entered her. Steve watched the muscles in her stomach tighten and heard the low, astonished sound she made when Taylor’s hips settled closer to hers.

“Is that comfortable?” Taylor asked.

“It’s intense,” she said breathlessly. “But good. Keep going like that.”

For several minutes, Taylor maintained a slow, heavy rhythm. His cock disappeared into Megan inch by inch, stretching her around its impossible thickness before sliding back out.

Steve stood beside the bed, unable to look away.

Jealousy burned through him, sharper than anything he had anticipated. Yet beneath it remained the dark excitement that had brought him there. This was no longer merely one of his private fantasies. Megan was actually beneath Taylor, taking him deeper with every stroke while Steve watched from only a few feet away.

Megan turned her head toward him.

“Touch yourself for me.”

Steve hesitated, checking his own reaction.

“Do you want to?” she asked.

The question reminded him that he could still say no. He could ask them to pause. He could end the scene entirely.

Instead, Steve wrapped his hand around his aching erection.

“Yes.”

Megan’s eyes followed his first slow stroke. “You still don’t cum without permission.”

“I know.”

“Keep your hand on it, baby. Let me see what watching us does to you.”

Steve began stroking while Taylor continued moving inside her. After a week without an orgasm and hours of teasing, even his own hand felt dangerously good. He lasted less than thirty seconds before the pressure gathered at the base of his cock.

“I’m getting close.”

“Then stop.”

Steve released himself immediately. His erection bounced against his stomach while he fought for control.

“Good boy,” Megan murmured.

Her attention returned to Taylor. “A little faster.”

Taylor increased his pace gradually. Megan responded by lifting her hips to meet him, each impact producing a breathless moan. When she asked for more, his thrusts grew deeper and harder, transforming the careful penetration into something far more urgent.

Steve resumed stroking when Megan glanced toward his cock again, then stopped as soon as his orgasm threatened. He repeated the cycle helplessly—watching, stroking, retreating from the edge—while Taylor gave Megan the kind of deep, relentless sex Steve had never been able to provide.

“Oh my God,” Megan gasped. “I feel so full.”

Her words tightened painfully around Steve’s jealousy.

Taylor’s broad shoulders glistened with sweat. Megan’s skin shone beneath him, and the bed shifted under the force of their movement. The scene had become raw and consuming, but Taylor still responded to every change in her body, slowing whenever she tensed and driving harder only when she pulled him closer.

“Faster,” Megan demanded.

Taylor gave her exactly what she requested.

Her cries rose until Steve barely recognized her voice. He had never heard her sound so uninhibited. Every moan made his cock throb, yet each one also sharpened the unbearable realization that another man was producing them.

He wanted the sex to end.

He wanted it to continue.

He hated watching.

He couldn’t make himself look away.

Taylor’s rhythm finally broke. His thrusts became shorter and less controlled, and a strained groan escaped him.

“I’m close.”

Megan wrapped her legs around him. “Cum.”

Taylor drove into her once more and went rigid.

Steve watched his cock pulse inside the condom as Taylor climaxed. The release lasted only several seconds, but Taylor remained buried deep in Megan while the final tremors passed through his body.

Then he lowered himself carefully over her.

Megan drew him into a kiss.

That was what broke Steve.

The sex had been physical—shocking, humiliating and brutally intimate, but still something he had prepared himself to witness. Their kiss felt different. Seeing Megan’s tongue meet Taylor’s made the moment seem tender in a way Steve had never agreed with himself to imagine.

Tears gathered before he could stop them.

Megan noticed almost immediately. She ended the kiss and turned toward him.

“Steve?”

Taylor lifted himself away from her at once.

“Do you need us to stop?” Megan asked.

Steve wiped quickly at his eyes. “Give me a second.”

“Of course.”

No one touched him or tried to rush his answer. Taylor remained still while Megan watched Steve with concern.

“The kiss got to me,” Steve admitted. “More than the sex did.”

Megan reached toward him but paused. “May I?”

Steve nodded.

She took his hand. “Do you want to end the scene?”

He breathed slowly, letting the jealousy settle into something he could understand.

“No. I’m still green. It just felt more intimate than I expected.”

“Thank you for telling me.”

Taylor nodded. “We won’t do that again unless you specifically say you’re comfortable with it.”

Steve squeezed Megan’s hand. “Okay.”

Taylor withdrew carefully, holding the condom at the base. Once he was clear of Megan, he removed it, tied it off and carried it toward the bathroom.

“I’ll give you two a minute,” he said.

The door closed behind him.


The Door Shuts

Megan lay back against the pillows, flushed and visibly exhausted. Her hair clung damply to her face, and a blissful smile kept returning despite the concern in her eyes.

Steve remained beside the bed with his erection still in his hand, wondering what kind of threesome left one participant untouched, aching and fighting tears.

Megan studied him.

“I only cummed four times while he was fucking me.”

Steve stared at her. “Only four?”

“I was hoping for five.” Her smile turned wicked again, though her voice remained gentle. “Would you like to help me with the last one?”

She slowly spread her legs, revealing her swollen, freshly fucked pussy.

“Come here, baby,” she said. “Give me a little lick.”

Steve drew a long breath.

The night had already carried him farther than he had imagined possible. He was exhausted, jealous and still painfully aroused—but when Megan looked at him with that wicked invitation in her eyes, he realized he wanted to continue.

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll help.”

He climbed between her parted thighs and lowered himself toward her. Her pussy was flushed and swollen from Taylor’s size, but there was no trace of semen; Taylor’s condom had contained his orgasm. Megan’s own wetness glistened across her folds.

Steve hesitated before touching her.

“Are you sore?”

“A little sensitive,” she admitted. “Be gentle and concentrate on my clit.”

He began with soft, cautious strokes of his tongue. Megan released a tired moan and relaxed against the pillows, one hand drifting into his hair without pulling.

“That feels good,” she murmured. “Keep doing exactly that.”

Steve closed his eyes and focused on her pleasure. Beneath his lingering jealousy was the familiar satisfaction of knowing her body so well. Taylor might have overwhelmed her with his size, but Steve understood the subtle changes in her breathing and the tiny movements of her hips that revealed precisely what she needed.

After several minutes, Megan tugged lightly at his hair.

“Can you use a little more pressure?”

Steve looked up. “Like this?”

He closed his lips around her clit and sucked gently.

Megan’s back arched. “Yes. Fuck—just like that.”

He worked faster, alternating his tongue with careful suction while Megan guided him with breathless encouragement. Her thighs tightened around his head as the tension rebuilt inside her.

When Megan looked down and saw Steve between her legs—still willing to pleasure her after everything he had watched—the emotional intensity pushed her over the edge.

She cried out and came hard against his mouth.

Her hips lifted repeatedly while Steve stayed with her, easing his tongue as the orgasm gradually subsided. By the time Megan relaxed, she was trembling.

Steve raised his head.

“Five?”

Megan laughed breathlessly. “Definitely five.”

She drew him up beside her and kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

For a moment, the tenderness eased the knot inside Steve’s chest.

Then Megan’s gaze dropped to his erection.

Steve had remained painfully hard throughout. She trailed her fingertips down his stomach before wrapping them loosely around his cock.

“Still desperate?”

“You know I am.”

Megan lowered her head and slowly dragged her tongue along the underside of his shaft. After a week of denial, even that limited contact sent a violent shudder through him.

She had barely teased him for ten seconds when the bathroom door opened.

“Don’t forget about me,” Taylor said.

Megan lifted her head.

Taylor had returned completely naked and, to Steve’s amazement, was already hard again.

Megan’s eyes widened appreciatively. “That recovered quickly.”

Taylor grinned. “I had motivation.”

Before anything continued, he picked up another condom from the nightstand.

“Everyone still okay?” he asked.

Megan nodded, then looked at Steve.

Steve considered the jealousy still twisting through him. The kiss had hurt, but they had discussed it, and both Megan and Taylor had stopped immediately when they noticed his reaction. He knew he could end the scene now without punishment or argument.

“I’m green,” he said. “But no more kissing between you two tonight.”

“Understood,” Taylor replied.

Megan squeezed Steve’s hand. “Thank you for telling us.”

Taylor rolled on the fresh condom and applied more lubricant to it.

Megan turned back to Steve. “You just had your turn with my pussy. Do you want to help while Taylor takes his second?”

The humiliation of the question sent another pulse through Steve’s cock.

“How?”

“I want to feel your tongue on my clit while he fucks me.” She watched him carefully. “And after Taylor cums, if you still want to and we’re both comfortable, you can fuck me.”

The promise struck Steve with immediate force.

“You mean it?”

“Yes.”

Steve nodded. “Then I want to continue.”

He lay on his back while Megan moved over him on her hands and knees, positioning her pussy directly above his face. She kept enough space between them that he could turn his head away or speak if he needed to.

Taylor knelt behind her.

“Slow again?” he asked.

“Definitely,” Megan said. “I’m still sensitive.”

Taylor added one final coating of lubricant before placing the broad head against her opening. He eased forward gradually, pausing as her body stretched around him.

Megan breathed deeply. “Wait there.”

Taylor stopped.

After several seconds, she pushed her hips back slightly. “Okay. More.”

He continued inch by inch until Megan had accepted as much of him as she comfortably could. Both of them moaned when he began moving in slow, controlled strokes.

Steve stared upward, transfixed by the sight of Taylor’s thick, condom-covered cock sliding into Megan only inches above his face.

The jealousy returned immediately, tangled so tightly with arousal that he could no longer separate them.

“Steve,” Megan gasped, reaching beneath herself. “Baby, lick my clit.”

Her hand closed around his rigid cock as he lifted his mouth toward her.

Megan’s hand closed around Steve’s cock, and the sudden pleasure nearly erased everything else from his mind. After a week of denial, his body responded to her touch with humiliating immediacy.

She knew exactly what the contact did to him. But Steve also knew he had already chosen to remain part of the scene.

He lifted his head and took her clit between his lips.

Megan moaned as Steve began sucking gently and Taylor continued moving inside her. Their rhythms quickly intertwined: Taylor’s slow, powerful thrusts rocked her forward against Steve’s mouth, while Steve used his lips and tongue to maintain steady pressure against her clit.

Taylor gave a breathless laugh at the arrangement.

“This is unbelievable.”

Megan couldn’t answer. Her moans deepened as pleasure built from both directions. Having Taylor’s thick cock filling her while Steve devoted himself to her clit overwhelmed every sensitive part of her body. But the emotional intensity affected her just as powerfully. Steve wasn’t merely watching now. He had chosen to participate, helping her explore a fantasy that frightened and excited them both.

She tightened her hand around his erection.

“Still green?” she gasped.

Steve briefly released her clit. “Green.”

“Good. Keep going.”

He returned his mouth to her.

Taylor’s hands settled around Megan’s hips. “Can I go harder?”

“Yes,” she said. “Hard and fast—but listen if I tell you to slow down.”

Taylor increased his pace.

The force of his thrusts sent Megan rocking over Steve’s face. She cried out, caught between the relentless pressure inside her and Steve’s mouth working her clit. Her hand lost its rhythm around his cock, but even the erratic strokes brought Steve perilously close.

He reached down and caught her wrist.

“I’m going to cum if you keep doing that.”

Megan immediately released him. “Then I’ll stop. You’re not cumming yet.”

The denial sharpened his frustration, but it also made him suck harder.

Taylor seemed to interpret Steve’s enthusiasm as a challenge. His pace intensified while Steve matched him from beneath, refusing to surrender his role in Megan’s pleasure.

Megan’s moans rose into desperate cries.

“Oh God—both of you—don’t stop.”

Steve maintained the pressure against her clit. Taylor drove deeply into her from behind. Megan’s entire body tightened between them.

Then she screamed.

Her orgasm tore through her with such force that her arms nearly collapsed. Her hips jerked helplessly against Steve’s mouth while her pussy clenched repeatedly around Taylor’s cock.

The sensation pushed Taylor over the edge.

“Fuck, I’m cumming.”

He thrust once more and went rigid behind her. Steve could see the base of the condom as Taylor pulsed inside it, his hands locked around Megan’s hips while his second orgasm passed through him.

For several seconds, none of them could move.

Megan lowered herself carefully beside Steve rather than collapsing onto his face. Taylor followed her down, still breathing hard, and remained motionless until he had recovered enough to withdraw safely.

He held the condom at its base as he pulled out, then removed and tied it before carrying it to the bathroom trash.

When Taylor returned, he picked up his robe and slipped it around his shoulders.

“Well,” he said, looking between them, “that was one seriously hot night.”

Megan smiled weakly from the bed. “You’re not wrong.”

Taylor turned to Steve. “You okay, little dude?”

Steve’s humiliation flared at the nickname, but it remained within the kind of teasing they had discussed.

“Overwhelmed,” he admitted. “But okay.”

“Good.” Taylor tied his robe. “And thank you—both of you—for trusting me enough to do this.”

The unexpected sincerity softened Steve’s resentment slightly.

Only slightly.

Taylor’s grin returned as his eyes dropped toward Steve’s still-rigid cock.

“I trust Megan can take care of that little thing once I’m gone.”

Steve rolled his eyes. “You were doing so well.”

Taylor laughed. “Let me know if you ever want to repeat this ‘threesome.’ Preferably after he’s had time to recover.”

Megan looked at Steve before answering. “We’ll discuss it.”

“Fair enough.”

Taylor left the bedroom, and a moment later the front door closed downstairs.

Silence settled over the room.

Steve stared toward the doorway, jealousy gathering inside him now that the frenzy had ended. Taylor had arrived, received pleasure from both of them, fucked Megan twice and left completely satisfied. Steve had spent most of the night watching, giving and being denied.

He had agreed to every part of it. He had even discovered that some of the humiliation aroused him more than he wanted to admit.

That didn’t make the imbalance disappear.

Taylor got to leave without confronting any of the emotions left behind. Steve remained there with a painfully hard cock, a tangled stomach and the knowledge that he still hadn’t touched Megan’s breasts with anything approaching the freedom she had promised him.

“Baby,” Megan murmured. “Come up here.”

Steve looked at her.

She appeared completely exhausted, her face flushed and her hair tangled across the pillow. Yet the invitation in her eyes was tender rather than commanding.

He climbed beside her and turned onto his side. Megan settled behind him, pressing the warmth of her body along his back. Her bare breasts flattened softly against his skin as she wrapped one arm around his chest.

“Talk to me,” she whispered.

“I’m jealous.”

“I know.”

“He got everything tonight.”

Megan rested her cheek between his shoulder blades. “And you feel as if you gave everything.”

“Yes.”

She kissed his back. “Then we need to talk about that before we ever consider doing this again.”

Steve relaxed slightly into her embrace.

Megan slid her free hand down his stomach and loosely wrapped her fingers around his aching little cock.

Megan leaned closer until her lips brushed Steve’s ear.

“That was so fucking hot,” she whispered. “Watching you suck Taylor’s cock because you knew how much I wanted it—I have never been that turned on in my life.”

Steve shuddered in her arms.

Megan’s hand remained loosely wrapped around his erection, but her voice softened.

“It also meant a lot that you trusted me enough to explore all of this. I know parts of tonight were difficult for you.”

“That might be an understatement.”

“I know.” She kissed his shoulder. “And I’m still unsettled by what happened with Paula. We need to keep talking about it—but you don’t have to earn my forgiveness through sex, and tonight doesn’t erase anything by itself.”

Steve turned his head toward her. “Then what does tonight mean?”

“That we trusted each other enough to try something enormous.” Megan gave his cock one slow stroke. “And that we learned quite a lot about what turns us both on.”

She gently rolled him onto his back.

His erection stood straight above his stomach, darkly flushed and glistening with precum. After a week without release and an entire evening spent repeatedly approaching the edge, every muscle in his body seemed to have focused itself into those desperate 4.8 inches.

Megan traced a fingertip along the side of his shaft.

More precum gathered at the swollen head.

“Any pain or numbness?” she asked.

“No. Just desperate.”

“Good.”

Steve stared openly at her naked breasts. For years, he had imagined finally seeing them without a bra, bikini or pasties concealing some part of them. Now they were inches away—full, bare and even more spectacular than the fantasies that had tormented him.

His cock jerked at the sight.

Megan noticed and smiled. “Careful, baby. I haven’t given you permission yet.”

“I nearly don’t need you to touch me.”

“Oh, I think you need me to touch you very badly.”

She lowered her face and blew gently across the wet head of his cock. Steve groaned and gripped the sheets.

“But before I do,” Megan said, “you have another decision to make.”

Steve looked at her suspiciously. “Another deal?”

“Another choice. No punishment, and it has nothing to do with proving you’re sorry about Paula.”

“That already sounds safer than your usual offers.”

Megan laughed. “And the promise I made last night still stands. The cage stays off for at least two weeks.”

Steve relaxed slightly. “Okay.”

“Option A: you get your reward tonight. You can touch and suck my breasts while I jerk you off. After waiting this long, I suspect it will be the most intense orgasm of your life.”

Steve’s mouth went dry.

“And afterward?”

“We shower, sleep and recover. For the next four days, you continue asking permission before you touch yourself, but there’s no cage.”

“That sounds suspiciously reasonable.”

“I haven’t explained option B yet.”

Steve groaned. “Of course you haven’t.”

Megan leaned closer, allowing one bare breast to brush his arm.

“Option B: you don’t cum tonight.”

His expression made her smile.

“You remain denied for one more week,” she continued. “Without the cage, because I gave you my word. If you decide at any point that another week is too much, we end the challenge.”

“And if I make it?”

“Then next Saturday we spend an entire day exploring your fantasies.”

Steve stared at her. “An entire day?”

“Twenty-four hours centered on you. We discuss everything beforehand, and I only agree to acts I genuinely want—but within those boundaries, you take the lead. You can fuck me, ask for as many blowjobs as I’m willing to give, and spend as much time with my breasts as you’ve always dreamed about.”

The offer struck him with almost painful force.

“A whole day?”

“A whole day. But not ownership and not unlimited access. Either of us can pause or stop whenever we need to.”

Steve nodded. “Understood.”

Megan held his gaze. “And I want you to choose because you genuinely want the option—not because you think one answer will make me forgive you.”

“I understand that too.”

“Good.”

She extended her tongue and gave the sensitive ridge beneath the head of his cock one slow, delicate lick.

Steve’s entire body convulsed.

Option B contained everything he had wanted for years: a full day with Megan’s body, the freedom to explore her breasts and finally experience all the things he had only imagined.

But another week felt impossible.

He had already endured seven days of denial, the cage, Amy’s relentless teasing and an entire night of watching Megan with Taylor. His cock was so sensitive that a single pass of her tongue had nearly made him cum without permission.

He couldn’t think beyond the need consuming him.

“I have to cum,” he gasped.

Megan sat back. “Is that your answer?”

“Option A.” Steve looked helplessly from her face to her bare breasts. “Fuck, I choose A. Please, baby. Please touch me. I need to cum.”

Megan’s wicked smile returned the instant Steve chose.

For one alarming second, he wondered what he had agreed to. Then Megan took his hand and pressed it against her bare breast, and every coherent thought vanished.

She was unbelievably soft.

His fingers sank into the warm fullness, and the sensation surpassed every fantasy he had carried for the past five years. He cupped her breast almost reverently before squeezing it, still unable to believe that Megan was finally allowing him to touch what he had wanted for so long.

“Oh my God,” he whispered.

“Worth choosing A?”

Steve reached for her other breast. “Ask me when I can speak again.”

Megan laughed as he explored them with both hands. He traced their weight and shape, brushed his thumbs across her pale pink nipples and watched them tighten beneath his touch.

“They’re perfect.”

“You may be slightly biased.”

“I’ve had five years to reach an informed opinion.”

He leaned forward and closed his lips around one nipple. Megan sighed as he sucked gently, her fingers sliding into his hair. Steve shifted to her other breast, desperate to experience as much as possible before his body betrayed him.

For nearly a minute, Megan let him indulge himself without touching his cock. Even that was almost too much. The sight, softness and taste of her breasts kept sending dangerous pulses through his erection.

Then Megan wrapped her hand around him.

Steve tore his mouth from her nipple.

“Oh my God.”

His entire body jerked with her first stroke.

Megan began slowly, her fist gliding along his slick, desperately sensitive shaft while Steve continued squeezing her breasts. The combination was devastating. He had spent a week denied, repeatedly edged and subjected to fantasies that had become increasingly real. Now Megan’s hand was finally giving him exactly what his body had demanded for seven agonizing days.

“You’re already twitching,” she murmured.

“I can’t last.”

“You don’t have to.”

Her next stroke was firmer.

Steve’s hips lifted helplessly. “I’m going to cum.”

“Already?”

“Yes—fuck, Megan, I’m cumming.”

She drew back just enough to give herself room while keeping his hands against her breasts.

“Where do you want it?”

“I don’t care. Just don’t stop.”

Megan tightened her fist and increased her pace.

Steve shattered.

The first spurt struck the center of his chest. Another followed almost immediately, shooting higher across his collarbone. Megan angled his cock toward him and continued stroking while his entire body convulsed beneath her.

More cum splashed over his stomach and chest. One final forceful pulse reached his cheek, narrowly missing his eye.

Steve barely noticed.

The orgasm consumed everything. Seven days of denial erupted through him in wave after wave, each one so powerful that his hands fell away from Megan’s breasts and clutched uselessly at the sheets. Megan kept stroking him through every pulse, slowing only when his cries became overwhelmed gasps.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let all of it out.”

His cock continued twitching in her hand long after the strongest waves had passed. The final drops spilled across her fingers before his body collapsed against the mattress.

Megan released him carefully.

For several seconds, Steve could neither move nor speak. His chest rose and fell beneath streaks of his own cum, and lingering aftershocks passed through his exhausted body.

Megan looked down at the mess with open amazement.

“That may actually be the most you’ve ever cummed.”

Steve managed a weak laugh. “I had a week’s worth of motivation.”

“How do you feel?”

“Like my soul just left my body.”

“Good?”

“Incredible.”

Megan used a towel to wipe the cum from his cheek before checking the rest of him. “Any pain?”

“No. Just very sensitive.”

She cleaned her hand, then covered him lightly with the sheet and allowed him to rest.

Steve lost track of time. It might have been five minutes or fifteen before a small, familiar click jolted him awake.

His hand flew instinctively toward his groin.

There was no cage.

His cock lay soft and uncovered against his thigh.

Megan stood near the bathroom door, fastening the clasp of her bikini top behind her back. The cage remained untouched on the nightstand.

She saw his expression and laughed. “You thought I’d locked you up while you were asleep?”

“For a second.”

“I promised it would remain off for at least two weeks.” Megan adjusted the cups over her breasts, deliberately concealing them again. “That promise still stands.”

Steve relaxed. “Then why the bikini top?”

“Because your breast privileges have ended for tonight.”

“That seems unnecessarily cruel.”

“You chose the immediate reward.” She held out her hand and helped him sit up. “Now we shower, and your four days of asking permission begin.”

“No cage?”

“No cage. Just your word that you won’t touch yourself without asking.”

Steve looked down at his thoroughly satisfied cock, then at the breasts now hidden behind Megan’s bikini.

Four days of renewed frustration awaited him.

He took her hand and followed her toward the shower.

He wouldn’t have changed his choice for anything.


Books By This Author

Good Neighbors: A Couple's Journey Of Discovery In A New Neighborhood

We were just an ordinary, happily married couple—until we moved to this quiet street in New Hampshire.

A new job for me. A real house instead of a condo. We told ourselves it would be a fresh start. What we didn’t expect was how different our new neighbors would be… or how one drunken night would change everything.

It started innocently enough. Too much wine at the neighborhood gourmet club. My wife getting flirty. Her blouse slipping open. One bare breast on full display while our neighbor stared — and she smiled instead of covering up.

We thought it was just a silly, tipsy mistake. A harmless tease that would be forgotten by morning.

We were wrong.

Our new neighbors weren’t shocked. They were ready. They’d been playing this game for years, and they were more than happy to pull us in. What began as one naughty moment quickly spiraled into something much hotter — and much more addictive.

Now my wife is discovering how much she loves being desired by other men… and I’m discovering how much I love watching her. Well, it helps when my neighbors wife has her head in my lap! The line between fantasy and reality has completely disappeared, and neither of us wants to go back.

We came here looking for a quiet life.

We found something far more exciting.

You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.

Exposed And Taken: A Wife's Public Show Exposes More Than Just Skin
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