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Chapter 1
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Claire was a stark contrast to her boyfriend, John, in both life and appearance. John had brownish hair, while hers was a striking jet black. He had inherited a fast metabolism that kept him lean without any effort, whereas Claire had to jog every day to maintain her toned physique.

John was a slightly above-average-looking man who felt pretty comfortable in his skin at five feet ten inches tall. In contrast, Claire was beautiful enough to attract attention wherever she went. She had a petite frame, a small B-cup, and the most piercing green eyes that seemed to look right through you.

At this moment, John was standing by the bed, wearing a beige t-shirt and shorts, looking visibly anxious. He clung to his girlfriend's hand as if she were in labor, kneeling beside the bed to offer her comfort. His eyes darted around the room, betraying his worry.

Meanwhile, Claire was lying on her side, her head towards the foot of the bed, wearing a see-through chemise and lingerie. She craned her neck upward to stare at John, wincing and gasping. Her green eyes, though unfocused, still held a glimmer of their usual intensity, reflecting her nervousness but also her trust in him.

Behind her on the bed was "Brandon," a huge black guy. He was completely naked, and despite his imposing physique, eyes were automatically drawn to his dick.

It wasn't just the length that impressed them both the first time they saw it; although it was certainly impressive at just over eight inches, it was the girth that made it so imposing and, for Claire, painful, at least at first.

His legs were spread, and he was scissoring against Claire's mound, with about a third of his big black cock up her ass as she grunted and moaned. His voice was cool and in control as he calmly stated what she had to do next.

John looked on in awe, and for a second, his mind flickered back, remembering how they all got here.

====================================

Quite early in their dating life, Claire had noticed that John really liked to play the "Would-you-fuck-my-friend" game. Sometimes just in conversation, but increasingly now, it was as he pushed himself as deep as he could inside her. She couldn't miss how he seemed increasingly enthusiastic about it, and it wasn't long until the dirty talk progressed to the point where he would have his biggest, most powerful orgasms whenever she would play the role of the hotwife willing to fuck another man.

He was pretty relentless in his innuendos and was soon bringing it up so often that it became part of almost every sexual activity they had.

While it threw her off a little the first few times, she quickly came around to it. In fact, she soon enjoyed how easily she could get him to cum if she played the game. If she wanted him to cum, all she had to do was verbally agree to fuck other people.

And it worked both ways, too. Soon, a pattern developed where John had to visualize himself as the cuckold to be able to cum. Sometimes, he talked about the fantasy out loud; other times, he kept it to himself.

Claire played her part, too. Mainly because she wanted to make her partner happy. If she wasn't particularly in the mood, she knew a couple of minutes of oral with her talking about sucking another guy's cock, and John would be unable to last any longer. She could always sense that John secretly wanted a dominant woman, the type who would hunt her prey, bring them home and fuck them right there in front of him.

But the problem was, if Claire was ever going to do it, she did not want to be the dominant one at all. Deep down, the idea only turned her on if she was the submissive serving slut instead.

The idea of giving herself up to a stranger and allowing him to use her body as he saw fit was what she yearned for a guy who would take control and order her to suck, squat, and fuck. Claire once summed it up to her best friend Lucy after far too much wine. "I hate sucking cock, unless he makes me suck his cock. Then I fucking love it!"

For the time being, though, she had decided to keep those fantasies to herself, just letting John get his kicks through his own wild thoughts as she indulged his verbal fantasies.

But they say there's always a moment, a turning point, that exact point in time you can look back on and identify something starting. Well, both John and Claire could tell you when that was. 

One evening, after a long day at work, Claire and John were sat on the sofa with a glass of wine, watching Netflix. What happened next was pretty normal for them; John ended up on his knees in front of Claire, going down on her, dutifully licking her hairy pussy from the base all the way to her clit and relishing every second of it. Even though they'd been together for a number of years now, little had changed in this way, well, apart from Claire no longer shaving her pussy. But John's love for giving oral was just as strong as ever. In fact, just to give you an idea of how things worked for John and Claire, this scene, with Claire's legs spread and John's face between them, was a regular event, maybe three or four times a week. On the flip side, Claire with her mouth around John's cock, that was probably once a month. But they were both pretty honest about things. John absolutely loved going down on her and would choose to do it whenever he could, whereas Claire really had to be in the mood to give head. Although, as John had once drunkenly confessed to his friend, "She never gives me head, but when she does, it's fucking mind-blowing."

So there they were, Claire with her skirt pulled up, a glass of wine in one hand, watching TV as John's tongue pleasured her. And then he pulled up his head to share his fantasy:

"Claire, I want to watch you fuck someone else. I mean, in real life, I'm not just talking." This was as blunt as he'd ever been on the topic.

Before she could reply, his tongue was back to work, and she was moaning and groaning again as she started to cum for the first time that evening.

As she finished,  John carried on:

"I want to sit and watch you get fucked by a stranger ." His mouth found her slightly larger than average pussy lips, and he suckled on them as he thought about his next words. "I want to be sixty-nine you when another guy fucks you from behind. I want to see that dick go in and out of you."

"Mmmm," she gulped and breathed harder as images started to form themselves.

She could see his body writhing about, bucking against the sofa, squeezing his dick against it while he was talking, turning himself on more and more.

"Mmm... You seriously want to see me getting used like that by another guy?" she asked.

He moaned harder in response as he pushed his face further down into her pussy, then pulled his hips back slightly so that he could slide his hand into his shorts and start stroking his cock.

John nodded frantically, covering his mouth and nose with Claire's pussy juices, pressing his face as deep as he could.

Claire played the part well. Experience had taught her what to do as she spread her legs even further by grabbing her knees, allowing John to enjoy even more of her. She was getting more turned on by her own thoughts tonight than usual.

"Mmmm... Oh yeah, yeah, that feels so good, yeah, right there..." She paused for a second, clenching her fists and letting the blood rush to her extremities before adjusting her position and pushing her hips against him.

"I want to watch you serving another guy. I want to watch you get fucked by him, in whatever way he chooses..." he moaned harder, his hand moving down the front of his shorts, squeezing his cock as hard as he could without jerking it.

This wasn't the first time that he mentioned things like this to her, but it was the first time he talked about her submitting to another guy.

The vivid picture it created in Claire's mind immediately sent her excitement through the roof. Her stomach ached, and juices flowed from her pussy as she moaned louder.

"Oh yeah," she managed to moan, but she was still too shy to describe what she wanted. So she asked, "What else do you want to do?"

"Mmm...," John happily continued, smiling as he saw her interest perk up, "I want to watch while you're laid there with your little pussy getting stretched by his big cock."

She started to moan even louder, conscious that another climax was near. Her fingers reached up and pinched one of her nipples while she pressed her other hand down hard against her stomach as if she were trying to rub something deep inside her.

Now John was voraciously lapping her clit, and he could feel her thighs closing tight against the side of his face. He knew she was about to cum as she squeezed his head harder and let out a deep, almost guttural moan as she came again, arching her back off the sofa while he shoved his tongue deeper inside her to taste as much as he could.

Her mind exploded with pleasure, and her eyes rolled back as the orgasm peaked.

She took a little while to recover as she let the orgasmic sensations slowly wash over her. After what felt like minutes, she breathed out: "Did you cum, baby?"

Without saying a word, John rose to his knees and jerked his now exposed penis three times before he felt his body tense up, and his cock started spewing cum all over her stomach as he fell face down her between her legs again. As his face rested on her hip, staring up at the small pools of cum in her navel Claire felt something inside her unlike anything she had ever experienced.

"Mmm..." she moaned, "You came so quick, baby, but now you're going to have to clean me up."

He'd never tasted his own cum before- well, not beyond the hint of cum on his fingertips. But now he was confronted with it. At first, he hesitated as if he were caught in two minds. The first was very clear. He didn't want to taste his own cum. He knew how disgusting it would be. Claire made absolutely no secret of how much she hated the taste. But there was something else, something slightly deeper inside him. Another voice, and urge even, an urge to obey her. And urge to pleasure her however she wanted. Before he knew it, he had placed his lips on her stomach, and his tongue was slowly moving over her skin as he tasted his cum for the first time before he kissed up her body and went to kiss her lips. Until Claire's hand reached up and pushed him away. 

"Babe, you're going to taste of cum," was all she said.

John then lay next to her, staring up at the ceiling, as he admitted to his girlfriend that this had been the hottest experience of his life so far. Claire just giggled at first, but she eventually agreed.

Still high from her climax, Claire admitted that she absolutely loved the idea of being dominated by another guy, almost forced to obey his every command, and made to humiliate herself while pleasing a stranger in front of her boyfriend.

To say John was thrilled to hear her confession would have been the understatement of the century, and as soon as he heard it, John silently vowed to make their now-shared fantasy come true.
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Over the following weekend, they were walking to a local restaurant to grab lunch when John saw a very handsome man approaching them. He gently squeezed Claire's hand to get her attention.

At first, she didn't get the hint and didn't respond until John squeezed again and nodded toward the handsome all-American boy.

Claire laughed, then looked at John and put her index in her wide-open mouth, pretending to gag while cracking up.

"Really? Mmm," he said, "tough crowd today."

The next four times he tried, as they walked along the promenade, Claire just nodded negatively.

But as they were crossing the street, Claire suddenly squeezed John's hand several times. He looked around frantically when he couldn't work out who she was referring to until he finally thought to follow Claire's gaze.

Her eyes were practically piercing a hole through a very smart-looking black guy, fit, young, and very handsome.

"I get it," he said with a slight smile. "Muscular, sharply dressed... and... black?"

Claire nodded, looking down at the ground.

"So... my twin?" He added as they both burst out laughing.

==========================

Three days later, John was barely able to contain his excitement as he posted an ad on a swinger site in the section for white women seeking black men. While he would have preferred meeting the right guy "organically," he knew how remote that possibility was, and this felt like the fastest way to achieve their goals. He included the best-selling feature he'd thought of a high-quality shot of Claire's body, her 5'2 toned frame with her extremely perky tits, with those perfect little nipples, only blurring her face.

A few days later, unable to contain his glee any longer, he confessed to posting the ad while sliding his dick inside Claire from behind, just as he pulled out, to prevent himself from cumming too soon from excitement.

"You did what?" she almost yelled while looking back at him.

John smiled from ear to ear, knowing from the look on Claire's face that he wasn't really in trouble.

"I put an ad online looking for a well-hung black man who would be willing to have sex with you while I watch."

She pulled her hips away and laid on her back while almost shouting: "Willing??? Wow, I mean, is it hard work? Does it take that much mental effort for you to do it?"

He laughed but knew deep down that he was in more trouble for that last comment than the first one. He leaned in, kissed her softly, and apologized for his choice of words, adding any man would be lucky to even see her naked, let alone get to fuck her.

She playfully gave him the cold shoulder for a moment.

"Fine, you big dummy... Well, you had better show me the responses then."

"What?"

"Oh, come on, there had better be some responses on there already, or my self-esteem is going to take a massive hit. Go get me the tablet."

Claire lay on her stomach, waiting for him to load the site up. He placed the iPad against a pillow as it launched, allowing her to see the responses and browse the member profiles of the guys who had replied. He looked at the screen from behind her and decided to try his luck as he got into position with his cock lined up with her pussy, keeping his chin on her shoulder.

"After what you just said, there's no way you're getting that baby. You can just rub against my ass, but don't come inside..."

John immediately slid his dick against the crack of her ass and started to rub it back and forth, jerking himself off with her ass cheeks.

As Claire browsed the replies, she realized most of them were dick picks from a variety of angles accompanied by crude messages. He could tell she was smiling as she made a few little comments about their size just to get him even more excited. As John started to breathe heavily, he asked, "Can I put it inside you, baby?"

She pressed her lower back up off the bed against him, squeezing his penis as he moaned.

"You're a lucky man. I can't believe I'm letting you do this after the mean thing you said," she giggled. Then she continued looking through the pictures and added, "Oh, wow, look at the size of him... Mm. I'd love to try and take him. Can you imagine the things he'd do to me with that?"

John rubbed his dick back and forth, using her ass crack to keep it steady until she heard him groan a minute or so later and felt his body spasming as he came all over her lower back.

"Oh my god," she softly said, amused at how turned on this scenario was getting John. "And I didn't even get to cum."

John waited for his breathing to return to normal, then scooted down, licking all the way from her plump pussy lips to her lower back, tasting her juices mixed with his own. He'd weirdly grown to quite enjoy the humiliation of having to clean up after any mess he'd made.

After he had licked up every drop, Claire rolled onto her back, opened her legs as wide as possible, and let him spend the next twenty minutes satisfying her orally, cumming three times before they snuggled up in bed. As they lay there together, Claire looked at John and asked if he seriously wanted to go through with it. Did he really want to see her taken by another guy?

He replied with a question. 

"Are you getting cold feet, babe?"

"No... Well... I mean, I don't know... It feels like it's a massive decision, doesn't it?"

Without hesitation, John answered, "Yeah, it sure does. And I'll be there the whole time, so you know you'll be safe, and I'll support you throughout."

She laughed out loud, "Holy fuck! You really do want this to happen." She paused, thinking about it further, then added, "But you know my fantasy.... It's slightly different from yours... Can you really handle it?"

"What, you mean to watch you get dominated?"

She nodded, "It's not just that; it's the fact that I want to completely serve someone. I just want to make sure you're okay with that part."

John's excitement at the idea of finally turning his fantasy into reality was absolutely blinding. "Of course I am."

They lay there silently for a few minutes until Claire finally said, "Having you in the room is a massive part of why I feel safe enough to do this." Then she kissed him before adding, "Okay, you can contact the one called Brandon75."

His eyes lit up as he assumed she had not found anyone she liked. "Why, you little...!" he shouted, laughing.

By the next day, John was going through all the pictures on the profile of a very muscular man who seemed equally at ease in the gym as well as at the library. His face was blurred out in all of them, but several photos showed him wearing designer clothing. He could certainly pull off the look.

There were also a couple of shots that almost looked like they were professionally done, and in one of them, he wore a smart suit, looking like he was ready to go into a board meeting. Well, except for the fact he had his zipper open with his very large black penis hanging out. The size of it was really impressive. It was soft and massive; Claire must have figured, "Go huge or go home."

Brandon75 described himself on the profile as a calm dominant; adding his physique meant that he never needed to raise his voice to get his point across.

After a couple of emails back and forth providing all the needed details, Brandon asked to speak with Claire. When they spoke, his voice was deep, and one could instantly sense the leadership oozing out of him. This was a guy who got his way.

"Hey girl, you on?"

"Hello, yeah, I'm here. How are you?" she said, trying to sound confident.

"I'm fine, fine," Brandon replied. "Not as fine as you, though, not in the pictures your man sent my way, but I'm good."

Claire smiled at the slightly cheesy compliment...

"You excited about our meeting then?" He continued.

"Yeah, but nervous too...

"Oh sure, that's totally normal... Is this your first time, then?"

"Well, not first, first time... but yeah, first time with someone else... like this... yeah."

Claire couldn't help but think she sounded like an idiot whenever she opened her mouth, but he kept moving the conversation along calmly and assertively.

"So, I'm guessing you've never made your husband a cuckold before?"

"Oh We... We're not married," she replied.

"Okay, that doesn't matter. Same question applies."

"N... No... I've never done this before. Have you?"

There was a pause for a few seconds, then Brandon replied, "Sure. This is a bit of a niche fantasy, but the requirements always seem to be the same. A white girl calling for a Big. Black. Cock."

He chuckled momentarily, then added, "Is everything in the email true?"

"Pretty much, yeah..."

"You don't sound all that convinced."

"No, it is... I mean, I am."

"Right..." the booming voice was skeptical. And Claire, who expected men to throw themselves at her feet for the chance to fuck her, suddenly now felt like she had to convince a stranger she'd be a worthwhile fuck.

"I really am," she pleaded.

After a few seconds, the deep voice said, "Okay, well, let me hear you say it then... Let me hear you say what you wrote."

She hesitated only because John was staring right at her, but by the look on his face, he was already on the verge of jerking off.

Claire's voice cracked a little, but she did not know if it was because she was so embarrassed or turned on.

"I want to be your....urm......your... sex slave, and I'll do whatever you want."

"Right. Well, in that case, my friends call me Brandon."

There was a long pause, and Claire felt uncomfortable. Desperately wanting to fill the space, she replied, "It's nice to meet you, Brandon."

"You may call me Mister Brandon."

As soon as he said it, she instantly felt it. Her belly had butterflies in, and she knew how wet she was about to get.

Claire caught her breath and replied, "Yes, Mister Brandon. It's nice to meet you."

John was now unable to control himself and was squeezing his cock through his pants.

"You're going to repeat the following after me: 'As of now and until we meet...'"

"As of now and until we meet...," Claire said.

"All of your holes belong to Me."

"All of my holes belong to Mister Brandon."

She carried on repeating, "My mouth, my... my cunt, and my asshole."

"Good," he said, "Are you wearing any panties?"

"Yes, Mister Brandon."

"I bet they're soaked by now, aren't they?"

"Y... Yes, Mr. Brandon, I think they are."

"Check for me. Slide a finger in there."

Claire held her phone with her left hand as she shoved her other hand inside her panties. Her face instantly revealed that she was soaked. Following instructions, she slid a finger inside her, cooing softly.

"I am so wet, Mister Brandon."

"Good. Now, take off your panties and keep them in your hand. I'll wait."

Claire put the phone down, and before John could walk over to her, she had removed her panties, stared at her boyfriend, and told Brandon that she had obeyed.

"Now place them in your mouth." His tone was flat, and it was clear he expected the instruction to be followed.

She shoved the underwear in her mouth, tasting her own juices while she put the phone back to her ear.

"Mmmmm."

"Did you do as I asked?" he asked.

"MMMMM, MMMMMM," she insisted.

"Good. Now, can you see my phone number, the one I've called you on?"

"Yuh, ha," Claire moaned as she tried to enunciate.

"It's my cell number. I want you to use that number to send me your most secret and dirty fantasies. Do you understand? And, of course, be discreet: this is for me alone to know."

"Urgh Brandon." Claire thought she was leaking on her thighs at this point.

"Good. Now pass the phone to your man."

Claire was in heaven. In under one minute, Brandon had established himself as the clear dominant in their relationship.

He then spoke to John and gave him some very brief, simple instructions. At some point, he stopped the conversation and asked if he was taking notes. John shuffled a piece of paper before answering that he was.

Shortly after that, once everything had been settled and Claire was sitting on the sofa, John knelt in front of her and spread her legs. He pulled her forward so her pussy would be right on the edge and started to lick her voraciously. For a few seconds, she let her imagination run wild, shoving the panties back in her mouth and shutting her eyes.

She remembered her pledge to Brandon and reluctantly pushed John away, letting him know that until they met with Brandon, he was no longer allowed to have any form of sex with her.

John tried to change her mind, almost pleading, as he said that there was no way Brandon would know if Claire didn't tell him.

As she pushed him away again, John couldn't tell if he was disappointed or even more turned on by her rejection. He had already squeezed his dick through his pants and knew he would have whipped it out within a minute and probably cum in a similar time if she had let him go through with it.
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Claire had booked an appointment to get waxed three days before their planned meeting. She usually only trimmed up a little, having not shaved for years, but she wanted to be completely smooth for the upcoming experience.

She had picked a place entirely at random, although reviews online said the owner had magical fingers that could take away the pain. Since Claire had never been fully waxed before, she felt that sounded like a better plan than walking into a place totally at random.

Sarah, the owner and aesthetician, greeted Claire warmly. Ever the professional, she quickly assessed Claire's level of comfort. Many women were extremely anxious about putting themselves on display the first time around.

She asked Claire to disrobe and lay on a sheet of paper that covered the sole table.

Sarah put on a pair of rubber gloves as Claire followed the directions. As she lay down, she found herself spreading her legs, imagining that she was putting herself on display for Brandon to inspect her. Claire had never imagined that not cumming for even a few days would drive her wild.

The aesthetician immediately noticed that, for the first time, her client was showing herself off quite readily. She walked around the table to glance discreetly and noticed that her pussy was already slightly swollen as if she was already getting quite turned on.

Out of every hundred women who walked into her store, one or two would do so under the pretense of getting waxed. But Sarah knew what they were actually looking for was Sarah's touch all around their sensitive pussies; some even dared to ask for relief towards the end of the session. Sarah had done this for long enough to be used to it by now, and she could easily spot them. However, in this case, the behavior did not match Claire's manners.

The salon owner, Sarah, was in her early thirties and stood taller than most at five feet ten. She kept her blonde hair neatly tied in a bun for convenience, and the librarian glasses perched on her nose had sparked many fantasies for both men and women.

Claire was feeling nervous and needed to have a conversation. Without thinking, she blurted out, "How does it feel to touch people's private areas so many times a day?" Realizing how gauche her question sounded, she quickly added, "I'm sorry, I'm just nervous."

Sarah smiled warmly. "Don't worry about it. It becomes mechanical over time; that's human nature. Although, some people are obviously more pleasant to touch than others," she said, her eyes twinkling with a hint of mischief. Sarah was testing the waters, curious to see if Claire might be interested in more than just a standard salon visit.

Within a few minutes, Claire realized that despite the hot wax applied, she probably looked quite excited to the aesthetician. The activity all around her sensitive pussy was not helping: Claire couldn't help but think her clit was being rubbed more than entirely necessary as Sarah spread the wax diligently. Just as she started to drift off and enjoy the sensations, she was brutally brought back to reality when a large chunk of hair was pulled from her left labia. She had expected a single sharp pull, but the repeated and powerful motion was more painful than she had expected.

Sarah immediately patted the sensitive area, trying to get the blood flowing and dissipate the sting. "Sorry; the first time is always the most painful, and I want you to look fab for Mr. Right..."

"Or 'Mrs,'" she added, in a deliberately not-so-subtle way.

Claire smiled and answered, "Mr."

Well, that's a shame, Sarah thought as she pulled another piece of wax off her skin as the patient held her breath. She tapped the area again, spending more time cooling her skin.

After she had completed a good portion of the waxing, she slid two fingers up right below Claire's clit. She pressed down hard as she circled the lining of her vagina. There wasn't really a valid reason for this, but she could always explain it as wanting to capture all the remains of wax that could be lodged in her folds.

Claire moaned and immediately apologized, moving her hands in front of her mouth.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry! Shit, how embarrassing."

"Don't worry about it. Honestly, it happens all the time," Sarah lied as she removed her plastic gloves: she wanted to feel this one properly. "I prefer that my customers end up feeling some pleasure, as this can be a really painful procedure," she smiled.

Claire thought the point made sense and decided not to worry too much about it.

The procedure continued as the beautician's fingers now ran directly across Claire's pussy, pulling and tugging her lips as she squeezed her clit under her palm. The skin-on-skin contact really made the session feel a lot more intimate and caused Claire to moan three more times.

Sarah was also starting to get turned on and finally gave in, asking if she wanted a "personalized massage" as her thumb very gently hovered over Claire's clit. Sarah knew the tips were always doubled if the customer agreed, and since she couldn't deny Claire was a hottie, Sarah would only be too happy to indulge, even if there was no tip involved.

Claire blushed bright red with embarrassment - she was now so horny that even the woman in charge of giving her a Brazilian had figured she could really use an orgasm. She could not wait to meet Brandon.

Claire was pretty straight, but as she lay there, she thought she might have agreed to it under different circumstances. However, she remembered the guy she was going to meet and the vow she had made. With a slight sigh of disappointment, Claire answered honestly: "Thank you, but I... I'm not allowed."

"What do you mean not allowed?" Sarah almost perked up immediately.

"The... urm....the person I am meeting has told me that I should not get pleasure from anyone until we have our... encounter."

Claire instantly regretted sharing that information. She knew she probably sounded like such a weirdo.

Sarah didn't seem bothered. She assured Claire that it was perfectly fine and thanked her for being so honest, which actually made Claire feel a bit better.

"How long has it been since he told you that?"

Claire counted in her head and then announced, "Five days."

"Ah, so that's not too bad. I was worried it had been weeks or something."

They both giggled as Sarah added with a smirk, "Mmmm... It's an interesting idea, though: I guess that way, if he's terrible in bed, he can still look good because you'll be a walking time bomb."

Again, they both laughed, but Claire pretty strongly implied that would not be the case.

Sarah added, "Very kinky though..." and then, after a pause, "But it is nice to be told what to do every once in a while, to just let someone else lead the way."

Claire nodded in agreement.

"I'm not going to lie; I'm kind of jealous," Sarah smiled.

"Really?" Claire asked, her voice tinged with a mix of surprise and pleasure as someone else confirmed her choice.

"Sure..." After a brief pause, she added thoughtfully, "Although I'm not sure who I'm more jealous of." She yanked another strip of wax, her movements sharp and precise, before continuing, "You or him."

Claire winced, the sting sharp and immediate. She breathed in and out heavily, trying to distract herself from the pain. She imagined John's reaction to this scene, thinking he'd probably get a kick out of it. She halted that thought, realizing that some conversations were best left unspoken. Knowing John, he'd likely enjoy the idea of her being at the mercy of the wax lady.

Sarah carefully parted her patient's lips, peering inside with an intense focus. After a detailed examination, she announced crisply, "That's it from this side; get on all fours."

Claire had hoped she might have the choice to simply draw her knees toward her chest, but Sarah's firm tone left no room for negotiation. Reluctantly, Claire complied, positioning herself into a much more exposed posture.

"Good girl," Sarah praised, beginning to apply extra layers of warm wax around Claire's most sensitive area.

Claire buried her face in her hands as the heat from the wax encircled her tender skin.

"What? Are you okay?" Sarah asked, her voice laced with concern and curiosity.

"Yes... I'm just... particularly sensitive there," Claire admitted, her voice a whisper.

"Sensitive good or sensitive bad?" Sarah probed gently.

Claire paused, her breath catching slightly before finally whispering, "Sensitive good."

Sarah's excitement mirrored Claire's, evident even as she meticulously slowed her movements, savoring each moment of their session. Claire's body responded involuntarily, betraying her with every strip of hair removed.

"Does the restriction you mentioned earlier apply to... every part of your body?" Sarah inquired, her interest piqued, and her tone suggested more than professional curiosity.

Claire nodded, affirming with a soft "Yes" as the aesthetician completed the final wax removal. Sarah then asked Claire to turn around, meticulously plucking the few stubborn hairs that remained. She followed this by applying several drops of oil, massaging it gently into Claire's skin.

Claire moaned softly, relishing the soothing touch despite knowing it would be fleeting. Sarah's thumb brushed over Claire's clit, starting with a gentle pressure before increasing as the oil absorbed into the skin.

"Please..." Claire pleaded, her voice tinged with desperation, mindful of Brandon's instructions not to be touched.

Sarah sighed, a hint of disappointment in her tone. "Will you come back and see me once your... 'restrictions' are lifted?"

Claire's enthusiastic nod was all the answer Sarah needed.

"Okay then, you're all set. Since this is your first Johne," she explained, "your hair will grow back pretty quickly, but it should be softer and sparser." She smiled reassuringly.

Claire left the appointment feeling wobbly, her body tingling with an electrified sensation. At first, she could barely think, but the residual heat from the waxing soon felt like a rash, pulling her back to reality. Note to self: Don't wear tight pants.

The idea of seeing Sarah again seriously turned her on, and she was walking on cloud nine for the remainder of the afternoon.

She went on to purchase a new see-through nightgown and some other sexy bits of lingerie before heading home.

The drive home was a daze. Claire spent most of it fantasizing about some of the things both Brandon and now Sarah wanted to do to her. Her head was spinning, but as she arrived home, John seemed calmer than normal; she guessed he must have masturbated before she got home.

A few minutes later, her suspicions were confirmed as he confessed, explaining that the "no sex" rule was driving him absolutely mad. They kissed and she promised him an exciting show once they had met up with Brandon.

On the day of the meet, she went to the salon in the morning for her hair, wanting to be as pretty as possible for her impending conquest. As much as she wanted to buy a new dress for the occasion, she knew there was little point to it: she'd been instructed to wait for him wearing only lingerie.
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Chapter 4
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That evening, so nervous she had cramps in her stomach, she was sitting on a hotel bed while John was looking outside the window. She figured he was only looking to try to keep himself occupied since there was not even a decent view of the street from the room.

Brandon had requested a nice suite, and thankfully, it was off-season, so the room was affordable.

Claire was dressed exactly as requested in just a pair of see-through black nylons and a shelf bra, her nipples clearly visible.

She got up to look in the mirror as if she could somehow adjust a non-existent outfit. As she looked, she felt her slit was overly pronounced without any hair.

Knocks rattled the door, startling Claire. She jumped up, placing a hand on her chest before taking a deep breath to steady herself. She glanced at John and offered a reassuring smile. John knew his role: to stand in the corner of the room until Brandon signaled for him to come closer—if that signal ever came.

John looked at Claire, his face a mix of nervousness and excitement. He nodded towards the noise, encouraging her.

Claire opened the door, quickly hiding behind it as she was practically nude, and peeked out with her most radiant smile. "Hi!" she exclaimed, her voice high-pitched and giddy, reminiscent of a schoolgirl at recess.

Standing before her was Brandon, a towering figure over six feet tall with a thick frame and golden-brown eyes that gleamed with charm. His physique, though imposing, was complemented by a handsome face and a warm smile. The hallway lights glinted off his shaved head, adding to his striking presence.

Brandon's appearance epitomized a woman's fantasy for an evening like this. His white shirt and sports jacket seemed custom-fitted, perfectly highlighting his broad shoulders and muscular build. Claire was pleasantly surprised, not expecting her sexual encounter for the evening to have put as much effort into his wardrobe as Brandon clearly had. His well-dressed appearance only heightened her anticipation for the night ahead.

She opened the door wider, still halfway hiding behind it, and motioned for Brandon to enter. Instead, he remained in place, leaning casually against the doorjamb to ensure anyone in the hallway could see inside. He took up as little space as possible, yet his presence was imposing.

"Come out from behind the door... I want to see before I commit," he stated, adjusting his heavy gold watch on his wrist. Deep and resonant, his voice sent a shiver down Claire's spine.

If she had hoped her pretty face would make him rush inside, she was quickly disabused of that notion. Claire felt a pang of uncertainty, unsure if this was a final judgment or an attempt to humiliate her by potentially exposing her nearly naked form to anyone passing by. This treatment was entirely new to her, and it made her heart race.

"Yes, Mr. Brandon," she replied, stepping out from behind the door. She stood before him, nervously rubbing the hem of her see-through outfit, her body on full display. Her nerves were palpable, but she met his gaze with a determined smile, ready for whatever came next.

Anyone could have seen her exposed tits and slit. It was easy for him to see she had taken some Johne to get prepared.

He tilted his head and nodded, making her feel like a prize on display. A low hum of approval escaped his mouth twice, which she interpreted as an appreciation of her body or perhaps an acknowledgment of her obedience.

"You are gorgeous," he stated finally. First, she was, and second, Brandon knew there was a fine line to walk in the first few minutes—dominant but not threatening.

"Thank you," she replied, a smile of relief spreading across her face, comforted by the compliment.

After what felt like an interminable moment, Brandon took a single step inside, forcing Claire to squeeze against the door to let him through. Thankfully, the hallway remained empty, sparing her from any further embarrassment.

As he stepped in, Brandon took the opportunity to cup her pussy with his large dark hand. She gasped immediately and remained immobile to let him enjoy her body as he saw fit. He lowered his head to kiss her, and as she wrapped her arms around his neck, he pulled away to let the door close behind him. Lesson number one: follow my lead, less trouble. In this instant, all she wanted was to please this commanding stranger.

Finally, Brandon moved forward into the room, nodding toward John, who stood nervously in the back. They exchanged polite nods before Brandon pulled out his phone and lifted it to face height.

"This is necessary... I want to ensure there are no troubles later," he explained.

Claire didn't immediately understand until Brandon asked if they were both there of their own free will and if they had instigated the meeting. They both answered affirmatively.

Brandon then turned his attention solely to Claire. "Now I want to hear what you are expecting tonight."

Claire hesitated, glancing at John, who seemed to struggle to catch his breath. After a moment, she said, "I'm... I'm here to have sex with you... and for... John to watch." The way she said it almost sounded like a question, her voice wavering with uncertainty.

Brandon put the phone in his pocket but shook his head. "It would hold up in court if you accused me of something, but that's some weak-ass answer right there..."

Instinctively, Claire stared at the floor, feeling like a schoolgirl who'd been caught doing something wrong.

Brandon moved closer, placing a firm hand on her waist. "You told me you wanted to be a sex slave. Is that correct?"

Claire made sure not to look over at John. She had been very specific when she sent her fantasies to Brandon, and she didn't necessarily want to reveal them all in front of John.

"Yes... it's correct," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper but resolute.

"Last time we spoke, you agreed those holes belong to me," he said, pointing at her various body parts.

"Y... Yes... That's correct." She said as she squeezed her fingers into fists, trying to hide her embarrassment.

"Have they been used since?" he asked, nodding towards John, who was getting so turned on despite the humiliation.

She shook her head. He cupped her pussy again with his massive black hand, feeling her wetness as he slipped his tongue into her mouth. He'd positioned himself so the boyfriend could see - Brandon wanted to establish his ownership and needed to check John's response from the corner of his eye.

No movement apart from the discrete but noticeable attempt from John at squeezing his dick through his pants. Good.

Claire thought the start had been a little amateurish, but the passion of his kiss made her suddenly forget almost all of it. Brandon slipped off his sports jacket as they were still kissing. He held the item up and broke the embrace. Claire immediately held the jacket for him as he unbuttoned his shirt.

His powerful frame supported his well-developed muscles that contracted with every movement as he slipped off his shoes and socks, looking trim and athletic in just his black pants.

Claire held his clothes with both hands as she walked to the closet to hang them. She was careful to hang the shirt and jacket neatly before walking back to the middle of the room.

Brandon's arms were crossed as he waited for Claire to continue with her tasks. He looked down at his crotch, then looked up again, almost quizzingly...

Keen to impress, she dropped to her knees before him and crawled forward very slowly. Brandon smiled slightly as he waited for his prize to get closer. As he watched, he also kept an eye on her boyfriend, but he had nothing to worry about. He could tell John was getting his kicks from seeing his girlfriend behaving like she was.

Claire almost waited to bump into his leg before she stopped and looked up longingly. He smiled and nodded as she started to undo his zipper. A second later, her hand disappeared in his pants, and John watched her eyes suddenly widen as he knew she had just found his dick. Rather than trying to squeeze it through the opening of the zipper, she unbuttoned the pants with her right hand. Then she let them slide slowly down, along with his briefs, over his powerful thighs. John and Claire both had the same experience as they slid down, revealing his entire cock for the first time. It was everything in the room was suddenly moving in slow motion as his massive black cock came into view.

It was huge, clearly thick enough that she likely would not be able to wrap her mouth around it easily, if at all. Claire guessed it was six or seven inches long, and she prayed that the length would not increase too much once he got hard.

She decided that suckling his cock from her knees was a good first step. She moved forward, and her lips surrounded the head as her tongue started to flick over the end of his cock.

Claire's tongue action would usually have flicked a penis from left to right or vice versa. Well, it always had before, but this time was different. This time, it was so much heavier, and her tongue movements did very little. She soon focused on mouthing it, struggling to take it all in but applying as much saliva with her lips as possible.

Keen to show her versatility, she snuggled underneath his dick, letting it rest on her head while she licked his balls. He spread his legs slightly, which allowed Claire better access.

She ran her tongue as far over his balls as she could reach and continued licking for a minute or so until Brandon simply turned around and bent forward, clearly indicating he wanted her to lick his ass.

Claire very rarely licked a guy's asshole. She had done it to John twice in their entire relationship, and before that, she had probably done it no more than five times, and she had never enjoyed it at all. Yet now, she didn't hesitate at all. She pushed her head between his ass cheeks and launched into an assault of his ass hole, circling it while making her tongue as hard as possible to attempt to penetrate it.

Brandon stared at John, his hands resting on his thighs, and smiled as he said, "Good girl" and "Fuck, she's hungry."

Claire was making odd noises that she could not control. A mix of moaning and grunting.

After a few seconds, he turned back around, his cock now a lot harder, although the size still meant it pointed downward, almost directly at Claire's waiting mouth. She opened her mouth as wide as possible as she attempted to take it in and struggled to fit more than the very tip.

Brandon placed one hand behind her head, not to force her forward but to hold her in place. As a reaction, though, she instantly tried to take more of his dick in her mouth.

Calmly, Brandon locked eyes with Claire and said, "I don't care about how you end up looking. The snot and tears don't bother me. It just means that you are pushing yourself and trying to please me even more."

After another second of letting her adjust her mouth, he added, "You shouldn't be concerned about any of those things either. You got it?"

The soft tone was hardly fitting for the size of the guy, but she was even more thankful for it. Understanding that "accidents" happen instantly put her in a much more relaxed mindset.

Claire blinked repeatedly, partially nodding to the request before trying to put more of Brandon's massive black cock inside her. Within a minute, she had made some progress but soon ended up gagging and coughing saliva everywhere. She felt her eyes tearing up as she struggled to compose herself, and her nose started to run everywhere, too.

"There you go," Brandon encouraged her as she took a deep breath.

Claire went back for more, choking herself on his dick, staring at him, and looking for approval.

Finally, he stroked her hair and said, "Good girl," before pulling out. It was vital that he'd be the one determining when she could catch a breath instead of her.

After many years dominating horny white wives and girlfriends, he had an extensive list of do's and don'ts to make sure that the tone was set correctly.

Claire was gulping air again, using one hand to clean her mouth and nose as her eyes continued to water.

Pleased with her efforts, Brandon helped her up and toward the bed. He passed her a couple of tissues so she could wipe her face.

"That was impressive," he encouraged her. "Well done."

Claire thanked him before checking herself in the mirror to ensure that she wasn't completely disheveled. Brandon smiled at the habits of women.

"Now get on all fours," he said as he indicated to the bed.

He palmed his dick and shook it very casually, getting the blood flowing again as Claire crawled in position.

She was now in the center of the bed, staring at John as Brandon moved into position and grabbed her legs, using them to pull her back to him so that her pussy was closer.

He tapped her pussy lips with his massive cock, and for a second, Claire wondered if he was slapping her pussy with his hand rather than his cock. Holy fuck, he was massive.

Once he was properly hard again, he squeezed his cock head in front of her pussy and pressed his hips forward. Claire gasped, her breath taken away instantly. She immediately felt fuller than she had ever before; she felt her pussy stretched well beyond any past experiences.

"Oh fuck... oh my god," Claire exhaled, looking at her boyfriend. "He's fucking me, he's... arghh... he's so fucking huge."

As Claire looked up, she could see John's pants were now undone, and he was holding his cock as the scene unfolded. She smiled to herself for a second as she watched him holding his cock, careful only to jerk it very slowly. She knew he was worried about cumming far too quickly.

Brandon penetrated her slowly, going deeper in a steady rhythm each time his hips moved forward.

Claire seemed possessed, throwing her head on the mattress over and over again in a weird mix of agony and ecstasy each time he buried himself inside her. Her fingers had grabbed onto the bedsheets so tightly that John could see her knuckles were now white.

Brandon smiled because, despite her struggles, he could feel her juices flowing around his shaft, easing him in with each passing second.

Reactions varied whenever he stuck his massive cock inside a woman for the first time, but this one was definitely willing to push through the pain to get to pleasure.

"You're not allowed to cum until I say so," he said before adding, "and you definitely not allowed cum until your ass becomes mine."

Claire moaned, knowing this was one of the fantasies she'd described to him. It was weird because she didn't actually want to be fucked up the ass. She didn't enjoy anal normally and would enjoy his big cock inside her pussy a lot more. But she couldn't help it; she wanted to be taken in her smallest hole; she wanted the humiliation of being forced to demonstrate her submission before being allowed to cum.

"Push," he commanded so she'd forced her pussy back deeper on his dick. She managed to push another inch inside her. Brandon was impressed: it was clear that her pussy was tight, the skin of her lips sticking to him each time he pulled out.

After a moment, he pulled out completely, accompanied by an enormous suction sound as Claire's pussy reacted to the sudden emptiness. With her ass in the air, she was stunned by the emptiness she instantly felt.

Brandon sat in the bed and told Claire to back up towards him. Once her ass was right next to his dick, he stopped her.

"Okay, girl, let's see if you can really impress me. I want your man to watch as you work your ass onto my dick." And after a second, he added, "I want him to see you obey me; I want him to watch you surrender through the pain and understand the pleasure you get out of the surrender and not the fucking."

Claire knew he was using the fantasy she'd told him about. God, she hated ass play, but she had always wanted to be "forced" into it.

"Y... Yes, Mr. Brandon."

"If you want to come over and hold your girl, that would be good. She's going to need some support for this," Brandon stated while looking at John.

He then spat generously in his hand and wiped the head of his dick with it. Gripping her legs, he moved her on top of him, her feet by his chest while her head was at the foot of the bed.

"Get to work then, girl."

John had moved close and was kneeling at the foot of the bed, looking at Claire grimacing as she was holding the dick behind her and trying to squeeze it into her ass.

Brandon pressed his cock down, straightened it slightly, and with a little thrust of his hips, forced the head of his cock into her ass. She grunted immediately, feeling the huge girth stretch her.

Brandon let her remain in the same position for about a minute, undulating softly as she lay on her side, her legs scissoring his. He turned to the side slightly and reached around to touch her pussy with his huge fingers, her lips still swollen with excitement. John, on the other end, was caressing her hair as she pressed her face down and howled into the sheets.

Brandon pulled out entirely before moving back in as she grunted.

"Oh fuck!" She groaned several Johnes as the dick filled her once more, with slightly more ease this time.

As he reached the same depth as before - nearly a third of this length disappearing inside her, he calmly commanded, "Now back that ass up a little."

Claire didn't hear his command at first; lost in the moment, her thoughts totally scrambled.

Finally, she realized that Brandon was demanding that she'd push herself back onto his cock instead of him fucking her.

Oh god, he was going to make her show how much she loved the humiliation and surrender of this.

She bit down on her lip and, unable to stare at John, reared herself towards his dick. She groaned from the pain and the excitement of behaving like a slut. She felt her ass mold itself around the huge black dick.

With the same command, he insisted, "Back it up, Claire, come on!"

She lifted her left leg and thrust herself harder on him, overwhelmed completely by the feeling of his huge cock invading her ass.

"Oh fuck," she managed to say several times.

John finally spoke, "I can't believe you're taking his big dick, babe?"

She grunted, unable to speak clearly as she was pressing more of his cock inside her.

Finally, she looked up at John and answered, "Yes, I love it. Oh god, I fucking love it."

Brandon remained cool on the bed, watching her cheeks swallow his dick deeper and deeper.

"That's right," he instructed, "get that ass all the way down to my balls."

With each new thrust and with each new demeaning instruction, Claire felt a growing wave of pleasure building inside her, completely overwhelming the pain from her ass. She surprised herself with just how much she was enjoying it. Not physically, if anything, it felt even worse than she remembered from her previous anal attempts, but there was something else. The submission was too much for her. Feeling that she was giving up every last ounce of control as he fucked her ass was what was driving her so wild as she was now taking him deep enough that she started to feel his legs against her skin. She was thrilled to finally achieve what he had requested.

Brandon had not moved an inch. He was sitting against the headboard, staring at this pretty white woman forcing herself deeper and deeper onto his cock. He knew his dick was enormous and that she was struggling. Yet, her groans of pleasure clearly indicated that she relished the humiliation.

Claire finally took all of him inside, almost screaming as she felt her ass pressing against his thighs. She rolled her hips to keep him lodged deep inside her, trying to contract her anal muscles to bring him further pleasure.

She felt Brandon's thick fingers caressing her pussy as he whispered to her that she was a "good girl." Each touch was like a surge of electricity, her insides felt stretched well past the limit, and her ass still hurt, but the feeling of pride in her submission drove her on. Finally, he pulled out gradually until so much of his cock was outside that the weight of it made it slip from her ass.

Brandon once again commanded her to get on all fours and placed himself right behind her. Even by the time she was set up, her ass was still gaping open slightly. Claire was still breathing very heavily, trying to catch her breath while speaking only half words.

Towering over her, Brandon reached down and grabbed his cock, and slid a third of it inside her again. Her ass gave way so much more easily this time, and instead of stopping at the halfway point as he had before, Brandon kept pressing forward, wanting to slide all the way into the tilt immediately.

By now, Claire was seriously out of breath and let her shoulders fall on the bed while keeping her ass at its highest position, moaning in the sheets.

"You love it up the ass, don't you Claire?" He muttered as his balls slapped her cunt.

She moaned and answered, "I love YOU up my ass," she exclaimed.

John now stood in front of Claire, dick in hand. As Brandon was now fully inside her and able to go back and forth, she lifted her upper body and found herself positioned on all fours again, facing John's dick. It was clear he was looking for pleasure.

For this session, though, she was Brandon's and no one else's.

Gasping, she asked, "Mr. Brandon... Can... Can I suck him, please?"

Brandon stared at the cuck, who was clearly enjoying the view of a broad-shouldered guy fucking his girl in the ass.

"You want in?" Brandon asked.

"Yes... Yes, please, Mr. Brandon," John answered quickly.

The black guy kept looking at John and carried on fucking her ass at slow speed as her moans filled the room.

After what felt like an eternity, Brandon said, "Okay. But there's one condition: she doesn't get to control the blowjob. You have to fuck her mouth."

It sounded as if Claire meowed at the statement. She felt a surge of pleasure building up as he claimed her as a whore. His whore.

Only too happy to comply, John immediately moved into position as Claire opened her mouth and readily engulfed his cock. He grabbed the back of her head and started thrusting his hips back and forth, being careful not to go too far.

Claire thought her eyes were about to roll back into her head. She had never experienced anything even close to this - the mix of humiliation from being used like this, the way she was being spit-roasted like a piece of meat as the waves of pleasure increasingly crashed upon her. She could feel her pussy leaking down her legs while saliva was building in her mouth, and her ass was being ravaged like never before.

"You want to match me and get your cock in deeper," said Brandon to the boyfriend.

John knew to obey without questioning, and soon, both guys were penetrating Claire at the same time, filling her up in the same sequence.

She kept her mouth wide open, making it easier, and soon gargling noises could be heard each and every time John's cock was pressing into the back of her mouth. He slipped inside her throat a couple of times, and she finally gagged and gushed the saliva that had been pooling.

Her labored breathing and coughing each time John gave her a moment to recover was proof of the dedication she now demonstrated to her task. God, it felt incredible to be used, to be stretched, and to be fucked so mercilessly from both ends.

Claire knew it was painful and uncomfortable physically, the constant feeling of her ass being almost ripped apart wasn't something she could ignore, and although it took a few minutes, she eventually noticed her desire to cum had subdued, but her mind still felt intoxicated.

"That's a good girl," Claire heard Brandon say. It delighted her to know she was doing a great job.

Within a minute, John started heaving and murmuring, "Oh fuck, oh fuck..."

He pushed his cock deeper than before, sliding abruptly all the way down her throat, but she was ready for it, and Claire really wanted to show her thanks for the experience he had set up for them. For her.

Claire tried her best to relax her mouth and throat as much as possible as she felt the first tremors in John's thighs. She knew he was about to cum. Over the years, she had got very good at knowing when he was about to cum so she could pull away, but tonight she had none of those urges. The normal urge to pull his cock out of her mouth as soon as she felt him tense up had vanished, and seconds later, she was still sucking as he squirted the first massive string of cum deep inside her mouth. It was actually John who pulled out after the second huge load of cum filled Claire's mouth, unloading another two more shots all over her face.

Seconds later, he almost collapsed from the intensity of his orgasm as Brandon's hips started to pummel against Claire's cheeks, going deeper each time.

Claire managed to swallow the two squirts of cum before the taste really hit her, but it was the load on her face that she really noticed. She could smell the unmistakable scent of cum on her nose and cheek, and she could even feel it start to drip on her lips. Suddenly, she remembered how much she hated the taste as it slid into her lips. But just as she was about to gag, something completely new happened.

She suddenly thought about how she had behaved since that phone call to Brandon, how demeaning the whole situation had been, and how wonderfully stretched his dick had made her feel.

And then, almost completely by surprise, the orgasm began to build up so rapidly. She blurted out a request to cum and was very thankful to hear Brandon give her permission. The first wave of a truly unique orgasm hit her; it was unlike anything she had experienced before, probably because it was the first time she had ever experienced an anal orgasm. It just kept going on and on.

Each time Brandon shoved his huge black cock inside her, the orgasm started again, utterly relentless. A vaginal orgasm would have died down by now, but this kept on hitting her over and over again with the same intensity.

Oh god, she was losing her mind as her fingers gripped the bedsheets so tight until she finally heard Brandon grunt. After several forceful thrusts, she felt his cock spew its hot cum deep inside her ass as she pressed her face down against the mattress.

Words started to come out of her mouth that she had no control over. She heard herself say, "Fill my ass with your cum" followed by "Thank you, Master, thank you!"

All three looked exhausted after their orgasms. Claire wondered if she was to go to John, but she felt a strong hand roll her over. Brandon moved her close to him, and they kissed passionately for the next few minutes.

Brandon then got up and walked to the bathroom to wash his dick. As he came back, he found Claire lying on her back, with John's face between her legs. 

Brandon smiled and said, "Looks like the evening ain't over just yet," as he laid back on the bed. Claire immediately wrapped her hand around his cock and started stroking his soft but still impressively thick penis.

The evening was just getting started indeed.
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Chapter 5
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Claire had been in a daze the whole week following her meeting with Mr. Brandon. Her thoughts filled with lusty images of her big black bull having his ways with her however he wanted.

It all started with John's desire to watch Claire have sex with another guy. He'd insisted for weeks until she finally surrendered, but the script had been well and truly flipped on its head early in the process:

To Claire's delight, Brandon made clear that he had zero interest in being an average bull as he demanded complete submission.

Claire, a half-closeted submissive, had secretly swooned and agreed to be his slut as well as to not cum until their meeting a few days later. It was as if Brandon had some sort of magic crystal ball that he could use to peer through and see her edging fantasies.

On the fateful night, Claire had been truly conquered - Brandon plowed his huge cock into every one of her holes, even making her cum anally, which was a first. She had been transformed. Sweet, innocent Claire had been transformed into a lusting pet to her dominant black bull. And now she was starving for more.

John was also a completely changed man: his cuckold dreams had finally been realized, and he had absolutely loved each and every minute of it. It had been everything it was supposed to be and a whole lot more.

Even the morning after, a normal moment for hangovers and regrets in this situation, they were both nervous but elated: Claire had remained in bed with John by her side until the sunlight started to shine too bright through the blinds. She finally spread her arms and legs and stretched her whole body. As she reached down and touched her pussy, she felt the puffiness and knew that it would feel pretty tender for the next couple of days. As she reached down further and felt her ass next, she was surprised by how "normal" it felt - Brandon was so big that she had imagined something more... permanent.

John had one eye open and could not hide his huge ear-to-ear grin.

"Good morning, sexy," he said.

"Hey babe," she replied with a gentle smile. She caressed John's arm softly.

"How are you feeling today?" She inquired. It was slightly odd for her to ask him; after all, she was the one who had been fucked every which way for most of the night, but he had been the one who wanted this to happen so much; it just felt like the right thing to do.

"About last night? I'm extremely happy; it was so much better than I imagined," he answered without a second's hesitation. He immediately asked, "What about you?"

"I think I need a little time to process everything, babe."

"Of course, of course. But overall, you enjoyed it, right?" John clearly wanted to hear something positive. He wanted to know it was the best idea he'd ever had, or at the very least, that Claire had been pleased with the result.

She smiled at his slightly childish ways, then looked at him and answered softly, confirming that she had enjoyed it very much. Amazingly, she had thought before that she might have to tamper her excitement after to make sure that John wouldn't get too jealous, but it was the complete opposite: the more she fawned over the experience, the more he seemed to get turned on.

He listened to her, praising Brandon's performance for a minute or so before he dove under the sheets and started to kiss his way up her thighs and over her pussy lips as he thought back to Brandon's dick being buried inside her only a few hours ago. "Be careful, baby," she said... "It's so sensitive."

Claire had a moment of realization as she lay there. She wasn't the only one who had experienced something deep and profound the previous night. In his own way, John had realized his deepest fantasies and had willingly embraced being a cuckold. As she felt his kisses on her thighs, Claire realized it was a pivotal moment, the point in the experience that had the potential to either bring them closer together or direct them down an uncharted path.

She felt John's mouth kissing her mound, and she started to wonder if he could smell or even taste the remnants of the other guy's cum. Soon, he started moaning as he licked her pussy, and she saw the bed sheet moving rhythmically. It didn't take Claire long to figure that he was jerking himself off.

Claire moaned in return and opened her legs a little wider, showing him that he was free to carry on and clean her up properly.

John didn't need any more encouragement. His strokes became more urgent and desperate as he surrendered to the intoxicating blend of humiliation, desire, and submission. As he tasted a hint of cum that he knew was not his, he felt himself erupt all over Claire's leg, rubbing his balls against her as his cock spewed cum everywhere.

God damn, if this had not been the best twenty-four hours of his life, he thought as he carried on licking.

—————————
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After that night, Claire started dressing a little sexier, wearing shorter skirts with stockings and purposely forgetting to wear panties. Multiple times each day, she would lock herself in the women's bathroom at work, spend a few minutes thinking of new vices that Brandon might push her towards, and then come out wondering if there were limits to her deviant mind.

Occasionally, she allowed herself to cum with one hand covering her mouth to block the noise, but normally, she stopped short of cumming, thinking that's what Brandon would have wanted her to do. She would just come out and get on with the rest of the day, her pussy yearning for further attention and her mind incapable of completely focussing on the task at hand.

The floodgates had been opened, and she welcomed the flood.

Claire had been secretly waiting for a text or call from Brandon, but a week after their meeting, she had not received anything. She was hiding the disappointment as well as she could, but she was twice hurt: as a woman because she felt she gave everything she had that one night and thought she had made a positive impression, and as a submissive because she now yearned for the dominant hand she experienced just for a few hours that night.

Friday night arrived, and Claire and John were at home, lazying around while watching Netflix. Claire looked effortlessly sexy, with her hair up in a bun; her rectangular glasses added a touch of a soft-porn star about to be ravished. John absolutely loved that look.

They had purchased matching kimonos and made a habit of wearing them whenever they relaxed at home.

John was lying on the sofa on his back, his head towards the television, while Claire lay alongside him, her head resting on his shoulder and her arm wrapped around his chest.

They were watching a new series they had been trying out - both of them liked to keep their favorite series for the weekend, so they were just passing Johne in thirty-minute segments.

After a while, John couldn't keep the secret any longer. He looked at Claire and said, "I've... I've reached out to him."

"Mmm... Who?" She asked absent-mindedly as her fingers gently grazed John's dick through the silk fabric of the Kimono.

"You know... Him. Brandon."

Claire's fingers stopped moving as he said the name.

"You didn't!" she exclaimed, slightly embarrassed that she was only pretending to be offended.

John continued, "Well... Yeah... Of course. I mean, with what he did to you that night and what you did to him... I thought you two really had a connection there." He moved his head slightly awkwardly to look at her.

"Seems we were having a connection??" she retorted somewhat sarcastically, while at the same time pondering why she was reacting to the news like this... Was she suddenly embarrassed by the true submissive nature she had recently exposed? Or was it that she was embarrassed about the fact that John had to reach out to Brandon rather than the other way around?

"You know what I mean, Cass... He seemed to really like you..."

"Well, jeez, come on. What's not to like. I was his fucking sex slave for a night! I hope he liked me; he was the one telling me what to do!"

John chuckled. He figured she was secretly really excited about his call to Brandon and that the pearl-clutching act was just her defense mechanism. He'd caught her looking at her phone almost constantly since the encounter and realized she was longing for a text message.

He needed to defuse the situation, so he added, "I only said to him that I had enjoyed the evening and asked him if he wanted to meet us again."

Claire's skin felt electric as the weight of the answer lay heavy. She tensed up, immediately feeling the heat between her legs.

John looked at her, a smirk spreading across his face—he knew exactly how she felt. "He said he would be thrilled to see you again next week."

There was a long pause before Claire replied.

"When did you speak to him?"

"About three days after we saw him... so four days ago or so."

Claire felt a little bit of pride, knowing that Brandon had probably not reached out to her because John had already contacted him. The fact that she had not heard back from him had hurt her feelings a little bit, but at least now there was now a good answer as to why.

"Well, why did you wait to tell me that?"

"It felt a little too soon... I wanted to give you some time. Sorry, I should have told you."

Claire put her head back on his shoulder and stroked him again, almost absent-mindedly, as she was stroking John's penis while thinking about something. After another few seconds, she realized what had bothered her:

"Wait, what do you mean, "me"? Aren't you interested in being there next time to watch again?"

John seemed uneasy for a few seconds. "I wouldn't be watching this time around, sweety."

"What are you talking about then? There's no way I'm doing this alone!"

There was another poignant pause as John shifted to face Claire so he could look at her directly.

"Brandon thinks it would be best if you went alone next time. And he said he would like to see you at his club."

"No fucking way!" Claire tried to say more, but her voice got caught in her throat, and a mixture of nervousness and anticipation washed over her. Her fingers froze on John's chest as she tried to process what he had said. Brandon wanting to see her again, this time alone, was quite unexpected, and yet it sent a surge of adrenaline through her.

Claire's mind raced, a tornado of thoughts and emotions colliding within her. She tried to imagine the situation, her heart pounding as she imagined herself standing before Brandon once more, his gaze undressing her, as his dominance wrapped around her like a velvet rope.

"But... why alone?" Claire finally managed to ask, her voice a blend of curiosity and uncertainty.

John's fingers stroked against her cheek, his touch comforting as he explained, "He said he wants to get to know you better, Claire. He said that being alone with him will help you both connect on a deeper level. It's a chance for you to explore all of your desires, your deepest fantasies, without any distractions."

Claire's mind whirred, the idea both exhilarating and terrifying. To be alone with Brandon, to delve into the depths of her darkest desires, was a temptation that left her petrified, but she knew it was one she couldn't ignore.

John continued, "He insisted. It's either that or it's nothing."

"But... what about you?" Claire's voice trembled as she turned her gaze to John. "What are you going to do?"

John's smile was reassuring, his eyes filled with love. "I want this for you, Claire. I saw how you reacted the first time and I want you to experience it all over again. And besides, Brandon and I have our own agreement. It's this time only."

Claire's heart pounded, torn between the excitement of the opportunity in front of her and the fear of the unknown. She looked over at her boyfriend, searching for any hint of hesitation or jealousy, but all she found in his eyes was unwavering support. But Claire really didn't buy that it was going to be for "this one time only," but she couldn't quite admit that to herself.

"I know it's a hell of a lot to take in," John's voice was tender and understanding. But I trust him, Claire. I trust that he'll take good care of you and guide you through this experience."

Claire's emotions were a churning mix of lust, fear, and uncertainty. She knew she had opened Pandora's box and was now faced with the moment of choice. Did she dive in or close it once again.

"I'd like to speak to him and understand his intentions... I think I need to be reassured."

John nodded as if to signal that, of course, it made sense. Then, he grasped for the phone on the coffee table and offered it over.

"What do you mean? N... now?"

"Why wait?"

Claire's heart pounded even faster as she looked up his phone number. She moved about, sat up, and finally rose to her feet. Her Kimono fell open, revealing her perky boobs and freshly shaved mound, but she did not ever notice as her fingers were trembling and she was focussing on dialing. Finally, she took a deep breath in and pressed the final button.

"Sound confident," Claire told herself multiple times as the phone rang.

Then, a deep, commanding voice picked up, and all her determination went out the window. She felt her knees become weak and her stomach getting warm.

Brandon sounded genuinely pleased to talk with her and oozed a blend of authoritative sexiness. He detailed some of the events they went through the last time they met up and highlighted his favorite moments from the evening. Claire was soon turning into putty.

She realized he had just told her that he was glad John had reached out to him, and there had been an elongated pause while he waited for a response. Claire looked at her boyfriend, and with a smile, she replied, "I'm glad he did as well." After another short pause, she added, "Sir," her heart was pounding in her chest.

"I... I wanted to understand why you needed to see me alone for our next meeting."

John noticed the choice of words and suppressed a smile to avoid throwing her off. It sure seemed like she was already thinking of doing this multiple times.

"You're concerned about what would happen to you, aren't you?" Brandon's voice was deep, a mix of interest and authority.

Claire felt John's hands on her hips as he pulled back her Kimono and gently ran his fingers along the crack of her ass.

Claire took a deep breath, paused, and asked meekly, "I... I would like to know your intentions."

Claire's heart was going to burst out of her chest.

"What did John tell you?" The voice was softer, inquisitive.

She described her conversation and could hear Brandon hum in agreement. Once she was finished, he replied, "Sounds like John did a good job detailing my motivations. What else would you like to know?"

Claire felt like she was back in school, being asked a hard question by a demanding teacher. She had knots in her gut and felt her face heat up.

But Brandon spoke again, putting her out of her misery. "Claire," his voice was smooth, imposing, "I intend to explore certain dynamics with you, ones that might be easier to explore without the presence of your boyfriend. I promise you that nothing will be done against your will and that you will always have the power to stop and walk away without any hard feelings at any moment."

Claire felt a mix of relief and excitement at his words. She appreciated his reassurance and his acceptance of her limits. She wanted to submit fully to his wishes so badly that she only needed the leanest explanation to look reassured.

John had pushed a finger inside her, and the tiniest moans began to escape her lips.

"Thank you, Sir," she responded, her voice tinged with anticipation.

Brandon thought he heard something and became instantly curious. He asked another question just so she would have to speak again.

"Does that sound acceptable?"

John was now two knuckles deep and forced another small moan.

Claire had not been expecting him to ask what she thought, but it was a nice touch. "Mmm... It does, thank you."

"Very well, then I'll let you consider it and get back to me." He paused for a second and knew there was a hunger in Claire's voice. "I assume John is with you?"

"He is. He's been playing with me for the past few minutes," she cackled, only too keen to be able to throw John under the bus to teach him a lesson.

"Put me on speakerphone." He waited until Claire confirmed he was on loud, and Brandon said, laughing, "John, is your dick already out, my brother?"

John laughed, thrilled that Brandon would treat him as an equal. He clarified that he was only wearing a robe, so in essence, yes, it was already out.

"Convenient," Brandon chuckled. "I think you should be rewarded for all your good behavior towards Claire."

For a brief second, John thought he was going to be invited to the club along with Claire, but Brandon carried on.

"Claire, do you touch yourself in front of John?"

"Sh... sure... He's seen me use some toys."

"Yes, but I mean, have you ever genuinely masturbated in front of him - legs spread wide open with your pussy on full display."

The intonation had altered, along with the choice of words. God, it was instant: when he turned it on, Claire swooned and was left with nothing but wanting to demonstrate her obedience.

"Urm...... Rarely, Sir."

Brandon's voice oozed with seductive authority, "Let's see if we can change that into 'often.' Are you both game?"

A little awkwardness forced them to look at each other to check that the other was as excited to say 'Yes' as they were. Brandon soon heard their voice in unison.

"Excellent. Claire, start by revealing yourself to him right now. You'll have to narrate."

Claire's heart raced at his suggestion, the thrill of being dominated making her arousal surge.

"Yes, sir."

Anxiously, she turned around and glanced at John, who was eagerly listening to the dialogue. He pushed two fingers in her mouth so she could clean him up, her taste arousing her even more.

Facing him, she loosened her Kimono and let the sides fall open entirely. Her boobs and shaved mound were on full display now as she playfully positioned herself in such a way that showcased her body.

John watched with a mixture of excitement and appreciation as his girlfriend willingly displayed herself under Brandon's instruction. He knew this was a unique moment, and he couldn't help but feel a surge of lust.

The voice, softer now, came through the line: "I'm sure you're already excited... Start gradually, put on a show for your man."

Holding the telephone with her left hand, Claire's shaking fingers began to explore her own body, delicately tracing over her sensitive areas as she followed Brandon's orders. Her breath sped up, and her cheeks flushed with arousal as she surrendered to the command.

"You're going to have to tell me everything you're doing because I can't see."

"Sorry, Sir," Claire replied, her voice shaking with a mix of arousal and embarrassment. She knew that Brandon couldn't see her, and she needed to explain her actions explicitly.

"I'm touching my boobs, Sir," she started, her fingers gently circling her nipples. "I'm... I'm a little embarrassed but extremely turned on, Sir. They're so sensitive, and I can feel them hardening."

"Are you sitting down? Is John facing you?" he asked patiently.

"Oh... I'm standing up... I... I was anxiously pacing before calling you and just stayed standing up." After swallowing nervously, she added, "John is sitting on the couch now, watching me."

'Good. Continue."

"Now, my hand is trailing down," Claire continued, her voice growing breathier with every word. "I'm touching myself between my legs now, Sir. My pussy feels so wet, and I can feel how swollen it is."

Brandon's authoritative presence loomed over the phone line as he commanded, "Go on."

If he was jerking off while listening, she could not hear it. However, it sounded as if he had sunk into a comfortable chair, placed his feet up, and was prepared to grade her story.

Claire, now fully absorbed in this explicit confession, obeyed, "I'm circling my clit with my fingertip, Sir," she confessed, her voice filled with lust. "It's humiliating, but I can't help how turned on I am, especially knowing you are on the telephone and John is watching me like this."

"Lay down on your back and open your legs wide. I want your cunt completely on display for John."

Brandon's choice of words proved that he was intentionally stepping up the humiliation. The effect on Claire was instant—because she was being commanded to do so by someone else, it eliminated many of her natural inhibitions.

While John sported a grin of satisfaction, Claire whispered, "Yes, Sir," as she sat on the floor, leaned back, and opened her knees as far apart as possible.

"Are you feeling slutty?"

"Very much, Sir."

John, still in front of her, watched closely as Claire followed Brandon's instructions. His arousal was building, fueled by the explicit nature of the situation and the expectation of what would come next.

"John," he began, his words oozing dominance, "Are you ready to join in and pleasure yourself as you watch Claire?"

John's excitement was unmistakable as he responded enthusiastically.

"Have you ever edged yourself, John?"

"I don't think so... Not that I can remember."

"Well, based on our last meeting, I understand that our little slut is acquainted with it. The rules are simple: bring yourself to the edge without actually cumming. Is that clear?"

John answered that it was.

"Excellent. John, since it's your first time, you may be able to cum, but under very specific rules. Let's see if we can create an edger out of you."

John's eyes widened in anticipation as he listened carefully.

"You'll be allowed to jerk off, but for a specific amount of Johne only. Let's say fifteen seconds. Once that Johne has passed, you must stop. You have to keep track of your own Johne. Got it?" Brandon asked.

"In between, Claire can use her tongue on your dick, but she cannot, I repeat, cannot, take you into her mouth."

"Understood?"

John's excitement and tension mingled as he answered.

"Claire, you're going to touch yourself in front of John because your goal is to make him cum as quickly as possible. You will describe both of your actions, and you will lick his dick each time you stop. More importantly, Claire, I'm going to rely on you to determine how close John is. If he cums without you giving me a few seconds warning, you'll lose the game, and I'll find an appropriate punishment."

After a brief pause, Brandon asked, "Do you both understand the instructions?"

They responded they did.

"Now," Brandon announced, "Claire, I want you to tell John precisely how much you want him to pleasure himself while he watches you. Use those submissive desires of yours, pet. And, of course, you'll rub your cunt to make sure you stay nice and wet. "

After a minute or so of embarrassment, when they tried to find the best positions, Brandon told John to stand and for Claire to get on her knees in front of him.

"Oh, and John, I'm granting you five attempts, so you'll have five times fifteen seconds to cum. I'll assume you'll need the first one to get fully hard. This one's on the house. Begin."

John thought that he'd need at least two minutes to cum, but began to jerk himself. At the same time, Claire's voice quivered with desire as she began her explicit confession to Brandon. "John's hand is on his dick, Sir," she purred, her voice sultry and soaked with anticipation. "He's mouthing the seconds to keep track."

Claire's words painted a seductive story, vividly describing John's arousal and the erotic scene developing. She continued, "He's trying so hard to follow your rules, Sir, and I'm spreading my lips for him to see."

John's strokes accelerated during the first round, his breathing growing heavier with every passing second.

After fifteen seconds, John knelt next to Claire. Her tongue played along his length, teasing him mercilessly as she expanded his torment.

John didn't know when he was going to be told...

"Start," Brandon said, the voice cutting through his thoughts.

Claire's description became more explicit as the second round began, her sultry tone captivating Brandon's attention. "John's hand is moving quicker now, Sir," she moaned gently. "I can feel the tension in his body." As the seconds passed, she added, "His dick is fully hard now and really dark read, Sir."

Again, the fifteen-second mark came too soon, and John released with a grimace.

Claire used her tongue instantly, getting him to start moaning. Her tongue moved deliciously along his shaft, with her words continuing to fuel the erotic atmosphere between licks. "His dick is so hard and throbbing, Sir," she admitted, her voice laced with lust. "I can see the pre-cum dripping off the tip, and it's driving me wild."

"Ten seconds moving forward. Begin."

With each round, Claire's depictions grew bolder and more explicit, designed to push Brandon's arousal to new heights. "Ten," John gasped, his voice charged with desperation.

Claire moaned gently, her voice now a sultry purr. "I can't wait to taste you, to feel you throb in my mouth."

As John entered the fourth round, Claire's words continued to weave a sensual tapestry of desire. "Ten," John groaned, his voice shaky with frustration.

"I want to make him cum so badly, to see the enjoyment on his face," Claire confessed, her voice dripping with excitement.

With each stroke, John's need grew more intense, and Claire's descriptions deepened, driving the erotic tension in the room to new heights.

"His dick is so close to release, Sir," Claire purred, her voice laced with expectation. "I can feel it throbbing in my hand, and I want to make him cum for you."

"Don't touch it," Brandon reminded. "Start."

Despite his best efforts, John couldn't quite make it in time, leaving him frustrated and desperately aching for more.

Claire's descriptions had painted a graphic picture of his arousal, and Brandon's imposing voice added to the expectation in the room.

"You've come close, brother," Brandon declared, his words filled with authority and desire. "But in the end, you were not able to finish in time. How do you feel?"

"Buzzing, Sir," he replied without realizing that he used the same word to speak to Brandon as Claire did - Sir.

She noticed it and was only just able to hide her smile. Claire was now free to call Brandon what she wanted to call him.

The room was filled with an electric sexual tension as both waited, anxious to see if further instructions were going to be provided or if they were going to have to continue without release.

"As this is your first Johne, I'm going to offer you a lifeline... Something different."

John's eyes were filled with anticipation and desperation as he waited for Brandon's instructions.

"Claire," Brandon's voice softened, but it kept its authority, "you'll be the one jerking him off this time and you will not have any Johne restrictions. Instead, you'll detail to John what you want to happen at our next encounter at the Club."

Claire nodded in understanding and embarrassment. She couldn't help but be impressed with how Brandon was controlling the entire session to get what he desired - her for one evening.

John's dick seemed to bounce on his own now as if the pulse was so strong it had to move in response. Claire knew that the pressure was on, and she was ready to fulfill her role to the best of her ability.

"Now," Brandon continued, "if I find your descriptions boring, I'll stop the session. You need to be ever more explicit to ensure John's chance at release."

Claire's eyes focused on her task ahead, and a sultry smile spread across her lips as she got ready to describe her deepest, darkest desires to Brandon. She grasped the importance of her role in this final chance for John and was determined to make it count.

"And just as before, you need to inform me when you think he's about to cum."

Kneeling before John, Claire's hands quivered with anticipation as she locked eyes with him, her gaze smoldering with desire.

"I'm going to take his cock in my mouth a little bit, Sir... To make sure there's plenty of saliva."

Claire took his cock into her mouth, pushing forward hard to match her excitement. If Brandon could not see, he could certainly hear the lewd noises her mouth was making, along with the moans of pleasure from John.

Claire's fingers soon wrapped around John's throbbing length, her touch calculated and seductive. A groan escaped her lips with each stroke, setting the tone for what was to come.

"I hope," she began, her voice oozing with desire, "that Master Brandon takes complete control of me. I really want to be his submissive little slut, ready to obey his every command."

Now that John had called him "Sir," Claire felt like she was allowed to call him Master. She was worried she began too strong, but John's breath hitched as Claire's words sent shudders of pleasure down his spine. Her strokes were deliberate and tantalizing, each one pushing him a step closer to the edge.

"I want him to use me in ways I've never experienced before," Claire continued her voice now just a breathy whisper. "I want to be completely at his mercy, surrendering to his every whim."

John's moans of pleasure filled the room as Claire's explicit confession only fueled his desire further. Her fingers danced along his shaft, teasing and enticing with every stroke.

"Master, can I talk to you directly instead?"

"Go ahead."

Claire's voice grew a little bolder as she described her deepest fantasies.

"I crave your touch, to feel your dominance," she confessed as her strokes became even more intense. "I want to please you in any way that you desire. All I want is to be your obedient, eager little slut. I want John to be at home, pacing up and down as he  wonders what you're doing to me."

There was a sparkle of lust and amusement in Claire's eyes as she stared at her boyfriend, his arousal surging as Claire's words pushed him to the edge of pleasure.

"Excellent, my pet."

Claire's voice continued weaving that seductive web of her submission as her strokes grew more explicit and demanding. "I really hope, Master," she purred, "that you will make me kneel down and take your big dick deep into my mouth. I want you to train me to be your perfect little cum slut." On that note, she took John's dick in her mouth again, instantly to the halfway point.

John's moans grew louder as Claire's combination of words and actions sent him spiraling into pure ecstasy. His body was trembling.

"He's getting very close, Master... Not quite yet, but close." Claire wasn't finished with her explicit confessions. "And, Master," she continued, her voice now filled with anticipation, "I also imagine you exploring every inch of my body. Using me in every way you want."

John's breath caught in his throat as he imagined the potential. Claire's strokes continued, driving him wild with pleasure.

"I desire to be your willing toy, Master," Claire confessed, her voice now a seductive murmur. "Every one of my holes is yours to fill; every fantasy is yours to explore."

As her desires spilled out, Claire's words grew more explicit and fervent, her voice a seductive symphony of submission and lust. "Master, I want to be your little cum-slut; I want to taste your release in my mouth, to feel it on my tongue, to feel you mark my body as your own."

Brandon interrupted her. "John, I need you to agree that she can come to the club on her own if you want to be able to cum."

Brandon dropped his demand at the perfect moment as John's balls had just begun to tingle.

With a breathless pause, Claire delivered her final plea, "Please, Master, I really need you to make me your dirty little whore, to use me, and cover me with your cum."

John began moaning and breathing hard.

"He's going to cum, Master!"

"John!" Brandon said.

"Oh fuck," he replied, "Please! Can I cum?"

Brandon replied, "Can SHE come?"

"Yes, Yes!!!" John answered with a primal moan, surrendering to the intense arousal that had been building as his entire body convulsed in ecstasy. His orgasm surged forth, and with an enormously powerful release, his thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock and covered Claire's face as she gasped with lust and licked her lips to catch anything that landed there.

Claire's face glistened with his cum, a physical manifestation of their shared desire for her submission. She had achieved her objective, giving herself entirely to Brandon's dominance, and she reveled in the sensation of John's cum on her skin.

Brandon's presence, though unspoken, had orchestrated the entire sensual symphony, and now, Claire and John were left in the aftermath of their mutual fantasies, panting and content.

John was almost dizzy from his orgasm, muttering "Holly fuck..." several times to himself.

"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself, brother." Brandon paused and, after a second, added, "As a matter of fact, why don't we put you on the same regimen as Claire? You two can play each day, but you are not allowed to cum until next week after Claire returns to you."

Unable to think straight, they both enthusiastically agreed, Claire already nervous about the decision they had both made for her.
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Chapter 6
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John's knuckles were gripping the steering wheel so hard his fingers were going slightly numb. His cell phone was on the passenger seat next to him, and while he could have been wasting time reading the news, he was only focused on the alleyway right next to the nightclub.

He knew Brandon had asked for him to pick up Claire to further humiliate him. After all, what could be more embarrassing than getting your girlfriend to cuck you just so you could have a quick peep, then not being allowed to watch, and finally having to be the driver waiting outside to collect her?

His thoughts shifted wildly between telling himself this whole ordeal had been an awful idea to realizing how all participants had been eager to join in. One thing was certain: he kept on moving his bulging dick from side to side as his pants felt far too tight.

He had followed Brandon's directions and, like Claire, had refrained from cumming for the past week. He had stopped counting his erections, only noticing that his dick started to look a particular shade of purple in the morning.

As he looked out of the car window, he could see it was completely dark, but he finally caught a glimpse of a shadow emerging from the side of the building, briefly lit up by a neon sign. Claire appeared, walking straight to the car. As she passed under a streetlight, John saw that her make-up had been ruined, her knees were dirty, and she was now wearing a man's jacket over her clothes.

He jumped out of the car, ran over to her, and they embraced hurriedly. She hurried back to the car with him, opened the door before he could help her, and slumped into the waiting seat. He leaned towards her as she gave him an exhausted smile. "Take me home, baby, please." Her voice sounded tired and strained.

John was tempted to start a conversation several times on the way home, but she had shut her eyes and let the drive rock her peacefully. The silence was building up unspeakable tension for John - after all, he'd been the one who had pushed her towards Brandon, and he knew his best course of action right now was to shut the hell up until Claire felt ready to talk. Her eyes were shut, but he doubted she was actually sleeping... When they finally arrived home in the garage, she opened her eyes and exited while keeping her arms around the jacket until they were stood inside their home. Once inside, Claire leaned against him to remove her shoes and stroked his neck before walking toward their bedroom.

"Give me a minute," she said.

He assumed she wanted to take a shower.

John busied himself with some pointless tasks to keep his mind from going into overdrive. He shifted the tablet as well as the remote control and then finally sat down. Within a few seconds, he was up again, adjusting some more random items in the room, his mind relentless.

This felt totally different from the last time when he had been watching Brandon take Claire from the corner of the room. Guilt was creeping up this time at the realization that he had been the one who pushed his girlfriend to go meet her very dominant bull without him being there... What kind of a guy was he? What sort of man wanted to be cucked and was willing to let her go alone?

Claire called out from the bedroom, snapping him out of his thoughts. He rushed in to see what she needed and was really quite surprised to find that she hadn't showered, but instead she had changed into her kimono. She'd only taken the time to remove her messed up make-up.

John immediately began apologizing for having sent her alone, but she moved forward and placed a finger on his lips.

"I chose to go." Claire's voice was clear and confident. "You have to understand that this was entirely my decision, and as much as I was uncertain, I didn't feel any pressure from you to do it." She let a second pass and added, "I'm very pleased that I did, so don't worry about a thing. You've helped me - again, you've helped me find something I didn't even know I wanted."

There was an instant weight lifted off John's shoulders, along with a seed of doubt in his mind... Claire's introduction revealed that much more was to follow.

"How... how did it go?" John asked, just about loud enough for her to hear.

"It all went well, babe." Claire stepped back nearer the bed. "I want to tell you all the details. You need to know what happened as well."

John held his breath, sensing that their relationship may never be the same.

Claire let the kimono slide down from her shoulders, using a hand to hold the fabric just above her mound. It exposed her upper body to John. His brain struggled to process the image before him - the dark red blotches on her boobs, the large hickey that he had not seen earlier on her neck. Before he could ask any questions, the rest of the kimono dropped to the floor, and his mouth hung wide open for a second before he stammered,

"Is... is that a..."

Claire just nodded slowly.

"It's a chastity belt."

It looked nothing like the designs John had seen in fetish videos. This was a minimalistic belt made of black silicone that wrapped around her toned waist with a tiny metal plate covering her pussy. A little lock kept the belt securely fastened right above her pussy. It almost looked elegant.

In quick succession, he noticed the marks on her knees and a different type of mark on her thighs, which almost looked like she'd been slapped there. He also saw what he thought were smears of dried cum all over her upper thighs, and as soon as he saw it, he felt a sharp excitement.

Claire slowly turned around to continue the reveal.

John gasped. "What... what ....what the fuck happened there?" he asked, as he pointed at a series of deep red marks on her ass cheeks.

Claire did not answer; instead, she opened her legs and bent forward, exposing the details of the belt: the metal plate had a collection of small holes that would allow urine to dribble through but nothing else. A larger ring perfectly framed her asshole, allowing her to relieve herself or leaving her open to be taken.

"What... Wait......How are we going to..." John was unable to string together a coherent sentence as it dawned on him that Claire's pussy was no longer available to him before he started wondering why this was his first thought.

Claire sat right on the edge of their bed. "Come here, baby," she said, patting the mattress next to her. As soon as John joined her, she pushed his shoulder, encouraging him to lay down, then got him to scoot up the bed slightly and started to unbuckle his pants. She slid her fingers into the waistband of his underwear and gave them the same treatment. Seconds later, he was naked from the waist down.

"Aren't you tired, Cass?" He asked with genuine concern, which was evident in his voice.

Claire shushed him gently and started to stroke his dick. He instantly felt himself getting harder, and Claire knew his horniness must have been through the roof. She grabbed him and began kissing the tip of his cock, like she was trying to show her appreciation.

"Babe," she began, looking for the right words, "I wanted to thank you for pushing me to Brandon."

Claire took more of John's cock into her mouth now. She thought giving him head would help her tell him what she had to say; she would give him the details while giving him such pleasure, and that was the best she could do.

Claire looked at him as she let her tongue dance against the tip of his cock for a few more seconds. "Are you sure you want to hear what happened tonight, baby?" she asked before adding: "Unfiltered?".

A small shiver shot down his spine. He felt the electricity surge through him as it turned him on so much just thinking about it.

John slowly nodded.

"Okay, so first, I've been told to explain the belt."

Claire took a second, then said, "Brandon has put this on me because he wants more control over me. With this on, I obviously won't be able to cum without his permission, or at least, not very easily. I'll be able to take care of your cock in other ways, but you won't be able to use my cunt at all." She moved her lips to the middle of John's now rock-hard dick.

"Did Brandon tell you to refer to it as a 'cunt'?" John asked before closing his eyes as she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock again. She pushed him deeper into her mouth, almost like she was punishing herself for what she was about to say.

Claire didn't answer but added, "Brandon said you could do anything you want to me... Anything at all... As long as it involves my mouth or my ass."

Jack really started to feel the blood flow through his cock now, expanding the flesh between his legs to a level he'd never seen before.

"Okay... Yes, yes, unfiltered. Tell me everything that happened and how your ass got so fucking red."

Claire didn't answer straight away... She knew it might be too much for John in a single go. But since he had started this whole thing, she figured honesty was the best thing she could do.

"I was punished because I almost came."

Claire was so matter-of-fact while he was trying to grapple with what she had just said.

"Where you... I don't get it... what was he..."

Claire realized that he was struggling to keep up, and she needed to tell the story more logically. Brandon had given her instructions on how to share the story - along with what words to use to describe her private parts, but Claire knew she could follow his guidelines and still paint a better picture for her boyfriend.

Claire started to use her hand to slowly jerk him off as she told him the story.

She described feeling anxious walking into the club, not knowing if it was a dance club, a bar, or maybe even a strip club. But Brandon had left instructions for the bouncer, and she was immediately led to a booth.

Claire saw Brandon's now familiar figure, recognizing the size of his shoulders from the other side of the room. Yet, as she approached, he rose with surprising grace and smiled as she walked towards the booth.

A cocktail arrived almost instantly, and he told her how happy he was that she had decided to come. Claire's fears were instantly lifted, and she made a definite statement by calling him 'Sir' often.

After a pair of cocktails, a lot of laughs, and an abundance of flirting, Claire was excited when he finally pawed her thigh, stating that it was time for them to go somewhere quieter.

He took her hand, and she followed without a second's hesitation. They walked through a corridor that joined different parts of the club. Customers and employees alike moved out of Brandon's way until he finally reached a sizable door. Instead of opening it, he moved Claire against the wall next to it.

In her bedroom, Claire braced herself for what she had to tell him next. She took John in her mouth as a way to hide her shame.

John couldn't actually believe the words coming out of his mouth as he asked her to stop sucking his cock and just jerk him off so he could actually hear the story. Out of ideas to delay the inevitable, Claire described the passionate exchange with Brandon, how her excitement had been so heightened, and how her shame took a back seat to an overwhelming surge of anticipation.

Her lips and Brandon's collided in a fiery kiss, their tongues tangled, consuming her inhibitions. Lost in the passion of their embrace, she moaned in his throat.

Brandon's oversized hand was squeezing Claire's boobs through her top. He wasn't even trying to hide his actions from anyone passing by; in fact, quite the contrary. Soon enough, he just ripped open the buttons of her blouse, exposing her shelf bra and tits. He cupped her boob and squeezed it until his fingers reached her nipple and pinched tight, causing Claire to suck air through her pursed lips. She had spotted at least two people just standing and watching them. 

Her nipples were now swollen with arousal; she could feel his mouth sucking her tits, adding another layer of sensory torture to her already heightened state.

Brandon's audacity knew no bounds. His hands moved with purpose along her thighs, pulling up her skirt and gathering the fabric at her waist. Having followed directions, she was not wearing any underwear, and her bare pussy was exposed to anyone who cared to look. Claire felt an electrifying blend of embarrassment and raw desire rush through her as her nakedness was now on full display.

The corridor had turned into a theater of her debauchery. Her nakedness was there for all to see, and the mingling gazes of spectators felt like burning spotlights. She remembered opening her legs to give Brandon more freedom.

John did his best not to react to her story. He wanted to scream at her that this had not been the agreement, that she was not supposed to be exhibited in public like this. She wasn't meant to be shown off to others. He realized two things - first, Claire was breathing especially hard as she was telling him the story, and second, his dick was so hard, it was becoming quite painful.

Claire struggled to express the sensations flowing through her in that electrifying moment. It was as if she had fallen entirely under Brandon's intoxicating spell, her anticipation of the obedience she had to demonstrate, the brazen display she was forced to perform, both thrilling and overwhelming. Claire knew at that moment she was his slut, entirely and completely, and in that moment of submission, she recognized it was his right for him to showcase her in such a brazen manner.

"He showed my cunt to anyone who wanted to look at it," she mumbled loud enough for John to hear.

As Brandon's hands grew more precise, they moved with deliberate intent, and Claire's pants of pleasure filled the corridor. His fingers found their way inside her pussy, eliciting continual gasps and shivers of ecstasy. She leaned against the wall, surrendering herself to the overwhelming sensations, her legs slowly spreading further, willingly, despite the public humiliation of displaying herself so shamelessly. Plenty of people passing couldn't help but steal glances at her body, their prying eyes only adding to the illicit thrill that surged through her.

"I was already so horny, honey; I warned him I was about to cum, I begged him to let me! I was even excited about being forced to cum in front of others. He knew you had been edging me for days. Oh, honey, I was so wet, so desperate to cum... I would have done anything."

John's hair stood up on the back of his neck. He had played into Brandon's hand and created a sexual ticking time bomb... He'd managed to dial her appetite all the way up to eleven and handed her over on a silver platter.

Claire's moans echoed off the corridor walls, ensuring that the few curious souls had something to listen to. They couldn't resist watching, their eyes glued to the scandalous scene unfolding right before them.

After all, Brandon was the club's owner, so no one dared to question him or utter a word of protest there, in his domain.

With a devilish grin, he swapped places with Claire, leaning his muscular back against the wall while she faced him, showing her bare ass to the tantalized onlookers.

Claire willingly opened her legs and arched her back to accommodate his desires as he slipped his fingers into her wetness, quickly covering them with her juices.

"You may be allowed to cum later on if you continue to do a good job of pleasing me, my pet," Brandon answered, his voice oozing a mix of authority and desire. "Right now, you need to clean up the mess you made all over my fingers."

Claire nodded her head slowly and went to grab his hand to bring it to her lips, but he kept it rigidly by his side. She looked at him again and saw his eyes as they bore into her soul, carrying their unspoken instructions.

She understood the silent order and, with an intoxicating blend of anticipation and anxiety, knelt on the floor. Claire's submission was now on full display to everyone watching, and the weight of the gazes upon her sent cold shivers of shame and excitement up her spine.

Claire reached out and took Brandon's fingers into her mouth with a slow, deliberate movement. Her tongue slowly caressed his fingertips, tracing every contour and tasting her own pussy juices on his skin. As she did, her eyes never left his, locked together in a deep connection that conveyed the true scale of her surrender.

Claire was desperate to touch her pussy, she wanted nothing more than to reach down and rub her clit as she cleaned her own juices from her Master's fingers, but she somehow resisted the urge.
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As Claire lavished attention upon his fingers with her tongue, her nudity felt more exposed than ever. Her boobs swayed with every movement, and the rock-hard peaks of her nipples stood to attention in the cool air of the corridor.

"Brandon asked me if I was ready to demonstrate my desire, to show that I was a truly devoted slut. I nodded, feeling my pussy dripping between my legs."

"He then told me to follow him as he turned and opened the door, walking into a dark room. He didn't help me up from my kneeling position; he just said to enter as I was, so I didn't get up. I crawled in there on my hands and knees. I heard whistles and claps from the crowd who had been watching outside. Suddenly, it hit me—weirdly, it was as if I wasn't already aware that they could see all of me."

John shut his eyes for just a moment as the image of her ass swaying left and right seared into his brain.

Claire continued, "It was a private bar with sofas and a large chair in the center. As I waited for Brandon to tell me what to do next, he invited two of the guys to come in and join us, and before I could even say a word or turn around, I heard the door lock behind them."

John tried to swallow, but his throat was utterly dry. This was taking a turn he had not anticipated.

"Brandon walked by me and leaned in next to me, reminding me of my promise to trust him. He brushed his thumb on my lip and then slid it inside my mouth. It really felt like I had been hypnotized somehow... I don't know if it was the drink or just Brandon's presence, but I just stood there and nodded. He helped me get up and turned me around so I'd face the two guys while he stood behind me. He reached round and grabbed my tits, and started playing with my nipples again. As soon as he got even close to my pussy, I thought I was going to cum again as I spread my legs and moaned."

Brandon had told her to tell her stories, highlighting herself as a slut. There really was no need to embellish anything to try to enhance the truth - she remembered very vividly how she had moved one of her legs to the side, hoping that Brandon would slide one of his fingers into her. As she told John, she felt his dick start to spasm. Claire was impressed with Brandon and his perception of John's personality. That Brandon had figured out John pretty well, knowing what was going to get him the most turned on.

She took a few seconds between sentences to put John's dick back in her mouth, keeping his cock ehad nicely lubricated with saliva.

"He sat me down on the couch and started to put on a show himself. I don't know if he did it to ensure the two guys would stay in line, but he took off his clothes and looked enormous. When he dropped his pants and let his dick fall along his thigh, you could seriously hear a pin drop."

"He bent down and started to caress me, then kissed me, and then told me to suck his cock. He didn't ask, no babe; he just told me to do it," Claire continued, her voice now husky with anticipation. "It's as if I was some kind of animal in heat... I just leaned my head forward and took the head of his dick in my mouth and started sucking on it, and then licked his balls one by one. As he was getting harder, it was more difficult to wrap my mouth around him, but I really wanted to please him. Honestly, babe, I've never really liked sucking cock, you know that, but as I started sucking his cock I was absolutely loving it."

Claire was doing all of this deliberately - she knew how badly her words were affecting John, driving him wild. As if he was trying to prove her point, he was breathing harder now. Claire changed position and lay on her stomach, positioned between his legs. From that position, she could blow him and stroke his cock  while looking into his eyes. She also grabbed a pillow and slid it under her hips, pushing her red ass up, lifting it higher and displaying it.

"I was so turned on by sucking his dick that I started moaning even more than him. I could feel both of the guys were looking at me, and it made me even wetter thinking they could see me like that."

Claire kept rotating between sucking John and tugging him off, staring up at him with her big eyes and biting down on her lip between sentences.

"As soon as Brandon's cock was hard enough and I could taste a little pre-cum on my tongue, he spun me around and pressed his dick up against my pussy while I had to look right at the strangers."

Claire's hand movements were fast enough to give John pleasure but not fast enough for there to be any risks of him cumming accidentally. There was still more to tell, and she wanted to keep him on the very edge until the end.

"I was so horny, I didn't care who could see me. I pushed my pussy against him, and he just grabbed my hips and filled me up. I could hear them making fun of how my tits were bouncing back and forth."

Telling the story was making Claire so wet again. She had to fight the urge to reach down and touch her pussy until she gave in and tried, and quickly remembered that a metal plate was now preventing her from doing so.

"What... what else were they doing?"

She kissed his shaft between tugs. "I think one of them was rubbing his dick through his pants while the other had it out already."

She kissed John's balls and licked them, taking a second to catch her saliva as it dripped on the bed sheet.

"In under two minutes, I had to tell him I was going to cum, and he instantly started to spank me. That snapped me away from the orgasm as he spanked seriously fucking hard," she confessed, her voice quivering with a blend of pain and pleasure. "Every few seconds, I would get close again, but then a stronger slap would hit me. Every time I got too close to cumming, his hand would strike heavier... I hated it. It hurt so much, and I really wanted to cum, but I kind of loved it at the same time. It was so embarrassing to be treated like that in front of other people... He must have known that despite it all, I was still going to cum because he ordered me to suck him off again."

"Did... Did he use your mouth straight away, or did he...?"

Claire nodded, "I could taste my pussy on his dick. The guys joked about watching me lick pussy next time. Once I started choking on his cock, he spun me around and fucked me again."

"Next time" was still resonating in John's ears. He was completely torn between the feelings of outrage that he knew he should have felt and the joy he was experiencing.

"Each time I began to beg, I felt the sting of his hand on my ass," Claire continued, her voice trembling with a mix of pleasure and anticipation, "I don't know how long it lasted. Maybe five minutes? Perhaps ten?"

Claire caught her breath, then hid her face in John's crotch, keeping her eyes closed as she carried on.

"It was awful pain, then it felt good, then I was about to cum, then the cycle repeated itself again. Over and over, again and again... I thought at one point I was going to piss myself or start crying; all I knew was that something had to give. He told me after that he knew precisely how far to push because I was completely soaked. In its own way, my body was telling him exactly how much it could take."

"The two guys weren't making fun of me anymore, they were just staring at me with lust. It was pretty obvious at that point that I would have done anything to cum. They were just sitting there openly jerking off... Well... off and on, just keeping their dicks hard."

"At one point, I thought I was going to pass out from wanting to cum so desperately. I could feel my eyes rolling back, and then I heard him say one of their names. Jamal, I think it was. He came up to me, his hard dick in hand, and placed it right in front of my face. He didn't even have a nice cock babe. Sure, it was reasonably long, but it was skinny, and he had a really ugly foreskin. Like you know, I've always hated uncut cocks, but this was way worse than normal."

John's excitement intensified as he imagined the explicit scene unfolding before him. He saw Claire's red ass cheeks move up and down as she tried to rub her pussy against the pillow. He stared at the back of the belt - a reminder of what he'd become that night and what was currently preventing Claire from feeling any real pleasure.

"Oh baby, I opened my mouth like a good little slut," Claire said, her voice filled with excitement and submission. "Each time Brandon pushed me with his hips, it made me take Jamal's dick deeper into my slutty little mouth. It didn't last very long because he was so turned on from watching us: He called me all sorts of filthy names as I pulled out my tongue, then he finally let out a loud moan and shot his load into my waiting mouth, then all over my face."

John groaned and bucked his hips as his girlfriend continued detailing the peaks of depravity she had been through that night.

"The second man was patiently waiting for Brandon to finish up. He watched as Brandon pounded into me, telling him how great I looked getting fucked. Brandon spanked me a couple more Johnes, told me not to cum, and made me say that I wanted his cum inside me."

John's imagination ran wild as he imagined the scene, feeling the suspense building within him. He ached for Claire to yank on his dick a little harder, just hard enough to make him cum, but she was pacing her movements.

"Oh baby, I was almost in tears by that point. I could feel his cum instantly start to flow out of my cunt and down my thighs. I wanted to cum so bad; I begged him, I pleaded with him to let me cum, but he told me to roll on my back. I just started squeezing my pussy with my hand, begging to be able to cum," Claire explained, her voice trembling with exhaustion and desire. "That's when the second guy stepped forward. I could see he was all worked up from watching, and he had a short but really fat cock. I knew if I felt it inside me, it would make me cum instantly. He dropped onto his knees and pointed his dick at my pussy while I stretched myself open for him."

John's desire surged as he envisioned his wife on the brink of tears from the constant denial, yearning for release. Claire stopped jerking him for a second.

"Babe, he came all over my pussy," Claire whispered, her voice filled with a mix of anticipation and lust. "I begged him to let me cum, but Brandon just sneered. Instead, he scooped up the cum that was oozing out of my cunt and made me lick his fingers clean..."

John's excitement reached its peak as he envisioned the explicit climax, his longing growing ever stronger. He was surprised Claire was not jerking him off faster, expecting that she wanted him to cum at the culmination of the story.

Claire took a moment to catch her breath, her body still quivering with desire. Finally, with a shudder of pleasure, she resumed: "They taunted me, baby; they called my pussy all sorts of rude, degrading names, mocking me for being so desperate to cum, but it only turned me on even more; it was like it made me crave their dominance."

"There was more?"

"They touched me all over, everywhere, Babe. Their hands were like branding irons on my skin. It was like they were marking me as their property. Brandon explored every inch of my body, with his two friends trailing behind him, making me shiver from their relentless attention."

"They pushed me right to the very edge of my limits. They had me begging for their approval. I felt like a desperate whore, hungry for their approval and validation. And then they took turns with me, over and over again. One of them had his cock deep inside my pussy, while another held my head and fucked my mouth. They used me, controlled me, and I surrendered willingly."

John looked at her quizzingly.

"I was eventually asked if I wanted to cum. I was told that I'd be allowed to if I wanted to cum. Oh, baby, I wanted nothing more. I think I started crying and agreed to anything and everything they asked."

"What... what do you mean? What did you agree to" John felt his dick pulse. He'd fantasized about being a cuck for so long that when he finally met with Brandon, it had seemed to be the conclusion of a far-fetched fantasy. Watching him bury his enormous dick inside Claire had satisfied all of his wishes. Or so he thought.

"Brandon told me I could cum as long as I agreed that my cunt belonged to him from then on. And then the two friends said that I had to promise to come visit them again."

Claire switched to her hand while she started licking her lips, chapped from servicing the guys so many times throughout the night.

John couldn't help himself. He had several huge hard-ons during the night and started moaning as she slid her hand over his head.

"I told him that you would have to agree to it as well, but if you did, then my cunt would be his."

Claire jerked his cock harder now, and John fought to prolong the experience.

"Is that really what you want, baby?" she asked. "For Brandon to own my pussy, to share all my holes with whomever he wants, and then you get me back at the end of the night, all soiled and filled with the cum of other men that you can lick?"

"Oh god," John answered.

"I begged them to let me cum. I swore to become their whore in exchange for just one orgasm. And baby, I'll tell you my secret: I knew you would say yes. You'd say yes to having me defiled and used by them."

Claire pressed John's dick against her cheek as she looked up and saw his eyes roll back.

"Holy fuck! Fuck!"  Claire's cheek and into her mouth. As soon as she could react, she immediately wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. John's hips bucked three more times as his muscles tensed under the strength of the orgasm.

She closed her lips tight around his cock and moaned while she sucked patiently, making sure that every last drop of his cum ended up in her mouth.

John lay there, out of breath, for the next couple of minutes, as Claire licked every remnant of cum she could find off his stomach and thigh. Then, she took him one final time into her mouth, moaning with appreciation. Then she let his cock fall out of her mouth as she moved up and kissed him on the lips.

"Thank you for making me a little slut, babe. This is all down to you." Claire paused, then added, "I think I need to take a shower. You get some rest."

John was too astonished to say anything. She'd won. Brandon had won. They'd all won... They all knew he'd accept the offer. He shut his eyes, exhausted from the night of waiting for Claire.

He blinked a couple of times towards the bathroom as Claire glanced at him before shutting the door behind her.
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