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Better Than Stacy

By this point in their relationship, he didn’t feel nervous as he stuck his hands in his pocket and waited outside of her apartment door. They had been dating for weeks, but now she unlocked the door, let him in, pulled him across the threshold, and grabbed his cheeks before kissing him. Stacy raised herself up onto the balls of her feet as she leaned in, pressing her mouth against his.

It was an amazing kiss! She packed effort into that contact as her lips slid along his mouth. Their tongues danced and flirted together from one moment the next.

Almost immediately, his heart started pounding as excitement rushed through his body.

It had been about a week since they had hung out. During that time, he had relieved some of the pressure, especially when he woke up in the mornings, but now he was with his girl again!

At some point, Stacy had closed the door behind him, and now she locked it. From there, she laced her fingers through his, tugged, and guided him back down the hallway.

“Right now? Right away?” Kevin asked.

He had probably assumed they were going to talk about her trip, exchange some stories, or maybe just cuddle on the couch for a few minutes.

“Right now,” she said to him, almost like she had something planned. Her eyes sparkled, and that was the moment when he really got to see her again. Her lustrous dark brown hair framed her pretty face. Kevin didn’t know a lot about women’s hairstyles, but there was something about the smooth texture. Maybe she was trying a new conditioner? Maybe she had spent some extra time brushing it that morning. Either way, she looked better than she normally did even in that baggy sweatshirt and those loose sweatpants.

Then she brought him right back to her bedroom.

They fell onto the mattress, and they were kissing hard.

For the next few minutes, he lost himself. At several points, he slipped his hands up her shirt or down into her pants. He felt something strange, but that was fine. She was wearing something underneath her shirt and sweatpants. He didn’t know what it was, not yet, but he was looking forward to finding out!

His eyes were closed, and her fingers raised his shirt. She brushed her digits along his flank. She gently scratched at him. Every time she touched him, he moaned. At the same time, he pressed the outline of his cock up against her. They were practically grinding against one another like horny teenagers, who weren’t quite ready to go all the way…not yet.

But then she stopped him. Stacy nudged her boyfriend onto his back, and she straddled him, with her knees pushing up against the sides of his rib cage. That was when she pulled off her sweatshirt. She grabbed the edge, yanked that fabric, and peeled it off to reveal the lacy bra underneath. No, he quickly realized. It wasn’t just a bra. It was something closer to a negligée. Her midriff was still exposed, but there was something about that lacy fabric that held his staire for the next few seconds.

“You are amazing,” he said to her. At that instant, he meant it.

“I’m just getting started, Kevin,” she said, using his name in a way that it felt vaguely unfamiliar.

If he had been able to stop himself and really think about her, then he might’ve detected that note of anger in her voice. He didn’t remember it, but he had done something wrong. This boy had screwed up badly. He didn’t remember, but she did. He didn’t know he was about to pay for it, but she did.

Of course, that was impossible to discern, especially when she slipped off of the mattress, grabbed her sweatpants, and peeled them down to reveal the lacey panties she wore. Not only that, she smiled at him, turned around, shook her bottom, and even smacked her ass! She did it for him.

He was so hard! He was so thirsty! He wanted that girl so badly!

He started to sit up.

“No,” she said, raising her hand and wagging her finger from side to side. “That’s not how this works tonight.”

“And how does it work?”

“Lie down on your back, spread your arms, spread your legs, and enjoy yourself.”

She almost sounded like a stripper or some other sex worker.

He didn’t mind!

He obeyed, spreading out in front of her. He was on his back, and the mattress started to creak just seconds later as she slipped forward again. She straddled him, then she reached down, pressing her palm along the silhouette of his cock as it pushed up against the inside of his pants.

She rubbed him, going slow, then fast.

He almost came!

Maybe it was just bad luck, or maybe this girl really knew what she was doing. Either way, Stacy didn’t allow him to get the release he craved. Right when it felt like he was about to cross that invisible line and lose control completely, Stacy yanked her hands back. Then she scooted forward. Straddling him again, she cupped his cheeks and started kissing him.

Fresh waves of anticipation and need pulsated all along his body. Maybe he had relaxed just enough so that the risk of premature climax disappeared, but he still wanted this!

“Strip for me,” she said, sliding off of him.

He opened his eyes. He blinked several times.

Kevin did his best to get his thoughts back into some kind of logical, coherent order. He was fighting hard to think of what he was supposed to do or say. Despite his best efforts, everything felt strange and disconnected. That singular craving had overwhelmed him, leaving him vulnerable and unable to strategize.

That was exactly what she expected from her boyfriend! That was why her plan was going to work!

He stripped.

Because he thought he was going to go fast and get to bury his dick right between her legs so much sooner rather than later, he pulled off his T-shirt, threw back his shoes, peeled off his socks, and wiggled out of his pants, going as fast as he could. His jeans and underwear hit the floor at the exact same moment.

Then she kissed him. Her lips pressed up against his mouth, and there was that familiar inferno. It rushed across his body, lighting up every nerve in his skin.

He wanted this. He needed it.

Desperation played along his senses, making it harder and harder for him to think clearly.

But now, she drew back and she smiled.

“You really want me to play with you, don’t you? But guess what? I have a special treat for you. I want to be your girl. I want to be your personal stripper.”

“Or we could just have sex,” he said.

She smiled, shook her head from side to side and silently withdrew. She was kneeling there at the foot of the bed.

At that moment, he didn’t have to cooperate. But then she watched him and any kind of defiance he felt melted away, especially since this still sounded pretty amazing.

She was going to be a stripper for him?

Judging by that abbreviated outfit, it wouldn’t take long.

“What do you want me to do?” Kevin asked, practically panting with desperation.

Stacy knew her boyfriend. Although he couldn’t read her, she didn’t suffer from that same problem. On the contrary, this boy always seemed so ridiculously transparent to her.

Rather than answer right away, Stacy slipped off of the bed. He studied the curly waves of her dark hair, her slender shoulders, the strap right there between her shoulder blades, her long legs, and every other perfect inch of her body.

He wanted this. He needed it!

Then again, he was still a selfish boy, so maybe he was thinking a little bit about some of the other women at work, the really hot blondes, that fiery redhead, and how this moment could have been even better.

She opened the closet, and that was when he saw the chair.

At first, it didn’t look like much. But then he noticed it had been bolted to the floor, and it came with a set of shackles. They were metal, equipped with chains, and waiting for someone…they were waiting for him.

“What is that?” Kevin asked.

“It’s something I put together,” she said. “I want you to sit right here, and I want you to be naked, and I want to know that you can’t get up. I want to know that I can run my hands all over your desperate body, and you won’t be able to stop me. How does that sound?”

It sounded hot.

If he had been able to think clearly, then he would’ve recognized genuine danger when he saw it. Or rather, he would have noticed the sharpened edge in her voice.

He slipped off of the bed, he rushed over to the chair, and he sat down. He spread his legs, just as she expected. She smiled at him as she secured his ankles, locking his feet to the floor. He raised his feet, testing those bonds.

Although Kevin didn’t check, he was sure those shackles came with releases. There would be buttons or louvers or whatever to get out. After all, he couldn’t imagine his girlfriend actually buying real restraints. That was ridiculous!

Stacy stroked his shoulders, gliding her fingers down along his biceps to his elbows. Then she pulled his arms behind the back of the chair.

In that next instant, he felt another set of metal restraints, this time around his wrists!

He heard them click.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting you ready for the show,” she said.

He still didn’t understand. He didn’t recognize how and why this could be a problem or what it might mean for him.

After all, she mentioned a show. That was what she had promised…right?

Again, he tried to pull his arms free. Just as he had done with his legs, he wanted to reassure himself. He needed to believe that getting these off would be easy.

But that wasn’t how this was going to work.

She climbed on top of him, sat on his lap, rubbed herself against him, kissed him, and pressed her breasts to his chest.

This was everything he wanted!

But then they both heard it: a knock on the door.

“Leave it,” he said.

“Or I could go get it. I could go get it, and it will be so hot knowing that you’re right here, helpless in my bedroom. In fact…” She grabbed one of the drawers on her dresser, slid it open, and pulled out the ball gag.

Kevin had allowed her to chain him to this chair, lock his hands behind his back, and strip him naked. At this point, he had reached his limit. “No, there is absolutely no way you’re going to use a ball gag on me,” he started to say, but talking meant opening his mouth.

That was the only opportunity Stacy required. She shoved the blue rubber ball between his teeth, and then she yanked on the straps, drawing them tight against his cheeks. Finally, she secured the clasp.

Kevin jerked his head from side to side, like he thought he was going to be able to dislodge the gag. He fought hard. He tried to push it free with the tip of his tongue, but that wasn’t going to happen.

Stacy had just done a remarkable job of gagging her boyfriend!

Then she patted him on the head. “Don’t worry, Kevin. I’ll be right back.” She stopped in the doorway, glanced over her shoulder, winked, and gave her ass a little shake for him.

She really did look amazing in that lingerie!

While she was gone, he tried to kick his legs free. He tugged with his arms, doing his best to slide his hands from those cuffs.

Little by little, he started to suspect that maybe he really was chained to that chair.

No, he told himself. That couldn’t be possible. Nothing like that could actually happen. After all, Stacy was just a good and nice girl. Maybe she wasn’t as sexy as some of the women back at work, but his employer had a knack for choosing those hot blondes and beautiful redheads. He thought about that Latina girl, the Asian, who always liked to wear her hair in pigtails…

That was fine. As far as he was concerned, he was entitled to those thoughts. Kevin understood that he simply needed to keep them to himself. As long as Stacy never found out, her feelings would never get hurt.

Finally, the reality dawned on him. He couldn’t get out of that chair! His feet were chained in place and his arms remained trapped behind his back.

As soon as she returned, he was going to demand that she let him go. Then again, Kevin couldn’t actually speak, not while he was gagged.

Then he heard the front door open.

It was probably just a delivery driver or something.

He realized she had left the bedroom door open, but he didn’t have a line of sight to the front door. That was perfect.

“Hello,” she said.

The driver was probably going to need a signature or something. Perhaps he needed a pin number or something.

“Hey there, babe,” a man said.

Babe?

What was that? Sexual harassment?

“It’s so good to see you. You look amazing.”

“I just finished up at the gym.”

“I can tell,” she said. “You smell so good. Plus, I really like it when your hair is wet like this.”

This had to be a joke. It had to be a prank. She was messing with him.

Still stuck there in that chair in the closet, Kevin started to struggle twice as hard. He yanked, pulled, twisted, and fought. He tried to kick and punch his way free, but nothing helped! The chains rattled, but he was sure neither Stacy nor her visitor would be able to overhear him.

He was tempted to call out.

But what if that other stranger came in here? What if the other man wanted to investigate?

Kevin was helpless…

They stopped talking; at first, that was a relief for Kevin, especially since it meant the other guy was probably on his way out. Yeah, Kevin decided. It was a joke. She had been messing with him, and now she was going to walk back into the bedroom and her cheeks would be flushed. Maybe she would be laughing a little bit.

But…

After another moment or two, Kevin realized he could hear something. It was the sound of smacking lips. It was the sound of two people making out. Then there was a different noise. Someone was moaning.

It was Stacy!

That realization crashed into him. Automatically, Kevin attempted to slide forward, but the shackles remained around his ankles, keeping him trapped right there.

That little squeak of ecstasy hit the air.

Then he heard footsteps.

What was this? What was happening?

Stacy came right back into the bedroom, but she wasn’t alone.

There was a guy wearing workout shorts and a T-shirt. He had short, black hair, a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, and he really did look like the kind of guy who spent a lot of time at the gym. He had those broad shoulders with those defined muscles. His stomach was flat and probably tight and toned.

Kevin made eye contact with that guy for just a second before he clutched his eyes shut.

“Darren, I want you to meet my boyfriend. This is Kevin. Kevin, I want you to meet Darren.”

“What is this? What’s going on?” Kevin demanded. Of course, neither of the other two people in the room could actually understand him. Each time he tried to speak, the ball gag between his teeth turned those words into incomprehensible noise. He could make those desperate sounds, and maybe they could guess what he was attempting to say, but he couldn’t articulate a single word on his own.

Stacy didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she reached up and she brushed her fingers along the side of Darren‘s neck. Then she ran her fingers through his hair, and she pulled him down a little more. She slipped onto the balls of her feet so she could kiss him.

She was kissing him right there in front of Kevin! She was kissing another man, and there was nothing that bound boyfriend could do to stop her!

He jerked against his shackles, making the chains rattle all over again, but neither of the other two seemed to notice. If they did, they didn’t care.

Finally, Stacy stopped. She turned back to her boyfriend. She sauntered over to him.

Then she leaned forward, and she braced her hands on her knees. She almost looked like she was addressing some immature brat. “Kevin, do you remember going to Alexis’s party with me last month? Do you remember how you got so drunk and what you said?”

He flashed back to that night. He recalled walking through the front door of their friend’s house, meeting up with some of the guys, doing vodka shots, and getting hammered.

The next day, Stacy had been distant, so he had wondered if maybe he had accidentally hit on one of her friends or something, but then she had her trip, and he stopped worrying about it, especially since her text messages had seemed normal enough.

“You told all of our friends that you really like dating me, but you want to do better. What were your exact words again?” Stacy glanced up towards the ceiling, and then she snapped her fingers as though she had just recalled that important detail. “You told me you wanted to date someone better than Stacy. You said you wanted to date someone hotter than me.”

Her bound and gagged boyfriend swung his head frantically from side to side.

He hadn’t said that! He would never say something like that! (Fine, so he would have had those thoughts, but he would never admit them to her!)

Then again, he had gotten really drunk that night. He still couldn’t remember most of what he had done or said.

He wouldn’t really do it though. He couldn’t. Better than Stacy? No. He was smarter than that.

At least, he was normally smarter than that. But what if he really had gotten so drunk that he admitted the truth, and now his girlfriend was about to make him pay for it?

“It’s fine,” she told him. In fact, it got me thinking. If you think you deserve someone hotter than me, maybe I deserve someone hotter than you. Maybe I deserve someone like Darren?”

She glanced over at the other guy.

“So this is what’s going to happen. He and I are going to have some fun, and you’re going to watch. Or not. You can close your eyes if you want. But judging by your erection, I don’t think you have that kind of self-control.”

His eyes narrowed, his nostrils flared, and he tried to lock his jaw. His teeth dug down into the gag.

If Stacy noticed, she didn’t say anything. Instead, she turned back to the other guy, and suddenly she was giggling when he pulled her into his arms.

Together, they fell onto the mattress, and she was kissing him hard!

Then he was on top of her, grabbing her breasts, and fondling her.

Kevin had no choice. He was stuck right there. He had to watch.

He hated himself for staring, yet something deep within his body seemed to get stuck. He couldn’t look away. He couldn’t even turn away!

They were kissing, and then Darren sat up, and she pulled his shirt off of him.

Just as Kevin had suspected, this guy had amazing abs! His shoulders looked even bigger now! Kevin had no idea how that was possible, but he couldn’t deny the effect.

Right away, Kevin thought about how this guy was better than him.

No, he tried to correct himself just a second later. This wasn’t right! She wasn’t supposed to cheat on him, not while he was chained to a chair just a few feet away!

Next, Stacy went for his shorts. She pulled them down along the length of his legs and tossed them to the floor with his underwear.

Again, Kevin tried not to look. He didn’t want to notice. He certainly didn’t want to absorb those details, but he saw Darren‘s cock.

It was massive! It was so much bigger than Kevin’s. Without thinking about it, Kevin glanced down at his own shaft. He was still hard, but it didn’t matter. He couldn’t match that other guy in terms of length or girth!

“What would you like?” Stacy asked her new boyfriend.

“Suck my cock, babe,” he replied, with the easy confidence of a man who knew he could get any woman to do whatever he wanted. He had chosen Stacy.

Apparently, he knew how to appreciate this beautiful, dark haired girl. Maybe he liked her clear skin, her pale tones, her red lips, and those bright brown eyes. Or maybe he especially enjoyed the feel of her breasts, the curves of her ass, and her long legs.

Kevin thrashed, throwing his body from side to side as he tried to fight his chair, but he couldn’t break free from those shackles. They held him down. They kept him trapped, exactly as she had intended.

But now, Stacy wasn’t paying any attention at all to Kevin. Instead, she had her face aimed at her new boyfriend as she lowered herself down inch by inch until she was almost touching his cock with her mouth. Then she licked her lips.

Kevin had to stop watching! If he saw this, he knew he was never going to be able to get these images out of his head.

For as long as he lived, he would remember watching that beautiful girl go down on another guy!

…Kevin still couldn’t look away…

Something compelled him to watch. It felt like this addiction. With every second in between each heartbeat, he promised himself he would shut his eyes or simply turn his head. He could have stared at the ceiling, watched the floor, or picked some random spot to stare at.

Instead, he watched as his girlfriend licked her lips, lowered her head, and started to worship the tip of Darren’s cock. At first, she only started with his opening. But then she started to slide her lips up and down along his cock as she took him a little bit more with every bobbing movement.

“Good girl,” he said to her.

Kevin tried to shout something.

That other guy, Darren turned his head for just a moment, and he made eye contact with the chained boyfriend.

Kevin wasn’t sure what to expect, but it wasn’t this: amused pity. That was definitely the expression on Darren’s face.

In the meantime, Stacy kept going down on Darren! Her head bobbed along his shaft. Her moist lips slid along his girth, pleasuring him from one moment to the next, all while Kevin stared helplessly.

Turning away from the bound boyfriend, Darren arched his back, reached down, and casually grabbed Stacy by her hair.

If Kevin had tried something like that, she would have been disgusted. But when he did it, she moaned with ecstasy. Maybe she thought it was embarrassing, yet that detail couldn’t matter, not when she had a chance to interact with someone like Darren, someone better…

“Good girl. That’s right. Show me what you can do. Show me what you can do with that cute mouth of yours!”

For just a second, Kevin reflectively assumed she was going to get angry at him. That was supposed to be the moment when she jerked her head away from his member, glared at him, and told him to get out. After that, maybe she could even apologize to Kevin, insisting that this whole thing had been a terrible idea. Maybe she was even going to apologize. Instead, she obeyed him.

That beautiful girl sped up! She licked and sucked, sliding her tongue along his length. She worshiped him. She went down on him hard, servicing him exactly as he wanted. It didn’t matter if he was holding onto her hair or if he had both of his hands on the back of her head.

Kevin needed to look away. He had to force himself to stop. He wasn’t supposed to watch this! If he watched this, and then she won!

Still, he kept staring. He memorized every detail.

“Back up, girl,” he said.

That was when she pulled away. Still, he had one hand on the back of her head, making sure she didn’t withdraw completely.

He lowered his other hand to his cock, and his fingers encircled the base of his shaft. At first, Kevin didn’t understand. Then an idea occurred to him.

No, Kevin rightly assumed. There was no way. She would never tolerate something like that. But then he started to squeeze the base of his cock. His hand moved up and down that slick circumference, and then he came! He grunted, and there was one splash of his load against her pretty face after another. His ejaculate shot up between her eyes, down her nose, along her cheeks, all the way to her lips and chin.

When he finished she grinned at him.

“That’s right. You know how to take it, don’t you?”

“Anything for you, babe,” she said.

Kevin had just watched this. He had just witnessed his girlfriend get completely used, subjugated, and degraded.

Worse, there was this uncomfortable question deep inside of Kevin’s head: why wouldn’t she ever let him do something like that?

It was Darren. He was better. He was taller, stronger, and bigger. Maybe he was more confident and far more charismatic. Kevin couldn’t know all of the specific details, but it didn’t matter because this guy was someone who knew how to carry himself through the world. He was handsome, and he had the bravado that girls like Stacy couldn’t resist.

Then again…Kevin closed his eyes, and he focused on that hurt that had played across her beautiful face.

He had said he wanted someone else. He had said there could be someone better than Stacy.

Fresh regret swelled up inside of his chest, but she grabbed Kevin‘s shirt, and she used it to wipe her face clean. It only took a few seconds. Then she tossed his impromptu rag onto his lap.

“What did you think of that?” Stacy asked. She moved away from Darren and sauntered over to her boyfriend.

She casually reached out, gliding her fingers along his cheeks to his neck, then down over his chest. “Did you like watching that?” Stacy taunted him.

Of course, he didn’t get to say anything. Speaking wasn’t a privilege she had given her real boyfriend.

At least, it was over. That was what Kevin told himself as he sat there. He thought of what his girlfriend had done. The images were there, etched into the meat of his brain. Those images were burned into his psyche. No matter how hard he tried, he would never be able to forget that.

And yet, he still really hadn’t learned his lesson because he had to wonder whether or not he would ever be able to find someone better than Stacy. She was beautiful. Maybe there were other women around him, but that didn’t mean he would actually be able to date or have sex with any of them. He was very calculating in this sense. He had to run through those strategies.

Not only that, he had hurt her feelings, so maybe he deserved this? As that idea occurred to him, a shiver ran through his body.

He realized she had just cheated on him in front of him, and he was still thinking about whether or not he would stay with her.

It was pathetic. No, he promised himself. He was going to break up with her.

And yet, she was still a beautiful girl. Not only that, she clearly knew how to go down on a guy. She would always be popular. But what about him?

Part of him wondered if he had to cling to her, if he belonged down on his knees in front of her…

“I want to play with these,” a voice said, interrupting Kevin‘s thoughts.

It was that man. It was Darren.

That was when he’d grabbed her. He pulled off her bra, and then he went for her panties. A different kind of ferocity seemed to radiate off of him as he stripped Stacy. Within moments, her chest was exposed, her nipples, tight and hard.

He grabbed her, and he pinned her. Then he seemed almost tender.

Once again, Kevin had to look away. At least, that was what he was supposed to do. Instead, he found himself shrinking down. He wanted to hide in the corner, even though it would be impossible for anyone to miss him. He was so obvious!

He watched. He stared. Again, he drank in those images as Darren leaned down, and he kissed the tip of her nose, her lips, then the side of her neck. Darren nuzzled her, moving almost gently. He was taking his time as his fingers explored her body.

At first, Kevin almost wanted to laugh, especially because there was no way that guy would be able to perform again, not so soon…

And yet, he rolled onto his side for just a moment, exposing the girth and length of his enormous cock. That man was so big. Kevin didn’t want to spot that detail; he tried to ignore it, but he couldn’t. Worse, there was that comparison. Kevin ran through that mental model as he tried to think of his own hardened shaft next to that man’s.

Every time Kevin imagined it, he lost. If anything, he seemed to get smaller and smaller by comparison.

What was wrong with him? Why couldn’t Kevin focus?

Normally, he went to work, and he did his job. He could concentrate on one idea or another. He could take on different tasks.

But right then and there, Kevin couldn’t see anything but this beautiful girl and this daunting man.

Darren pulled away from her neck, and he ran his fingers along her skin before he started to cup, massage, and fondle her breasts again. He squeezed, kneading her breast as he maneuvered his palms over her nipples.

At first, there was just this feline smile on her face as she enjoyed the attention.

But then, a little shudder ran through her body, and she arched her back as she kicked her feet down. Kevin’s palms echoed with tingling memories. He was thinking about what it had been like when he could touch his girlfriend like that. He was thinking about how badly he wanted to climb out of that chair and walk over to her.

But he wasn’t good enough. He wasn’t strong enough. He couldn’t break free. He hadn’t even been smart enough to recognize this trap for what it was.

And now, his girlfriend was with another guy, but Kevin couldn’t do anything to stop it!

Part of him kept thinking that he needed to rise to his feet, stride forward, and say, “I’m not going to let you do this. That’s my girl.”

Maybe they could even fight. They could start throwing punches, and Kevin could get lucky…

But it would have to be luck. That much was obvious. Darren was bigger and stronger. He was the kind of powerful specimen who really could get any girl he wanted. Kevin tried to imagine what that would be like. When he thought of his own romantic history, he thought of struggling on the apps, going to bars and parties, asking girls out, only to get rejected again and again. He had some success, but the numbers were never going to be good. His averages were never going to be impressive.

There was more he wanted and needed to say. If he addressed her, he could have said something like, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry for what I said, but you don’t have to do this!”

Then he saw that look of lust as it danced across her face. There was that stretch of her lips as her mouth opened. Her lips parted, and she moaned with another rush of ecstasy, all because Darren was touching her. His hands slid along her skin, trailing those little sparks of excitement. Then he pinched her nipples. She loved it!

Kevin had tried to do things like that for his girlfriend, but he had never been able to provoke those kinds of reactions or responses.

Darren wasn’t just bigger and taller and stronger.

He had skills.

Something inside of Kevin shriveled. At the same time, he looked down at his manhood, and he saw that same erection from before.

What was wrong with him? Why couldn’t he stop it?

At the very least, he had to grab control over his own body. He tried, but he failed completely. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it! He couldn’t even turn his head or look away…

Within moments, he had his eyes back on that other couple. He was watching Darren as that man continued to fondle and tease and stimulate that girl.

She was so beautiful, especially as she rolled her eyes and cried out as another rush of ecstasy shot through her.

Perhaps she had already enjoyed a small orgasm.

If so, it didn’t matter because Darren wasn’t done with her!

“Stop this! Stop it right now! You can’t do this! You can’t get away with this!” Kevin tried to shout out, but the gag in his mouth made it impossible. His girlfriend seemed to enjoy that. She tilted her head to the side right as Darren shifted. He still had one hand on her left breast. With his other hand, he reached between her legs, and her eyes went wide with that rush, shock and realization. But then he penetrated her, sliding one finger along her opening before he slid down, stretching the walls of her pussy. She arched her back, raised her knees, giving him even easier access.

Darren turned back to Kevin. He didn’t say anything even as their eyes met for just a second. He didn’t have to.

He touched her and rubbed her, playing with her. He made her come!

Reflexively, Kevin tried to wonder if he had ever made his girlfriend climax that fast. He didn’t think so.

Darren pulled his hand from between her legs, and he raised his fingers to her mouth. “Lick them, clean for me,” he commanded. Yes, it was an order.

If Kevin had ever tried to say something like that, she would have laughed. If she had been in a particularly bad mood, she would have shoved him back, sneered, and said something about respect. It would have been this long lecture.

With this guy, however, those same rules didn’t apply.

Watching him with something close to adoration, Stacy parted her lips, raised her head, and she wrapped her mouth around his fingers as she sucked them clean.

Then he shoved her down again, and she let out a little squeak. He held her down, one hand on her neck. With the other hand, he started to stroke her again.

At this point, Kevin still felt like he had to say something. He was trying so hard to find the words, even though he couldn’t articulate a single one of them.

Darren stroked her. He was touching her, and her eyes got wide with fresh surprise, delight, arousal, and more. She looked up at that other man, and it was so obvious that she wanted more from him!

He could give it to her. He would.

She had gone down on him, but that didn’t matter. He had climaxed once, but he was already hard again, and yet he was still focusing on her.

He was going to touch her, tease her, play with her, and get her so worked up that she would be willing to do anything for an orgasm.

Darren stroked her and played with her, his hand moving along her pubis. His fingers slid over her pussy. Then he pressed down again, and she arched her back as she bit down. “That, that feels so good!” Stacy hissed, stuttering as the passion swept across her body.

This felt so good for her. She was having so much fun!

“Please, I need it. Please, just give it to me!”

“Not yet,” Darren said to her. That was when he leaned down, and he grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head.

Kevin continued to watch. Gagged, naked, chained, and aroused, Kevin continued to stare at them as he drank in every second of it.

While Darren repositioned himself, Stacy glanced over at her boyfriend. She made eye contact with him. Instantly, he could hear those words. They were just imagined, but they still seemed to vibrate all across his body, “I’m with someone better than you. I’m with a real man, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me. I get to have real fun with him. You wanted someone better than me? I found someone better than you!”

She didn’t actually say any of those words.

Then again, she didn’t need to.

He could feel them race all along his body and down into the core of his being.

Kevin locked his teeth, and he was trying to think of some way to break free. He glanced down at the cuffs locked around his ankles. He thought of the chair and how it was bolted to the floor. His hands remained trapped behind his back, and he couldn’t even touch himself!

For that, he was almost grateful. After all, his cock had never been this stiff before. And yet, he was watching his girlfriend with another guy! He was turned on by the betrayal?

What was wrong with him? Why couldn’t he control himself?

Then he forced those questions away because he was looking at Darren and Stacy as that man licked her nipples and fondled her breasts all over again. His fingers slid along at the soft contours of her breasts as he sucked, licked, and nipped at those points. He played with her nipples, and it wasn’t long before Stacy started to whimper and moan all over again. She made those desperate little sounds, all because this man knew exactly what he was doing. He understood how to stimulate a girl like her!

Darren licked her left nipple. Then he went over to her right. He was switching back-and-forth every few seconds or minutes as he took his time. He stimulated her; he made her squirm as the ecstasy swam through her body. But then he pulled back, and he looked down into her eyes.

“It’s time,” he told her.

“Yes, please,” she said.

Trapped in his chair, Kevin had never made her sound like that. He had never been able to inspire that kind of passion, lust, or longing.

But then she surprised him.

She leaned forward, and she whispered something into Darren’s ear. He smiled and nodded. He sat up, and he was seemingly waiting for her.

Stacy stretched her arms, and then she rolled off of the mattress. She landed on her feet, and she walked over to him.

They were both naked, but she was free to get up. She was free to stand. She could do whatever she wanted, all while Kevin remained trapped in his seat. “How does it feel? How does it feel to watch when I’m with a real man, someone who knows how to appreciate what he has?”

“I, I don’t know,” Kevin said.

“That’s fine with me. I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

Then she reached over to one of the dresser drawers, and she pulled something out. She held it up in front of him. The end was pinched between her fingers, but he saw the edges and grooves of that key.

She used it on his wrists. She uncuffed his hands, and suddenly he could move. At least, that was how it felt.

But then she stepped back, and he glanced down.

“You didn’t do my feet,” Kevin said, sounding lame.

“I’m not letting you go,” she said. “I’m just going to let you use your hands. Say thank you.”

“Screw you,” he shot back.

“Be respectful,” Darren said from the bed. He hadn’t raised his voice. He didn’t even sound genuinely angry. “And apologize.” Kevin didn’t want to be intimidated. He needed to incline his head and pretend that he was just as much of a man as this other guy.

But that wasn’t true.

That would never be true.

“Remember,” she said to him. “This is your fault, Kevin. You wanted comparisons? Fine. Let’s do some comparisons.” That was when she reached down, and she stroked Kevin‘s cock. Her fingers brushed along his balls, up to the base of his shaft, along his length, all the way to the tip.

At that moment, Kevin had been freed from his handcuffs. He could have reached out to her.

He didn’t. Something about her proximity paralyzed him.

Maybe it was the way she leaned forward, that condescending smile on her mouth, or something else.

When she looked at him, she didn’t see her boyfriend. She didn’t see someone she was supposed to respect. Instead, he was just this boy, and he was right there in front of her. She wrapped her fingers around his circumference, and she started to stroke him.

He needed to stop her. He couldn’t let this happen!

And yet, it felt so good.

At the same time, he showed both of them that he couldn’t really control himself.

“You can touch yourself if you want when I’m done. Because I’m not going to finish. If you want to finish well, this man has sex with me, that’s fine. I think that will tell us exactly who you are.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

“Isn’t it obvious? Don’t you know what you are now?” Stacy asked him.

Kevin opened his mouth to respond. He was trying to find the words.

Then she touched a finger to his lips, and she shook her head from side to side. “You’re a cuckold. You’re a silly little cuckold now. No matter what happens, you’re always going to remember that time your girlfriend got plowed by a better man. Even if you date someone else, it won’t matter. But then, do you really think you could date someone better than me?”

His chest rose and fell.

He didn’t remember those words. At least, he didn’t think he did. But then he blinked, he was staring at her, and he flashed back to that party, and maybe he had said it. Maybe he had used that phrase. Maybe he had talked about finding someone “better than Stacy”.

But now, she giggled. “What do you think of that, cuck?”

She wasn’t supposed to use a word like that! She wasn’t supposed to insult him this way! Most of all, that kind of taunt wasn’t supposed to be right or true or accurate… But it was.

She was naked, and this other man had licked her breasts. She had gone down on him, pleasuring him. He had fingered her. And through it all, Kevin had been able to do nothing but watch.

Worst of all, his cock remained stiff. As Kevin tried to figure out what he could do or say or how he was supposed to fight back, that other voice interrupted again.

“You didn’t apologize,” Darren said to Kevin.

Kevin blinked. He had forgotten about that part. Apparently, this man hadn’t. Worse, Darren slid off of the mattress, and he walked over to that bound boy. Kevin jumped to his feet, and he could use his hands, but then he heard the rattling of the chains around his ankles…

He was still trapped right there. He couldn’t fight.

Worse, Darren strode right up to him. With every step, that man made it abundantly clear: he was bigger, taller, stronger, and knew exactly how to fight. Again, and again, Kevin came back to that list. There were all of those reasons why this guy was just better than him.

Apparently, Darren was serious. “Tell her you’re sorry.” Kevin opened his mouth. He didn’t want to do it. He tried to fight that impulse. He was struggling hard, yet that fear persisted. It surged up from the pit of his stomach. It sent chills racing down his shoulders and along the curves of his back.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“Of course, you are,” she replied, grabbing him by his hair and jerking his head back so he had no choice but to look up at her. “That’s the kind of guy you are, Kevin. You’re pathetic. You want to be in charge. You think you’re special. But you’re not. You are a pathetic little cuckold, and now I’m going to do whatever I want with you. Don’t worry. You can leave if you want. Just like you didn’t have to watch.”

“I’m still chained to the floor,” he said, his voice small.

“Too bad for you,” she replied, turning and sashaying back to her lover. “I’m busy.” That was when she climbed back onto the bed, and Darren grabbed her. He pinned her, and he licked her neck, he sucked her nipples, and he made her moan all over again.

But that was just a quick appetizer because she wanted something else.

He had been hard this whole time, and now he was ready for more. He grabbed that girl, and he rolled her onto her stomach. She braced herself on her elbows and knees.

Kevin had to turn away. He had to stop watching! But then he looked down at his hand, and he realized his fingers had already wrapped around his own cock.

No…

There was no way.

He wasn’t going to do that. He wasn’t going to make that mistake!

Biting down, Kevin tried so hard to fight that urge. Despite his best efforts and every ounce of willpower he possessed, he was watching. He was studying them, gazing longingly, even as something inside of his chest tightened because he realized that girl would never want to be with him again!

Kevin was never going to be able to compete.

Darren shoved forward, thrusting his wet cock into her tight opening. She charged back again. She shoved her elbows down against the mattress, and he stretched the walls of her pussy. But this time, he wasn’t just using his fingers. Instead, it was that enormous shaft as he penetrated her and made her shiver and moan and cry out. Those sounds smacked into Kevin, all because he knew he could never provoke those kinds of noises from a girl like her.

He was too small, too weak, too pathetic…

Darren didn’t have those problems. With expert ease and effortless skill, he plunged into that girl, thrusting. He had his hands on her hips, and he showed her just how good it could feel!

He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast from one moment to the next until he was almost there.

“Please. Please, give it to me!”

How many seconds had elapsed? How many minutes had gone by?

Shining sweat appeared on her brow. Not only that, Kevin found his eyes darting along her face to that point of connection between them. This man rammed into her. He took what he wanted, shoving hard just like before. He was an animal. He was a beast. He was unstoppable, and that was everything she craved!

Kevin was touching himself.

He looked down, and he saw his hand slide along his length over and over again. He was doing it without thinking. He was doing it, and he told himself to stop, but there was this incredible itch, this overwhelming compulsion. It was everything, his body craved!

He squeezed harder, and then he blew his load, pumping, thrusting, humping his own hand as he sat there. He was still chained in place, but he didn’t have to do it. He could have been able to stop himself. He should have been able to stop himself!

But he didn’t, and now he was spent, and that was when he heard Darren grunt with satisfaction as Stacy cried out. She screamed again, letting the ecstasy swarm through her body. Pure bliss and raw pleasure coursed through her veins.

That man finished.

“I’ll see you later, babe,” Darren said, leaning down and kissing her on the cheek. He grabbed his clothes and exited the room. Within a few seconds, there was nothing but the musk of sex lingering on the air to let anyone know what had just happened.

Kevin was still there, seated and spent.

His shoulders were slumped forward, and he stared down at a random spot on the floor.

“What happens now?” Stacy asked her boyfriend.

“Isn’t that what I’m supposed to be asking?”

“Kevin, you’ve never really appreciated me, but I still care about you. So I have an alternative for you. You can be my cuckold boyfriend if you want. You can be my good, obedient cuckold boyfriend, and you can take me out, and I will give you treats if you’ve earned them. But I get to do whatever I want. If I can find someone better, then I get to be with someone better. How does that sound?”

He raised his head, and he looked back at her.

If he had been able to conjure his dignity, then he would have laughed and insisted he would never agree to anything like that! Maybe he had been pathetic enough to watch it and enjoy it as his girlfriend got plowed by a bigger man, but he wasn’t going to agree to anything in the future!

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he searched for the words. He was trying to figure out what he could or should say.

“Yes,” he said.

“Is that because I’m the best you’re ever going to get?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Good. Then close your eyes and keep them shut.”

“Why? What are you going to do?”

“Eyes closed right now,” she ordered.

He bit down, locking his jaw, but Kevin obeyed nonetheless.

He was still seated there, and she came up to him. She opened a drawer. She pulled out several items. He thought he could hear something clink or rattle, but he wasn’t sure. Then she grabbed his dick, and she slipped it inside of something. He wanted to open his eyes, but that girl had been severe. He knew he couldn’t do it. Once again, he was a coward.

Then she pulled something up underneath his balls. Next, he could feel some stiff tension along his shaft.

Click.

“Open your eyes. You can look now,” she said, granting him the kind of permission he wasn’t supposed to need.

But then he saw it.

“Is that a chastity device?” Kevin asked. He had seen them online before but he had never worn anything like this, so he still clung to some slender thread of hope.

“It is,” she said. “And don’t worry. The key is nice and safe. You’re never going to find it. If you want out, you’re going to have to be a good boy because that’s how our relationship works now. You belong to me.”

“Fine. Whatever. Just unchain me,” he said.

Remarkably, she did! She let him go, and then she leaned forward and whispered, “You know, I haven’t gotten a chance to clean up yet. I think it’s time for you to make yourself useful. You’re going to clean both of us up, in fact.”

“What?” Kevin asked, even as the fear strained his voice.

Despite the look of dread flashing across his face, Stacy casually called out to the living room, “Darren, can you come back here?”

Her lover reappeared.

He glanced down at Kevin‘s imprisoned cock and chuckled.

“What is it, babe?”

“Kevin here wants to get you cleaned up. You haven’t washed off or anything, have you?”

“Nope,” said the other man.

Darren glanced back at his girlfriend. Quivering now, he shook his head from side to side.

“How long are you going to stay locked up?” Stacy asked, even though she was the one who knew where the key was hidden. “Just a few days? Just a few weeks? Maybe months?” She sounded distantly curious, like she wasn’t really worried about what the answer would be.

More importantly, she made it sound like it was his decision.

“You’re joking.”

“I’m not,” she said. That was all she needed to tell him. Her voice was level, her expression calm.

“Please, you can’t make me do this.”

“Yeah, I can,” she said. “But it’s fine. I’m not surprised. You just need some help, don’t you?” That was when she grabbed him by his hair, and she yanked, pulling him forward and dragging him across the room before she shoved him to his knees. He fell in front of Darren!

That other man unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and it still glistened with her juices.

Stacy put both of her hands on the sides of his head, and she forced him to look up at that cock. Remarkably, it was already hard again. Darren was excited, probably because he knew exactly what he was going to experience and how good it would feel.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” Kevin  insisted, making it sound like a reason why he could stop right then and there.

“Suck his cock, clean like a good little cuckold,” she commanded.

Something about her voice forced him to cooperate, so he licked his lips, closed his eyes, and wrapped his mouth around the shaft of another man! Stacy still held onto the sides of his head. She forced him to take that shaft inch by inch until his eyes widened. He was staring up. He saw that powerful figure poised above him. At the same time, he nearly choked. Still, Stacy didn’t allow him to stop! Instead, she slid his mouth up and down along Darren‘s shaft. Inch by inch, he licked and sucked just as he had been ordered to do. He could taste the ejaculate, the juices, and the degradation.

But then she finally let go, and he sputtered it back.

“My turn,” she said, sitting on the edge of the bed as she spread her legs.

Kevin glanced over at her. He saw her opening, and he understood what she meant. “Lick me clean, cocky.”

This time, it was Darren’s turn. He zipped up his pants and said, “you heard the lady.”

He understood that if he crossed this line, he would never be able to get his dignity back. He would always be owned. He would be locked up. He really would be her cuckold boyfriend, and she would have the key to his cage, and she could keep him locked up. She could make him do whatever she wanted!

When he had first arrived at her apartment that night, they had been equals. But that was gone now.

And now, he had this one last opportunity to escape.

He didn’t. Instead, he crawled. He crawled like a good little cuckold slave. He made his way across the floor, and then he raised his head. She reached down, touched her fingers to the back of his skull, and forced his face right up against her pussy.

He licked, and he tasted it all over again. She laughed as she told him, “Kevin, this is how it works now! This is your life now! I get to be with any man I want, and you’re going to do everything I say! Don’t worry. You’re going to get to clean up after both of us, and I’m going to keep that chair right there for you. This way, you can watch, and I’ll get to decide whether or not you’re locked up. How does that sound? Does that sound good?” He whimpered as his tongue darted along her pussy, and he discovered those same flavors from before. Revulsion swept through him, but he didn’t stop. He licked, cleaning her just as she expected and demanded.

“Oh, I guess you can’t talk right now, can you? You’re busy. Don’t worry. You will get lots of opportunities to think about the deal you just made!”

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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