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Introduction


You are reading book 8 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas.

The Contracted Weekend is a little different to the others in this cuckold series; it focuses on BDSM – submission and ownership. The cuckolding in this book is possibly less 'hard-core' than my others. The husband helps to organise the weekend with 'Sir' – and he's not humiliated in the traditional sense. BUT: he isn't in control – the new master certainly owns both the wife and the husband equally. There is contact between the husband and Sir – a rather hot shared oral moment. Pegging also makes an appearance (wife with a strap-on).

So if you're not into that (hubby isn't gay… or really Bi-sexual – he just wants to serve his wife's new master) – this book probably isn't for you.

My wife Rachel was very much was involved in writing this book – providing the outline idea, and helping to sharpen the submission and ownership details. Let's just say it's very much an area of her interest. If you've not read her books, I've included her details at the end of the book as co-author.

Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

Thank you, Chris.


Trigger Warning


Content Advisory: This book contains adult themes that some readers may find intense, including:

Explicit sexual content and graphic descriptions

BDSM practices including bondage, impact play, and orgasm denial

Cuckolding scenarios involving a third party

Chastity devices and extended denial

Male bisexual curiosity and MMF sexual contact

Power exchange and consensual humiliation

Pegging and anal play

Emotional intensity and psychological exploration of submission

All activities depicted are consensual between adults. Safewords and aftercare are explicitly shown.


one
TERMS
Threshold


Ryan's hands were slick on the steering wheel, palms slippery with sweat. He wiped them on his jeans. Again. Third time since pulling off the motorway.

The wipers swept the windscreen in a steady rhythm, thunk-thunk, thunk-thunk, smearing mist and the first soft drops of rain into streaks. The lane had narrowed twenty minutes ago, hedgerows pressing close enough to scrape the wing mirrors, and now it opened onto gravel. The house sat at the end of the drive: pale grey render, symmetrical windows, black door, slate roof slick and dark with wet. Three oak trees framed it, branches tossing in the wind. It looked like something out of a period drama. It looked like the sort of place where people made decisions they couldn't take back.

Ryan cut the engine. Silence slammed in, too loud, broken only by rain tapping on leaves and the tick-tick-tick of the cooling motor.

This was it.

Six months he'd spent researching this with his wife Kimberly. Three months vetting Sir, reading references from other couples, holding two way video interviews until he could recite the man's limits and negotiation style by heart. Limits discussed over email and video calls, traffic-light safewords agreed upon and tested in clumsy roleplay in their bedroom at home. One week of checking-in – ensuring this was what Kimberly and himself really wanted.

And now: a long weekend to prove he could give Kimberly what she needed, to prove he wasn't a coward.

Be good. Just be good.

"You alright, babe?"

Ryan blinked. Turned. Kimberly was watching him, one hand warm on his knee. Her honey-blonde hair loose around her shoulders, makeup done in the car; eyeliner sharp, plum lipstick perfect, cheeks flushed pink like she'd already been touched. She looked radiant. She looked ready.

"Yeah." His voice came out level, steadier than the hammer of his pulse. "You?"

Her grin was wicked. "I'm fucking perfect."

She squeezed his knee, then leaned across the console to kiss his cheek. Her perfume wrapped around him, something floral and warm that made him think of summer gardens and sex. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright, pupils wide.

"I love you," she said. "Thank you for this. For all of it."

Something hot and tight swelled in Ryan's chest. He laced his fingers through hers, squeezed. "I love you too."

"You're nervous."

It wasn't a question. Ryan nodded. "A bit. What if I, I don't know, fuck something up? What if Sir thinks I'm-"

"Stop." Kimberly's fingers laced tighter through his, firm and warm. "Sir chose us. He wouldn't be here if he didn't think we could handle it. And if something goes wrong, we use the safeword. That's what they're for."

She was right. Of course she was right. But the thought of disappointing Sir, of fucking up some unspoken test in the first hour, of seeing that calm, patient face go disappointed, made Ryan's stomach clench hard.

Kimberly kissed him again, on the mouth this time, slow and deliberate. Her tongue flicked against his lower lip, teasing, and then she was gone, pulling back with a soft wet sound. A faint plum stain marked Ryan's mouth.

"Come on," she said. "Let's get inside before you change your mind."

The rain was soft but insistent, misting their faces as they got out. Ryan popped the boot and pulled out their leather holdall. It wasn't large; they'd only packed essentials. Lube, toys, Kimberly's black lingerie, Ryan's running kit for Sunday, phone chargers, a couple of changes of clothes. Everything else was already here or would arrive with Sir.

Kimberly grabbed her bag and hurried to the porch, heels sharp on wet gravel. Ryan followed, holdall heavy on his shoulder, key code looping in his head like a mantra. Four digits. Don't fuck it up. The lockbox was mounted beside the door. Once opened, he had the door key in his palm, edges biting into his skin.

He unlocked the door and stepped inside.

The entrance hall smelled of beeswax polish and faint damp plaster, old house smell, comforting and strange. Black-and-white chequered floor, slightly uneven underfoot. A narrow staircase on the right, dark wood banister worn smooth. Cream walls, picture rail, a gilt-framed mirror opposite the door reflecting Ryan's pale face and Kimberly's flushed one. The overhead light, a frosted glass globe, cast a warm glow that made the space feel smaller, more intimate than it probably was in daylight.

Ryan set the bag down. The door closed behind them with a soft thud that echoed faintly, and then silence.

Kimberly exhaled, turned a slow circle. "It's gorgeous."

"Yeah." Ryan checked his watch. 6.23 PM. "Sir said seven. We've got forty minutes or so."

"Let's check the bedroom." Kimberly was already heading for the stairs, one hand trailing along the banister.

Ryan followed, counting the steps without thinking: third one creaked, seventh one creaked. An anxious habit. Upstairs the hallway was narrow, with three doors. Kimberly opened the first: bathroom, white metro tiles, roll-top tub in the centre, skylight above showing darkening sky. She hummed approval and moved to the second door.

Ryan stepped in behind her and stopped. The main bedroom was perfect.

The four-poster bed dominated the room: dark wood, no canopy, queen-size mattress already made with crisp white sheets. The corners were tight, hospital-neat, but Ryan's fingers still itched to redo them, to make sure they were right. Two tall sash windows overlooked the garden, rain streaking the glass. A wingback armchair sat at the foot of the bed, angled slightly left. The fireplace was cold, unlit, but the mantel held three pillar candles in plain glass holders, and a large box of matches. Bedside tables flanked the bed, one on each side. A wardrobe against the far wall. A full-length mirror in the corner, angled just so.

The room smelled of lavender and wood polish, clean and waiting.

Kimberly crossed to the bed and sat, testing the mattress. It was firm. She bounced once, lightly, then looked over her shoulder at Ryan, eyes bright and wicked.

"He's going to fuck me here."

Ryan's cock thickened in his jeans, instant and helpless. The ache started low in his belly, spreading, tightening. Yes. And he'd watch. He'd kneel at the foot of the bed, hands on his thighs, and watch Sir take her apart. Watch her come on her new master’s cock. Watch her need it.

I'll hold her hand if Sir lets me. I'll earn the right to touch her.

His face went hot. His cock pressed hard against his zip, and he shifted his weight, trying to ease the pressure. Kimberly's grin widened. She knew. She always knew.

Ryan unpacked with the same careful precision he used to arrange manuscripts on his desk at work. Everything had its place. Everything had to be right.

Kimberly's lingerie went into the top drawer of the dresser: black stockings with lace tops, matching bra, no knickers - she'd insisted, grinning when she'd packed them. Ryan smoothed the stockings once, feeling the slide of nylon under his palm, before closing the drawer.

Perfect. Or close enough. Sir will probably check.

"Ryan."

He turned. Kimberly was still on the bed, leaning back on her elbows now, legs stretched out in front of her. Her boots were off. Her dress had ridden up slightly, enough that he could see the pale skin of her inner thigh, smooth and soft and his.

Except she wasn't. Not this weekend. This weekend she was Sir's.

"Breathe," she said.

Ryan realised he'd been holding his breath. He let it out slowly, tried to relax his shoulders. Failed.

Kimberly tilted her head, smile teasing. "You want to touch me?"

God, yes. He wanted to kneel between her legs, push the dress higher, press his mouth to her thigh and work his way up until she was squirming and wet. He wanted to taste her, make her come on his tongue before Sir even arrived, mark her as his one last time before he handed her over.

"Yes," Ryan said.

"Too bad." Her grin was affectionate, sharp-edged. "Sir gets me first. You know that."

Ryan nodded. His cock was fully hard now, pressing uncomfortably against the zip, the ache spreading into his balls. He shifted again, trying to ignore it. Couldn't.

Kimberly swung her legs off the bed and stood, smoothing her dress down over her hips. She checked her phone. "Six forty-seven. He'll be here soon. I'm going to fix my makeup."

She kissed Ryan's cheek as she passed, trailing her fingers across his chest, nails catching lightly on the fabric of his shirt. Picked up the washbags, and then she was gone, bathroom door clicking shut, water running in the sink.

Ryan sat on the edge of the bed.

His hands rested on his knees, fingers pressing into denim. His heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat, in his wrists, in the base of his cock. He looked at the chair angled at the foot of the bed, the mirror in the corner reflecting white sheets and his own pale, anxious face.

He imagined Kimberly tied to the bedposts, wrists bound in leather, legs spread wide. Imagined kneeling beside the chair while Sir sat there, calm and broad-shouldered and in control, one hand heavy in Ryan's hair. Imagined a chastity cage locked around his cock, cold steel biting into the base of his shaft, the key hanging on a thin chain around Sir's neck where it belonged.

Don't fuck this up. He's trusting you. She's trusting you. Earn it.

His cock was still half-hard, aching dully. He wanted to touch himself. He didn't. Sir got him first. Sir got everything first.

Headlights swept across the window, white and sudden.

Ryan stood, crossed to the glass, pulse kicking higher. A dark saloon pulled into the drive, engine deeper than the Audi's, quieter, confident. The driver's door opened and a man got out.

Tall, broad-shouldered, dark coat down to his knees. He carried a large leather case in one hand, a garment bag slung over the other arm, and he moved with economy, no wasted gestures, everything deliberate. Even from up here Ryan could see it: the confidence, the control, the way he held himself like a man who knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it.

Sir.

Ryan's mouth went dry. His cock gave a helpless throb.

He turned from the window and headed for the stairs on unsteady legs. Kimberly emerged from the bathroom just as he reached the landing. Fresh lipstick, plum and perfect. Hair brushed smooth. She caught his eye, smiled, and followed him down.

They reached the entrance hall together, stood side by side in front of the door. Ryan's hand hovered near the handle. His palm was damp again. Fuck.

The doorbell rang: two chimes, old-fashioned brass, clear and bright and final.

Ryan's heart slammed once, hard.
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The Man at the Door

Up close, the man on the doorstep was taller than Ryan had expected. Taller, broader, more. Shoulders that filled the doorframe and made Ryan's own chest feel narrow, insufficient. Dark hair, short at the sides, longer on top, silver threading the temples. Trimmed beard, neat and shaped. Hazel eyes that locked onto Ryan's and didn't blink, didn't waver, just assessed him like Ryan was an equation to be solved.

Ryan's mouth went dry. His pulse kicked. This is him. This is Sir.

The man wore dark trousers, tailored, sharp enough to make Ryan aware of his own jeans and creased shirt. A plain grey shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows, forearms lean and strong. Leather boots, well-worn, expensive-looking. Rain beaded on his waxed coat, and when he shifted, Ryan caught the scent of him: cedar, wet air, something clean and simple and authoritative. It made Ryan want to step back. Made him want to kneel.

"Ryan," the man said. His voice was low, exact, no wasted syllables. "Kimberly."

A statement that said he knew exactly who they were.

Ryan's tongue was thick in his mouth. "Yes. Sir."

The word slipped out before he'd even decided to say it. Sir. His own voice, saying it aloud, not in a chat window, not in his head at three in the morning with his cock in his hand. Here. Now. To this man's face. Heat slammed through Ryan's chest, down into his belly, straight into his cock. He felt it swell, trapped in his jeans, and prayed Sir couldn't see.

Sir. Not David, not Mr Blake. Sir.

Sir stepped inside, rain-smell and presence filling the hallway, and set down the leather case and garment bag with care, movements deliberate and unhurried. Then he turned and extended his hand.

Ryan took it. Sir's grip was firm, warm, swallowing Ryan's hand whole. Long fingers, calloused at the pads, wrapped around Ryan's knuckles and held. Three seconds. Four. Hazel eyes locked onto his, unblinking, and Ryan couldn't look away. His pulse hammered in his throat, his wrist, the base of his cock. He tried to keep his hand steady. Failed. His fingers trembled against Sir's palm, and Sir's mouth curved, barely, before he let go.

Ryan's hand felt cold after.

Sir turned to Kimberly.

"Kimberly."

He took her hand, shook it the same way, firm and deliberate, but held it a beat longer. His thumb stroked once across her knuckles, slow and claiming, before he released her.

Kimberly's breath hitched. Ryan heard it, sharp and sudden, and his gaze snapped to her. Her pupils were blown wide, black swallowing the blue. A flush crept up her throat, stained her cheeks rose-pink, and her lips parted.

She was already gone. Already his.

Ryan's cock throbbed. Fuck. He wanted to watch Sir touch her. Wanted to see her melt under those long, certain hands. Wanted it so badly his teeth ached.

Sir closed the door behind him, shutting out the rain and the cold and the last thread of normal life. He wiped his boots on the mat, precise, then straightened and looked at them both. Ryan felt pinned under that gaze. Kimberly swayed slightly, and Ryan wanted to reach for her hand but didn't. Wasn't sure if he was allowed.

"The drive was fine," Sir said. "No traffic."

Ryan realised he should say something. Anything. "Good. That's, uh, that's good. We got here about half six. The house is, it's lovely. The bedroom's upstairs, first door on the right, we've unpacked, everything's ready, I think, I mean, if there's anything you need-"

"Ryan."

Sir's voice wasn't sharp. Just calm, steady, a single word that cut through Ryan's babbling like a knife through fog. Ryan's mouth closed. His face burned.

"Calm yourself."

Ryan breathed. His shoulders dropped half an inch. The tightness in his chest eased, just slightly, and he nodded. "Yes, Sir."

Sir's gaze flicked to Kimberly, then back to Ryan. "Have you eaten?"

Kimberly shook her head. "We were too nervous."

"Understandable." Sir picked up his case and garment bag, movements easy, controlled. "We'll have tea first. Then the contract. Then dinner. I brought soup, bread, cheese. Nothing elaborate. You'll both need your energy this weekend."

Ryan's stomach clenched. This weekend. It felt like stepping off a cliff.

Kimberly smiled, quick and bright, already trying to please. "I'll make the tea, shall I?"

"No."

One word. Gentle, but absolute, and it hit Ryan like a hand on his chest. Sir's gaze rested on Kimberly, warm but utterly firm, and she froze. Her smile wobbled, then steadied, but Ryan saw the flush deepen on her throat. Saw her swallow.

"Until contracts are signed, neither of you serves without my instruction. Understood?"

Ryan's breath stuttered. Neither of you. He wasn't in charge anymore. Kimberly wasn't in charge. Sir was. The contract hadn't even been signed yet, and Sir had already taken them.

Kimberly's voice was soft. "Yes, Sir."

Sir looked at Ryan. Waited.

Ryan's throat was tight, dry. "Yes, Sir."

"Good." Sir gestured towards the drawing room with one hand, easy authority. "Shall we?"

He moved first, carrying his things, boots silent on the chequered floor despite their weight. Ryan hovered for a second, muscles twitching with the urge to help, to carry the case, to do something, but Sir hadn't asked. So Ryan didn't offer. He just followed, Kimberly beside him, her hand brushing his briefly, warm and trembling, before falling away.

The drawing room was warmer than the hall, the host must have come earlier, as a fire was crackling in the grate. Sir set his case down beside the sofa, hung the garment bag carefully over the back of one of the wingback chairs, then turned to face them both. The room felt smaller with him in it. The air felt thicker.

"Sit," he said.

Kimberly sat on the sofa, perched on the edge, hands folded in her lap. Ryan sat beside her, leaving space between them without thinking about it. His thigh didn't touch hers. He didn't know if that was allowed. Didn't know all the rules yet.

Sir remained standing, hands loose at his sides, watching them with that same calm, assessing gaze. Ryan wanted to look away. Couldn't.

"First things first," Sir said. "Are you both still green?"

Ryan blinked. "Green?"

"Traffic lights remember. Green means go. Amber means slow down, check in. Red means stop immediately, scene ends, aftercare begins. Are you green?"

Green. The word sat in Ryan's chest like a stone. This was it. Last chance to back out. Last chance to say amber or red or I'm not sure or maybe we should think about this. But he didn't want to back out. He wanted this. Needed it. Had needed it for years.

Kimberly nodded, quick and certain. "Green."

Ryan swallowed. His voice came out rougher than he'd meant. "Green. Yes. Green, Sir."

Sir's mouth curved, just slightly. "Good. Then let's begin."
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Red Marbles, Black Ink

Sir's hands moved to the case, fingers steady on the latches. Ryan's breath snagged in his throat.

The lid opened. The interior was organised - no, perfect. Compartmentalised, every object slotted into place like a surgeon's kit. Coiled rope, natural jute, rough-looking. Three canes, different widths, resting in a padded sleeve. A leather strap, folded in half, darker at the crease. Nipple clamps. A violet wand in foam. Condoms in a neat stack. A slim black folder - contracts, had to be. And several velvet pouches of differing sizes, drawstrings pulled tight.

Ryan's cock was already thickening in his jeans. Fuck. He wanted to look away. Couldn't.

Kimberly leant forward, eyes wide, lips parted. Ryan wanted to reach for her hand. Didn't. What if Sir saw? What if it looked needy, or weak, or-

Sir pulled three printed documents from the folder, set them on the coffee table, fanned out like playing cards. A pen followed, matte black, expensive. "We'll read through this together." His voice was calm, measured, no rush. "You'll initial each page. Sign the last. If anything makes you uncomfortable, speak now."

Ryan's mouth was dry, tongue stuck to the roof of it. They'd gone through all of this online-months of emails, video calls at midnight when Kimberly was already asleep beside him, vetting forms he'd filled out at his desk at work with the door locked. But seeing it here, printed, formal, real, made his pulse kick hard enough he could feel it in his wrists.

Sir settled into the chair opposite them, elbows on the armrests, fingers steepled. The single lamp cast enough light that Ryan could see every line of Sir's face. The crease between his brows. The shadow under his jaw. The faint grey at his temples. Calm. Patient. Utterly in control.

Ryan's hands were sweating.

"Duration," Sir began. "Friday, seven PM, to Monday, ten AM. Sixty-three hours. You'll sleep here. Eat here. You will not leave the property unless there's an emergency or a safeword is used. Agreed?"

"Yes, Sir," Kimberly said, breathless already.

Ryan nodded, swallowed. "Agreed, Sir."

Sir turned the page. "Safewords. Red means full stop. Scene ends, aftercare begins immediately, no questions asked. Amber means slow down, check in, adjust. Green means continue. If you're gagged, two sharp grunts equal red. One long hum equals amber. If you can't speak or make sound, raise your palm flat." He demonstrated, hand up, fingers together, steady. "That's red. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir." Ryan's voice was steadier this time. He'd practised this. He knew this.

"Good. Hard limits." Sir's gaze moved between them, settling on Kimberly first. "State yours."

She sat up straighter, chin lifted. "Toilet stuff. Permanent marks. Being filmed."

"Noted." Sir's pen moved across his own copy, quick scratches. "Ryan?"

Ryan swallowed. His throat clicked. "Same. Oh and feminisation. Anything involving my arse without - um, without extensive prep."

Sir's mouth twitched. Not quite a smile, but close. "Understood. Prep will be thorough if we go there." He made another note, quick and precise. "Soft limits. Things you're curious about but haven't tried or aren't certain of. Kimberly?"

"Harder impact play than I've had before." Her voice was breathier now, that tell Ryan knew so well. "I want to try it. I want to see how much I can take."

Ryan's cock thickened against his zip. She was wet already. He could hear it in her voice, that slight rasp, the way her words softened at the edges. God. She wanted this. Wanted Sir to hurt her, to mark her, to push her past anything Ryan had ever dared.

Sir nodded, wrote. "Ryan?"

"Oral service." Ryan's voice cracked. "To you."

The words fell into the room like stones. His face burned, chest to ears, that familiar flush he couldn't control. "I've never - I mean, with Kimberly, helping. But I've never actually, I don't know if I can-"

"You'll know when the moment comes," Sir said, calm, no judgement, no pity. "I won't force it. But if I offer, and you say yes, I expect commitment. Clear?"

Ryan's throat was so tight he could barely breathe. "Yes, Sir."

Sir turned another page, smooth, unhurried. "Protocol. You'll both always address me as Sir unless I tell you otherwise. You'll kneel when instructed. Neither of you will orgasm without my explicit permission." He paused, let that settle. "Ryan, you'll often be caged."

He reached into the velvet pouch, pulled out a stainless steel chastity device, small and gleaming, set it on the table between them. The metal caught the lamplight, cold and final.

Ryan stared at it. His cock pulsed, already imagining the bite of steel around the base.

"Kimberly, you'll be collared." Sir produced a soft leather collar from the case, narrow, black, brass buckle. "I'll remove it for sleep unless you ask me to leave it on."

Kimberly's hand lifted, fingers hovering near her throat, not quite touching. "I want it on, Sir." Her voice was quiet, sure. "All weekend."

Sir's smile was brief, approving. "We'll see how you feel after the first night."

He set the collar beside the cage. Ryan couldn't look away from either. Collar. Cage. Ownership made visible.

"The token economy."

Sir pulled another velvet pouch open, tipped it over the cut-glass bowl on the mantel. Red marbles spilt out, clinking softly, tumbling over each other, catching the lamplight. Twenty. Thirty. Ryan counted automatically, couldn't help it. Small, smooth, blood-red like glass cherries.

"Each marble represents five thrusts," Sir said. "Ryan, you'll earn them through service. Cleaning, cooking, obedience. Taking discipline well. I can add marbles when you please me. I can remove them when you fail."

Ryan's stomach twisted. Five thrusts. That was all. Five strokes into Kimberly's cunt and then Sir would tell him to stop, to pull out, to wait. He'd need - what, ten marbles just to fuck her properly? Fifteen? Twenty?

Sir reached into a pocket and pulled out a single black marble, larger and heavier than the red. Held it up between thumb and forefinger. "Black marbles are special. They cost fifteen red. Then you may trade one black marble for the Guest Privilege."

Ryan's pulse spiked. Kimberly's breath hitched beside him.

"The Guest Privilege." Sir's gaze moved between them, unhurried. "I invite another man here. He fucks Kimberly, while you watch and serve. I select him. I control the scene. You do exactly as I tell you. If you want that, you trade one black marble. Understood?"

The image hit Ryan like a fist: a total strangers cock, probably bigger than his, stretching Kimberly's cunt until her lips went pale around it. Her back arching off the bed. Ryan kneeling beside her, maybe, holding her ankle, or at the foot of the bed, watching her toes curl, watching some stranger's balls slap against her arse while she sobbed the man’s name - and Ryan's cock would be locked away and useless, leaking into the cage. He'd want to watch, and that was the worst part, the best part, the part that made his throat close and his balls ache and his face burn with shame and arousal so tangled he couldn't tell them apart anymore.

"Understood, Sir." His voice came out hoarse, wrecked already, and they hadn't even started.

"Aftercare is mandatory," Sir finished. "After every major scene, I'll check in. Water and blankets, touch and conversation. You'll tell me what worked, what didn't. This isn't negotiable."

He tapped the contracts, three sharp clicks. "Questions?"

Kimberly leant forward, hands on her knees. "Can I come as many times as you let me, Sir?"

"Yes. I'll decide when and how. You'll beg beautifully, and I'll consider it."

She shivered, visible, full-body, and Ryan's cock ached so hard it hurt. She was gone already, wet and ready. She wasn’t his for the next sixty-three hours. She was Sir's.

"Ryan?" Sir prompted.

Ryan's throat closed. He forced the words out. "What if I don't earn enough marbles? To be with Kimberly?"

Sir's gaze held his, steady, merciless, no comfort in it. "Then you won't. This weekend doesn't guarantee you sex with your wife. It guarantees you structure, her pleasure, and my attention. Earn it."

Earn it.

Ryan's chest felt hollow. He nodded, couldn't speak, just nodded.

"Yes, Sir," he managed finally, barely a whisper.

Sir slid the contracts forward across the table. "You’ve read these already at home, so initial each page. Sign the last."

They obeyed.

Ryan reached for the pen. His hand shook, not badly, but enough that Kimberly would see, enough that Sir would see. He pressed the nib to the first page, initialled the margin. Again. Again. His signature at the bottom of the last page came out messier than usual, the tail of the r too long, but it was done. Black ink on white paper. Binding.

Sixty-three hours. We are his for sixty-three hours.

Kimberly signed hers beside him, her handwriting neat, looping, confident. Sir counter-signed both, dated them in the margin, filed one copy in his case with a crisp snap of the lid. Handed them each their own.

Ryan stared at his name. His cock throbbed, caged by denim and terror and want.

"These are binding for the next sixty-three hours," Sir said. "Consent can be withdrawn at any time with your safeword, but otherwise, you are mine. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir."

Sir stood, towering over them now, and Ryan's pulse spiked, breath shallow, hands still trembling. This was it. The talking was done. The contracts were signed. The marbles sat in their bowl, waiting to be earned or lost. The cage gleamed on the table.

"Strip," Sir said. "Both of you. Fold your clothes. Leave them on the armchair. Then kneel in the centre of the rug, side by side, hands on thighs."

Ryan's fingers were already moving to his shirt buttons before the words fully registered, fumbling, clumsy, eager.
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Locked and Counted

Ryan's clumsy fingers fumbled the first button. His hands were shaking, not much, but enough that the second button slipped and he had to start again, cursing himself silently. Slow down. Just do it. Don't fuck this up already.

Beside him, Kimberly had already stripped. One smooth pull, dress up and over and gone, no hesitation, no shame, and she wasn't wearing knickers. She'd sat bare-arsed in the car for an hour, shifting in her seat at the traffic lights so he could see, so he'd ache, and fuck, it had worked. His cock had been half-hard since the M25.

She bent to fold the dress, arse perfect and pale in the lamplight, and Ryan dragged his gaze away, forced himself to focus. Shirt off. Jeans next. He unbuckled his belt, the leather hissing free, and shoved his jeans down his thighs. Relief. Immediate and mortifying. His boxers were soaked at the front, the cotton clinging to the head of his cock, slick with precum. He'd been leaking for the last half hour, maybe longer, ever since Sir had explained the marbles, the cage, the way Ryan would have to earn every thrust.

Pathetic.

He folded the jeans, creased them the way his mother had taught him when he was twelve, set them on the armchair beside Kimberly's dress. Boxers next. He peeled them off, the damp fabric clinging briefly, and then he was naked, exposed, his cock jutting out, flushed and leaking, and there was nowhere to hide it, no way to pretend he wasn't already desperately, humiliatingly aroused.

The drawing room air was cool. Goosebumps rose along his arms, his thighs. The rug beneath his feet was soft, wool, muted blues and creams, and the fireplace loomed behind them, flames creating dancing shadows. Rain pattered softly against the windows. The lamp on the side table cast their own shadows long across the floor, stretching towards the dark glass.

Kimberly knelt first.

She settled onto the centre of the rug, hands resting lightly on her thighs, spine straight, chin lifted, like she'd been doing this for years, like kneeling naked in front of a stranger was the most natural thing in the world. Maybe for her it was. Ryan's knees hit the rug a beat later, too hard, jarring, and he had to adjust, shoulders back, thighs spread just enough that his cock hung heavy between them. His heart hammered in his throat.

Sir stood in front of them.

Still fully clothed. The contrast alone made Ryan's pulse spike. Sir's gaze moved over them, slow, methodical, assessing. Ryan felt it like a touch, even though Sir hadn't moved yet, hadn't reached out. The silence stretched, broken only by the rain and the faint creak of the house settling and Kimberly's breathing, faster than usual, shallow and eager.

He's seeing everything.

The freckles scattered across Ryan's shoulders. The faint pink lines around the base of his cock where they'd practised with the cage at home last week, fumbling with the lock until Kimberly had laughed and taken over. The way his nipples were already tight, though he'd never paid them much attention before. Kimberly's breasts, heavy and full, nipples peaked and dark. The flush spreading down her chest, rose-red and unmistakable. The slick sheen between her thighs.

Sir moved.

He circled them, boots soft on the rug, and Ryan forced himself still, hands pressed flat against his thighs, fingers splayed. His cock throbbed, leaking another bead of precum that slid down the underside of his shaft, and he wanted to wipe it away, wanted to hide, wanted Sir to touch her already because the waiting was unbearable.

Sir stopped in front of Kimberly.

"Eyes up."

She obeyed instantly, lifting her gaze to meet his, and Ryan watched the way her throat moved when she swallowed, the way her lips parted, unconscious, hungry. Sir cupped her jaw, his hand large and steady, tilting her face left, then right, examining her like she was something precious and breakable and his. His thumb stroked her cheekbone, a single slow drag, and Kimberly's eyelids fluttered.

"Beautiful," Sir murmured. "Open your mouth."

Kimberly's lips parted wider, obedient and hungry, and Sir fed her his fingers, two of them, pressing her tongue flat and stroking it like he owned her mouth. Saliva pooled around his knuckles, wet and filthy, dripping onto her chin, and when Sir withdrew his fingers he wiped them across her lower lip, smearing the wetness there like a mark.

"You'll take my cock here later. Practise breathing through your nose."

Kimberly nodded, wordless, and Ryan's cock ached so hard he nearly groaned aloud. He bit the inside of his cheek, tasted copper, forced himself still.

Sir turned to him.

"Eyes up."

Ryan obeyed, dragging his gaze up from the floor, from the safe neutrality of the rug, and met Sir's eyes. Hazel. Warm in the lamplight, flecked with gold and green and something unreadable. Holding Sir's gaze was hard. Every instinct screamed at Ryan to look away, to drop his eyes, to submit without being told, but he didn't. He held it, even as his pulse hammered in his throat, even as his hands trembled against his thighs.

"Good lad."

The words hit Ryan like a drug. Warm. Solid. Earned. His chest swelled, his cock leaked again, and he wanted to drop to his knees all over again, wanted to crawl forward and kiss Sir's boots, wanted to earn more.

"Shoulders back."

Ryan straightened, chest lifting, and Sir's hand settled on his shoulder, broad and firm and grounding. The touch slid down his chest, trailing over his sternum, and then Sir's fingertips circled his left nipple, barely any pressure, just testing, and Ryan gasped, sharp and broken, his whole body jerking like he'd been shocked.

He hadn't known.

Hadn't thought his nipples were sensitive, hadn't paid them any attention, but Sir's touch made them sing, made his cock leak again into the open air, made his thighs clench and his breath stutter in his chest. Fuck.

Sir smiled, just a fraction, the corner of his mouth lifting. "Noted."

He stepped back, and Ryan wanted to whimper at the loss, wanted to lean forward and chase Sir's hand, but he didn't. He stayed still. He was good.

Sir knelt between them.

The shift in height was disorienting. Sir was still fully clothed, boots and trousers and the grey shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, but now he was at their level, close enough that Ryan could smell the cedar of his aftershave, the faint rain-dampness clinging to his skin. Sir placed one hand on the back of Kimberly's neck, fingers curling possessively, and the other on Ryan's, the same firm grip, the same claiming weight.

"You belong to me this weekend. Your orgasms. Your breath. Your service. When I tell you to kneel, you kneel. When I tell you to come, you come. When I tell you to hold still while I take her and you ache, you hold still. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir."

Ryan's voice came out rougher than he'd intended, Kimberly's breathy and eager beside him, and the words tangled together in the air between them, a shared vow.

Sir's hand slid from Kimberly's neck down her spine, tracing the curve of her vertebrae, the dip of her lower back, over the swell of her arse. Then his hand round her waist, and fingers slipped between her thighs, finding her cunt, and Kimberly whimpered, high and broken, her hips tilting into his touch. Sir stroked her once, thorough, his fingers slick when he withdrew.

"Already wet. Good girl."

He brought his fingers to Ryan's mouth.

"Taste your wife."

Ryan's lips parted automatically, no thought, just obedience, and Sir fed him the slick fingers, pressing them past his teeth, onto his tongue. Ryan closed his lips around them and sucked, tasting Kimberly. Salt and musk, familiar from a thousand nights and utterly strange now, filtered through Sir's control, through the fact that it was Sir's hand in his mouth, Sir's command that put it there. Ryan's cock throbbed uselessly, leaking onto his thigh, and he wanted to touch himself, wanted relief, wanted anything except this aching emptiness.

Sir withdrew, stood, and walked to his case.

Ryan's jaw ached. His tongue still carried the taste of Kimberly's arousal, and his cock leaked another bead of precum, and he was so hard he could barely think.

Sir returned with the chastity cage. Stainless steel. Gleaming dully in the lamplight. Clinical. Functional. Inescapable.

"This stays on unless I remove it. The key will be around my neck. If the cage becomes painful, not uncomfortable, painful, you'll tell me immediately. Colour?"

"Green, Sir."

Ryan's voice didn't shake. He was proud of that.

Sir's hands were efficient, no ceremony. He lifted Ryan's average slick cock, and slid the ring around the base, behind Ryan's balls. The steel was cold, shockingly so, and Ryan hissed through his teeth as Sir adjusted the fit, snug but not crushing. The cage itself came next, curved and short, encasing Ryan's shaft, preventing any hope of a full erection. Sir threaded the lock through the holes, and the small brass padlock clicked shut.

The sound was tiny. Metallic. Final.

Locked.

Ryan's breath caught. His cock was already trying to swell, failing, the steel biting into the base of his shaft, the ring tight around his balls. It wasn't painful. Not yet. But it was there, constant and unyielding, a reminder with every breath that he wasn't his own anymore.

Sir threaded the key onto a thin silver chain and fastened it around his own neck. The key rested against Sir's sternum, small and brass and utterly out of Ryan's reach.

Sir stood, offered a hand to Kimberly first, then Ryan, pulling them both to their feet. Ryan swayed, dizzy, the cage pulling at him with every movement. Sir positioned them: Kimberly in front of him, her back pressed to his chest, his hands resting lightly on her hips. Ryan two feet away, facing them, naked and caged and trembling.

"Hold still, Ryan. Thirty breaths. I'm going to touch her. You're going to watch. If you move, you lose a marble before you've earned any. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir."

Don't move. Don't move. Be still. Be good.

Sir's hand slid around Kimberly's waist, up to cup her breast, and she gasped the moment he touched her, her head falling back against his shoulder like she'd been waiting for it, desperate for it. Sir rolled her nipple, slow and deliberate, twisting it just enough to make her whimper, and Ryan counted, voice hoarse, fists clenched so hard his nails bit into his palms.

"One."

She's so beautiful. Sir's hand on her tit. She's arching into him. I want to touch her. I can't. Be still. Be good.

"Two. Three."

Sir's other hand trailed down her belly, between her thighs, and Kimberly moaned when he found her clit, circling it with his fingertip, slick and obscene. She was soaked. Ryan could see it, could see the wetness on Sir's fingers, could smell her, musky and sweet and his wife, and his caged cock throbbed uselessly, leaking into the steel, the cage biting harder with every breath.

"Fourteen. Fifteen."

Halfway. Ryan's whole body ached. His thighs trembled. His cock leaked into the cage, the steel slick now, and he wanted to look away, wanted to close his eyes, but he couldn't, Sir had told him to watch, and he had to obey.

Sir's fingers moved faster, Kimberly's hips grinding back into his palm, and she was close, Ryan could tell, could see it in the way her thighs shook, the way her mouth fell open, soundless and desperate.

"Twenty-eight. Twenty-nine. Thirty."

Their Master stopped.

Kimberly whimpered, high and broken, her hips still moving, chasing the touch that was already gone. Sir kissed the top of her head, tender, and released her, stepping back.

He looked at Ryan.

"Well done. You didn't move."

Ryan's chest heaved. He nodded, couldn't speak, didn't trust his voice.

Sir walked to the mantel, picked up the cut-glass bowl, and set it on the coffee table in front of them. He then filled his pockets with the red marbles, as it gleamed in the lamplight, facets catching the fire Sir had lit earlier, now once again waiting to be filled.

"Tomorrow, you'll start earning. Tonight, you'll learn what it means to be mine."

He gestured towards the door.

"Upstairs. Bedroom. Kneel by the bed. I'll be up in five minutes."

Kimberly led, her hips swaying with each step, the flush spreading down her back like watercolour. Ryan followed, the cage biting with every movement, his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat, in his wrists, in the base of his locked cock. The stairs creaked beneath them, third step, seventh step, and then the hallway, cream walls and closed doors and the bedroom waiting at the end.


two
FIRST CLAIM
First Taste


The bedroom door stood open. Ryan's legs trembled as he crossed the threshold, Kimberly just ahead of him, her bare feet whispering on the floorboards. The lamps on the bedside tables threw warm light across the unmade bed, the four-poster's dark wood catching the glow, the white duvet still waiting. Smooth and pristine. Not for long.

His cock tried to swell in the cage, and the steel bit into the base of his shaft. He sucked in a breath through his teeth, shifted his weight, but it didn't help. The cage reminded him of his position now with every step: caged, denied, Sir's.

The windows were bare, curtains undrawn, rain streaking the glass in silver threads. Beyond, only darkness and the silhouettes of trees bending in the wind. They were alone out here. No neighbours. No witnesses. Just the three of them, and whatever Sir wanted to do.

Kimberly knelt first, sinking onto the rug at the foot of the bed, hands settling on her thighs, shoulders back, chin lifted. She moved like she'd been doing this for years, not minutes. Like she'd been waiting her whole life for this, for a Master to give permission to stand.

Ryan's throat tightened. She was so beautiful like this. Naked, kneeling, and ready.

He followed her example, his knees hitting the wool with a soft thud, and the cage bit again, steel digging deeper. He hissed, adjusted, settled his palms flat on his thighs. His cock was trying to swell, uselessly, trapped and slick with precum that had nowhere to go.

Five minutes. Sir said five minutes. Don't move. Don't speak. Just breathe.

Ryan counted his breaths. In through the nose, out through the mouth, the way he’d read about on forums. Kimberly's breathing was faster, shallow, her chest rising and falling in quick bursts. She didn't look at him. She stared straight ahead at the bed, her nipples hard, her thighs pressed tight together.

She was still wet. Ryan knew it. He'd watched Sir's fingers slide into her downstairs, watched her hips tilt to meet them, watched her mouth fall open. Sir had made her beg and then denied her, left her aching and empty. She was chasing that orgasm even now, kneeling here, waiting for Sir to come back and finish what he'd started.

She's so beautiful like this. Desperate.

The floorboards creaked in the hallway.

Ryan's pulse kicked hard. Kimberly inhaled sharply, her whole body going taut, but she didn't turn her head. Neither did Ryan. They stayed still, kneeling, hands on thighs, exactly as they'd been told.

He entered, obviously barefoot, as his steps were silent on the wood. He'd unbuttoned his shirt halfway, the collar loose, exposing the hollow of his throat, the curve of his collarbone, the dark hair on his chest. His trousers sat low on his hips, and the silver chain with Ryan's cage key glinted against his chest. In one hand, he carried a black silk blindfold.

Sir stopped in front of them. His gaze swept over their bodies, assessing, calm, and Ryan felt the weight of that attention like a hand pressing down on his skull. He wanted to look up, wanted to meet Sir's eyes, but he didn't. He kept his gaze lowered, fixed on the rug, on Kimberly's knees inches from his own.

Good. Be good. Don't fuck this up.

He circled them once, slow, his footsteps deliberate, and Ryan's heart hammered so hard his ribs ached. Sir stopped behind Kimberly, and Ryan watched Sir's hand reach out, fingertips trailing down her spine, from the nape of her neck to the small of her back. She shivered, a full-body tremor, and bit her lower lip.

"Stand up."

She obeyed instantly, rising to her feet in one fluid motion. Sir cupped her face in both hands, tilted her chin up, and kissed her forehead. Chaste. Gentle. His lips lingered for a breath, and then he kissed her mouth.

This time deep and possessive. His hand slid into her hair and fisted it at the base of her skull. He angled her head back, took the kiss deeper, and Kimberly melted into him. Her hands lifted to his chest, clutching the open collar of his shirt, and her mouth opened under his.

Ryan heard it. The wet slide of tongues, the catch in her breathing, the moan she made when Sir pulled her hair tighter. That sound went straight to Ryan's caged cock. She's moaning for him. She's kissing him like she kisses me. No. Better. Hungrier.

His fists clenched on his thighs. The cage bit deeper. Precum slicked the inside of the steel, warm and slippery, and dripped onto his thigh.

That's my wife. Sir's kissing her. She's kissing him back. She wants him. Fuck. Fuck.

Sir broke the kiss, stepped back, and Kimberly swayed slightly, her lips parted, swollen, her chest flushed pink from throat to tits. Sir held up the black silk blindfold, letting it dangle from his fingers.

"This is for you. I want you to focus on what you feel, not what you see. Colour?"

"Green, Sir." Her voice came out high, breathy, hungry.

Sir moved behind her, folded the silk across her eyes, and tied it at the back of her head. His fingers were deft, sure, the knot firm but not tight. Her hands dropped to her sides, useless now, and her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling faster.

"Kneel again. Here."

Sir guided her down, his hands on her shoulders, positioning her directly in front of Ryan, facing him, though she couldn't see. Her knees were inches from his. If Ryan reached out, he could touch her. He could cup her face, kiss her, taste Sir on her lips.

But he didn't.

Sir stood behind Kimberly, his hand resting on the crown of her head, and looked at Ryan. Eye contact. Calm. Knowing. Absolute.

"You'll watch. You won't touch. You won't speak unless I ask you a question. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir."

Just watch. Just ache. Just be good.

Sir's hand tangled in Kimberly's hair, pulled her head back gently, exposing the long line of her throat. He crouched and kissed her neck, slow and deliberate, his teeth grazing her pulse point. She gasped, her hands lifting instinctively to grip his wrist, and Sir bit down. Not hard, just enough to leave a faint red mark, and Kimberly whimpered.

His other hand cupped her breast, kneading the soft weight of it, thumb circling her nipple until it was stiff and dark pink. Then he pinched, twisting just enough to make her cry out.

"Please," she whispered. "Please, Sir."

Ryan stared. She was three feet away. He could hear every breath, every whimper, could see the flush spreading down her chest, could see Sir's hand on her tit, the way her nipple stood out hard and red between his fingers. His caged cock pulsed, useless and slick, the steel biting deeper with every heartbeat.

I want to touch her. I want to kiss her. I want to make her make those sounds. But I can't. Sir's doing it. Sir's the one she's begging, not me.

Sir released her breast, reached down between them, and guided Kimberly's hand to the front of his trousers as he stood again. She gasped when she felt the hard shape of his cock straining against the fabric.

"Feel that? That's for you. Unzip me."

Kimberly fumbled, her fingers searching blindly for his belt buckle. She found it, tugged it open, unbuttoned his trousers, pulled the zip down with a soft metallic rasp. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed and curving slightly upwards, and Kimberly wrapped her hand around it. Her fingers didn't quite meet her thumb.

Ryan's throat went dry.

Another man’s cock in her hand. Oh fuck.

"Good girl," Sir murmured. "Now open your mouth."

Kimberly obeyed. Her lips parted, tongue slipping out, slick and pink, and Sir fed her his cock. Slow. Careful. Just the head at first. Her tongue swirled around the crown, tasting him, and his jaw tightened, his hand fisting tighter in her hair.

Ryan couldn't breathe. He watched her tongue work the cock, watched her lips stretch around the thick head, watched spit gather at the corners of her mouth and drip down her chin.

That's my Kimbery. Sucking his cock. Tasting him.

"That's it. Breathe through your nose. You can take more."

Sir pushed deeper, inch by slow inch, and Kimberly's throat worked around him. She gagged once, lightly, her body tensing, and spit ran down her chin, thick and stringy, dripping onto her tits. She moaned around his cock, the sound muffled and wet and desperate, and Ryan's caged cock throbbed so hard the steel felt like it would crack.

He was leaking steadily now, precum dripping onto the rug beneath him, and he couldn't look away. He couldn't stop watching Sir's cock disappear between his wife's lips, couldn't stop imagining what it felt like. The heat of her mouth, the tight grip of her throat. The way she'd moan around him if Ryan had his cock in her mouth instead.

But he didn't. Sir did.

Sir's gaze flicked to Ryan. Eye contact. Calm, knowing, absolute.

"She's good at this. You've taught her well. Or has she taught you?"

Ryan's voice cracked. "She's... she's always been good, Sir."

Sir smiled faintly, his thumb stroking Kimberly's temple, tender and possessive. "Yes. She is."

He thrust deeper, and Kimberly gagged again, her body tensing, spit running down her chin and onto her chest. Sir held still, let her adjust, then pulled back, giving her air.

"Breathe."

She gasped, her lips swollen and spit-slick, and Sir stroked her hair, his hand gentle now, almost tender.

"Beautiful. You'll finish me later. For now, I want you on the bed."

[image: ]

The First Claim

Sir's hand slipped from Kimberly's hair, down her shoulder, guiding her upright. She swayed, still blindfolded, and his palm settled at her waist to steady her. Spit glistened on her chin, strung between her breasts, and Ryan's caged cock throbbed. Look at her. Marked by him already.

"On the bed. Lie back."

She nodded, reaching blindly for the mattress. He guided her, palm flat between her shoulder blades as she crawled onto the duvet. She settled on her back, head sinking into the pillows, legs falling open. The black silk blindfold was still tied tight across her eyes, and her chest rose and fell fast, shallow.

Sir stepped back. "Stay still. Let me look at you."

Kimberly's thighs trembled. The flush that had bloomed at her chest crept up her throat, across her cheeks. Her hands twisted in the duvet beside her hips, gripping the fabric like it might anchor her. She was trying so hard to obey, to hold still, but her body betrayed her; hips shifting, cunt visibly slick between her parted thighs.

Ryan knelt on the rug at the foot of the bed, hands pressed flat to his thighs, cage biting mercilessly. He couldn't look away. She was spread open and waiting, vulnerable, and Sir was just standing there, fully clothed, gazing at her like she was something he'd bought and was deciding how best to use. She's never looked like this for me. I've never made her shake just from looking. From making her wait.

Sir's hands moved to his shirt. Button by button, he undid them, gaze locked on Kimberly's trembling body. The shirt slid off his shoulders, draped across the wingback chair. Broad chest, dark hair tapering down a flat stomach. Ryan's mouth went dry. Strong. No hesitation. Calm. Like he's done this a thousand times and knows exactly what he's doing.

Next belt unbuckled, slid it free, folded it neatly and set it on the chair. Trousers followed; stepped out of, folded, placed with the same unhurried precision. He was naked now except for the silver chain. His cock jutted out, thick and flushed, curving slightly upwards, foreskin drawn back to reveal the dark, slick head.

Ryan stared. Sir's cock was bigger. Not massively, but enough; thicker at the base, the head flared and glistening. Ryan's own cock locked away useless in the cage. He's going to fuck her with that. She's going to feel every inch. She's going to moan for him louder than she's ever moaned for me. Because he's better. He half wanted to look away but couldn't.

Sir moved to the bedside table, opened the drawer, retrieved a foil-wrapped condom. He tore it open with his teeth, rolled the latex down his shaft in two smooth strokes. Condom. Right. Protocol. They'd discussed it in the emails. But watching Sir sheath himself, watching him prepare to enter Kimberly's body, made it real in a way words on a screen never had.

Sir knelt on the bed between Kimberly's thighs. The mattress dipped, and Kimberly gasped, her legs falling wider. Sir's hands settled on her inner thighs, thumbs stroking the soft skin there, spreading her open. Her cunt was flushed pink, glistening, the lips swollen and parted. A bead of wetness slid down towards the duvet.

"So ready. Good girl."

Sir slid two fingers into her; slow, deep, curling. Kimberly's hips lifted off the bed with a broken moan. Her hands squeezed the duvet tighter, knuckles white, and Sir's other hand pressed down on her lower belly, holding her still whilst his fingers worked inside her. The wet, intimate sounds filled the room, and Ryan's cage bit so hard he winced.

He glanced at Ryan. "Come here. Kneel by her head."

Ryan moved. The cage shifted as he stood, steel scraping tender skin, and he bit back a gasp. He crossed to the side of the bed, dropped to his knees on the rug, level with Kimberly's flushed face. Her mouth was parted, breath coming fast, and he could see the dampness at the corners of her eyes where the blindfold pressed tight.

Sir's fingers slid free with a slick sound. He wiped them on the duvet, then reached up and untied the blindfold. The silk fell away. Kimberly blinked, pupils blown wide, adjusting to the soft lamplight. She turned her head to Ryan first, saw his face inches from hers, desperate and flushed and aching, and something tender flickered in her expression, her mouth softening. Then she looked down the length of her own body, past her heaving breasts, to Sir kneeling between her spread thighs, cock in hand, ready.

"I want you to see him whilst I fuck you." Sir's voice was low, steady. "I want you to tell him how it feels."

Kimberly's breath hitched. She nodded, gaze flicking back to Ryan, and Ryan's chest tightened so hard he thought his ribs might crack. She's going to see me watching. She's going to know I'm caged and leaking and desperate whilst he fucks her.

Sir gripped the base of his cock, positioned himself at her entrance, and pushed in. One long stroke, deliberate and deep, until his hips were flush with hers and he was fully seated inside her. Kimberly's mouth fell open. No sound came out for a beat; just a silent gasp, her whole body going rigid… and then she moaned. Long, broken, raw.

Sir held still. His hands settled on her hips, thumbs stroking her hipbones, and he waited. Let her adjust. Let her feel the stretch, the fullness, the weight of him pressing her into the mattress.

"Tell him."

Kimberly's eyes locked on Ryan's. Her pupils were so wide her irises were just thin rings of brown, and her voice came out shaky, breathless, wrecked. "He's... fuck, Ryan, he's so deep, he's... oh god, he fills me, he's splitting me open, it's… fuck, it's perfect."

Perfect. The word sank into Ryan's gut like a stone. She'd never said that about him. She'd said "good" and "yes" and "I love you," but never perfect. Not like this. Not with her voice cracking and her eyes wet and her cunt stretched around another man's cock. She's never sounded like that for me. She's wrecked already and he's barely started.

Then Sir moved. Pulled back, almost all the way out, then thrust in deep. Steady rhythm, controlled, each stroke deliberate and firm. His hands gripped Kimberly's hips, holding her in place, and her breasts bounced with the force of it, nipples stiff and dark. She was loud. Moaning on every exhale, gasping – “yes” and "fuck" and "please, Sir, please."

Ryan couldn't breathe. He watched Sir's cock slide in and out of his wife's cunt, watched her body take him, watched the way her thighs trembled, and her toes curled and her hands scrabbled uselessly at the duvet. She's beautiful. She's coming apart.

"Ryan."

Sir's voice cut through the haze. Ryan blinked, looked up, met Sir's calm gaze.

"Touch her hair. Stroke her face. Tell her she's beautiful."

Ryan's hand lifted, trembling, and he reached out. His fingers brushed Kimberly's temple - her skin damp with sweat, hot - and he stroked her cheek, her jaw, the curve of her ear. His voice cracked. "You're so beautiful, Kim. You're taking him so well. I love watching you."

Kimberly's eyes filled, not tears of sadness, just overwhelm, too much sensation, too much emotion. Her hand came up, fingers wrapping around Ryan's wrist, squeezing tight. "I love you," she whispered.

And then Sir thrust deep and her words dissolved into a broken cry.

Ryan's throat closed. She loves me. She's being fucked by another man and she loves me. How does that… how can both be?

Sir's rhythm quickened. Deeper, harder, still controlled but relentless. Kimberly's moans pitched higher, breathier, her whole body arching up to meet him. She was close; Ryan could see it in the flush spreading down her chest, in the way her thighs clamped tighter around Sir's hips, in the desperate, pleading edge to her voice.

"Do you want to come?"

Sir's tone was conversational, as if he weren't currently fucking her senseless.

"Please, Sir." Kimberly's voice broke. "Please let me come."

"Then come. Now."

Three hard thrusts, sharp and deep, and Kimberly shattered. Her body arched off the bed, spine bowing, thighs clamping vice-tight around Sir's hips. Her cunt gripped him, pulsing, and the wet squelch of it filled the room. She sobbed, Ryan's name first, then Sir's, then just broken cries, high and desperate and wrecked. Fuck. Listen to her. I've never made her sound like that. Never. Ryan's caged cock throbbed so hard the steel felt like it would snap, precum pooling under the ring, and he couldn't breathe for watching her come apart. She's radiant even as she’s destroyed.

Sir slowed, let her ride out the aftershocks, his hands stroking her thighs, her belly, soothing. Then he pulled free. His cock was still hard, slick with her, and he knelt upright on the bed, stripped the condom off and dropped it onto the bedside table.

His hand wrapped around his cock. Three sharp strokes, tight, fast, and he came. Thick white ropes spattered across Kimberly's belly, pooling in her navel, streaking up between her breasts. Sir exhaled, shoulders dropping, and then he was still.

Silence. Just Kimberly's ragged breathing, the soft patter of rain against the window, and the thunder of Ryan's pulse in his ears.

Sir shifted, sat on the edge of the bed, and stroked Kimberly's ankle, thumb circling the bone. "Good girl. You took me beautifully."

Then his gaze slid to Ryan.

"Clean her."

Ryan froze. His brain stuttered. "Sir?"

"With your tongue. Every drop." Sir's voice was quiet, patient. "She's your wife. Show her you love her even when she's marked by another man."

The cage bit, but his mouth watered. Filthy. This is filthy. But he was already leaning forward, hands braced on the mattress, close enough to smell the salt and musk on Kimberly's skin. His throat was tight, face burning, cock throbbing. I'm going to lick another man's cum off my wife and I'm so hard I could scream.

Ryan leaned over Kimberly. She was watching him, eyes soft, trusting, her chest still heaving. He started at her navel, where the thickest pool had gathered, and licked. Warm and salty, bitter at the back of his throat. The taste coated his tongue - foreign, intimate - and he licked again, thorough, working his way up between her breasts. Kimberly shivered beneath him, her hand coming up to stroke his hair.

"Good boy," she whispered, and Ryan's throat closed.

Good. She said good. I'm good. He licked every drop, every streak, every faint smear from her skin, tongue dragging over her ribs, the swell of her breasts, until there was nothing left but the salt of her sweat. When he was done, Sir nodded.

"Well done. Kiss her."

Ryan did. He leaned down, cupped Kimberly's face, and kissed her; soft and tender. She must have tasted herself on his tongue, tasted Sir, and she kissed him back, her fingers threading through his hair, holding him close. How does that work? How can it feel this right?

When they broke apart, Sir was standing by the chair, pulling his shirt back on.
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Good Lad

Sir moved without sound, crossing from the chair to the bathroom in three silent strides. The tap ran. Ryan heard the creak of the cabinet, the soft hiss of water wrung from cloth, and then he was back, a pale blue flannel folded in his palm, steam curling off it. He's going to clean her. He's going to touch her again. Ryan's cock throbbed in the cage, useless and aching.

Kimberly lay sprawled on the bed, naked, thighs still parted, her cunt flushed and slick. Her chest rose and fell in slow, deep pulls, and her eyes were half-closed, glassy. Post-orgasm crash. Ryan had seen her like this before, after long sessions when she came hard enough to shake, but never this wrecked, never this beautiful. Her whole torso was rose-red, from her breasts to her throat, and he wanted to crawl across the floor and lick the sweat from her skin, taste Sir's claim on her.

Sir knelt on the mattress beside her, and unfolded the flannel and wiped her belly first, slow, thorough, the way a man might clean a shrine. Kimberly sighed, her hips shifting as the warmth touched her skin, and Ryan's cock ached. He gets to touch her like a lover. He earned it. Sir moved lower, between her thighs, gentle but certain, and Ryan watched him clean her cunt, watched the flannel come away slick and shining. Fuck.

"Cold?"

Kimberly nodded, shivering, arms wrapping around herself, as goosebumps rose on her skin.

Sir pulled the duvet back with one sharp tug and lifted her slightly, tucking the fabric around her shoulders. She burrowed into it immediately, face disappearing except for her eyes and the top of her head. Sir smoothed the duvet over her, tucking the edges tight, cocooning her.

Then he looked at Ryan.

"Come here."

Ryan stood. His legs shook, thighs trembling from kneeling too long, cage biting into the base of his cock with every step. He crossed to the chair. Sir gestured him into it. Ryan sat, back sinking into the worn linen, hands gripping the armrests.

Sir moved to the bed, scooped Kimberly up (duvet and all), and carried her the three paces to the chair. He settled her in Ryan's lap, arranging her so her head tucked under Ryan's chin, legs curled against his thigh. The duvet cocooned them both. Sir perched on the arm of the chair, one hand resting on Ryan's shoulder, the other stroking Kimberly's hair.

Silence settled over them, broken only by their breathing and the rain outside. Ryan's chest rose and fell against Kimberly's weight. The rain had eased to a soft patter against the window, occasional gusts rattling the glass. Sir's thumb traced slow circles against Ryan's collarbone, and Ryan wanted to melt. Wanted to sink into the chair and never move. He's touching me. Holding us both. This is aftercare. This is what it feels like to be tended.

Time stretched. Ryan stopped counting breaths and just felt: Sir's thumb on his collarbone, Kimberly's weight in his lap, the cage biting into his cock. The ache dulled to a background throb. Kimberly's breathing deepened, her body slack and warm against his.

"Kimberly."

Sir's voice was quiet, barely louder than the rain.

"Colour for tonight?"

She stirred, tilting her head back to look at him. Her eyes were heavy, soft.

"Green, Sir. So- fuck, so green. That was-" Her voice cracked. "Thank you."

Sir's hand cupped the back of her head, thumb stroking her temple.

"You were perfect. Beautiful when you came."

Kimberly's throat worked. She trembled, burrowing deeper into Ryan's chest. She's crying. Fuck. She's crying because he praised her. Ryan's own throat closed.

Sir's gaze shifted to Ryan.

"Colour?"

Ryan's voice was hoarse, barely there.

"Green, Sir."

"Was it hard to watch?"

Ryan nodded. His hands tightened on Kimberly's hip, on the arm of the chair.

"Yes, Sir. But I wanted to. I wanted her to have that."

I wanted to give her that. I wanted to see her come apart. I wanted-

Sir's hand squeezed Ryan's shoulder, firm. "Good lad. You did well. Cleaning her was an act of devotion. I saw that."

Good lad. The words hit Ryan like a fist to the sternum. His throat closed. His eyes burned. The cage bit into his cock so hard he gasped, and he had to breathe through it, had to lock his knees to keep from sliding off the chair. He saw. He noticed. I was good.

Kimberly shifted in Ryan's lap, turning her face up to kiss his jaw. Her lips were warm, soft.

"I love you, babe."

Ryan swallowed.

"I love you."

Their new carer rose, bare feet silent on the floorboards, and crossed to the bathroom again. The tap ran. He returned with two glasses of water; he handed one to Kimberly, one to Ryan. They drank. The water was cold, sharp, grounding. When they finished, Sir took the glasses back, set them on the dresser.

Sir bent, scooped his phone from the pocket of his trousers crumpled by the bed. His thumb moved across the screen. Ryan's stomach clenched. A rule. He's sending us a rule. Sir turned the phone towards them.

A text message, sent to both their numbers.

Rule: No orgasms without my permission. This includes wet dreams. If you wake on the edge, you will wake me. Understood?

Ryan's phone buzzed faintly from the bedside table. His cock throbbed. No orgasms. Not even in my sleep. Fuck. He was already half-hard just thinking about it, the cage biting, the ache spreading up into his balls.

Kimberly was first to react, "Yes, Sir."

Sir pocketed his phone and began finishing dressing. Trousers pulled on, belt buckled. Shirt left unbuttoned, hanging loose. He was still barefoot. He looked at them both, expression calm, unreadable.

"Sleep. I'll be in the second bedroom, across the hall. If you need me, knock. Otherwise, I'll wake you at seven."

He moved towards the door, paused with his hand on the frame.

"Ryan."

Ryan's head jerked up.

"The cage will ache tonight. Breathe through it. It means you too are mine."

Ryan nodded, throat too tight to speak, and the door closed with a soft click.

Silence again. The rain pattered against the window. The house creaked around them. Kimberly's breathing slowed, deepening. Ryan shifted, adjusting her weight in his lap, and stood carefully. He carried her to the bed, still wrapped in the duvet, and laid her down gently. She murmured something, half-asleep, and he pulled the covers up over both of them.

She rolled onto his chest immediately, one leg hooking over his thigh. Her hand slid down, found the cage, stroked the steel through the duvet. Ryan's breath hitched.

"You okay?"

Her voice was soft, muzzy.

"Yeah. Are you?"

Kimberly smiled against his chest.

"I'm incredible."

Ryan huffed a quiet laugh. His hand found her hair, stroking slowly.

Kimberly was warm and solid against him, her breath evening out, her cunt still wet where it pressed against his thigh through the duvet. She smelled like sex and sweat and Sir. It settled something restless in his chest, and he slept, the cage aching, Kimberly's breath warm against his neck, and Sir's voice echoing in his skull: good lad.


three
MORNING PROTOCOL
Caged and Counting


Ryan woke to pain.

Not sharp pain but dull, throbbing, the kind that settled into bone and wouldn't shift. Then he remembered the steel cage. The trap to keep him totally in Sir’s control. His ability to cum controlled by the man he found online. The ache spread through his groin, his belly, into his thighs; everywhere the cage reminded him he was owned.

He exhaled slowly through his nose. Counted to four. Tried to will his cock soft again.

Breathe. Just breathe. Sir said to breathe through it.

Grey light leaked through the bare windows. Early. Too early, but he was awake now, caged and aching and awake. The rain had stopped. Outside, a robin sang, high and sweet, joined by the deeper coo of wood pigeons somewhere in the trees. Ryan blinked at the ceiling, at the exposed beams, at the cobweb trembling in the corner. He should clean that. Sir might notice.

Kimberly was curled on her side, facing away from him. The duvet had slipped off her shoulder, exposing pale skin and freckles scattered like constellations, the curve of her spine. Her breathing was slow, deep, undisturbed. She looked wrecked. Softened. Beautiful. Sir had done that to her.

She came so hard last night. She told him she loved me whilst he fucked her. She called me a good boy.

Ryan's throat closed. He counted to ten this time, then carefully, so carefully, eased himself out of bed. The mattress didn't creak. He'd been careful. But the floorboards would. He knew which ones now, he'd memorised them yesterday, desperate not to wake Sir before he was supposed to. He tested his weight on the balls of his feet, found the least noisy path, and padded naked across the room.

The bathroom was across the hall, door ajar. Ryan slipped inside, closed it with a soft click. Cold tiles shocked his feet. He needed the cold. Needed something sharp to cut through the fog of want. He peed, angling the cage awkwardly, the stream weak and frustrating. Washed his hands. Splashed cold water on his face, gasping at the shock of it.

His reflection in the mirror above the sink looked pale, hollow-eyed. The cage gleamed dull between his thighs, catching the light. You look like you've been fucked. You look owned.

He did. He was.

He checked his watch, 6:17 AM.

Sir said he'd wake them at seven. Ryan had forty-three minutes.

Start coffee. Clean something. Earn. Earn. Fucking earn.

He pulled on his boxers from yesterday; the fabric stretched over the cage, making it obvious, but at least he wasn't naked anymore. At least he had that. Barefoot, silent, he left the bathroom and padded back to the bedroom.

Kimberly still hadn't moved. She was on her side, one arm flung above her head, lips parted. There was a mark on her shoulder, Sir's mouth, last night, and Ryan wanted to kiss it. Wanted to kneel beside the bed and press his lips to the bruise and thank her for letting him watch.

But he didn't. He hadn't been told to.

Instead, he turned and descended the stairs, one step at a time, avoiding the third from the bottom because it groaned like a dying man.

The house held its breath. Every surface was a test. Every silence was Sir listening.

Ryan's pulse kicked in his throat as he reached the hallway and turned towards the kitchen.

Don't fuck this up. Sir will notice. A man like that always notices.
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Before Sir Wakes

Damp. Old wood. The ghost of last night's wine hanging sour in the air. Ryan's bare feet stuck slightly to the tiles as he crossed to the sink – cold and gritty - and filled the stainless steel kettle. Heavy enough that his wrist ached as he set it on the hob.

The third burner wouldn't light. Click-click-click. Nothing. Panic flared, hot and stupid. What if the whole bloody hob's broken? What if I can't even make coffee? He tried again. Click-click-click. Still nothing.

Second burner. Flame caught. Blue and steady.

Ryan exhaled. There. See? You're fine. Just breathe.

Whilst the water heated, he wiped the counters. They were already clean, he'd checked them yesterday when they arrived, but he wiped them anyway. Damp cloth from the drawer, slow circles over the butcher block surface. The grain darkened where the water touched. His reflection warped in the chrome of the toaster, elongated and ghostly.

Sir will check. He'll run his hand along the edge, feel for crumbs, for dust. You have to be perfect.

Cupboards. He opened them one by one, hinges creaking softly. Second shelf: Italian espresso beans in a foil bag, dark roast, single origin. The kind Sir had mentioned once during a call, back when this was all just fantasy and negotiation and Ryan's hand on his cock in the dark.

Sir had stocked the kitchen. Planned this. Thought ahead.

Ryan's chest squeezed tight, ribs pressing in. His throat went thick. He thinks of everything. Every single thing. And you're standing here holding a bag of coffee like an idiot. Move. Earn this.

The grinder sat beside the coffee. Burr grinder, manual, wooden body worn smooth. Ryan measured beans - eyeballed it, trusting instinct - and tipped them into the hopper. Turned the handle.

The grinding filled the kitchen. Rhythmic. Loud enough to drown out the hum of the fridge, the creak of the house settling, the noise in his own head. His shoulders loosened. This. Just this. One task. Do it right.

The smell hit him halfway through: rich, dark, smoky, almost bitter. His mouth flooded with saliva. He didn't drink coffee this strong. Kimberly didn't either. But Sir did. And Ryan was making it for him, and that tightened something low in his belly, warm and sweet and aching.

He finished grinding, tipped the grounds into a bowl. Found the AeroPress in the cupboard beside the mugs; white, plain, institutional - and set everything on the counter. He wouldn't brew yet. Coffee should be fresh when Sir woke, not sitting and cooling.

Seven AM. He had time.

The kettle hissed, not quite boiling. Ryan turned to the toaster. Bread in the bread bin - sourdough, from the village bakery, probably left by the agency but maybe Sir had arranged that too. He sliced two thick pieces with the serrated knife. Set them beside the toaster. Butter in the fridge, salted, French, wrapped in gold foil. He left it to soften on the counter.

His watch read 6:34 AM.

Twenty-six minutes.

His hands were steady now. The tasks settled him. Each action was a brick in a wall he was building between himself and the anxious noise in his head. Clean. Prepare. Serve. Earn.

He climbed the stairs, avoiding the third step - it creaked. Stopped outside the second bedroom. Sir's room. The door was ajar, just barely. Ryan hesitated, then quietly returned to the master.

Kimberly stirred as Ryan slipped back inside, her eyes fluttering, lashes dark against flushed cheeks. Her hand reached across the mattress, searching for his warmth. Found cold sheet instead.

"Babe?"

Groggy. Thick with sleep. Ryan crossed to the bed, knelt beside it on the cold floorboards. "I'm here. Go back to sleep. It's early."

"What're you doing?" She blinked at him, her hair a wild honey tangle across the pillow, her mouth soft and confused and so fucking beautiful he ached.

"Earning."

Kimberly's smile spread slow, sleepy, pleased. She rolled onto her side, and within seconds her breathing evened out.

Ryan stayed kneeling for a moment, just watching her. The curve of her hip under the duvet. The way her hand curled near her chin. Mine. The thought came fierce and possessive and true. Mine, and I'm giving her everything. Even this. Especially this.

He made the bed around her. Hospital corners; he'd watched a YouTube video a week ago, then practised at home on their flat's cheap IKEA duvet until Kimberly laughed and told him to stop fussing. But now it mattered. He tucked, smoothed, pulled the duvet taut without waking her. Fluffed the pillows. Checked for wrinkles.

None.

He smoothed the top sheet anyway.

Then he checked the windowsill. Ran his palm along it, slow, feeling for grit.

His hand came away grey.

Shit. Shit shit shit.

Panic spiked, hot and sharp in his chest. Sir would check. Sir would run his hand along this exact sill and find dust and Ryan would lose a marble, maybe two, and he hadn't even earned any yet, he'd just be starting in the red, failing before he'd even begun-

Ryan bolted to the bathroom. Wet a flannel under the tap, wrung it hard, water dripping through his fingers. Back to the sill. Wiped it properly this time, frantic, corner to corner, pressing hard enough the wood grain caught the fabric. Checked again.

Clean.

His breath shuddered out. There. Fixed.

His watch read 6:53 AM.

Back downstairs, Ryan brewed the coffee, a slow press, watching the dark liquid drip into the mug, crema forming thick and caramel-dark on top. Perfect. He toasted the bread, watching it through the toaster's slot until it glowed golden, pulled it just before it could burn. Buttered it whilst it was still hot, the butter melting into the sourdough's holes, turning glossy.

Tray. Wooden, sturdy, no wobble. He set the mug on it, the plate, a glass of water.

6:58 AM.

Two minutes.

Ryan carried the tray upstairs, each step careful, the mug not spilling, his breath held in his chest. His pulse thumped in his throat. Don't drop it. Don't fuck this up. Please.

He set the tray on the floor outside Sir's door. Straightened. Wiped his palms on his thighs. Knocked twice, soft, knuckles barely touching the wood.

"Come in."

Sir's voice. Calm. Awake. Waiting.

Ryan's hand trembled as he reached for the door handle. His cock was half-hard in his joggers, his mouth dry, his heart hammering so loud he was sure Sir would hear it through the door.

Good. Be good. This is it. Earn it.

He turned the handle.
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First Inspection

Ryan pushed the door open. Sir sat on the edge of the bed, white shirt crisp against his shoulders, trousers pressed, watch half-fastened on his wrist. The tray felt impossibly heavy in his hands. His bare feet pressed into the cool floorboards, the cage biting into his morning-swollen cock as he stepped forward.

"Good morning," Sir said.

"Good morning, Sir."

The words came automatic, reverent, and Ryan's pulse kicked hard beneath his ribs.

Sir gestured towards the dresser. Ryan crossed to it, set the tray down with both hands, careful not to let the mug rattle against the plate. The coffee steamed, dark and perfect. The toast gleamed with melted butter. Please let it be enough.

Sir reached for the mug, lifted it, inhaled. His eyes closed briefly as he sipped. A pause. Then a small nod.

Ryan's chest swelled.

Sir took a bite of toast, chewed slowly, his jaw working in that deliberate, unhurried way that made Ryan's stomach twist. Another nod.

"Well done. The coffee is perfect."

Yes. Fuck yes. He likes it.

Relief flooded Ryan's veins, warm and dizzying. His knees felt loose. He wanted to thank Sir, to drop to the floor and press his forehead to Sir's boot, but he stayed still, hands at his sides, waiting.

Sir stood, picked up the tray in one hand, and walked past Ryan towards the door. Ryan followed without being told, padding behind Sir like a shadow, down the hallway to the main bedroom.

Kimberly was awake. Sitting up in bed, duvet pooled around her waist, bare breasted, hair a wild tangle across her shoulders. Her eyes found Sir first, then Ryan, and her mouth curved sleepy and soft.

"Good morning, pet," Sir said.

"Morning, Sir."

Sir set the tray on the bed beside her. "You'll share this."

Kimberly blinked, surprised, then smiled at Ryan. He tried to smile back but his face felt tight.

Sir crossed to his leather case, still open on the chest of drawers, and retrieved the velvet bag of marbles.

Ryan's stomach clenched.

Sir walked to the bed. His hand skimmed across the duvet, testing the tautness of the sheet beneath. He bent, inspected the corner where Ryan had tucked the fabric. Ran his palm along the edge. Smooth. Tight. Hospital corners, just like the video.

Sir straightened. Nodded once.

"Excellent. A good start. Three marbles."

He reached into the velvet bag and dropped three red marbles into the bowl.

Clink.

Clink.

Clink.

The sound hit Ryan like a drug. His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, his chest burning, his throat thick. Three. Fifteen thrusts. I've earned fifteen thrusts.

But Sir wasn't finished.

He moved to the windowsill, ran his finger slowly along the painted wood. Clean. No dust. Ryan's pulse hammered in his ears. I fixed it. I checked.

Sir nodded. "No dust. Good."

Then he turned towards the bed. His gaze swept across the pillows. He leant down, plucked something from the one Ryan hadn't slept on, held it up between finger and thumb.

A single blonde hair. Long, fine, catching the light.

Kimberly's.

"Oversight," Sir said, mild. "Minor, but you should have checked."

He walked to the bowl. Reached in.

Removed one marble.

The sound of it clinking back into the velvet bag was quiet. Final.

Ryan's heart sank.

Two marbles net. Ten thrusts. Not enough. Not nearly enough.

His hands curled into fists at his sides. Stupid. You should have seen it. Should have checked every bloody pillow, every inch, every-

Sir crossed to him. His fingers caught Ryan's chin, tilted his face up until their eyes met. Sir's hazel gaze was warm, steady, patient.

"You woke early," Sir said. "You made me coffee without being asked. You tried. That effort is worth two more."

He let go of Ryan's chin, turned back to the bowl, and dropped two more marbles in.

Clink.

Clink.

Four total now.

Twenty thrusts.

Ryan's breath shuddered out. His vision blurred at the edges. Twenty. I can use twenty. I can-

"Thank you, Sir," he whispered, voice cracking.

Sir's mouth curved, just slightly, then turned to Kimberly. "Eat. Both of you. Then shower. I'll be downstairs."

He left. The door clicked shut behind him.

Kimberly reached for the toast, broke off a piece, held it out to Ryan. "Come here, babe."

Ryan climbed onto the bed, sat cross-legged beside her, the cage pressing hard between his thighs. His hands still trembled slightly as he took the toast from her fingers and bit down.
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Breakfast Service

Kimberly's hair was still damp against her neck, the silk robe clinging where the shower had soaked through. She padded down the stairs barefoot, tying the belt loosely around her waist. Didn't bother tightening it. The fabric gaped at her chest, slipped off one shoulder, and she left it that way. Let it fall. Let him see.

The morning air was cool against her skin, raising goosebumps across her breasts and thighs, but she was already warm underneath. Had been since she woke.

The shower hadn't helped. She'd stood under the hot spray imagining Sir's hands on her again, his cock filling her whilst Ryan knelt and watched, and by the time she'd stepped out she was slick and aching all over again.

God, what is wrong with me?

Nothing. Absolutely nothing. This was exactly what she'd wanted wasn’t it?

The kitchen smelled of coffee and honey. Sunlight poured through the east-facing window, golden and bright, making the terracotta tiles glow. Birdsong filled the air outside, loud and cheerful, and Kimberly grinned, ridiculously happy, as she pushed open the door.

Sir sat at the pine table, a bowl of muesli in front of him, a paperback propped open beside it. He was reading whilst he ate, posture relaxed, one hand turning the page with slow deliberation. White shirt, dark trousers, barefoot. The silver chain glinted at his throat, Ryan's cage key resting just below the hollow of his collarbone.

Sir glanced up. His hazel eyes tracked her from head to toe, lingering on the gap in her robe before meeting her gaze. He dog-eared the page, set the book down flat.

Kimberly's cunt throbbed.

"Sleep well?"

"Like the dead, Sir." Kimberly hopped onto the counter beside the sink, letting the robe fall further open as she swung her legs. The cold granite pressed against the backs of her thighs. "You wore me out."

Sir's mouth curved, faint and amused. "Yet we've barely started."

Fuck. Heat rolled through Kimberly's belly, her nipples tightening under the silk. She crossed one leg over the other, squeezing her thighs together, but it only made the ache worse.

The door swung open. Ryan. Kimberly's pulse kicked. He was dressed in jeans and a plain grey T-shirt, his hair still damp and messy from the shower. He grabbed a French press, the coffee inside dark and aromatic, and crossed to Sir without a word. Poured a fresh cup, set it beside Sir's bowl, stepped back.

Sir nodded once. "Thank you."

Ryan's shoulders relaxed. He moved to the sink, gripping the counter edge with both hands, and stayed there. Kimberly watched him from her perch, her gaze dropping to the visible outline of the cage pressing through his jeans. He was hard. Or trying to be. That cage wouldn't let him, but his body was trying anyway, and the tight denim made it obscene and obvious.

My beautiful, desperate husband.

Sir pushed his chair back, the legs scraping against the tiles, and patted his thigh. "Kimberly, here, now."

She slid off the counter immediately, bare feet silent as she crossed the kitchen. Sir's hand caught her waist, guided her down onto his lap, sideways with her legs draped over his and her head resting on his shoulder. The robe slipped further open, pooling around her hips, and Sir's palm settled on her bare thigh.

She exhaled slowly, her whole body softening into him. His hand was warm, broad, possessive. It rested just above her knee, fingers spread wide, not moving yet. Just holding, yet it meant so much more.

She could feel Ryan watching from across the room. His gaze was a weight on her skin, and her cunt throbbed in response.

Sir picked up his coffee with his free hand, sipped slowly. His thumb stroked a lazy circle on Kimberly's thigh, just once, then stilled again.

"You've already earned four marbles," Sir said, his voice calm, addressing Ryan without looking at him. "Would you like more?"

"Yes, Sir. Please."

Kimberly glanced towards Ryan. He was still gripping the counter, knuckles white, his jaw tight. The cage was visible through his jeans, a hard ridge pressing against the denim, and his hips shifted, unconsciously seeking friction that wouldn't come.

Sir's hand slid higher on Kimberly's thigh. His fingers pushed the silk robe fully open, baring her cunt to the air, to the morning light, to Ryan's gaze.

Yes. Let him see how this dominant owns me.

Kimberly's breath hitched. She was wet, slick between her folds, and Sir's fingers confirmed it when he parted her with two fingertips and stroked upwards, slow and exploring.

"Fuck," she gasped. Her hips shifted, chasing his touch, and Sir's other hand tightened on her waist, holding her still.

"Shh."

Sir's fingers circled her clit, light and maddening, then dipped lower, sliding into her cunt with no resistance. Her thighs fell open wider, her head tipping back against his shoulder as he pumped his fingers once, twice, spreading her wetness up and across her clit.

Sir withdrew his hand, and she had to stifle her disappointment. Then held it out towards Ryan. His fingers glistened, coated and obscene in the sunlight.

"Come here. Kneel."

Ryan moved instantly. Dropped to his knees on the cold tiles, close enough that Kimberly could see the wet patch spreading across the front of his jeans. His hands flattened on his thighs, his gaze locked on Sir's wet fingers.

"Clean them."

Ryan leant forward. His mouth opened, lips parting, and Sir fed him two fingers, pressing them past Ryan's teeth and onto his tongue. Ryan closed his lips around them, sucked slowly, his cheeks hollowing as he cleaned every trace of Kimberly's arousal from Sir's skin.

Oh my fucking god. That’s so hot!

Kimberly's cunt clenched around nothing, her breath stuttering out. Watching Ryan suck Sir's fingers, tasting her, obeying without hesitation, it was so filthy and so beautiful she couldn't breathe properly.

Sir withdrew his fingers from Ryan's mouth, wiped them across Ryan's lower lip, then turned his attention back to Kimberly. His hand slid between her thighs again, parting her folds, stroking deeper this time. Three fingers sank into her cunt, thick and full, and Kimberly whimpered as he fucked her with them, slow and methodical, his palm grinding against her clit with each thrust.

She was dripping now, wetness running down onto Sir's trousers, soaking into the fabric, and he didn't care. Didn't stop. Just kept pumping his fingers into her whilst she moaned and trembled on his lap.

Sir pulled his fingers free, held them out to Ryan again.

"Again."

Ryan leant forward, mouth opening immediately, and Sir fed him three fingers this time. Ryan gagged, throat working, eyes watering, but he didn't pull back. Just sucked and licked until Sir's fingers were clean, his tongue thorough and obedient.

Kimberly's hands fisted in Sir's shirt. Her cunt throbbed, empty, aching. She wanted Sir's fingers back inside her, wanted his cock, wanted to come so badly her whole body trembled with it.

Sir's fingers plunged back into her, harder this time, curling to press that perfect spot inside her. Kimberly sobbed, hips grinding down. Yes. Fuck. More. She was dripping, wetness running down onto Sir's trousers, and she didn't care, couldn't care, could only ache and beg.

"Please, Sir, please let me come."

"No."

Sir pulled his fingers free. Fed them to Ryan. Ryan sucked them clean, holding eye contact with Sir the entire time, his grey-blue eyes glassy and desperate.

Again. Sir's fingers sank into her, three thick digits stretching her, fucking her slow and methodical whilst she moaned and trembled. Spreading her wetness up across her clit, grinding his palm against her, and she was right there, one more stroke, one more-

Sir withdrew. Fed Ryan again. Ryan gagged, saliva stringing from his lips to Sir's fingers, but he didn't pull back. Just sucked and licked, obedient, desperate, precum pooling on the terracotta tiles between his knees, gleaming in the sunlight.

Kimberly lost count. Three times? Four? She didn't know. Didn't care. She was shaking, grinding on Sir's lap, robe soaked with sweat and arousal. She was so close, so fucking close, one more stroke and she'd shatter.

Sir stopped.

His hand withdrew completely, leaving her hollow, furious with need. Kimberly's chest heaved. She was trembling, empty, desperate. Sir wiped his palm across her inner thigh, slow and deliberate, marking her with her own wetness, then caught her chin and tilted her face towards his.

He kissed her. Deep and filthy, his tongue claiming her mouth, and Kimberly moaned into him, tasting coffee and herself. His teeth caught her lower lip, sharp, possessive, and she melted into him, hands clutching his shirt like she'd drown without it.

Sir pulled back, his thumb stroking her flushed cheek. "Good girl."

Warmth flooded Kimberly, skin flushing from throat to belly. Her breath hitched. Good. He'd called her good. She wanted to curl into his palm, wanted to purr, wanted to be exactly this forever: his adored, greedy pet.

Sir turned his attention to Ryan, who was still kneeling, trembling, his lips wet and his cock straining in the cage.

"You didn't look away once," Sir said, calm. "That's worth two marbles."

Ryan's breath punched out, shaky and grateful. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir's gaze flicked down to the wet patch spreading across the front of Ryan's jeans, then back up. "You said 'Sir' every time I gave you a command today. Even when I didn't require it. That's another one."

"Thank you, Sir."

Seven marbles total now. Thirty-five thrusts.

Kimberly slid off Sir's lap on shaky legs, her thighs slick and trembling. Sunlight warmed her bare shoulder. Sir stood, adjusted himself without comment, his erection visible through his trousers. He ignored it completely.

"Close your robe," Sir said to Kimberly.

She obeyed, pulling the silk closed and retying the belt with clumsy fingers.

Sir looked at Ryan. "Stand."

Ryan stood, his hands curling into fists at his sides, his chest rising and falling too fast.

"After breakfast, we're going for a walk," Sir said. "Dress appropriately. Boots, coats. It'll be muddy."
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Morning Discipline

Kimberly leaned against the terrace doorframe, warm morning light spilling over her bare shoulders, her robe hanging open and loose. Her thighs were still wet, still sticky from Sir's fingers twenty minutes ago, and the ache between her legs hadn't faded, it had only sharpened. Across the kitchen, Sir stacked the breakfast dishes with the same deliberate calm he'd used when he edged her, and Ryan knelt beside the counter, waiting. Always waiting, and fuck, the way he looked like that, patient and desperate at once, made her cunt throb.

Sir dried his hands on a tea towel, folded it precisely, then turned to face Ryan.

"Ryan."

Ryan's head snapped up, grey-blue eyes wide and anxious. "Yes, Sir?"

Sir's expression didn't shift, calm and faintly amused, and Kimberly recognised that look. He was about to do something. Her pulse kicked.

"You forgot your protocol once during breakfast."

The colour drained from Ryan's face. Kimberly watched his throat work, watched his shoulders tense, and her fingers twitched against her thigh. What did he do?

"I, I'm sorry, Sir. I didn't mean to-"

Sir raised one hand. Silence.

Ryan's mouth snapped shut, his breath coming faster through his nose. His hands curled into fists on his thighs, knuckles white, and Kimberly's clit pulsed. He looked so fucking beautiful like this, caught and ashamed and hard in his cage.

Sir let the silence stretch. The kitchen clock ticked. Outside, a wood pigeon cooed, low and mournful, and Kimberly could hear her own heartbeat pounding in her ears.

"When I asked if you wanted more coffee," Sir said, calm and exact, "you said 'yes.' Not 'yes, Sir.'"

Kimberly remembered. Ryan had been rinsing his mug, distracted, and he'd answered on autopilot. Just yes. Not defiant, just absent, and she'd seen the instant he realised, the way his shoulders had locked, but Sir hadn't reacted. She'd thought maybe he'd let it pass.

He hadn't. He'd just been waiting.

Ryan's voice cracked. "I'm sorry, Sir."

"I know you are," Sir said. "It was minor. Understandable, even. You were focused on your task." He paused, letting Ryan breathe. "But structure requires correction. If I allow small slips, larger ones will follow."

Ryan nodded quickly. "I understand, Sir."

Sir crossed to the doorway where his leather case sat, opened it, and withdrew a slim black cane. Delrin, flexible, maybe two feet long. He straightened, tested it with a single sharp swish through the air. The sound cracked like a gunshot, and Kimberly's cunt clenched hard.

Oh fuck.

Ryan had never been able to do this. Too gentle, too scared. What if I hurt you? He'd refused every time she'd asked, early in their marriage when they were still fumbling through kink together, and she'd understood, she had, but she'd wanted it. The sting, the mark, the heat. And now Sir held that cane like it was an extension of his hand, calm and sure, and Ryan was kneeling, waiting for it, trembling and hard.

Kimberly's hand slid between her thighs before she could stop herself. Her fingers found her clit, slick and swollen, and she bit back a moan.

Sir noticed. His gaze flicked to her, lingered. "You may touch yourself if you wish, Kimberly."

Her breath punched out in a shaky exhale. Her clit throbbed under her fingertips, slick and aching, and the permission alone made her wetter. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir turned his attention back to Ryan. "Six strokes. Bend over the table."

Ryan stood on trembling legs and crossed to the kitchen table. The pine surface was scarred and worn, cool under the morning light, and he positioned himself at the edge, palms flat, forehead nearly touching the wood. His breath fogged the surface in short bursts.

Sir's voice, calm: "Remove your jeans and boxers."

Ryan obeyed. His hands shook as he unbuttoned his jeans, shoved them down his thighs along with his boxers. The cage gleamed between his legs, cruel and beautiful, and his cock strained hard against the bars. Precum leaked from the tip, dripping onto the table, and Kimberly's fingers pressed harder on her clit. He's so fucking turned on.

His arse was pale, firm from running, unmarked. Not for long.

Sir positioned himself beside Ryan, tapped the cane lightly against Ryan's left cheek. Warm-up. Locating the target. Ryan's whole body went rigid, every muscle locked tight.

"Breathe," Sir murmured. "Count each one aloud. Thank me after. Colour?"

Ryan's voice cracked. "Green, Sir."

The cane cracked across Ryan's arse, loud and sharp, and Kimberly's cunt pulsed. Ryan jerked forward, hips slamming the table edge, and a strangled gasp punched out of him. A thin pink welt bloomed on his left cheek, vivid and perfect, and Kimberly circled her clit faster, slick and desperate. Fuck yes.

"One," Ryan panted, voice breaking. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir waited. Five seconds. Ten. Let the heat settle, let Ryan feel it, and Kimberly couldn't look away. Her fingers moved in tight circles, her breath coming faster.

The second stroke landed higher, overlapping the first.

Ryan's breath shuddered out, half-sob, half-moan. "Two. Thank you, Sir."

Kimberly's thighs trembled. She was already close, still edged from earlier, and watching Ryan take it, watching his knuckles go white on the table edge, watching his thighs shake, it was too much and not enough at once.

I wish it was me.

The third stroke landed across both cheeks, centred and firm. Ryan's whole body jolted. A choked sound tore from his throat, wordless and raw.

"Three. Thank you, Sir."

Sir adjusted his grip on the cane, measured the distance again. "Good lad. Halfway."

Kimberly's clit throbbed under her palm. She ground her hand harder, desperate, and bit her lip to keep from moaning.

The fourth stroke cracked low, just above the crease where arse met thigh. Ryan sobbed, a sharp inhale that caught in his chest. His caged cock leaked harder, precum pooling on the wood beneath him, and Kimberly wanted to drop to her knees and lick it off the table. Wanted to taste him, wanted to watch Sir cane him and suck Ryan's cock at the same time, wanted to be greedy and filthy and used.

"Four. Thank you, Sir."

Sir's control was absolute. Each stroke landed exactly where he intended, building heat, building pain, never crossing into cruelty. Six clean lines, pink to red, perfect and deliberate. Kimberly's breath came in ragged gulps, her fingers slick with her own wetness, and she was so close, trembling on the edge.

The fifth stroke landed high again, overlapping the second. Ryan's breath punched out in a ragged gasp. His forehead pressed harder into the table, and his shoulders shook.

"Five. Thank you, Sir."

Sir paused. Rested his free hand on Ryan's lower back, warm and grounding. "One more. Breathe."

Ryan nodded, or at least tried to. His breath came in short, desperate bursts, and Kimberly's cunt clenched. One more.

The sixth stroke landed hardest, low on the sit-spot where arse met thigh. The sound was louder this time, sharper, and Ryan broke. A sob tore from him, high and broken, and his knees buckled slightly before he caught himself.

"Six," he gasped, voice cracking. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir set the cane down on the counter with deliberate care. He kept his hand on Ryan's lower back, steady and grounding. "Good lad. Stay still."

Ryan obeyed, trembling, forehead still pressed to the table. His breath fogged the wood in uneven bursts, and Kimberly wanted to go to him, wanted to kiss his temple and whisper you're so good, babe, but Sir hadn't given her permission to move.

Sir crossed to his case and retrieved a small orange tube. Arnica cream. He returned to Ryan, uncapped it, and smoothed the cream over the welts with slow, methodical strokes. Six clean lines, pink to red, one already darkening to faint purple.

Ryan hissed at the contact, the cooling sting making his hips jerk, but he didn't pull away.

"Breathe," Sir murmured. "You took that beautifully."

Kimberly's chest swelled. Look at him. My beautiful, brave husband. He was so good like this, so whole, and she loved him so fucking much it made her throat tight.

Sir helped Ryan stand, steadied him when his legs wobbled. Then Sir cupped Ryan's jaw, tilted his face up, and kissed his forehead. Chaste. Tender.

"One marble," Sir said. "For taking your correction well."

Ryan's face crumpled, something between relief and worship, and he whispered, "Thank you, Sir."

Kimberly's mind snapped to the count. Eight marbles. Forty thrusts. She was dripping, throbbing, and Ryan would get to fuck her, counted and controlled, and she wanted it now, wanted his cock inside her, wanted to come with him buried deep while Sir watched.

Her hand moved faster, desperate, her clit pulsing under her fingertips. She was right there, trembling on the edge, and watching Ryan glow under Sir's praise, watching him stand there marked and grateful and hard, it was too much.

Sir noticed. He crossed to her, calm, and cupped her cunt over her hand. The heat of his palm pressed her fingers harder against her clit, and Kimberly whimpered.

"Ask properly," Sir said.

"Please, Sir," Kimberly gasped. "Please let me come."

Sir pressed his palm down, firm, adding pressure. "Come. Now."

The orgasm slammed into her, brutal and blinding. Kimberly's knees buckled, her thighs clamping around Sir's hand and her own, and she moaned, loud and filthy and shameless. Her cunt clenched, pulsing hard around nothing, wet and empty and desperate, and she couldn't stop shaking, couldn't stop grinding against Sir's palm, couldn't stop gasping, "Fuck, Sir, fuck, thank you, fuck."

Sir held her steady, his other hand gripping her hip, keeping her upright. When the aftershocks finally slowed, he withdrew his hand, wiped it calmly on a tea towel, and stepped back.

Kimberly slumped against the counter, shaking. Her robe clung to her skin, soaked with sweat, and her breath came in ragged gulps. Her cunt still pulsed, still ached, still wanted more.

Sir glanced at the clock. 8:47 AM.

"Dress for the walk," he said. "Boots, coats. We leave in forty minutes."


four
OUTDOOR TRANSGRESSION
Buzzed and Denied


Ryan's arse burned with every step. Not unbearably, nothing that would make him wince or stumble, but enough to remind him: six precise criss-crossed lines from Sir's cane, throbbing beneath his jeans like a brand. He was marked and owned, just like Kimberly.

The path was narrow, churning to mud from last night's rain. They walked single file. Sir led, shoulders broad beneath his waxed jacket, boots crunching on wet gravel. Kimberly followed, long coat swaying, leggings so tight Ryan could see every curve of her arse. No panty line of course – no knickers needed this weekend.

Ryan brought up the rear, hands shoved in his fleece pockets, cage biting into the base of his cock with every uneven step. The steel was cold, unyielding, constant pressure that made his balls ache. He'd earned eight marbles this morning. Forty thrusts. Not enough to properly fuck Kimberly, not enough to make her come on his cock, but enough to feel her. To sink into her heat whilst Sir watched and counted.

The thought made him weak at the knees.

Birdsong filled the silence. Great tits, robins, the distant knock of a woodpecker hammering dead wood. The canopy overhead dripped. Cold droplets landed on Ryan's neck, slid beneath his collar. No one else was here. The woods felt ancient, watchful, private. But the path curved away in both directions, winding deeper into the trees. Someone could appear. A dog walker. A jogger. Someone who'd round the corner and see them and know, somehow, what they were doing out here.

Ahead, Kimberly glanced back over her shoulder, caught his eye, and smiled. Her cheeks were flushed pink, her breath misting in the cold air. She looked radiant. Alive. Ryan wanted to reach for her, pull her close, kiss her temple and whisper I love you, I'm so proud of you. But he hadn't been given permission to touch her since last night.

So he didn't.

Sir stopped at a fork in the path. Two routes: one deeper into the trees, darker, moss-covered stones visible through the undergrowth. The other looped back towards the house, safer, shorter. Sir turned to face them, hands still in his pockets, expression calm.

"Kimberly," he said. "Come here."

She stepped forward, loaned wellies squelching slightly in the mud. Sir pulled something from his jacket pocket. Two small objects, matte black, no bigger than an AA battery. Ryan knew what they were before Sir even spoke. Bullet vibes. Wireless. App-controlled. They'd researched them together months ago, back when this was still just filthy late-night browsing and whispered fantasies. Now Sir held them in his palm like promises.

Ryan's stomach clenched.

Sir held one out to Kimberly. "Inside. Now."

Kimberly's eyes widened. She glanced around, automatic, scanning the path behind them, the trees to either side. No one. But someone could be. The path was public, barely used but not forbidden.

Kimberly bit her lip, then unzipped her coat. Her hands disappeared into her leggings, beneath the waistband, between her thighs. Her breath hitched, audible even from where Ryan stood. She was wet already. Had to be after breakfast’s adventures.

The vibe slid easily inside her slick cunt, and Kimberly withdrew her hand, zipped her coat back up, cheeks blazing. She nodded once.

"Good girl," Sir murmured.

Then he turned to Ryan. Held out the second vibe.

Ryan stared at it. His throat closed. Oh fuck.

"In your boxers," Sir said. "Against the cage."

Ryan's hands shook as he unzipped his jeans, fumbled with the waistband of his boxers. The cold air hit his caged cock, and he hissed. The vibe was small, smooth, slightly warm from Sir's pocket. Ryan positioned it carefully, nestling it against the steel bars of the cage, pressing it into the cleft where the ring bit into the base of his shaft. His fingers were numb, clumsy, but he managed. Zipped his jeans back up. The vibe sat there, inert, a promise of torture.

Sir pulled his phone from his jacket, opened an app. Tapped once.

The vibes buzzed to life.

Kimberly gasped, a sharp inhale that echoed through the trees. Her hand shot out, braced against a nearby oak, and her hips jerked forward. The vibration was low, steady, relentless.

Ryan's knees buckled.

The vibe pressed into the cage, and the vibration transmitted through the steel, straight into his cock, his balls, up into his gut. It wasn't enough to make him come, not locked like this, but it was enough to make him ache, to blur his vision, to light up every nerve and make them scream. Fuck. Fuck. His cock tried to swell, slammed into the cage, and the vibe buzzed harder against the trapped flesh.

"Walk," Sir said.

How? How was he supposed to walk with this thing buzzing his cock through the cage? But Ryan obeyed. He always obeyed. He took one step, then another, following Kimberly's swaying form as she stumbled forward, following Sir's steady pace deeper into the woods. The vibe buzzed. Constant. Maddening. A hum that drilled straight into his balls.

They walked for what felt like hours.

Sir changed the settings randomly. High, brutal, making Kimberly moan aloud and Ryan bite his tongue to keep from whimpering. Low, teasing, just enough to keep them both on edge, nerves singing. Pulse, rhythmic, like a heartbeat or a thrust. Off, sudden silence that felt like abandonment.

Ryan's jeans were soaked with precum. He could feel it, slick and shameful, spreading through the fabric. His arse still burned from the caning, and now his cock was leaking, and every step sent jolts of sensation through him that made his breath stutter and catch.

Kimberly was panting. Her coat had fallen open, and her chest rose and fell beneath her thin jumper, nipples visible through the fabric, hard and peaked. She stumbled once, caught herself against a tree, and Sir paused, waited for her to steady, then continued without a word.

Ryan wanted to help her. Wanted to wrap an arm around her waist, hold her upright, take some of her weight. But he hadn't been told to. So he didn't. He just followed, trembling, leaking, aching.

The path narrowed further. Moss-covered stones appeared on their left, a low wall, knee-height, ancient and crumbling. Sir stopped beside it. Tapped his phone. The vibes fell silent.

Kimberly sagged, gasping. Ryan's legs trembled so hard he thought he might collapse.

"Kimberly," Sir said. "Here."

She crossed to him on unsteady legs. Sir positioned her with methodical care: bent over with hands flat on the mossy wall, arse out, legs spread. The stone was damp, cold, slick with moss and rain. Kimberly's breath fogged the air.

Sir knelt behind her, pulled her leggings down, then coat up, baring her arse and cunt to the cold morning air. She shivered, a full-body tremor, and Ryan's mouth went dry.

Her cunt was glistening. Slick and pink, swollen from Sir's denial. The vibe sat just inside her, barely visible, a dark nub between her folds. Sir reached between her thighs, slid two fingers alongside it, deep into her, and pumped slow.

Kimberly moaned. Loud. Too loud. Birds scattered from the canopy above, wings beating frantically.

"Quiet," Sir said, calm. "Someone might hear."

Ryan's cock throbbed. Someone might hear. The path behind them was empty, but it curved, disappeared into the trees. A dog walker could round that corner any second. A jogger. Someone with a phone, someone who'd film this, who'd see Kimberly bent over a wall with Sir's fingers buried in her cunt and Ryan standing there watching, caged and useless and hard.

The shame burned through him, hot and electric, and his cock leaked another thick pulse of precum.

"Ryan," Sir said. "Kneel. Here."

Ryan dropped. No hesitation. His knees slammed into wet leaves, cold water soaking through his jeans instantly. Mud bit into his kneecaps, freezing and sharp with twigs, but the pain was nothing. Sir positioned him with one hand on his shoulder: face level with Kimberly's cunt, close enough to see how wet she was, how Sir's fingers stretched her pink folds, how her arousal glistened and dripped down her thighs. The smell hit him. Salt and musk and Kimberly. His mouth flooded with spit.

Sir withdrew his fingers. Wiped them slowly on Ryan's cheek. The wetness smeared across his skin, warm and slick.

"Lick her," Sir said. "Make her come. You have five minutes."

Ryan's tongue was on her before Sir finished speaking.

Flat, broad strokes, base to clit, tasting everything. She was drenched, slick and sweet and filthy, and the vibe hummed faintly inside her, vibrating against Ryan's tongue when he dipped deeper. Kimberly whimpered, ground back against his mouth, and Ryan gripped her hips to steady her. Her thighs were cold under his palms, trembling.

"How does that feel, Kimberly?" Sir's voice, calm and measured, came from somewhere above.

"Good," she gasped. "So good, Sir."

"Just good?"

"Fuck. Amazing. His tongue, Sir, his tongue is, oh fuck-"

"Is what?"

Ryan circled her clit, slow, patient, the way she liked. The way he'd learned over years of marriage, every gasp and whimper catalogued in his memory. Kimberly's thighs shook.

"Perfect," she sobbed. "His tongue, Sir, fuck, he's licking me so good, please, please let me come on his face, I need it, I need to come so fucking badly."

"Not yet."

Ryan licked harder, faster, chasing the rhythm he knew would break her. His cock strained uselessly in the cage, leaking so much it felt obscene, but he didn't care. This was service, devotion, the shape of what he was made for.

"Tell me what you need, Kimberly," Sir said.

"I need to come," she gasped. "Please, Sir, I need it so badly, I've been good, I've been so good, I swear."

"Have you?"

"Yes! Yes, Sir, I swear, I haven't come without permission, I've been your good little slut, please, please."

Your good little slut. Ryan's balls ached. He sucked her clit into his mouth, gentle, and she keened, high and broken.

"And when you come," Sir continued, voice like gravel, "who do you come for?"

"You," Kimberly sobbed. "For you, Sir. Only you."

"Not your husband?"

Ryan froze. His tongue stilled against her clit. Kimberly whimpered, hips bucking, trying to chase the pressure.

"No," she gasped. "I mean, I love him, Sir, I love Ryan, but I come for you, you own my orgasms, you own my cunt, you own me, please, Sir, please."

Ryan's throat closed. The words should have gutted him. Not your husband. Should have made him feel inadequate, humiliated, replaced. But his cock throbbed so hard the cage bit into his shaft, and his mouth flooded with spit, and all he wanted, more than breath, more than anything, was to make her come for Sir. To prove he could serve them both. To be good.

He licked her again. Harder. Desperate.

"Good girl," Sir murmured. "Ryan, make her scream."

Ryan obeyed. He sealed his lips around her clit, sucked hard, using fingers to twist the vibe. Kimberly's breath hitched. Her thighs clamped around Ryan's head. She was close. Right there. Trembling on the edge, her cunt pulsing around his fingers, her clit swollen and throbbing against his tongue. Come for him. Come for Sir. Let me give you this.

An alarm sounded from the phone in Sir’s hand, and his other hand grabbed Ryan's hair and yanked him back. Hard.

"Stop."

Ryan gasped, mouth wet, chin dripping. Kimberly made a sound like a wounded animal, raw and desperate.

"No!" she cried. "Sir, please, I was so close, I was right there, please let him finish, please, I'll do anything, anything."

Sir smiled. Calm. Merciless. "I know you will."

He helped Kimberly stand, pulled her leggings back up, adjusted her coat with methodical care. She was shaking, furious and desperate and grinning through her tears, and Ryan could see it in her eyes: she loved this. Loved being denied. Loved being owned. Loved that Sir controlled every orgasm, every touch, every breath.

"You're so cruel," she whispered.

"Pet likes it," Sir replied.

She did.

Ryan knelt on the wet leaves, trembling. His knees were soaked, freezing, aching. His mouth tasted like Kimberly’s excitement, and his face was wet with her arousal. He was filthy. Desperate.

Sir inspected Ryan's face. Wet, flushed, slick with Kimberly's wetness. Then Sir glanced down at Ryan's jeans, at the mud caked into the knees, the leaves stuck to the denim.

"Good lad,"

He offered Ryan a hand, pulled him upright. Ryan's legs wobbled, but Sir steadied him, brushed leaves off his jeans with matter-of-fact tenderness. The touch was brief, impersonal, and Ryan wanted to lean into it like a starving man.

They walked back.

The vibes stayed off. Kimberly sulked, playful and theatrical, glancing back at Sir every few steps with mock outrage. Ryan's cock still throbbed, but the ache had settled into something almost manageable. Almost. His knees burned. His mouth still tasted like her. He counted his breaths. Tried not to think about how many marbles he still needed. How many thrusts. How long until Sir let him fuck her properly.

Not enough. Never enough.

By the time they reached the terrace, the sun had shifted higher, grey light softening the house's grey render. Sir stopped at the edge of the flagstones.

"Strip," he said. "Here."

Ryan's stomach clenched. Here? The terrace was private, bordered by overgrown hedges and the woods beyond, but it was still outside. Visible from the upstairs windows of the house. Exposed. What if someone walked past on the footpath beyond the trees? But Sir had said strip.

Ryan unlaced his boots, toed them off, peeled his socks away. His jeans stuck to his thighs, damp and muddy, and he had to shimmy to get them down. His boxers followed, soaked with precum. The cage gleamed in the grey light, steel slick with his shame. The vibe tumbled free, landed on the flagstones with a soft clink. Ryan stood there, naked from the waist down, cock caged and leaking, and the cold air bit into his skin.

Kimberly stripped faster. Boots, coat, leggings, jumper, bra. She stood naked in the cold air, goosebumps rising across her skin, nipples hard and peaked. The vibe slipped from her cunt when she bent to remove her leggings, and she picked it up, held it out to Sir with a grin. Shameless. Beautiful.

Sir took both vibes, pocketed them. Then he knelt in front of Ryan, inspected his knees. Red, raw, caked with mud and bits of leaf. Sir's fingertips brushed the abraded skin, gentle, and Ryan hissed.

"You served her outdoors," Sir said. "Without hesitation. Without complaint."

Ryan's chest swelled. I did. I was good.

Sir stood. "Three marbles."

Ryan's breath punched out. Three. Eleven marbles total. Fifty-five thrusts. Fifty-five times he could sink into Kimberly's heat.

"Thank you, Sir," Ryan whispered. His voice shook. "Thank you."

Sir nodded. "Shower. Both of you. Warm up. I'll prepare lunch."

He turned and walked inside, leaving Ryan and Kimberly naked on the terrace.

Kimberly grabbed Ryan's hand, laced their fingers together, and tugged him towards the door. Her skin was freezing, her palm clammy, but her smile was radiant.

"Fifty-five thrusts, babe," she whispered. "I’m proud of you."

Ryan followed her inside, legs shaking, cage biting, arse still burning from this morning's caning. His mouth still tasted like her. His knees throbbed. His cock leaked.

I'm getting there.


five
WORSHIP AND DENIAL
Baptism of Want


The water was hot, just shy of scalding, and Kimberly sank into it with a low, shuddering moan. The heat wrapped around her like hands, firm and possessive, and her skin pinkened immediately. Her thighs. Her belly. Her breasts. The lavender oil Sir had added turned the surface slick and fragrant, and steam rose in soft clouds, curling towards the skylight overhead, clinging to her flushed skin.

God, this is perfect.

Kimberly leaned back against the curved enamel, let her head tip against the rim, closed her eyes. The heat sank into her thighs, into the ache between her legs where she was still swollen, still throbbing, still so fucking unsatisfied she wanted to cry. The woods. The vibe, and Ryan's mouth. She'd been right there, trembling on the edge, and Sir had pulled it all away, left her hollow and furious with need.

But this warmth, this quiet, this stillness, it softened the edge.

Almost.

She heard footsteps on the tiles. Two sets. One confident, unhurried. One hesitant, careful. She didn't open her eyes, just smiled.

Sir's hands are going to touch me here. Ryan's going to watch.

The thought made her cunt pulse.

"Good girl." Sir's voice, low and close, right beside the tub. "Stay just like that."

Good. The word sank into her chest, warm and heavy. Kimberly's breath hitched.

Sir knelt. She heard fabric rustle, the bath mat creak under his weight, and the sound of water slashing as he dipped the flannel into the water beside her hip. Droplets pattering back into the bath. He's going to wash me.

The flannel landed across her chest, warm, damp, heavy. Kimberly sighed. God. Just that weight, just Sir's hand smoothing it down, made her ribs ache.

"Breathe," Sir murmured. "Let me tend you."

Kimberly obeyed. Slow inhale through her nose, the lavender filling her lungs, thick and floral. Exhale through parted lips. Her body loosened, melted deeper into the water. Sir's hand moved, stroking the flannel down over her sternum, between her breasts, slow and methodical. Not teasing. Not arousing. Just tending.

This. Sir's hand moving over her skin like she was something precious. Kimberly's throat tightened. She wanted to sink into this, wanted to dissolve.

Ryan knelt on the other side of the tub. Kimberly didn't need to open her eyes to know. She heard his breath hitch, the faint clink of the cage as he shifted, and her cunt throbbed.

Kimberly cracked her eyes open, just a sliver, and looked at her husband.

Ryan knelt with his hands on his thighs, palms up, posture perfect. Naked except for the steel cage gleaming between his legs, his cock visibly straining inside it, flushed and leaking. His chest rose and fell too quickly. His gaze was fixed on her, glassy, adoring, desperate, and when their eyes met, he didn't look away.

Look at him. So good. So beautiful like this.

Kimberly's chest swelled, hot and tight. She wanted to reach for him, pull him close, kiss his trembling mouth and whisper I love you, babe, but Sir's hand was on her shoulder now, guiding her forward slightly, washing her back in long, soothing strokes, and she couldn't move. Could only ache.

Sir lifted her left leg out of the water. It broke the surface with a soft splash, water sluicing off her calf, her ankle, pooling on the tiles below. The cool air bit into her wet skin, sharp and sudden, and Kimberly shivered. Sir held her steady, one hand beneath her knee, and washed her calf with the flannel. Slow circles. Down to her ankle. The arch of her foot.

Like I'm precious. Like I'm something he wants to keep.

Sir rinsed the flannel, wrung it out, set it on the edge of the tub. Then he turned his head, met Ryan's gaze.

"When I lift her other leg," Sir said, calm, measured, "you'll kiss her foot. Just once. The arch."

Ryan's breath stuttered. His pupils dilated, and his cock visibly throbbed in the cage. A thick bead of precum welled at the tip, slid down the inside of the steel, dripped onto the towel beneath him.

"Yes, Sir," Ryan whispered.

Sir lowered Kimberly's left leg back into the water, then lifted her right. Same careful grip. Same deliberate exposure. Water dripped onto the tiles, onto the bath mat, onto Ryan's bare thighs. Kimberly's leg hovered between them, offered, displayed.

Ryan leaned forward. His lips pressed to the arch of her foot, warm and soft and reverent. Kimberly's breath hitched. The kiss was chaste, tender, but it sent a shiver straight up her leg, into her cunt.

"Good lad," Sir murmured. "Now her ankle."

Ryan kissed her ankle, just above the bone. Lingering this time, his breath hot against her wet skin. Kimberly's toes curled.

"Now the inside of her knee."

Ryan obeyed. His mouth pressed to the soft skin there, and Kimberly's thighs trembled. She wanted to open her legs, wanted to guide his mouth higher, wanted him to lick her cunt again like he had in the woods, desperate and obedient and good. But Sir was holding her leg steady, and she couldn't move. Could only take what they gave her.

Sir lowered her leg back into the water. Kimberly's whole body thrummed.

He then reached for the detachable shower head, turned the tap. Water hissed from the nozzle, and he tested the temperature against his wrist, adjusted it, then tilted Kimberly's head back with one hand beneath her skull.

"Close your eyes."

She obeyed.

The warm cascade hit her hair, soaked through to her scalp, and Sir's fingers followed, massaging in slow, firm circles. Kimberly's mouth fell open. God. She could melt. She could disappear into this. Sir's fingers in her hair, Ryan's mouth on her skin, the heat of the water, the flicker of candlelight against her closed eyelids, the smell of lavender.

I'm theirs.

The thought settled in her chest, heavy and perfect.

He rinsed her hair, smoothed it back from her face, then set the shower head aside. He reached for the flannel again, dipped it, wrung it out. This time, he didn't use it. He set it on the edge of the tub and cupped Kimberly's breast with his bare hand.

Kimberly gasped.

Sir's palm was warm, slick from the water, and his thumb dragged across her nipple. Her nipple went hard, aching, so sensitive she could feel the water shifting around it. More. Her back arched, pressing into his hand, greedy, shameless. Another circle. Another. She wanted to whimper, wanted to beg, wanted him to pinch, to twist, to make it hurt.

"You're beautiful when you're still," Sir said.

I can't be still. Fuck, I can't.

But Kimberly tried. She locked her spine against the tub, held her breath, and Sir's thumb circled again, maddening, perfect.

Then his hand dipped lower.

Beneath the water. Between her thighs.

Kimberly's breath stopped.

Sir's fingers parted her folds, slick and swollen, and found her clit. One stroke. Slow. Firm. Kimberly's hips bucked, water sloshing, splashing over the edge of the tub, and a moan tore out of her before she could stop it. Yes. Fuck. Yes.

"Shh," Sir murmured. "Stay still."

Another stroke, lighter this time, barely there, and her cunt clenched, desperate, aching. She was so wet, slicker than the water, slicker than the oil, and Sir knew it, his fingers moving through her like she was his. Kimberly whimpered, high and desperate, and her thighs trembled.

Please. Please, Sir, please.

Sir's hand withdrew.

Kimberly's eyes snapped open. Her cunt clenched around nothing, empty, furious, and she stared at him, panting, hips still rocking slightly, chasing the touch that was gone. No. Fuck. No. She was right there. One more stroke. One more press of his thumb. She would have shattered.

"You're so cruel," she gasped, and she meant it, even though her lips curved into a grin, even though her cunt throbbed and her nipples ached and she wanted him to do it again, exactly like that, until she sobbed.

Sir smiled.

"Hold the towel," he said, turning to Ryan. "She's getting out."

Ryan stood immediately, unfolding a large white towel with shaking hands. Kimberly watched him, naked and caged and trembling, holding the towel open for her like an offering. Look at him. So good. He'd hold this all day if Sir told him to.

Sir helped Kimberly stand. Water streamed off her body, ran down her breasts, her belly, between her thighs. Her skin was flushed deep pink from the heat, and when the cool air hit her wet nipples, she gasped. Sir's hand steadied her elbow, guided her to step over the edge of the tub, and Ryan wrapped the towel around her shoulders immediately.

The fabric was rough, slightly stiff, but Ryan's hands were gentle, careful, and Kimberly leaned into him for a breath, just a breath, feeling his caged cock press into her hip through the towel. God, babe.

Sir dried her. Methodical. Thorough. He rubbed the towel down her arms, across her back, over her breasts, between her thighs. No teasing now. Just tending. Ryan held a second towel for her hair, and when Sir reached for it, he wrapped it around her head, tucking it into a turban with practised ease.

Kimberly stood there, wrapped and warm, smelling of lavender, and looked at Ryan. Her beautiful, desperate husband. His eyes were wet, glassy, adoring.

I love you. The thought swelled in her chest, hot and tight and almost painful. So much, babe. So fucking much.

Sir stepped back, surveyed them both, then turned to Ryan.

"Carry her to the bedroom."

Ryan's eyes widened. "Sir?"

Sir's smile was faint. "She's been pampered. Now she's worshipped. Carry her."

Ryan's throat worked. He nodded. "Yes, Sir."

He scooped Kimberly up, one arm beneath her knees, the other around her back, bridal carry, towel and all. Kimberly looped her arms around his neck, pressed her face into the curve of his shoulder, kissed his jaw. Ryan's trembling. Carrying me like I'm made of glass. She wanted him inside her. Wanted to feel him, count his thrusts, make him come. But not yet. Not until Sir said so.

Ryan laid her gently on the bed. The duvet had been pulled back, and the sheets were cool against her warm skin. Kimberly shivered, sighed, and opened her eyes.

Their owner stood at the foot of the bed, watching them both. "Perfect."
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Suspended and Denied

Sir stood at the foot of the bed, silent, watching her with those hazel eyes gone sharp and intent. He rolled his sleeves to his elbows, slow and deliberate, forearms bare and corded with muscle. Kimberly's breath caught. Oh fuck. He was going to do something new, something she couldn't escape, and her cunt clenched in anticipation.

He moved to the chest of drawers, opened the top drawer, and pulled out rope. Honey-coloured jute, rough and coiled, three bundles that he laid on the bed beside her. The fibres looked coarse, scratchy, and Kimberly's cunt throbbed.

"I'm going to tie you," Sir said. "Chest harness and hip sling. You'll be suspended just above the bed." His gaze locked on hers. "Colour?"

Suspended? Fuck he's going to make me helpless.

Heat flooded through Kimberly's body, straight to her cunt. She'd fantasised about this, begged Ryan to try it years ago, but he'd been too nervous, too afraid he'd hurt her. Sir wasn't nervous. Sir knew exactly what he was doing, and she trusted him completely.

"Green, Sir," Kimberly breathed. "So fucking green."

Sir's mouth curved, just a fraction. "Good girl."

Good girl. The words sank into her chest, warm and bright, and she wanted to purr. She wanted to press into his hands and glow.

Sir picked up the first coil, tested the weight, then moved behind her.

The rope slid around her torso, rough jute scraping just beneath her breasts, snug enough to make her gasp. His knuckles brushed her ribs with every pass, warm and confident, and Kimberly's nipples peaked instantly. The fibres bit into her skin, coarse and scratchy, and every breath made the rope shift, made her aware of her body. Fuck. She was already wet. Again. Still. Always.

The rope was wrapped around her breasts, lifting them, framing them, and Kimberly's breath stuttered. The coils cradled the heavy weight, pushed them up and out, and the pressure made her pulse throb beneath the jute. She felt displayed, offered, and her nipples hardened painfully. Sir's hands moved over her, confident and unhurried, his knuckles brushing her flesh with every loop. The only sounds in the room were the soft slide of rope through his fingers and Kimberly's increasingly ragged breathing.

Ryan stood beside the bed, his soppy eyes locked on her body, on Sir's hands shaping her. His cock strained against the steel cage, flushed and leaking, and Kimberly ached to reach for him. She wanted to kiss him, to whisper I love you, babe, look what he's doing to me, but Sir hadn't given permission. Her hands stayed flat on the mattress, obedient.

Sir tied off the chest harness between her shoulder blades, the knot firm and flat, then stepped back to assess his work. Kimberly's breasts were framed beautifully, her nipples hard and flushed, and the rope bit into her ribs just enough to remind her with every breath. I'm bound. I'm his.

Sir's gaze dropped to her hips, her thighs, her cunt, and Kimberly's pulse kicked. He picked up the second coil, tested the weight.

"Lift your hips."

Kimberly obeyed instantly, arching her back, lifting her arse off the bed. Sir slid a pillow beneath her lower back, then wrapped the rope around her waist, snug and firm. He looped it again, lower this time, and then threaded two strands between her legs.

Oh fuck.

The rope didn't cover her cunt. It framed it. Two parallel strands ran along either side of her swollen folds, pressing into the creases of her thighs, lifting and spreading her without touching her clit or her entrance. Oh fuck. She was so exposed, open, and the air against her wet flesh made her shudder. Kimberly's breath punched out of her lungs. She couldn't close her legs, couldn't hide, could only hang there, displayed and helpless.

He looped the hip strands to anchor points on the bedposts, adjusting the tension with small, precise tugs. Kimberly's hips lifted further, the pillow and the ropes holding her pelvis tilted and elevated. Her legs fell open slightly, thighs trembling, and she could feel the cool air on her cunt, maddening and unbearable.

I can't move. I'm just here. Open. Waiting for him.

Sir straightened, surveyed his work, then reached for the suspension lines. The lines were thin, black, strong, already looped over the exposed beam above the bed. He clipped them to the chest harness, two lines to the front, two to the back, and then he pulled.

Kimberly rose.

Just an inch, maybe two, but suddenly her arse lifted off the pillow, her shoulders off the mattress, and her weight settled into the harness and hip sling. She was floating, held and cradled by the ropes, and her cunt clenched hard. I'm suspended. Fuck. I'm actually suspended.

The rope bit harder now, the pressure spreading across her ribs and hips, but it wasn't painful. It was grounding, containing. She couldn't move much, just small shifts of her fingers, tiny rocks of her hips, and even those were limited. The ropes held her. He held her.

Freedom. The thought arrived unbidden, strange and perfect. No choices. No decisions. Just this. Just sensation. Just Sir.

Sir stepped back, circled the bed slowly. His gaze moved over her body, clinical and hungry at once, assessing the tie, the aesthetics, the way her breasts lifted and her cunt glistened. Kimberly's whole body flushed under his scrutiny. She felt beautiful, like art, like something precious on display.

"Perfect," Sir murmured.

Perfect. He'd called her perfect. Kimberly's whole body flushed, warmth spreading from her chest to her throat, and she wanted to purr, wanted to press into his hands and glow.

Sir turned to Ryan. "Kneel by her head. You'll tend her. Water when I tell you. Count her breaths when I tell you. You will not touch her sexually. Understood?"

Ryan's voice shook. "Yes, Sir."

Ryan dropped to his knees beside the bed, eye-level with her now. His caged cock bobbed between his thighs, flushed and leaking, and he reached out to stroke her hair, brushing it back from her damp temples. Kimberly turned her head slightly, met his gaze.

Ryan. My beautiful, desperate Ryan.

His eyes were glassy, adoring, and Kimberly wanted to kiss him, wanted to tell him she loved him, but Sir was moving, reaching for the bedside table, and her attention snapped back.

Sir retrieved a Hitachi wand.

Oh fuck.

The wand was white, corded, already plugged into the wall socket beside the bed. Sir switched it on, low setting, and the deep hum filled the room. Kimberly's eyes widened. Her thighs jerked, instinct trying to close her legs, but the ropes held her open, helpless.

He's going to destroy me, and I can't fucking wait.

Sir pressed the wand to her clit, light pressure, barely touching. Just the flat head of the vibrator against her swollen, aching flesh, and the vibration hit her like a shockwave. Kimberly moaned, loud and broken, her hips jerking uselessly against the ropes.

"Breathe," Sir murmured. "Don't chase it."

Fuck. She couldn't not chase it. She was so close already, her cunt throbbing, her clit pulsing under the wand, and she wanted to grind against it, wanted to take what she needed.

The vibration spread through her clit, her cunt, her whole pelvis, relentless and maddening. Kimberly's breath came in short, desperate gulps. Her nipples ached. Her thighs trembled. Sweat beaded her temples, trickled down into her hair, and Ryan wiped it away gently with his thumb, his touch so tender it made her throat close.

Sir varied the pressure. Wand firm, then light, then pulled away entirely, then pressed down hard. Kimberly's breath became ragged, gasping, and her vision started to blur at the edges. The room narrowed to just Sir's hand, the wand, the unbearable pleasure building between her legs.

I'm close. So close. Please don't stop. Please. Please, Sir, please.

The vibration climbed. Kimberly's moans pitched higher, desperate and shameless. Her cunt clenched, visibly, rhythmically, and she felt the orgasm building, rising, a wave about to crest and crash, and she was right there, right fucking there, and-

Sir pulled the wand away.

"Fuck!" Kimberly's voice cracked, ragged and desperate. "Sir, please!"

Her cunt clenched around nothing, pulsing, empty, and she wanted to scream. She'd been right there, one more second, one more press of the vibrator, and she would have come so hard she'd have seen stars. Instead she hung there, trembling and hollow, her clit throbbing uselessly.

Sir's voice was calm. "Colour?"

Kimberly panted, chest heaving against the ropes, sweat running down her ribs. "Green. Fucking green."

Sir smiled, faint and approving. He turned to Ryan. "Count her breaths. Thirty. Aloud."

Ryan's voice shook. "One."

Kimberly locked eyes with him, and his gaze steadied her. Count for me, babe. His voice was her anchor, each number grounding her, keeping her from flying apart.

"Two. Three. Four."

Ryan's gaze never left hers. His hand stroked her hair, slow and rhythmic, and Kimberly focused on his voice, his face, the way his lips moved around each number. She breathed with him, counted with him, felt herself settle even as her cunt still pulsed and ached.

"Twenty-eight. Twenty-nine. Thirty."

Sir pressed the wand to her clit again.

Higher setting this time. The hum deepened, intensified, and Kimberly sobbed. The vibration was relentless, merciless, slamming into her clit without pause, and she climbed faster, harder, her whole body arching against the ropes. The jute bit into her ribs, her hips, and the pain blurred into pleasure, inseparable and overwhelming.

Yes. Fuck. Yes. I'm going to come. I'm going to-

Sir pulled the wand away.

"No!"

Kimberly's scream tore out of her, frustration and fury and desperate, aching need all poured into that single sound. Her cunt clenched, pulsing, empty, and tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, hot and stinging, running down her temples into her hair.

Ryan wiped them away with his thumb, so gentle it made her throat close. I love you, babe. I love you so much.

Sir's voice was soft. "You're doing beautifully. One more edge."

One more. Kimberly's breath hitched. One more and then what? Would he let her come? Or would he deny her again, leave her hanging and desperate and furious?

She didn't know. She didn't care. She trusted him.

"Green," Kimberly whispered, voice raw. "Please, Sir. Green."

Sir pressed the wand to her clit. Same setting. Same pressure. Kimberly's body responded immediately, climbing, racing towards the edge with terrifying speed. Her moans became incoherent, broken syllables, "please Sir please please please," and her vision whited out at the edges, her whole world narrowing to the vibration between her legs.

I'm going to come. I'm going to-

Sir held the wand steady. Kimberly climbed higher, her cunt clenching, her thighs shaking, her breath stopping in her lungs, and she hung there, suspended in every sense, right on the edge, teetering, and-

The bastard pulled the wand away.

Kimberly screamed, raw and ragged, not words but pure sound. Her cunt clenched, pulsing, empty, chasing an orgasm that Sir had ripped away, and tears poured down her temples into her hair. She was crying, sobbing, her whole body shaking, and she didn't fucking care. She wanted more. She wanted Sir to push her further, to break her apart and put her back together.

Fuck. Fuck. I can't. I need. Please.

Sir turned the wand off. Clicked it off. The sudden absence of vibration left Kimberly's ears ringing, her cunt still pulsing uselessly, chasing a climax that was gone.

Sir reached for the suspension lines and lowered them slowly. Kimberly sank back onto the mattress, still bound, still trembling, and the relief of solid surface beneath her was almost painful. She lay there, boneless and wrecked, watching Sir work.

Sir untied her. Methodical. Careful. Each knot reversed, each loop loosened and unwound, his hands gentle on her flushed, trembling skin. Kimberly watched him, dazed, barely able to process the tenderness after the intensity.

The rope left marks. Pink lines across her ribs, her breasts, her hips, her thighs. Temporary but beautiful. Kimberly stared at them, traced one with her fingertip, and something like pride swelled in her chest.

I wore his ropes. I'm his.

Sir massaged her wrists, her ankles, bringing circulation back, his thumbs pressing firm circles into her flesh. Ryan fetched water from the bathroom without being asked, moving quietly, and Sir held the glass to Kimberly's lips. She drank, gasped, drank again, the cool water soothing her raw throat.

Sir turned to Ryan. "You held her gaze. You counted perfectly. Two marbles."

Ryan's breath shuddered out. "Thank you, Sir."

Thirteen marbles now. Kimberly's chest swelled. Ryan's earning. He's doing so fucking well. Pride mixed with exhaustion, and she wanted to kiss him, wanted to tell him she was proud.

Sir gestured to the bed. "Sit."

Ryan obeyed immediately, and Kimberly curled into his lap, shaking and glowing, her cunt screaming for more. Ryan's arms wrapped around her, careful and reverent, and she pressed her face into his chest. His caged cock was hard against her hip, still leaking, and she could hear his heart hammering beneath her ear.

I need more.
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Thirteen Marbles, One Promise

Sir moved to the wardrobe, pulled out a grey wool blanket, that looked thick and heavy. He brought it to the bed and draped it over Kimberly's shoulders, tucking it close whilst she stayed curled in Ryan's lap. The weight of it settled her trembling, and Ryan tightened his arms around her, feeling her breath slow against his throat.

"Rest," Sir said. "Both of you. Dinner at six." His hand rested on Ryan's shoulder, warm and firm. "Then we'll see how many marbles Ryan wants to spend tonight."

Kimberly's eyes fluttered open, still hazy. "Tonight?"

Sir's mouth curved, just slightly. "If he wants to."

Ryan's breath stopped. Sixty-five thrusts. Was that enough to come inside her? Or would Sir make him stop before he got there, pull out shaking and desperate whilst Kimberly clenched around nothing, begging? The thought made his caged cock pulse, leaking slick and hot against Kimberly's bare hip. Please. Let it be enough.

Sir stood. Crossed to the bed. Leant down and pressed a soft kiss to Kimberly's forehead. Then he turned to Ryan and kissed Ryan's forehead too. Just as gentle. Just as claiming.

The tenderness cracked something in Ryan's chest. His throat closed. His eyes burned. This was worse than the cane, better than the cane, unbearable. He couldn't name it. Didn't need to. Sir's hand rested on his shoulder, warm and firm, and then he straightened and walked to the door.

The latch clicked shut.

Ryan exhaled, his whole body trembling. Kimberly stirred in his arms. The blanket slipped from her shoulders as she shifted, and then she was straddling him, naked and flushed, her skin glowing pink from Sir's touch. Her knees sank into the mattress on either side of Ryan's hips. Her weight settled onto his lap. His caged cock pressed directly into her cunt.

Wet. Warm. Slick. Fuck.

She rocked, just slightly, dragging that wet heat along the steel cage, and Ryan's vision blurred. His hands clamped onto her hips, fingers sinking into soft flesh.

"You want to fuck me tonight?" Her voice was low, teasing. Her brown eyes locked on his, pupils blown wide. "You want to sink that desperate cock into me and come inside me whilst he watches?"

Ryan's voice cracked. "Yes. Fuck, yes."

"Then you'll be good for him." Kimberly leant forward, her lips brushing his jaw, his throat, her breath warm against his skin. "You'll earn it."

She kissed him. Deep, filthy, her tongue sliding into his mouth. She tasted of salt and something new, maybe Sir's spit from earlier. Ryan groaned into her mouth, his hips jerking uselessly, the cage biting into the base of his straining cock. Kimberly's cunt was hot and slick against the steel, soaking it, soaking his balls beneath, and he could smell her, fuck, could smell the musk of her arousal mixing with the scent of Sir's cologne still clinging to her skin.

When she pulled back, Ryan's vision was blurred, his breathing ragged, his mouth wet from hers.

Kimberly cupped his face in both hands, thumbs stroking his cheekbones. "I love you, babe." Her voice was soft now, no tease left in it. "I'm so fucking proud of you."

Ryan's eyes burned. His throat closed again. He kissed her, softer this time, reverent, and she melted into him. Her arms wrapped around his neck. They held each other. Her heartbeat was steady against his chest; his was still racing. His hands traced slow circles on her bare back, mapping the dip of her spine, the rise of her arse, the warmth of her skin.

Outside, rain pattered against the windows. Inside, Kimberly breathed against his throat, and Ryan closed his eyes.

Sir's words echoed in his mind. Tonight.


six
Performance Sex, Part One
The Price of Permission


Ryan sat in silence; the incessant rain had finally stopped. The room was grey, soft, still. Kimberly's breath came slow and even against his chest. Her leg hooked over his thigh, fingers splayed across his chest. Don't move. Don't wake her.

The cage bit into the base of his cock, steel tight around flesh that had tried to swell twice in the night. Each time, the bite had dragged him half-conscious, balls aching, before he sank back under. Now he was fully awake, and he could feel the mess trapped beneath the cage: slick precum cooling against his balls, sticky and humiliating and constant.

Kimberly's weight pressed into him, her bare skin sleep-warm, and the faint scent of her sex and Sir's cologne still clung to her hair. She'd fallen asleep like this, naked and utterly relaxed, and Ryan had spent what felt like hours just holding her, feeling the rise and fall of her breath, counting the beats of his own pulse in his caged cock.

Tonight.

The thought looped. Thirteen marbles. Sixty-five thrusts. Ryan's chest tightened. His throat ached. He wanted it so badly he could taste it: the privilege of sinking into his wife under Sir's gaze, the counted rhythm, the permission to spill inside her after days of denial. But more than that, he wanted to be good. Wanted Sir to watch him fuck Kimberly and say well done, good lad, you've earned this.

He glanced at the bedside table. The clock read 3:47 PM. Dinner at six. Two hours. Two hours to be perfect.

Carefully, Ryan extracted himself from beneath Kimberly. She stirred, murmured something soft and incoherent, then rolled onto her side and pulled the old blanket up over her bare shoulder. The rope marks from earlier were still visible across her ribs and hips, faint pink lines that would fade by morning.

Beautiful. She was so fucking beautiful.

Ryan dressed quietly. Yesterday's jeans, a clean shirt from his holdall. The cage made an obvious kinky bulge beneath the denim, impossible to hide. He didn't bother with boxers. No point. He crept to the door, avoiding the floorboard that creaked near the wardrobe, and slipped into the hallway.

Sir's door was closed. No sound from within. Ryan descended the stairs, skipping the third step from the bottom, and headed for the kitchen.

The terracotta tiles bit into his bare feet, cold and unforgiving. Ryan filled the kettle, set it to boil, then opened the fridge. Someone had stocked it yesterday before their arrival: milk, butter, eggs, bacon, a block of cheddar, salad leaves, cherry tomatoes. Enough for the weekend.

Ryan pulled out the bacon and eggs. His hands were steady now, focused. He'd make dinner. Something simple but good. Pasta carbonara. He could do that. Sir had mentioned liking it once, months ago, during one of their late-night video calls when the fantasy was still just words on a screen and Ryan's cage was just an idea that made his cock throb in his fist.

He checked the cupboards. Dried spaghetti, yes. Cheap pre-grated parmesan, it would do. He pulled everything out, lined it up on the counter with the same careful precision he'd used on the bed that morning. The kettle clicked off. He made himself tea, strong, no sugar, and sipped it whilst mentally running through the recipe. Boil the pasta. Fry the bacon until crispy. Whisk the eggs with parmesan and black pepper. Toss everything together off the heat so the eggs didn't scramble.

Simple. He could do this. He had to do this.

Ryan glanced at the clock. 4:13 PM. Plenty of time. Don't fuck it up.

He wiped down the counters again, scrubbed the hob, checked the windowsills for dust. None. Good. The table was already clean, chairs pushed in neatly. He set three places: forks, knives, napkins folded into triangles. Water glasses. A bottle of red wine Sir had brought, uncorked to breathe.

By 5:30 PM, the pasta was boiling, the bacon crisping in the pan, and the kitchen smelled rich and savoury. Ryan's stomach growled. He hadn't eaten since breakfast. Hadn't thought about it. Too focused on earning, on being good, on tonight.

Thirteen marbles. Sixty-five thrusts.

His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage. He adjusted himself through his jeans, hissing at the friction, then forced his hands back to the pan. Focus. Don't fuck this up. Sir would notice if the bacon was burnt, if the pasta was overdone, if the parmesan was clumped instead of shaved. Time to wake his wife, and request Sir’s presence.
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At 5:35 PM, Ryan plated the carbonara. Three neat portions, and set the plates on the table just as footsteps sounded on the stairs.

Sir appeared first, dressed in dark trousers and a white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His hair was damp from a shower, combed back. He paused in the doorway, surveyed the kitchen, the set table, the plated food.

Ryan's pulse hammered in his throat.

"You've been busy," Sir said.

Ryan's chest tightened. "I wanted to make dinner, Sir."

Sir crossed to the table, lifted one of the plates, inhaled. His mouth curved, just slightly. "Carbonara."

"You mentioned you liked it, Sir. Months ago. I remembered."

Sir set the plate down, turned. His hazel eyes were warm, steady, and Ryan couldn't read them. Didn't need to.

"Good lad."

The words hit like oxygen after drowning. Ryan's vision blurred. His throat locked. Good. He'd been good. Sir had noticed the carbonara, had noticed Ryan remembered, had noticed he'd tried, and that was everything. That was worth the ache in his balls, the denial, the counted thrusts he still hadn't earned. Worth all of it.

He just stood there, trembling, owned.

Kimberly appeared in the doorway, wearing Ryan's discarded shirt from earlier. Oversized, hanging off one shoulder, barely covering her thighs. Her hair was sleep-mussed, her eyes still soft and hazy. She looked between them, saw Sir's hand on Ryan's neck, and smiled.

"Smells amazing, babe."

Ryan exhaled shakily. "Thanks."

They ate together at the pine table, the three of them. Ryan and Kimberly side by side, Sir across from them. The carbonara was perfect: creamy, salty, rich. Sir ate slowly, methodically, and complimented the dish twice. Each word of praise made Ryan's chest swell, made the cage bite a little sweeter. Kimberly kept brushing her ankle against Ryan's under the table, her foot sliding up his calf, teasing. Ryan's caged cock leaked steadily, soaking through his jeans, and he didn't care. He was exactly where he was supposed to be.

After dinner, Sir stood, collected the plates, and set them in the sink. He turned to face them both.

"Upstairs," Sir said. "Main bedroom. Strip. Kneel by the bed. I'll join you in ten minutes."

Ryan's pulse hammered in his throat. Is it happening now?

He followed Kimberly up the stairs, legs shaking. Ryan stripped quickly, folding his clothes onto the chair. Kimberly peeled off his shirt, revealing her bare body beneath, then knelt on the rug at the foot of the bed. Ryan knelt beside her, hands on his thighs, palms up.

They waited.

Ryan's knees pressed into the rug, the fibres rough and grounding. His cock hung heavy in the cage, leaking steadily, a thin string of precum pooling on the rug between his thighs. Kimberly's breathing was slow, calm. She didn't look at him. Didn't need to. They were both waiting for the same thing.

The fire crackled to life downstairs. Footsteps on the stairs, slow and deliberate. The door opened.

Sir entered carrying the cut-glass bowl, thirteen red marbles clinking softly inside. He set it on the small side table beside the wingback chair, then crossed to the fireplace and lit the kindling. Flames licked up, orange and warm. Sir straightened, brushed his hands off, then settled into the chair. He crossed one leg over the other, rested one hand on the armrest, and tapped the rim of the glass bowl.

Clink.

The sound went straight to Ryan's caged cock.

"Thirteen marbles," Sir said. His voice was calm, exact. "Sixty-five thrusts total. Ryan, do you want to use them tonight?"

Ryan's mouth was dry. His cock was hard, leaking, desperate. "Yes, Sir. Please."

Sir reached into his pocket and pulled out the single large black marble. He held it up between thumb and forefinger, turning it slowly in the firelight. It gleamed, dark and perfect.

"Thirteen red," Sir said. "You're close, Ryan. Remember the exchange rate. Fifteen red buys you the black. Black buys your wife a special guest. It buys you the sight of your wife being stretched by a man who doesn't need to count his thrusts."

Ryan stared at the black marble. His throat closed. Saliva pooled under his tongue, thick and useless.

The image slammed into him, vivid and filthy: Kimberly on this bed, thighs spread wide, rope burns still pink across her ribs. Another man's cock, thick, long, unstoppable, sinking into her cunt. Stretching her. Making her moan in a way Ryan's five thrusts never could. And Ryan would kneel at the foot of the bed, caged and leaking and watching, his own inadequacy hard-wired into his balls.

Fuck. The cage bit. His cock tried to swell, and the steel crushed it down, and he was leaking again, slick and shameful, and he wanted it. Wanted to see her taken. Wanted to give her that.

"Or," Sir said, dropping the black marble back into his pocket, "you can spend what you have tonight. Satisfy yourself. Do you want to wait, or…"

Ryan's breath stuttered. If he had fifteen marbles, would he trade them? Would he really sacrifice his own pleasure for hers, for the voyeuristic thrill of watching her taken by someone bigger, better, unstoppable?

He didn't know. And he was grateful he didn't have to decide. Not yet.

"I want to use them tonight, Sir," Ryan said, voice shaking. "I want to fuck my wife. Please."

Sir's mouth curved. "Good."
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Sir Takes What's His

Sir unbuttoned his shirt, slid it off his shoulders, folded it with the same precision he brought to everything. Set it on the dresser. His chest was broad, lightly furred with dark hair that tapered down his flat stomach. Ryan couldn't stop watching. Strong hands moved to his belt, unbuckled it slowly, pulled the leather free with a soft hiss that made Ryan's cock pulse in the cage.

Sir stepped out of his trousers, folded them, added them to the pile. He wore nothing underneath. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, half-hard already, thickening as he turned towards the bed. “On the bed pet.”

Fuck.

Kimberly sprawled against the pillows, naked and flushed rose-pink from breasts to throat. Her legs parted slightly, almost unconsciously. Her breath came quick and shallow. The rope marks across her ribs and hips had faded to pale pink shadows, beautiful against her skin. She's gorgeous like this. Ryan's throat tightened.

Sir knelt on the mattress between her thighs. His hand slid up the inside of her left leg, slow, fingertips dragging across sensitive skin. Kimberly's hips shifted, tilting towards him like she couldn't help it. Sir's hand reached the junction of her thighs and paused. Two fingers traced the seam of her cunt, parting her folds, spreading the wetness there. Kimberly moaned, low and breathy, and Ryan's balls clenched.

"You're soaked," Sir said. His voice was calm, conversational, like he was commenting on the weather. "Were you dreaming about this all afternoon?"

"Yes, Sir." Kimberly's hands fisted the duvet beneath her. "Fuck, yes."

Ryan knelt on the rug, three feet from the bed. Hands on thighs, palms up. Good. Hold it. Be good, I’ve been promised my turn. His pulse hammered in his throat. His cock was so hard the cage felt like it might split him open, steel biting into the base of his shaft, the ring digging into his balls. Between his knees, precum dripped steadily onto the fibres, soaking through.

Sir pushed two fingers inside her, slow and deliberate, curling upwards. Kimberly gasped, back arching clean off the mattress. Sir withdrew, brought his slick fingers to his mouth, tasted her. His gaze stayed locked on hers.

"Good girl." His voice dropped, almost tender. "So ready for me."

Kimberly whimpered.

Sir shifted. Positioned himself between her thighs. Gripped his cock at the base, lined himself up. Ryan couldn't breathe. Couldn't look away. The head pressed against Kimberly's entrance. Her body opened. One long, unbroken stroke, and he was inside her.

Kimberly's mouth fell open. Her breath stopped.

Then she exhaled on a moan that went straight to Ryan's balls.

She's taking him. Right there. Three feet away. I can see his cock disappear into her. Her cunt stretches. She's never… not like this.

Sir held perfectly still, buried fully inside her, hands braced on either side of her shoulders. Kimberly's thighs trembled against his hips. Her hands came up, hesitant, hovering near his ribs until Sir nodded permission. Then she touched him, palms sliding up his chest, fingers spreading across his skin like she was memorising him.

"Breathe," Sir said.

Kimberly inhaled, shaky and deep. Her eyes fluttered closed.

"Look at me."

She obeyed. Her gaze locked on his, wide and glassy and desperate.

"Good." Sir pulled back, slow, almost all the way out. Then he drove back in.

Kimberly cried out. Her nails dug into Sir's shoulders, leaving red crescents.

Sir fucked her with steady, deliberate strokes. Deep and controlled, each thrust making the bedframe creak, making Kimberly's breasts bounce, making the duvet shift beneath her writhing body. She was vocal, shameless, gasping "yes" and "fuck" and "Sir" and "please" in a breathless litany that Ryan had never heard from her lips before. Not like this. Not this desperate, this unguarded, this hungry.

Ryan's fists clenched. His cock throbbed, hard, and his breath came shallow and uneven. He wanted to touch himself. Wanted to beg. Wanted to crawl forward and lick Sir's balls whilst he fucked Kimberly, wanted to taste the slick wetness of her cunt on Sir's cock, wanted to serve.

But he hadn't been told to move, so he held fast.

Sir's rhythm didn't falter. Steady, relentless, better than Ryan could ever manage. His hands gripped Kimberly's hips, holding her in place whilst he took her. Kimberly's thighs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back. Her head tipped back against the pillows, throat exposed, mouth open. She was glowing, radiant and utterly his.

Not Ryan's. Sir's, and he was so fucking proud of her he could barely breathe.

Sir glanced towards Ryan, and their gazes met, and something passed between them. Permission. Acknowledgement. Ownership.

"Closer," Sir said. "Kneel here."

He nodded towards the floor directly in front of the wingback chair, positioned at the foot of the bed. Ryan shuffled forward on his knees, careful not to lose his posture, hands still on his thighs. The rug was rough beneath his kneecaps. The firelight cast flickering shadows across the room, and the smell of sex was thick in the air - sweat and slick and cedar aftershave. He stopped where Sir had indicated, close enough now to hear the wet slap of Sir's cock driving into Kimberly, close enough to smell her cunt.

Sir pulled out in one smooth motion. Kimberly whimpered. Broken. Protesting. Her cunt clenched around nothing, pink and swollen and visibly empty, and Ryan's mouth went dry.

Sir stood from the bed, his cock jutted upwards, slick with Kimberly's wetness, still hard and flushed dark. He gripped Kimberly's wrist and pulled her to the edge of the mattress, manoeuvring her so her arse rested right at the lip of the bed, legs draped over his shoulders.

"Ryan," Sir said. His voice was calm. Exact. "Footstool."

Ryan's stomach clenched. His cock leaked. Yes. Please. Yes.

He crawled forward on hands and knees, positioning himself directly in front of the chair, parallel to the floor. His palms pressed flat into the rug. His back straightened, muscles tensing, offering himself as a stable surface. Sir lifted both feet and rested them on Ryan's back, warm weight settling across his shoulder blades and spine.

Perfect.

Sir began fucking Kimberly again. Each thrust pressed his feet harder into Ryan's back, using Ryan's body as leverage, as furniture. The pressure was grounding, real, impossible to ignore. Ryan held perfectly still, muscles trembling with the effort. He could hear everything. The wet slap of Sir's cock driving into Kimberly's cunt. The squelch of her wetness. Her ragged breathing. Her moans, high and desperate and filthy. Sir's controlled exhalations, barely audible but there, steady as a metronome.

I'm furniture. I'm useful. Sir's feet are on my back, and I’m helping him fuck my wife better. She’s moaning his name. She's taking his cock, and I can hear her cunt. I'm so hard I could break.

The cage bit into him with every breath, every shift of weight, every thrust Sir delivered to Kimberly above him. The humiliation settled into his bones, hot and shameful and arousing. He was nothing. He was everything. He was exactly where he was supposed to be.

Above him, Kimberly's breathing grew ragged, her moans pitching higher, breaking on sobs. Her thighs trembled violently against Sir's shoulders. Ryan knew that sound. She was close. So fucking close – he hoped Sir would finally give her the release she so desperately needed.

Sir noticed her change too.

"Do you want to come?" Sir asked. His rhythm didn't change. Steady, deep, relentless, fucking her through it.

"Please, Sir, please!" Kimberly sobbed. Her voice was wrecked, desperate. "Please let me come, please, I need to, I can't-"

"Then come pet," Sir commanded. "Now."

He drove into her hard, three sharp thrusts that made the chair creak and pressed his feet harder into Ryan's back, and Kimberly broke. She sobbed Sir's name, and the bed shook. Ryan could imagine her cunt pulsing around Sir’s cock. She came and came, shaking and gasping and utterly wrecked, and Ryan's cock leaked so hard he thought he might come just from hearing her.

Sir slowed, letting her ride it out, and he murmured something Ryan couldn't hear, low and tender. Kimberly whimpered, aftershocks rolling through her, vibrations reaching Ryan.

Sir lifted his feet off Ryan's back. The sudden absence of weight left Ryan feeling unmoored, hollow, like he might float away.

"Stand down, Ryan," Sir said. "Kneel by the bed."

Ryan obeyed immediately, crawling backwards, then shifting to kneel at the side of the mattress near Kimberly's head. His back ached where Sir's feet had pressed, a dull throb that made his cock leak harder. He'd never been more aroused in his life. His hands trembled as he placed them back on his thighs.

Sir’s cock was still hard, still slick with her wetness, flushed dark with arousal and glistening in the firelight. He stood, wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking slowly. Three measured pumps from base to tip, spreading Kimberly's slick along his length. Then he stopped.

His gaze shifted to Ryan.

"Not yet," Sir said. His mouth curved slightly, almost a smile. "I want to watch Ryan first."

Oh shit!
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Sir's Cunt

Sir crossed to the chest of drawers and retrieved the cut-glass bowl. The red marbles inside clinked softly as he carried it back to the bed, setting it on the mattress beside Kimberly's hip. The firelight caught in the facets, throwing scattered crimson glints across the duvet. Then the key, in his calm hand, and suddenly with a deft motion, Ryan was free. Oh fuck that feels good!

Ryan's breath hitched. The bowl. His marbles. Earned through service, through obedience, through the sting of the cane and the ache of denial, now he was released, and allowed to fuck his wife. Thirteen marbles. Sixty-five thrusts. It may not be enough to properly fuck her, not enough to lose himself in her the way he wanted to, but something. A gift. A privilege.

Sir picked up one marble, held it between thumb and forefinger, and turned it slowly in the light. It was small, smooth, red as arterial blood.

"Five thrusts," Sir said. His voice was calm, exact, the same tone he'd used when counting Ryan's caning strokes that morning. "I'll count. Ryan, position yourself."

Ryan's hands shook as he climbed onto the bed. His knees sank into the mattress, and he moved between Kimberly's thighs, kneeling there, trembling. She was still flushed from her orgasm, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her thighs parted and slick. She was so fucking beautiful it hurt.

Ryan looked down. His tortured cock jutted from his groin, flushed dark and leaking, the head slick with precum that had been dripping from him all day. He positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock just brushing her wet heat and froze.

Don't move. Wait. Be good. Earn this.

Kimberly reached up and cupped his face with both hands. Her palms were warm, her touch gentle. "I love you, babe."

Ryan's throat closed. His eyes burned. "I love you."

She smiled, soft and tear-bright, and let her hands fall back to the mattress.

Sir placed the marble into Ryan's open palm. Ryan clutched it, the glass hard and smooth against his skin, warm from Sir's hand. A talisman. Proof he'd earned this.

"One," Sir said.

Ryan slid into Kimberly.

Oh fuck.

The wet heat of her cunt swallowed him, gripped him, pulled him deeper. She was soaked, far hotter than he ever remembered, and the slide was effortless. He gasped, his whole body shuddering as he buried himself to the hilt. Her cunt clenched around him, pulsing, and he had to stop, had to freeze, had to breathe through the overwhelming need to move, to fuck her, to take what he'd been denied for so long.

She's so wet. So perfect. I've missed this. I've missed her.

But she didn't feel the same. No, she felt better.

Ryan's breath caught. Kimberly's cunt had always been tight, warm, perfect, but now there was something else. A new give, a stretch, a looseness that hadn't been there before. Sir had fucked her minutes ago, had driven into her hard and deep, had made her come screaming his name whilst Ryan knelt and listened. Sir's cock was thicker than Ryan's, longer, and it had changed her. Opened her. Made her ready for Ryan in a way that felt like borrowing, like using something that belonged to someone else.

This isn't just my wife anymore. This is Sir's cunt. I'm fucking Sir's cunt. He stretched her. He made her like this. He made her wetter. He made her better.

The thought should have gutted him. Should have made him feel small, inadequate, humiliated. But instead his cock throbbed, leaking more precum into her, and his balls drew up tight against his body.

"Two."

Ryan pulled back, slow, savouring the drag of her walls along his shaft, then thrust again. Deeper this time. Harder. Kimberly moaned, her head tipping back, her hips tilting to take him. The wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, filthy and undeniable.

She's taking me because Sir fucked her first. She's wet because Sir made her wet. I'm inside her because Sir allows it.

"Three."

Ryan's thighs trembled. The flush was rising already, heat spreading from his balls up through his groin, tightening his stomach, making his vision blur at the edges. He was close. Too close. He'd only had three thrusts, and he was already on the edge of coming.

Not yet. Not yet. Two more. Just two more. Don't fail. Don't disappoint him.

"Hold," Sir said.

Ryan froze. He was buried fully inside Kimberly, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt, her cunt pulsing around him in rhythmic squeezes that made his eyes roll back. He couldn't move. He couldn't breathe. He was shaking, every muscle locked tight, holding himself still through sheer desperate will.

"Breathe," Sir said. "Count to ten."

Ryan sucked in air, ragged and loud. "One." His voice cracked. "Two. Three…"

Kimberly's cunt clenched again, a slow ripple that travelled the length of his cock, and he nearly came just from that. Just from the squeeze. His fists clenched in the duvet beside her hips.

"Four. Five. Six…"

Don't come. Don't come. Sir will take all the marbles. He'll never let you fuck her again. You'll spend the rest of the weekend caged and denied and you'll deserve it.

"Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten."

"Four," Sir said.

Ryan thrust. His control was fraying, unravelling with every stroke. Kimberly's nails dug into his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his hips, pulling him deeper. She was moaning, soft and breathy, and the sound went straight to his cock.

"Pull out," Sir said. "Hold your cock to your stomach. Don't move."

No. Please. One more. Just one more.

But Ryan obeyed. He pulled free of Kimberly's cunt - the sudden cold air on his wet cock making him gasp - and wrapped his hand around his shaft. He pressed it flat against his belly, holding it there, his palm slick with her wetness and his own precum. The flush was rising, dangerous, too close, and he squeezed his eyes shut and counted backwards from twenty.

Twenty. Nineteen. Eighteen.

Breathe. Don't come. You're not allowed. Sir hasn't given permission.

Seventeen. Sixteen. Fifteen.

His cock pulsed in his grip, leaking more, and he had to bite his lip to stop himself from stroking, from finishing, from giving in.

Fourteen. Thirteen. Twelve.

The flush started to fade. The tightness in his balls eased slightly. His breathing slowed.

Ten. Nine. Eight.

By the time he reached zero, the edge had receded. Not gone, never gone, but far enough that he could think again, could obey again.

Sir nodded. "You have one thrust left. Make it count."

Ryan positioned himself again, his hands shaking as he gripped Kimberly's hips. She looked up at him, her eyes soft, loving, tear-bright. He guided his cock back to her entrance and slid in. Slow. Deep. Held at the apex, buried as far as he could go, and didn't move. Just felt. The heat. The clench. The ache. The wetness dripping down his balls. The way her cunt gripped him, pulsed around him, milked him.

This is worship. This is devotion. I'm inside my wife because Sir allows it. I'm fucking her because I earned it. I'm good. I'm obedient. I'm his.

"Pull out," Sir said. "Kneel."

Ryan obeyed. He pulled free, his cock slipping from Kimberly's cunt with a wet sound and climbed off the bed. He knelt at the foot of the mattress, hands on his thighs, palms up, posture perfect. His cock jutted from his groin, leaking steadily onto the rug beneath him, and he didn't touch it. Didn't move. Just knelt, and ached, and waited.

Sir picked up another marble. Then another. Then one more. Three marbles, resting in his palm.

"Spooning," Sir said. "Fifteen thrusts."

Ryan's breath hitched. Fifteen. That was more. That was progress.

Sir positioned them with calm efficiency. Kimberly rolled onto her side, facing the fire, and Ryan climbed onto the bed behind her. Sir guided Ryan's hips forward until his cock nestled against Kimberly's arse, the cleft warm and soft. Ryan's chest pressed to her back, his arm sliding under her neck, his other hand resting on her hip. Sir adjusted Kimberly's top leg, draping it back over Ryan's thigh, opening her.

"Enter her," Sir said.

Ryan reached down, guided his cock between her thighs, and slid into her from behind. The angle was different, tighter, deeper. Kimberly gasped, her hand reaching back to grip Ryan's hip, holding him close.

Sir settled into the wingback chair, legs crossed, watching. "Begin."

"One," Sir said.

Ryan thrust. Shallow, controlled, his hips rolling forward and back. Kimberly's arse pressed into him, soft and warm, and he could feel the muscles of her back shifting against his chest with every breath.

"Two."

Again. Slow. Deep. Savouring.

"Three."

Kimberly whimpered, her hand tightening on Ryan's hip. "Fuck, babe. You feel so good."

She's never said that before. Not like that. Not with that tone. She means it. She means it because Sir fucked her first. Because I'm following him. Because I'm second.

The thought made his cock pulse, leaking more into her.

"Four. Five. Six."

Ryan's rhythm steadied. He wasn't trying to fuck her hard, wasn't trying to make her come. He was just obeying. Following Sir's count. Giving Kimberly what Sir allowed. His cock slid in and out of her, wet and slick, and the sound filled the room.

"Seven. Eight. Nine."

Ryan's breathing was ragged now, his chest heaving against Kimberly's back. The flush was building again, creeping up from his balls, tightening his stomach.

"Ten. Eleven. Twelve."

Three more. Just three more. Hold it. Don't come.

"Hold," Sir said.

Ryan froze. He was buried deep inside Kimberly, his cock throbbing, her cunt clenching around him in slow, rhythmic pulses. Kimberly whimpered, her hips shifting slightly, and Ryan had to clench his jaw to stop himself from moving, from thrusting, from chasing the orgasm that was right there, just within reach.

I can't. I'm going to come. Please don't let me come. Please. I haven't earned it. I don't deserve it. Not yet.

"Breathe," Sir said. His voice was calm, steady, grounding. "Count to twenty."

Ryan counted. His voice shook. His whole body shook. Kimberly's hand slid down to cover his, squeezing gently, anchoring him.

At twenty, the flush had faded. Barely. But enough.

"Pull out," Sir said. "Lie on your back."

Ryan obeyed, sliding free of Kimberly and rolling onto his back. His cock jutted up from his groin, flushed dark, leaking a steady stream of precum that pooled in the hollow of his hip. He stared up at the ceiling, chest heaving, and didn't move. Didn't touch himself. Just lay there, aching, denied, owned.

Sir allowed him thirty seconds of silence. Thirty seconds to breathe, to recover, to pull himself back from the edge.

Then Sir stood, retrieved two more marbles from the bowl, and held them up.

"Cowgirl," Sir said. "Ten thrusts. This is the last set before I decide if you've earned release."

Ryan's eyes widened. His heart hammered against his ribs.

He might not let me come. Even after this. Even after all of it. He might deny me. He might make me stop. He might send me back to my cage without finishing.

The thought terrified him. And it made his cock pulse harder.

"Kimberly," Sir said. "Straddle him."

Kimberly climbed onto Ryan, her thighs bracketing his hips, her hands bracing on his chest. She reached down, gripped his cock, and guided it to her entrance. Then she sank onto him. Slow. Taking him fully. Her cunt swallowed him, hot and wet and perfect, and Ryan's hands flew to her hips, gripping tight.

Sir allowed it. He didn't tell Ryan to let go. He just watched.

"One," Sir said.

Kimberly lifted, then sank back down. Slow. Deep. Her hips rolled, taking Ryan at an angle that made him gasp.

"Two."

Again. Her breasts swayed above him, rope marks still faintly visible across her ribs. Her head tipped back, her mouth falling open.

"Three. Four. Five."

Ryan wasn't thrusting. Kimberly was doing all the work, riding him slow and deep, and all Ryan could do was lie there, hands on her hips, watching her take him, feeling her cunt grip and release, pulse and clench.

She's so beautiful. She's so fucking beautiful. I love her. I love her. I love her.

"Six. Seven. Eight."

Ryan's vision was blurring. His thighs were trembling. The flush was rising again, unstoppable this time, and he knew, he knew, he wasn't going to last.

"Nine."

Kimberly sank down fully, seated on his cock, and ground her hips in a slow circle. Ryan sobbed, dry and desperate, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise.

"Hold," Sir said.

Kimberly stopped. She was seated fully, Ryan buried inside her, and they were both panting, both shaking, both so close to breaking.

Sir stood, crossed to the bed. He slid two fingers into Kimberly's mouth, pressing down on her tongue, and she sucked them, her eyes locking on Sir's face. Sir's other hand came to rest on Ryan's chest, directly over his heart. Ryan could feel Sir's palm, warm and firm, feeling the frantic hammer of Ryan's pulse.

"One more thrust," Sir said. His gaze shifted to Ryan. "Then you stop. No orgasm. Not tonight."

Ryan's face crumpled. Not sadness. Not disappointment. Just overwhelm. Too much. Too intense. Too fucking perfect.

Kimberly lifted, slow, and sank down one last time. Deep. Slow. Taking him fully. Her cunt clenched around him, and Ryan sobbed, a raw, broken sound that tore from his throat.

"Stop," Sir said. "Pull off him. Kneel."

Kimberly obeyed immediately. She lifted off Ryan's cock, climbed off the bed, and knelt beside it, hands on her thighs. Ryan's cock was leaking, twitching, desperate, flushed so dark it was almost purple. He didn't move. Didn't touch himself. Didn't beg. He just lay there, chest heaving, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes, and obeyed.

Sir's hand remained on Ryan's chest. "You did beautifully, Ryan. You held control. You didn't come without permission. That's strength."

Ryan's voice was hoarse, wrecked. "Thank you, Sir."
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Performance Sex, Part Two
The Final Marble


Kimberly knelt beside the bed, thighs trembling from her double fucking, cunt slick and aching, and Ryan filled her vision.

Look at him.

Ryan knelt beside her, cock hard and flushed nearly purple, leaking steadily onto the rug beneath him. His face was scarlet from throat to hairline, and his eyes were wet, glassy, utterly wrecked. His chest heaved with ragged breaths, and his hands were clenched white-knuckled on his thighs. Not touching himself. Not begging. Just obeying.

He's being re-made.

Kimberly's throat closed up. She'd counted every single thrust, Sir's voice calm and exact, Ryan's hips stuttering forward then freezing at the command. Sixty thrusts. Sixty times she'd watched him bury himself inside her, pull back, stop. Sixty times he'd held on when she knew he wanted to let go, wanted to fuck her hard and desperate and come.

And now he knelt there, denied, shaking, aching, and he looked so fucking beautiful her chest went tight.

He needs this. Deserves it. And I need to give it to him.

Kimberly reached out slow and touched Ryan's hand. His fingers twitched beneath hers, warm and damp with sweat, and she felt the tremor running through him. He didn't look at her. He was still staring at Sir, waiting for permission to breathe, to speak, to exist.

Kimberly dragged her gaze from Ryan to Sir. He stood at the foot of the bed, arms crossed, watching them both with that calm, unreadable expression that made her want to crawl forward and press her face to the floor and beg. She dropped her gaze to the rug instead, shoulders curving inwards, hands flat on her thighs in the posture he'd taught her.

"Sir." Her voice came out breathy, smaller than she wanted. "May I speak?"

Sir's gaze shifted to her, steady and assessing. "Yes."

Kimberly swallowed hard. Her pulse hammered between her legs as much as her throat. "Please, Sir. Please let him come. He's been so good. He's obeyed perfectly. He deserves this."

Sir tilted his head, just slightly. His hazel eyes were flinty, considering. "Does he? Or does he deserve to learn that obedience is its own reward?"

Kimberly's breath caught. She wanted to argue, wanted to say of course he fucking does, look at him, he's breaking, how can you deny him, but she bit down on it. Arguing wouldn't help Ryan. It would only cost him more.

So she begged.

"Please, Sir." Kimberly's voice cracked, just slightly, and she hated how desperate she sounded and didn't care. "I'm begging you. Let him come inside me. For you. I want to feel him break. I want to give him that. Please."

Her eyes stayed down, but she could feel Sir's gaze on her, heavy and deliberate. The silence stretched. Rain pattered against the window, and the fire crackled low, and Kimberly's thighs trembled so hard she thought he must be able to see it.

Please, Sir, please, fuck, please let him have this.

Sir's expression softened. Just a fraction. Just enough.

He picked up the token bowl, and shook it gently, letting the marble run around the side like a child’s toy, and Kimberly's cunt clenched at the sound. Sir reached in, pulled out one final red marble, and held it up between thumb and forefinger.

"Five thrusts," Sir said, voice calm, exact. "That's all that's left. If I give him this, he will come. Are you sure you want that, pet? He might not last three."

Kimberly nodded, emphatic, desperate. "I'm sure, Sir. Please."

Sir's gaze shifted to Ryan. "Do you want this?"

Ryan's voice broke, raw and wrecked. "Yes, Sir. Please. I'll try to last. I'll try to be good."

"You've already been good," Sir said, and his tone gentled, just slightly. "This is mercy, not reward. Understand?"

Ryan's breath hitched, shaky and audible. "Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Sir stepped forward and dropped the marble into Ryan's open palm. It sat there, smooth and red and heavy, worth five thrusts. Worth everything.

"Kimberly," Sir said. "On the bed. On your back."

Kimberly climbed onto the mattress, heart racing, pulse pounding in her cunt, and lay back against the pillows. Her thighs fell open. She was still wet, still swollen, still aching from Sir's cock, and now she wanted Ryan's.

Yes. Please. Give him to me.

Sir looked at Ryan, and his voice was steady, exact. "One marble. Five thrusts. Make them count."
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THE FINAL FIVE THRUSTS

Ryan knelt between Kimberly's thighs, cock hard and slick and aching, and didn't move. Didn't touch her. His hands hovered uselessly at his sides, fingers twitching with the effort of not reaching for her hips, not sinking into her warmth before Sir allowed it.

He stood beside the bed, close enough his presence was gravity pulling Ryan's focus, holding him steady. Five final thrusts. That was all Ryan had. Five thrusts to make count, to make perfect, to not waste.

Don't come too soon. Be good. Make them perfect.

Kimberly lay back against the pillows, flushed rose-pink from throat to belly, thighs spread wide, cunt glistening wet and swollen from Sir's earlier attentions. She looked at Ryan with those warm brown eyes, soft and full of something that cracked his chest wide open. Love and trust and something fiercer, something like pride. She'd begged Sir for this. For him. She'd given him this gift, and Ryan's throat closed tight.

I love you. Fuck, I love you so much.

"Please, Sir," Kimberly breathed, voice thick and needy. Her hips rolled, chasing friction, and her gaze flicked to Sir, then back to Ryan. "Please let him fuck me. I want him inside me. I want to make you happy."

Ryan's cock throbbed, leaking against his belly. She was begging for him. For him. But also for Sir. Always for Sir.

Sir's mouth curved, slight and approving. "Patience, pet."

Sir slid two fingers into Kimberly's mouth, slow and deliberate, and she sucked them immediately, tongue working the pads whilst her gaze stayed locked on Ryan. Sir's thumb rested against her flushed cheek, possessive and tender, and Ryan's balls ached just watching it.

"One," Sir said, voice calm, exact, and Ryan's whole world narrowed to that single word.

He felt the slick heat of her against his tip, and pushed in slow. So slow. Every millimetre was fire and relief and agony all at once, her cunt opening for him wet and tight and perfect. Kimberly moaned around Sir's fingers, the sound muffled and obscene, and Ryan's eyes fluttered shut. Fuck. Oh fuck. Warm and wet and gripping him, her body welcoming him home even though he didn't deserve it, even though Sir was the one who'd earned her.

"Eyes on her."

Ryan obeyed, dragged his gaze back to Kimberly's face. Her pupils were blown wide, her lips stretched obscenely around Sir's fingers, spit gathering at the corners of her mouth and stringing down her chin. Beautiful and wrecked and his. I love you, I love you, I love you.

Ryan sank fully inside her and held there, trembling, his cock pulsing so hard he thought he'd come just from being buried in her warmth. But he didn't. He held. Because Sir hadn't told him to move yet. Kimberly's cunt squeezed him, hot and slick, and sweat prickled down Ryan's spine.

"Two."

Ryan pulled back, slow, feeling every ridge of her cunt dragging along his shaft, then thrust forward again. Harder this time. Deeper. Kimberly's back arched off the mattress, her thighs clamping his hips, and her moan vibrated through Sir's fingers and straight into Ryan's cock.

"Yes," she gasped when Sir withdrew his fingers, spit-slick and panting. "Oh God, yes, Ryan, you feel so good, babe." Her gaze flicked to Sir, hungry and desperate. "Is he doing well, Sir? Is he being good for you?"

Ryan's balls drew up tight, aching. She was checking in. With Sir. About him. The humiliation spiked hot through his belly and made his cock throb harder. Too close. Hold it. Be good. Don't waste it.

"He's doing beautifully," Sir said, and his hand settled on Ryan's lower back, warm and grounding. "Aren't you, lad?"

"Yes, Sir," Ryan managed, voice shaking. "Thank you, Sir."

"Three."

Ryan thrust again, controlled, deliberate, eyes locked on Kimberly's. Her cunt clenched around him, tighter, hotter, and her breath hitched, high and broken. She was close too. Ryan could see it in the way her thighs trembled, the way her chest flushed scarlet, the way her whole body tensed beneath him.

"Hold."

Ryan froze. Buried fully inside her, cock throbbing so hard it hurt, balls drawn up tight and aching, whole body shaking with the effort of not moving, not coming, not breaking apart. Sir didn't make him pull out this time. Just made him wait. The seconds stretched. Ten. Fifteen. Twenty. Kimberly's cunt pulsed around him, squeezing in rhythmic waves, and Ryan bit down on his lower lip hard enough to taste copper.

"Sir," Kimberly whimpered, and her hand scrabbled for Sir's wrist. "Sir, I'm so close. Please. Can I come when Ryan does? Please let me come with him."

Ryan's vision blurred. She was asking permission. For herself. For him. His cock leaked inside her, hot and desperate, and he had to breathe through his nose, had to count silently (one, two, three, four) just to hold on.

"Good girl," Sir murmured, and his hand stroked through Kimberly's hair. "Yes. You may."

Please let me come. Please, Sir, please.

"Four."

Ryan pulled back, thrust slow and controlled, every muscle in his body screaming. His thighs burned, his lungs burned, his cock pulsed and leaked and ached. Kimberly's eyes stayed locked on his, wide and wet and desperate, and she whispered something, muffled and thick with spit.

I love you.

Ryan's throat closed. He couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. Just thrust into her warmth and tried not to break.

Sir removed his fingers from Kimberly's mouth, dragged them across her lower lip, spreading saliva and leaving her mouth red and swollen. Then he placed his hand on Ryan's lower back again, warm and grounding, his palm heavy against Ryan's spine.

"Last one," Sir said, voice steady, and Ryan's spine went molten. "You may come. Both of you. Together. Now."

Ryan thrust deep, desperate, final, every muscle in his body locking tight. Kimberly's cunt clamped around him like a vice, her thighs squeezing his hips, grinding herself against him, her nails digging into his shoulders, and they broke together.

"Ryan!" Kimberly sobbed his name, and her whole body arched, cunt pulsing and gripping him so tight he couldn't breathe. "Fuck, babe, yes, yes!"

Ryan came so hard his vision went white. His cock pulsed inside her, emptying in thick, shuddering waves, cum flooding her cunt whilst his whole body convulsed. He sobbed Kimberly's name, breathless and wrecked, and she moaned it back, her voice breaking, her cunt milking him in rhythmic squeezes that made him shake apart.

Yes. Fuck. Yes. Thank you, thank you, thank you, Sir, thank you.

Sweat dripped down Ryan's spine. His thighs burned, his lungs burned, his cock twitched and pulsed, and he couldn't stop shaking. Couldn't stop sobbing. Kimberly's cunt was so wet around him, slick with his cum and her arousal, and the obscene squelch of it made him shudder harder.

Ryan collapsed onto Kimberly, totally spent, shaking, tears streaming down his face. He couldn't name what he felt. Couldn't separate it. Just overwhelmed and cracked open and grateful, so fucking grateful. She wrapped her arms around him immediately, held him tight, her lips pressed to his temple, her breath warm and ragged against his hair.

"I love you," she whispered, voice thick. "You were so good, babe. So fucking good."
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Throat Deep

Ryan's lungs wouldn't fill properly. Each breath came shallow and ragged, his chest tight. Kimberly's cunt was drenched beneath him, soaked with his cum and her own slick heat, dripping between her thighs. He could feel the wet warmth of it against his groin, filthy and perfect, and Christ, he wanted to stay buried inside her forever.

Her arms wrapped tight around his shoulders, holding him close whilst her breathing slowed against his neck.

"Sit up."

Sir's voice cut clean through the haze. Ryan's spine straightened before his brain caught up - pure reflex, trained response - and he pulled carefully out of Kimberly, his cock dragging through the wet heat of her. She whimpered softly at the loss, thighs squeezing his hips one last time before releasing him. He shifted backwards, knees sinking into the mattress, and Kimberly sat up beside him, flushed and breathing hard. Their thighs touched, skin still slick with sweat, and Ryan's hand found hers on the duvet without thinking, fingers tangling together.

Sir stood at the foot of the bed, his cock jutted out still hard and slick from earlier when he'd fucked Kimberly. He hadn't come yet. Ryan stared before he could stop himself, then jerked his gaze away, heat crawling up his throat. Don't stare. Don't- But his eyes dragged back, helpless. Sir had spent the entire evening orchestrating their pleasure, controlling every thrust, every breath, every orgasm, and he'd denied himself the whole time.

He's going to take what he needs now. And we're going to give it to him.

"Kimberly," Sir said. His voice was low, steady, the tone that made Ryan's stomach drop. "Kneel on the floor, pet. In front of me."

Kimberly slid off the bed immediately, movements eager and fluid despite the visible tremor in her thighs. She sank to her knees on the rug at Sir's feet, naked, flushed, hair tangled and lips swollen. Cum leaked visibly from her cunt. Ryan's cum. It streaked down her inner thigh in a slow trickle, obscene and beautiful, and she didn't wipe it away. Just knelt there, hands settling automatically on her thighs, palms up, and looked up at Sir with bright, hungry eyes.

Ryan's cock throbbed hard in the cage, leaking.

"You, lad." Sir's gaze shifted, pinned him. "Kneel beside her. Hands on your thighs. You're going to watch."

Ryan climbed off the bed, legs unsteady, and sank to his knees beside Kimberly on the rug. Their shoulders brushed - warm damp skin - and Ryan's hands settled on his thighs, fingers splayed wide. Trembling. He could smell it: sweat, sex, Kimberly's arousal thick in the air.

Sir stepped closer. His cock was right there, inches from Kimberly's face. Thick and dark and perfect. Ryan couldn't stop staring. The head was flushed deep red, slick with precum, the shaft curving slightly upwards with veins prominent along the length. Bigger than Ryan's. Thicker. Longer. Better.

"I'm going to use her throat now," Sir said, calm and deliberate. Ryan's stomach dropped hard. "Hard. Until I come. She's going to take all of me, and you're going to watch and trust her. Understand?"

Ryan's hands clenched white-knuckled on his thighs. His breathing quickened - shallow, tight, panicked - and the words echoed in his skull. Her throat. He's going to fuck her throat. Choke her. Use her.

Sir's gaze shifted to Kimberly. "Colour, pet?"

"Green, Sir." Kimberly's voice was breathless, eager, and she leaned forward slightly, licking her lips. "Please. I want to."

Sir's hand settled on top of her head, stroking her hair once - slow, tender, possessive. Then his gaze shifted back to Ryan. "Colour, lad?"

Ryan opened his mouth. Closed it. His throat was too tight. He could see Kimberly kneeling there: naked, willing, eyes bright and fixed on Sir's cock, and the image of Sir forcing himself deep into her throat, choking her, making her gag, it made Ryan's chest tighten with something he couldn't untangle. Fear twisted through his gut, knotted tight with arousal, and he didn't know which was stronger.

What if she can't breathe? What if she panics? What if I have to stop it?

But she'd said green. She wanted this.

"Green, Sir," Ryan managed. His voice shook.

Sir's eyes narrowed slightly, reading him like a book. "She can take it," Sir said. His tone was firm but not unkind. "She wants to take it. Your job is to watch and trust her. Can you do that?"

Ryan swallowed hard. Nodded, jerky and desperate. "Yes, Sir."

"Good lad."

Sir stepped closer, his cock bobbing in front of Kimberly's face. She opened her mouth immediately - tongue out, eager - and Sir's hand cupped the back of her head. He slid his cock into her mouth slowly, the head disappearing past her lips, and Kimberly closed her mouth around him with a soft moan that vibrated through Sir's shaft. Ryan's cock throbbed in delight, fresh precum leaking into the already-damp fabric beneath him.

Sir's hand tightened in her hair. He pushed deeper. Kimberly took him halfway, then gagged lightly. She pulled back, gasping, spit stringing thick from her lips to his cock.

"Good girl," Sir murmured, stroking her hair. "Breathe. Try again."

Kimberly nodded, inhaled sharply through her nose, and opened her mouth wider. Sir pushed in again, deeper this time, and his cock hit the back of her throat. She gagged harder, eyes watering, throat convulsing visibly, and she pulled back again, coughing, spit dripping down her chin.

Ryan's hands clenched so tight his knuckles ached. His whole body went rigid. She's choking. Pull her away. Stop this. Safeword for her.

"Colour, pet?" Sir asked, steady as ever.

Kimberly gasped, voice thick and wet. "Green, Sir. I'm green. Please don’t stop. Teach me."

Sir's hand tightened in her hair; now firm, possessive - and he pushed her head forward, guiding her mouth back onto his cock. It slid past her lips, over her tongue, deep into her throat. Kimberly's throat convulsed violently. She gagged, eyes streaming tears, mascara running in black streaks down her flushed cheeks. Her hands flew up, gripping Sir's thighs, knuckles bone-white, but she didn't push him away. Just held on.

Ryan's breathing sped up. His vision tunnelled. Her face is red. She's choking. I should stop this. I should say red. I should protect her.

"Relax your throat, pet," Sir said, calm and patient as always. "Breathe through your nose. You can do this."

Kimberly tried. Her chest heaved in ragged gasps through her nose, spit dripping from her lips, pooling on her breasts. Her throat worked frantically around Sir's cock, trying to relax, trying to accept. Sir pulled back slightly - gave her a moment to breathe - then pushed in again. Held. Kimberly gagged, choked, tears streaming freely, and Ryan nearly broke.

She can't breathe! Her face is scarlet. What if she's too afraid to safeword? What if she needs me to protect her?

"She's safe, lad," Sir assured him, his gaze flicking to Ryan, reading every ounce of his tension. "I've got her. Trust me."

Ryan's throat closed. He nodded - jerky, desperate, his hands trembling violently on his thighs. Trust him. Trust her. Don't ruin it. Don't fail her. Don't-

Sir's hand stroked through Kimberly's hair, slow and soothing, whilst his cock stayed buried in her throat. "That's it, pet. Swallow around me. Good girl."

Kimberly's throat worked frantically, and she whimpered - muffled, desperate, garbled. Spit dripped from her chin, stringing down to her breasts in thick ropes. She looked wrecked, utterly destroyed, and she still hadn't safeworded.

Sir pulled back slowly, letting her gasp in air. Spit and precum dripped from her swollen lips. She coughed, whole body shaking, and then she looked up at Sir - eyes red-rimmed, streaming - and whispered hoarsely, "Again. Please, Sir. I can do it."

Sir smiled. Just slightly, and pushed back in. Slow. Steady. Inexorable. His cock slid past Kimberly's lips, over her tongue, back to the depths of her throat. She gagged again, lighter this time, her throat working to relax. Sir held her there, hand firm on the back of her head, and murmured praise. "Breathe, pet. Through your nose. Relax into it."

Kimberly's chest heaved. She breathed in ragged, shallow gasps, nose pressed nearly flush to Sir's pelvis, and her throat convulsed around him. She gagged, pulled back slightly, then pushed forward again, taking him deeper. Tears streamed down her face.

Ryan's hands clenched. His whole body was rigid, trembling violently, and he wanted to reach for her, pull her away, stop this, protect her, but he couldn't move. Sir's words echoed in his skull. Trust her. She can take it. She wants this.

Does she? How can she want this? Look at her. She's choking. She's crying. How is this-

And then Kimberly's gaze shifted. Locked on Ryan's. Her eyes were glowing; not panicked, not pleading for rescue, just radiantly, impossibly alive.

Ryan stared at her, and in that moment, he saw it. Really saw it. She wasn't afraid. She was giving herself. She wanted her throat used. She wanted to be broken open for Sir. She needed this.

And she was looking at Ryan to make sure he understood.

Kimberly's lips curved, just slightly, around Sir's cock. A tiny smile. For Ryan. Reassuring him. Telling him without words: I'm okay. I want this. Let me have this.

Ryan's hands unclenched slowly. His breathing slowed, ragged but steadier. Something in his chest cracked open, raw and tender.

She's not afraid. She's glowing. She needs this. And I almost ruined it for her. I almost stopped it. I almost failed her by trying to protect her when she doesn't need protection. She needs this. She needs Sir. And I need to trust them both.

Ryan nodded - barely perceptible, his throat too tight to speak. I trust you. I trust Sir. I'll watch. I'll be good.

Sir's gaze flicked to Ryan, reading the shift in him. His mouth curved slightly. "Good lad. That's it. Trust her. She's beautiful like this, isn't she?"

"Yes, Sir," Ryan whispered, voice cracking. "She's so beautiful."

Sir's hand stroked Kimberly's hair - tender, possessive, reverent. He looked down at her, voice low and commanding. "Show him, pet. Show him how much you can take."

Kimberly nodded, eyes still locked on Ryan's for one more breath. Then she closed them, took a deep breath through her nose, and opened her mouth wider.

Sir started to thrust, and this time, she didn't gag. Her throat relaxed. Opened. Accepted.

Sir pushed deeper. Kimberly's eyes rolled back. Her throat bulged slightly as his cock sank in, inch by inch, until her nose was pressed flush against his pelvis.

She held there.

Breathing through her nose in shallow, ragged gasps. Her hands slid from Sir's thighs to rest on her own, palms up, open. Surrendered.

Ryan couldn't breathe. Couldn't look away. Couldn't do anything but stare, transfixed. She was taking all of him. Her nose pressed to his pelvis. Her throat stretched around his cock. And she wasn't gagging anymore. She was... fuck, she was loving it.

"Perfect. Fuck, pet, you're perfect. Hold it. Breathe. Good girl."

Kimberly moaned around him, desperate, the vibration running through Sir's cock. Spit pooled on her breasts in thick, obscene rivulets. But her body was pliant, relaxed, utterly offered.

Sir held her there for a long moment. Ten seconds. Fifteen. Twenty. Then he pulled back slowly, letting her gasp in air, and pushed back in.

He started to fuck her throat.

Slow. Controlled. Deliberate. In and out, deep every single time. Kimberly's throat worked around him, swallowing, accepting, her whole body trembling but never resisting.

Ryan watched, transfixed. His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, leaking steadily, the wet patch beneath him spreading into the rug. He couldn't look away. Couldn't breathe properly. Couldn't do anything but watch her submit so completely, so beautifully.

She's taking all of him. Her nose is pressed to his pelvis every thrust. She's not gagging anymore. I could never do this to her. I could never give this to her. I'm not... I don't have... but Sir can. And she needs it. She needs him.

"Look at her, lad," Sir said, his voice rough now, deeper, edged with his own arousal. "See how she glows when she submits?"

"Yes, Sir," Ryan breathed, voice shaking. "She's perfect."

Sir's hand tightened in Kimberly's hair. His thrusts became slightly faster, harder; still controlled but relentless, unforgiving. His breathing deepened, roughened. "That's it, pet. Relax into it. Let me use you."

Kimberly moaned, garbled, constant, desperate, her throat working frantically around him. Her eyes stayed closed, tears streaming endlessly, mascara running in thick black rivers.

Ryan's cock pulsed hard. His balls ached, tight and swollen, and he was leaking so much the rug beneath him was soaked. His whole body trembled with the effort of staying still, staying good, not touching himself, not coming just from watching.

Sir's breathing hitched. His hips jerked forward, cock buried deep in Kimberly's throat, and he groaned low - rough, guttural, animal. "I'm going to come in your mouth, pet. Swallow it. All of it. Understand?"

Kimberly moaned assent, eyes opening briefly to meet Sir's. Yes. Please. Use me. Fill me.

Sir's hand tightened in her hair, holding her head perfectly still. His hips thrust once, twice, and then he came hard, pulling back so his spunk flooded her mouth and throat with thick ropes of cum.

Kimberly's throat worked frantically - swallowing, swallowing, swallowing - spit and cum leaking from the corners of her mouth. She didn't pull away. Didn't gag. Just took his gift.

Ryan's vision blurred, and he thought he might black out, might come just from watching, just from seeing her swallow Sir's cum, seeing her throat work, seeing her take everything he gave her without hesitation.

She swallowed all of it. Didn't flinch. She's so fucking beautiful.

Sir held her there until he was finished, until his cock stopped pulsing, then slowly pulled back. Kimberly gasped, coughing, cum and spit dripping from her lips, stringing down her chin in thick ropes. Her face was a mess of mascara, tears, spit, cum everywhere. And she was smiling. Radiant and wrecked and so fucking proud.

She looked up at Sir, breathless, voice hoarse. "Thank you, Sir. Did I please you?"

Sir's hand stroked her cheek, thumb brushing away a tear with infinite tenderness. "Good girl. So good. I'm very proud of you."

Kimberly's eyes fluttered shut. She leaned into his hand, moaning softly, and Ryan's cock throbbed so hard he nearly sobbed aloud.

Fuck. She's so beautiful. So fucking beautiful. And I got to watch. I got to see her break open and glow. Sir let me see that. He let me witness her like this. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.

"Isn't she beautiful, lad?" Sir asked, his gaze shifting to Ryan.

"Yes, Sir," Ryan said, voice thick and shaking.

Kimberly turned her head, looked at Ryan, still smiling. Cum dripping from her chin. "I love you, babe."

Ryan's throat closed completely. "I love you too. You were so good. So fucking good."

Sir stepped back, his breathing still heavy. He reached for the bottle of water on the bedside table, knelt beside Kimberly, and handed it to her.

"Drink, pet. Slowly."

Kimberly took the bottle with trembling hands, brought it to her lips, and drank in small, careful sips. Water spilled down her chin, mixing with the cum and spit, dripping onto her breasts. She didn't care. Just drank, gasping between sips, her whole body shaking.

Sir produced a soft cloth from the bedside table, wet it with water from the bottle, and gently wiped Kimberly's face. Tender. Careful. Reverent. He wiped the mascara from her cheeks, the cum from her chin, the spit from her lips. "You did so well. I'm so proud of you."

Kimberly leaned into his touch, eyes closed, breathing slowing. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir looked at Ryan. "Come closer, lad."

Ryan shuffled forward on his knees, hesitant, his whole body trembling. Sir's hand cupped the back of Ryan's neck - warm, grounding, solid - and Ryan nearly broke at the touch, nearly sobbed.

"You did well too," Sir said quietly. "You trusted her. That took strength."

Ryan's eyes stung. His throat closed completely. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir pulled both of them close, one arm around Kimberly, one hand firm on Ryan's shoulder. They knelt together at his feet, leaning into him, breathing together. Kimberly rested her head on Sir's thigh, eyes closed, smiling softly. Ryan's forehead pressed against Sir's side, and the warmth of him, the solidness, the absolute safety of him, it settled something restless and terrified in Ryan's chest.

"You're both mine," Sir said quietly. "And you're both beautiful."

I've never felt safer in my entire life.

"Rest for a moment," Sir continued, his hand stroking Ryan's hair, then Kimberly's. "Then we'll get you both cleaned up properly."
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Unwound

Sir rose. Unhurried. Ryan tracked every movement - the long stride to the bathroom, the sound of the tap running, the soft clink of glass on porcelain. He returned with two flannels, one warm, one cool, and a tumbler of water. He knelt between them. He wiped Kimberly's face first, the warm flannel traced her jaw, her throat, the sticky mess on her chin. She sighed, eyes half-shut, leaning into the care like a cat into sun. Beautiful. Ryan's chest ached watching her.

Sir turned to him. "Stand up, lad."

Ryan obeyed. His legs shook: thighs, knees, even his bloody ankles trembled. Sir wet the second flannel and knelt again, and Ryan nearly sobbed at the sight: Sir, on his knees, cleaning him.

The flannel was warm. Sir wiped Ryan's softening cock, and he cleaned the base of Ryan's shaft where the ring bit in, wiped the sweat from his balls, squeezed the flannel and let warm water drip down Ryan's thighs.

Ryan bit his lip. Hard. If he didn't, he'd whimper. Or beg. Or say something stupid like I love you when he meant thank you or maybe he meant both. Then the cage was fitted again, lock clicking shut once more.

"Good," Sir murmured, and the word sank into Ryan's spine like heat. "Now sit."

Sir guided Ryan to the wingback chair. Ryan sank into it, and then Sir lifted Kimberly - still loose-limbed, still glowing, her skin flushed rose from throat to belly - and placed her in Ryan's lap.

She was warm. Solid. Real. She curled against his chest, tucked her head under his chin, hooked one leg over his thigh. Her hair smelled like sweat and Sir's shampoo. Her breath ghosted damp against Ryan's throat.

Sir perched on the arm of the chair. One hand rested on Ryan's shoulder, heavy and anchoring. The other stroked Kimberly's hair, slow, rhythmic. Ryan was surrounded. Held. The cage bit into his soft cock, a dull ache, and he'd never felt safer in his life.

No one spoke. Ryan didn't know for how long; a minute, ten, an hour. Time felt thick, sweet, irrelevant. Just breathing. Kimberly's ribs rose and fell against his. Sir's thumb traced slow circles on his collarbone, callused skin catching slightly on Ryan's sweat-damp shirt.

The fire crackled. Rain tapped the windows in soft, uneven rhythm. Ryan listened to it all - the fire, the rain, Kimberly's breath, Sir's - and something knotted tight in his chest for years unwound. Not loosened. Unwound. Like a fist opening after holding on too long.

"Ryan." Sir's voice was low, careful. "Colour for tonight?"

Ryan's throat closed. He swallowed. Tried again. "Green, Sir." His voice cracked. "So green. Thank you."

Sir's hand squeezed his shoulder. Firm. Warm. Approval.

"You held perfectly still when I counted." Sir's voice was even, factual, and every word landed like a gift. "You didn't move when I told you to hold. You pulled out when I commanded, even when it hurt. That's discipline, Ryan. That's beautiful."

Beautiful. The word cracked something open in Ryan's chest. He'd been called competent. Reliable. Useful. Never beautiful. Not for obeying. Not for suffering.

Ryan's eyes burned. He blinked. Too late. Tears spilled hot down his cheeks, and he couldn't stop them, didn't want to. Let Sir see. Let Kimberly feel them drip onto her hair. I'm good. He said I'm good.

Sir turned to Kimberly, still curled in Ryan's lap. His hand slid from Ryan's shoulder to cup the back of her head, fingers threading through her damp hair.

"You begged for him so prettily," Sir said. Warm. Approving. "You gave him a gift by asking me for his release. That's generosity, sweetheart. That's love."

Kimberly's breath hitched. Ryan felt it against his ribs.

Kimberly smiled - slow, tired, radiant - and tilted her head to kiss the hinge of Ryan's jaw. Her lips were soft, slightly chapped. He felt the curve of her smile against his skin.

Sir's gaze returned to Ryan. "The bed was tight enough to bounce a coin." Each item a tick on an invisible list Ryan hadn't known Sir was keeping. "The coffee was perfect. The way you kissed her foot in the bath, Ryan." Sir's mouth curved, barely, at one corner. "Reverent. I saw that."

He saw. Ryan's chest burned. Every task, every small act of service, Sir had noticed. Sir had cared.

His voice broke halfway through his thanks. "Thank you, Sir."

They sat. Silent. Held. Ryan breathed with them, matched his inhales to Kimberly's, his exhales to the steady rise and fall of Sir's chest against his shoulder. He could have stayed there forever. Caged, owned, kept.


eight
MORNING INSPECTION
Tandem Worship


Kimberly woke warm and all at once, awareness flooding in like light through a cracked door. Sir's chest beneath her cheek, rough hair scratching her skin, his breathing slow and deep. His arm was heavy across her back, pinning her close. Owned. She was his, and the thought made her cunt pulse, still sore and slick from last night.

The room stank gloriously: sex, cedar, the sharp mineral tang of dried sweat and spent cum. Her body ached beautifully. Thighs sore where the ropes had bitten yesterday, arse tender and bruised. Cunt pleasantly raw, used, stretched. She shifted slightly and felt the dull throb between her legs, evidence of Sir's cock and Ryan's desperate counted thrusts. Her breath caught.

Fuck, I'm so sore. So perfectly, deliciously sore.

She wanted to stretch, arch like a cat and purr and burrow deeper into Sir's warmth. But she held still. Good girls didn't move without permission.

Instead, she let her gaze drift sideways. Ryan was asleep on her other side, one arm flung across the pillow, his face slack and peaceful in a way she hadn't seen in months. The chastity cage pressed against her hip through the duvet, hard steel and impossible need. Her chest went tight and warm, ribs expanding like she couldn't get enough air.

My beautiful, brave husband. Look how well he slept.

He'd sobbed last night, properly sobbed, face buried in her neck after Sir had finally let him come. She'd held him and whispered “I love you,” and meant every fucking word. Watching him take those last five counted thrusts, watching him fight not to spill before Sir allowed it, watching him break apart when permission finally came... that had been the hottest thing she'd ever witnessed. Better than any fantasy she'd ever had.

She wanted to kiss his temple, smooth the hair back from his forehead, tell him again how proud she was. But Sir's hand tightened slightly on her waist, and she froze.

He was awake.

His palm slid lower, over the curve of her arse, squeezing gently. Not hard. Just claiming. Kimberly melted, thighs parting slightly, instinctive, offering. She was wetter already, slick and throbbing.

"Good morning, pet." Sir's voice was low, rough with sleep, and it went straight between her legs.

"Good morning, Sir." Breathy. Immediate. She tilted her head back to look at him.

His hazel eyes were warm, reading her, checking her. He studied her face for a long moment, then leaned down and kissed her forehead. The kiss landed warm and firm, and her throat closed.

He then slid out of bed, unhurried, every movement deliberate. Kimberly's gaze tracked him like a starving thing. He was naked, confident, utterly unselfconscious, and fuck, she wanted to crawl after him. The line of his shoulders, the taper of his waist, the way his cock hung heavy between his thighs even soft. God, look at him. So calm, so perfect.

She wanted to drop to her knees, beg to suck him. But she stayed still, propped on one elbow, duvet pooling at her waist, breasts bare. She didn't cover herself. Her body was his.

Sir moved to Ryan's side, placed a firm hand on his shoulder. Ryan woke with a gasp, wide-eyed and lost, then saw Sir and melted. Tension drained out of him like water, whole body going soft and obedient.

"Up, lad," Sir said. "Inspection."

Ryan scrambled upright immediately, duvet falling away. His cage looked brutal, cock straining hard against the steel, and there was already a fat bead of precum glistening at the slit.

He's already hard. Woke up hard and caged and aching, and he didn't complain.

Her chest swelled hot and tight, pride and arousal knotted together, inseparable.

Sir gestured to the foot of the bed. "Stand there. Hands behind your head."

Ryan obeyed. He moved stiffly, wincing when the cage shifted, but he didn't hesitate. Just positioned himself exactly where Sir indicated, feet shoulder-width apart, hands laced behind his head, spine straight. He looked vulnerable and exposed, beautiful in a way that made Kimberly's chest ache.

Kimberly sat up fully, letting the duvet pool at her waist. Her nipples were stiff, aching, and she knew Sir noticed. She wanted him to notice. She was already wet, thighs shifting beneath the covers, slick and ready.

Sir circled Ryan slowly, methodical and assessing, his gaze tracking over Ryan's body like a hand, noting everything. The faint pink stripes still visible across Ryan's arse from the caning. The way Ryan's cock strained uselessly in its cage, precum dripping steadily onto the rug, fat drops glistening.

"Colour?"

Ryan's voice was shaky but immediate. "Green, Sir."

She imagined kneeling beside Ryan, both of them inspected, touched, commanded. Both of them Sir's. The image made her breath catch, thighs pressing together hard beneath the duvet.

Want to touch them both. Want to kneel beside Ryan and worship Sir together.

Sir moved to the edge of the bed and sat, legs spreading. His cock was thickening, rising slowly, beautiful and inevitable.

Kimberly bit her lower lip hard. Oh fuck. Yes.

"Kneel, lad," Sir said, calm and exact. "Between my legs."

Ryan sank to his knees immediately, hands settling on his thighs, palms up. His caged cock jutted forward, leaking a thin strand of precum onto the rug, and his eyes were locked on Sir's face with desperate, adoring focus.

Kimberly's hand drifted to her breast, thumb brushing her nipple. She couldn't help it. Her body was a live wire, every nerve singing, and she needed something.

Sir's voice cut through the silence like a blade. "You're going to suck my cock, Ryan."

Ryan's breath stopped. Kimberly's stopped with it.

"Slowly," Sir continued. "I'll tell you when to stop."

Ryan's voice was barely a whisper, broken and awed. "Yes, Sir."

Kimberly's other hand slid beneath the duvet, between her thighs. Not touching yet, just resting there, fingers curled against the heat, aching and slick.

Possessive hunger surged through her, hot and greedy. That's my cock to worship. But underneath that, something softer, warmer. Ryan's going to be so good. Sir's going to love him.

She shifted position, kneeling on the mattress for a better view. The duvet fell away completely. She was naked, flushed, nipples stiff, thighs already slick and parted. She wanted Sir to see how wet she was, wanted him to know she was performing even whilst watching.

Ryan leaned forward, tentative. His tongue slid out, pink and obedient, and licked the head of Sir's cock. Just once. Testing.

Sir's hand tangled in Ryan's hair, gripping firmly, guiding. "Open. Take it."

Ryan's mouth stretched wide around Sir's girth, lips sealing tight, cheeks hollowing beautifully. He took Sir in slowly, inch by inch, and Kimberly's breath stopped. Fuck, yes. Look at him. When the head hit the back of Ryan's throat, he gagged, throat spasming, and adjusted his angle, kept going, so fucking brave.

Kimberly whimpered, breathy and desperate. She couldn't stop herself. The sound tore out of her throat, and her fingers pressed down hard between her thighs, still over her cunt, not touching her clit yet but close. Her hips rocked forward into her own hand.

Fuck, that's so fucking hot!

Ryan's eyes were watering, tears streaking down his cheeks. His throat worked visibly, swallowing around Sir's cock, and his hands stayed perfectly still on his thighs. Obedient. Trusting. Beautiful.

Sir's voice was low and approving, and it made Kimberly's cunt throb. "Good lad. Breathe through your nose. That's it."

Ryan obeyed, chest expanding, nostrils flaring, and he sank deeper. Saliva pooled at the corners of his mouth, dripping down his chin, stringing between his lips and Sir's cock. Kimberly's hips rocked forward again, grinding into her own palm.

She imagined herself beside Ryan, both of them on their knees, both servicing Sir, sharing his cock like a sacrament. Her tongue on the shaft whilst Ryan sucked the head, then switching, trading, kissing with Sir's taste between them.

Want it. Want my mouth on him. Want to taste him.

Her free hand gripped the duvet, knuckles white. Her thighs trembled. She was moaning softly now, couldn't stop, breathy little gasps that matched the rhythm of Ryan's bobbing head.

Sir's hips shifted, pressing deeper. Ryan gagged hard, body jerking, pulling back slightly. Kimberly's chest tightened.

But Sir's hand held firm in Ryan's hair, not forcing but steadying. "Hold. Breathe. You can take more."

Ryan nodded, mouth still full, tears streaming down his face. He tried again, sinking deeper, and Kimberly nearly sobbed with how brave he was.

She couldn't stay silent. "Sir. Please."

Sir's gaze flicked to her, amused and calm. One eyebrow lifted slightly. "Please what, pet?"

"Please let me help him." The words tumbled out, shameless and desperate. "Let me taste you too. I need it, Sir, please."

Can't just watch. Need to touch, need to serve, need my mouth on him.

She felt greedy, insatiable, and she didn't fucking care. Look at us. Both of us wanting him. Both of us his.

Sir considered, let the moment stretch. Ryan's eyes flicked to Kimberly, glassy and adoring, and something passed between them. Permission. Agreement. Yes.

Sir's mouth curved. "Come here, Kimberly."

She scrambled off the bed, knees hitting the rug beside Ryan with a soft thud. Her thigh pressed against his, warm and solid and perfect.

Sir's cock was right there, slick with Ryan's saliva, flushed dark, thick and gorgeous. Kimberly's mouth watered.

"Both of you," Sir said, calm and commanding. "Worship it. Take turns. Show me how well you serve together."

Yes. Fuck, yes.

Kimberly leaned in, tongue flat, and licked up the shaft from base to tip, slow and reverent. She tasted Sir and Ryan's spit, salt and musk and the bitter-clean tang of precum, filthy and perfect. Her cunt clenched so hard she nearly sobbed.

This is perfect. This is exactly what I need.

Ryan's tongue joined hers, licking the other side of Sir's shaft, and their tongues brushed, slick and filthy, and neither of them pulled away.

Sir's hand tangled in Kimberly's hair, the other still gripping Ryan's, guiding them, controlling them, owning them.

Kimberly sucked the head of Sir's cock, cheeks hollowing, whilst Ryan licked the shaft. Then they switched. Ryan took the head, and Kimberly laved her tongue along the thick vein on the underside, tracing it with the tip of her tongue. Their mouths met at the base, kissing around Sir's cock, messy and shameless, spit stringing between their lips.

We're both his. This is how we should be.

Kimberly glanced at Ryan. His face was flushed scarlet, lips swollen, eyes wet with tears, and he was glowing. She felt a surge of love so intense it nearly choked her.

I love him so fucking much for giving us this chance.

And she loved Sir. Differently, yes. Not romance. But devotion. She would crawl across broken glass for his approval, would let him use her however he wanted, would beg to be his favourite, his prettiest pet, his good girl.

Sir's breathing deepened, roughened. His cock throbbed against Kimberly's tongue, pulsing, and she knew he was close.

"Kimberly." His voice was rough now, strained. "Open wide."

She obeyed instantly, mouth open, tongue out, offering.

Sir's hand tightened in her hair, angling her head back, and he came with a low groan. Hot and thick across her tongue, down her throat, coating the back of her mouth. She swallowed, greedy, taking everything he gave her, and her cunt pulsed in sympathy, throbbing and untouched.

Before she'd even finished swallowing, Kimberly turned to Ryan, grabbed his face with both hands, and kissed him deep and messy, filthy and shameless. She pushed Sir's cum into Ryan's mouth with her tongue, sharing the salt and bitter-clean taste, and Ryan moaned into her, trembling. His caged cock pressed hard against her thigh, leaking, and he was shaking, whole body vibrating with need.

Mine. Ours. Fuck, we're both Sir's.

She knew she was glowing, skin flushed and warm, utterly satisfied even though her cunt still throbbed, untouched. Didn't matter. This was enough. To serve Sir. With Ryan. Together.

When she pulled back, she licked her lips, tasting salt and submission, and grinned at Ryan. "Good, babe?"

Ryan's voice was shaky, adoring. "So good."

Sir's hand stroked through Kimberly's hair, slow and approving. "Beautiful. Both of you."

Kimberly's whole body lit up, warm and bright and seen. Adored. Owned. The words sang through her blood, visceral and true.

Sir rose, crossing to the mantelpiece where the empty cut-glass bowl sat. He picked it up, then reached into his pocket and withdrew five new red marbles.

He dropped them in one by one.

Clink. Clink. Clink. Clink. Clink. The start of another hopeful collection.

"Ryan." Sir's voice was steady, warm. "You crossed a boundary today. You were brave. That's worth five marbles."

Ryan's breath hitched, eyes going glassy. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir helped them both to their feet, kissed Kimberly's temple, gripped Ryan's shoulder with firm affection.

"Go clean up," Sir said. "Breakfast in twenty minutes. We have work to do today."

Kimberly's ribcage felt light, open, settled. She was proud and whole and fucking happy.

She glanced at Ryan. He was glowing too, trembling slightly, his cage still painfully tight, but his face was open and soft.

Kimberly stood, thighs slick, cunt still aching, and followed Ryan to the bathroom. Their hands brushed. His fingers wrapped around hers, just for a second, and squeezed.

Sir would make her come later.
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The Taste That Lingers

Ryan's jaw ached.

Not painfully, not quite, but the dull throb started beneath his ears and spread down his neck every time he swallowed. He rolled his tongue along the roof of his mouth, chasing the taste: salt, musk, the ghost of Sir's cock. His face went hot.

I did that. I knelt there and took Sir's cock in my mouth Kimberly watched, and then she kissed me shared his cum on my tongue and fuck, it was amazing.

The memory made his caged cock pulse, a sharp bright jolt of heat against steel.

His hands trembled slightly as he set three plates on the kitchen table. He arranged them with precision even though it didn't bloody matter, even though Sir wasn't going to inspect the crockery. But the ritual steadied him. Gave him something to control when everything else felt wide open and raw.

He wasn't sure what he felt yet. There was pride, yes. Five marbles. Twenty-five thrusts earned in one act. Sir had called him brave, and the word had landed solid and warm in his chest, settling something that had been restless there since Friday night. But underneath the pride was something harder to name. Exposure, maybe. Vulnerability. He'd crossed a line he'd never imagined crossing, and now it was done, written into his body: the ache in his jaw, the slick salt taste still ghosting his tongue, the way his cock had leaked watching Kimberly beg to join him.

And she did join, shared their master, then kissed me after and smiled like I'd given her a gift.

The cage bit into the base of his shaft, and Ryan had to breathe through it, slow and deliberate. In for four, hold, out for six. The steel pressed cold and unyielding, a constant reminder: locked, denied, owned.

Kimberly stood at the counter pouring juice, barefoot in his oversized grey jumper, the hem riding high on her thighs. Her hair was still damp from the shower, curling at the nape of her neck, and she looked... fuck, she looked happy. Soft. Rumpled. Ryan was so bloody proud of her he could barely swallow.

When she caught him staring, she smiled, dimples flashing, and his cage bit hard enough to make him hiss air through his teeth.

She's proud of me. She loved watching me serve Sir.

The thought didn't shame him. It should have, maybe, but it didn't. Instead, it made him feel closer to her than he had in months. Years, even. Like they'd shared something sacred. Filthy and reverent all at once, mouths on Sir's cock, tongues brushing, tasting each other and him.

Sir stood at the hob scrambling eggs in the heavy cast-iron pan, movements efficient and unhurried. He'd dressed in dark trousers and a white shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows, barefoot like the rest of them. The silver chain with Ryan's cage key glinted at his throat, catching the morning light.

Ryan's gaze snagged on it. Helpless.

He holds the key. He decides when I'm free. When I come. When I fuck Kimberly. When I'm good enough.

Sir glanced over his shoulder, spatula in hand. "Toast's done, lad. Butter it."

"Yes, Sir."

The words came out steady. Grateful. Ryan's shoulders dropped half an inch. A task. Something else he could do, something he could get right. He buttered four slices of sourdough, spreading the softened French butter all the way to the edges the way Sir preferred, then arranged them on a plate. The kitchen smelled of eggs and coffee and citrus from the juice. Domestic. Ordinary. Except Ryan could still taste Sir's cum when he swallowed, and the cage pressed cold against his balls, and his knees still tingled from kneeling on the hard floor that long.

He felt raw. Opened. Remade.

They ate. The silence wasn't uncomfortable, just... full. Sir sat at the head of the table reading some battered paperback, the title half-peeled off the spine. Kimberly sat to his right, Ryan to his left. Sunlight pooled on the terracotta tiles, warm enough that Ryan could feel it through his socks. Outside, birds sang.

Ryan's hand found Kimberly's beneath the table. Her fingers laced through his immediately, squeezing once, firm and reassuring. He squeezed back.

I love you. Thank you. Thank you for letting me do this.

She turned her head slightly, caught his eye, and smiled. Small and tender, just for him.

Sir turned a page, forked up some egg, and said without looking up, "How do you feel, Ryan?"

Ryan's breath snagged. He set his fork down, grip careful, and took a second.

Honest. He wants honest.

"Good, Sir." Quiet, but it didn't shake. "Overwhelmed, maybe. But... yeah. Good. I'm glad I did it."

Sir set his book aside and gave Ryan his full attention. His hazel eyes were warm, assessing, kind. "You can say no next time. Or yes. Your choice. Always."

The words settled over Ryan like a blanket. His chest swelled, tight and warm, and for a second he couldn't speak. Just nodded.

"I know, Sir. Thank you."

Kimberly leaned across, kissed Ryan's temple, and lingered there. Her breath was warm against his skin. "I'm proud of you, babe."

Ryan smiled. Small. Shy. Real.

Sir stood, collected the plates, and crossed to the sink. Water ran. He rinsed each plate with the same methodical care he did everything, and then he said, calm and matter-of-fact, "This afternoon, Kimberly and I are going to take you apart in a different way. Rest now."

Ryan's pulse kicked hard. What's next? Can I pass another test? Will I be good enough?

He wanted to. God, he wanted to.


nine
Pegging Under Command
Prepared for Her Cock


Ryan stood by the bathroom sink, naked except for the cage, hands hovering at his sides like he didn't know what to do with them. The room was still warm from Kimberly's shower, afternoon light cutting through the skylight and catching the condensation beaded on the mirror. The air smelled faintly of her soap, floral and clean.

Sir had called him here ten minutes ago. Kimberly was in Sir’s bedroom, waiting, instructed to kneel by the bed until Sir fetched her.

This is happening. He's going to prepare me. Then Kimberly will... Christ.

Ryan's pulse hammered in his throat. The cage bit into the base of his shaft, steel unforgiving against his swollen cock. He'd been half-hard since breakfast, since Sir had said Kimberly and I are going to take you apart in a different way, and Ryan's mind had spiralled through a hundred possibilities before landing on the one that terrified him most, the one that made his stomach flip and his balls ache.

And now Sir had told him outright. Kimberly was going to fuck him. With a strap-on. While Sir watched.

And Ryan wanted it. Desperately.

The bathroom door opened, and Sir stepped inside. Dark trousers, white shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, barefoot. He looked calm, clinical, like a surgeon about to perform a delicate procedure. His hazel eyes swept over Ryan's body once, assessing, cataloguing, owning, and then he gestured to the toilet.

"Sit."

Ryan obeyed immediately, lowering himself onto the closed lid, thighs pressed together, hands gripping his knees. His breath came shallow and quick.

Sir crossed to the sink, opened the cupboard beneath it, and withdrew a bulb syringe. Simple, medical, discreet. He filled it with warm water from the tap, tested the temperature on the inside of his wrist, adjusted the flow.

"We'll start with an enema," Sir said. Matter-of-fact. Like he was suggesting tea. "It's not mandatory, but you'll feel cleaner, more confident. You'll be able to focus on what's happening instead of worrying." He turned, met Ryan's gaze. "Colour?"

Ryan's voice came out steady. Just. "Green, Sir."

Sir set the filled syringe on the sink edge and turned to face Ryan fully. His expression was calm, patient, but his gaze was intense, pinning Ryan in place.

"This isn't just about making you comfortable, Ryan."

Ryan's breath stopped.

Sir's voice dropped lower, each word deliberate. "This is about stripping away the last layer of control you think you have. Your wife is going to fuck you because I've told her to. She's going to own you with a cock I've given her. And you're going to thank her for it." He let the words settle, heavy and inescapable. "Do you understand?"

Ryan's throat went tight. His cock pulsed hard in the cage, and another fat bead of precum dripped onto the tiles between his feet. She'll fuck me. Sir's cock. His control. His permission. The thought should have humiliated him, should have made him want to bolt. Instead his pulse raced, his thighs trembled, and his whole body sang yes.

"Yes, Sir."

Sir's mouth curved, just slightly. Approval. "Good." He picked up the syringe, gestured. "Lean forward. Hands on your knees. Breathe."

Ryan obeyed, bending at the waist, spine curving, arse exposed. His face burned, heat crawling from his chest to his hairline. This was intimate, more intimate than sex, more vulnerable than kneeling with his mouth on Sir's cock. He was offering himself to be prepared, cleaned, made ready, and the humiliation of it made his caged cock leak harder.

Sir's lubed fingers circled Ryan's entrance, cool and slick, and Ryan's breath stuttered. Then the tip of the syringe pressed gently, eased inside, and warm water flooded him. The sensation was strange, uncomfortable but not quite painful, his belly cramping slightly. He breathed through it, counting like Sir had taught him. One. Two. Three.

"Hold it for two minutes," Sir said, withdrawing the syringe and setting it aside. "Then release. We'll do this twice. I want you empty. I want you vulnerable. I want you ready to take what she gives you."

Ryan nodded, didn't trust his voice. He sat upright carefully, the fullness pressing against his insides, unfamiliar and oddly grounding. Sir stepped out of the bathroom, giving him privacy, and Ryan closed his eyes, counted his breaths.

When the two minutes passed, Ryan released into the toilet, flushed, and Sir returned without needing to be called. The process repeated. By the second round, Ryan's breathing had steadied, his shoulders loosening. His trust in Sir's hands was absolute, unquestioned, bedrock.

Sir ran warm water in the sink, soaked a flannel, wrung it out. Steam rose, curling in the afternoon light. "Bend over. Hands on the edge."

Ryan obeyed, palms flat against the cool porcelain, and caught his own reflection in the mirror. His face was flushed scarlet, eyes glassy and dark, lips parted. He looked wrecked already, and Kimberly hadn't even touched him yet.

Sir washed him externally, gentle and thorough, the warm flannel stroking over his entrance, his perineum, the tender skin of his balls beneath the cage. Ryan's face burned, but he held still, let Sir tend him, care for him.

More intimate than sex. He's preparing me. Making me ready. For her.

Sir dried him with a towel, methodical and calm, then retrieved a small bottle of water-based lube from the bathroom cabinet. He set it on the sink edge, uncapped it, and met Ryan's gaze in the mirror.

"I'm going to stretch you now. Slowly. Three fingers."

Ryan's breath stopped.

Sir's voice remained steady, clinical. "This isn't just preparation, Ryan. This is me teaching you what it feels like to be opened. To be taken. Kimberly experiences this when I fuck her. Now you will too. You'll understand what it means to surrender your body completely."

Ryan's cock throbbed so hard the cage bit viciously. He gasped, gripped the sink edge harder, knuckles white.

Sir's voice dropped, softer but no less commanding. "If it hurts, not pressure, hurts, you say amber. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Good lad. Stay there. Hands braced. Look at yourself in the mirror. Watch yourself submit to me."

Ryan's gaze locked on his own reflection. Flushed and trembling.

Sir's lubed fingers circled his entrance, cool and slick, pressing gently. "Breathe out. Push back slightly."

Ryan obeyed, exhaling slowly, and the tip of Sir's finger breached him. The burn was sharp, immediate, and Ryan's whole body tensed, his breath hissing through his teeth.

"Easy," Sir murmured. "Relax. Breathe."

Ryan forced himself to unclench, to open, and the finger slid deeper, slow and inexorable. The fullness was overwhelming, strange, pressing against places inside him he'd never felt before. Not quite painful but intense, his body stretched and claimed.

Sir held still, let him adjust. "How does that feel?"

Ryan's voice shook. "Strange, Sir. Not bad. Just... full."

Sir's free hand settled warm on Ryan's lower back, grounding him, anchoring him. "This is what Kimberly feels when I first enter her. That stretch. That fullness. That moment of surrender." He worked the finger gently, shallow strokes, in and out, and Ryan's breath hitched with each movement. "You're feeling it now. And soon, she'll give it to you. She'll feel what I feel when I push into her tight cunt: power, control, the pleasure of owning her response."

Ryan's knees nearly buckled. His cock leaked harder, dripping steadily onto the tiles, and his reflection showed him red-faced, open-mouthed, wrecked.

Sir added more lube, slick and cool, then a second finger. The stretch was sharper now, burning beautifully, and Ryan whimpered, high and broken, the sound punching out of him before he could stop it.

"Breathe," Sir commanded, scissoring his fingers gently, stretching, opening. "You can take this. You want to take this."

I do. Fuck, I do.

Ryan pushed back slightly, chasing the sensation, and Sir's approving hum made his chest swell hot and tight. Good. Be good. Earn this.

Sir's fingers pressed deeper, searching, and then they found it. The spot. Ryan's whole body jolted, a sharp gasp punching out of him as pleasure spiked white-hot through his groin and up his spine. His caged cock pulsed so hard the steel bit viciously, and he was leaking, fuck, leaking so hard it felt like he might come just from Sir's fingers stroking inside him.

Sir smiled faintly in the mirror, and the approval in that small curve of his mouth made Ryan's throat close. "There. That's what we're looking for." He stroked the gland gently, rhythmic and deliberate, and Ryan's legs trembled violently. "When Kimberly fucks you, she'll hit this spot with every thrust. You'll understand why she begs me to go deeper. Why she screams when I angle just right."

Ryan was panting now, open-mouthed and desperate, precum pooling beneath him on the tiles. The pleasure was overwhelming, nothing like the dull throb of his cock in the cage, this was sharp and bright and consuming, and it was Sir's fingers giving it to him, preparing him for Kimberly's cock, for Sir's control.

I'm going to let her fuck me. I'm going to take her cock and thank her for it and beg Sir to let me come.

Sir's voice was low, certain, claiming. "Good lad. Your body is responding beautifully. This will feel even better when she fucks you. And you'll thank her. And you'll thank me. Because I own this." His fingers pressed harder against Ryan's prostate, making him cry out, sharp and broken. "I own her cock. I own your arse. I own both of you."

Ryan sobbed, nodding frantically, unable to form words. Just yes, yes, please, Sir, yes.

Sir added more lube, slick and obscene, then a third finger. The stretch was intense, burning beautifully, and Ryan whimpered, pushed back instinctively, his body chasing the fullness now, not resisting, wanting it.

Sir worked all three fingers slowly, scissoring and twisting, stretching him open, ensuring he was ready. Ryan was panting, flushed scarlet from chest to hairline, cock leaking steadily, thighs trembling so hard he could barely stand. His grip on the sink edge was white-knuckled, desperate.

I can take this. I can take her. I want to.

Sir withdrew his fingers slowly, and the emptiness was sudden and aching. Ryan whimpered at the loss, his body clenching around nothing.

"You did perfectly. You're ready."

Ryan's throat closed. Thank you. Fuck, thank you.

Sir's gaze was calm, assessing, kind. "Go to the bedroom. Kneel by the bed. I'll bring Kimberly in." He paused, let the silence stretch, then continued, voice dropping lower. "And Ryan? When she fucks you, you'll look at me. Not her. Me. Because this is for me. Understood?"

Ryan's voice shook. "Yes, Sir."

Sir nodded once, satisfied, then gestured to the door.

Ryan turned, legs trembling, and walked carefully out of the bathroom. His arse felt open, tender, prepared, and the cage bit hard with every step. He glanced back once.

Sir was washing his hands at the sink, calm and methodical, as though he hadn't just stretched Ryan open and promised to watch Kimberly take him apart.

He just stretched my arse and I'm harder than I've been all weekend. What does that mean?

Ryan knew the answer.

It means I'm his. Completely.

He walked down the hallway towards the bedroom, towards Kimberly, towards whatever came next, and his chest felt light and open and certain.
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Borrowed Power

Ryan knelt beside the bed, hands resting on his thighs, palms turned up like an offering. His heart hammered everywhere: throat, wrists, the base of his caged cock where the steel ring bit into swollen skin. The stretch of those foreign fingers lingered, sharp and strange. His arse felt tender. Loose. Open. Prepared for her. Prepared for whatever Sir decided.

Fuck, I'm ready. Please let me be ready.

The door swung open.

Kimberly stepped through first, naked, her skin flushed rose-pink from the bath she'd taken earlier under Sir's supervision. Her hair was still damp at the ends, curling against her collarbones. Her eyes found Ryan's and something flickered there, soft and nervous and bright all at once. She bit her lower lip, the way she always did when she was uncertain but willing.

Behind her, Sir carried the harness: black leather straps folded precisely over one forearm, the dildo held in his other hand like a weapon. Dark purple silicone. Realistic. Not small. Curved. The damn thing looked solid, heavy, real enough to make Ryan's breath catch. His cock tried to swell, and the cage crushed it back, brutal and immediate.

She's going to fuck me with that. Because Sir told her to. Oh fuck.

Sir set the harness on the bed, smoothing the straps once with his palm, then gestured for Kimberly. "Stand here. In front of me."

She obeyed instantly, bare feet padding across the floorboards, her breaths coming quick and shallow. Her nipples were tight, dark pink, her whole body flushed and responsive. Sir knelt before her, no ceremony, just the calm efficiency of a man who'd done this a before. He slid the harness around her hips, threading the straps through the buckles, adjusting the fit with small, precise tugs. The leather creaked softly. Kimberly's breathing hitched every time his knuckles brushed her skin.

Ryan watched, his mouth dry, his cock leaking steadily into the cage. Sir's hands on her hips. The leather tightening against her pale thighs. The way she stood there, trembling slightly, letting Sir dress her in that.

Sir slid the dildo through the O-ring at the front of the harness and twisted it into place with a firm, final click. It jutted forward from Kimberly's hips, obscenely present, impossible to ignore. She looked down at it, lips parting, and her breath stuttered.

Sir stood, brushing his hands off on his thighs. "How does it feel?"

Kimberly's voice was small, breathless. "Strange, Sir. Heavy. Powerful."

Sir's mouth curved, just the barest flicker of approval. "Good. Because you are powerful now." He cupped her chin, tilting her face up to his, holding her gaze. "This cock is mine. I'm lending it to you. When you push into him, you'll feel what I feel when I fuck you. That resistance. That surrender. That moment when his body opens and takes you. Do you understand?"

Kimberly nodded quickly, her throat working as she swallowed. "Yes, Sir."

"You are going to fuck your husband because I've told you to. Not because he asked. Because I decided." Sir's thumb stroked her jaw, slow and deliberate. "You will make him beg. You will make him thank you. And when you come, because the base of this cock will press your clit with every thrust, you will thank me. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Ryan's cage bit hard, the steel digging into the underside of his cock, and he had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from whimpering. His wife stood there with a cock strapped to her hips, Sir's hand on her face, her eyes wide and obedient and fucking glowing. She looked dangerous.

Sir turned, his gaze settling on Ryan, heavy and assessing. "On the bed. On your back. Pillows under your hips."

Ryan scrambled to obey, limbs clumsy with nerves and arousal, climbing onto the bed and settling onto his back. The fresh sheets were cool against his overheated skin, crisp and clean-smelling. Sir moved to the side of the bed and slid two pillows beneath Ryan's lower back and arse, tilting his hips upward. The position left him exposed, vulnerable, legs spread, caged cock jutting uselessly into the air.

Sir draped a towel beneath Ryan's hips. The gesture was practical, but it felt deliberate, caring in that quiet, precise way Sir had. Ryan's throat tightened.

Sir retrieved the lube from the bedside table, flipped the cap with his thumb, and slicked the dildo thoroughly. The wet sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room, slick and filthy. Then he added more lube to Ryan's entrance, two fingers pressing gently, checking, preparing. The touch was cool and slick and intimate, and Ryan's body clenched instinctively before relaxing, opening for Sir's fingers.

Good. Be good. Relax. Let him.

Sir withdrew his hand, wiped it on the towel, then gestured for Kimberly. "Between his thighs. Kneel."

Kimberly climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping under her weight, and settled between Ryan's legs. The cock jutted forward from her hips, dark purple and slick with lube, and she looked down at Ryan, her expression shifting, softening. Not just tenderness. Not just nervousness. Something sharper. Curiosity. And beneath that, power.

Her voice was soft. "You okay, babe?"

Ryan swallowed hard, his throat dry as paper. "Yeah. Nervous. But okay."

Kimberly leaned down and kissed him, gentle and loving, her lips warm and soft against his. "I love you. Tell me if it's too much."

Ryan nodded, unable to speak. His chest felt tight, something swelling there that was too big for his ribs, too overwhelming to name.

Sir moved to stand beside the bed, one hand settling on Kimberly's hip, his grip firm, guiding her position. His other hand rested lightly on Ryan's throat, not squeezing, just there, grounding him, claiming him.

"Line up," Sir said quietly. "Press the head to his entrance. Don't push yet. Wait for my instruction. Feel how tight he is. That's how you feel when I first push into you."

Kimberly's hands trembled slightly as she gripped the base of the dildo, positioning it. The blunt head pressed to Ryan's entrance, slick and cool and unyielding. The pressure built slowly, insistent.

Kimberly's voice was an awed whisper. "Fuck. I never realised..."

Ryan's breath stuttered. The pressure was gentle but relentless. His body tensed instinctively, clenching, trying to hold the intrusion out even as he wanted it, needed it.

This is Kimberly. My wife. About to fuck me.

Sir's thumb stroked Ryan's jaw, slow and deliberate. "Breathe out. Push back slightly. Kimberly, go slow. Just the head."

Kimberly pressed forward, careful, controlled, her hands steady now. The blunt head nudged Ryan's entrance once, twice, and then the pressure built and built and then it gave, his body opening, the head pushing through.

The stretch was immediate and sharp, a bright sting that ripped a gasp from Ryan's throat. His fists knotted in the sheets. Sweat prickled along his hairline. His thighs shook. The cage bit viciously into his swelling cock. Fuck. Fuck. Too much.

"Stop." Sir's voice cut through, calm and absolute. "Hold there, Kimberly. Don't move." His hand tightened fractionally on Ryan's throat. "Ryan. Colour?"

Ryan forced the words out, breathless and shaking. "Green, Sir. Keep going."

Sir's gaze held his, steady and certain and utterly focused. "Good lad." He turned to Kimberly. "Inch by inch. Watch his face. If he tenses, stop. But don't be gentle. He can take it. He wants to take it for you."

Kimberly slid deeper, slow and controlled, her eyes locked on Ryan's face. Halfway. Then three-quarters. And then fully seated, locked deep inside him, the base of the cock pressing snug against Ryan's stretched entrance.

Ryan moaned, low and broken, overwhelmed by the fullness, the stretch, the pressure. His caged cock pulsed hard, leaking steadily onto his belly, a spreading wet patch on his skin. The dildo filled him completely, pressed something deep inside him that made white-hot pleasure spike through his gut.

Full. So full. I can't... fuck, I can feel every inch.

Kimberly's voice was breathless, shaking, awed. "Oh my God. I can almost feel him. Is this... is this what you feel when you fuck me, Sir?"

Sir's voice was low, pleased, almost affectionate. "Yes. That grip. That’s power, Kimberly. Now use it."

Sir's hand tightened slightly on Ryan's throat, still gentle, still grounding, and his other hand guided Kimberly's hips, adjusting her angle with small, precise shifts.

"Now fuck him. Slow. Deep. Feel how he takes you. Ryan, eyes on me."

Ryan's gaze locked on Sir's, glassy and desperate and utterly adoring. He couldn't look away even if he tried. Sir's face filled his vision, calm and certain and in control, and Ryan felt himself settle, even as his body trembled, even as his cock leaked uselessly, even as Kimberly pulled back and thrust forward again.

The angle was perfect. The curve of the dildo dragged directly over his prostate, sending white-hot pleasure spiking through him like lightning. He gasped, incoherent, his thighs trembling violently, sweat slicking his chest.

Fuck. Fuck. I'm going to come. I can't come. Sir hasn't given permission. Breathe. Breathe.

Kimberly's voice shook, breathless and awed. "Babe, I can feel the base pressing my clit. Every time I push into you, it... oh fuck, it feels good."

She thrust again, harder this time, and her breath hitched. She looked up at Sir, eyes wide and uncertain and aroused. "Sir, is this... am I doing it right?"

Sir's voice was calm, exact. "Perfectly. But you're holding back. Fuck him harder."

Kimberly hesitated, her rhythm faltering. Ryan felt the uncertainty in her hips, the slight pause, the way she pulled back less, thrust forward softer.

Sir saw it immediately.

He moved to the dresser, opened the top drawer, and retrieved a riding crop, slim and black with a leather tip. He returned to the bed, the crop resting lightly against his thigh, and swiped it once against Kimberly's left arse cheek.

The sharp crack echoed in the room.

Kimberly gasped, her hips jerking forward instinctively. The dildo drove deeper into Ryan. Ryan moaned, loud and broken, his whole body jolting, pleasure spiking so hard his vision whited out at the edges.

Sir's voice was low, dangerous, edged with authority. "I said harder. He can take it. Give him what he needs. Or do I need to remind you who decides how you fuck?"

Kimberly's voice cracked, breathless and contrite. "No, Sir. I'm sorry, Sir."

Sir tapped the crop against her arse again, lighter this time, encouraging, affectionate. "Then show me."

Kimberly's rhythm built, confidence growing with every thrust. Her hips rolled, driving forward with increasing intensity, the wet slap of lube and skin filling the room. Her breath came ragged, her whole body flushed pink, her nipples tight and dark. The base of the dildo ground her clit with every stroke, and Ryan could see it in her face, the pleasure climbing, building, her mouth falling open, her eyes glazing.

She was getting off on this. On fucking him. On owning him.

Kimberly's voice was filthy, breathless, awed. "You're taking it so well, babe. You're so fucking beautiful like this. I love you."

She thrust harder, deeper, and her voice pitched higher, breaking. "Sir, I'm... I'm going to come. Just from fucking him. Is that... can I?"

Sir's voice was firm, commanding. "Not yet. Make him beg first."

Sir leaned down, his lips brushing Ryan's ear, his voice a low, filthy whisper that sent shivers racing down Ryan's spine. "Look at her. Look how she glows when she owns you for me. You belong to me. Both of you. Beg her to fuck you harder."

Ryan's voice broke, desperate and raw, barely coherent. "Please, Kim. Please. Harder. I need it. Please."

Sir straightened, his hand still resting on Ryan's throat, his gaze shifting to Kimberly, sharp and focused. "Give him what he's begging for. And when you're close, you tell me. You ask permission. This orgasm is mine."

Kimberly drove into Ryan, harder, faster, her hips snapping forward with brutal efficiency. The wet slap of lube and skin was obscenely loud. The base of the cock ground against her clit with every thrust. Ryan sobbed, his cock throbbing uselessly in the cage, his whole body trembling, sweat rolling down his ribs, pooling in the hollow of his throat.

Kimberly's voice was breathless, desperate, climbing. "Sir, I'm close. So close... Sir, please, can I come?"

Sir's voice was sharp, commanding, final. "Yes. Come. Fuck him hard and come now."

Kimberly drove into Ryan with three sharp, brutal thrusts, her hips snapping forward, the wet slap of lube and skin obscenely loud. The base of the cock ground hard against her clit and she broke, shuddering, her head tipping back. She moaned, high and wrecked, her cunt visibly clenching, slick running down the inside of her thighs, her whole body flushed and trembling.

The dildo ground deep inside Ryan, crushing his prostate, and the pleasure spiked so hot and vicious he couldn't breathe. He sobbed, open-mouthed, drool slicking his chin. His cock pulsed uselessly in the cage, leaking steadily onto his belly, the steel biting into his shaft with every throb. I'm going to come. I can't. Sir hasn't said. Breathe. Fucking breathe.

Kimberly's voice was wrecked, sobbing. "Thank you, Sir. Fuck. Thank you. That was... I've never..."

Sir tapped the crop against Kimberly's arse again affectionately. "Good girl. You fucked him beautifully. Now pull out slowly."

Kimberly withdrew the dildo, slow and careful, her hands shaking. Ryan whimpered as it slid free, the emptiness sudden and aching. He felt hollow, stretched, used in the best possible way. His arse clenched reflexively around nothing, and he shuddered, trembling.

Sir helped Kimberly off the bed, unbuckling the harness with gentle hands, his movements calm and efficient. He set the harness aside on the dresser, then turned and pulled Ryan up, into his arms. Ryan's face pressed into Sir's shoulder, his whole body shaking, sweat-slick and trembling and utterly wrecked.

Sir's voice was low, tender, certain. "You took her cock because I told you to. You let your wife own you. That's devotion. That's love."

He turned slightly, one arm still around Ryan, his gaze settling on Kimberly, who stood beside the bed, flushed and glowing and still trembling. "And you, pet. You discovered the power of the cock tonight. You felt what I feel when I fuck you. How did it feel?"

Kimberly's voice was small, awed, breathless. "Powerful, Sir. I felt... God, I felt like I owned him. Like I could make him do anything."

Sir's mouth curved, that faint, pleased smile. "Because you can. When I tell you to. You're both mine. And that makes you powerful too."

He kissed Ryan's forehead, deliberate and claiming, then Kimberly's, his lips warm and firm against her skin.

"You gave each other a gift today. That's intimacy. That's trust. And you gave it to me."

Sir stepped back, releasing Ryan, and crossed to the mantelpiece. He lifted the cut-glass bowl, still mostly empty, only five red marbles resting at the bottom. He added five more, one by one, the soft clink of glass on glass echoing in the quiet room.

"Ryan. You let her take you. You trusted me to guide her. Five marbles."

Ryan watched them fall, shaking, exhausted, glowing. His arse ached. His cock throbbed. His whole body felt tender and raw and seen.

Ten marbles now, fifty thrusts.

Sir set the bowl back on the mantel and turned, his gaze settling on both of them, steady and certain and claiming.
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Cleaned and Kept

Sir crossed to the bathroom. Ryan stayed where he was, perched on the edge of the bed, legs still shaking, arse throbbing, the rest of him just… empty. Hollow. Like something had been carved out of his chest and he was still waiting to see if Sir would put it back.

The sound of water rushing into the tub echoed through the open door, steady and relentless. Kimberly sat beside him, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, her skin still flushed rose-pink from her orgasm. She didn't speak. Neither did Ryan. They just breathed together, the silence thick and safe, and Ryan counted the beats of his own pulse in his throat.

Sir returned, barefoot, sleeves still rolled and held out his hand. "Come on, lad. Let's get you sorted."

Ryan stood on legs that didn't quite belong to him, his arse aching beautifully, the emptiness still acute, like the ghost of the dildo was still inside him, stretching him, claiming him. Sir's hand settled on the small of his back, steadying him, and Ryan followed him into the bathroom.

The tub was half-full, steam rising in soft curls, and the water - Christ - the water was warm without being scalding, just hot enough that Ryan's muscles already ached to sink into it. His thighs were trembling. His arse was on fire. He wanted to dissolve into that bath and never come out.

Sir helped him step over the edge, one hand gripping Ryan's elbow, the other braced against his ribs, and Ryan sank into the water with a shuddering sigh. Heat bloomed up his legs, wrapped around his hips, seeped into the raw ache of his entrance, and he let his head fall back against the porcelain.

Good. This is good. You were good.

Kimberly appeared in the doorway, hesitant, her eyes wide and soft, and Sir gestured her in without a word. She perched on the edge of the tub, her fingers finding Ryan's damp hair instantly, stroking it back from his forehead with slow, tender strokes.

Sir knelt beside the bath, sleeves rolled to his elbows and dipped a flannel into the water. He wrung it out, water dripping back into the tub, and started washing Ryan with careful, methodical strokes. Chest first, then shoulders, then arms. Each pass of the rough cotton felt deliberate, like Sir was memorising every inch of him. Like Ryan was worth the time.

Ryan's eyes drifted shut.

When Kimberly washed between Ryan's legs, careful and tender around his entrance, Ryan flinched, ever so slightly - the skin still sensitive and stretched, the muscle still remembering what it felt like to be opened, filled, owned. "Breathe, lad. She’s just cleaning you up."

Ryan nodded, forcing himself to relax, and she continued, his fingers gentle and exact, washing away the slick and the ache and the ghost of what had been inside him.

"How do you feel? Colour for the whole scene?"

Ryan's throat was raw, voice scraped to nothing. "Green, Sir." The word came out hoarse, cracking halfway through. "That was… intense. But good. Thank you."

Thank you for fucking me with my wife's body. Thank you for letting her take me apart. Thank you for holding the pieces.

He couldn't say that part out loud. His gaze dropped to the water, to the faint shimmer of soap on the surface, and he swallowed hard. "I didn't know I could feel like that. I didn't know she could… do that."

Sir's hand settled on Ryan's shoulder, warm and grounding. "She can do anything I tell her to. And you can take anything I decide to give you. That's trust. That's ownership."

Ryan's throat tightened, and he nodded, blinking back the sting in his eyes. He owns you both.

Sir turned his attention to Kimberly, his gaze steady, assessing, pleased. "And you? How did it feel to fuck him?"

Kimberly's breath hitched, and she looked down at Ryan, her hand still stroking his hair, her touch almost reverent. "Sir, I've never - when I pushed into him and he moaned, I felt this rush. Like I could make him do anything. Make him beg, make him come, make him cry. Is that what it's like for you? Every time you take me?"

Sir's mouth curved into a small, pleased smile, and Ryan's cock tried to swell in the cage, the steel biting instantly, reminding him. "Every time I fuck you, pet. Every time you beg me to stop, to keep going, to let you come. Every time your cunt clamps down on my cock, and you scream my name like you're dying. That's the power. I let you borrow it tonight. Did you like being the one holding the cock for once?"

Kimberly's voice was breathless, awed, almost trembling. "Yes, Sir. So much."

Sir's tone shifted: firmer, reasserting the dynamic, pulling her back into line. "Good. But remember, you're still mine to use. Tonight was a lesson. A gift. Tomorrow, you're on your back again, taking my cock, begging for permission to come. Understood?"

Kimberly's relief was immediate, visible, her shoulders softening, her breath evening out. "Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

Ryan felt a twist of something sharp and hot in his chest - jealousy? arousal? - watching her melt back into submission so easily, so gratefully. She's his. She wants to be his. And that's right.

Sir nodded once, satisfied, and gestured to the tub. "In. Hold him."

Kimberly slipped into the bath, and settled behind Ryan, pulling him back against her chest, and her arms wrapped around him; tight, grounding, warm.

She smelled like sweat and sex; her heartbeat thudded against Ryan's spine, steady and real, and he let his head fall back onto her shoulder. Her breath stirred his hair. Her fingers laced over his ribs, holding him together.

Sir left them to soak, the door half-open, firelight from the bedroom casting long shadows across the tiles.
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Later, Ryan wasn't sure how much later, time had gone soft and liquid, Sir tucked them into bed together, pulling the duvet up to their shoulders with deliberate care. Ryan lay on his side, still floating, still tender, and Kimberly curled against his back, her arm draped over his waist, her breath warm against his nape.

The cage bit lightly with every breath. Cold steel against soft skin. The ring tight at the base of his cock, the bars pressing into his shaft. Every shift of his hips reminded him: owned. Even here, even held by Kimberly, even drifting towards sleep - owned.

Sir sat on the edge of the mattress, his hand resting on Ryan's hip, just above where the cage bit into his skin. "You're both beautiful," Sir said, quiet, certain. "You crossed a boundary tonight. Ryan, you submitted to your wife. Kimberly, you took your husband for me. You've both grown."

His hand slid up, cupped the back of Ryan's neck for just a breath, and Ryan's breath stuttered, his eyes burning. Thank you. I'm yours. We're yours.

"Sleep now."

As the door clicked shut behind him, Ryan closed his eyes, exhausted and tender and utterly, completely relaxed.


ten
ENDURANCE AND REWARD
Counted Breaths, Counted Thrusts


Sir's voice cut through the Sunday afternoon quiet from the bedroom doorway.

"Both of you. Bedroom. Now."

Ryan's stomach dropped. The words weren't loud, but they crackled through the drawing room like a whip-crack, immediate and impossible to ignore. His cock twitched in the cage before his brain caught up, steel biting into flesh that didn't care about logic, only obedience.

He'd been sitting beside Kimberly for over an hour, both reading in companionable silence whilst Sir worked at his laptop across the room. The command was sudden. Unexpected. Ryan's thighs protested as he stood, stiffness reminding him how thoroughly used his body had been all weekend, and he watched Kimberly rise first, setting her book aside, bare feet silent on the floorboards.

Upstairs, golden autumn light poured through the tall sash windows, turning the bedroom into something warm and amber-edged. The four-poster bed dominated the space, white sheets smooth and taut, pillows stacked neatly against the headboard. The cut-glass token bowl sat on the mantelpiece, ten red marbles gleaming inside like rubies.

Ten marbles. Fifty thrusts. Not enough.

"Kneel. Both of you." Sir gestured to the rug beside the bed.

Ryan dropped to his knees on the geometric-patterned rug, the thin padding doing bugger-all to cushion the hard floorboards beneath. Kimberly knelt beside him, close enough that their shoulders nearly touched, her warmth bleeding into his skin. Sir stood before them, fully dressed in dark trousers and a white shirt with sleeves rolled to his elbows, holding two red marbles in his palm.

Ryan stared at the marbles. What's he going to do with those?

Sir's gaze settled on Ryan, steady, assessing, and Ryan's mouth went dry.

"Ryan. I'm going to set you a challenge." Sir's voice was calm, exact. "If you succeed, you'll earn five marbles. If you fail, you'll lose five from the bowl."

Five marbles. Ryan's breath punched out of him. Twenty-five thrusts. The difference between fucking Kimberly properly, or barely getting to sink inside her warmth before Sir pulled him out. Seventy-five total if he won. Twenty-five if he failed. Fuck. Fuck.

"What's the challenge, Sir?" His voice came out steady despite the hammering in his chest.

Sir held up the two marbles, rolling them in his palm, glass catching the light. "You'll hold a stress position whilst I fuck Kimberly beside you. If you hold it for ten minutes without dropping a marble or breaking position, you earn five. If you fail, you lose five."

Oh God.

Ryan's stomach clenched hard. He'd have to watch Sir fuck his wife whilst suffering, whilst holding perfectly still, whilst denied and caged and desperate. And if he failed, he'd lose most of what he'd earned.

Sir gestured to a spot on the floor directly beside the bed. "Kneel here. Arms extended straight out in front of you, parallel to the floor. Palms up. I'll place a marble on each palm."

Sir demonstrated, lifting his own arms to shoulder height, holding them perfectly level, palms flat and open. The position looked simple. Ryan knew it wouldn't be as the minute ticked by. His shoulders ached just thinking about it.

"If a marble rolls off, you've failed. Ten minutes."

Ryan swallowed hard. "Yes, Sir."

Sir turned to Kimberly, and something in his expression shifted, sharpened, predatory. "And you, pet. You'll help him earn this. Or cost him everything."

Kimberly's eyes went wide, her breath catching audibly. "How, Sir?"

Sir's voice dropped lower, controlled, exact. "You'll lie on your back on this bed. Legs spread wide and you folded. Hands gripping your behind your knees or calves, opening yourself fully to me. You will not let go of your legs unless I tell you to. You will not close your legs, no matter how hard I fuck you, no matter how I touch you, no matter how close you get to coming. If you drop your hands or close your legs without permission, Ryan loses one marble immediately. If you do it twice, he loses two more. Do you understand?"

Kimberly's whole body went still, face flushing scarlet from chest to hairline. She has to hold herself open. Whilst he fucks her. If she fails, I lose marbles.

"Yes, Sir." Her voice shook, but the word was clear.

Sir's gaze didn't waver. "This is discipline, Kimberly. Obedience under duress. Control of your own body when pleasure tries to break you. You want to be owned? Prove you can hold yourself open for me whilst your husband earns the right to fuck you later. Colour?"

Kimberly's voice came out breathless. "Green, Sir."

Sir turned back to Ryan, hazel eyes sharp. "And you. You'll watch her take me. You'll watch her fight to obey whilst you hold those marbles. If you drop them because you're distracted by her moans, you fail. Understood?"

Ryan's cock throbbed hard in the cage, steel biting viciously into the base of his shaft. I have to watch him fuck her. I have to stay still. I can't fail.

"Yes, Sir."

Sir's hands gripped Ryan's shoulders, firm, guiding him into position until Ryan knelt on the rug directly beside the bed, back straight, thighs spread for balance. Ryan lifted his arms, extending them out in front of him, parallel to the floor. His shoulders burned already from the effort of holding them level.

"Palms up."

Ryan turned his palms upward, flattening them, steadying his breathing. Sir placed one red marble on each palm, the smooth glass cool. The marbles settled into the centres of his palms, precarious, delicate, already threatening to roll.

Don't move. Don't drop them. Ten minutes.

Sir stepped back, observing. "Don't move. I'll count down the time aloud at each minute. Kimberly, on the bed."

Kimberly climbed onto the mattress, the bedframe creaking softly. She lay on her back, her head turned toward Ryan so she could see him from the corner of her eye. She spread her legs wide, and Ryan's mouth went dry. The movement was slow, deliberate, filthy. Sir grabbed her ankles, and pushed them up and back, almost folding her in half. She reached out, gripped behind her knees, and pulled herself open even more. Her cunt was flushed pink, slick already, lips parted and vulnerable. She couldn't hide in this position. If she let go, Ryan lost. If she failed, he failed.

Her gaze found Ryan's, and something fierce and determined flashed in her brown eyes.

We're doing this together. She won't fail me. I won't fail her.

Sir undressed, and Ryan watched, helpless, as the white shirt came off first, folded and set on the wingback chair. Sir's cock was already half-hard, flushing darker as he moved, and Ryan's mouth watered. Sir retrieved a condom from the bedside drawer, and rolled it on.

Sir set his phone on the bedside table, tapping the screen. A timer appeared: 10:00. The numbers glowed white against black.

Sir knelt on the mattress between Kimberly's spread thighs, his hands gripping her hips, adjusting her angle. He looked at Ryan, then at Kimberly, then back at the timer.

"Begin."

The timer started counting down.

Ryan's arms were already trembling, anticipation and anxiety making every muscle taut. The marbles shifted fractionally on his palms, and he froze, holding his breath until they settled. Don't move. Don't drop them. Breathe. Count your breaths. One. Two.

Sir lined his cock up with Kimberly's entrance and pushed inside in one slow, unbroken stroke, filling her completely. Kimberly moaned, loud and broken, her whole body arching off the mattress. Her hands tightened reflexively on her ankles, her thighs trembling violently as instinct screamed at her to close, to clench around him, but she held. She didn't let go.

So full. Don't close. Don't let go. Ryan needs this.

Sir fucked her slowly, every stroke deliberate, his hips rolling forward and sinking deep before pulling back. The sounds were obscene: slick, wet, the squelch of her soaking cunt taking him, the slap of his thighs against hers. The room stank of sex already, Kimberly's arousal sharp and sweet, and Ryan's cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, leaking pre-cum that trickled down his balls. Sir's gaze flicked to Ryan every few thrusts, watching for failure, watching for excellence.

Ryan's shoulders were already tense, the muscles in his deltoids and triceps moaning from holding the same position.

Sir's voice was steady. "One minute."

Kimberly whispered, breathless and broken between moans. "You're doing… so well… Oh God… fuck me Sir."

Ryan wanted to answer, to thank her, to tell her he loved her, but he didn't dare speak. Any movement, any distraction, could make the marbles roll. He kept his gaze locked on the bedpost in front of him, his breathing shallow and controlled. Two minutes. Three. Four. You can do this.

Sir increased his pace, fucking Kimberly harder, faster, testing her control. She cried out, her body jolting with each deep thrust. Her fingers slipped on her right leg for a heartbeat. She gasped, eyes wide with panic, and tightened her grip immediately, sobbing.

Don't let go. Please don't let go.

Sir's voice dropped, calm, exact, even as he continued thrusting. "If you let go, he loses a marble. You wouldn't want that, would you?"

Kimberly sobbed openly, tears streaming down her temples into her hair. "No, Sir. I won't. I won't let go."

"Two minutes."

His attention lost for a moment, and a marble rolled toward the edge of his left palm. Panic flared white-hot in his chest, his vision narrowing, and he micro-adjusted, barely perceptible, just enough to shift his balance. The marble settled back toward the centre.

Fuck fuck fuck. Don't drop it. Don't.

Sir slowed deliberately, edging Kimberly, keeping her on the knife's edge of orgasm without permission to tip over. Her thighs shook, her breath becoming ragged.

"Three minutes."

Ryan could tell Kimberly was close, desperately close. She trembled, her cunt clenching visibly around Sir's cock with every stroke, wet and beautiful. Her right hand slipped.

No.

She adjusted instantly, sobbing, but Sir had already stopped, his cock buried deep in her cunt, motionless. The room went silent except for Kimberly's ragged breathing and the hammer of Ryan's pulse in his ears. One marble. She'd just cost him one marble. Please, no, please-

Sir's voice was still calm but edged with steel. "Did you let go?"

Kimberly's voice was desperate, tears streaming freely. "I... just for a second, Sir. I'm sorry. Please."

Sir looked at Ryan. Ryan's face was pale, and he considered for a long, agonising moment.

Sir's expression softened fractionally. "I'll allow it. Once. You corrected immediately. But if it happens again, Ryan loses two marbles on the spot. Understood?"

Kimberly sobbed with relief. "Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir. It won't happen again."

Ryan's breath shuddered out of him. Thank you. Oh God. Thank you.

Sir resumed fucking Kimberly, harder now, punishing pace, driving deep with each stroke. She screamed, hands locked behind her calves, thighs shaking violently, but she held position; she didn't let go, didn't close her legs.

Don't fail him. Don't fail Sir. Hold. Just hold.

"Five minutes. Halfway."

Sir reached down whilst still fucking Kimberly, circling her clit with his thumb, adding sensation, testing her control further. She choked on a scream, her whole body convulsing, but her hands stayed locked.

Kimberly begged, incoherent and broken. "Sir, please, I'm so close, please..."

"Not yet. Hold."

Time stretched. Ryan's world narrowed to the marbles on his palms, the bedpost beyond, the wet sounds of Sir fucking his wife, the smell of sex thick in the air. Sweat dripped into his eyes, blurring his vision, but he didn't blink, didn't move. Six minutes. Seven. His arms dropped a fraction, and he dragged them back up, gasping, tasting copper where he'd bitten his tongue.

Sir's pace slowed, his rhythm deepening, grinding his pelvis against Kimberly's clit with every thrust. Her sobs pitched higher, desperate and ragged.

Sir's voice was firm, commanding. "Come. Now."

Kimberly broke, screaming, back arching violently off the bed, thighs convulsing as her orgasm tore through her. Her cunt clamped around Sir's cock, pulsing and clenching, her whole body shaking, but even as she shattered, even as pleasure wrecked her completely, her hands stayed locked on, she didn't let go.

Ryan watched through a blur of sweat and tears, his cage biting viciously into his swollen cock. The sight of Kimberly coming whilst holding position nearly undid him. One marble wobbled precariously. He forced his arm steady, gasping, sobbing.

Eight minutes. Nine. Count. Breathe. You can do this.

Sir pulled out of Kimberly, and she whimpered at the loss, boneless and trembling. Sir moved to kneel beside Ryan on the rug. He didn't touch him, just observed, his presence alone grounding and claiming.

"Nine minutes. One more."

The final minute stretched like hot wire pulled taut. Ryan's vision tunnelled, narrowing to the two marbles on his palms, the bedpost beyond, nothing else. His arms dropped, half an inch, muscles giving out, and he dragged them back up, shaking, gasping. Every fibre of him screamed. The marbles wobbled, glass skating toward the edge of his left palm, and he breathed, shallow, didn't move, didn't blink, just held.

Sir counted the last ten seconds aloud, his voice steady and exact. "Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven. Six. Five. Four. Three. Two. One."

"Time."

Ryan's arms collapsed. The marbles rolled off his palms onto the rug with soft thuds, and he slumped forward.

"You held. You didn't drop them during the challenge, even when I put on quite the distraction."

Sir released Kimberly from her position, his voice gentle. "Let go, Kimberly. You did beautifully."

Kimberly released immediately, her legs falling back to the bed, trembling and cramping. She rolled onto her side, gasping.

Sir helped Ryan sit, massaging his shoulders and arms with deep, firm pressure, bringing blood flow back, working out the knots. Ryan whimpered, his body craving the care as much as the relief.

"You endured. You watched your wife come and you held your position. That's devotion. That's strength."

Sir turned to Kimberly, helping her sit up, massaging her thighs where they'd cramped from being held back for so long. "And you. You held yourself open whilst I fucked you. You obeyed even when your body wanted to close, to clench. You didn't cost him anything. I'm proud of you pet."

Kimberly leaned into Sir's hands.

Sir crossed to the mantelpiece and retrieved the token bowl, the ten marbles gleaming inside. He collected his trousers and from a pocket added five more marbles, one by one, the soft clinks echoing in the quiet room like bells.

Sir held the bowl up so Ryan could see. "Five marbles for Ryan. You've both earned them."

Fifteen marbles total now. Seventy-five thrusts.

Ryan stared at the bowl, his vision blurring with exhaustion and emotion. Seventy-five. I can fuck her properly. Maybe I can make her come?

Sir wrapped a blanket around both of them, Ryan and Kimberly sitting side by side on the rug, leaning into each other, exhausted and glowing. Sir's voice was calm, pleased.

"Rest for ten minutes. Then we'll see if you can earn more."
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Timed Devotion

Ten minutes. Maybe. Ryan had lost count somewhere between the second glass of water and the moment Sir's hand settled on the back of his neck, warm and claiming, then withdrew.

He sat beside Kimberly on the rug, a blanket scratchy-soft around both their shoulders. Her thigh pressed against his, still trembling faintly. She'd been held open so long her muscles were twitching, little aftershocks he could feel through the wool. His own shoulders ached beautifully, deep in the joints. He'd earned that ache, but Sir wasn't finished with them yet.

He stood by the mantel, one hand resting on the token bowl. Fifteen marbles gleamed inside, red glass catching the slant of golden afternoon light through the windows.

Ryan's cage bit into his cock, which hadn't softened. Couldn't. Watching Kimberly recover, flushed skin, tear-streaked face, thighs still shaking, kept him half-hard and leaking steadily into the steel. She was so bloody beautiful it hurt.

"Ryan. Kimberly. Stand."

The command wasn't loud. Didn't need to be. It cut through the quiet like a blade through silk, and Ryan and Kimberly both rose immediately. The blanket slid off their shoulders, pooled at their feet. Ryan's pulse kicked hard in his throat. What now? What's he-

Sir crossed to the bedside table, retrieved a small leather pouch, and set it on the duvet without opening it. He turned to face them, hazel eyes steady, claiming.

"Kimberly. This challenge is yours alone."

Her breath hitched, loud enough Ryan heard it from two feet away. Her pupils blew wide, black swallowing the warm brown, and her nipples tightened into dark points. Oh fuck, she wants more. Ryan's chest went tight, ribs squeezing his lungs. She was so bloody beautiful like this: stripped, collared, waiting for Sir to tell her what he needed. What she'd suffer for.

Sir stepped closer, standing just in front of her. His presence filled the space between them, and Ryan could see Kimberly's breathing quicken, her chest rising and falling faster. "You'll make Ryan cum with your mouth. You have five minutes. If he comes between four minutes thirty and five minutes thirty, you succeed. You will earn Ryan here three marbles. Outside that window, you fail. No penalty. Just no reward."

Kimberly's breath stuttered. "Yes, Sir."

Sir's voice dropped lower, deliberate, the kind of tone that made Ryan's balls tighten and his cage leak harder. "But whilst you work, I'll be testing you. I'm going to touch you. Edge you. Show you pain. Distract you. You must stay focused on Ryan's cock. You must make him cum on time despite whatever I do to you. Do you understand?"

Ryan watched Kimberly's throat work as she swallowed hard. Her pupils were blown, her lips parted, and when she spoke her voice was shaking but eager. "Yes, Sir."

"This is discipline, pet. Service under duress. Obedience whilst suffering. If you can do this, you prove you can be used and still perform. Colour?"

"Green, Sir."

Fuck. Ryan's cock throbbed in the cage. Sir was going to hurt her whilst she sucked him off. She was going to have to time his orgasm, make him cum in a thirty-second window, all whilst Sir tortured her. And she was green. She wanted it.

Sir turned his gaze to Ryan, and the weight of it nearly knocked him sideways. "You will sit on the edge of the bed. Hands flat on the mattress beside your hips. You will not touch her. You will not help her. You will not warn her when you're close. You'll let her work. Understood?"

Don't touch her. Don't help. Just sit here and let her… oh fuck.

Ryan's voice came out tight, rough. "Yes, Sir."

Sir knelt in front of him. The key was already in his hand, silver and small, dangling from the chain around his neck. Ryan's breath caught. Please.

The padlock clicked open, and the sound punched through Ryan's skull. Sir's fingers, steady and precise, eased the ring off first. Ryan hissed. Blood rushed back into the base of his cock, pins and needles and ache, and then Sir slid the curved steel tube away and-

-oh fuck.

His cock surged, thick and flushed dark, the head already slick. Not half-hard. Fucking hard, desperate, days of denial leaking out in a wet bead that hung from his slit and dropped to his thigh. Free. He was free, and Kimberly was going to suck him whilst Sir hurt her, and he was allowed to cum watching.

Sir helped him sit on the edge of the bed, positioning him carefully. Feet flat on the floor, thighs spread. Ryan's cock jutted up between his legs, hard and aching, every nerve ending screaming for touch.

"Don't move your hands. Don't thrust. Let her do the work."

"Yes, Sir."

Just sit here. Don't cum too soon. Don't fuck this up.

Sir positioned Kimberly next, guiding her to kneel on the floor between Ryan's spread thighs. She was naked except for the collar of submission buckled around her throat, her skin flushed and marked faintly from earlier rope. She looked up at Ryan first, her warm brown eyes soft and determined, then glanced back at Sir for instruction.

Ryan could feel her breath ghosting over his cock, warm and close. He wanted her mouth so badly he could scream. Wanted to fist his hands in her hair, pull her down, fuck her throat until he came. But he couldn't move. Couldn't touch, only sit and wait and ache.

Sir set his phone on the bedside table. Five minutes displayed on the timer, big and clear. He tapped the screen.

"Begin."

Kimberly leaned forward, wrapped one hand around the base of Ryan's cock. Her palm was warm, her grip firm and confident, and she stroked him once, root to tip, before taking the head into her mouth.

Her tongue was flat and broad, licking around the crown, tasting the precum already beading there, and Ryan's breath punched out of him in a ragged gasp.

Oh fuck. Warm. Wet. Perfect.

She began working him, slow bobs at first, taking him deeper with each stroke. Her tongue swirled, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, and the wet heat of her mouth was almost too much after days locked in steel. Ryan's thighs trembled. His hands pressed harder into the mattress, knuckles white, just to keep from grabbing her.

She's good at this. She knows exactly how I like it. But she's got five minutes. Can she time it? Can I last?

Sir moved behind Kimberly, kneeling silently. Predatory. Patient. He reached around her body with both hands, cupped her breasts, those heavy, full curves that spilt over his palms. He pinched both nipples at once, hard, twisting slightly.

Kimberly moaned around Ryan's cock. The vibration shot straight through his shaft like electricity, and his hips jerked before he forced himself still. She didn't stop sucking. Didn't falter. Just kept working him with that perfect, slow rhythm whilst Sir's hands claimed her breasts.

Sir's voice was low and filthy, his mouth right beside Kimberly's ear. "Keep going, pet. Don't let me distract you. You've got four minutes thirty left. Make him cum on time."

He pinched her nipples harder, pulled them away from her body slightly, and Kimberly whimpered. Her rhythm faltered for half a second before she recovered, took Ryan deeper until he felt the back of her throat.

She's trying so hard. Sir's hurting her and she's still… fuck, she's still focused on me.

Ryan watched, transfixed, as Sir released Kimberly's rock hard nipples and reached for the leather pouch on the bed. He pulled out two silver clamps connected by a delicate chain. Clover clamps. Adjustable. Ryan knew what those did - they tightened with every tug.

Sir attached them carefully to Kimberly's nipples, adjusting the tension until she gasped sharply around Ryan's cock, her whole body jolting.

The clamps obviously bit hard, biting into the tender flesh, and tears sprang to Kimberly's eyes. But she didn't stop. She kept sucking, kept moving, kept taking Ryan's cock into her mouth like nothing else mattered.

Sir tugged the chain lightly, just enough to pull the clamps tighter, and Kimberly choked. She gagged slightly on Ryan's cock, pulled back to breathe, saliva stringing between her lips and his shaft. Then she dived down again, took him to the back of her throat, swallowed around the head.

She's crying. She's in pain. And she's still sucking my cock like her life depends on it. I love her so fucking much.

"Two minutes thirty. You're halfway there, Kimberly. But he's not close enough yet, is he? Work harder."

Kimberly increased her pace immediately. Faster bobs. Tighter suction. One hand pumping the base of Ryan's shaft in rhythm with her mouth whilst the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently, carefully. Ryan's thighs trembled violently. His balls were tightening, drawing up, and he was creeping toward the edge, that sharp drop-off where he wouldn't be able to stop.

Sir's hand slid down Kimberly's spine, over the curve of her arse, between her legs from behind. He circled her cunt with two fingers, and even from where Ryan sat he could see how soaked she was from the slick coating Sir's fingers as he pulled them away for a moment, glistening in the golden light.

Fuck. She's getting off on this.

"You're dripping, pet. You love this, don't you? The pain. The task. Serving him whilst I hurt you. You're such a good little slut."

Kimberly moaned, loud and shameless, the sound muffled around Ryan's cock but vibrating through his entire shaft. The sensation nearly undid him. His vision blurred for a second before he dragged himself back from the edge.

Not yet. Not yet. She needs more time.

Sir slid two fingers into Kimberly's cunt, deep, curling up to stroke that spot inside her that made her melt. She bucked back against his hand, her rhythm faltering, her mouth slipping off Ryan's cock for a breath before she recovered and dove back down.

Sir tugged the nipple clamp chain hard. Sharp. Vicious. "Stay focused. Two minutes left. He needs to be closer."

Kimberly refocused immediately. Tears streaming down her face. Nipples burning. Cunt clenching around Sir's fingers. But her mouth worked Ryan with renewed desperation. She took him deep, swallowed around the head, pulled back and tongued the sensitive spot just beneath the crown, that place that made him see stars.

I'm close. So close. But is it the right time? I don't know. I can't warn her. Fuck.

Sir fingered Kimberly faster. The wet, sloppy sounds filled the room, slick and filthy, his thumb circling her clit with every stroke. She was right there, trembling on the edge of orgasm herself, her thighs shaking, her breathing ragged around Ryan's cock.

"You want to cum, don't you? I can feel your cunt trying to clamp down. But you won't. Not until this challenge is over. Focus, Kimberly. One minute left."

Ryan's cock pulsed hard in Kimberly's mouth, thick and swollen. His hands gripped the mattress so tight his knuckles were white. His breath came in ragged gasps, his chest heaving, and he was right there, teetering on the edge, about to fall.

Is it time? Is it close enough?

Sir pulled his fingers out of Kimberly's cunt abruptly. She whimpered, denied and desperate, her hips pushing back seeking contact that wasn't there. Sir tugged the nipple clamp chain again, sharp and merciless, and Kimberly choked, gagged, but recovered. Sucked harder. Took Ryan deeper.

Oh fuck oh fuck oh-

It ripped through him, spine to balls to the base of his skull. He emptied into Kimberly's mouth, hot and thick and too much, spurting against the back of her throat. She swallowed; he felt it, felt the squeeze of her throat around his cockhead, the desperate gulp as she took him down. She didn't pull off. Didn't spill. Just kept swallowing, kept sucking, her tongue flat and broad beneath him whilst he shook and gasped and sobbed a breath he didn't know he'd been holding.

When he was finished - when his cock finally softened, still twitching, still leaking - she cleaned him. Every inch. Her tongue slow and thorough, licking him from root to tip, and Ryan's thighs trembled so hard he thought he'd fall off the bed.

Did I… did I cum too soon? Is it-

Kimberly pulled off his cock, gasping. Her lips were spit-slick and swollen, tears and saliva streaking her face. She looked up at Sir, desperate, hopeful, her whole body trembling.

Her voice was wrecked, rough and raw. "Did I… did I do it, Sir?"

Sir checked the timer on the bedside table. "Four minutes forty-eight. Success."

Ryan's chest collapsed with relief.

Sir smiled faintly, that small curve of his mouth that meant pride. "Perfectly. You timed it exactly. And you didn't stop even when I distracted you. That's devotion. That's skill."

He reached for the nipple clamps and removed them carefully, one at a time. Kimberly cried out as blood rushed back, the pain sharp and bright and overwhelming. Sir massaged her nipples gently, easing the ache, his thumbs circling the tender flesh whilst he murmured praise too soft for Ryan to hear.

"Good girl. So good. You earned this."

Sir crossed to the mantel and retrieved the token bowl. Fifteen marbles gleamed inside. He added three more marbles, one by one. The soft clinks echoed in the quiet room.

"Three marbles for Kimberly's success. Ryan, you now have eighteen marbles. Ninety thrusts."

Ryan was shattered. Panting. His cock softening against his thigh, his body still weak from the force of his orgasm. She did it. She fucking did it. Whilst Sir tortured her. She's incredible.

Sir helped Kimberly stand. Her legs shook violently, her nipples red and tender, her cunt still slick and aching, denied orgasm. He wrapped a blanket around her shoulders and held a glass of water to her lips, making her drink slowly.

"You've earned a reward too, pet. After dinner, I'll let you cum as many times as you can take. But first, rest."

Sir gestured to the bed. "Both of you. Lie down. Dinner at six. Then we'll talk about tomorrow."

Ryan and Kimberly climbed onto the bed together, moving slowly, exhausted and glowing. She curled into his chest, and he wrapped his arms around her, held her close whilst her breathing gradually steadied. The blanket covered them both, warm and soft. Sir stood at the foot of the bed, watching them for a long moment before turning away.

Ninety thrusts. Because she suffered for me. Because she served me whilst he hurt her. This is ours.

Ryan closed his eyes, Kimberly's heart beating steadily against his ribs, and let himself drift.


eleven
THE PROPOSAL
Collared and Kept


The pasta had been simple: penne, butter, garlic, basil torn from the kitchen windowsill. Ryan had made it perfectly. Sir praised the dish twice. Kimberly smiled at him across the table, her foot finding his calf. Warmth spread through Ryan all dinner, despite the autumn cold pressing against the windows.

They'd moved to the drawing room after. The fire crackled in the grate, orange light pooling across the faded Persian rug, the worn leather sofa. Sir poured water, and set them on the coffee table. Never wine, Ryan noticed. Sir always kept in total control.

Ryan sat in the wingback chair. His hands rested on his thighs, palms up. He hadn't thought about it. Just did it.

Kimberly curled into Sir on the sofa, legs tucked beneath her, his arm loose across the cushion behind her shoulders. She leant into him. The edge of her jumper slipped off one shoulder.

Ryan wore jeans, a T-shirt. A new collar pressed against his throat - light as breath but unmistakable. Sir had fastened it before dinner as a reward for his devotion. A reward, but it felt like ownership.

Sir's glass hit the wood with a soft thud. He looked at them both - steady, calm, the same controlled attention he gave everything. Ryan's pulse hammered.

"We need to talk about tomorrow."

Ryan's stomach dropped. His hands went cold.

This is it. Thank you and goodbye. Fuck. I'm not ready. I thought we had-

Sir leant in. Elbows on knees, fingers steepled like a priest. "Tomorrow at ten am, the contract ends. You go home. The trial finished, as was the agreement."

Kimberly's smile faded at the edges. Her eyes went wide. Ryan's hands clenched on his knees.

Don't beg. Don't make this pathetic. He gave you the weekend. That's what you paid for. Don't-

Sir's voice cut through the spiral.

"But I don't want our arrangement to end."

Silence. Ryan's breath stopped. His chest locked. He couldn't-couldn't process-

Sir sat back slightly. His gaze moved between them, unhurried. "You shine for me. Both of you. Ryan, you serve with devotion I rarely see. Kimberly, you submit with hunger and trust that makes me want to push you further every time I touch you."

Sir's tone didn't shift, steady, calm, like he was asking about the weather. "I want more than a weekend. I want you on my schedule. I want her mouth when I say open, and your hands when I say serve. I will keep you if you want to be kept."

He wants us. He wants - oh fuck, he wants us.

Ryan's vision blurred. He blinked hard, swallowed. Words failed. Kimberly made a small sound beside Sir, something between a gasp and a sob, and Sir's hand moved to her shoulder, steadying her.

Sir's hand dipped into the leather case beside the sofa. He came back with a manila folder, the kind Ryan knew from work: contracts, manuscripts. Sir set it on the coffee table and opened it. Inside were printed pages, formal and typed, blank signature lines at the bottom.

"This is a thirty-day extended trial," Sir said. "Renewable if we all agree. Weekly training nights at my flat in Kentish Town. Friday evenings, six PM to midnight. Daily texts; good morning and good night, both of you. The token economy continues. You'll wear new collars when you leave here tomorrow."

Ryan stared at the contract. The words swam. Thirty days. Training nights. Daily texts. Collars. His chest was too full. He couldn't name it. Love, maybe. Gratitude. Terror. All three.

Sir's gaze shifted to Ryan. "Ryan's cage key stays with me. I'll unlock you for training nights and when I decide you've earned it. You'll text me if the cage becomes too painful. I'll assess remotely."

Ryan nodded. His throat was too tight to speak.

Sir turned to Kimberly. "Kimberly will wear a full O-ring collar during training nights, removed after. The day-collar stays on both of you unless you choose to end the arrangement."

Ryan nodded. His throat was too tight to speak.

Sir's voice gentled, just slightly. "You'll have a safeword for the entire arrangement. Red ends everything, no questions. Amber pauses for negotiation. You can walk away anytime. But if you say yes, you give me your submission beyond this room. Understood?"

Ryan's voice cracked. "I… we need to talk about it?"

Sir nodded. "Yes. Take a few minutes. I'll be in the kitchen."

He stood. Left the folder on the table. Walked out without looking back. The door clicked shut, and the room went quiet.

Just the fire. The rain. Ryan's pulse hammering in his ears.

Ryan stared at the contract, then crossed to the sofa, joining his wife, and took Kimberly's hand in his, warm and trembling.

Kimberly laughed; sharp, breathless, her hand flying to her mouth. Her shoulders shook. When she turned to Ryan, tears streaked her face.

"Do you want this?"

Ryan swallowed. "Do you?"

"I asked first."

His voice cracked. "I've never felt this… seen. This right. I want it. But only if you do."

Kimberly's face crumpled. She slid into his lap, straddling him, arms tight around his neck. She buried her face against his shoulder and sobbed - proper, ugly crying, her whole body shaking.

"I want it. God, Ryan, I want it so much. I want him to own me. Owns us. After experiencing this, I think I need it. Is that wrong? will you still love me?"

Ryan held her. His own tears came then, hot and sudden, spilling over as he pressed his face into her hair. The cage bit into his cock where she sat on him. He didn't care. His chest was too tight, aching, full.

"I love you," he whispered. "I love you so fucking much."

"I love you too." She pulled back, cupped his face in both hands, kissed him hard. Her lips tasted of salt. "Let's do it. Let's say yes."

Ryan nodded, and kissed her again, hard, salt on her lips.

Kimberly slid off his lap. Her voice shook when she called out. "Sir? We're ready."

The door opened.

Sir stepped back in. Barefoot. Calm. His white shirt was still pristine despite the long day. He looked at them both - standing now, hands clasped together in the centre of the room like children waiting for a verdict.

Ryan's voice was hoarse. "Yes, Sir. We want this."

Kimberly's voice broke. "Please keep us."

Sir's expression softened. A full smile - rare, genuine, reaching his eyes. He crossed to them, slow and deliberate, and cupped Kimberly's face in one hand. His thumb brushed away a tear.

"Then you're mine."

He turned to Ryan. Cupped his face too. Ryan's breath hitched.

"Mine," Sir repeated. Quiet. Firm. Claiming.

They signed the contract together. Sir signed last. His signature was precise, angular, unmistakable. He dated the document, folded his copy into the folder, handed Ryan and Kimberly theirs.

"Keep this somewhere safe. If you need to reference limits or schedules, it's all there."

Ryan nodded. He couldn't take his eyes off the contract in his hands.

Sir returned to his case. Retrieved two small boxes. Black velvet. Jeweller's boxes. He opened them both.

Inside were day-collars. Thin black leather bands, no wider than a shoelace. Tiny silver buckles, delicate and elegant. They looked like chokers. Something you'd wear to a gallery. Ryan knew what they meant.

Sir drew the first collar from its velvet box, slow, deliberate, and crossed to Kimberly. She stood still. Chin tilted up. Throat exposed. Sir fastened the collar around her neck with meticulous care, adjusting the buckle until it sat snug but comfortable. When he stepped back, Kimberly's hand flew to her throat, fingers brushing the leather reverently.

"It's perfect," she whispered.

Sir turned to Ryan. Ryan's chest was tight, his breathing shallow. Sir lifted the second collar and stepped close. Ryan tilted his head back slightly, baring his throat.

The leather was cool against Ryan's skin. Sir fastened the buckle, his fingers brushing Ryan's pulse. The collar settled. Light. Barely there. Unmistakable.

Ryan's eyes filled.

Sir stepped back. Surveyed them both. "You wear these when you leave tomorrow. You don't take them off unless you end the arrangement. People will think they're jewellery. You'll know what they mean."

Ryan touched the collar. His throat was too tight to speak.

Sir's gaze shifted to him directly. "I like the way you kneel. I am not taking your wife from you. I am taking both of you into my hands when you ask me to."

He turned to Kimberly. "You are greedy and glorious. I will feed that hunger."

Kimberly sobbed a broken sound and dropped to her knees. Ryan followed without thinking. His knees hit the rug beside hers. They knelt together, foreheads touching, tears streaming down both their faces.

Sir stood over them. His hands settled on their heads - one on Kimberly's hair, one on Ryan's. The weight of them settled something in Ryan's chest.

"Mine."

The word settled into Ryan's chest. A key turning. A lock clicking home.


twelve
THE GUEST PRIVILEGE
The Black Marble


Ryan's knees ached, the drawing room rug beneath them rough and unforgiving, but he didn't shift. He couldn't. Kimberly's forehead pressed against his, her breath warm and quick and unsteady, her hand gripping his so tight her nails bit into his palm. The collar sat against his throat, soft leather and buckle, light as a whisper but heavy as a vow. Sir's. Claiming him. Keeping him. The weight of it settled in his chest, an ache that had nothing to do with pain and everything to do with belonging.

Sir's hands lifted from their heads.

"Stand," he said, quiet but absolute.

Ryan rose on trembling legs, still locked, still aching. Kimberly stood beside him, one hand still tangled with his, the other touching the leather at her throat. Her lashes were wet, pupils blown wide, cheeks flushed pink. Beautiful. She was so beautiful like this.

Sir gestured to the sofa. "Sit. Both of you."

They obeyed. Kimberly curled into Ryan's side, tucked under his arm, her thigh pressed against his, her body warm and solid and trembling slightly. The fire crackled beside them, the room smelling of wood smoke and leather and something sharper beneath it - Ryan's sweat, his arousal, the slick heat of pre-cum leaking into the cage. He could feel it, wet and shameful and constant.

Sir lowered himself into the wingback chair opposite them, legs crossed, hands resting on the armrests. He looked calm. Patient. Like he had all the time in the world, and Ryan and Kimberly were simply part of the evening's plan, already mapped out, already decided.

Good, Ryan thought, his pulse hammering in his throat. Let him decide. Let him control this.

"There's something else we should discuss," Sir said, his voice steady, exact. "Before we continue our final activities."

Ryan's breath hitched. Kimberly's fingers tightened on his, her nails pressing crescents into his skin.

Sir leaned forward slightly, firelight catching in his eyes. "The token bowl in the bedroom now contains eighteen marbles. Ninety thrusts. Enough for a full performance tonight, if you want it."

Ninety thrusts. Ryan's throat closed. Enough to fuck Kimberly properly, not just five desperate strokes before being pulled out, not just the humiliating count of one-two-three-hold. Enough to sink into her, to feel her cunt tighten around him, to make her come, to lose himself inside her. Enough to-

"Or," Sir said, and his hand dipped into his pocket.

He drew out a single marble, held it between thumb and forefinger, turned it slow so the firelight caught in its surface.

Black.

Larger than the reds. Heavier. The Guest Privilege. Ryan's breath stopped. His cock pulsed hard against the cage, the steel biting deep into the base of his shaft, and he couldn't look away from that smooth dark sphere in Sir's hand.

"This black marble," Sir said, his voice calm, deliberate, "is worth fifteen red marbles. You can trade for it, and accept the guest privilege."

Ryan's stomach dropped, and Kimberly's hand went still on his thigh.

Sir's gaze didn't waver. "Then, another man fucks Kimberly under my control whilst you watch and serve. I select the guest. I direct the scene. You do not touch Kimberly sexually during. After, you may clean her if I allow it."

The words hung in the air, heavy and inescapable. Ryan couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Couldn't do anything but picture it - Kimberly on her back, thighs spread wide, some stranger's cock disappearing into her cunt whilst Ryan knelt at the foot of the bed, caged, useless, desperate, watching her take what he couldn't give.

His cock pulsed violently, pre-cum slicking the inside of the cage, and his face burned so hot he thought he might combust.

Sir turned his gaze to Kimberly. "This is Ryan's choice to request. But it's your choice to accept."

Kimberly's chest rose and fell, quick and shallow. Her eyes flicked to Ryan, searching his face, then back to Sir. Her voice came out small, shaky. "What kind of man, Sir?"

"Someone I've worked with before," Sir said. "Respectful, fully tested. Extremely well endowed." He paused, let the words settle like stones dropped into deep water. "A professional. He'll follow my instructions exactly."

Extremely well endowed. Ryan's stomach twisted.

Kimberly turned to him, her hand cupping his jaw, her thumb brushing his lower lip. "Do you want this?" Her voice cracked. "Really, babe? You want to watch some stranger fuck me?"

He met her eyes, held them even though his face was on fire, even though his cock was throbbing so hard the cage felt like a vice. "I can't give you what he could. And that's okay. I want to give you this."

Kimberly's eyes filled, lashes wet, a single tear spilling over and running down her cheek. She shook her head slightly, her fingers tightening on his jaw. "You're not inadequate, Ryan." Her voice was fierce, choked.

But then her gaze dropped to his caged cock, flushed and leaking, straining against the steel, and her mouth curved, just slightly. "But if you want to watch that…" She turned back to Sir, chin lifting, breath still unsteady. "Please Sir. I trust you."

Sir's gaze shifted to Ryan, steady and patient and impossible to hide from. "You're sure? This crosses a line we can't uncross."

Ryan's heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his teeth. He thought about the marbles - seventy-five thrusts he'd be giving up. Seventy-five times he could sink into Kimberly's body, feel her tighten around him, hear her moan his name, feel her nails in his back.

He would be trading all of it just to watch another man fuck his wife.

He realised there was no question. He wanted it so badly he could barely breathe.

"I'm sure, Sir," Ryan whispered, the words scraping out of his throat. "Please."

Sir studied him for a long moment, firelight casting shadows across his face, and then he nodded once, slow and deliberate.

"Then I'll make the call. He'll be here in two hours."

Sir stood, phone already in his hand, and stepped out into the hallway. The door clicked shut behind him, soft and final, and the silence that followed was thick, electric. Ryan and Kimberly sat frozen on the sofa, their hands still tangled together, both of them breathing too fast.

Then Kimberly turned to him, eyes wide, cheeks flushed pink, and whispered, "Fuck."

Ryan's laugh came out broken, desperate. "Yeah."

She climbed into his lap, straddling him, her hands on his shoulders, her weight pressing down on the cage and making him gasp. The collar sat perfect against her throat, buckle glinting in the firelight. Her pupils were blown wide, black swallowing the green.

"Are you scared?" she asked, her voice low, breathless.

"Terrified." Ryan's voice cracked. "And so fucking hard I could break."

Kimberly ground down against the cage, slow and deliberate, and Ryan's breath hissed out through his teeth. Her smile was wicked, radiant, filthy. "Sir said… extremely well endowed."

I know."

"Much bigger than you," she whispered, her lips brushing his ear, her breath hot. "So much bigger."

Yes. The word burned in his throat. Yes, please, fuck.

"You deserve it," Ryan said, his hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh. "You deserve to be stretched properly. To be fucked until you can't think. Until you're screaming."

Kimberly moaned softly, her hips rolling against him, grinding the cage into his cock until he thought he'd black out. "You want to watch that? Watch some stranger stretch me open whilst you're locked up and useless?"

"Yes." The word came out desperate, broken. "I want to see you take him. I want to see you glow."

She kissed him hard, her tongue sliding into his mouth, tasting him, claiming him, her hips grinding against the cage in a rhythm that made his vision blur. When she pulled back, her eyes were glassy, her lips wet and swollen.

"Whatever Sir says," she whispered, her voice shaking. "Whatever he wants, or the guest wants… I'll do it."

Ryan's breath hitched. "Anything?"

"Anything." Her smile was wicked, radiant, filthy. "For you. For Sir."

The door opened.

They broke apart, flushed and panting, Kimberly still in Ryan's lap, his hands still on her hips. Sir stood in the doorway, phone in hand, expression calm, unreadable.

"His name is Femi," Sir said, his voice even. "He'll be here by ten."

He crossed to them, steady and unhurried, and looked down at them with something that might have been amusement, might have been approval. "Go shower. Both of you. I'll prepare the room."
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Borrowed Goods

The doorbell rang at 9:52 PM.

Ryan's pulse spiked hard as he knelt in the entrance hall beside Kimberly, both naked except for the new collars buckled around their throats, hands resting on thighs, palms turned upward. The marble floor was cold and unforgiving beneath his knees. His cock strained in the steel cage, already dripping a slow, shameful thread of precum onto the black-and-white tiles.

Sir crossed the hallway with his usual unhurried grace, the chain that held Ryan's key glinting. The key that probably wouldn't be used tonight – his cock wasn’t needed. Ryan's stomach clenched. Kimberly's shoulder pressed warm and trembling against his.

Sir opened the door, and the man who stepped inside filled the doorway.

Six-three, maybe more; shoulders broad enough to block the streetlight, chest thick and solid beneath a grey T-shirt stretched tight over muscle. Dark skin gleaming faintly with the damp of the night, close-cropped black hair, warm brown eyes that swept the hallway with calm, easy confidence. Dark jeans, white trainers, a small gym bag slung over one shoulder. He moved like someone utterly comfortable in his body; loose-limbed, powerful, completely at ease.

Fuck.

This man was going to fuck Kimberly. This enormous, beautiful, perfect man was going to spread her open and take her whilst Ryan knelt caged and useless and watched. The thought made Ryan's cock throb so hard the steel cage felt like it might crack.

"Evening." Femi's voice was deep, smooth, London accent with a North London lilt. He extended a hand to Sir. "Thanks for the call."

Sir shook it firmly. "Thank you for coming on short notice."

Femi's gaze dropped to Ryan and Kimberly, both kneeling naked at Sir's feet, collars gleaming in the low light. Something shifted in his expression; not lust, not hunger, just acknowledgement. Respect, almost. His eyes lingered on Ryan's cage, the wet tip of Ryan's cock visible through the steel bars and then flicked back to Sir.

"They're beautiful," Femi said quietly.

"They are."

The words settled over Ryan like a collar tightening. Sir's. Both of them. Femi wasn't here to steal Kimberly, wasn't here to dominate or claim. He was here because Sir had invited him, because Sir had decided Ryan needed to see this, because Sir owned them both so completely he could loan Kimberly's body out like a gift and Ryan would kneel and thank him for it. The thought made his face burn, but it wasn’t with shame.

Sir gestured towards the drawing room. "We'll review the rules first."

The drawing room smelled of woodsmoke and beeswax polish. Firelight flickered across the walls, shadows pooling in the corners, making the space feel smaller, hotter. Sir poured four glasses of water from the crystal jug on the sideboard whilst Femi settled into one of the chairs by the fire, legs spread, utterly relaxed. Ryan and Kimberly knelt on the Persian rug at Sir's feet, shoulders touching, both trembling.

Ryan's knees sank into the thick wool. The fire's heat prickled across his bare skin, made the steel cage warm against his cock. He could hear Kimberly's breathing, quick and shallow, could feel the fine tremor running through her thigh where it pressed against his.

Sir handed water to Femi and remained standing, one hand coming to rest on the back of Ryan's neck. The touch was firm, warm, grounding. Ryan's shoulders dropped. His pulse slowed, just slightly. Good. Sir's in control.

"Twenty minutes," Sir said, his voice low and exact. "No more. I'll time it."

Femi nodded, sipping his water. "Understood."

"Oral service, ten minutes maximum. Vaginal penetration, ten minutes maximum. No anal. Condoms will not be needed." Sir's thumb stroked the knob of Ryan's spine, slow and deliberate, and Ryan's cock jerked in the cage. He's telling Femi how to fuck her. He's choosing how she gets used. The thought made Ryan's balls ache so hard he had to breathe through his nose, controlled, the way Sir had taught him. "I will direct positions, pace, and duration. You follow my instructions exactly."

"Understood," Femi said again. His voice was calm, professional. Respectful.

Sir's gaze dropped to Ryan. "Ryan will watch. He may serve - water, towels, whatever I require. I may instruct him to assist." A pause, and Ryan's heart hammered in his throat. "Holding Kimberly's legs open. Whispering praise in her ear." Another pause, heavier. "Cleaning her afterwards."

Ryan's stomach dropped. His mouth flooded with saliva. Cleaning her. Licking Femi's cum from Kimberly's cunt, tasting another man's spend on his wife's skin, her thighs slick and trembling under his hands. Oh God. His cock throbbed so hard the cage bit deep, and he leaked another hot drip onto the rug beneath him.

"But no sexual contact with Kimberly during the scene," Sir continued, his thumb still stroking Ryan's spine. "He kneels. He watches. He obeys."

Ryan's throat burned. His whole body felt hot, tight, wound so hard he thought he might snap.

"Kimberly's safewords apply," Sir said. "Red stops everything immediately. Amber pauses for negotiation. Green continues. I can also stop the scene at any point for any reason." His hand tightened slightly on Ryan's neck, a small claiming pressure. "When you finish, Femi, you'll thank me. Not her. She is mine. You're borrowing her. Understood?"

Femi's gaze met Sir's, steady and clear. "Understood."

Sir looked down at Kimberly. "Colour?"

Kimberly's voice came out high and breathy, almost a whimper. "Green, Sir."

Her thighs were trembling where they pressed against Ryan's. He could smell her; sharp and sweet, the unmistakable scent of arousal cutting through the woodsmoke. She wants this. She wanted Femi's cock, wanted to be fucked by a stranger whilst her husband knelt caged and useless and watching. The thought should have gutted him, should have made him feel small and broken and worthless.

Instead, his cage bit deep and he leaked another hot, shameful drip onto the rug.

"Ryan?"

Ryan swallowed hard. All he could think about was Femi's enormous hands on Kimberly's thighs, Femi's thick, dark cock disappearing into her cunt, Kimberly's face when she came around someone else whilst Ryan knelt and watched and leaked and obeyed.

He wanted it so badly his chest ached. Wanted to see her wrecked, wanted to hear her scream, wanted to crawl forward afterwards and clean her with his tongue whilst Sir watched and told him good lad.

Pathetic. You're so fucking pathetic.

But his cock throbbed and his mouth was wet and he couldn't stop the desperate, hungry yes rising in his throat.

"Green, Sir."

Sir's hand slid from Ryan's neck to cup his jaw, tilting his face upward. Their eyes met. Sir's expression was calm, certain, utterly in control. Ryan felt his breath hitch, felt his whole body settle under that steady gaze.

This is what we both needed.

"Upstairs," Sir said softly.

Ryan's knees nearly buckled when he stood.
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Service and Witness

The bedroom was too warm. The fire crackled low in the grate, lamps dimmed to soft amber, and the air was thick with woodsmoke and the faint musk of Kimberly's cunt already slick and ready. Rain tapped the windows, steady, rhythmic, like a countdown. Ryan's pulse matched it.

He knelt at the foot of the bed, in his now submissive pose, while Kimberly knelt on the bed, facing the edge where Femi stood. Her back was straight, her thighs parted slightly, her hands resting open on her knees. The firelight caught the flush spreading down her chest, the rapid rise and fall of her breasts. She was trembling, not from cold, but from need.

Sir stood beside her, one hand already tangled in her hair at the base of her skull, his grip firm and grounding. The key to Ryan's cage hung on the chain at Sir's throat, a quiet reminder of who held control.

"Femi," Sir said. "Undress."

Femi nodded once, then pulled his grey T-shirt over his head in one smooth motion and dropped it onto a chair. His chest was broad, muscled, dark skin gleaming in the low light. Defined abs. Powerful shoulders. He moved with the easy confidence of someone who knew exactly what he was there to do. Then jeans, unzipped, shoved down with boxers down in one motion. He straightened, and his cock hung there, half-hard and thickening as Ryan stared.

Ryan heard a gasp, but didn’t know if it was his or his wife’s.

Fuck.

Thick and dark. Heavy balls swinging low, the shaft already broader than Ryan's, longer, the head slick and flushed almost purple in the firelight. Eight inches, maybe more. Ryan leaked, hot and shameful, onto the rug beneath him. His throat closed. She's going to take that. All of it. And I'm going to watch her love it.

Sir's hand tightened slightly in Kimberly's hair, tilting her face upward. "Open your mouth. Show him how you’ve learned to serve."

Kimberly's lips parted, her tongue just visible behind her teeth. Her eyes were wide, glassy, locked on Femi's cock.

"Step closer," Sir said to Femi. "Let her see what she's taking."

Femi moved forward, his cock now almost fully erect, jutting upward, the head dark and slick with precum. He stopped inches from Kimberly's face. She inhaled sharply, and Ryan saw her thighs clench together.

She wants it. She's wet and desperate.

The thought should have made him feel small and worthless and pathetic. Instead, his cage throbbed and his whole body felt tight and hot and coiled, ready to snap.

Sir used his grip in her hair to guide Kimberly's head forward, and her lips met the head of Femi's cock. Ryan saw her mouth stretch, saw the broad dark crown press between her lips, broader than Ryan's cock ever made her stretch. Her tongue flicked out, tasted, and she moaned, soft and wet and hungry.

She's tasting him, and fuck she fucking wants it.

"Just the head first," Sir said. "Get used to the size."

Kimberly opened wider, her jaw stretching, her lips sliding over the head of Femi's cock. Her mouth filled. She held there, breathing loud through her nose, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before opening again, locking on Femi's face.

Ryan's hands clenched on his thighs. She's doing it. She's taking him.

"Good girl," Sir murmured, his thumb stroking the side of Kimberly's neck. "Breathe. Relax your jaw."

Kimberly hummed acknowledgment, the vibration making Femi exhale sharply. His hand came to rest on her head, light, not controlling, just present.

Sir's gaze flicked to Ryan. "Watch her. See how beautiful she is when she submits."

Ryan nodded. He couldn't look away if he tried. Kimberly's lips stretched around Femi's cock, spit already gathering at the corners of her mouth, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She looked wrecked and they'd barely started.

Sir pushed her forward. Femi's cock slid deeper, half the shaft disappearing into Kimberly's mouth. She gagged lightly, her throat contracting, her eyes watering, but Sir eased her back and then forward again, setting a slow, controlled rhythm.

"Breathe through your nose as I’ve taught you, I know you can take more."

Kimberly relaxed her throat, and Sir pushed her deeper. Two-thirds of Femi's cock filled her mouth now, the head pressing the back of her throat. She gagged again, harder this time, but didn't pull away.

Femi's breathing deepened. His hips shifted forward, a tiny involuntary thrust.

Sir's hand tightened in Kimberly's hair. "Hold still, Femi. Let her work."

"Yes, Sir." Femi's voice was rough, low, strained.

Sir established a rhythm, almost using her as a toy to get Femi off: push forward, hold, pull back, breathe. Kimberly's spit gathered and dripped, running down her chin, glistening on Femi's cock. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene and raw, mixing with the crackle of the fire and the rain outside and Kimberly's muffled moans.

She's taking him deeper than she's ever taken me. She's gagging and she's moaning. She fucking wants it and it's not me.

He shifted on his knees, trying to ease the pressure. It didn't help. Nothing helped. He was trapped, caged, useless, and all he could do was kneel and watch and ache and leak like the pathetic desperate thing he was.

"Deeper, Kimberly," Sir said, his voice calm and commanding. "Show Femi how well you've been trained."

Kimberly pushed forward, taking Femi almost to the base. Her nose nearly touched his pelvis. She gagged violently, her whole body jerking, but Sir held her there for a slow count of three before pulling her back.

She gasped, spit dripping from her lips, her eyes streaming.

"Good girl," Sir said softly, wiping her chin with his thumb. "Again."

She took him deep again, her throat working, her hands gripping Femi's thighs for balance. Femi's head tipped back, his mouth opening on a silent exhale.

"She's good, isn't she?" Sir said to Femi.

"Yes, she's beautiful." Femi's voice was strained, thick.

Ryan's cock pulsed so hard the cage bit deep enough to make him hiss through his teeth. Beautiful. He called her beautiful. He's in her mouth. He's going to be inside her. And I'm just kneeling here, leaking, pathetic, watching him take what's mine.

But he didn't look away. Didn't want to look away.

Ryan lost track of time. Minutes? Five? Ten? It didn't matter. All that existed was Kimberly's mouth sliding up and down Femi's cock, the wet gagging sounds filling the room, Sir's hand firm in her hair, guiding her deeper, pulling her back, pushing her down again. Her gagging eased. She adjusted. Took him deeper, smoother, her throat opening for him the way it never needed to for Ryan’s average cock.

Then Sir pulled her off Femi's cock completely, a slow withdrawal that ended with a wet pop as her lips released. Saliva dripped from her chin, thick strings still connecting her mouth to Femi's hard shaft. Her face was flushed, makeup smeared down her cheeks, her lips swollen and slick.

Sir wiped her chin with his thumb, then slid his thumb into her mouth. She sucked it clean, her eyes half-closed, her breathing ragged.

"Ryan," Sir said. "Bring water."

Ryan scrambled to his feet, his knees stiff, the cage swinging as he moved. He fetched the glass from the bedside table, his hands shaking, and held it out.

Sir took the glass and held it to Kimberly's lips. She drank in gasping sips, her throat working, water spilling slightly down her chin.

"Good girl," Sir murmured, setting the glass aside. Then he looked at Ryan. "Look at her. She's beautiful like this. Messy. Used. And she's not done."

She is beautiful. And I didn't do this. Femi did. Sir did. I'm just holding the fucking water glass.

Ryan's throat burned. He wanted to touch her, wanted to kiss her, wanted to crawl forward and lick the spit from her chin and tell her she was perfect, that he loved her, that he was so fucking proud of her he could barely stand it.

But he hadn't been told to touch her.

Sir guided Kimberly back to Femi's cock. "More, Kimberly. Faster this time."

She opened wide and took him deep, no hesitation. Sir increased the pace, his hand firm in her hair, controlling depth and speed. Femi's hips began to move, small careful thrusts meeting Kimberly's mouth.

Kimberly's eyes watered, mascara streaking down her cheeks. Spit gathered thickly, dripping onto her breasts, running down her stomach. She gagged repeatedly but didn't pull away, didn't safe word, didn't stop.

"Good girl," Sir said. "Take him. All of him."

Femi's breathing deepened, roughened. His hand tightened in Kimberly's hair, still deferential, still controlled, but the first sign he was getting close.

Sir's voice cut through sharp and exact. "Don't come yet, Femi. You'll finish inside her cunt."

Femi nodded, exhaling slowly, stilling his hips with visible effort.

Sir pulled Kimberly off Femi's cock suddenly, completely. She gasped, coughed, spit dripping from her lips and chin. Her chest heaved. And she was smiling, wide and glassy and radiant.

She's wrecked, her face a mess, her throat red, and she's smiling. She's fucking glowing.

"That’s the first ten minutes," he explained, stroking Kimberly's hair. "You've earned what comes next."

He then helped Kimberly to her feet, steadying her with a hand on her elbow. He fetched a soft flannel from the basin on the dresser and wiped her face gently, cleaning away the spit and smeared makeup, tender and meticulous. Ryan watched Sir's hands move over her face, watched Kimberly lean into the touch, watched her close her eyes and sigh, and his cage pulsed and leaked, and he wanted to be the one touching her, caring for her, but he wasn't. He was just kneeling. Watching. Waiting.

"On the bed, Femi, I'll position her."

Femi climbed onto the mattress, kneeling at the centre, his cock still iron hard and slick, waiting.

Sir turned to Ryan. His expression was calm, unreadable. "Stay there. Kneel. Watch. Don't touch yourself. Don't speak unless I ask."

This is it. He's going to fuck her. I'm going to watch him stretch her, fill her, make her scream. And I can't do anything. I can't touch her. I can't touch myself. I can only kneel here and leak and ache and fucking thank him for it.

Sir led Kimberly to the bed, his hand on the small of her back. "On your back. Legs open. Let Femi see what he's about to claim for me."

Kimberly climbed onto the mattress and lay back against the pillows, her thighs parting slowly, deliberately. The firelight caught the wetness between her legs, slick and inviting. She was soaked. Her cunt glistened, pink and swollen, ready.
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Stretched Wide

Fuck. She's so wet. For him. For Femi.

Sir pulled the soft leather harness cuffs from the dresser and knelt beside the bed. His hands moved over Kimberly's left ankle, buckling the cuff with care, then clipped the harness to the bedpost. He did the same to her right ankle. Her legs were now spread wider, held open by the short straps. She was utterly exposed. Couldn't close her thighs even if she wanted to.

Her wrists stayed free. Sir left them that way on purpose. Ryan knew why before Sir said it aloud: so she could grip the sheets, so she could reach for Ryan if the intensity got too sharp.

Sir turned, his gaze settling on Ryan where he knelt at the foot of the bed. Ryan's cage leaked steadily, a dark wet spot spreading on the sheets beneath him. "Kneel here," Sir said, voice low and exact. "Near her foot. Help hold her open for him. Tell her you love watching her take him," He paused, eyes flicking down to Kimberly's spread cunt, then back to Ryan. "And keep your eyes on her cunt. Watch it stretch for him."

Ryan crawled forward, knees sinking into the mattress, and settled by Kimberly's right foot. His hands curved around her calves, warm skin trembling under his palms. His cock pulsed in the cage, leaking harder. I can see everything. Her cunt. Pink, swollen, wet. She's dripping for Femi.

"Colour, Kimberly?" Sir's voice was calm.

"Green, Sir." Her voice cracked, breathless. "So fucking green."

Sir's gaze shifted back to Ryan. "You're going to watch every second, but not interfere. Understood?"

Ryan's throat felt too tight. He swallowed hard, forced the words out. "Yes, Sir."

Sir nodded once and stepped to the head of the bed, standing above Kimberly. His presence filled the space, grounding and commanding all at once.

Femi then took his place between Kimberly's thighs. His magnificent cock jutted forward, thick and dark, still slick from Kimberly's mouth. He positioned the head at her entrance and waited, his gaze flicking to Sir.

Sir nodded. "Slowly. Let her feel every inch."

Femi pressed forward, slow and thick, and Kimberly's cunt stretched. Ryan could see it from his close vantage point: her pink lips pulled tight around Femi's cock, the dark skin of his shaft disappearing inch by inch into her slick heat. She made a sound, high and broken, half-gasp, half-sob. The wet push of him filling her was obscene, audible even over the fire's crackle.

Fuck. He's so thick, but she's taking him. She's taking all of him.

Kimberly's back arched sharply off the bed. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck, he's so-"

Sir's hand covered her mouth, firm but gentle. "Breathe through the nose. Take him."

Femi slid deeper, inch after inch, until he was fully buried. He held there, completely still, letting her adjust. Kimberly's thighs trembled violently under Ryan's hands.

All the way. I can see her stretched around him. She's never looked like this with me. Never. Not even close.

Ryan's hands tightened on her ankle, feeling it tense and untense. He whispered, his voice shaking. "You're beautiful, Kim. So beautiful. I love you."

Kimberly's hand reached down blindly, found Ryan's other wrist, squeezed hard. The grip was desperate, grounding. She needs me. Even now. Even with Femi inside her.

Sir stood at Kimberly's head, sliding two fingers into her mouth. She sucked them immediately, eyes rolling back, tongue working around them. His other hand rested lightly on her throat, a reminder. He didn't press, didn't squeeze. Just held her.

"Deep strokes," Sir said to Femi. "Slow. Twelve counts. I'll count aloud."

Femi withdrew, slow and controlled, almost all the way out until just the head remained inside her. Then he drove back in, deep and firm.

"One."

Kimberly moaned around Sir's fingers, the sound muffled and desperate. Her hips tilted instinctively, trying to take Femi deeper.

Femi thrust again, the same controlled rhythm. The bed creaked softly beneath them.

"Two."

Femi's rhythm stayed steady, mechanical, precise. Each thrust made Kimberly's breasts bounce, made her moans pitch higher, more desperate. Ryan watched the way Femi's cock disappeared into her, the way her cunt gripped him, slick and pink and stretched.

"Three. Four. Five."

At stroke seven, Kimberly's thighs began to tremble violently under Ryan's hands. Her cunt clenched visibly around Femi's cock, gripping him, pulsing, trying to pull him deeper.

She's going to come. Already. He's only thrust into her seven times and she's going to come. It takes me twenty fucking minutes with a vibrator.

"Hold, Femi. Stop."

Femi froze instantly, buried fully inside Kimberly. She whimpered, hips writhing, trying to fuck herself on his cock.

"Not yet," Sir said, voice calm and merciless. "You don't come until I say."

Kimberly sobbed around Sir's fingers, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes, spilling down her temples into her hair.

Sir removed his fingers slowly, wiping them across her swollen lips. He leant down and kissed her forehead, tender and claiming. "Good girl."

He straightened. "Faster now," Sir said to Femi. "Twenty strokes. Make her scream."

Femi's hips drove forward, rhythm building, faster, harder. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, obscene and undeniable. Kimberly's moans became sobs, high and broken and wordless.

Sir's hand slid down between Kimberly's legs, fingers finding her clit and circling it with firm, deliberate pressure. She jolted, entire body tensing, a scream tearing from her throat.

Ryan watched, transfixed. She's going to shatter. I can see it. Her whole body's shaking. She's never come this hard with me. Never.

At stroke fifteen, Kimberly's breathing went ragged, desperate. Her hands fisted the sheets so tightly the fabric tore loose from the mattress corners. Her cunt pulsed visibly around Femi's cock, gripping and releasing in rapid spasms.

"Do you need to come?" Sir's voice stayed steady, unyielding.

"Please, Sir, please," Kimberly sobbed. "I can't, I need, please-"

"Then come. Now."

Femi drove into her three sharp, brutal times, and Kimberly broke. She screamed, back arching violently off the bed, cunt clamping so hard around Femi's cock that he grunted, rhythm faltering for half a second before he steadied himself.

Ryan felt her calves spasm under his hands. Her whole body shuddered, waves of convulsions rolling through her, uncontrollable and devastating. Tears streamed down her face.

She's coming. Coming so hard. On his cock. Not mine. His. Fuck.

Ryan's cage leaked so heavily he thought he might come untouched. He bit his lip hard enough to taste blood, forced himself to hold still, to not rut against the mattress like a pathetic dog.

Femi slowed but didn't stop, maintaining a steady, deep rhythm. Kimberly's orgasm plateaued, waves rolling through her continuously, moans high and broken.

"Again," Sir said, thumb still circling her clit, relentless. "Come again."

"I can't, Sir, I-" Kimberly's voice was hoarse, wrecked.

Sir pressed her clit harder. "You can. Do it."

Kimberly came again less than a minute later, voice breaking into a hoarse scream that scraped her throat raw. Her hands scrabbled at the sheets, tearing them further loose. Her cunt pulsed violently around Femi's cock, milking him.

Ryan whispered, shaking. "You're incredible. So fucking incredible."

Femi's breathing deepened, roughened. His hips stuttered slightly. He was close. Sir saw it.

"Hold," Sir commanded. "Don't come yet."

Femi stilled immediately, chest heaving, cock buried fully in Kimberly's still-pulsing cunt.

"Continue," Sir said, voice calm and merciless. "Hard. Make her break completely."

Femi resumed, hips driving fast and deep, relentless. Kimberly's moans went silent. Her mouth fell open, but no sound came. Her eyes went glassy, unfocused.

Kimberly's eyes fluttered shut. Her body went slack, head rolling to the side, mouth falling open.

No. Fuck. No.

Ryan's hands spasmed on her calves. His pulse hammered in his ears, too loud, too fast. "Sir, she-" He started to rise, knees lifting off the mattress.

"Ryan." Sir's voice cracked through the room, sharp as a slap. "Kneel. Stay."

Ryan froze, arse hovering, thighs burning. His breath came ragged. Obey. He said stay. But she's-

Sir's fingers pressed to Kimberly's throat, steady and calm. A pause. A nod. "She's fine. Overwhelmed, not unsafe. Femi, continue."

The breath punched out of Ryan's lungs. He sank back down, knees hitting the mattress hard, hands still trembling on her calves. She's fine. Sir said she's fine. Trust him. Trust him.

Femi's thrusts slowed, gentler now but still deep. After a handful of seconds, Kimberly's eyes fluttered open as she came to. She gasped, hands reaching blindly for Sir.

"Don't stop," she slurred, barely coherent. "Please. Use me. Sir, please-"

Sir smiled, rare and warm. "Good girl. You're perfect."

She passed out from it. Mid-fuck. And she came back begging for more. She's… she's never been like this.

"Hard," Sir said to Femi. "Fast. Break her."

Femi drove into Kimberly with no restraint now, hips slamming forward, bed frame creaking violently, headboard hitting the wall with rhythmic thuds. Kimberly screamed, raw and hoarse and wordless.

Sir's fingers slid into her mouth, deep, claiming. His other hand pressed the sides of her throat, light pressure.

"Come," Sir commanded. "One more time. Give me everything."

Kimberly came harder than before, entire body convulsing, cunt gripping Femi's cock so tightly he could barely move. She bit down instinctively on Sir's fingers, not hard, just need. Tears poured down her face. She sobbed Sir's name, then Ryan's, then just incoherent sound.

Ryan's throat closed. She's beautiful. She's destroyed. And I gave her this. I begged Sir for this. And it's the best thing I've ever done.

"Pull out," Sir said to Femi. "Finish on her face and tongue."

Femi withdrew, and Kimberly whimpered at the sudden emptiness, cunt clenching around nothing. He knelt beside Kimberly's head, opposite side to Sir.

Sir tilted Kimberly's face up, thumb hooking her jaw and pulling her mouth open. "Eyes on him. Take it all."

Femi's fist worked his cock, slick and fast, three hard strokes. He grunted, low and satisfied, and came. Thick ropes of cum splashed across Kimberly's face, white against her flushed skin, streaking her cheek, her parted lips, pooling on her tongue. She didn't flinch. Didn't close her mouth. Just took it, eyes glassy and adoring, locked on Femi.

Ryan's cage throbbed, leaking so hard it felt like he'd pissed himself. The smell hit him a second later: salt and musk and sex, the sharp stink of another man's cum covering his wife's face. Fuck. She's beautiful. She's filthy. She's mine and she's not and I can't breathe.

Sir wiped Femi's cum from Kimberly's cheek with his thumb and fed it to her. She swallowed, eyes still locked on Sir, glassy and worshipful.

"Thank you," Sir said to Femi. "You may go. Clean up in the bathroom, then leave quietly."

Femi nodded, expression calm and professional. "Thank you, Sir."

He dressed quickly, efficiently, and left. The door closed downstairs with a soft click.

Silence settled over the room except for Kimberly's ragged breathing and the fire crackling low in the grate.

Ryan knelt between her feet, hands still on her ankle, throat burning, entire body trembling.

She's wrecked. She's beautiful. And I watched it all. I held her. I whispered to her. And now she's covered in another man's cum and I'm so fucking hard I can't breathe.

Sir looked at Ryan, expression unreadable. "Come here."
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Clean-Up Duty

Ryan crawled forward on shaking knees, cage swinging beneath him, precum dripping onto the sheets. His hands left Kimberly's calf reluctantly, the contact broken, and he positioned himself beside the bed where Sir stood.

Sir's hand cupped the back of Ryan's neck, warm and firm, grounding him. Ryan's breath hitched.

"You gave her a gift today," Sir said, voice low and steady. "You watched her take another man because you wanted her to have more. That's devotion and love."

Ryan's eyes filled, hot and stinging. He nodded, throat too tight to speak.

"Thank you, Sir," he managed, voice cracking.

Sir's thumb stroked the knob of Ryan's spine, slow circles. "Now clean her. With your tongue. Every drop. Face first, then between her thighs."

Fuck.

Ryan's cock pulsed in the cage, the steel biting hard. He wanted this. Needed it. Needed to prove he still mattered, that he could serve her even like this, wrecked and filthy and beautiful.

"Yes, Sir."

Ryan leant over Kimberly, bracing one hand beside her head. She lay sprawled on her back, boneless, chest still heaving, cum streaking her flushed face. Her eyes opened slowly, glassy and soft, and she smiled at him.

"Ryan," she whispered. "I love you, babe. So much."

Ryan's throat closed. "I love you."

He lowered his mouth to her cheek, tongue darting out to lick the thick trail of cum there. Salt and musk flooded his mouth, sharp and foreign and obscene. He licked slowly, methodically, following the streaks across her skin, cleaning her jaw, her lips, dipping into her mouth where cum had pooled on her tongue.

Kimberly kissed him back, filthy and grateful and tender, her hand rising to cup his jaw.

I'm licking another man's cum off my wife, and I love her more than ever.

Ryan moved lower, kissing down her throat, her sternum, pausing to press his forehead between her breasts. She stroked his hair, nails scratching lightly at his scalp.

"Good lad," Sir murmured from above.

Ryan continued down, past her belly, settling between her thighs. Sir's hands appeared, unlocking her legs from the restraints, then re-spreading Kimberly's legs gently, holding her open. Her cunt was swollen, flushed deep pink, slick with her own wetness and the traces of Femi's precum. Ryan licked carefully, reverently, tasting her and the ghost of Femi both.


thirteen
THE FINAL RITE
Uncaged


"Enough," Sir said, voice calm, final. "Bathroom. Both of you. Clean yourselves properly."

Ryan pulled back, swiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and helped Kimberly sit up. She swayed, limp and glowing, thighs still trembling from the aftershocks. Ryan steadied her, hand on her elbow.

"Come on, babe," he whispered.

They stumbled to the bathroom together, hand in hand, legs shaky. The mirror showed them both: Ryan pale, caged, face flushed and mouth pink from service; Kimberly face streaked wet and glowing, the thin black collar stark against her throat. Wrecked. Beautiful. Ryan couldn't look away.

He ran the tap, filled the sink with warm water, cleaned his face with a flannel whilst Kimberly perched on the edge of the bath. She wiped between her thighs with a warm cloth, winced at the tenderness.

"You alright?" Ryan asked, quiet.

She nodded, met his gaze in the mirror. "More than alright. That was... fuck, Ryan. Thank you."

His throat tightened. "You don't have to thank me."

"I do." She stood, crossed to him, slid her arms around his waist from behind. Her cheek pressed to his shoulder blade, warm. "You gave me that. You watched. You stayed. You loved me through it."

Ryan turned in her arms, kissed her forehead. "Always."

They stood like that, breathing together, her heart thumping against his spine. Ryan counted six breaths before Sir's voice drifted from the bedroom.

"When you're ready."

Ryan stepped through the doorway; Kimberly's fingers laced with his. The room had become something else entirely. The lamps burned low, casting gold across the walls. The fire had burned down to embers, crackling quiet, filling the air with woodsmoke and warmth. Curtains drawn tight. Hushed. Almost sacred.

Sir stood beside the fireplace, bare-chested now, trousers unbuttoned at the waist, barefoot. Firelight edged his shoulders. The silver chain with Ryan's cage key glinted at his throat. He gestured towards the mantelpiece, where the cut-glass bowl sat.

Ryan's breath caught.

Ten red marbles gleamed in the bowl.

Ten?

They'd started the evening with eighteen. He'd traded fifteen for Femi, for the black marble, leaving three. And now ten sat there, fat and perfect.

Sir must have given us seven more. For being good. For taking Femi.

Ryan's chest went tight, hot, too full.

Sir gestured towards them. "Kneel."

Ryan and Kimberly sank to their knees side by side on the rug at the foot of the bed, hands resting on thighs, palms up. The position settled Ryan immediately, grounding. The cage pressed into his balls, dull ache, part of him now. Part of belonging.

Sir moved to them, placed one hand on Ryan's head, the other on Kimberly's. The weight of it anchored something restless in Ryan's chest, stilled it.

"You belong to me here," Sir said, voice low, exact. "In this room. For this time. You listen. You beg. You shine."

Ryan's pulse hammered in his throat.

"Tomorrow you'll go home," Sir continued. "But you'll carry me with you. In these collars. In your texts. In the way you kneel when I tell you to."

Sir's fingers tightened in Ryan's hair.

"You are mine. Say it."

Ryan's voice rose immediately, rough, certain. "We are yours, Sir."

Kimberly echoed him, breathless, fierce. "We are yours, Sir."

Sir's hand stroked down Ryan's neck, thumb tracing the thin leather collar. "Good."

He stepped back. "Stand."

They rose together, legs unsteady. Sir retrieved the soft leather wrist cuffs from the chest of drawers, brass buckles gleaming. He returned to Ryan first, took his left wrist gently, fastened the cuff with careful precision. The leather settled snug, warm, grounding. Sir repeated the process with Ryan's right wrist, tested the fit with a gentle tug.

"Comfortable?"

Ryan nodded. "Yes, Sir."

Sir turned to Kimberly, retrieved matching ankle cuffs, knelt to fasten them around her ankles. She steadied herself with a hand on his shoulder, and Ryan watched her face soften as Sir buckled each cuff with the same meticulous care.

When Sir rose, he reached for the silver chain around his neck, lifted it over his head. The small brass key swung free, catching firelight. Ryan's cock pulsed in the cage, desperate, leaking.

He's going to unlock me. Let me out.

He knelt before Ryan, eye level with the cage. He inserted the key into the tiny padlock, turned it. The click was soft, final. Sir removed the lock, carefully unfastened the cage itself, slid the curved steel away from Ryan's shaft, eased the ring from behind his balls.

Ryan gasped. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, dark at the head, immediately hard. The tip wept. Cold air hit skin that hadn't breathed in three days, foreign and too much. The cage's absence felt wrong, unmoored, like losing a hand. He let me out. I'm free. Fuck, I'm free.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs, bobbing with his pulse. No steel. No confinement.

Sir set the cage aside on the bedside table. "Sore?"

"A bit, Sir," Ryan admitted.

"You'll manage." Sir stood, kissed Ryan's forehead. "You've earned this."

Ryan's throat closed. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir turned to Kimberly. "Footboard. Hands on the rail."

Kimberly moved to the foot of the bed, faced the dark wood rail, gripped it with both hands. Sir moved behind her, clipped short tethers to her ankle cuffs, secured them to the footboard legs. Her legs spread wide, arse out, cunt exposed and glistening in the low light.

Sir tested the bonds with a gentle tug. "Colour?"

Kimberly's voice was steady, eager. "Green, Sir."

He then turned to Ryan. "Behind her."

Ryan crossed the room, legs trembling, cock bobbing with every step. Hard. So fucking hard it hurt. He positioned himself behind Kimberly, close enough to feel heat rolling off her skin, close enough to see her thighs slick with wetness. She was swollen, pink, used. The smell hit him: her arousal, sharper now, and underneath it Femi's musk, faint but there. Ryan's cock leaked, a thick bead sliding down his shaft.

She's right there. I could push inside her right now. One thrust. But I wait, for Sir’s order.

Sir moved behind him, took his wrists, clipped the cuffs together at the small of his back. Ryan's hands were bound, useless. He couldn't touch Kimberly, couldn't brace himself, couldn't do anything except stand here and ache.

"Lean forward slightly," Sir instructed.

Ryan obeyed, his cock pressing against Kimberly's slick entrance. The heat of her was unbearable. She whimpered, pushed back slightly, and Ryan groaned.

"Hold still," Sir said, sharp. "Both of you."

They froze.

Sir circled them, adjusted the angle of Kimberly's hips, tilted Ryan's pelvis forward with a firm hand. He stepped back, studied them in the full-length mirror angled in the corner. The mirror caught them: Ryan flushed pink from chest to ears, cock jutting dark and slick, hands bound at his back. Kimberly bent before him, thighs spread, cunt exposed. We look like porn. We look perfect.

Sir moved onto the bed, by Kimberly's head, positioned himself where she could see him in the mirror. He slid two fingers into her mouth without warning. She parted her lips immediately, tongue curling around his digits, sucking gently.

"Good girl," Sir murmured, stroking her cheek with his thumb.

Ryan's cock throbbed, leaked a fresh bead of precum that smeared against Kimberly's entrance. He wanted to thrust. Wanted to bury himself inside her and fuck her until he came. But he held still, trembling, waiting.

Sir's gaze lifted to Ryan's in the mirror. "You may enter her. Just the head. Hold there."

Ryan pressed forward, slow, careful, feeling the stretch of Kimberly's cunt around his cockhead. Warm. Slick. Looser than usual, still stretched from Femi's girth. The realisation spiked straight through Ryan's balls, sharp and filthy.

She's been fucked already. Opened. Used. And I'm sliding into her now.

Ryan stopped, held, just the head of his cock inside her. Kimberly moaned around Sir's fingers, hips shifting, trying to take him deeper.

"Hold still," Sir reminded her, pressed his fingers deeper into her mouth until she gagged lightly.

Ryan's thighs trembled. The urge to thrust was overwhelming, white-hot need clawing up his spine. But he held. Counted breaths. Waited.

Sir withdrew his fingers from Kimberly's mouth, wiped them on her hair. Then unbuttoned his trousers the rest of the way, unzipped them, pulled his cock free. Hard, thick, already leaking. He stroked himself once, slow, base to tip, then positioned himself at Kimberly's head.

He tilted her chin up with one hand. "Open."

Kimberly parted her lips, and Sir slid into her mouth, slow and deep, filling her throat. He held there, eyes locked on Ryan's in the mirror.

Ryan's cock pulsed inside Kimberly's entrance. The sight of Sir's cock disappearing between her lips, the wet sound of her swallowing around him, the way her throat worked - it was almost too much.

He's fucking her mouth. I'm inside her cunt. We're both in her. She's ours, shared.

Sir's hand fisted in Kimberly's hair. "Five thrusts, Ryan. I'll count. After each thrust, you pull out completely. You'll wait for my command before entering again. Understand?"

Ryan's voice was hoarse, broken. "Yes, Sir."

"One."

Ryan slid forward, slow, feeling every inch. Her cunt swallowed him, slick and hot, gripping, milking. Fuck. Ryan was sliding into that, into the space another man's cock had made. The thought burned through him, shame and arousal tangled so tight he couldn't breathe.

Kimberly moaned around Sir's cock, and the vibration shivered through her, through her cunt clenching on Ryan's shaft. His eyes fluttered shut.

"Eyes on the mirror," Sir commanded. "Watch yourself fuck her for me."

Ryan forced his eyes open, locked on his own reflection. Flushed. Desperate. Trembling. Beautiful, Sir had called him. Ryan almost believed it.

"Pull out."

Ryan withdrew, aching, hollow. His cock gleamed, slick with Kimberly's arousal. He wanted nothing more than to thrust back inside her.

Sir pulled out of Kimberly's mouth, let her gasp for air, then slid back in. He fucked her throat slowly, setting rhythm. "Two."

Ryan entered her again, deeper this time, harder. Kimberly's moan vibrated around Sir's cock. Sir exhaled, low, and the sound made Ryan's balls tighten.

They moved together. When Ryan pulled out, Sir pulled out. When Ryan thrust in, Sir thrust in. Synchronized. Orchestrated.

He's controlling us both. We're his instruments. His toys. Fuck.

Ryan's cock leaked steadily, smearing precum inside Kimberly. She was soaking, slick pooling between her thighs, dripping onto the rug beneath them.

"Three."

Ryan thrust. Kimberly's cunt clenched around him, tight, desperate. She was close. He could feel it in the way her body trembled, the way her breathing stuttered around Sir's cock.

Sir drove deeper into her throat. She gagged lightly, tears forming at the corners of her eyes, but she didn't pull away.

"Hold."

Ryan froze, buried fully inside Kimberly. Sir held deep in her throat. Silence filled the room except for the fire crackling and Kimberly's muffled whimper.

Sir stroked her hair, tender. "Breathe, pet. You're taking us both so beautifully."

Ryan's cock pulsed inside her, desperate. His bound wrists pulled against the leather cuffs. The edge rushed up fast, inevitable.

I'm going to come. Can't hold it much longer. Please. Please let me come.

"Four."

Ryan thrust, control fraying. His balls tightened, heat pooling at the base of his spine. Kimberly's cunt pulsed around him, and he knew she was close too.

"One more thrust," Sir murmured, low and filthy. "Then I decide. Hold on, lad. You're almost there."

Ryan whimpered, nodded as much as Sir's grip allowed.

"Pull out."

Ryan obeyed, gasping, shaking. His cock bobbed in the air, flushed dark, leaking, desperate.

Sir pulled out of Kimberly's mouth. She sobbed for air, spit-slick lips, eyes wet.

Sir stepped back, looked at them both. Kimberly bound and trembling at the footboard. Ryan standing behind her, wrists bound, cock jutting out, flushed and leaking.

"What do you want, Kimberly?"

Her voice broke. "Please, Sir. Please let him come inside me. For you. I want to feel him fill me. I want to give him this. Please."

Sir's gaze shifted to Ryan. "What do you want?"

Ryan's throat was tight, his voice hoarse but honest. "To obey you, Sir. Whatever you decide. I'm yours."

Sir's expression softened, rare tenderness flickering across his face. He moved to Ryan, cupped his jaw with both hands, tilted his face up.

"You've been perfect," Sir said quietly. "Both of you. This is your reward."
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Three Breaths, One Command

Sir moved to Kimberly's head, and Ryan's breath caught. Sir's cock, thick and still glistening with her spit, jutted towards her lips. She opened immediately, tongue flattening, eager and fucking desperate for it. Sir slid back into her mouth, deep and claiming. Ryan watched her throat work, watched her take him, watched her submit so beautifully it made his own cock throb uselessly in the cage. Fuck. Look at her. She needs this. Needs him.

Ryan's gaze flicked to the mirror. All three of them reflected there: Kimberly's body bent and bound, her cunt still gripping him, Sir's cock filling her throat. Connected. Owned. His.

"Enter her," Sir commanded, voice low and exact. "Fully. Stay inside."

Ryan slid into Kimberly in one long, deep stroke, buried to the hilt. His balls pressed against the wet, slick curve of her arse. He held there, shaking, every muscle locked tight to stop himself from thrusting, from chasing, from coming too soon and failing.

Fuck. She's so wet. So tight. I can't. I can't hold this.

Kimberly moaned around Sir's cock, the vibration travelling through her body, through Ryan's cock. Her cunt pulsed, squeezing him rhythmically.

Sir began fucking Kimberly's throat again, faster now, rhythm building, hips driving forward in controlled strokes. Kimberly's lips stretched wide, spit gathering and dripping down her chin, stringing from her mouth to Sir's cock. The wet sounds filled the room: slick, filthy, obscene, the slap of Sir's balls against her chin, the choke and gag as he pushed deeper.

Ryan held still inside her, cock throbbing with every heartbeat. Every pulse of her cunt pushed him closer to the edge, closer to disobeying, closer to failing. Sweat dripped down his spine, pooled at the small of his back. His thighs trembled. The room stank of sex and sweat and Kimberly's cunt, slick and open and dripping around him.

Hold. Count breaths. Count anything. Don't come. Don't come. He hasn't said.

But Kimberly's cunt was a living, pulsing heat around him, squeezing and releasing in waves that matched Sir's thrusts into her mouth. The wet sounds, the smell, the sight of her wrecked and beautiful and owned, it was too much, too fucking much.

Sir's breathing deepened, the first sign he was getting close. His grip tightened in Kimberly's hair, pulling her onto his cock in sharp jerks. His hips drove forward faster, harder, fucking her throat with the same ruthless control he used for everything.

Kimberly whimpered around him, tears streaming down her face. She was wrecked and glowing, beautiful in her ruin. Ryan wanted to touch her, to stroke her spine, to cup her breast, to do anything except stand here trembling and leaking inside her, and his bound wrists pulled uselessly at the leather cuffs behind his back.

Please. Please say it. I can't hold this. I'm going to fail. Please.

"Kimberly," Sir said, voice rough now, control fraying at the edges. "Come. Now."

Kimberly broke.

Her cunt clamped down around Ryan's cock, pulsing hard and rhythmic, her whole body shaking violently. She choked around Sir's cock, moaning, sobbing, the sound muffled and desperate and utterly lost. Her thighs trembled against the ankle cuffs, pulling at the restraints, and the squeeze of her cunt was so tight Ryan saw stars.

He gasped, vision whiting out at the edges. The squeeze of her cunt was too much, the sound of her sobbing Sir's name was too much.

No. Not yet. He hasn't said. Don't. Don't.

"Now," Sir commanded. "Together."

Ryan came.

His body locked, every muscle seizing, thighs shaking so hard he thought he'd collapse. The orgasm ripped through him, tearing him open from the base of his spine, hot and pulsing and endless. He emptied himself inside Kimberly in thick, relentless spurts, filling her, claiming her, marking her cunt with his cum even though she was Sir's, even though they both were. His vision whited out. Sound vanished except for the rush of blood in his ears and his own broken sobs, high and desperate and utterly owned.

He heard himself call Kimberly's name, then Sir's, then nothing, just wordless keening, the sound of a man shattered and remade.

His cock pulsed again and again, emptying everything he had into her, until there was nothing left but the aftershocks and the trembling and the heat of her cunt still squeezing him.

Fuck. Fuck. So good. Too much. I can't breathe. I can't think. Sir. Kimberly. Ours. His.

Sir came as his senses returned.

He pulled halfway out of Kimberly's mouth, holding her jaw open with his free hand, and painted her tongue and lips with thick ropes of cum. She gasped, swallowed convulsively, tongue flattening to catch every drop, and Ryan watched in the mirror, still pulsing inside her, still trembling, still owned. Sir's hand tightened in her hair, holding her still whilst his cock pulsed, spent and softening. He watched her swallow, eyes dark and possessive, then leaned down and licked his own cum from her lower lip before kissing her. The kiss was filthy and possessive, but tender underneath, and Ryan's chest ached watching it.

We came together. All three of us. He gave us that.

The room was silent except for their gasping breaths and the soft crackle of the fire. Ryan's legs trembled, threatening to buckle. His cock softened slowly inside Kimberly, oversensitive now, every pulse of her cunt making him shudder and whimper.

Sir released Kimberly's hair, stroked her cheek gently.

"Perfect," Sir murmured. "So perfect. Both of you."

Ryan collapsed forward onto Kimberly's back, still inside her, boneless and spent. His chest pressed against her spine, his bound wrists trapped between them. Kimberly sagged against the footboard. Ryan's cum was already leaking out around his softening cock, dripping down her inner thighs, warm and slick.

Sir steadied them both with firm hands on their shoulders, stopping them from tipping sideways.

Ryan's face pressed into Kimberly's hair. She smelled of sweat and sex and lavender from the bath earlier.

I came inside her. I filled her. For Sir. Because Sir said I could.

Kimberly's breathing was ragged, her whole body trembling. She turned her head slightly, just enough to kiss Ryan's jaw where it pressed against her shoulder.

"I love you," she whispered, voice hoarse and wrecked. "Babe. I love you."

Ryan's throat closed. "I love you too."

Movement and then hands moved to Ryan's bound wrists. Sir unclipped the leather cuffs, and Ryan's arms fell forward, numb and tingling. Sir massaged Ryan's wrists gently, coaxing blood flow back into them, and Ryan nearly sobbed at the tenderness of it.

"Pull out slowly," Sir instructed.

Ryan obeyed, withdrawing from Kimberly. The drag of her cunt around his oversensitive cock made him gasp, made his vision blur again. When he was fully out, he staggered back a step, legs unsteady, the cool air of the room hitting his wet cock.

Sir caught him, one arm around his waist, steadying him. "Sit."

Ryan sat heavily on the edge of the bed, head spinning, vision still blurred at the edges. His thighs trembled. He could still feel the phantom squeeze of her cunt, the press of Sir's thumb.

Sir turned to Kimberly, kneeling at her feet, and Ryan watched through blurred vision as Sir unclipped her ankle cuffs. Sir's hands, those beautiful fucking hands, massaged her ankles and calves, checking for marks, ensuring the leather hadn't bitten too deep. Kimberly sagged against the footboard, barely holding herself upright, and Ryan wanted to reach for her, but his arms were still numb, useless, trembling.

She's so beautiful. She took everything we could give her.

Sir lifted her easily, carried her to the bed, and laid her down beside Ryan. She curled immediately into Ryan's side, one leg hooking over his thigh, her hand finding his and squeezing weakly. Ryan's cum leaked from her cunt onto the sheets, warm and obscene and utterly theirs.

Sir stood at the foot of the bed, chest heaving, shirt hanging open. His cock was spent and softening, glistening with spit and cum. He looked at them both for a long moment, his expression unreadable, and Ryan felt pinned under that gaze, seen and owned and kept.

Then he smiled. Small. Genuine and tender.

"Mine," he said quietly.

"Yours," Ryan and Kimberly replied together, voices hoarse and broken and certain.

He pulled the duvet over them both, then climbed onto the bed, settling on Kimberly's other side, and pulled them both close. Kimberly's head rested on Sir's chest, and Ryan felt something in his chest crack open and settle at the same time.

The fire crackled softly. Rain pattered against the windows. The room smelled of sex and sweat and lavender and safety.

"Sleep," Sir murmured. "We'll talk in the morning."

Ryan's eyes drifted closed, Sir's heartbeat steady beneath his ear, Kimberly's breathing evening out beside him.

And for the first time in years, Ryan felt completely, utterly safe.


fourteen
DEBRIEF AND DEPARTURE
What We Built


The drawing room smelled of woodsmoke and strong coffee, the morning air warm and thick. Ryan sat beside Kimberly on the Chesterfield, their thighs pressed together, hands folded in their laps like good children waiting for a verdict. The fire had burned low overnight, just embers glowing orange in the grate, but Sir had rebuilt it before breakfast whilst they'd showered upstairs. Fresh birch logs crackled now, sap hissing, flames licking up the chimney.

Sir lowered himself into the chair opposite them, cradling a white mug between his palms. He'd dressed in dark jeans and a plain grey jumper, barefoot still, hair damp at the edges from his own shower. The silver chain was gone from his throat. Ryan's cage key was tucked away somewhere, hidden, and the cage itself sat locked tight around Ryan's cock beneath his jeans.

Ryan's arse ached faintly, a ghost of the pegging two days ago. His wrists bore pale pink marks from the leather cuffs we wore last night. His balls felt tender, emptied, grateful. The cage was a familiar weight now, almost comforting.

Kimberly's hair was still damp, curling at the ends where it touched the jumper she'd stolen from Ryan's bag. Leggings, no makeup, her face soft and bare in the morning light. Rope marks from Saturday's suspension had faded to faint shadows across her ribs and hips, beautiful ghosts of restraint.

Sir set his mug on the coffee table and leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands loosely clasped. His hazel eyes were warm, but something had shifted in his posture. The authority was still there, coiled beneath the surface, but he wasn't commanding right now. He was just... level.

Ryan's ribs squeezed tight, breath catching. Sir was stepping back, lowering the walls, letting them be just three people.

"Before you go," Sir said quietly, "we need to talk about the weekend. Not as Sir and pets. As three people who did intense things together and need to check in."

He paused, held Ryan's gaze, then Kimberly's. His voice was calm, but there was weight behind it.

"Honest answers only. No performance. No trying to please me. Just truth. Understood?"

Ryan's throat tightened. "Yes, Sir," he said, the honorific automatic, softer now.

"Yes, Sir," Kimberly echoed beside him.

Sir nodded once, sharp. "Good. First question, and it's the hardest one, so we'll start there."

He straightened slightly, his hands still loose between his knees.

"Did anything cross a line you weren't ready for? Anything that felt wrong, even if you didn't safeword? Even if you think you should have been fine with it?"

Silence dropped like a held breath. The fire spat, a log cracking in two, and Ryan's pulse hammered in the space between words. Outside, a wood pigeon called, low and mournful, the sound muffled by rain starting to patter against the windows.

Ryan's mind spun back through the weekend. The caning in the kitchen, sharp and clarifying, the heat blooming across his arse, Sir's hand on his neck afterwards, the words good lad like oxygen. The pegging, intense and vulnerable, but Kimberly's hands steady on his hips, Sir's voice guiding them both through it. The performance sex, the counted thrusts, the marbles clinking into the bowl, every stroke a privilege, a proof he could obey.

But.

"The throat scene," Ryan said, his voice rough, dragged up from somewhere tight in his chest.

He swallowed hard. Kimberly's head turned sharply beside him, her hand finding his knee, squeezing.

Ryan didn't look at her. He kept his eyes on Sir. "When you... when you used Kimberly's throat. Deep. For a long time."

Sir's expression didn't shift, but his gaze sharpened, intent.

"I nearly safed out," Ryan continued, the words scraping. "For her. I was watching her choke, watching her eyes water, watching the spit run down her chin, and I thought-"

His throat tightened, but he forced it through.

"I thought I should stop it. That I was failing her by not stopping it. That a husband should... I don't know. Protect her."

From what? From what she wanted? From her own choice?

Harder than the cage biting into his cock at night. Harder than watching Femi's thick black cock stretch Kimberly open. Harder than being denied for hours, leaking, desperate. Watching Sir fuck her throat had been the hardest thing Ryan had done all weekend, staying still whilst she gagged and cried and glowed.

Sir leaned back slightly, considering. "Did you feel like Kimberly was unsafe?"

Ryan's hands clenched on his thighs. "I felt like I should protect her. Like that's what husbands do. But you weren't hurting her. You were giving her what she needed. And I had to trust that. Trust both of you. Trust her safeword. Trust that if she grunted twice, you'd stop."

He exhaled shakily. "But watching her suffer, even beautifully, nearly broke me."

Sir nodded slowly. "That's exactly right. You had to trust Kimberly's agency. Her safeword. Her green."

He glanced at Kimberly, his voice softening slightly. "And you? How did that scene feel for you?"

Kimberly's hand tightened on Ryan's knee, her thumb stroking absently. "It felt... freeing," she said, her voice soft but steady. "I've always wanted that. To be used like that. Completely. Throat fucked until I couldn't think, until I was just a hole for you to use."

She stopped, exhaled through her nose.

"Ryan's always been too gentle. Too worried. And I love him for that, but I needed more. I needed to be wrecked. And you gave it to me, Sir. You pushed me past where I thought I could go, and I wanted it. I wanted to choke on your cock. I wanted the tears. I wanted the spit running down my tits."

She turned to Ryan, her eyes bright, earnest. "Babe, I was okay. I promise. If I hadn't been, I'd have grunted twice. You know that."

Ryan nodded, his throat too tight to speak. I know. But knowing and watching are different things.

Sir's gaze softened, something warm flickering in his eyes. "Ryan, you did the right thing. Trusting her. Trusting me. That took more strength than stopping the scene would have."

He paused, tilted his head slightly. "But I need to know: would you want me to check in with you verbally during a scene like that? If I see you struggling?"

Ryan blinked. He'd do that? Adjust for me, even when I'm not the one being fucked?

"Maybe," Ryan said slowly, testing the idea. "Just... a glance. Or a word. Something to remind me she's safe. That she's green. That I'm not failing her by staying still."

"I can do that," Sir said simply. "Noted."

The tightness in Ryan's chest eased, just slightly. He listened. He adjusted. I matter, even when I'm just watching.

Sir picked up his mug, took a slow sip, then set it down again with a soft clink against the saucer.

"Next question. Femi."

Ryan's stomach clenched, the cage biting as his cock tried uselessly to swell.

"You traded seventy-five thrusts to watch another man fuck your wife," Sir said, his tone neutral, not judging, just stating fact. "How do you feel about that now, with distance? With the scene over and your cock caged again?"

Ryan's hands clenched harder on his thighs. How do I feel?

Heat crawled up his neck, not quite shame, not quite arousal. Something tangled between them. He'd watched another man, thicker, longer, darker, better, fuck Kimberly until she screamed, until she passed out, until she broke open like ripe fruit. He'd watched Femi's huge cock disappear into her cunt, watched her stretch around it, watched the slick mess of her drip onto the sheets.

And he'd been hard the whole time. Leaking. Desperate.

"I thought I'd feel worse," Ryan said quietly, the words careful, testing. "I thought I'd spiral. Feel inadequate. Jealous. Like I wasn't enough."

He glanced at Kimberly, then back to Sir.

"But I don't. I feel... proud of her. And closer to you. Like I gave her something I couldn't, and that made me good, not less."

I gave her pleasure. I watched her glow. I served you both by stepping aside.

Sir's mouth curved slightly, just the edge of approval. "Good. That's compersion. That's what makes this work."

He turned to Kimberly. "And you? How did it feel to be watched by Ryan whilst Femi fucked you?"

Kimberly shifted beside Ryan, her hand still warm on his knee. "I loved it," she said, no hesitation, no filter. "I think mostly because you were there, Sir. If it had been just Femi, or just Ryan watching without you controlling it, it wouldn't have felt so…. safe?"

She paused, bit her lower lip.

"You made it safe. You made it ours. And knowing Ryan chose it, that he wanted me to have Femi's cock, that he traded his own thrusts to watch me get fucked properly... that made it even hotter."

Her voice dropped, breathy. "I didn't feel guilty. I felt adored."

Ryan's throat burned, tight and hot. She felt adored. Because of me. Because I let her go.

Sir nodded slowly. "That's the difference between cuckolding and cheating. Structure. Consent. Love."

He paused, his gaze steady on Ryan.

"Ryan, if I invite Femi again during the trial, or someone else, would you want that? Or was once enough?"

Ryan's cock stirred uselessly in the cage, the steel digging in, the ache spreading through his balls. Do I want to watch her take another man again?

The memory flooded back: Femi's thick cock splitting her open, the wet obscene sounds, Kimberly's cunt stretched pink and glistening, the way she'd screamed and sobbed and begged for more.

"I think... yes," Ryan said slowly, the words pulled from somewhere deep. "But not always. It's intense. I need time to process it. But knowing I can trade marbles for it, that I have choice, that helps."

I gave it to her. I chose it. That makes it mine.

"Understood," Sir said. "We'll revisit it in a month. See how you feel then."

Ryan exhaled, his shoulders dropping slightly. He's not pushing. He's listening.

Sir leaned forward again, his gaze serious, intent. "Next question. What was the hardest moment emotionally this weekend? Not physically. Physically, we pushed you both hard. But emotionally, when did you feel most vulnerable?"

Ryan didn't have to think. The answer rose immediately, hot and tight in his throat.

"After Femi left," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "When you told me to clean Kimberly. With my tongue."

His face burned, chest to ears, the heat crawling down his spine.

"I knelt between her legs and licked Femi's cum off her. I tasted him. Tasted her. Tasted the mess they'd made together. And I was hard the whole time. Leaking into the cage. Pathetic."

He swallowed hard, his throat aching.

"And then you kissed my forehead."

That kiss. That one soft touch.

"You called me a good lad," Ryan continued, his voice breaking slightly. "And I felt... seen. Like I mattered even when I was just service. Like I was beautiful even when I was licking another man's cum out of my wife's cunt. That cracked me open more than anything else."

More than the cage. More than the denial. More than watching Femi fuck her.

Sir's expression softened, something tender and warm flickering in his eyes. "You're not pathetic, Ryan. You're devoted. There's a difference."

Ryan nodded, unable to speak, his throat too tight, his eyes burning.

Sir turned to Kimberly. "And you?"

Kimberly was quiet for a long moment, her thumb stroking Ryan's knee absently, her gaze distant. Finally, she exhaled softly.

"The suspension," she said. "Saturday. When you edged me three times and wouldn't let me come."

She looked up at Sir, her eyes glassy, vulnerable.

"I was furious. Desperate. Crying. Begging you to let me come, begging so hard I thought I'd break. And you just kept edging me, kept bringing me right to the edge and stopping. And then you called me perfect."

Her voice cracked, wavering.

"And I believed you. I've never believed that before. Not really. But you said it, and I knew it was true. You made me feel beautiful even when I was wrecked. Even when I was sobbing and begging and ugly-crying and drooling. That... that changed something in me."

Sir held her gaze, steady, warm. "You are perfect. Especially when you're wrecked. That's when you're most yourself."

Kimberly's breath hitched. Ryan squeezed her hand, his fingers tight around hers.

The fire crackled, sap popping. The rain pattered softly against the windows, gentle, rhythmic. The room felt smaller, warmer, sacred.

Sir cleared his throat softly, his gaze shifting back to Ryan.

"Ryan. One more thing I need to address directly."

Ryan looked up, his pulse quickening, the cage biting as his cock tried to swell.

"You sucked my cock," Sir said, calm, matter-of-fact, no shame in his voice. "Shared it with Kimberly. Took me in your mouth, tasted me, swallowed my cum."

He paused, his hazel eyes steady on Ryan's.

"No shame here. Just honesty. How do you feel about that now?"

Ryan's face heated, the blush crawling down his neck, spreading across his chest. How do I feel?

The memory flooded back, vivid and filthy: kneeling between Sir's legs, the weight of Sir's cock heavy on his tongue, the salt and musk, the way it stretched his jaw, the way Kimberly's mouth met his around Sir's shaft, their tongues sliding together, slick and obscene. The kiss after, Sir's cum warm and thick between their mouths, sharing it, swallowing together.

"It felt right," Ryan said quietly, the words careful, testing. "Not because I'm attracted to men. I'm not. But because it was you. And because Kimberly was there."

He swallowed hard, his throat tight.

"It was about serving you. Together. Not about being gay or bi or whatever label. I don't think I'd want that with anyone else. Just you. And only with her there too. Does that make sense?"

Sir nodded slowly. "Perfect sense. Context-specific desire. You're not attracted to men generally. You're attracted to serving me in front of your wife. To pleasing us both. That's devotion, not orientation."

Ryan's shoulders relaxed, the tension draining slightly. He understands. I don't have to label it. I just have to be honest.

"If I ask you to do it again," Sir said, his voice calm, steady, "you can say no. Or yes. Your choice. Always."

"I know," Ryan said, his voice rough but grateful. "Thank you, Sir."

Sir picked up his mug again, took another slow sip, then set it down with a soft clink. "Last question. What did you learn about yourself this weekend that surprised you?"

Ryan exhaled, his mind spinning back through the weekend. The cage's bite, the marbles clinking into the bowl, the counted thrusts that turned fucking into ritual. The dildo stretching him open whilst Kimberly pegged him, Sir's voice guiding them both. The cane striping his arse, the heat blooming, the way the pain quieted his mind. Watching Kimberly break under Sir's hands, under Femi's cock. Cleaning her after, tongue deep in her cunt, tasting the mess. Being owned.

"I learned I don't need to come to feel complete," Ryan said slowly, the words pulled from somewhere deep and true. "The cage, the denial, the counting, it settled me. I've been anxious my whole life. Constantly second-guessing myself. But the structure, the rules, your voice counting my thrusts, it made my brain quiet. For the first time in years, I felt... calm."

Even when I was desperate. Even when I was aching, leaking, pathetic. I felt held.

Sir's gaze was steady, approving, warm. "Structure is medicine for some people. You're one of them."

Ryan nodded, his chest swelling slightly. I am. I need this.

Sir turned to Kimberly. "And you?"

Kimberly bit her lower lip, thinking, her gaze distant. "I learned I can take more pain than I thought. The cane, the clamps, the edging, I thought I'd break. But I didn't. I just... opened."

She paused, her thumb still stroking Ryan's knee absently.

"And I learned that being owned doesn't make me weak. It makes me powerful. Because I choose it. Every time I say green, I'm choosing. And that's... that's everything."

Sir smiled faintly, just the edge of his mouth curving. "Exactly right."

The room settled into stillness, the three of them breathing together, the fire crackling softly, the rain pattering against the windows. The air felt thick, warm, sacred. Ryan's cage bit, a small sharp reminder, and his cock leaked, a warm slick pulse.

Mine. His.

Sir set his mug down and leaned back in the chair, his hands resting on the armrests, his posture shifting slightly. The authority returned, coiled and calm.

"The thirty-day trial starts now. You'll text me every morning and night. You'll wear the day-collars. Ryan, I keep your key. Kimberly, you'll wear true collar during our Friday sessions."

He paused, his gaze moving between them, steady and serious.

"But if at any point it feels wrong, or too much, or not what you need, you tell me. This isn't a trap. It's a gift you give me by choosing to stay. You can leave anytime. No judgment. No punishment. Just honesty. Understood?"

Ryan's chest swelled, ribs tight, breath catching. He's giving us a way out. Even now. Even after everything.

"Yes, Sir," Ryan said, his voice rough but steady.

"Yes, Sir," Kimberly echoed beside him.

Sir stood, and they rose with him automatically, bodies responding before minds caught up. He crossed to them, slow and deliberate, cupped Kimberly's face gently between his palms, tilted her chin up, held her gaze.

"You were both beautiful this weekend," Sir said quietly, his voice low and warm. "Brave. Honest. Hungry. I'm proud of you."

Ryan's eyes burned, hot and tight, his throat aching. He's proud of us.

Sir stepped back, his hands dropping, his expression shifting slightly. The calm authority returned, settled back into place like a well-worn coat.

"Now pack your things. We leave in an hour."

The debrief was over. The dynamic slid back into place, gentle and familiar, the walls going back up, the structure returning.

Ryan and Kimberly nodded, turned towards the stairs. As they climbed, Ryan's hand found Kimberly's, their fingers tangling together, warm and sure.

"You okay?" Kimberly whispered, her voice soft, intimate.

"Yeah," Ryan said, his throat tight but his voice steady. "You?"

"I'm fucking perfect," she said, and smiled, bright and real.

Ryan smiled back, his chest swelling. We are. We really are.

An hour before they left this house and drove back to their ordinary life, collared and kept and chosen. An hour before Friday became the centre of their week, the gravity around which everything else orbited.

And Ryan was so fucking grateful he could barely breathe.
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What We're Taking Home

Ryan coiled the jute rope the way Sir had taught him, loop over loop, his hands remembering the rhythm before his brain caught up. The fibres bit into his palms now the way they'd bitten into Kimberly's ribs two nights ago, into the soft flesh under her breasts, the lines lifting her off the mattress until she hung there, suspended, open, his. No. Sir's. The rope smelled faintly of her sweat still, faint musk beneath the jute. His cock throbbed in the cage. She'd been so fucking beautiful like that. Helpless. Wet. Begging.

He tucked the rope into the holdall, careful not to crush it.

Across the room, Kimberly folded the black silk blindfold into quarters, smoothed it flat with both hands, set it beside the leather cuffs. She moved carefully, like the fabric mattered, like she didn't want to let it go. Her fingers lingered on the silk for a breath. She glanced up, caught Ryan watching, and her mouth curved. Soft. Shy, almost. She wore that. Sir tied it on her. She couldn't see me watching. Couldn't see Femi's cock disappearing into her cunt. Only felt it.

"Friday," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Friday," Ryan echoed.

Five days. He could manage that.

Kimberly reached for the harness, the dark purple dildo still strapped in, and froze. Her cheeks went pink. She bit her lower lip.

Ryan's balls ached. She's thinking about it. About what she did with that. What Sir let her do.

"Sir said we could take everything," he managed. His voice came out rougher than he'd meant. "For home practice."

She laughed, sudden and breathy, and the sound went straight to his caged cock. She unclipped the dildo, wiped the base clean with a tissue, her hands quick now, almost business-like, but Ryan saw the way her thighs pressed together. She was wet, just thinking about it.

She fucked me with that thing. Strapped it on and fucked my arse while Sir watched. Her hips drove it into me, over and over, and she came from it. Came from the base grinding against her clit, from the sight of me bent over, taking it. She thanked Sir. Gasped it into his mouth while the silicone stretched me open.

The cage bit hard. His cock shoved against the steel, leaking, and he had to breathe through his nose, slow, the way Sir had taught him. The dildo disappeared into the tea towel, into the pouch, zipped away. But Ryan could still feel it. The thick blunt head. The burn. The way she'd moaned his name when she finally let herself go.

Kimberly moved to the dresser, folded her black lace bra, the stockings with the seams up the back.

Ryan crossed to the bed, pulled the duvet back, ran his hand over the sheets. The sheets still smelled faintly of lavender fabric softener, but underneath that, if he breathed deep enough, he could catch it: the ghost of sex. Sweat. Kimberly's cunt. Femi's cum.

Footsteps in the hallway. Ryan's head snapped up. His pulse kicked.

Sir filled the doorway, garment bag slung over one shoulder, black leather case in the other hand. He wore the long dark coat, buttoned to the throat.

"Ready?"

Sir's voice, low and even, settled something in Ryan's chest. He glanced at Kimberly. She nodded, zipped the holdall shut, lifted it. Her hands didn't shake. His would have.

"Yes, Sir."

Sir crossed to the mantelpiece, lifted the cut-glass bowl. Empty. The marbles were long gone, already packed away in Sir's case, already counted and recorded. Sir wrapped the bowl in a folded tea towel, tucked it into the leather case, his movements careful, deliberate.

"This comes with me." His gaze flicked to Ryan, then Kimberly. "You'll see it again Friday."

Ryan's throat tightened. He nodded.

Sir reached into the case, withdrew the signed contract, folded it once, twice, held it out.

"Keep this safe. Read it when you doubt. When you're nervous. When you need to remember you chose this."

Ryan's hands shook when he took it. He tucked it into his jacket pocket, felt the weight of it settle against his ribs. I chose this. I signed it. We are his for another thirty days. The thought should have terrified him. Instead, his cock leaked.

"Thank you, Sir." His voice cracked on the second word.

"Downstairs. Five minutes."

Sir left. His footsteps faded down the hall, down the stairs, and the room felt enormous suddenly, empty, cold. The fire in the hearth had gone out hours ago, the grate full of grey ash.

Ryan and Kimberly stood together in the middle of the bedroom, not touching, just breathing in the same space. Her hand found his. Squeezed once.

Friday.

He squeezed back.
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Marked and Sent Home

Kimberly stood on the cold chequered marble of the entrance hall, holdall at her feet, Ryan beside her. His hand hovered near her back, not touching. She could feel the wanting in that almost-touch, the way he ached to hold her but didn't dare, not yet, not without permission. Sir set his leather case down by the door, straightened. Turned to face them. His expression was calm. Unreadable. Kimberly's pulse kicked.

The silver chain glinted at his throat. The key was there, tucked beneath his coat, warm against his sternum. Ryan's key. Our key. The thought made Kimberly's cunt pulse, still tender from last night, still slick from this morning when she'd woken pressed between Ryan's chest and Sir's thigh, aching, wanting to beg for more.

"You text me when you get home. Both of you. Then tonight, before bed. Good morning, good night. Every day. Understood?"

"Yes, Sir." Kimberly's voice came out steady this time. Strong.

Sir nodded. "Friday. Six PM. My flat. The address is in the contract. Don't be late."

"We won't, Sir." Kimberly smiled. Couldn't help it. She was giddy, aching, desperate for Friday already. Five days felt like forever.

Sir's gaze settled on Ryan. He stepped closer, cupped the back of Ryan's neck, thumb pressing that spot at the base of his skull that made Ryan melt, made him go soft and obedient and theirs.

"I like the way you kneel." Sir's voice dropped, intimate, just for Ryan, but Kimberly heard every word and her cunt pulsed. "I am not taking your wife from you. I am taking both of you into my hands when you ask me to."

Ryan's breath hitched. Kimberly saw the tears gather at the corners of his eyes, saw him blink them back hard, saw his throat work as he swallowed. She wanted to touch him. She wanted to tell him thank you. She wanted to kiss him until they both stopped shaking.

"Thank you, Sir." Ryan's voice was barely a whisper.

Sir released Ryan, turned to Kimberly. His hands cupped her face, warm and firm, tilting her head up. Their eyes met.

"You are greedy and glorious." His thumb stroked her cheekbone, slow. "I will feed that hunger."

Yes. The word stuck in her throat. Her cunt pulsed, slick, aching. She wanted to drop to her knees, to beg him not to let them leave, to crawl back upstairs and stay. But she couldn't speak, could only nod, smile even though her chest felt cracked open and raw.

Thank you. Please. Don't let us go.

Sir kissed her forehead. Soft. Chaste. Tender. Then Ryan's forehead, the same gentle press of lips. Then he stepped back, hands falling to his sides.

"Go. I'll lock up here. Drive safely."

Kimberly bent, picked up the holdall. Heavy. Full of rope and lube and the strap-on harness and all the evidence of what they'd done, what they'd become. Ryan grabbed his bag, slung it over his shoulder. They walked to the door together. Sir didn't move. Just stood there, watching them, backlit by the soft grey light from the drawing room behind him.

Ryan loaded the bags into the boot of the Golf. Kimberly climbed into the passenger seat, buckled herself in, touched the collar at her throat again. Still there. Still his. The leather was warm now, body-heat warm, and she didn't want to stop touching it. Couldn't stop.

Ryan paused before getting in. Kimberly watched him through the windscreen. He looked back at the house. Sir stood in the doorway, tall and still, theirs, one hand resting on the doorframe.

Ryan got in. Started the engine. The Golf hummed to life, vibrating beneath them. He reached for Kimberly's hand. She laced her fingers through his, squeezed tight.

"You okay?" Her voice was quiet.

Ryan nodded. "Yeah. You?"

Kimberly smiled. Couldn't help it. She was giddy, aching, fucking alive. "I'm fucking perfect."

Ryan pulled away. Gravel crunched beneath the tyres. Kimberly turned in her seat, looked back. Sir raised one hand. Small wave. Slow. Then he turned, stepped inside, closed the door.

The house disappeared behind the oak trees. The road stretched ahead. Grey sky. Wet tarmac. Rain streaking the windscreen.

They drove in silence at first. The contract was in Ryan's jacket pocket. The key to his cage hung on a chain around Sir's neck, miles behind them now, growing more distant with every turn of the wheels.

Friday. Five days until I kneel in Sir's flat and he tells me I'm beautiful and uses me and feeds me and makes me come until I can't speak.

"Friday can't come fast enough," Kimberly said, breaking the silence.

Ryan smiled. Small. Soft. "Yeah."

She squeezed his hand. "What do you think his flat looks like?"

"Tidy. Precise. Bookshelves." Ryan's voice was steady now, the shakiness gone. "Probably smells like his aftershave. Cedar."

"Mm." Kimberly closed her eyes, imagined it. Sir's flat. His space. His bed. The thought made her cunt pulse. "Do you think he'll let us sleep over? Or send us home after?"

"Contract says six to midnight. So… home after."

"Right." She bit her lip. Six hours. Not enough. Never enough. But it was theirs.

She wanted to text Sir already. Wanted to say: Thank you. We're safe. I miss you. Please tell me I'm good.

But they weren't home yet. And Sir had said text when they arrived. So she waited. She could wait. She'd learned to wait this weekend. Learned to ache and beg and wait until Sir decided she'd earned it.

"I love you," she said. Sudden. Fierce.

Ryan glanced at her, smiled. "I love you too."

"I mean it." Her hand tightened on his. "This weekend. What we did. What we're doing. I love you more now than I did on Friday."

Ryan's throat bobbed. He swallowed. "Yeah. Me too."

They drove home. The collars sat against their throats, warm and constant, and Friday couldn't come fast enough.
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In The University Revisit, a posh Lady and her husband walk back into their old Oxford college… ending in her being gangbanged by a room full of sweaty rugby lads, climaxing in the sheer taboo of finally being creampied by the shy scholarship boy who worshipped her all his life.

Late Night Office Temptation drags another marriage straight under fluorescent light. A London wife is bent raw over her desk by her boss while her husband masturbates at the window – overwhelmed as she screams she’s been “reshaped” by his cock while London watches through fourteen floors of glass.

Hotel Key Swap Seduction pushes a young married couple into the arms of swinging veterans, where the wife is sucked into bisexual play, her first new cock, and even pegging demonstrations that change their marriage forever.

And finally, the anthology closes with the filthiest of them all: Dirty Taxi Home – where a drunk wife in a pink mini‑dress is stripped and fucked over a cab bonnet by a greasy cabbie while her husband films. Then a tramp stumbles in, jerking off, licking her arse, and spraying his cum across her back before the cabbie rams her arse bare. It’s sticky, it’s brutal, and it’s unforgettable.

Every one of these tales contains cum‑dripping creampies, throat‑wrecking blowjobs, brutal size comparisons with husbands’ smaller cocks, exhibition risks, and the kind of shameless acts that mean you’re definitely better off reading this on your Kindle, not in public.
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When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.
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A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.

Caribbean Confessions:
An Interracial Hotwife Tale

Amazon: https://a.co/d/drUZX6c

Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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